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Those three years were a blur. Even now my brain has trouble grasping the significance of what we did and the impact it had on all of our lives. Fortunately, each of us walked away from that time a better person – in many ways. I ended up with some dents, but overall better.
Trish had gone back to work about a year before all this started. She was a computer systems analyst specializing in logistics systems. At the time, the field was dominated by males and she said she loved the ratio of men to women at her work – basically Trish and a hundred guys.
About that time, we learned about Maslow's levels – simply put: safety, security, esteem, and self-actualization. Trish was self-actualizing every second of every day. She was indestructible. She'd just received a great review from her boss, been promoted and given significant responsibilities, and was fully into being Super-Mom with our two kids and Super-Wife to me.
Trish was a knock out too (even today, these years later). She was thin in the hips, even after having our two kids, and was nicely endowed upstairs. She was a simple gal and seldom used make-up; she didn't have to – her skin was like peaches and cream. Trish was five-foot six-inches tall with raven dark hair that had a natural luster to it. At the time, her hair was shoulder length.
Trish's main strength was her brain. She was a genius. She loved analytics and solving tough problems. She could work through the intricacies of a difficult problem and find really clever and novel ways to solve them – whether at home or at work. Plus, she had a sense of humor and she loved me.
Then John came on the scene! John was a freewheeling six-foot, red head, about a year older than Trish; a good looking guy that had been separated from his wife for a year and was in the midst of the divorce. Trish and John both had birthdays early in the year and had started teasing each other about who was older and more decrepit, even though we were all in our early thirties. They started sharing lunches together and as spring arrived in the northeast they started to take long walks and have long talks together. John came to the house a couple of times for dinner before all this starred. I found him a delightful and engaging friend. One summer day he brought his two boys that were about the same age as our two girls; they kids got along great.
One night in late summer, when Trish and I were basking in the after-glow of some good sex, Trish asked if I ever had sexual fantasies. At the time we were influenced by several books we'd read by an author named Robert Rimmer. His books often revolved around a wonderful and peaceful family setting involving multiple men and women that all loved each other – and had frequent sex with each other, including in group settings. The books were a rush and so, I guess if I had to claim a fantasy, it was that our life would start to look like the characters in one of Rimmer's novels like "The Harrad Experiment".
Of course, I asked her what her fantasies were. She allowed as how she'd like my permission to kick her fantasies about John up a notch. I asked what that meant, and she said they had briefly kissed and she was intrigued about where it might lead if she let it all go further. These were not fantasies; this was a real emergent situation – an affair in the making.
I told her I had reservations, particularly about how it would impact our relationship. She assured me that she loved me and that nothing would change that – even if things got heated with John. Besides, she said, we could create our ownHarrad Experiment.
While I'd expressed reservations during our brief talk in bed, I also had developed a hard-on that demanded attention again. So, although unusual, we made love for a second time that night. We had the windows open and I am sure the neighbors knew that we both had top-notch climaxes since we both were extremely vocal about our crescendos.
I had wonderful sexual dreams that night. In the morning, I told Trish that we had to be inclusive about John. She couldn't just go off with him and play whatever games she had in mind without including me in that circle. Similarly, if I met someone, I'd include her in some way. I told her we should aim to create a Rimmer-like situation for ourselves. I suggested we see if there was a woman or couple that could join as well since I didn't fancy myself in any kind of any sexual relationship with John. She agreed whole-heartedly and we both headed off to work.
A few days later Trish called me at work and said that John was coming for dinner that night and was bringing a girl friend. A few hours later, at home, I was pouring wine for Trish and myself, when John and Loren arrived. Loren was single, but was just coming out of a long-term relationship. She, too, was working in the information technology industry as a business systems analyst, but not at the same company as Trish and John.
Loren was a sweetheart, about thirty with the look and build of a super-model, however, with a magnificent chest and dark hair halfway to her waist. Her face had an angelic look to it and eyes that just drew you into her soul. She was wearing a scoop-necked top that accentuated her breasts. Mother had always told me to look a woman in her eyes, and I did; but occasionally when I was sure no one was looking I leered at Loren's chest and had short fantasies of burying my face in her cleavage. Further, I'd had a fetish about long hair since I can ever remember, although I was never sure what I'd do if I found someone romantically or sexually that had it. All my serious girl friends in the past, not to mention my wife, had shorter hair.
We all drank cheap wine, and shared a salad and a large pizza. We sat around and talked and talked until finally both John and Loren said they had to go. We all hugged and kissed good-bye, paying much greater attention to the opposite sex. New friends. Good friends. We had all bonded with one another - sharing stories, and values and learning about each other. We set plans to get together on Saturday night and do more of a dinner than the pizza we had just shared.
Later after they had left, Trish asked me if I thought I would like to have a "relationship" with Loren. The implication was clear. While Trish and John were going to do whatever they were going to do, Loren and I could do whatever we wanted to do. The pathway to a sexual foursome was being created as we talked and I agreed that Loren was indeed the kind of person that would be nice to have a relationship with. With looks alone, I'd jump at the chance to bed her; and she had a beautiful personality to go with the rest of the package.
A few days later, on Friday night, after I had put the kids to bed, Trish and I sat outside to have a second glass of wine. She confided in me that she and John had taken a long lunch in John's car at a nearby recreational area that included about forty-five minutes of making out and heavy petting. She admitted that he had really cranked up her temperature and that she was not only Super-Wife tonight, she was super horny. After hearing some of the details, I too needed some relief.
She said they had taken some sandwiches and drinks up to the reservoir and parked looking out over the water. Unusual for mid-day, she said that no one was around. After lunch, she apparently had had some food on her face. John had leaned over to wipe it off, but then decided to lick it off in a sensual way. She said she thought he was leaning in for a kiss, so she leaned into him. The crumb on her face was quickly forgotten as their two mouths joined, with tongues enjoying the sensation of finding new areas to explore.
She said they did this for quite a while and then John started stroking her arms, then her neck, and then the area between her belt and her bra. She said she was going crazy and really wanted him to stroke her breasts. So finally, she said she grabbed his hand and put it atop her breasts - outside her clothing. She said the two of them continued making out and petting until another car pulled up near them. At that point they decided they needed to get back to work, so they stopped making out, took deep breaths, adjusted themselves and headed to work with an unspoken promise of more to come.
By the time she finished telling me her story, I too was panting. It seemed like a good time to leave the backyard for softer and more private quarters.
We chugged out wine, went upstairs, locked the bedroom door and I slowly stripped Trish of every piece of clothing she was wearing, carefully licking in a sensuous way each new area of exposed skin that appeared. By the time she was nude, she was pleading with me to make love to her. Instead, I moved into the last area I had yet to pay homage to. I then spent about a quarter hour making passionate love to her lovely pussy, with occasional forays back up her front to her breasts, neck and lips. Most of the time she had her legs over my shoulders and was stroking my head, occasionally pushing me into her cunt lips with great force.
Trish reached a point where she was popping off small orgasms every few seconds. If you'd focused on the sounds emanating from our house that night, you would have heard a series of moans interspersed by little shrieks of joy and ecstasy.
Eventually I could wait no longer either, and I lay down next to her and pulled her over on top of me. I'd always loved this position since I could make love to her breasts even while deeply inserted into her. Tonight was no exception. She straddled me and sank down the full length of my cock in one swift movement. She then started to ride me for all she was worth. Her moans and little shrieks continued, particularly while I sucked on her beautiful breasts. Finally, in one rapid series of strokes initiated by the two of us we both came with more shrieks of abandon and enjoyment. We both cuddled on our sides with me still buried in her cunt as we caught our breath, still kissing and licking each other. We'd worked up a bit of a sweat and both felt slick and rosy.
After cleaning each other up with the washcloths we kept in the bedside table, we put on shorts and tee shirts and went back downstairs to have some more wine. We sat outside in the dark again. Trish noted that when John and Loren came over the next night, that this might be the time to see if they both wanted to be in a foursome. She said she was sure about John based on what had happened that afternoon, but was uncertain about Loren's inclination. She said she thought that John could talk her into just about anything, since she thought they had been fuck buddies before Loren's now dead relationship. I had to admit that I was up for the event, although it was certainly pushing me into a highly anxious state of both anticipation and worry about the impact on our relationship.
As we continued to talk, we both got worked up again. I knelt in front of Trish and pulled her t-shirt up so I could reach her pussy. I started licking her clitoris with the very tip of my tongue. She was still so sensitive from our earlier session that she immediately started to moan and make little high-pitched squeaks as I administered to her. After only a minute or two of this she pulled me up and over to the patio couch. She yanked down my boxes and went down on my cock – completely. I'd never had her deep throat me before, so this was a first. She rose and fell for a few moments until I signaled to her that she should come up and couple with me. She faced me and sank down on my cock. We both removed our shirts and the kissing, licking and sucking started again. This time we were more focused on the result, so in only a couple of minutes we both came with eye-popping orgasms. If the neighbors had been able to look through the trees to our dark porch, oh what a show they would have seen. We continued to cuddle on the couch until we both admitted that sleep would be a lovely way to top off our evening. We uncoupled, picked up our clothing, and both walked naked through the house and up to bed for the night.
###
Saturday morning we woke up to a two-year old and a five-year old jumping on top of us. The room was all giggles and laughter as we got up and got ready for what was to prove an exciting day. Trish helped the kids pack some overnight bags and toys since they were off to her parent's home for an overnight. While she was gone with the kids I worked on my "honey do" list.
To tell the truth, I would have done anything that took my mind off of what might happen that evening when John and Loren came over. I was bundle of sexual energy. I'm sure that I was glowing with the heat emanating from that part of my brain.
I was extremely nervous – on two counts. First, I was really concerned about what a new relationship was going to mean to our twelve-year marriage. We'd gotten married quite young; Trish was actually a teenager. Both of us were inexperienced about sex then, however, we had read widely and watched some stimulating porn to broaden our horizons over those years. None of that was a substitute for the real thing, but we sure liked watching and reading about it. Then, too, there were the books like theHarrad Experiment.
The world had gone through a sexual revolution between the time I was raised and this weekend full of promise and angst at the same time. I kept thinking about how I had been raised to equate sex with love, and love with marriage. Now, I tried to tell myself, the three could be considered independently of one another, or in interesting combinations. One could still be "faithful" but have sex with others. Love could be shared more broadly than with just one person. Marriage could involve more than two adults. Gender didn't matter. All of these thoughts kept my mind occupied that Saturday afternoon.
My second concern was that I was so nervous and worked up over the coming evening that I wouldn't be able to perform like the master I knew I was. I couldn't do much about this, except I did resolve to moderate my drinking which often had an adverse affect on my staying power. Right at that moment, however, I was thinking that a bottle of bourbon was just what I needed to calm my nerves.
The day went agonizingly slow. Trish returned with groceries and some wine, and she started cooking a serious meal for the four of us. When I pointed out to her that the amount of food she was cooking might feed a small battalion, she admitted that she hadn't even noticed how much she was preparing. She was nervous too! We kissed and admitted our love for each other; again pledging that whatever happened would not change our marriage or relationship.
I think we liked talking about the subject of our relationship and what might happen sexually between the two of us and our friends. We had fallen into a point in our relationship where we didn't examine the relationship much and certainly to the point where making love was a two or three times a week routine.
This emerging set of parallel and intertwined affairs that this evening was to launch had forced a new and high level of communications upon us that we both seemed to relish. Certainly, the frequency of our bedtime romps had increased in the past month or so – exponentially!
Late in the afternoon, I slipped off for seven-mile run that did calm my nerves - slightly. I shaved, showered, put on shorts and a sport shirt, and arrived in the living room just as the doorbell rang.
John and Loren came in as I held the door. I got a firm handshake from John as well as a bottle of fine wine. Loren, on the other hand, gave me a short kiss, followed by a longer, smoldering kiss that gave me a twinge in my groin and left no doubt in my mind about where the evening was headed. When I turned around Trish and John were in a lip lock that gave me a penile twinge and a twist in my gut at the same time.
We all laughed and wound our way through the kitchen to the screened in porch with the chattering that close friends do with each other when they've been apart. On the way, we poured some wine I'd already opened to breath and picked up some of the hors d'oeuvres that Trish had prepared.
We chatted about no subject for longer than a minute. We all acted like we had adult attention deficit disorder. Trish hovered back and forth between the porch and the kitchen. At one point she asked for help. John jumped to his feet before I could register her request and the two of them disappeared into the kitchen.
Loren and I were sitting close enough to each other that we could touch hands. We both started stroking each other's palms in what was an exceptionally sensuous gesture. I could tell both our temperatures were becoming elevated. Occasionally one of us would make a remark that could also be taken with a sexual overtone. Some so obvious that we both threw our heads back and laughed after the statement.
Ten minutes later Trish called us in to the dining room table. I noticed that the lipstick she'd put on just before John and Loren arrived had now vanished completely. I felt another dig in my lower tract. Dinner was served.
We continued our banter at the table as the gourmet dinner Trish had prepared disappeared from our plates and the wine that John had brought also vanished. I was finding my mind racing at a thousand miles an hour with many unanswered questions about how we would start, what would happen, who would do what to whom, and such. I had never thought about who initiated something like a foursome. Did it spontaneously explode or did someone yell "Go!"?
After coffee and a light dessert, I helped clear the last of the dishes from the table and started my clean up chores in the kitchen. Clean up is my contribution in the division of labor in the household when we have formal dinners. This time it went very quickly, however, for everyone helped. I washed, John dried, Loren packed away the leftovers, and Trish was putting away. We were done in record time.
I brought our some liqueurs and passed out some Drambuies and Grand Marniers to our foursome. We all moved into the family room of our house.
The room had two facing sofas. John and Trish took one and Loren and I the other. We dimmed the lights to their lowest level and sat sipping our drinks in the near darkness. Next I knew, John and Trish were kissing and so were Loren and I.
I had decided to pace or lag behind where Trish and John were going. I didn't want to make a move that would upset anyone. In a moment or two, I knew that was not an issue. Trish and I made eye contact with one another, smiled, and blew each other a kiss.
I put my focus on Loren, and we started deep soul kisses. Our tongues swirled around each other's lips and then explored ears and necks. There was a lot of body stroking and heavy breathing going around too.
On one foray, I ran my tongue down Loren's neck deep into the cleavage of her dress. I then brought my mouth over the apparent location of a nipple and blew hot air through her blouse and lingerie. In a moment, I was rewarded as I felt the nubbin rise in an excited state. Loren moaned and held my head to the point.
I undid a couple of buttons that then afforded me an even greater landscape to explore with my tongue. I did just that, finally, as I opened still more buttons, licking into the band of skin between her belt and gossamer bra. Even in the dim light I could see Loren's aureoles and hardened nipples through the thin material.
Loren then turned the table on me. She leaned into me and started unbuttoning my sport shirt. After blowing and licking my ears, her tongue started to run down my neck and to my chest and nipples. Wow! It was electric. No one had ever sucked on my nipples that way. Suddenly I had the urge to merge in a big way.




We both peeled our shirts and blouses off and I undid the eyelets of Loren's bra. As her bra came off, I was rewarded with two excited breasts of perfect shape and size. Much more than a mouthful she said with a small laugh. Not a cubic millimeter was wasted as my mouth wandered further over the exposed flesh – licking, sucking and tasting as I went.
I cast a glance at the other couch about then and saw that both John and Trish were nude from the waist up too. John was sucking on Trish's breasts as she held her head tilted back, eyes shut, with a slight smile of total contentment.
I buried my head in Loren's chest with much the same result that Trish was having. I alternately sucked each nipple into my mouth; carefully loving and gently biting each nub in what I'd learned over the years with Trish was a very effective mechanism to turn her on. This worked on Loren too. Soon she was purring and pulling me even harder into her breasts.
Periodically, I would come up and we would French kiss – winding our tongues together and sometimes only touching the tips of our tongues to each other as we looked into each other's eyes. All our signals to each other were "Go!"
Out of the corner of my eye I saw John and Trish stand so they could shed pants. Loren and I accepted that suggestion too as I removed her skirt and she slid my shorts off. Underwear followed.
Within seconds, the four of us were nude. I thought about the strange sensation of being naked in a room with another couple for the first time, made stranger by the fact that Trish and I were not together. We all took a moment to look across at each other and revel in the beauty of the moment. Passions then pulled us back to our goals.
Loren reached down and started massaging my already hard cock with one hand. As I adjusted my position, she dropped down and engulfed the mushroomed head into her mouth. I moaned for a change.
After she had me in a rock hard state, I shifted our positions so I could lick her pussy. I placed one leg over my shoulder as I got down on the floor and started my ministrations to her pubic area. She was unshaved and it was with delight that I helped pull her lips apart and plunged my tongue into her vagina for the first time. Then I centered on her clitoris, circling out and then back in periodically.
Loren's juices flowed like a wide-open faucet. I loved her musky scent and taste. Soon my face and even my hair were covered in her scent as I spread her juices over her thighs and abdomen and then rubbed my head in those areas. The whole room took on a musky odor.
She pulled me up and I knew it was time to penetrate. I looked across as John and Trish just in time to see John finish his tongue-lashing of Trish's cunt. She moved around and reclined on the couch, tossing some cushions on the floor to afford them both more room. John rose up over her, hard cock in hand, and then plunged it into her. What excitement. I had never seen two people fucking except in porn movies – and here was the real thing.
I turned my attention back to Loren. She suggested that I come over her as well and so I did. She held my cock and positioned it at the entrance to her valley. With a few minor thrusts I sank into her warm sanctum, pausing for a moment after I was fully inserted to enjoy the moment. We kissed deeply again and felt the kiss concentrate in our loins as we both started pumping into one another.
Loren and I looked lovingly at each other and then continued to thrust and thrust and thrust. She had a way of rotating her hips as I was thrusting that was going to accelerate things much too fast. I paused again and she looked at me with a questioning look. I told her to slow things down and we both smiled at each other and then kissed again ... and again and again.
Rather than rush to climax we both looked at the activity on the other couch. John was plunging into Trish at ever increasing speed and intensity. His back was arched while his hips articulated back and forth in rapid succession. Trish's legs were locked behind him, pulling him into her with reckless abandon.
Loren and I watched while we slowly fucked – prolonging our first coupling and enjoying all the sensations of skin on skin.
Then, with appropriate moans and shrieks for the moment, both John and Trish climaxed. John's back arched in an almost perpendicular fashion as he made his final thrusts into Trish's body. Trish's back was arched so much that only her hips and shoulders touched the couch cushions they were lying on.
Loren and I took their climax as an invitation to finish our own fuck. I looked at her and nodded. We both picked up the pace. Loren started her hip rotations again as I took longer and more determined strokes into her pussy. In sixty seconds, we too exploded. I sent a stream of cum into Loren's cunt and she flooded the area with her juices. Our moans and expletives punctuated the quiet in the room, announcing to all that we too had joint orgasms deserving of notice.
I fell in beside Loren and we started to cuddle and smooth the skin that was within reach. How nice that our skin has such wonderful receptors in it. We gently cooed in each other's ears and kissed eyes, cheeks, necks and lips in a sensuous and loving way. And, of course, I massaged her generous breasts.
Loren and I stayed coupled while we explored each other. Even though I had shrunk from my hardened state of a few moments before, I was not deflated enough to slip from her folds. After a few moments I started to pump again – gently at first. I was enjoying just enough stimulation in her juicy cunt to re-inflate and start the fucking process over again.
Soon the passion of the evening, the anticipation of this foursome, and my overall perpetual state of horniness did the trick and I was again pumping in and out of Loren's pussy. This time, we were on our sides so we could each use our hands to caress and touch one another in sensitive places.
We took our time, watching as Trish and John re-coupled and also started a slow fuck, this time with Trish on top – a position she loves. John's hands and then his mouth engulfed Trish's breasts as he rose up to meet her bent over figure.
I was infatuated with Loren's much larger breasts. There was more than a handful there, but none of it was wasted. I wanted to swim in them. Loren would lean towards me stroking my chest with her nipples in a way that sent me into orbit. Oh, holy horniness. What a wonder this was. I was in seventh heaven.
As we stroked and rotated into each other, fondling breasts and kissing all available skin, we gradually realized we were getting close to another orgasm. This time neither of us slowed the process. I signaled that I was close and she nodded.
In seconds wave after wave of ecstasy again washed over us. Loren's muscles rippled tightly against my cock, pulling my penis and my cum deep into her body. Our backs again arched forcing our hips together in our copulation. Slowly as the orgasm passed, we relaxed and petted again.
We glanced across at the other sofa just in time to see Trish rise up and thrust her breasts out into the dimness of the room in orgasmic bliss. John's hips were thrust up into her, lifting her. They entered a euphoric state of bliss, punctuated only with deep sighs, low moans, and heavy breathing.
I thought, how wonderful the human body that it can create such ecstatic feelings for such occasions. I wondered aloud to Loren why people didn't fuck more frequently and more often. Why were there such taboos against just fucking who you found interesting?
I deflated that time. I was done for an hour or so – at least. Trish made a dash through the house to the linen closest and arrived back with warm wash clothes for everyone, as well as towels. Loren and I took turns cleaning each other, while Trish ministered to John.
I poured more liqueurs for us – just a splash each. I took a sip of my Drambuie and then, holding the sip in my mouth, pushed my tongue into Loren's mouth where I then deposited the strong liquid. She raised her eyebrows as we then shared the warmth of the drink with our mouths and tongues intertwined. When we parted, she told me that was one of the most erotic things she had ever done. I said I'd be delighted to be her source of drink from then on. We laughed and did it again.
We all talked about the evening, briefly praising the events and the passion – particularly of watching each other as we made love. I would have said fucking, but there was such caring and tenderness that we had for each other that that word was too harsh for the occasion. There would be other times when that was the right word, however.
After a while, John noted it was well past midnight and our guests decided they should go. I slipped on my shorts and shirt again and John and Loren dressed. Trish slipped on a robe she'd brought with her when she'd run through the house earlier.
As we stood at the door, kissing goodnight, it was a huge turn-on to watch John reach down and open Trish's robe and insert his fingers into her sodden pussy. She spread her legs a little to give him access. In response, Loren pulled her blouse down and gave me a last lick on her left breast. We laughed and they left. We'd agreed to get together the following weekend, if not sooner.
Trish and I went back outside and cuddled together on the patio couch in the dark. We tested how we each felt. I told her I had two wildly conflicting feelings about the evening. I was excited having sex with Loren and watching her and John, and the prospect of doing it some more was captivating. I liked Loren – a lot; however, I wanted Trish to know that she was not a threat to our marriage.
My other concern was her relationship with John and what that meant to us. Seeing the two of them make love and seeing how he excited her, I was happy for her and her excitement, but still felt that twinge in the pit of my stomach. Trish assured me that she loved me and that John was a dear friend that she enjoyed but that I was her life mate. We talked about how someone could love more than one person as a time and that it was only social norms that dictated you could only love one person at a time.
On that note we went up and went to bed. Both of us were still worked up, however, and it wasn't very long before I felt her hand reach for my cock and start to stroke it. I'd had enough of a recovery and was still so horned up by the events of the evening and week that in no time at all we were at it. Trish climbed on top and we enjoyed a nice, slow fuck as we reaffirmed our love and commitment to one another. The orgasm was wonderful and just what we both needed to allow us to sleep.
###
The next morning I continued to have conflicting emotions over the events of the previous night. Getting to mess around with Loren was amazing and way off the scale. Watching Trish and John fuck ten feet away was erotic as all hell, but gut wrenching at the same time. Lastly, doing it all in a foursome was truly mind blowing.
In the afternoon, I went for ten mile run to ruminate over the evening as well as all of the talk that led up to our group session. I left the house anxious over the stability of my relationship with Trish and worried that John would somehow supplant me. Along the way, I realized that my happiness was my responsibility and not Trish's, or John's. I had to change how I was thinking about this situation. I was the only one worried about such things. I realized if I got too clingy I would indeed lose Trish as a wife and John and Loren as a friends. Armed with this new thought, I arrived back home in much better spirits than I had been. Remarkably, things did turn around.
After dinner and putting the kids to bed, Trish and I took another glass of wine and went out on the porch to talk. She was headed back to work in the morning and I wanted to let her know that I was happy with the way things had turned and excited about the future. She was too.
We snuggled and petted a little on the porch as we talked. As we sat on the porch sofa, she backed into my side so I was able to reach and stroke her breasts. Pretty soon we were both worked up sufficiently to go upstairs and make love.
As I slowly pumped inside Trish, we started asking each other to be vocal about what we recalled as high points or visual stimulation points from Saturday. Trish recited watching me penetrate Loren for the first time, with Loren holding my cock and guiding me into her dark mat of hair, and watching me eat Loren as she writhed and bucked her hips.
I recalled John's penetration of her. From my vantage point, I could see his entire length work its way into her pussy with each stroke allowing him to go deeper and deeper. I also found Trish's riding John as she rotated her hips fore and aft a very stimulating mental picture to hold. I found the sight of the four of us sitting nude and fully revealed across from each other in the afterglow of two magnificent fucks a great and stimulating memory.
As we talked, Trish and I bucked more and more into each other until finally she announced that she was close but wanted me to come with her. I found that no problem and seconds later we both crashed through that exotic barrier with thrusts into one another and moans of mutual satisfaction.
As we came down from our high we remained coupled and continued talking. I asked Trish what she thought the week would bring. She said that she certainly wanted a repeat performance and I agreed. She noted that she wasn't sure of Loren's schedule, but knew that John would be free most of the time.
I asked what she'd do for lunches, with a big suitable grin. She allowed as how she did not want to start arriving at the house for "noon-ers". Several of our good friends were neighbors and did not work, so the unusual presence of a car at mid-day would attract attention. I told her if they went to the reservoir again to just be sure to tell me about it later and emphasized that she had carte blanche from me to fuck her brains out or whatever else came to mind. She raised her eyebrows and said that she might just consider that, although she didn't fancy sitting around work in the afternoons reeking of sex with cum from a hot cock dripping out of her pussy.
Normally, she didn't use such graphic language as she had in our discussion and sharing moments that evening. She was already loosening up.
###
Monday was a stellar day for me. I got a promotion and significant pay increase. I went into work feeling like I'd lost my virginity over the weekend and still with an occasional twist of angst over what Trish might do. After I'd been at work an hour, the head of the 2,000-person division I worked in asked me to come up and see him.
I hustled upstairs to "rug row" and went into his office area. Louise, his older but savvy secretary, who I was a friend with, gave me a smile, a nod and thumbs up, and then came around her desk and led me into Jim's office with not a word spoken. He was sitting on his sofa reading and having a cup of coffee from a tray already prepared for two. Louise shut the door on the way out – with a wink.
Jim had me sit down and then reached across and said "Congratulations, you're my new executive assistant." I was blown away. I knew I was being considered since the position had been posted, but I thought this meeting would just be news about where the decision stood or asking me some further questions about my qualifications. I had no idea he'd make a final decision so soon.
He handed me a book to read, lectured me about what he really wanted from his new aide, and told me I was not to be his bagman – that he wanted real contributions and real leadership to the rest of the company from me. I was numb and elated. He asked me to handoff my other work to others in my group and move up to his office area as soon as possible.
I went back down to my cubicle and called Trish. She was out (doing what I wondered), but I left a message and told her my news in a happy and elated voice. I told her I'd be home at the usual time. I spent the rest of the day talking to human resources about the change, happily packing up a couple of cardboard boxes of desk and bookcase memorabilia, and dumping the pieces of the projects I had been working onto others. I'd move up first thing in the morning.
I left work early. It would the last day I'd leave work early for over a year. I pulled into the driveway at the same time that Trish did. She had both kids in the car. She hopped out of her car and came over and gave me a huge hug and congratulatory kisses. The kids didn't quite understand but knew that something special and nice had happened to Daddy. They were screaming and yelling and we were all celebrating my joy.
A few minutes later John and Loren arrived in two separate cars. John had a bottle of champagne in one hand and bottle of fine wine in the other. He bolted over and also gave me a congratulatory bear hug. Loren held back a little. I looked at her and she waited until we were just inside the garage and the kids inside the house before she approached me in a vampish way and wrapped her lithe and sensual body around mine. She had her tongue deep in my mouth in seconds and left no part of my body unloved in a full-press sixty-second kiss that she slowly delivered. At the end of the kiss, she bit my ear lobe and ran her tongue around inside my ear. She whispered, "Congratulations, big boy," in a very husky voice, "we're here to help you celebrate." Whew! My temperature had just passed the boiling point.
We all went inside amid cheery and animated telling of my story and the great repartee of good friends. We decided to anoint the occasion with several pepperoni pizzas and a salad, as well as the wine and champagne John had brought. At one point John and Loren secreted away only to return with a hastily wrapped present that they presented to me. I unwrapped a very executive looking pen set truly befitting of only an executive's desk. More hugs and cheers continued.
After dinner clean up and some bedtime stories, the four of us went out on the porch. John and Trish sat on the couch and Loren snuggled up on my lap in one of the big overstuffed chairs. We all just continued to talk about the future and what the promotion would mean in terms of work and responsibilities. I would have to travel more, but that's to be expected.
As darkness fell, we only had the incidental light from inside the house lighting the porch. Loren kept tonguing and blowing in my ear – or I in hers. I watched as John's hands shifted from holding to smoothing to rubbing, and shifted from neutral areas to breasts to thighs and then to reaching up Trish's skirt. I was also following his example on Loren. She was mewing.
Loren stood up suddenly. She looked straight at me and announced, "I wantyouto make love tome." She reached behind her and unzipped the shift she had on and let it slither down her body to the floor. In a second gesture she unsnapped her bra and dropped that too, and then pushed her thong down her legs far enough for gravity to take over. She ended completely nude, hands raised above her head, except for her three-inch heels (which she had put back on a few moments earlier). What a sexy pose. I went rigid in seconds.
While Loren's strip was going on, I saw that Trish and John were also shedding clothing. I knew where all this was heading. I smiled.
Loren approached me in the big chair and slowly unbuttoned my shirt – licking each new area of my chest as it became exposed. Soon she was undoing my belt and zipper and pulling my slacks down. I arched my body to free them from where I was sitting. She pulled both slacks and briefs at the same time. I was the last to become naked in the group.



Loren ran her tongue down my chest again and then down my legs to my knees, and then back up. This time she traveled a different path that led straight to my stiffening member. She engulfed it in one swallow and pushed the head all the way to the back of her throat and beyond. Her lips touched my body. I almost came on that one lunge of her head. She started making back and forth sweeping motions, taking me all the way to the back of her throat with each forward motion.
I finally reached down and held her still. She understood the signal and slowly backed up until my rigid cock floated free in the night air. She lightly blew on it and licked just the head with the tip of her tongue. Then she did something that I'll never forget. She pulled her long hair around in front of her body, covering up her breasts in the process. She got down near my cock and proceeded to wrap her hair around it with her hand outside the sandwich holding the hair in place. She then proceeded to lick and suck only the head inside her mouth in a very sensual and erotic way. The stroked me up and down with her hair while tonguing my mushroomed head.
I couldn't hold back any longer. I came in buckets flowing into Loren's mouth and then out again onto her hair. She kept massaging my cock as the surges of cum finally slowed. Her hair was covered in cum, aided by the fact that she had spread the deposits as much as she could further up onto her head. She kept licking and sucking. I kept twitching uncontrollably as she did this. I was hyper-sensitive.
She unraveled her hair and fluffed it out into her hallmark long dark strands. The locks were punctuated by areas that shined with dampness in the dim light or areas with white droplets. I was truly speechless.
She laughed and pulled me up into a tight embrace. I could barely stand. We looked over at Trish and John who had been watching her performance – the blowjob of all blowjobs. Trish went "Whew – don't expect that from me unless you get another promotion." We all laughed. Trish rose up and impaled herself on John's stiff cock. She was facing towards us, however, with her back to John.
Loren dropped to her knees in front of Trish and started to lick Trish's clitoris and John's cock as it slowly pistoned in and out of her body. Trish grabbed her head and held it in position at one point as Loren's tongue darted around her labia. Suddenly, her back arched and her first orgasm hit.
John held position for a moment and then restarted his pumping motion. Being on top, she then restarted rising and falling the seven or so inches up and down his cock in broad sweeping motions. The slapping sound of a good fuck echoed in the night air. In another minute, the two of them were panting and rapidly approaching a crescendo. In another minute, both bodies glowed with the sweat of serious effort to reach a goal. In another minute, both stopped in the paroxysm of their orgasm. Loren remained on her knees in front of the two, her tongue occasionally tracing one part of the coupling or another. I watched the entire scene as I hardened again.
Loren stood and pulled Trish from John's body. She hugged her and then grabbed my hand and Trish's and pulled us out the door into the back yard. She ran over and turned on the garden sprinkler. As John joined us we all began a somewhat noisy frolic in the chilled water. We ended up soaking wet as well as cooled down on this hot night; plus, we were all clean and horny again. We regained the sanctity of the porch away from the bugs as Trish went and got robes and towels for everyone.
By the time we were dry, in spite of our continued enthusiasm to do more, everyone pleaded a workday and got dressed again - Trish and I only in our robes. Hugs and kisses again, and then John and Loren left. After their car disappeared, Trish planted a huge kiss on my lips and told me she wanted to get fucked by the newest executive in the neighborhood. I made some suggestions as to whom that might be, but my guesses were wrong. She corrected my errant ways.
She pulled me up to our bedroom despite my protestations that I was being taken advantage of and that all she wanted was my body. She agreed. With her on top, facing me, I sucked on her engorged breasts and nipples until they stood out and could sensually trace patterns on my chest – which she did. She told me she was spelling out something and I had to guess what it was. I was deep in her body, just shy of my last orgasm for the night, when I figured out that she had spelled "I love you." We went to sleep locked together.
To be continued.
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Dear Reader – You must read "The Experiment – Part 1" – to know the unfolding situation, and what has happened up to where this part picks up.
I woke with my motor going a thousand miles an hour. I had lots to do to get into my new job. I was out of the house before any one else was up and at work when the place was practically empty. I found a dolly and moved the boxes up to my new office. I'd just finished when Jim arrived – he was also an early riser and for just this once I'd beaten him in. Of course, I had all this other new-found energy surging through my system too, but I didn't explain that to him.
He called me in immediately and was halfway through loading up my plate when Louise joined us. The two of us left his office ten minutes later with a week's work to do in a day. She allowed as how this was always the case.
I started on a couple of pieces of delicate correspondence from the company to some important customers and other stakeholders in our business. After that I started preparing a statement of work for an international technology conference Jim wanted to host in town. Louise routed me to some conference coordinators. I then met some of the other staff – people I'd know about but had not had the time to meet and talk with personally. All rolled their eyes at what a taskmaster Jim was – a man not easily pleased.
Somewhere in the middle of the afternoon I wolfed down half a sandwich and a coke. I then made about thirty telephone calls starting to move some of Jim's ideas and projects forward. By the end of the day, I was also adding some of my own spin and ingenuity into the projects. I finally made it out the door about 8:00 p.m. At least there was no traffic going home.
Trish greeted me with a glass of wine, a lovely smile and kiss, and a "how was your day?" discussion. I quickly kissed the kids goodnight; they were almost asleep anyway. Trish then warmed up my dinner and we talked about Jim and the new job. Finally, I asked what she'd been up to, apologizing for monopolizing the discussion.
She allowed as how they'd had a crisis come up yesterday and so no one had taken any time off until the end of the day when the software bug had been found, fixed and updates issued to all clients. Last night we remembered well.
Today, she said, was a little more relaxed and back to the usual. She said, "John and I went out to lunch." I said, "Oh, really! And what else might I be interested in knowing about this lunch?"
"Well, John and I took some sandwiches up to the reservoir and ate up there."
"And were you two alone or were there others up there too?"
"It was initially crowded. So we decided to take a walk after we ate" she said. "We followed a trail about 300 yards in to a little cove. There was the big old dead tree there. And, well ..."
"And, well, what?" I said.
"Well, John took me from the back while I bent over the tree. It was exciting and daring. We both kept wondering whether anyone would come around the corner and catch us."
"And, ...?" I asked.
"Well, it was a very com-fort-a-ble orgasm," she said with a big smile – putting emphasis on every syllable. "Also, he used a rubber so I didn't have to slosh around work all the afternoon."
I, of course, felt a stab of pain in my gut, but I hid it well. I expressed my congratulations for the event and said that I wished I could have been there for sloppy seconds or thirds. Trish came over and sat in my lap. "You're so understanding," she said. I was rewarded with a big kiss, and then her yummy tongue.
I said, "Well, just keep me informed. I like to bask in your orgasms even though they happen 20 miles and eight hours away from when I wish I'd been there to help. I'll catch up some time later." We both giggled and I felt better and closer to her. I kept silently repeating my mantra about making my own happiness.
We closed up the house, went upstairs and made passionate love before we both fell asleep exhausted. I can't remember if I even dreamed that night.
###
The next day at lunch I had a real surprise. Loren arrived at my new office dressed to the nines. She looked like a million dollars and like she'd stepped off the front page of Vogue magazine. She was in high fashion, with tasteful makeup.
Of course, she wasn't my wife and this fact was not lost on Louise, who came to my office door to announce Loren's arrival. I was "wowed" by Loren's beauty, gorgeous hair and make up, the summer frock she had on, her high heels, and whispered to her how great it was that she came by. She wanted me to "take her to lunch and anything else that seemed appropriate.' Fortunately, Jim was out for a long lunch so I didn't need to feel guilty for cutting out for a while. I took Loren across the street to the upscale seafood restaurant. Louise anticipated my need and called ahead for a private booth.
When we arrived, heads turned. Loren was a knock out – the dark glasses helped - and she knew it, but didn't flaunt it. Instead, she was totally focused on me. I tried to be focused on her, but I knew that some of the other folks from the company were there and it was nice to be seen with such a stunning individual – who was very focused on me in a touchy-feely way. I pretended like this was a usual event that no one had ever noticed before. Where was this woman when I was in college? High school?
Loren doted on me through a light lunch of soup and salad. We touched constantly, held hands between courses. We both knew this was a role she was playing, and I took advantage of it to full effect. The rest of the restaurant was the audience. I was especially pleased since I probably had a reputation as sort of super nerd in some quarters. This might broaden what folks thought about me anyway.
After lunch, I knew I had to get back to work. Loren and I walked around the little square in front of the building. It was a lovely day with the first hint of fall in the air. Loren hung on my arm telling me how she wished she could sit down right here on the square and have me drive my tongue into her pussy. She allowed as to how she had shaved her pussy last night so that I might have unrestricted access to all the little folds of skin that she had. She described, in details that were torturing me, how she liked to be licked to orgasm, and how she would then liked to have my dick plunge into her cunt.
We kept walking except I was having a more and more difficult time not embarrassing myself due to the growing tent in my pants.
When we got back in front of my building, Loren pasted herself against me for a goodbye kiss and to thank me for lunch. It was a smoldering kiss that lasted a minute and had lots of tongue going along with it. Afterwards, she turned abruptly and said "See ya!" over her shoulder and walked away in sexy way. I reluctantly turned and walked back into the building. I did spot a few faces glued to some upper floor windows that had watched the whole exchange.
Louise gave me an arched eyebrow as I walked back in with a Cheshire cat grin. "Old family friend," I said. Louise said, "Yea, I bet." We both laughed.
I got a call about 6:00 pm from Trish asking when I'd be home. I told her about 7:00 pm. She said, "Oh good. We'll count on it." That sounded like she had a plan, but I was too busy to pursue the matter as I tried to wrap up a few more things.
I pulled into the driveway at 7:10 pm. Trish's car was gone, but John's car was parked in the street. I wondered what was up. I thought they might have gone out for dinner.
As I walked through the door, Loren wrapped herself around my new executive body as she called it, and picked up with a kiss where her end of lunchtime kiss had left off. She was very naked except for the stiletto heels that she'd worn when she met me for lunch. This was one high charged, sexual situation.
In thirty seconds she had my cock out of my pants and down her throat. In another ninety seconds, I was pumping in and out of her newly shaved cunt with a rock hard missile – pants around my ankles. In a further ninety seconds I felt her interior muscles start to milk my cock. She rocked her hips in a move sure to bring a rapid conclusion to our tryst. We both came seconds after that – tongues deep into each other's mouths and arms in deep embraces. We collapsed into each other's shoulders on the sofa.
After our panting subsided, I said, "Now THAT's what I call a home cuming." We snuggled into each other – still coupled together.
"Now, what is this arrangement," I asked.
"John and Trish took the kids out for ice cream and a romp in the park. We have until 7:45 before they come back. I am your welcome home surprise since they got to screw at lunch yesterday. Trish thought you needed some type of 'surprise' and I volunteered. I was sort of wired to do a quickie at lunch, but then I realized that there was really no where to go, so I just cranked you up a bit."
"Yes, you did," I allowed.
She went on, "When I told Trish about our lunch, she set up this evening's outing and I sat around here horny and naked awaiting your arrival."
I checked my watch. "We still have twenty minutes. Grab your clothes and come with me."
I led Loren down the hall to the media room where I pulled the shades to afford us some privacy from neighbors walking by. I stripped as Loren sat in the big overstuffed chair. I got down on my knees and started to lick and tease her damp pussy. Without her pubic hair, I could see the details where I wanted to put my tongue to pleasure her.
In seconds, she closed her eyes and started to focus on the pleasure points that my tongue and fingers were hitting. I discovered that I could actually feel her G-spot with my middle finger; the texture of her internal skin was just slightly different from the rest of her vagina. As I started to stroke that area, she started gasping and making "Yes, oh yes, oh don't stop, ..." statements. I didn't stop.
As I stroked the G-spot, my tongue kept its focus on the tiny nub of skin usually hidden by the lips of her labia. On no uncertain terms, I was hitting all the right places on this woman. In a few more minutes, she pulled me up, sucked on my cock for a minute until I was sufficiently hard and then stretched out in the oversized chair so I could penetrate her again. This time she was really lubricated and so I slid all the way into her on the first thrust.
We pumped slowly for a minute and then both of us felt the need to quicken our pace. I braced my feet and arms so that I could pump faster into her body. She wrapped her legs around my back and was using them to pull me forward so that I slammed into her mid-section as I made my in thrusts. The house was filled with the rapid slapping sound of our bodies coming together.
All the sensations were perfect for the two of us. We lasted two more minutes of intense fucking and then again I felt her cunt muscles start to clench and milk my penis. She changed her rhythm slightly so that she was rotating her hips in some kind of new milking move again. We both exploded in harmony with one another; then she allowed me to sag into her and we cuddled for a few moments..
"That was phenomenal," I allowed. Loren agreed.
I checked the clock and it said 7:45. "We'd better get dressed. The crew will return any second."
We went into over drive dressing. I dashed upstairs with my clothes and put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. When I came down, Loren was just finishing the adjustments on her summer frock that had so wowed everyone where I worked. I came up behind her and nuzzled into her neck. She turned and we both kissed deeply. With her spike heels on she was just the right height.
"I could get really used to you," I said. We kissed on that note, and then we heard the car pulling into the garage. Trish gave a light honk on the horn to be sure that we hadn't missed their arrival. Everyone piled in the door and we welcomed everyone.
I took the kids upstairs and got them ready for bed, even including a short ghost story. Their eyes got heavier and heavier, and I droned on and on with the story until first one and then the other was out like a light. I trimmed the nightlight and went back downstairs.
This time, John was sitting alone in the chair; Trish and Loren were arm in arm together on the couch.
Trish asked me, "Did you like you welcome home gift?"
"Of course. Why did we stop doing that? It was fun. We actually got two in you know – or rather I got in twice, or, well ... whatever."
"Well for one," she interrupted, "you got me pregnant twice and I think you just put both reasons why I don't greet you that way to bed. When you usually get home they're up and about and might wonder what Mommy and Daddy are doing to each other if I was welcoming you home 'nek-ked'. And," she went on, "you must have both been really horny to get in two complete fucks in half an hour!"
Loren said, "We were. We were!" as she jumped up with glee. Loren explained about how she had left me at lunch after teasing me incessantly from arrival to departure. She also allowed that she seldom dressed this way, although it was fun for a change. Thus, the stage was set for my arrival home to my 'surprise.'
Loren said, "I'm still horny you know," and walked over to John. She leaned down and planted a withering kiss on his upturned lips. He started to stroke up and down her legs with one arm as she bent over in front of him. Each stroke went a little higher. Suddenly, she straightened her legs in a gesture clearly giving him greater access to her pussy.
Trish came over to me and immediately started stroking my lap. At first I wasn't sure I'd respond so soon after Loren and I had had two fucks in rapid succession – an unusual event for me. Soon, though, I felt a familiar stirring in my groin, helped in part by our being voyeurs to the seduction process going on between Loren and John.
Loren hiked up her dress and straddled John's lap; she was smothering him with kisses. John unbuttoned the top of the dress and exposed Loren's flimsy bra. He started blowing on her breasts through the bra and she started to show her nipples through the material.
Loren stood and pulled the dress off her body. Again, as she had with me, she kept on the black patent leather spike heels. The bra disappeared, as did her thong. John simultaneously shed his clothing.
Loren then knelt in front of John and sucked his growing cock into her delicate mouth with a loud slurping sound. John moaned as the sudden and intense feeling of arousal.
While this was going on, Trish had exposed me and lowered her mouth to my somewhat wilted rod. "Hummmmmmm!" she said as she easily swallowed the entire digit into her mouth. I could feel the stiffening happen as she kept working towards her goal. In two minutes, I was sufficiently hard for sexual action. We both shed our clothing as we watched Loren continuing to suck on John stiff penis, occasionally making the entire rod disappear.
Trish commented that I tasted like a wonderful mix of cock and pussy. She said, "I've never tasted pussy before. Now I see what a treat it is." Upon this observation, she rose and left me to kneel behind Loren. She pulled Loren up and forced her legs apart so she could maneuver her head between Loren's legs so her tongue could reach her pussy.
Trish started lapping. Loren started moaning. John was in tears of desire at the scene unfolding in front of him. I was slowly masturbating to the scene, looking for an orifice to plunge into.
After some readjustments, Trish ended on her knees behind Loren lapping at Loren's newly shaved pubic area. She was clearly touching places that only a woman would know about for Loren was rapidly being transported towards another orgasm by the sensitive touches.
I approached Trish from the back and, after rubbing my prick around her labia to pick up some lubrication; I slowly inserted my length into her cunt. She moaned into Loren's pussy. Loren moaned into John's cock. John announced he was cuming and in seconds his head snapped back and he started to fill Loren's mouth with his jizz. Loren let some of his ejaculate shoot onto her neck and breasts as she rose to savor his delivery.
Trish leaned into Loren and with tongue extended, French kissed the woman. Loren and Trish held each other, both smearing John's cum onto their bodies. Both then turned to me. I was reclining on the carpet, but in seconds they both were licking and sucking on my member. Then Loren rose and positioned herself over my face while Trish inserted me into her vagina.
We started what turned out to be a long session of fucking and sucking. I brought Loren to another climax - tasting my own cum for the first time in the cream pie she held within. Meanwhile, Trish rose and fell on my cock. She was stroking Loren's breasts and neck with her hands and kissing Loren's lips with tongue extended.
John hardened up after a few minutes of rest. He knelt behind my head and pushed Loren over towards Trish. I watched as he drove his cock into Loren's now dripping cunt. He started plunging back and forth into her body only six inches from my face. That was sufficient stimuli for me to buck my hips and trigger a joint orgasm with Trish.
I tried to keep my tongue on Loren's clitoris, but the motion of the two bodies above me made it impossible to maintain contact let alone aim at a small target. I just lay back and enjoyed my intimate view of the copulating couple.
Trish just continued to stroke Loren's back and hair and hold her as John plundered into her body from behind. Loren started moaning, "Oh yea, oh yea, oh yea, oh yea! Oh fuck. Oh yea!" until she clutched Trish and my lower body to her as she grabbed anything for support as she crested. John reached his apex only seconds later. I could watch the pulsing of his sack and cock into Loren's body as he came. He withdrew and flopped down beside all of us. We all grinned at each other as we stroked one another with great affection.
We were all sticky and a glow with each other's fluids and sweat from our efforts. What an evening to remember.
###
Friday finally arrived. I was so looking forward to the weekend and a chance to center myself and put some order into all the events of the week – my mind-blowing sexual week!
At work, Jim sent me out to get two bottles of wine so we could celebrate the end of my first week working with him. He explained that the previous company President had often held a similar 'wine tasting' on Friday evenings and he liked the tradition. "Besides," he said, "we need to do something while rush hour traffic thins." Thus started a new tradition in the division where an inner-circle formed with Friday after-work drop-ins to have a glass of wine. (The tradition was still going when I left four years later.)
I was on a huge high from work as well as from the sexual stimulation of the week – the latter unknown at the company, of course. There was passing mention of the mystery woman that I'd had lunch with on Wednesday, but I just smiled and reaffirmed that she was an "old friend." Jim just arched his eyebrows! The wine at our after-work party slid down easily and was most relaxing. I made sure not to imbibe too much as I had to drive home.
I called just as I was leaving the office. Trish said that John was stopping by for drinks and dinner. I said, "I'm on my way. Be there in a half hour." My mind went into what I called jumble mode trying to figure out what the evening might hold. Again, I felt the conflicting emotions wrapped up with our sexual romps – happiness and angst, complicated by the elation at the promotion and being on the "inner circle".
All was prim and proper when I arrived. The kids were watching television and Trish and John were sharing a bottle of wine in the kitchen. I joined them, telling them about the new "tradition" of a Friday after-work wine that Jim had just started and talking about the "inner circle". Our conversation went everywhere. Later, I took the kids up and gave them baths and stories, and almost fell asleep with them. They were fast asleep as I revived and changed into some casual clothes and went downstairs for some dinner.



I caught the tail end of dinner in the kitchen – much less formal that several nights earlier. After I'd finished we all went into the media room and sat on the couch with Trish in the middle. I dimmed the lights and turned on the TV, but it was really an excuse for all of us to be together.
In a few minutes both John and I started to stroke Trish's arms and the exposed skin of her legs. Both of us then started to caress he neck, lick her ears, and then feel her breasts through her top. She was basking in the undivided attention from the two of us.
There was no rush. We went slowly, but there was no doubt where we were headed.
After enjoying being the object of our attention, Trish started to knead our thighs with her hands. Soon she moved higher until she was rubbing both of our cocks through our clothing. We tented up rather quickly.
We lifted her top and removed her bra. John then sucked on her left tit and I on her right. We were taking our time, moving slowly towards a threesome with Trish and the two of us.
Trish stopped us at one point and said she'd be right back. She left and went up to our bedroom. When she returned, she was in a light robe and a two-piece pajama set. She reclaimed the spot on the couch between us, leaning over and kissing me and then turning and kissing John.
Now we both took turns French-kissing her, alternately tasting each other as we did so. I recalled a wild make-out session in high school when I'd had that same tasting sensation – two of us were trying to score with a gal named Laurel, but we didn't get past third base.
As we kissed we again started stroking Trish's breasts and sucking on them through the flimsy material of her pajamas. Soon, the top came off and we had direct access.
I dropped down on the floor and pulled Trish's pajama pants off. Now she was nude before the two of us. I parted her legs and moved into her labia with my tongue at the ready. She moaned into John as I made first contact with her clitoris.
John alternately suckled on her breasts and upper body, and engaged her in deep kisses – all with his tongue. I was romancing her cunt – truly making love to her beautiful and most wonderful tasting pussy.
I started to penetrate her with my fingers, quickly locating her G-spot as I did so. Her moans became deeper and one hand kept pulling my head into her so that I emphasized contact with her area.
We kept this up for a long time, perhaps 30 minutes. Then Trish announced, "I need cock – lots and lots of cock. Cock from you," as she pointed at me, "and cock from you", as she kissed John again. "Right now." John and I stood and lost our clothes.
We started to reposition, but them Trish got up and, much to our surprise, pulled a large, white and furry comforter from behind the couch. She spread it on the floor. It was heavenly to feel the fur against our skin.
Trish lay down in the middle of the floor, nestled into the fur, and gestured to the two of us to join her. I gestured to John that he should go first. He needed no further invitation. He moved between her legs, holding his erect cock, aimed at her vagina and slipped into her in one smooth move. Trish moaned and arched her body to meet his initial thrusts.
I moved forward to suck on her breasts and to kiss and make love to her upper body. John quickened his pace slowly, but in only a few moments it was clear he was a man with mission. He was driving into her body with great intent. I pulled away, but still cradled Trish's head in my arms, as John drove to climax. A few seconds later he announced, "I'm cuming," arched his back and made six decisive thrusts into Trish's vagina.
Trish moaned and met his thrusts as she too had her first orgasm of the night.
The two of them nuzzled for a moment and then Trish reached over and grabbed my cock. "I need you, in me, right now!" she said. I pulled her over on top of me so I could caress and suck on her erect breasts some more. I could tell that they had made a connection straight to her clitoris that night, probably from all of the attention we were giving her.
I slide into her pre-moistened cunt. John had left her well lubricated. The two of us started bucking into one another and she started to rotate her hips in her thrusts in a way that was providing a high degree of stimulation to me. I was certainly a rod of titanium steel watching and participating in our group episode. Trish was sexed up more than perhaps I'd ever seen her, even in the past week or so.
John lay beside us, stroking his cock and occasionally reaching over and stroking Trish in some erotic place or another. At one point, he leaned over her and kissed her deeply as she rode me. She pulled him up and pulled his cock into her mouth and started sucking. How erotic watching her suck him while riding me. Watching that I lost control and blew my load deep into her, pumping an unusually large load atop John's cum. She was now awash in cum and it started to drip from her pussy down over my hard cock that was still resident in her warm home.
By this time, John was moving his hips so his cock moved in and out of Trish's mouth in small motions. She held onto the base and was masturbating him by hand as she sucked. I remained implanted in her cunt – pumping slowly to try to find a little stimulation in that moist bucket.
I told John to fuck the mouth of our slut. To cum in buckets in her mouth the same way we both had in her cunt. I suggested that he hold her head so she had to swallow his cum and told him anytime would be a good time to shoot off.
I kept up my dirty talk to him as she sucked him deeper into her mouth and throat. Finally, he groaned and announced his orgasm. Trish pulled back from him, but only slightly. I could watch as his ejaculate shoot across an inch or two from his glistening cock into her mouth. She let her mouth fill and then swallowed with a seductive smile to both of us.
"A girl could used to this kind of treatment," she offered. John collapsed back down on the fur spread with a huge sigh. "A guy could too," he said. I agreed.
Trish rolled off me onto her back and told me I had to go and get a washcloth from the laundry. I dashed out of the room and returned in a minute with towels and hot washcloths for each of us. We scrubbed up. Trish held the cloth to her crotch and disappeared into the power room to deposit the excess cum. When she returned she had her robe back on to indicate that our sex party was over for the evening. John dressed and I slipped my shorts and t-shirt back on. They kissed goodnight and John drove away a few minutes later. Trish and I headed to bed after cleaning up the media room.
Upstairs, Trish pushed me onto the bed and started to pull my pants down. "I'm not finished with you yet," she said. She inhaled my flaccid penis and started to masturbate the part of my unit that wasn't in her mouth. Thinking of all we'd just done downstairs not to mention her immediate work on my dick, I hardened up – at least sufficiently for her to remount me and start a nice slow and loving fuck.
We described our love for each other and then moved to pointing out highlights and remembrances of the night and the week to each other. This accelerated both our libidos and soon our pace had picked up. I lasted longer than usual and we both had exceptional orgasms – mine had lots of stars and lights. We cuddled as we went to sleep.
###
John was a way for the weekend and then had to travel for the following week. I called Loren on Saturday, but she had a family dinner that night. She said she'd be by on Monday after work and join us for dinner. Trish was an exceptionally affectionate person all weekend. We touched and kissed a lot, often at her instigation. We spread it around to the kids who luxuriated in knowing that they were loved and appreciated. We had lots of laughs and games. Those nights Trish and I had our own games after we went to bed.
Monday morning I was at work early and in only an hour felt like I stepped into a blender going a thousand miles an hour. By 6:30 pm I was wiped out, but had made some headway on several projects as well as received some compliments about my work from Jim – my tough as nails boss who trucked no bullshit. One thing I noticed is that many of the other senior managers started to call me before they had meetings with Jim to find out what kind of a mood he was in or what his hot buttons of the day were. Since these execs were still several ranks above me, I felt empowered and more of a peer with them. I enjoyed the privilege, knowing that it would evaporate when I moved on from the position. One thing bothered me about the division was that we had to long-term plan. We did annual budgeting for a two-year look ahead, but had no specific plans for which customers we wanted to go after, which markets, how we planned to use technology or additional human resources. I mentioned this to Jim several weeks later and he just nodded and said he'd noticed the same thing.
By the time I got home on Monday the kids had been fed. Trish and Loren each had a very content child in their laps that was being read to. I kissed all four of them and then went and poured myself and the other two adults some wine. A few minutes later the crew trooped through the house, kids on piggyback, and headed to bed. I joined the crew upstairs and we made a major production out of tucking each child in and having each adult tell a short story and kiss each of the two girls goodnight. Then the three off us went downstairs to have dinner.
Trish had started some chicken cooking before I got home, so while she finished up the main course, Loren and I prepared some side dished and a salad. In ten minutes, we sat down to eat.
We had a comfortable give and take conversation about our jobs and then got on long-term goals. Loren confided that she would love to find someone to have a permanent life-long relationship with, citing Trish and I as her role models. We both told her that we'd try to keep her bucket full in the meantime and that she was welcome to think of us that way if it helped.
After dinner we all got touchy-feely in the kitchen as we cleaned up. Without stating so, each of us signaled to the others that they wanted some intimate loving. Once we were all in agreement, Trish excused herself and went to get "more comfortable." I was already in shorts and a sport shirt. Loren was still in her slacks and blouse from work.
I pulled Loren into the media room. I unfurled Trish's furry down comforter to show her our new bed for fucking. She was impressed with the addition. We were kissing tenderly on the couch and making loving sounds at one another when Trish came and joined us. She just snuggled right in to the two of us as natural as ever – kissing both of us with long lingering, sensuous embraces that raised our temperatures. After a few minutes, Loren said she wanted to rid herself of her work clothes and so she seductively stripped as Trish and I watched, laying the clothes carefully over the back of my desk chair. When she was nude, she pulled Trish up and peeled her robe from her shoulders. Trish was naked underneath. Loren put her head down and started sucking on Trish's breasts. Trish just put her head back in total surrender to the erotic feelings starting to surround her body.
I rose and also shed my clothing. I then came up behind Trish and supported her as Loren continued her ministrations to the front of her body. Loren took advantage of the situation and ran her tongue in widening swathes down Trish's body, making forays down her thighs but avoiding her pubic area for now.
After a minute or two, I pulled Trish on top of me as I sat down on the couch. Trish was openly exposed to Loren who then knelt in front of Trish and now focused on her entire pussy area. I watched over Trish's shoulder and stroked her breasts in an erotic way.
After a few moments of watching, my cock was rock hard but smothered by Trish's body. I squirmed out from beneath Trish as Loren continued to plunge her tongue into her body. Trish was in her total enjoyment mode – head back, one hand caressing her own breasts to add stimulation, and the other hand guiding Loren's head.
I came around behind Loren and pulled her hips up so she was better positioned for my penetration. I worked my cock into her pussy and started a slow grind back and forth. Loren moaned from within Trish's cunt and made small welcoming motions with her body. I was not in a rush; in fact I wanted the feelings and emotions of happiness and love that we all were sharing to last as long as possible.
I reached around and started to massage Loren's pendulous breasts that were swaying with my in and out motions into her pussy. I was rewarded with the extensions of her nipples as I worked, showing how stimulated she was with the proceedings. Occasionally, she would bend around and allow me to kiss her from the side – letting me taste my wife on her lips as well as express my love and affection for her.
After a few moments, Loren shifted around so she was next to Trish on the couch. The two of them held their legs up and wrapped their upper bodies together in hugs of mutual adoration. I repositioned and started making ten or so thrusts into one woman before sliding sideways on the furry floor cover to the other woman, where I would repeat the process – thrusting ten or so times into her body.
The women started to caress each other's breasts, leaning down to suckle on the nipples and lick the surrounding areas. They took turns depending on who I was fucking at the time. When I was stroking in and out of Loren, Trish would be sucking on her breasts. When I moved to fuck Trish, Loren moved over to suck on her. The whole situation was exceptionally erotic.
In a few moments I asked where I should come. Trish told me I should definitely make Loren the focus of the evening, since she was our guest. Loren said Trish, but I put my focus on getting the timing right so I would cum in Loren's cunt. In one more rotation through the women, I just continued stroking faster and faster in and out of Loren as she exposed herself fully to me on the couch. I felt her cuntal muscles send ripples up and down my cock and that was all it took; I exploded into her, sending my love fluids deep into her body.
Lest we forget Trish, after coming down from our orgasmic highs, Loren dropped to the floor in front of Trish and again started to lick and suck, this time plunging three fingers into her cunt in rough action. I watched as I hardened again; stroking myself to accelerate the process. I could tell Trish was near but was holding back for some reason.
In a few minutes I moved into position and displaced Loren. I started cunnilingus on my wife, using my fingers to extend the stimulation. Loren dropped to the floor between the couch and me and inhaled by cock into her mouth. She proceeded to give me a wet blowjob – I was already moist from fucking her, plus she was using lots of spit and saliva to help lubricate the mouth-cock connection.
In a few minutes I was really hard; Loren took hold of my dick and led it back to the entrance to Trish's vagina. In one thrust I impaled my wife. She moaned. Loren moved up and kissed her and sucked on her breasts. I got about a dozen strokes in before Trish climaxed, throwing her head from side to side as she relished the delight of orgasmic waves that washed over her.
I stopped stroking and focused on kissing her and bringing her back to the "now" with Loren and me. Trish shot me a smile of contentment as she snuggled into Loren's hug. Both of them sank off the couch onto the furry down comforter. After dimming the lights, I pulled pillows down for the three of us. I spooned in behind Loren inserting myself into her wet pussy. We had a nice little fuck until I had another orgasm. Trish leaned over Loren and kissed me goodnight. We pulled another blanket over the three of us and drifted off to sleep.
Tuesday morning found me a little stiff from sleeping on the floor all night. I was very satisfied and well loved. I kissed the women into a groggy state of consciousness and then got up, slipping into my shorts and going upstairs to shave and shower. I did hear Loren mumble something about having to go home and change her outfit; Trish told her not to worry that she could outfit her from her wardrobe. They both pretended to go back to sleep cuddled against one another. I grabbed a fast shower, shaved and was into my pin stripes before the women were really up and about. Both headed into the master bedroom as I headed downstairs with the two kids in tow. They were bright eyed and bushy tailed, and overtly pleased that Loren had had a sleepover. The first of many I secretly hoped.
I had everyone dressed and fed by the time Trish and Loren appeared. I made Loren promise to come back that evening, kissed everyone goodbye and started my commute back to the blender.
Loren stayed the rest of the week with us, making only one trip back to her apartment to drop off and pick up some clothing and her mail. Each day she'd be off to her work too. We had a lovely commune based at our house for the week and I loved being the providing male of our small group. We made love to each other every night and slept together cuddled in our big bed. It was a unique experience never to quite again repeat itself in the same way.
To be continued
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Dear Reader – You must read "The Experiment – Part 1 and 2" – to know the unfolding situation, and what has happened up to where this part picks up.
We hatched a fun plan for the weekend before John came back from the west coast. Trish had the idea that we should all head up to northern Maine for the weekend and shack up as she called it. An evening telephone call to John on Thursday verified that he was free all weekend.
John got back from LA on the red eye Friday morning. Trish had left a key for him so he could get into the house and catch up on his sleep. Loren, Trish and I left work around noon, although I was missing the newly minted wine-after-work tradition hosted by Jim as well as leaving a huge pile of undone things. Louise pushed me out the door about 12:30 and told me to go have a great weekend. Why did she always give me a knowing wink?
Loren got to the house first and found John asleep on the couch in the family room. He wanted to play, but Loren told him he had to wait until after we arrived at the cabin. Trish pulled in a few minutes later, and I was fifteen minutes behind her. We tossed all our stuff into the SUV and drove the four hours up into the western Maine mountains. We stopped for dinner and souvenir shopping along the way, so it was dark when we checked in and rented the cabin.
The log cabin was down a long winding driveway with a number of other cabins also nearby. I think we were the only people there that weekend. The cabin had one large central room with an open wood-beamed ceiling. A moose head hung from one wall as well as a number of stuffed fish from the lake the cabin faced. There were a couple of tables and several over stuffed sofas centered on a large stone fireplace. A bookshelf held an older selection of books and National Geographic magazines, as well as a dozen or so board games. Off to one side were a couple of bedrooms that shared a bathroom, and on the other side of the camp was a kitchen. There was a sleeping loft up stairs with a balcony looking down into the living room. The area around the cabin was heavily wooded except for the view of the lake.
The temperature was considerably colder than the suburbs. We each brought in a large supply of firewood from the common pile. I can remember there was a full moon the night we arrived. We all walked down to the edge of the lake and looked with awe at the beauty of the moon reflecting across the lake. Further, there were so few lights in the area that the stars were brilliant – even with the bright moon; we could clearly see the Milky Way and all the major constellations right down to the horizon.
After we got back to the cabin, our fire had warmed the inside nicely. We pulled one of the double mattresses out the loft and put it on the floor in front of the fireplace. We loaded up on blankets and pillows and then we all shed our clothing and got onto our loving bed. We paired up: John with Trish and me with Loren. John was revved up from his trip and a week with only self-induced orgasms (as he told us on the drive up), so he quickly started to pet and stroke.
Trish was sympathetic to his plight and so humored his rush to cum. At one point she sat astride him in the reverse woman-on-top position facing Loren and me. We'd been petting and alternately sucking each other's vital parts as we watched the two of them in action. It was the best porn in town. Given the size of the town, it was most likely the only porn in town.
We could clearly see Trish rising and falling atop John's cock. She would rise until John was almost ready to fall out of her cunt and even the mushroom head was partially visible, then she would pause for a few seconds, and then she'd plunge downward, spearing herself with his entire length until he was as deep as possible inside her body. She'd pause again, milking his cock with her internal muscles, and then repeat the process. She was making little moaning and groaning sounds that changed depending on where in the cycle she was. John was panting and affirming that she was the best piece of ass he'd ever had.
John didn't last long with that kind of attention. His vocalizations became louder and louder, and finally he announced to all that he was cuming. His back arched and he thrust upward into Trish's down stroke. The two of them came together – their arched bodies lit by only the glow from the fire in the reflected reds and oranges that amplified the visual impact of the hot body coupling.
Loren moved over beside them and held Trish in position atop John's cock. She then leaned down to where their bodies were joined together and proceeded to tongue the union, first licking John's sack up to where his penis penetrated Trish, and then going further along Trish's cunt – sucking in the juices the two of them had produced with special attention to Trish's clitoris. Trish and John's eyes got very big as they felt her ministrations.
I moved up behind Loren and rubbed her backside with one hand. She wiggled her bottom at me in an inviting fashion and I accepted the invitation. I worked by dick into Loren's pussy and started to pump – holding onto her hips for leverage and deeper penetration. I could reach down and fondle Loren's pendulous breasts and reach across and also fondle Trish's breasts and body. I did both.
Loren did not stop her oral attention to John and Trish, nor did the two of them decouple. By now they were watching Loren and me start on our journey. I had not used this position too often and now, in the dim light from the fire, realized the exposure of Loren's anal opening. I spit on my fingers and then gently, as I continued pumping into her cunt, inserted two fingers into her ass.
Loren's back arched in simultaneous surprise and orgasm. She wailed a long, "Oooooooooh." I continued to thrust with both my cock and fingers into each hole. She was wreathing beneath me, her ass elevated to allow me access to her holes and her head now only inches from where John's penis continued to reside in Trish's vagina. I burned the sight picture of that event into my head so I'd never forget it.
I realized I was cuming and signaled to Loren. She thrust back into me harder and harder, so that I would drive deeper into her body. Seconds later I exploded and heard her again start her wail and "oooooh-ing". When I was through ejaculating into her pussy, I pulled out. Loren remained in her ass high position for another thirty seconds; I watched with fascination as a trickle of my cum started to drip out of her pussy and run down her lips. I dipped two fingers into the cream pie I had just made in her cunt. She looked back and smiled.
Finally, we all collapsed onto the mattress, each of us holding our "date". Trish and I touched one another across the intervening bodies to clearly signal our continued love. We all rubbed and touched in the after-glow of good sex, the warmth from the fire, and I fell asleep.
I guess I wasn't alone in taking a nap. Three other sleeping lovers were crowded onto the mattress in front of the fireplace. I guess I'd been asleep for an hour or so when I awoke. I was slightly cold. The fire had died down. I rose and put a couple of more logs on the fire, but in the process I inadvertently woke the others.
Everyone was beat from traveling or over work for the week, so we all headed off to bed – John with Trish and me with Loren. None of us bothered to dress. Of course in a few minutes the bed springs from the two sleeping rooms started to squeak in that rhythmic tempo of aggressive fucking. We'd all left the doors open to capture some of the heat – and to share the sounds we knew we'd make. Occasionally, Loren and I could hear panting or moaning from the other bed. We fell asleep exhausted and fucked out.
The next morning I awoke at the crack of dawn full of nervous energy and having an anxiety attack I guess. I threw on some clothes and went out in the living room. I rebuilt the fire to take the morning chill off the cabin, put on a jacket and then went outside to take a walk. There was ice in the puddles on the ground. I had a lot to think about.
My mind was exploding with what was happening in my life and I was having trouble dealing with it. I loved the sex – finally in my life I think I was getting enough! I was still grappling with Trish fucking John so readily and so frequently and reflecting on what that meant to me and to our marriage.
On the other hand, I loved the growing relationship with Loren and sexually I would be hard put to find someone other than Trish that was so exciting. Did foursomes last? Did threesomes last? Was there anyone I could talk to about this situation with? No, no one would believe it anyway. If I told Dave, my best friend, he'd be blown away but not be a source of advice. Plus, he was pretty conservative and I'd probably lose him as a friend. Did I really want advice or did I want an audience?
My brain was going a thousand miles an hour again, churning these questions and their implications over and over again.
I probably walked about three miles as the sun finally found the sky over the mountains. I found one trail after another, but staying close to the shore of the lake we were on. When I got back near the cabin, I sat on a rock overlooking the lake. It was all too beautiful. I cried. I cried not only because of the tension, churning and stress from the new sexual relationships we'd forged over the past couple of weeks, but also because of the stress from the new job. I discounted the latter, but in hindsight, it was a major factor in my temporary breakdown.
Loren found me. She didn't say anything. She just came up behind me and hugged me. I couldn't stop crying. Here I was on this weekend trip, one purpose being to flaunt my maleness yet here I was with a crying jag on and highly vulnerable. I finally got my act together. We still hadn't said anything, other than her saying words of comfort as she hugged me and put my head on her shoulder and cradled me.
After I'd been quiet for a while, she asked if I wanted to talk about it. At first I shook my head no, but then I started to toss out the worries and questions that were vexing me that morning, including my concern for her and her life. After I'd finished describing all the things that I was churning about, she kissed me very tenderly and then moved to hold my hands and look directly at me.
"First off," she said, "I come into this foursome knowing what I am getting myself into. You don't need to worry about me. Someday I'll move on, but right now I need this and I need you. I don't want you to think about the future – just think 'today' – live in the now." She tenderly kissed me. "You have nicely filled a very empty space for me – far better than I could have imagined when John suggested I come with him a few weeks ago to meet you guys. Yes, I'm in love with you and I also love Trish and John. And," she emphasized, "I have no plans for the future other than making you happy and keeping all of us together – happily!"
She went on, "You are two weeks into a new job that is very demanding and stressful. I can't imagine the stress you are under. You, Mr. Macho, are trying to minimize the impact that is having on you. Don't. Stress is bad and you need an outlet. Part of why you're feeling low is due to the stress."
Lastly, she said, "I've known John for years. He doesn't have a malevolent bone in his body. What you see is what you get. He has pledged to keep you and Trish together, but to be a part of your lives. He means it. I'm there too – I don't want to do anything to pull you two apart and I'd flee if I thought this was anything other than a loving group relationship. John doesn't want to supplant you as her spouse; he doesn't want you guys to separate and neither do I. He really does love both of you – and you as a couple. If he thought, or even sensed, that he was a divisive force in your relationship, he'd leave – and so would I."
I felt better and nodded as Loren unfolded these points to me. She have a level of objectivity that I'd clearly lost since all of this popped up. We talked some more.
Loren then took my hand and pulled it to her breasts inside her jacket. She had no bra on so I could feel the generous firmness of her through the cotton material of her top. Even though we were having this serious discussion, I couldn't resist the temptation to start massaging until the nipples were erect. Further, my hands were cold – I could tell by the warmth of her as we sat there. We both smiled at each other and kissed some more.
I felt immeasurably better having shared my worries. My burden was lighter already. Further, I knew now that Loren was the person I could come and talk to about what was going on and after this she'd be my impartial friend. She was a supporter. She wouldn't judge – even though she was in the relationship too. I guess I wasn't sure I'd get an impartial view from Trish.
Loren pulled me up and we started walking back to the cabin arm in arm.
We crept into the cabin that was now nice and warm from the fire I'd built over an hour before. We thought Trish and John were still asleep but then we heard a slow rhythmic squeaking from that bed and knew they were having a morning fuck.
Loren pulled me into our alcove and pulled the clothes from both our bodies. Soon we too were having intercourse, both of us with tears in our eyes and expressions of deep love on our faces. We both whispered words of adoration and affection to one another as we built towards our morning orgasm. We'd had other more dramatic climaxes in our short relationship, but this seemed unusual in its tenderness and love. We did both come together and collapse again into each other's arms, lying on our sides and stroking each other.
Eventually we heard Trish and John in the kitchen, so we both got up, took turns in the bathroom and dressed in warm clothes. Then we joined the group and started our breakfast routine with some of the groceries we'd brought with us.
The cabin and camp were wonderful. We went hiking. I showed everyone the trails I'd found around the lake. In the afternoon, we hiked up Bald Mountain where the vista was spectacular. We made it back down just before dark.
We went back to the cabin and had wine and cheese on the deck as we watched the rising moon reflecting on the lake. We all sat outside with our winter wear on, laughing and enjoying each other's company.
I reflected that I had felt so blue that morning and now here I was laughing and thoroughly enjoying the whole scene – the foursome, sex, friends, love, intimacy ... Everything now felt right. I thought of the Robert Browning quote I'd learned in school; "God's in his heaven, all's right with the world." I truly felt wonderful.
We had dinner at one of the few open restaurants in the nearby town. Our festive spirits continued and even spread to others in the establishment.
When we returned to the cabin, John carried firewood in while I again build a roaring fire in the main room. We coupled up and then started necking and petting on the couch. Soon we all slid off the couch onto the mattress on the floor in front of the fireplace. Each of us lost most of our clothes in the process.
I discovered that Loren was not wearing any underwear at all. She gave me an impish grin as I started to fondle her breasts and then reached to unzip her blue jeans and found nothing underneath but skin.
"I didn't want to slow you down," she said. I pulled the pants off and then quickly stripped my own clothing off.
John and Trish were right beside us in their own world. John was sucking on Trish's naked breasts. She had her head back with her eyes closed enjoying the stimulation. The fireplace cast a warm orangey glow over all of us. Breasts and other interesting crevices all looked much more intriguing and inviting in the resulting shadows as our bodies twisted and turned into one another.
Trish turned to me and embraced me too, whispering her love and affection for me in my ear as she nibbled on my lobe and ran her tongue around inside it. I stroked and caressed her breasts with one hand and worked to undo her jeans with the other. Soon I had stripped her too. John and Loren were standing on their knees French kissing behind us.
Trish reached down and stroked my hardening cock. In seconds it was standing straight out from me. She dropped to her knees and engulfed my rod, a little at a time until she had brought all of it into her mouth and throat. She worked me until I was worried I'd waste a load down her throat.
She announced, "I want two cocks in me." Then to Loren, "Can I borrow both of these guys for a few minutes?" Loren smiled and pushed John in our direction. Trish then pushed me onto my back and unceremoniously mounted me – her erect breasts stroking my chest as she purposefully tried to keep my arousal high.
John came up behind her. Trish produced a tube of KY jelly from a bag on the side table and passed it back to John. I could feel him lubricating her anal opening, and then seconds later, through Trish, I could feel it as he started his slow and halting penetration of her ass. She winced a bit as he went in, then appeared to relax.
I could feel the greatly increased pressure inside her as his cock worked its way into her chamber. She was now being double fucked, our cocks slowly making small thrusts with only the peritoneum separating our pleasure tools. Trish was arched back over me in a paroxysm of double pleasure. Almost every stroke John or I made triggered a small orgasm. Loren came over and she and I stroked and sucked on Trish's breasts. John could reach across and stroke Loren as he gradually increased the length of his thrusts into Trish's ass.
We both reached what appeared to be a pleasing rhythm to her. She wasn't talking but rather was emitting shrill sounds of pleasure and moans as our cocks triggered off round after round of mini-orgasms. John and I talked about our progress towards our own goals across her shoulder. Loren reached down in the tight space between the two of us and was using a finger on Trish's clit. Trish was in heaven.
After a few moments of this stimulation, Trish started to have larger orgasms – and then the really giant of them all started to build. She did announce its imminent arrival in a panting voice. "Oh god, oh god, oh god – I'm going to explode. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum." She was now covered in sweat and glistening in the orange light from the fire.
As her breath grew shorter and noisier, my own orgasm started its arrival. I started to pant and told John I was close. He said he was too. Loren moved up to John and started to lick and suck on his nibbles, all the while humping the hand he wasn't supporting himself with at her pussy.
Trish's back then arched even further and she screamed. In two mighty thrusts she dropped and glued her pussy to my cock for maximum penetration. I could feel the muscles in her cunt electrically rippling back and forth. Almost immediately, John made three or four majestic thrusts into her ass as he exploded - his panting and sharp intake of breath announcing his climax. Loren actually moaned as John extracted his finger from her. John fell atop Trish and me; Loren wrapped around the three of us which was very nice since her breasts were within reach of my mouth.
I don't think any of us moved for several minutes. We all just savored our heavens and the rapture engendered by each other's bodies. We were all in touch on so many levels – mind, body and spirit were all one in those rare moments.
Gradually, we unraveled from one another. We all kissed and hugged and then cuddled closely with our lovers while we rested. I gravitated to Loren – my confidant and lover for the day. I asked if she wanted equal treatment – with a grin. She broke our whispered silence with a laugh, and said "Not tonight. But in the not too distant future, yes, I want to experience that." She emphasized the last 'that'.



Loren admitted that she was amazed that Trish, the staid housewife and modest technology analyst was such a slut, such a hedonist, such a wanton woman to demand two cocks in such an outrageous sexual performance. Trish leaned over and gave Loren a long and lingering soul kiss with deep tongue penetration; as the kiss broke, she said "Thank you for your kind words. When your time comes, I want to be there to help you feel what I felt. It'll blow your mind – really, really blow your mind. And, you should know, I have some taste buds on my tongue that just want to eat up some of your pussy juice – big time."
Before all our sexual escapades had started, I had never seen Trish exhibit any bisexual tendencies. In the past couple of weeks, however, she had distinguished herself in this regard – moving into new territory. Trish's words to Loren were both a surprise and a stimulus as well.
Loren leaned back over and kissed Trish. "Well, what are you waiting for?" she said. The two of them moved away from John and me and embraced. Breasts to breasts and then their thighs started to move up and into each other's pussies with sensuous movements. Some humping began by both nude bodies.
John and I lay back and watched as the two women started to make love to one another. The two of them quickly forgot that we were there. Now, however, was far and beyond anything I would have expected from her. She and Loren caressed and smoothed each other from head to toe in a mutual exploration of wonderment and tenderness.
The two of them maneuvered into positions where they could take turns sucking on each others tits, and then, only a moment later they slid further into a "69" position and started licking and sucking on each other's pussies. Both searched with their tongues for the other's clitoris. Success of their searches was evident when first Loren and then Trish wreathed in ecstasy as the other found and focused tongue action on their nub of desire.
The women then focused all their energies on the other – a clear goal being the masturbation of their lover to a glorious climax before they achieved their own.
Their bodies twisted and turned. Their legs remained open and inviting to the other. Heads twisted and thrust in and out to emulate the most sensitive sexual device they could. Hands smoothed, and then frequently thrust fingers into the willing vagina in rapid in and out fashion while the tongue still administered rough love to the clit and labia.
Perhaps it was because Trish had already had such a stupendous orgasm with two cocks in her body, but she took a more dominant role and was clearly going to outlast Loren. Loren recognized that she was going to be the first to cum; she gradually relaxed and let Trish tend to her with greater focus and without other distractions. Loren's eyes closed, her arms reflexively went to her side as her back arched. She raised her body, particularly her pussy to present it to Trish – legs splayed to the side to afford maximum availability.
Trish didn't miss a beat. Her hands, fingers and tongue kept up the assault on her dear friend's vagina and clit. Loren arched even more – her breath becoming sharp and audible; her moans becoming more frequent and breaking the silence of the night.
Suddenly, Loren let out a low scream of passion - a huge sigh and moan coupled together into a high pitched keening wail that lasted several seconds. The unnatural arch of her back collapsed, as every muscle in her body seemed to go lax. To avoid the combined pain and pleasure of over-stimulation, her hands searched for Trish's head to hold her away from her slit and stop the attention. Periodically, her head shook from side to side to further under score the ecstasy she was feeling.
Trish slid up Loren's body and totally embraced her, pulling Loren's face to her bosom and smoothing her in a tender and loving gesture. The two women were a work of art wrapped together in the hot glow from the fireplace. John and I glanced at each other and nodded in silent agreement about the display of affection we had just witnessed.
Somehow, here was yet another unforgettable moment. This weekend was delivering them one after another.
After a few moments passed, John and I moved in and cuddled into our lovers for the weekend. Trish unfurled and cuddled into John; Loren shifted her naked body to mold into my willing arms. We leaned into the sofas across from each other – all facing the still raging fire.
I think the both women fell asleep for a few minutes in our respective arms. There was great contentment in the air.
Loren awoke about ten minutes later with a small jolt. I whispered "I love you" into her ear and she visibly relaxed. Another minute later she opened her eyes and captured my gaze, and said, "I love you too." After a pause, she said, "I want you to make love to me – to fuck me, right here right now."
My body responded. I had been recuperating from the group fuck of Trish, but now my cock re-inflated, particularly with Loren's help as she started to fondle and stroke my hardening rod. Plus, there was the added visual stimulation of Trish stretched out naked against John – her moist pussy on display to the rest of us.
As I reached penetration hardness, Loren pushed me down on my back against the mattress and mounted me – reaching down and holding my cock so that she could lower her dripping pussy to its head, and then slowly slide the rest of the way downward until our pubic bones were pressed together.
I reached up and fondled her breasts – eliciting erect tits in seconds. As she moved in humping motions to create the thrusts of my cock into her, I bent upward to her body until I was able to lick and suck on first one breast and then the other. Except for the squishy sound of our copulating and the crackling sound of the fire, the room was silent. We were working towards our own goal now – our first since we fucked in the morning before breakfast.
How we had the energy I don't know, particularly Loren after her evident cum with Trish. Nonetheless, we both ground and thrust into each other with the impatience accompanying lovers that need some closure to their day. This was our closure – our own version of perfection for this here and now moment.
I pulled her over onto her hands and knees and rose behind her – my penis never having left its warm nest as we changed position. I then started the slapping motion of my own impatience as my body thrust into her buttocks. The frequency of our slapping increased in tempo, now breaking the relative silence of a few moments ago signaling the urgency we had for each other.
Loren's heavy breathing and moans started again, sooner than I expected. I think she was already on a higher step – closer to an orgasm – from her session with Trish. My pace increased and she thrust back into me, meeting each forward stroke I made with a backward thrust for deeper penetration. We continued unabated. We were machines programmed to a particular result.
Our efforts continued only another moment more. I felt the start of tightening contractions from within Loren's vagina. At first, I wasn't sure they were there, but then there was no doubt. Her muscles were starting to milk my genitals, pleading for the cum that resided within. I responded by quickening my thrusts and then I felt the presence of that edge – the precipice that I was about to fall over into the heavenly bliss of an orgasm.
Our orgasms arrived simultaneously. Loren's muscles went into hyper-drive and triggered my explosion into her sodden vagina. She fell forward and I collapsed beside her pulling her over into me as a rolled. We remained coupled together.
I nuzzled into her neck and stroked her breasts as I reached around her body, hugging her tightly. Again, I said, "I love you." She turned without breaking our coupling until she could look me in the eye and said, "I love you." We kissed.
We continued to cuddle for a few more minutes. John and Trish apparently had not awoken while we fucked only a few feet from their entwined bodies. I whispered to Loren that we should go to bed and she agreed. We uncoupled and crept into our bedroom area. I got a blanket and took it back into the other room and spread it carefully over John and Trish trying not to wake them. Apparently, I was successful as neither one stirred.
I joined Loren in bed. Neither of us had washed and so we both still carried the lovely aroma of unbridled sex with us into our bed. We both agreed we were very happy. In a few seconds, we were both asleep.
Sunday morning, I awoke to lovely stimulation to my cock. I was getting a classic morning blowjob from someone under the covers. I laughed. It couldn't possibly be comfortable. The covers were weighing down on my benefactor's head and it was dark and probably smelly down there. Yet, my fan continued her ministrations. I reached down and smoothed the hair of my friend – it was Loren. I could tell by the texture and length of her hair.
I let her continue working on my morning woody for a short while. Then, I felt those stirrings that signaled I was progressing towards a predictable conclusion.
I pulled the covers back to reveal the dark head bouncing up and down on my prick. "Loren, if I'm going to cum I want to cum with you – in you." She didn't stop, but her eyes met mine as if to question how serious I was. I reached down and pulled her up to me. She straddled my legs again and knee-walked up until her slit was centered over my saliva-covered member. She then slowly lowered herself until the head of my cock was just nestled inside her labial lips. She reached down and grabbed me again and massaged herself with my stiff rod. Finally, she lowered herself all the way down – spreading her legs so that she had as much of me inside her as she could.
I started pumping to meet Loren's motions. I love the woman on top position. I can look at her body, use my hands to feel their breasts, hips, backs or stroke their clits, and if I bend slightly I can lavish kisses and use my tongue on anything within reach.
We both came quickly. We were developing a familiarity that was rewarding in how we loved. I'd come to know the signals her cuntal muscles sent to me as she was near orgasm. These in turn provided significant stimulation – both physical and mental – that stoked me towards orgasm faster than usual.
I pulled her into a hug after our climaxes, cradling her on my shoulder and bed pillow. We nuzzled each other some more, but she was in "Go" mode and wanted to get the day started with more productive activities than lying around in bed.
We took a shower together in the metal shower enclosure that was slightly smaller than the two of us. We both washed each other's entire bodies several times, enjoying the sensations of being doted upon. Then we toweled each other dry and then rushed to dress in the cool of the morning.
We were the first up. I peeked in to see the state John and Trish were in since we'd made a lot of noise showering and dressing. Both were still out cold. I added logs to the cabin's fireplace and made sure they were catching fire to rid the morning chill. Rather than fix breakfast and really wake our mates, Loren and I put on warm coats, hats and gloves and went out into the autumn morning mist. We walked the trail along the lake edge at a brisk pace for an hour and then returned. The shower was running and after a quick check we could tell both Trish and John were in it.
I cooked our bacon and sausage while Loren set the dining table and tended to juice, muffins and other breakfast details. Trish and John joined us and I started the eggs. Soon we had a feast on the table and we all dove in with aggressive appetites.
Our mood was festive even though our weekend was coming to an end. We laughed and recounted our most embarrassing moments, told stories, played a weak game of tell the truth, and lingered over our coffees.
About noon, we packed up the car, turned in the cabin key and started the trek home. The most memorable weekend in my life was over. Wow!
###
The four of us fell into a blissful life after the cabin weekend. We really had created a "Harrad Experiment". I got increasingly comfortable with John and Trish's relationship, and even encouraged their trysts.
We were all increasingly busy at work. Trish was promoted again. John left the company he and Trish worked for to capture a better job and double the pay. Loren became group manager of the software group she was in. We were all rolling along in our careers and our lives.
Loren sold her condo and moved in with us for a month while the builder was completing her new place. Trish and I hated to see her leave for her own place when she did; we had become so accustomed to her being around and being part of our extended family. Further, life was so much easier when she lived with us – meals were more pleasant and less of a task, wine time was more fun, the kids basked in the extra attention. And, of course, the sex was wonderful; most nights Loren slept with us in the big bed after we'd made love.
Until John changed jobs he came by just about every night. We would indulge in a threesome or foursome depending on who was around. Occasionally, Loren and I would both be away and he and Trish could enjoy the resulting twosome – with our blessing. After his new job started, John only made it by two or three times a week.
There were some noteworthy escapades we did during the next year or two. For instance, we all decided we should play teenagers, go to a drive-in movie and fuck each other's brains out. We took the SUV since it was the largest car we had between the four of us. Things worked fine for the couple in the back seat, but the couple in front could not contend with the center console, so halfway through the movie after Loren and I had successfully fucked twice, we changed seats with John and Trish who then went at it. At one point, a couple of teenagers walked past the car and looked in at them. Their jaws dropped, they gapped, and then walked on probably to tell their friends what they just saw. John and Trish never missed a beat. We all decided that having our love sessions in the house was more comfortable and easier.
One time Loren's married sister from California came east for a visit. Her name was Devon and she was only a year older than Loren. According to Loren, she quickly figured out that Loren had some sort of unusual relationship going on and insisted on meeting everyone and assuring her sister's well being. The five of us got together for dinner at our house. The four of us enthralled Devon; after watching the chemistry between us for two minutes she put it all together. She and Loren suddenly disappeared out to our porch for a sisterly pow-wow. In half an hour, I brought coffee and tea to the sisters who were both smiling and laughing by now.
With great aplomb, Loren stood and came up to me and kissed me. "This is my lover", she announced to her sister. Devon smiled and rose too; she also kissed me and said "thank you. Do you have room for one more this week?" I shot Loren a glance and she laughed, hugging the two of us.
"Yes," Loren said, "my sister wants to join in. I told her we had to check with the rest of the group." Needless to say, the rest of the group approved too.
That night we had a "fivesome". John and I paid special attention to our new guest. That was easy to do, for she was out of the same mold that Loren was – both in terms of beauty as well as brains and personality. She had the same orgasmic capabilities that her sister had, including those amazing cuntal muscles that automatically went into action just prior to a climax to milk the cum from our cocks. We made sure she was always in good hands as the rest of us made love. We all fucked like minks the rest of her visit; she went home happy and content that all was well with our group. She was clear that she wanted to come back and participate again – soon!
Another noteworthy time, John was asked to entertain one of his new company's clients from Atlanta. The guy pointedly asked John to arrange dates for the two of them so they could do some real socializing. Since I was in Washington at the time, John asked Trish and Loren if they wanted to go – and they both agreed. Loren and Trish drew straws to see who would be this guys "date." Trish lost.
After work and dropping the kids off for an overnight, Trish and Loren dressed up in high fashion outfits with quite a bit of make-up, flare and sex appeal. Both wore spike heels and very short skirts that amplified their good-looking legs. Tops were brief and emphasized their breasts.
They met John and Chris, the client, at a lounge in the City. After a few drinks and a lot of flirting the four of them went to dinner. Dinner was a brief endeavor, after which the four headed to a nightclub that was just getting into high gear. The four danced, occasionally trading off partners.
There was a lot of flirting going on, especially by Chris towards Trish. With John's encouragement, Trish really put the make on Chris. Less than an hour later, Chris suggested that the four of them head to his hotel room for some more intimate drinks and dancing. Everyone understood this code. They followed Chris and entered his suite at a nearby hotel.
To help get things started Loren and John started making out on the sofa. John was visibly feeling Loren's breasts and smoothing her thighs up her short skirt. This motivated Trish and Chris to move things along even faster. In only a few minutes clothes started to fly and soon Trish was on her knees sucking Chris' rod. Loren and John repeated the action only a few feet away; they then coupled and started a slow fuck as they watched the show going on before them.
As Chris came, Trish directed his cum to her breasts, and then she massaged the cream into her skin commenting on its value as a skin emollient. Chris was blown away. Trish sucked him back to life and then mounted him with a string of slang and dirty encouragements that told him in no uncertain terms he was going to fuck the living daylights out of her. He did!
Chris wanted a return engagement two nights later. John had to explain that Trish's husband was a very unforgiving guy prone to violence and that Chris did not want to get further involved. Fortunately, he let the matter drop, but not before giving John's company a huge order that resulting a significant bonus for John.
Trish was chagrined when she told me the story later. She expected I'd be mad; I was in a good mood and wasn't the least bit bothered – in fact, I was rather turned on at hearing about the whole encounter. She couldn't believe she had behaved like such a slut. I laughed, kissed her, and told her she was my slut. We went and have wild sex as she recounted some of the details of her 'night out'.

###
The first step in the unraveling of our foursome came a year and a half later on a Monday night. I arrived home to find Loren and Trish in the living room with a box of Kleenex before them; Loren was sobbing and Trish was comforting her. I sat down next to Loren and also held her, asking what was wrong.
It gradually came out that Loren's company was moving her to California. She had the choice of the opportunity in California or staying in her present job and with the four of us. I empathized with her as I tried to think about what decision I would make. The opportunity, we learned, was better than just relocating to the Bay Area. It would be another promotion, this time to general manager. She would head west coast operations at nearly double her salary. Further, there was a bonus plan, and she'd again be close to her sister and family. She had to let the company know by Friday.
Trish and I calmed her down and told her not to decide until the last moment, and she agreed. In a side moment, I talked to Trish and told her I wanted to take Loren out alone the next night. She understood the chemistry and was fine with it. That night we just held each other and snuggled with the lights dim and the stereo on some fine jazz. Eventually, Loren went home in only slightly better spirits.



Tuesday evening, I picked Loren up at her condo. I presented her a large bouquet of flowers at the door as I kissed her hello. As usual for our outings, she was a knock out. Even several of her neighbors stared at her as I walked this beautiful woman to my car. We drove about twenty minutes to a very intimate little French restaurant. I had arranged everything beforehand, even ordered and pre-paid. We even had a private dining room.
Loren was still in a low mood. I must admit I was unhappy to see her departure happen too, but I knew she had to take the new job and move on with her life, but during dinner we talked about everything but the job and the four of us.
Finally, I reached across the table again to hold her hands. "You know you have to make your own happiness – no one can do it for you," I told her. "Sooner or later we knew our experiment would change. We didn't know who or what would change it, but we always knew it would change." She stifled a sob. I had plenty of Kleenex in my pocket.
"Loren, remember the weekend at the cabin a year and half ago? Do you remember what you told me? You said 'Someday I'll move on, but right now I need this and I need you. I don't want you to think about the future – just think 'today' – live in the now.' Well, I've never forgotten it and it has helped me more than you'll ever know." I was starting to cry too.
I went on, "Now is your time to move on. We've given you all we can. All the signals are saying 'yes, this is it!' This isn't a marginal offer that you might turn down. This is the platinum platter of job offers. They don't come any better. Promotion. Responsibility. Pay increase. Bonus. Family. Nice people all around. Wow! Double Wow! You have to do this." Loren sobbed some more. A waiter started to come in to the private room, sized up the situation, and beat a hasty retreat.
"Then there's this," I offered, "airfares being what they are we can easily travel back and forth and see each other. This'll just become a long distance relationship – only they'll be four of us involved." Loren sobbed and sniffled, her red eyes looking at me with a pleading that made me sob too. We both were going through my supply of Kleenex.
"Each of us loves you in our own way. I know if there were ever anyone else in the world that I would want to live my life with it would be you. The three of us – John, Trish and I – each feel we've been holding you back. You needed sanctuary after your other relationship ended, but that's well past now. You are stronger than you realize. It's time to come out of hiding. You have to find more permanent footing than we offer."
I went on, clutching her hands across the table, "I thought the experiment would be enough for all of us, but I've come to realize that it short changes you and John. Trish and I have each other – we've been married for sixteen years and will remain married until we die. We always have that core relationship to fall back on. You and John are bonuses in our relationship. We never thought we'd get to love two other people so much; most people never do, and certainly never in the setting we created."
"Both you and John have talked about creating relationships like you see Trish and I have. This is the time for you to move in that direction. There's no relationship there right now, just a new job in a new locale. You can go a reinvent yourself. You'll find new friends – new lovers; one of them is just waiting for you."
"Will we miss you?" I sobbed. "Oh God, yes, more than you'll ever know." I couldn't go on I was crying so hard. Loren too was sobbing once again. The pile of used Kleenex was growing.
After that we were quiet for a while mostly staring at the empty table. Both of us kept sniffling and trying to recompose ourselves. I finally got up and moved over in a kneeling position next to Loren, hugging her to the maximum that I could. "Oh, I love you so. I will miss you, but you have to go and do this."
We stayed like that for a while – me kneeling and hugging her. Gradually our crying subsided. Then I knew it was time to leave. I'd prepaid the bill so all we had to do was slip out the side door of the room we were in and drive into the night.
I stayed with Loren that night at her place. Trish knew I'd be away; she'd even packed an overnight kit for me.
Loren and I made love – it turned out for the last time that night. There were just the two of us in the world for that night. We just cuddled and caressed, copulating over and over, finally making love just at first light. I then got up, dressed and was gone. I'd said my good bye. I didn't see her again.
Trish said that Loren came by the house the next night while I was in Washington. The two of them made love – alone for the first and last time. Trish didn't see her again after that either.
We learned from John that Loren accepted the offer on Thursday and was on a plane to SFO on Friday morning. He'd said his good byes too, also in a teary ceremony.
A few weeks later, John, Trish and I packed up her condo at her request and put things safely onto a moving van that headed west. I don't know that Loren ever came east again – although I'm sure she did. Three years later, we heard through the grapevine that she'd married a widow with three young kids. She was still the GM of her company's operations and her career was thriving.
John, Trish and I grew comfortable in our threesome. If the grandparents were watching the kids I might walk in the door from work at 7:00 or 8:00 pm to find Trish sitting on the kitchen counter being eaten out by John, or the two of them fucking in the media room, or John receiving a blow job while dinner cooked on the stove. I reveled in the wantonness of such events. Of course, other times they were just sitting there having a glass of wine and waiting for me to help start the festivities.
If John came late to the house from his work, he might find the two of us in the media room watching porn, or fucking each other's brains out, or me going down on Trish as she waited for her double fucking. Our white furry comforter was being well used.
Then, quite suddenly, the rest of our "Harrad Experiment" came to an end. John was transferred to Philadelphia. Our threesome ended.
We had a much less teary send off than we'd had with Loren. After she'd left, we all knew this would end some time. John's divorce had long since been completed. Trish and I had talked about how we were holding him back now and that he should go find something permanent. The sex was a big magnet, but Trish politely told us both before John left that his departure was the end of the experiment; it was now time for all of us to return to a more normal life – whatever that meant.
So when the time came, we were supportive of John's move and let things happen the way they appeared ready to. We lived in the 'now' for a while to get through the separation, and then we settled nicely back into suburbia and became the staid couple with kids that everyone always thought we were.
John married about seven years later. At the time, Trish and I were living in Europe on overseas assignments. We met him and his wife for dinner once when we were back in the States and they were a lovely couple. I wonder what she through about the two of us; I'm sure John had confided in her about the nature of our relationship. Nothing was said however.
I'd learned a lot in those three years. I learned I had to set the ones I loved free. I learned it was better not to try to cling to the past. I learned that I had to relish the memories of the good times with those I love and not worry about whether there will be future ones – there will be! I learned to live in the now – not trying to live in the past or worrying about the future. I learned to give love away as much and as often as I could for it always came back to me multiplied in kind. Lastly, I learned that time does wound all heels. In some other life in some other universe, our foursome still continues – ourexperimentcontinues.
Always in front of me, a constant reminder of those years is the executive pen set that John and Loren presented me with when I had that momentous promotion. I see it every day and smile.
###
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Of course she wanted to come and visit on the weekend when the City was full. The national lacrosse championships and the state cheerleading championships were being held in the City all weekend. There wasn't a hotel room within at least 50 miles. I suggested our guest room. Trish, my wife, thought that a good idea. She invited Kim to stay with us for three days. Kim would have a day with her relatives, including her step-niece who was in the cheerleading competition, and part of a day on either side of the competition to visit with us.
Kim lived in Southern California. She was married and had mothered two kids that were now launched. She was still a looker, even though she was complaining about hot flashes according to my wife. She had long blond hair, a thin svelte figure, and a over generous set of knockers that did not sag that I'd fantasized about the two other times I'd met her, each encounter about a decade apart. Further, she had that knack of wearing outfits that were just flashy enough to call attention to herself, but that weren't over the top.
Kim had been one of Trish's roommates in college. They didn't see each other but every year or two, but they had kept in touch constantly. I think Trish talked to her a couple of times a week while driving home from work. Two years had past since her last visit. Usually when Kim visited I saw her at meal times, but other than that I made myself sort of invisible so the two of them could talk.
Five days before Kim's planned visit, I arrived home to find Trish packing for a trip. "Where are you off to? I asked.
"My Mum's having trouble breathing again. I've been on the phone all day with doctors and nurses setting up appointments for her starting tomorrow. I'm catching the evening flight out to Austin. She's probably got the balance of her meds all screwy again; it'll take a week or so to straighten her out, just like the last time."
"Should I come? What can I do to help?" I asked. "Nothing at all but be on stand-by here. I might need you to come out there if her asthma gets any worse," my wife said. I didn't even think about Kim's visit that day.
Trish called late the next evening from Austin. As suspected her mother was struggling with the medicines she was taking to cope with her asthma. At least she'd stopped smoking. She had a couple of more doctors' appointments over the next week and Trish seemed to have everything under control.
As we were talking on the phone, I reminded Trish about Kim's visit. She started, "You'll have to vacuum and clean before she comes. The guest room should be clean except for all the stuff piled on the bed and desk; just hide all that away somewhere. You'll have to be host. Take her to dinner or such. Be nice to her -- very nice. She's my favorite friend and I don't want her to think I've abandoned her to a dolt. I think she'll have a car so you won't have to do too much except entertain her in the evenings. I'll call her now and explain why I'll miss her. I'll have her call you about her arrival time."
I acknowledged the arrangement and we went on to other things. Two days later Kim called. "I can't find a rental car anywhere in the state, what's going on there? It can't be that every cheerleader wants a car that weekend?" I assured her not, but did talk about the other events going on nearby that weekend that had lots of outsiders flying into the area at the same time as her visit. We worked out that I'd pick her up at the airport the next day and then she could use the car over the weekend since I was planning on working around the house and wouldn't need it.
I got busy with the vacuuming and dusting. The place sparkled better than usual by the time I was through.
Kim's flight arrived about noon. I shined myself up and put on my best casual clothes. I stopped at a florist on the way to airport and picked up a bouquet of pretty flowers for her, put some light jazz in the car's CD player and was curbside at the airport when she came out from the luggage pickup area. We hugged and kissed one another as old friends do. I presented her with the flowers, and I got a more serious kiss. This was clearly the right thing to do. She said, "You are such a romantic. I love it. Don't ever stop." I got another hug.
She was excited about being here and apparently about being with me. She briefly mentioned missing Trish, and I had the feeling it was me that she really wanted to see. "Oh, well," I thought, "I won't be dolt for three days."
Now I'm no movie star and I'm certainly not in her league when it comes to keeping up with fashion and style. I am quite fit and exercise a lot, even as I've gotten older, I've added a few pounds in the wrong places, but not too many. Lastly, I love women; I find them fascinating and so it is easy for me to devote my full attention to them. Kim made this easy to do. As we drove, my whole attention was focused on her. She ate it up.
Kim had not had lunch, so rather than go to the house I drove to a little outdoor restaurant in a quaint section of town and we sat and had a few leisurely glasses of wine and salads. It was especially nice to be seen with Kim, since she was such a looker. People did look.
By the end of the meal, we were both blatantly flirting with each other. There was a lot of touching of arms and shoulders, brushing things out each other's hair, and eye contact with deep looks into each other's souls.
It was three o'clock by the time we got to the house. She hadn't visited us at this house before, since we'd moved in only a year before. The house was on the bay with a spectacular view, and had a beautiful and large swimming pool. Kim announced, "Oh, I have to go swimming right now." She scampered off to unpack and change.
I slipped on swim trunks, got towels and was in the pool when she came outside. She took a dive from the side into the deep end and swam under water towards me. She grabbed my legs and proceeded to try to swim through them. In the process she up-ended me and when we came up we were holding on to each other, and sputtering and laughing.
"Oh, this is so nice. I haven't been this warm for months," she said as she swam away from me. "Is that because of me or the air temperature?" I questioned with a not too subtle nuance. She laughed impishly and hugged me again before swimming out of range. We started doing slow laps in the pool next to one another. After a while, we both climbed out.
I pulled two chaises close together and we both lay down to bask in the sun. I reached over to just touch her arm and ended up stroking it. She started stroking back, and soon our hands were taking turns lightly smoothing and caressing the other's hands. Neither of us acknowledged the contact with words, yet it was very sensuous and arousing.
Kim was wearing a beautiful bikini-style bathing suit full of color and flare. It was a prim and proper two-piece suit. Nevertheless, from my vantage point on the chaise next to her, I could examine her pretty body. First, her breasts were tightly packaged into the bikini bra, leaving an alluring display of cleavage between the two mounds. Her legs were quite shapely and athletic, and looked unusually long in part due to the high cut nature of the bathing suit. I was in heaven taking in the view.
We continued our lunchtime chat about kids, spouses, great books and movies, events in town, dinner preferences, and dozens of other topics. About five o'clock I opened up a bottle of wine and some cheeses for the two of us and we indulged as we sat in the warm setting sun.
Eventually, we went in to change for dinner. I was quick to shower and toss on slacks and a sport shirt. As I walked by the guest room, the door was open. Kim was standing in front of the mirror in bra and panties. I gawked. She looked pleased with herself and said, "You see less skin than that bikini I was wearing fifteen minutes ago." She laughed delightfully, came over and kissed me on the cheek. Then returned to finish dressing. I stayed in the open doorway talking some nonsense about the restaurant while my gawk continued.
When she was about done dressing, including having me zip her up, and putting on make-up, I went and poured myself more wine. My temperature was up. I was aroused and pondering what this evening would bring.
I was sitting on one of the stools at the kitchen bar when Kim came up behind me and rubbed her breasts across my back as she hugged me. I turned and gave her a peck on the cheek. "Oh, that's not a serious kiss," she said. She came around in front of me, keeping her arms around my neck, leaned down and we had a serious kiss -- a very serious kiss.
This was a kiss without rushing. Our heads slightly tilted, eyes open to see the other person, and then a slow approach. We both knew what we were going to do. First, we could feel the other's hot breath, then our lips just rubbed together gently, and then the harder part of the kiss materialized. Our mouths opened slightly and our tongues gently tested the acceptance of the other. Once it was clear that we were both receptive to a deep kiss, our tongues explored even deeper and with more ardor.
As we kissed, my shank stiffened and my pants started to show the bulge. My hands were no longer idle; from my seated position I could run one hand up and down Kim's legs and use the other to stroke her buttocks. She had on slacks, yet they were a thin fabric and so the slow stroking I started was no doubt felt by her as though she was naked. On my up strokes, I would stop just short of her pussy area. I didn't want her to suddenly scream, "Pervert" or slap me or tell Trish that I'd hit on her. After we were well into our second kiss, I doubted any of those options would occur.
Neither of us moved our bodies. Kim remained standing with me stroking up and down one thigh and then the other. I was seated with her breasts pressed around my left shoulder. Our heads were turned and tilted towards each other so that we could continue kissing.
Eventually, she withdrew, picked up my wine glass and took a large sip of the beverage. "Wow," she said. I replied, "Double wow!" After a few seconds, I asked, "Well, ready for dinner?" With an attitude of distraction, she said, "Yes. Yes, let's go. If I stay here, who knows what will happen"
Dinner was at a romantic little bistro in the exclusive part of town. We had an outdoor table again. "So European," Kim noted. The wine was wonderful and the dinner superb. The company was equally romantic. We continued to touch and stroke each other's palms and arms as we had started at lunch. There was more of a familiarity about it now.
After dinner we walked up one side of the street and down the other window-shopping. Our stroll was really an excuse for us to tightly hold onto one another. It was also, perhaps, the opportunity for each of us to think about where the evening was going and how we wanted it to end. Apparently, we both had similar thoughts; Kim finally leaned over and kissed me and said, "Let's go back to the house. It's more private there."
At the house, while she went off to freshen up as she called it, I got out some Grand Marnier. I was again seated at the kitchen bar when she returned. She walked up and stood in front of me, between my outstretched legs, and put her arms around me. I put my hands on her hips and was holding her close, but without pulling her into my loins. She kissed me warmly. "Thank you for dinner."
I kissed back then while she watched took a sip from my cordial glass and then kissed her again, this time squirting the Grand Marnier from my mouth into hers. The moment was a turning point. She moved forward, pushing her pelvis into against me and rubbing her breasts across my chest. This was a mating dance.
"Wow," she said, licking her lips, "no one has ever French-kissed me with Grand Marnier before." After a few more regular kisses, she said, "I'd like some more Grand Marnier." I reached for a clean glass, but she stopped my hand. "No, that's not how I want it." I sipped some more in my mouth and again thrust more into her mouth as we French kissed again.
She reached up and undid the top button on her blouse. "The rest is up to you," she said in a sexy voice. I reached up with one hand and maneuvered each of the lower buttons to open the blouse completely, pulling it from her waistband as I did.
Once the blouse was open, I put my head to her lacy bra and blew my hot breath on the apex of first one breast and then the other. I was rewarded soon enough as I felt each nubbin rise to meet my moist call. I made small biting motions through the bra's thin material at each nipple. Kim watched intently as I ministered to her breasts with my mouth. She cradled my head and was holding me close to her.
My hands were not idle. I started to stroke her buttocks again and then returned to stroking up and down her thighs with one hand. This time I willingly got closer and closer to her pussy on each up stroke. I was trying to make these moments as sensuous as possible for both of us, expecting them to end at any second.
"Come," she said, pulling me to the family room sofa. We nestled in next to each other. She undid the buttons on my shirt until she had my chest exposed. She then ran her tongue around each of my nipples, biting gently as she went. I was going into orbit.
I undid her bra snap and in a sweeping movement Kim shrugged off both blouse and bra. I lost my shirt too. We hugged but in a way that allowed her to use just her nipples to stroke my chest. Her nips were highly erect and sticking out three-fourths of an inch. Having them rub across my chest is a feeling I'll never get used to.
I finally stopped her and captured a breast in my mouth, suckling onto her nipple with at first gentle and then rougher sucking and biting action. Her body language told me I was hitting all the right spots.
As I sucked on her nipples, I again started stroking up and down her legs with my free hand. Finally, she stood up and said, "Come with me. We'll be more comfortable in bed." We walked into the guest room.
She stood and faced me, half naked; her beautiful erect breasts betraying her arousal. She undid her belt and a zipper and her pants dropped to the floor. She kicked them to the side as she dropped her lacy thong too. I lost my clothing in as rapid a moment.
We stood facing each other for a moment. Both of us were totally nude. My erection arched out from my body. Her pubic area was devoid of hair to accommodate her bikini. Then we came together in another hug; this time savoring the feeling of each other's bodies and our skin-to-skin contact. We rubbed our bodies together to maximize the skin contact. We had another one of those soul kisses; this time with greater meaning and feeling to it.
Then we were on the bed. I buried my face between her legs. She spread her legs apart for maximum availability. I slowly licked up and down her slit, savoring her musky taste. I found her clitoral nub and periodically focused attention there.
After a few moments of external stimulation, I brought a finger into action. I thrust in and out of her pussy lips with the finger as I continued my oral attention. Kim was jerking around on the bed and moaning encouragements to me.
I felt around inside her vagina and finally located her G-spot by the slightly rougher texture of vaginal skin. I could tell I found the right place, because Kim yanked my head into her pussy when I stroked the area and sucked on her clit at the same time. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she groaned.
I kept stroking her G-spot and increasingly focused on her clit, not fully ignoring her swollen labial lips either. I occasionally thrust my tongue in and out of her pussy too. Her moaning and panting increased.
Finally, she clutched the top of my head and pulled me into her. A long "Faaaahhhuuucccckkk," replaced her groans. Her hips rose off the bed as she thrust her cunt into my mouth. There then followed a series of little squeaks and moans as her body visibly deflated from her climax.
She looked doe eyes at me. "Oh how did you ever learn how to do that, you wonderful man." She reached down and pulled me up to her so she could kiss me. "Hummm," she said, "you taste like my pussy! How delightful."
She then pushed me over on my back and arched her body over so she could take my erection into her mouth. I had deflated slightly while I was administering to her. At first she had the whole penis in, but then a surge of arrived and my cock grew to a rigid rod, and she was only attending to the end.
Kim alternately stroked me in a masturbating move and sucked and licked the mushroomed head of my unit. I kept swelling. Gradually, she pulled the rod deeper and deeper into her mouth. I felt the tip enter her throat as her lips pushed into my pubic bone.
Now I was the one moaning. I started little thrusts to emphasize that I had a mission to accomplish too. She reached up and stroked and pinched my nipples.
If I have the choice of where to cum, it is not into a willing mouth, although that's not a trivial activity. I would much rather be embedded deep in a warm pussy. So, when I felt my internal plumbing go on high alert, I pulled Kim up to me indicating it was time to couple.
At my urging, Kim straddled my hips facing me. She rose up while she held my saliva-covered cock in her right hand. She rubbed the mushroom head along her slit several times, focusing on her clit.
She started little up and down jerky movements over me, sometimes thrusting her hips forward and sometimes to one side or the other. Each time she came down, my dick would go a little deeper into her cunt. Quarter inch by quarter inch she worked her pussy down my cock. Until at last our pubic bones pushed together.
We didn't move for a few moments, just enjoying the sense of mutual coupling that we had accomplished. I relished in the warmth surrounding my cock, punctuated as it was by an occasional muscle twitch from her. Kim vocally praised the sense of fullness that she was feeling.
I reached up and again started to stroke and smooth her breasts, rubbing her nipples between my fingers. I could actually feel her vaginal muscles contract when I pinched or bit into one of her nips a little harder than usual.
Gradually, we established a rhythm as I pistoned in and out of her vagina. We enjoyed this pace for a few moments and then Kim started to rotate her hips in a rolling motion that sucked my cock deep into her body on her forestroke -- right up to her cervix, and then released me on the backstroke.
She was bent over me as she was doing this so that I could suck on first one breast and then the other. Her nipples were rigid, the same as my cock; all were steel rods of varying lengths extending from our bodies to maximize our pleasure in some way.
Kim's rotating hips did me in. I couldn't hold back any longer and told her so. "I'm going to cum," I said in panting voice. She smiled and kissed me again; "Me too," she said.
We pumped only another thirty seconds with increased vigor as my orgasm arrived. I could feel the approach from deep in my body. The first rays of ultimate pleasure filled my whole lower body as I thrust up into her cunt. The wonderful sensation radiated outward until it was focused on my balls and cock.
Rapidly, then, signals going to my brain said this is spectacular; you feel good all over -- and I did. My little pump called forth the frothy white semen from deep within me and I could feel the surges moving down my urethra into Kim's body. I came and came and came, filling her exquisite pussy with my love juice.
Kim's orgasm arrived simultaneously with mine. Her vocalizations became louder and louder again. Moans had turned into squeaks of enjoyment had turned into slutty words, spoken and then shouted, urging continued fucking, sucking and licking until the end of time. Her back arched and she thrust her cunt down onto my cock for deep penetration. Her arms moved back to support her from falling backwards onto my legs. I was deep into her body, my cockhead by her cervix as I exploded. I could feel the strong rippling muscles inside her milking every drop of fluid from my cock. Kim said she could feel my surges splashing on the walls of her cunt. I think she said "Oh God" about a dozen times. We were both soaked in sweat and the room had that sensual aroma of intercourse and good sex.



Kim collapsed over me. I remained deeply ensconced in her. We were both still panting and our hearts were still racing. We just held each other tightly as the after shocks from our climaxes subsided and our body chemistry came back towards normal.
I was stroking Kim's back and buttocks gently as we cuddled. She remained above me, clearly unwilling to make any move that would result in my separation from her.
Finally, I could feel her legs spasm slightly in their folded positions astride me. I rolled to the side, still keeping my penis as deep in her vagina as I could. We laughed as the roll took us to the edge of the bed and there was a scramble to not fall off. I separated from her in the process.
We continued to hug and kiss again for a few moments. I then asked, "When was the last time you went skinny dipping?" She laughed and said, "Let's go!"
We both scampered through the darkened house and out the back door to the pool. As she walked through the house, Kim held her hand over her pussy so she wouldn't drip somewhere. I left the lights off lest the neighbors see more than they should. The house had a lot of glass. A quick check, however, showed that both neighbors were out or away; their homes were dark.
We both dove into the pool enjoying the sensation of nude swimming. Kim and I gravitated to each other and kissed and cuddled as we floated almost weightless in the dark waters. I continued to polish her breasts. She commented, "They'll glow tomorrow if you don't stop." I told her, "No, they'll need polishing tomorrow too." I sucked and kissed both breasts.
We floated next to each other, holding hands and looking up at the night sky. The stars were brilliant. I pointed out a satellite slowly passing overhead and then some planets and constellations. The moon was just a sliver in the corner of the sky.
I spread towels out on one of the chaises and we cuddled together on it under the night sky. Amazingly there were no bugs that night.
Kim said, "You know I hope I didn't gross you out with my language back there," gesturing to the house. "When I'm making love I seem to like to talk 'dirty'. For me it's a turn on."
I told her that it was probably a bigger turn on for me. We talked through the words that made our bodies respond more. While we were having this discussion, we both started stroking each other's sex organs. She was manipulating me in a way that overtly said, "Let's do it again." I was fingering her slit.
I had learned years before that rapidly moving some fingers in and out of a vagina produced no end of excitement for a woman. Thus, as we heated up again, I started this move on Kim. She was "oh-ing" and "ah-ing" as I did this, her breath coming in little pants. Meanwhile, as she responded, I reacted to her and my cock hardened again.
When I reached penetration rigidity, I moved over the top of her on the chaise. Kim spread her legs, pulling her knees back with her hands to allow maximum penetration. I placed my cockhead at the entrance to her tunnel and slowly thrust into her, working my full length into her moist slit. I was swelling too, so by the time I finished the first strokes of my penetration, I was again fully erect.
In the dim light we fucked; no, we loved. We lavished kisses on one another and whispered words of tenderness and encouragement. I hadn't felt like this in over thirty years. Kim admitted that she hadn't either. I sucked on her breasts some more as I continued my rhythmic thrusts.
Kim started to have a series of little mini climaxes as I worked on her. I would put my fingers down between us, find her clitoris and then rub the area. Kim's tone of voice and moaning would increase, she would start to pant and then a huge sigh would erupt from her body. I think she had four of them before we decided we would be more comfortable in the bed again.
We uncoupled and went in the house. I had an idea I shared with Kim; "I spend a lot of time in my home office; I want to make love to you on the sofa in there. You'll leave and I never want to forget this night, even when I'm in this room." She changed direction and pulled me to the sofa in my den.
She lay back and spread her legs again. I nestled right into her pussy again, sinking deep into her with a single thrust. She put her head back and sighed. Now I started pumping in and out of her with increasingly rapid strokes. I was on a mission again.
We entertained each other with an increasingly vocal selection of questions and stories about what we were doing to each other. The language became more crude as we used our favorite sex words like fuck, cunt, pussy, vagina, rod, shank, cock, dick, and so forth.
Even from her supine position, Kim started rolling her hips into me with that milking motion. I could feel the muscles on the walls of her vagina start to pull me deeper in her milking motion. We told each other we were ready. I increased my pace and then the waves of ecstatic pleasure swept over me as I made my final lunges into her body. Kim climaxed simultaneously too -- her back arching off of the soft cushions.
Jet after jet of semen erupted from me into her body. She pulled her legs back again to maximize my penetration and to signal her receptivity of my fluids. We were both moaning and groaning in our pleasure. There were lots of "Oh shit's" and "Oh God's".
This time I collapsed on top of her. My arms couldn't hold me up any longer. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and hugged me tightly. "Oh a girl could get used this kind of treatment," she said. We kissed and loved each other some more.
After a while I got up and went and sat in my desk chair for a moment. I looked back at her available body on my sofa. "I never want to forget you there like that. I just wanted to capture the mental picture."
Kim said, "Take a real picture of me this way. Just don't you dare ever let anyone else find it!" I rummaged in a drawer and found my digital camera and took several pictures of her posing on the sofa in absolutely pornographic poses.
I came back to her on the sofa and picked her up. I carried her down the hall to the guest room where I gently deposited her on the bed. I crawled in next to her and we cuddled and kissed in the dark until sleep overtook our bodies.
*****
I awoke the next morning next to this goddess that had arrived on my doorstep the day before. I lay on my pillow and watched her still sleeping. Even though her hair was a tangle, Kim was beautiful. She had an angelic glow about her in the morning light that filtered into the bedroom.
Some inner message told her she was being watched. As I continued looking at her beauty, I could tell that minute-by-minute she was regaining consciousness. Then her eyes opened slowly, first as slits protecting her eyes from the intrusive light of the day, and then opening wide. She gave me a groggy smile as she stretched. Her body was still nude from the night before and so her stretch highlighted her generous breasts to me. I leaned in and kissed her eyelids, then her nose, then her lips, then her cheeks, then her neck, and worked my way down and planted a kiss on each breast directly on the nipple. She giggled.
Kim wiggled across the bed and came into my arms, wrapping herself within my body and pressing her nakedness against my own. We kissed again. Suddenly, she whispered, "My breath may not be very good." I said, "Your fine. Kiss me again and don't worry." This time our kiss was deep and more meaningful.
"If you were around here all the time I think I'd tell you I love you," I whispered to her. She nuzzled into me then came up to look me in the eye. She said, "I'd probably be telling you the same thing; you are a great lover." "Aren't we both?" I asked her.
Nature called and I finally had to get up to go to the bathroom. She did too. Rather than dress, I just went into the kitchen nude, put on a pot of coffee and poured us both some juice. She came in a moment later with a short robe on. Seeing my nakedness she undid the tie on the robe, forced the front open and came and hugged me against her nude body.
"Oh, I could make love to you morning, noon and night," I said. "That's the message I'm trying to send you right now," she replied. We pressed our bodies together. My penis stirred at the attraction and visual stimulation.
"What time do you have to be at your niece's performance?" I asked. "In about an hour," she said, "but I'll take a rain check for anything you're offering or thinking about or might think about!" I laughed and poured her some coffee. We both had decided there wasn't time for even a quickie before we had to leave.
"There's juice for you. Here're three kinds of cereal and milk. I still need to wash up from our loving last night." I kissed her and said, "I'll be right back." I padded across the house to my shower. A few minutes later I'd shaved, showered and dressed in slacks and a golf shirt.
Kim was just finishing a bowl of cereal at the patio table beside the pool. The morning was crystal clear and promised an entire day of warm temperatures. "Oh aren't we dashing," she said as she noted my dress. "You can go as you are," I suggested, indicating that she might wear just her robe to the cheerleading event her step-niece was in. She flashed me.
She carried her dishes into the kitchen and put them in the sink. "I'll be ready in fifteen," she said and she toddled across the house, slowly stripping the robe off her body in a very seductive strip tease.
I'd decided to go to the cheerleading competition with her, so when she emerged looking like a million dollars in a flowery summer frock, I had the car already out and in front of the house. I held the door for her and then hopped in and drove to the large school where the competition was. We finally found a place to park and walked to the main building.
The place was a mob scene. Teenagers in various school uniforms were everywhere, usually in gaggles of a dozen or so girls. Even more parents and relatives milled around the outside of this mix looking ill at ease or at best bored.
Kim and I roamed the hallway and then the gymnasiums looking for her relatives. Suddenly, she let out a shriek and was embracing another equally stunning woman. Both of them were talking a thousand miles an hour. I stood aside and looked on with amusement at the greeting scene.
Kim then introduced me to Joan, her husband Bart's sister. Joan's second husband already had a daughter by a former wife that was Kim's step niece. This relationship had to be explained to me several times before I got it. Joan's husband was to be along shortly. No one questioned the relationship between Kim and me.
Joan was also a stunning blond. Someone's trophy wife, I thought. She was about ten years younger than Kim but the same height and figure. I wondered whether they drank the same brand of bottled water.
As we were talking a beautiful young blond in a blue and white cheerleading outfit with a big "B" on it came bouncing up to the three of us. "Oh Mom, this is so exciting. Heather's here too. We haven't seen each other in months."
Joan introduced us to her stepdaughter Sara. Sara was polite but her enthusiasm and the potential to win blinded her to anything other than the event and kids her own age. She bounded off again when she saw a boy her own age that she knew. As Joan turned to watch her go, Kim leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Don't you wish I'd worn a skirt that short, and with no knickers too?" She pinched my butt.
My head snapped around. Joan turned back, but Kim and I were standing there looking innocent and full of interest in the surrounding crowd.
"Oh look, there's Jerry," she said, waving wildly across the auditorium to a tall salt and pepper haired guy that looked like Gregory Peck. Jerry came over and introductions were made and mandatory hugs exchanged. The four of us followed Jerry who had figured out where to sit and who to root for. Soon we were seated in the bleachers with a thousand other parents and friends as the show started.
A panel of eight judges sat at a table down on the gym floor in front of us. Each school's cheerleading squad had to perform some required moves and then they could improvise. Each of the routines was graded in terms of originality and difficulty.
The squads were about ninety percent girls. In a gesture of humor I speculated to Kim about the future sexual orientation of the few boys on the team. Kim whispered in my ear, "Don't worry about the guys. You should know that I'm not wearing any underwear and that someone is going to get lucky later today!" I gave her a double take and a big smile. "And what would you like me to do with that information?" I inquired. She just winked and patted my knee.
Squad after squad came and did their five to seven minute routines. There was a lot of jumping over each other and rolling around on the floor taking place. Frequently, one or more cheerleaders were hurled somehow to amazing heights and then even more amazingly caught by their teammates before becoming an accident statistic. A large board at the end of the hall was recording the judges' scores and the relative team standings.
About the eighth group to perform was Beaumont High, which I discerned from the excitement from Joan and Jerry was Sara's school and squad. Sure enough about twenty-five young maidens came running out to the center of the gym. We could tell that every move was well rehearsed and the entire team synchronized with one another. Everyone got thrown into the air at one time or another, often three or four at a time. Some amazing cartwheels and other gymnastic routines were performed and the event ended. Beaumont's score was admirable but not first place. I think the school that won started with a "D".
We followed Joan and Jerry outside after Beaumont High's squad had finished. I gave Kim lots of time to talk with her relatives. After all, the scenery was magnificent with all of the cheerleaders running around. I had also suggested that we have lunch together, in spite of wanting to take Kim back to house and ravish her for the rest of the day.
While Kim, Joan and Jerry were talking, I called Trish on my cell phone to check in. She said her mother was doing fine and her breathing was again normal. She allowed as how she'd had a great talk with Kim a couple of days earlier and did not need to talk to her now. I described the competition and how we'd eaten at the bistro the night before. She again urged me to be 'especially' nice to her friend, to spend time with her, and to take her someplace special again tonight. I allowed as how that was not a problem as Kim was such a nice person and had turned out to be easy to talk with. We said our good-byes and ended the call.
The four of us did go off to eat after Joan had hunted down Sara and told her our plans. Apparently, Joan and Jerry would return to pick up their daughter after lunch. Kim and I would be free the rest of the day. I decided that a walk down the beach would be a suitable activity to show a visiting guest. At least that's what we told Joan and Jerry we were going to do.
After lunch, we bid Kim's relatives good-bye. In the car, I turned to Kim, "Are you really not wearing underwear?" She grabbed my hand and pulled it up under her dress. Sure enough, I was treated to contact with the smooth mons of my passenger. I took the opportunity to insert one finger partway into her slit. "Hummm," I said, "Seems wet and willing." Kim just said, "Right! Let's go, fuck buddy."
I sniffed my finger and inhaled her unique musky scent. It was truly arousing. I announced that if they made perfume of her scent I would buy a gallon and bathe in it daily. Kim allowed as how dogs would certainly want to smell my crotch. I periodically re-dipped my finger in her ink well as we drove home.
I drove right into the garage and closed the garage door. There was a trail of clothes across the house as we headed to the bedroom.
Our sex was an urgent coupling making up for the hours of feigning indifference and sexual disinterest in one another while we were with Joan and Jerry. I was in a rock ready state by the time I penetrated her. There was no foreplay other than what had gone on in the car. We were ready.
We fucked and fucked and fucked. As I'd approach an orgasm I'd slow or stop and rain kisses down on Kim's body, at least the part I could reach without pulling out of her body. She understood our need to copulate but hold off our climaxes at least until we had savored the joy of our sexual union.
Kim experienced some small orgasms that became more and more frequent as I assaulted her clit with my thumb. We changed positions a number of times. We'd started in the missionary position, then be side by side with our legs intertwined, then she'd come over me. Whenever I could, I would suck on one of her breasts; Kim said she could almost cum with just my sucking on her breasts.
Finally, I pulled out of her and positioned her on her knees. I could reach around her and fondle her dangling breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples. I entered her cunt from the back in doggy style. She allowed as how she loved this position but hadn't tried it for years. I told her our playing was over and that I was going for the "big it".
I thrust back and forth into her cunt in a staccato rhythm of lust and love. Kim thrust back against me with the same urgency. She also started to give me a running commentary on how she was enjoying our fuck, on how she loved my cock in her mouth and in her pussy, how she loved cum and wanted to swim in it, how she wished she was a cheerleader and could wear the tiny uniform as she fucked me only without underwear so that I could fuck her all the time, and how she was so glad that we had found this time together. The string of dirty words and visions she painted for us was stimulating and I came hard.
I came and came. Back arched, head back, and my hips thrust tightly into Kim's hips. Kim had read my signals and cum almost at the same time I had. We both vocalized our climaxes to one another, praising the prick and cunt contact and stimulation.
I wondered where I generated so much semen, particularly since we'd had intercourse twice the evening before. Did I regenerate that fast. I was about thirty years older than when I'd lost my virginity; at that time I knew I had great regenerative powers. Trish and I kept track of how many times we had sex each day on our honeymoon too; I think the record was twelve times in one day.
Kim and I both collapsed next to each other. We were smelly, sweaty but loveable. We fondled and kissed one another. Kim was leaking my cream pie juice, but I didn't care. I leaned down and started to lick and eat her pussy.
Kim was startled. "Oh, my, no one has ever done that to me before. Are you sure? Oh, don't stop! Oh, that feels so good!" I kept it up, using both tongue and fingers. Kim continued, "Oh dear, oh dear, you're going to make me cum again. Oh. Oh. Ohhhh." And then there was a shudder. It started deep within her, but I could feel it come from her back forward to her pussy.
As my fingers massaged her G-spot, I could feel the pussy muscles contract as her climax arrived. Kim went rigid. Her back arched; she threw her head back into the pillows. "Oh dear God. Oh dear God." She pulled my head into her mons and stopped my hand from stimulating her clitoris. After about thirty seconds, she started to relax.
"Oh, my God. I didn't know the human body could experience such pleasure," Kim stated. "I just want to fuck you all the time. I want to inhale you into my pussy and not let you go. Your job will be to just keep giving me orgasms all day and all night." Slowly her heartbeat returned to normal. We cuddled and caressed each other. Kim even said she liked how the mix of my cum and her juices tasted when I kissed her. She liked it a lot and wanted more. I went back to the well and got some more in my mouth and brought the juices up for us to both enjoy. We did.



In late afternoon, we cleaned up a bit and put on bathing suits and went for a walk along the beach. Kim went in swimming to try to remove the wet spot that kept forming in the crotch of her bathing suit. I laughed and joined her.
We hugged and walked with our arms around each other. We were two lovers experiencing the delight in each other's company. Others watched us, possibly with envy that they didn't have such a relationship.
After our walk we returned to the house. We rinsed off the sand and took a dip in the pool, then I got out a bottle of wine and we sat and had our hors d'oeuvres on the patio. The sun eventually set. We'd been talking for hours.
I suggested dinner at a more casual spot than the night before. We both dressed down and headed out. Mattison's was where we went for dinner. They had a four-piece rock band that was belting out some great music into their outdoor restaurant. We sat off to the side and watched the scene for a while and then we even danced a few numbers.
Our moves on the dance floor soon became lewd; I thought we might get asked to leave. Kim grabbed my hips and pulled me into her from the front and then from the back. There was no doubt that we were acting out the dance of love only without the prick-pussy connection. Kim's good looks were sufficient to attract attention on their own; her moves with me while we were dancing just capped off the evening. Even the band members were smiling with that "someone's gonna get laid tonight" look.
Eventually, we left. Instead of heading right home we went down by the marina and city park. There was usually a pretty mellow guitar player there at one of the bars, and his music carried across the whole park. We walked along near O'Leary's and finally found a park bench in dark corner of the park where we could hear some guitar music, but had some privacy.
We started necking and petting. I could feel Kim's breasts through her thin dress; she wasn't wearing a bra. I sucked on her nipples through the fabric of the dress bringing them to full erection. Kim moaned. She reached down and started to massage the growing lump in my pants; I responded to her efforts by developing a genuine boner. After checking that no one else was around, she unzipped me and pried my cock out of my pants.
She then leaned over and started to give me a great blowjob. I couldn't believe this was happening in the park only a hundred yards from O'Leary's. At one point, she came up and said, "You'd better tell me if anyone is coming. I don't want to get arrested." We both laughed and she dove back down onto my cock. I lay back and enjoyed the moment.
I enjoyed her ministrations, but really wanted to cum in her pussy. I suggested that she mount me. We both looked around to test our aloneness again, and then she hiked up her dress, pulled her knickers to one side and mounted me. I guided my penis into her warm sheath. She let the dress drop again. Anyone passing by might wonder, but they wouldn't be sure whether we were fucking or not.
We then started a gentle rolling thrusting into each other. I fondled her breasts through the fabric of her dress or reached in through the front. We kissed and smoothed. We started telling each other what might happen if we were caught. In one scenario, someone came along and joined us, a male that proceeded to fuck her harder and longer than I was. Or, in another story, the interloper was a female that ate us both out and had a juicy cunt we both got to eat. We carried on our dirty talk as she called it until it became clear that we were getting close to orgasm.
I reached under her dress and started to massage her clit with my hand as I fondled her breasts with the other, pinching and tweaking her nipples. She panted at me, "I'm ready when you are." And, I was too, so I exploded into her. We both moaned and threw back our heads, clutching on to each other.
Gradually, our heartbeats came back to normal. While we were coupled and nuzzling one another, another couple strolled by. We couldn't see their faces, but everyone was very quiet as they passed. Kim giggled after they were gone.
We uncoupled and I tucked my sopping cock back into my pants. The front of my pants all around the zipper was covered with pussy juice and cum. Well, so much for being in public for the evening. Kim pulled her panties over her vagina in an effort to quell the leakage problem I'd left her with. She smoothed her dress down and we strolled back to the car, avoiding the harsh lights near the restaurant and bar.
Back home we stripped off our clothes and went for a swim in the darkened pool again. The water was warm and loving, and so were we to one another. Again, we floated on our backs holding hands and looking at the night sky. After a while we dried off and went back inside.
We went to bed, and with some effort from Kim, I again got hard and entered her. We had a slow fuck, lying side by side, telling each other how much we cared for each other and how we didn't want this night or visit to ever end. Eventually, we both climaxed. We remained coupled and cuddled into each other, shut our eyes, and let sleep wash over us.
Morning came too soon. Her flight was at two o'clock, so we had to leave for the airport by noon. We took an early swim in the pool, dried off, and made love one last time.
We were aroused by one another by the time we came inside, so starting our love session was an easy task. We started to love in her bedroom, but then I had an idea. I told her I wanted to fuck her in every room in the house, making at least few strokes into her warm pussy in every one.
We frolicked along building a set of memories I could draw upon regardless of which room I was in. We did a simple fuck in the living room on the sofa, somewhat daring since if anyone had come to the front door we were on display. We hit the other bedrooms too. She mounted me in the exercise room and while I pumped iron, she pumped me.
In the family room, we used the big leather chairs. She again mounted me and we humped while the chairs swiveled and rocked. We fucked in the garage with her sitting in the hood of my car and me in front of her stroking back and forth. In the kitchen, she let me eat her as she sat on the kitchen bar and then I fucked her as she sat on one of the bar stools.
We returned to the bedroom where we then settled down to some serious fucking, as she said. She pushed me down and proceeded to suck on my cock some. She came up for air once and said, "I so enjoy tasting myself on you. What a rare opportunity." She then slurped down on me again, taking me all the way into her throat.
After she decided I was "done", she moved up and did her little slithering down my cock routine she had done the first time we mated. She placed my penis at the entrance to her vagina and then in little up and down motions slowly engulfed first the mushroomed head and then little by little my entire cock.
She started with only minimal contact; just the tip of my penis brushing her labia. Then she'd sink down, extending her downward journey only slightly further on each down stroke. She did this penetration very slowly and with great attention to detail. Occasionally, she would twist or jerk her body to the side to enhance the feeling and remove some sense of predictability.
Finally, her body made full contact with mine, our pubic areas mashing together. We had fucked and fondled so much that we were both already damp with each other's juices so we sort of sloshed together as we finally coupled.
I was rigid and knew I was against her cervix when we really pressed together. We started our thrusting in and out of each other, lavishing attention on each other. I paid particular attention to Kim's breasts and clit. She seemed to enjoy watching me do her from her position above me.
Our love making finally took us over the top. I spurted my semen into her canal, but kept pumping until seconds later she arched away from me in orgasmic bliss. She fell atop my welcoming form and I cuddled her into me, my cock still inside her. She pulsed her pussy muscles every now and then, "To remind me that she was alive", she said.
Finally, she got up and headed to the shower. I went off and joined her. We cleaned each other very well. I gave her a shampoo and condition job with a very sensual massage as well. She said this was special, as her hair stylist never paid this much attention to her. I continued to polish her breasts lest they become dull and lose their luster.
We dried and I combed and blew dry Kim's hair according to her directions. Finally, we dressed, Kim finished packing, and we headed to the airport. We stopped for lunch at the same restaurant we'd used her first day.
"What do you think Trish would say if she knew about our tryst?" Kim asked with a sly grin.
"Well, she told me to entertain you and keep you happy," I retorted. "What would Bart say?"
"He told me to have a good time too," Kim ventured. "It's ashamed sex has so many stigmas attached to it. Couldn't we just do it with whomever we found interesting without all the ballyhoo about it?"
"Actually, Trish might approve," I speculated. "She's become very open minded about life. I've told her to follow her bliss if she ever found someone she'd like a fling with. I just want her to come home to me."
"Oh, I love you so," Kim said as she squeezed my hand. "Sometime, in the future, we'll do all this again. Maybe we'll even have Trish and Bart join us."
"Well, that would be an interesting event," I speculated. "How could we make that happen?"
"That'll be our homework," Kim said, "to figure out how to create a foursome or threesome so we can pick up where we left off this morning."
We continued our animated speculation on the way to the airport. I dropped her curbside. We stood tightly clutching each other until it was finally time to leave. People stared. Our kisses were warm, our love genuine, and we both shed tears at our parting.
*****
I cleaned up the house again and restored everything to its pristine condition. Even with the change of linens, it took the better part of a day for the aroma of sex to leave the guest bedroom. I kept going in there an inhaling just to remember the last three days.
Trish came home two days later, reporting that her mother had been restored to great health only because of her attention. I was, of course, feeling guilty so I was especially attentive. After she unpacked she declared "wine time". I poured us some wine and prepared hors d'oeuvres and we went out to enjoy the patio.
"So," Trish asked, "what'd you think of Kim? Isn't she a sweetheart?"
"Yes, she was easy to be with," I ventured. My guilt was making me wonder where this conversation might turn. "Her relatives seemed nice. If they lived closer we might find them fun to socialize with," I said, trying to steer the conversation slightly.
"Did you fuck in the pool?" Trish asked with a sly grin. I had a mouthful of wine at that second and I coughed and sprayed it all across the patio table. "What?" I blurted out. Trish laughed.
"Well, I knew you two would really hit it off. I just figured you didn't need me around to help it along; maybe next time." Trish paused thoughtfully and then in a quieter voiced said, "She and I, in college, you know, sort of had our own thing going when we roomed together." I was gawking again and absolutely speechless. This was my prim middle-aged wife admitting to me after thirty years, that she'd had a lesbian relationship in college with the woman I had just fucked for three days.
"I thought you'd enjoy her too," She went on in a more jaunty tone; my mouth was still agape. "Kim's been in a long dry spell with Bart, her husband. So I thought you'd be just what she needed. I did give her permission you know."
Trish still had a smirk on her face. I remained speechless, although I did try to say something but only strangled noises came from my vocalizations. Kim then said, "I talked to her on my cell phone this morning from the airport. She said she really had a good time -- a REALLY GOOD time. Nice to know you still can rise to the occasion." I sat stupefied by the sudden turn of events and admissions. I'd been caught red-handed with my hand in the cookie jar. She went on, "She'll be back in two months by the way, and this time you'll have to give the two of us a really good time."
Trish rose and came around the table and gave me a big kiss with lots of tongue action, something we'd been neglecting to do for one another for a long time. She then unbuttoned her blouse, unsnapped her bra and thrust her breasts into my face. "Get going," she said as she leaned into me. 'I've been horny all week thinking about what the two of you were doing."
###
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###Working away from home week after week sucks. Of course, I could have curtailed some of the travel but the fact was that I liked it. If I wasn't traveling I was stagnating. One benefit, I had an expense account for the first time in my consulting career. I was supposed to entertain prospects and clients, as well as do the work I sold, hopefully with some of the other people in the company I worked for that were less senior. "Eat what you kill," was the motto in the company; "kill nothing, eat nothing, make nothing, get fired" was a more accurate description.
My wife was wrapped up in her career too, except she wasn't traveling. The kids were almost grown and just about out of the house. The odd day or two I was around home during the week I often found myself alone well into the evening as everyone was off doing their own thing. Often, I'd come home, go to bed having seen no one else in the family, have a dim awareness of a warm body next to me in the middle of the night, and then awaken to find everyone had already left for jobs and school.
I surprised even myself by becoming one of the top sales people in my new company as well as someone clients loved to have around. Thus, I was on the road a lot: leave home Sunday in the late afternoon, fly somewhere, work most of week, home Thursday night, Friday in the office, and weekend at home. I was a road warrior. Some weeks I'd be in four or five different cities.
I was the first in the company to sell a job at a large company named Alperion to help renovate some of their information systems before the company sold off some of itself and made some other acquisitions. Alperion was not a small company; there were offices and divisions all over Pennsylvania, New York and New Jersey, not to mention expansions and acquisitions in a dozen other states and abroad. I was finding a new home in the suburbs of Philadelphia as I started to spend week after week there at their Camp Forge, PA headquarters.
My home away from home had become room 183 in the Camp Forge Hilton. The hotel was posh and Alperion paid for most of it without a blink. I had a pool outside my door, a wonderful bar right down the hall, three different restaurants to choose from, an exercise room full of great equipment, and a spa all within a two-minute walk from my room.
I had sold a modest systems-based consulting job in one of the Divisions to a department head. I was basically doing the work myself since there weren't that many hours of work involved, however, the job gave me the opportunity to make friends in the company and to try to market more of my company's capabilities.
Then I met Jan. Jan was a tall, lithe, willowy woman in her early forties with sandy blond hair. She was a very chic dresser; I guessed the outfit she had on one day topped a thousand dollars. She turned out to be one of most competent people I had met at Alperion. She headed a division there and had about 250 people reporting to her, including the department head for whom I was working. I was seven years younger than she was and so I didn't think about anything other than trying to warm her up to buying some other systems or consulting work from us.
Thus, I was pleased when shortly after our introduction Jan called me and asked if I'd join her for lunch in the company cafeteria. I readily agreed and we met up outside the cafeteria doors just before noon one day.
We shook hands and then we collected our lunch, paid, found a table and sat down. "Thank you for joining me today," she said as we sat down. Her smile was contagious and I found her very nice to be with. "We've got to re-do three of our financial systems before the end of the year. I'm told you and your crew are some of the top people available to do this kind of work."
I was properly deferential to her; humble in the value we could add to her group, and receptive to proposing on the work. We covered a lot of details and I started to take notes. After being together for an hour-and-a-half she finally said she had to cut our meeting short but looked forward to further talking. She asked if I had enough information to write a proposal to her; I told her I did.
I told her I could have a draft of the proposal for her by the end of the day (I don't write long proposals). She said, "Great, bring it by my office before six tonight." She paused and then added, "What are you doing for dinner."
I ventured, "Well, I sort of live at the Hilton, and take a jog before dinner, but I can change that plan anytime. Are you're free for dinner? I wouldn't mind if your husband joined us too."
She said, "Yes, I'm free, I'm single, and I like the idea of a run too. Do you have your running stuff with you?"
"Yes, I do, in my rental car," I replied.
"Good," she said. "Why don't you meet me at my house at six-thirty and I'll show you some neat jogging trails. We can eat after that if you're hungry."
We exchanged cell phone numbers and she gave me directions to her home. A few hours later, I rang her doorbell exactly at six thirty. She opened the door already dressed in running shorts and a singlet. "Come in, come in," she said. "You can change upstairs, first bedroom on the right."
I carried my duffle bag upstairs and shed my sport coat and tie in favor of running shorts and a t-shirt. I came down bare foot carrying my Nikes and socks. "What's the drill," I asked.
"Well," Jan said, "how far do you normally run? I'm up for five miles, or is that too long or short for you?"
"No, that would be perfect," I replied. Shoes went on in seconds and we were out the door at a comfortable pace. She ran along beside me for a while and then led us to some trails where I had to be behind her. I thought, "nice ass" as I trotted along behind her. She was really toned, had a flat stomach and abs that showed slightly. She had pulled her blondish hair back in a ponytail and pulled it through the back of the sport cap she was wearing.
Jan also had a sport bra on, but my observation was that it having trouble constraining her generous breasts. I kept pace behind her with my head down admiring her running style. "Nice legs," I muttered to myself.
"What?" Jan yelled back, about ten paces ahead of me. I must have said that out loud, I thought. "I was just talking to myself about how my legs are struggling with this rough path," I tossed out ahead to Jan. "Oh, OK," she replied. I panted along some more making sure I wasn't vocalizing unless it was intentional.
We wound around several miles through a park, behind homes in the little bedroom community, down a few side streets, along a power line, and then back through the park and to Jan's two-story home. We sprinted the last couple of hundred yards. She beat me.
We sat on her front steps and cooled down for about ten minutes. Jan and I talked about dinner and where to go as our body temps returned to normal. She knew all the restaurants nearby and recommended a casual, little Italian place a few blocks away. I was amazed at how friendly and nice this woman was, even though she was one of the senior managers in her company.
Jan said, "Look, I'll go in a take a quick shower and then I'll call you and you can take one; if we don't take turns the water pressure is about zero and with two showers on you only get a dribble from the showerhead. I don't think the restaurant would appreciate our showing up like this." I agreed, and she hopped up and went inside. About five minutes later she called out of the window directly above the front stoop, "OK, come on up in sixty seconds. The shower's all yours, and no tie or jacket when you're through."
I went in and upstairs. I took my slacks and a towel Jan had left me into the bathroom, and took my shower. After I'd dried, I realized I had no clean underwear, so I dressed 'commando'. I tiptoed back to the adjacent bedroom I'd been assigned, finished dressing and packing up my running kit and dopp kit.
As I opened the door, Jan was in the bathroom brushing her hair with the door open. She had on a skirt and a frilly bra but no blouse. Lots of skin was showing! I paused and she started talking to me, ignoring the fact that she was almost nude from the waist up. "Where do you normally eat?" she asked. I stood and talked with her as she brushed and fluffed, enjoying the visage of so much skin and an improved view of her thirty-six D breasts that her bra barely contained. Eventually, she finished brushing, walked down the hall still talking to me, and went into her bedroom. I followed to the door and watched as she donned a blouse that had been lying on the bed.
She led us downstairs, checked on the house, and then we went out to my car.
Dinner was very pleasant. Rather than having a solo dinner at one of the Hilton's pubs, the bistro was nice and the company extraordinary. We talked non-stop, thoroughly enjoying one another's company. We sat side by side rather than across from each other. This turned out to enable the two of us to touch each other and to hold hands between courses. Jan was the instigator; I was a little lost not sure how far to go or how assertive to be given that this woman was about to become my client. Oh, well, "No guts, no glory!"
As the evening went on, I hated to see it end. Eventually, however, the check came, I paid for us, and we drove back to Jan's house.
As we pulled up in front of the house, Jan said, "Come inside. I enjoy your company and don't want to end our evening." I agreed and so we both went up to the dark house. Jan unlocked the door and led us into the darkened foyer. As I came through the door, Jan turned in the dim light and stepped towards me. My arms went around her automatically.
"Kiss me," she said. I didn't need a second invitation. I was gentle at first, but she was insistent at something more serious and intimate than I had at first delivered. "I want you," she said in a husky voice. She pulled me into her living room and to the sofa, shedding her sexy heels as she did.
Jan pushed me down and then sat down next to me and rotated her body so that she faced me in the shadowy dark. I held her in my arms and kissed her again -- and again -- and again. We both melted into each other. I was sending lots of "I really like you" signals; that were what I was receiving back too.
Our kisses became more and more heated. We started to explore more with lips and tongues. We spent a couple of minutes alone doing nothing more than gently rubbing our lips together between short butterfly kisses. Then I used the tip of my tongue to lick her lips, making gentle sweeping motions from one side to the other of her adorable face. She returned the favor.
Our French kisses were done with the same measured slowness we seemed to be taking for the evening. At first there was almost no lip contact; our tongues just intertwined in the heated air rising between our bodies. Then, however, our lips came together and our tongues explored each other to greater depth.
Our hands were not idle as we romanced each other with our lips and tongues. I started to stroke Jan's neck and her shoulder-length long hair, then I moved to her arms and across her stomach, carefully avoiding her breasts. Even as I stroked I was somewhat tentative in how far I should go.
While our lips were locked together and our tongues exploring in a deep kiss, Jan took one of her hands and placed it over mine. She then brought my right hand to her left breast and pressed it firmly into place. I took the hint and started to smooth and stroke through the fabric of her blouse and the lacy bra I'd seen a few hours earlier. I extended my exploration zone to her other breast as well. Jan purred.
After we'd continued with these activities for a few minutes, I decided it was now time to escalate. I unbuttoned her blouse, one careful button at a time. I was teasing now and more certain of where she wanted the evening to go. When the front was open I traced the outline of her bra carefully with my fingers, running fingers across her chest and dipping several fingers into her cleavage and stroking from side to side, but avoiding her nipples. Jan's breathing was becoming more pronounced, not to mention my own.
After stroking her in this fashion for a few minutes, I shifted her forward slightly and carefully reached behind her with both hands and undid the bra snap. I was not rushing and there was only cooperation on Jan's part with my moves. I had been taught never to presume what a woman wants and to never take advantage of one.
Now that her bra was loose, I was able to lower my head to her chest. I used my tongue and licked around the top of her breasts over the top of the bra and then lowered my head to tongue across where the bra had cut across her tight stomach and abs. Gradually, I tongued higher and higher, pushing the bra up over her curves as I went. I caressed the slope of her slightly sagging breasts, licking and re-licking each tender area of each breast always staying below her exposed and now taut nipples.
When I thought it was time, I moved higher again that last inch so that I could meet and orally fondle her nipples. By now they were fully erect and a pleasure to be greeted with. I was gentle and first, making only tentative grabs at each once with my lips, holding on for a few seconds with my pursed lips and then releasing.
I then expanded my attention by bringing my tongue and teeth into the equation. I could capture a nip with my lips, biting gently first with my lips and then gently with my teeth, then I would suck the entire nipple and areole into my mouth, applying increasing suction and pressure. Jan started to moan and writhe as I did this.
While all this was going on, I was getting a strong erection. Whenever Jan moved so she wasn't fully in my lap, I could tell my pants were noticeably tented, in part because I had no briefs on.
I kept making love to Jan's breasts with increasing fervor, sucking harder and harder. I still kept licking them all over every few seconds. My hands had started stroking and pinching as well to help augment the attention my mouth was giving.
Jan was panting and kissing me everywhere she could reach. She kept saying, "Oh, you wonderful man, oh, you wonderful man." I did not try to dissuade her of that opinion. Then, her mantra changed to just a string of "Oh, ohh, ohhh, oooohhhh's" interspersed with whimpered little "fuck, fuck, fuck's." Her hips started to gyrate and she pulled her legs up to her torso. She climaxed.
I had never made a woman achieve orgasm only from stimulation of her breasts, neck and face. This was a pleasant first for me and I was pleased I could bring her such pleasure. The moment was evidently a pleasant one for Jan too. She grabbed my head and clutched it to her breast at the top of her peak and held me there for a full minute as her body savored the ecstasy of her moment. I did nothing to disturb her enjoyment.
Finally, I felt her body relax. She turned to me, took my face in both hands and kissed in a tender and passionate way. "Oh, you really are a wonderful man," she said again. I smiled. She said, "You're turn," and slid from my lap onto the floor.
In the dim light from the streetlights, I watched as she took her blouse and bra all the way off, tossing them casually aside on the floor. She then knelt before me and ran her hands up my legs all the way to my crotch. "Oh, my what do we have here," she said as she felt my erection.
I felt my zipper descend and then her hands reached in and fondled my prick. She said, "Oh, going commando tonight are we?" as she planted a kiss on the head and then sucked the mushroomed end into her mouth. She then used both of her hands to caress my prick and start to masturbate me, occasionally planting kisses on the end of my unit.
I undid my belt and hiked my pants down my hips. If I was going to get a blowjob I didn't want to have the only pair of pants I had with me smelling like raw sex when I walked the halls at Alperion the next day. She took the hint and pulled them off from me completely.
Next I knew she had my cock buried in her mouth and her lips were pressed against my body. She had deep throated me completely and in one smooth move. I went into orbit and nearly came right then. I was trying to make this last but was having difficulty.
Jan then started to rise up and down in gentle, smooth motions, often dipping so that I went all the way down past her tonsils. Oh what a feeling. She ran her hands up and down my cock, as well as up onto my chest. She used one hand and gently pinched my nipples too.
Oh, I was in heaven. I told her she was a sex goddess; she liked that. I told her exactly what she was doing that was turning me on. I told her that having a semi-nude woman sucking me was a wonderful thing, one of the seven wonders in the world. Jan paused to ask me what the other six were. I told her we'd find at least one or two of the others as the evening went on. She started sucking again. I started to use crude words like cock, suck, pussy and cunt; she seemed to respond. I told her I wanted to sink my cock into her pussy and she went into high gear.
Lest we have a premature end to the evening, I finally stopped her attack on my nether region. I pulled her up to me and kissed her. She had a slightly musky taste from sucking on me. I reached down and undid the belt and zipper on her slacks, pushing them off of her as far as I could. She wiggled out of them in a rush. I took off my unbuttoned shirt.
The two of us gazed at each other in the dim light taking in each other's nude bodies. Both of us started smoothing each other's skin simultaneously. I pulled her up to me again, indicating that she should straddle me. Jan said, "No, come with me," and pulled me to the stairway and up to her bedroom. She yanked back the covers on her king-sized bed and then reached into her closet and turned on a light, so the room wasn't totally dark.
"I have something to tell you before you love me," she said in a girlish voice. She was stroking my cock again and pulling me towards her pussy. "I'm a virgin, but I don't want that to stop you from anything."
I paused and she again pulled me towards her labia. "Are you sure," I said reluctantly. "Yes, never more sure of anything in my life. Please make love to me. Fuck me. I'll explain later."
Instead of thrusting into her vagina, I loved my head to her lovely cunt. She was surprised. I started to thrust my tongue in and out of her vagina, supplementing the action with at first one, then two and then three fingers. She was tight, but I could not feel a hymen.
I did all the things I could think of to bring joy to her. I found her clitoris and massaged that with my thumb, even while I was tonguing her labia. I searched for her G-spot, but had trouble telling whether I had found it or not; I asked finally and Jan panted, "Oh, you've found it alright. Just don't stop except to fuck me."
Finally, I couldn't add any further lubricant to the area other than what Jan had generated or what I had left behind from my saliva, so I rose up over her. She spread her legs offering me maximum availability. I positioned my cock at the entrance to her tunnel and started a series of gentle thrusts, going slightly deeper on each thrust. Jan was breathing irregularly and urging me on, "More, more, keep going, keep going!"



She was tight. I kept working my penetration, searching for any barrier, but I found none. The deeper I got the more excited Jan became and the more she started to thrust her own hips up into me. Finally, I sank in to the hilt and paused. She had my seven-plus inches of meat completely engulfed by her tight vagina. Jan locked her legs behind my back and pulled me even closer.
She looked at me then pulled me down and kissed me hard. "Fuck me," she pleaded.
"No," I said, "but I will make love to you." With that I started to pump in and out of her body, slowly at first but then I picked up the pace. She had pulled her legs up and wrapped them around me to maximize my ability to penetrate her and I suspect to close the pain she expected. She closed her eyes and I could tell she was enjoying the sensations of this new experience for her. After a while she was purring again.
Jan's tightness meant I would not last long. I told her that. She said, "Wait, we don't have protection." I told her I'd had a vasectomy years before and that I knew I was healthy. She then said, "Oh, then I want you to cum inside me, deep inside me." Two minutes later I did.
I would love to say that she climaxed at the same time I did, but such was not the case. After I came down from my high, I dropped down to the cream pie I had just created and started to minister to her cunt with the serious intent of bringing her to orgasm. She was mildly shocked that I would go down on her just after fucking her. I told her I would do anything to bring her pleasure.
This time, she got into my cunnilingual attack on her pussy. She thrust up into my tongue, face and fingers as I smoothed, thrust, fingered and licked. No part of her pubic area, mons, vulva, labia, clitoris or vagina was left unattended. Finally, she announced, "Oh, dear, I'm cuming. Oh, I'm really gonna cum. Oh, oh, oh," and with that she pulled my head tight against her pussy and clamped her legs around my ears. What a way to die, I thought.
Jan let off a stream of expletives all aimed at telling the world how wonderful her orgasm was. I was finally able to move up and nuzzle into her neck. She pulled me back over into the missionary position, without the penetration, and kissed me hard again. "Oh," she said in a surprised voice, "you taste like me, or rather us." She kissed and licked my face, "That's not bad at all. I like that." I smiled and then gave a soul kiss that rocked her world.
*****
I kissed a sleeping Jan as I left her bedroom at six the next morning and headed back to the Hilton. I had to rummage around her living room to find all my clothes. At the hotel I shaved and showered, did a sniff test to my only suit deciding it was acceptable, partook of the continental breakfast in the lounge, and was at Alperion at seven thirty working in my assigned conference room.
At about eight o'clock, Jan walked by with an extra spring in her step. She saw me through the window, stopped and came back to the door. "Good morning," she said cheerily, "don't you ever sleep?" I laughed and said, "Not when there are important things to do." I gave her a big wink. She laughed and asked, "Tonight?"
"I'm all yours," I said, "do with me what you want." She looked around to make sure no one was within hearing, "Good," she said, "six o'clock, my house; jog, dinner, and sex, in that order." With that pronouncement, she disappeared our the door and down the hall.
In late morning Jan's administrative assistant June Williams brought the draft proposal I'd written the previous afternoon back to me with some questions and edits by Jan. I thanked June and then made edits I thought fixed all of the questions and problems. The job for the three systems enhancements wasn't huge, but it was a start. I laughed to myself, "If I have to sleep with the client to get the work, so be it!"
I had a meeting in the afternoon that Jan was in, however, there was no indication from either one of us that there was anything more to our acquaintance than what was going on at that moment. We were both the penultimate professionals.
I was on Jan's doorstep at six o'clock that evening again, and she again opened the door in her jogging suit. I'd brought more casual clothes and some underwear this time. I changed, and we did the five-mile run again.
After we got back in the house from the run, I was pulling off my top to shower, so she pulled off her singlet and sports bra and pressed her breasts to my naked chest. "Let's shower together," she said. We did, making sure to polish and clean all the key areas of each other's anatomy. I was fairly stiff from the encounter and started to guide her towards the bedroom, but she said "Later, after dinner," and so I lowered my expectations. I was hungry too.
We dressed very casual and went to a diner beside the Interstate that also had an attached bar. The ambiance left a lot to be desired, however, the display of pies and desserts in the restaurant area defied my willpower to resist.
We went to the bar area because it wasn't as garishly bright and ordered dinner. I reached across the table and held Jan's hands. I said in a low voice, "Can I ask you a question? How did you end up at your age being a virgin? And, are you sure you were one until last night?"
"Well," she said, "it's a long story of lost opportunities. Every time I'd get near to the act with some guy, he'd disappear. I wasn't a first dater. Oh hell, if the right guy had come along I would have done 'it' in the first sixty seconds; the problem was there was never a right guy."
"Wow," I said, "you're a spectacular catch for any guy. You're beautiful -- hair, face, figure, and especially brain. How come no one ever fell for you?"
"Oh, they did. The ones that did, I didn't like. The ones that didn't, I did like, or something like that. I got swept up in my work and started traveling, and as you probably know that's not conducive to building long-term relationships, particularly for a woman. A couple of promotions, more travel, etcetera, etcetera."
"Why me?" I asked.
"Well, I like you and I've asked about you. I know some of your values and I hear about how you treat people and what you think is important. You aren't aware of it, but you've taught me a few things about working with my team even today. June thinks you walk on water. And, of course, you're available, handsome, sensitive, and I knew you'd be gentle and tender, but don't ask me how. Plus, I know you're married."
I was glowing with her unbiased evaluation of me, but I asked in regard to her last statement, "That doesn't bother you?"
"No," she said, "You should know, I don't want to break up anything, and I don't want to get married either. I just want a 'friendship with benefits'; I believe that's the expression. I hope that works for you. You'll find I'm a bit of a free spirit. I guess if I've managed to avoid commitment this long, I don't plan to start now. I am curious though if I am giving you a moral dilemma?"
"Well," I said, "I talked to Trish, my wife, today; she was glad I found a dear friend down here. She knows I've been lonely during the week. She wants to meet you."
Jan looked shocked. She said, "How's that again? You've already told her about me?"
"Yes," I said. "Trish knows I love her and that I'll find friends that I want to include in a special way in my life -- our life. I know the same is true for her; I know she loves me but I don't want that love to be restrictive to her. Commitment to us is not restrictive; it means we support the other's growth, exploration and life journey.
Jan was speechless. She nodded to encourage me to continue. I continued after a sip of wine, "We both know we need others in our lives to more fully complement our lives. Some times the way to express our selves with those other people will be to include them in the circle of those we love. There's not enough of that going around."
"That love may express itself as a sexual joining sometimes, a true coupling of mind, body and spirit. All of our growth can't be wrapped up in one person, and to me a relationship is all about mutual growth. Our sexuality is just one aspect of that growth."
Jan asked, "Do you love me?"
"Absolutely," I responded. "Totally and unconditionally I love you. I see the values you have too. You reach out to people, you're empathetic to them, and you really care. You want to be inclusive; you don't play 'power games'; you're genuine; and you're beautiful. I want to explore you more -- inside and out. That's why, based on what I see, I'm so surprised that you haven't met a 'Mr. Right'."
"Well, I do have a really good friend that's male," she said. "I call him my boy friend. He's a lot older and lives up in Montvale and works in the City. I don't even see him very often, and we both seem content with that." She paused and went on, "He's been avoiding commitment much longer than I have. Maybe that's why we've never had intercourse. We do other things," she smiled impishly, "but not that."
"Maybe the issue isn't commitment as much as loving unconditionally," I offered. "I hear a lot of my friends talk about how hard it was to make a commitment to marriage. What they were really saying is that they were giving something up and that was painful. They were moving to restrict themselves."
I went on, "When Trish and I got married we had a traditional, closed marriage with lots of rules. After five years we took stock of where we were and didn't like it. Further we looked around and many of our friends were divorcing, some with kids, it was a messy world. We talked about how we loved each other and even some other people, unconditionally and without restrictions. That means we do things to grow -- together and with other people. What we do as part of our love for one another is bring what we learn and even those other people back to grow and share together so that we both grow."
"Do you mean you want to introduce me to Trish? Jan asked.
"More than that," I said, "I think the two of you would be best friends -- in many ways. Trish is about eight years behind you in her career and struggling with a lot of professional woman issues that you've been through at Alperion, for instance. You have a lot to teach her." I chuckled, "I know she'd love to talk about your recent loss of virginity out of pure curiosity. Who knows where else things might go."
Jan was pensive as we ate, occasionally asking a provocative question that I fielded. Finally, she said, "I'm sorry I didn't think about Trish when I seduced you. If you had been in a traditional marriage I would have just made things very awkward."
I squeezed Jan's hands in a loving gesture and leaned across the table and kissed her. "Thank you," I said. "I'm sure this is the start of something great and, as you'll find when you meet Trish, there is nothing awkward to think about."
After dinner we headed back to Jan's home.
I suggested to Jan that we take some after dinner liqueurs in the bath. She liked that idea and so fifteen minutes later we were in her bathtub toasting one another with some Kaluaha. Her legs were wrapped around my lower body fully exposing her pussy to me when the soap bubbles cleared. My legs were spread-eagled to the sides of the tub also affording an unimpeded view of my floating and inflating dick.
We both took turns cleaning each other to a warm glow. Then, I took some Kaluaha into my mouth, leaned over and kissed her, squirting some of the rich liqueur into her mouth.
"Oh, wow!" she said, "that's really sexy. Do it again." I did. She then tried it. I was getting stiffer and my mushroomed head was mostly out of the water and searching for her pussy. Jan started to massage my periscope.
We finished our drinks, dried each other with a sensuous rub, and headed to the bedroom. Without a word, we found ourselves in a classic "69" position with Jan on top. I could tongue her labia and thrust my tongue into her vagina. When my attention wasn't too focused on her I was all too aware that I was receiving a spectacular blowjob.
I wanted to fuck her not cum in her mouth. I told her this and that I was not too far away from a climax. She slowed down her attention and made it a little less stimulating. I focused lavish attention on her tunnel area.
Increasingly, I could feel her body fluids lubricate the area. She was amazed at how wet she was getting with me. I added some my own saliva to help the cause and then slowly moved her to my side. I turned around so I could kiss her lips and then rose above her on extended arms.
This time I was not so tentative about thrusting into her body as her first time. She was still tight but our fluids were lubricating our friction better than the previous evening. After a few strokes, I lowered myself to her and rolled across the bed, still anchored in her cunt. She ended on top of me and rose on her arms, repositioning her feet. We hadn't uncoupled.
"I like you on top," I told her, "I like to look at your body, your face, and be able to feel your breasts with my hands more than I can when I'm on you." She nodded focusing on starting to do more of the thrusting work than she'd ever done. "Besides," I added, "you're more in control of the pace and action this way." She shimmied her hips from side to side acknowledging my remark. "Now, let's see some orgasms," I said. She smiled wantonly at me.
Jan and I thrust into each other -- my up to her down. We clearly loved the feeling of hurling our pubic bones at one another with all of the attendant frictions involved. I leaned up and sucked on her breasts frequently, learning in the process that when I did I could feel her vaginal muscles contracting and releasing in little spasms directly correlated with my sucking and the degree of pinching or gentle biting I was applying.
We had the closet light on again, so I could not only watch Jan's expressions of enjoyment and contentment, but also enjoy the visual stimulation of her lithe and stacked body moving over me in our sexual union. And, great stimulation it was. My rod was super-hard, aiming as it was for her cervix and its ability to deliver lots of little swimmers to her eggs. The fact that my tubes had been trimmed years before did not deter the instinct we had to mate, however.
And, mate we did. We fucked until Jan had her climax, crashing down on top of me as the event passed. I had not cum yet, so was able to recover slightly and again start to pump into her. We had shifted to our sides so we could both relax yet both feel each other's bodies and pump into each other. She came again, this time, pulling me into her breasts. I gently bit at her tits and quickly realized that I was triggering even more mini-orgasms in her surrounding the larger one she'd had a moment before.
"Oh, God, when you do that you make me cum over and over again," Jan blurted out. "You can keep doing that any time." I suggested that tomorrow at our ten a.m. meeting would be an appropriate time for me to do it again.
I was still hard and pumping. After another short rest, I started to piston into her body. This time, however, I could feel my circuits switch over to 'climax mode'. We were leaving the fucking behind for a good orgasm. Can you have a bad orgasm? I thought. I also thought how much I love and respect this woman.
I pulled Jan to me with a greater sense of urgency as I started to again build towards my crescendo. She understood the unspoken messages and started to move her hips in a way she had not done up to that point, milking me into her cunt as she did. A minute later my back arched, I let out a loud moan, and did a final lunge and thrust into her. Oh, what a feeling. My orgasm was the one true highlight of the day.
Jan ground her hips into me as I peaked and then I realized that she, too, was having another climax. Her head had gone back, back arched. She was grinding her pelvis into me with the same fervor I was using mine into her and using one hand to madly rub her left breast and the other to frantically attack her own clit.
My heart was racing a thousand miles and hour. My mouth was dry; my focus singular. I leaned into Jan and kissed her deeply and with great intensity. I repeated the process over and over again as we deflated and came back down to planet earth. I told her that I loved her in no uncertain terms.
We lay there coupled together for a while and then I finally slid out of her tunnel, bringing a deluge of cum with me onto my pubic area. Jan leaned down and sucked me into her mouth, frequently licking at the spills in my surrounding public hair.
Actually, the entire area contained the body fluids from the two of us. "Bring me some," I said to her. She licked up a particularly large dollop of our fluids and came up over my prone figure. I opened my mouth and she proceeded to deposit the fluids she'd collected into my mouth with some of her own saliva.
The taste was exciting, particularly knowing where she'd just collected the sample. I could taste her musky scent that I was getting to know from the cunnilingus I did on her. A stronger musk taste was probably me, not as tasty but given how I happened to get the taste I decided I enjoyed it. Lastly, there was her saliva that I also knew well from our deep kisses. She watched as I savored the fluids she'd given me, then leaned down, dragged her nipples across my chest, and we kissed. This time she looked at me and said, "I love you."
We lay together, cuddling and stroking in the dim light. I made comment about how much I liked to feel her skin against mine. We fell asleep for a while that way.
We awoke an hour later and made love again with the same sweet intensity. Finally, we went to sleep again.
In the morning, I awoke to the luxuriating feeling of a genuine Jan blowjob. She had inhaled my morning stiffness and was bobbing up and down as I awoke. I caressed the top of her head and she quickened her pace, bringing into action her tongue and hands as she stroked me more aggressively.
I guess I'd recovered from the night before, because in only a few minutes I got the "you're going to cum" message from deep inside my body. I offered intercourse to Jan, but she shook her head while holding my cock in her mouth to indicate that this was what she wanted.
I came. Jan swallowed each spurt from my rod as I thrust into her mouth. She continued her sucking throughout my climax bringing me to a new peak so fast that I had to reach down and hold her head so that I wouldn't pass out from the intense pleasure she was creating in my groin.
Jan came up and kissed me. I could taste a little of the residue from my ejaculations on her tongue. "I don't want to be all drippy at work," she explained as to why she'd turned down my offer of a morning fuck. "And, you're going home for the weekend today and I wanted to give you something to remember me by."
"Oh, you did," I assured her. I shaved, showered and dressed at Jan's house rather than going back to the hotel. Hopefully, no one would notice I'd worn the same outfit two days in a row.
As I was leaving, I reached under Jan's business clothing and dipped my finger in Jan's slit while I was kissing her good-bye. She moaned. "I want some aroma to remember you by," I explained as I brought the finger to my nostrils.
I chucked my stuff in the rental car and drove to the hotel and checked out, collecting the rest of my kit in the process. I put in most of the day at Alperion and then raced to the airport. I was home for a late supper.
*****
Trish is a beautiful dark haired woman of thirty-six. Like Jan she has long shapely legs. She is about five foot five inches tall, flat stomached even though she likes her cookies, and is well endowed in the chest. Most of the time she wears glasses.



When I walked in the door she asked, "So, how is the rat race at Alperion?" The kids were around so while we ate I talked about the projects we had going on there, the new work I'd sold, and a couple of new sales opportunities as well as what that would mean in terms of bonuses and other benefits that would trickle down to the family. She was pleased.
We both knew there was a whole other agenda we wanted to talk about based on my telephone calls with her during the week. She kept giving me sly little grins. Finally, the kids left the kitchen area and went to their caves to get on the phones with their friends. I think they'd said six words each during the whole dinner; most responses were grunts of some kind.
We took our wine and went out on the deck and talked for a long time. After a while, Trish asked, "So tell me face to face about Jan. I can't wait to hear about last night."
"You'll like her." I said. "She has a lot to tell you about women in business that could probably help you at the agency. More importantly, though, I want to be sure that you feel loved and supported. I've been away a lot and I don't want Jan's presence to unset or threaten you. You do know I love you. We've been in this space before only the other way around."
Trish came over and kissed me, "I am not worried. I buy into our mutual love so much that I trust you in that love to not fall out of love with me, even if you expand you love to include someone else."
She went on, "When I fell in love with John you were so supportive! I couldn't help but love the two of you. Even though he's moved away I miss him and I know you do too. I know I'll feel the same way about Jan; if you love her then I will too."
I said, "To me love is always an 'AND' not a choice. We know so many divorced couples that felt they had to make a choice, and then the choice was not to continue to love each other and for one of them to love someone else and jilt the other. To me, and I think you still feel this way, love is about expanding and wrapping each other and others into a larger extended family that we love. That way everyone ends with more love than what we started with."
I held out my hands to her, "Come and let me love you. I want to hold you and tell you that you are an integral part of my life."
Trish came over and let me hug her and we kissed. Then we kissed more deeply. And we did it again a little deeper. We tiptoed upstairs, and then we were in the bedroom kissing. And next we didn't have any clothes on. And, oh well, you know the rest.
To be continued in Part 2.
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The weekend was the usual whirlwind of home projects and clean up of administrative work I didn't or couldn't take the time to do during the week. Saturday evening we went out to dinner with some friends from our old condo complex; I could swear the wife was coming on to me but I didn't respond. Trish and I made love after we got home and then went to sleep wrapped around each other; I was sending her lots of "I love you" thoughts in my dreams. We had more conversation on Sunday about extending our relationships and ended the day making love again.
Monday, I was up early. I got to kiss everyone good-bye, pack a bag, hit the office for a few hours, and then fly to Alperion's headquarters in Camp Forge.
I stopped by Jan's office, but June, her secretary told me she was in meetings the rest of the day. June looked really down for a Monday morning. I tried to kid around with her a bit and lighten her day, but she didn't seem receptive so I went on to my office.
I was working on the new project for Jan's Division – the redesign of three different systems. I spent part of the day on the phone getting some of the staff in my Boston office to work on the jobs and then put in some hours on things myself.
I'd told June I'd try to see Jan again tomorrow, however, at the end of the day about eight o'clock, I stopped by Jan's office again; I was looking for a dinner partner since I had significant hunger pains that another cup of coffee wasn't going to solve. June was gone and Jan's door was still closed and I could hear multiple conversations being the door indicating that whatever the meeting was, it was still going on hot and heavy.
I headed to the Hilton, checked in, ordered room service and had just finished a sandwich and a small bottle of wine when there was another knock on my door. I figured it was room service to collect the tray. I opened the door and there stood Jan with a happy expression on her face. She said, "You really do live in room 183 here, don't you?" and walked past me into the room carrying a small bag and her briefcase.
She set her bags down and turned and walked into my outstretched arms. We kissed and I expressed surprise and happiness that she had found me. I asked about dinner and, no, she hadn't eaten. We ordered up some more room service.
While we waited for her dinner to arrive, Jan produced a sedate one-piece bathing suit from one bag and proceeded to disappear into the bathroom to change. "If I change out there," she said, "we'll be in a compromising situation when room service arrives and I'll still be hungry and won't want to stop." I allowed as how her assumption was probably accurate.
I popped on my trunks and when she emerged she stopped at the bathroom door, struck a sexy pose and went "Tah dahhhh." Sixty seconds later we were in the hotel pool just outside my hotel room door. I hopped out of the pool about twenty minutes later when I saw room service wheeling a dinner in the direction of my room. I signed the chit and let the valet wheel out my old meal and in the new one. He didn't blink an eye that I was having two dinners in one evening.
Jan had watched me disappear and come to the room. She devoured the salad and sandwich. I poured us both some wine and we toasted Monday.
"You sure were busy all afternoon," I said. "I stopped by a couple of times, but you were deep into something."
Jan said, "Oh, it's about a new accounts payable system. All the one AP wants to do is duplicate the old one except run it on some new IBM platform. That's all the purchasing and AP people want to do before we spin off the Nascent Division. We'll end up with the same errors and inefficiencies that we have today, plus it'll ripple across the rest of the company and lock us in to an old way of doing business for years. I really want to see us make some attempt to change things before we spin off this part of the business next year."
"Why the unwillingness to make any changes? I asked.
"Well, the purchasing and AP groups are both sure that anything we do will be more costly to the bottom line today, and they don't want to spend the money. If I could think of a good design, it would be one that would be cheaper to build and implement that just a carbon copy replacement. Their concern is with the development work and, I guess, how hard it is to implement any changes. This one is a big ticket item."
I said, "I'll think about that as a challenge and let you know if I think of anything."
With that, I dropped down out of my chair onto my hands and knees on the floor and starting growling and crawling over to Jan's chair. She uncrossed her legs as I got nearer. I started at her toes, licking up her ankles, and then her calves, paid special attention to her knees and the little hallow behind her knees, then went onto her thighs and finally ended up growling and blowing hot air through the swimsuit material into her crotch.
Jan relished every bit of attention I was delivering and held my head gently while I blew and licked around her thighs and groin. Finally, she pulled me up so I was arched over her seated position. She said, "We should really get out of these damp swim suits, you know."
"I agree. Body rot will set in if we don't," I offered. We kissed and I pulled the straps of her suit off shoulders with my mouth, and then used my teeth to pull down the front of her suit exposing her luscious breasts. I tongued and sucked each tit until the nipple rose to such an excited state that the end turned white. Jan reached over and pulled my swim trunks down in one sweeping motion. My waterlogged penis swung in front of her and she pulled me to her and encased my unit in her mouth and started sucking. I thought, "Houston, we have lift off!"
I pulled us both towards the bed rather than continue standing in this awkward position. Jan pulled her suit off the rest of the way and then knelt over my prone figure, reconnecting with my rod and the blowjob she'd just started. I let her go on for a few minutes and then I pushed her over on her back and put my mouth to her pussy and started cunnilingus. She was enraptured.
She brought her hands down to her breasts and massaged them, keeping the nipples erect and pointed. At one point she pulled first one breast and then the other into her mouth and sucked on her own tits while I was sucking and blowing on her pussy. She then put a hand down to join my ministrations on her pussy, helping me find her clit and massaging it when my tongue and fingers were in another part of the area.
Finally, she lifted off the bed in a climax that made her shake all over. "Oh, wow. Come up here and kiss me like I've never been kissed before," she said. I moved up and tried to honor her request.
Finally, she said, "Fuck me. I've wanted your cock in me all weekend. I even tried some veggies and I can assure you they aren't the same."
I raised an eyebrow as I rolled her over into position to penetrate. "I'm the cucumber of your dreams," I jested, and with that I slowly worked my dick into her cunt. As I hit bottom, Jan said, "Why, yes, you are Mr. Potato head," and kissed me hard.
We hit a nice rhythm having to turn and shift directions since the bed started to hit the hotel wall, sending signals throughout the building wing that someone was knocking off a piece of tail. Jan came up over me for a while, had a few small orgasms, and then we both had near simultaneous spasms of bliss and wrapped our selves into each other.
After a few minutes, I again dropped down and started to suck and chew around Jan's pussy. "Oh, wow, you're going to bring me off again," she said, and with that her back arched and she sighed deeply signaling that another climax had just washed over her.
We kissed and fondled each other and made love once more before Jan slipped on some shorts and a singlet, kissed me goodnight, collected her bags and headed home. "I can't show up at work wearing the same outfit I had on today. Everyone will guess what happened. Not so bad for you, but for me they'll know." And with that she kissed me once more and was out the door.
For the next couple of weeks we fell into a routine. When I was around I'd leave a message on her cell phone. That evening we would get together, usually at her house, take a five-mile run, eat dinner at one of the many restaurants in the area, and then go back and make love. Sometimes I'd sleep over and sometimes I wouldn't. The Hilton maid service was getting off easy; many days they didn't have to service my room since it was untouched.
About two weeks into this routine I had a brainy idea about how to help her with the accounts payable system. I booked an appointment with her secretary, June, whom I suspect by now had figured out that something was going on between Jan and I.
June was a good-looking woman in her late twenties. She was a longhaired brunette, with a trim figure and a very nice pair of legs I seldom got to see for they were usually behind her desk. Her face usually had a smile and showed warmth of personality few others in the world had. She liked other people, had a sense of humor, and seemed to welcome my presence in her office area. Occasionally, I'd stand in her doorway and flirt with her when Jan was out; I was really just kidding around and being nice. I was a little worried about her, however, for the past few weeks she'd always seemed preoccupied and I couldn't get more than a rare smile from her.
At my appointment time I showed up at Jan's office. Jan ushered me in and purposely left the door open. I started right away so June could here the business nature of our conversation, "You mentioned to me a couple of weeks ago about the accounts payable system, and how you were looking for a way to reduce the cost of developing and implementing its replacement and, at the same time, making some real innovations in the process. Well, I think I have an idea that you might find interesting."
Jan was surprised at the topic and me, and making sure that no one could see in, gave me a wink and hiked her skirt up about six inches so I could see her great legs. I grinned and stuck my tongue out at her. "Go on," she said, "I'm all ears." I laughed at her tease.
I outlined how their current process depended on matching paper copies of three things: invoices, bills of lading, and purchase orders. "The '80-20 rule' applies," I said. "Most of the time everything matches and you use they AP system to issue payment, but in about twenty percent of the cases they don't and that's where people spend most of their time, trying to figure out why one or all of the documents are different from each other."
"My idea is to create a very simple central database. Purchasing enters some info about approved purchases – the purchase orders. When things arrive at any of the buildings, the guys on the loading dock check with that database to make sure we ordered the stuff. If we did they accept it and so note in the database. We don't really need an invoice; in fact, it gets in the way. If we have the stuff we ordered, we pay or we pay in thirty days or whatever the terms of purchase were."
I went on, "I ran the numbers on the back of an envelope and at most it would take about $1 million to build the system, test it out to Alperion standards and implement it across the company. This is not rocket science. Further, it changes the whole basis of how accounts payable operates and makes it easy to do the spin offs. I don't know what numbers you're working with to build the replacement, but I bet they're higher. Implementation is more an issue of convincing people than of training them on a new technology and system."
Jan was quiet for a moment as she studied the flip chart I had been sketching on. I kept quiet to let her think. Finally, she said, "The estimates we have for replacing the current systems with new ones are over $20 million. Not only that but the technology they want to put it on is sort of risky since we've never used it in this company."
I offered, "You could run my database on any mid-size computer that could be networked. You don't need a mainframe. You can archive the data after the payment has been made and keep the active file size small. Not only that, but you don't need all those people checking all those mismatched pieces of paper – give them more meaningful work to do."
Jan whistled. "Wow," she said. "This is mind blowing."
She paused again, then yelled out the door, "June, can you see if Kirt Jennings from Purchasing, or Dan Matthis from Accounts Payable can join us right now?"
We talked further and I answered several of her questions. June then appeared in the doorway with pad of paper in hand. "Kirt and Dan will be up in a few minutes." She waited for further instructions, but Jan had leaned back into the table asking me more questions about how the new set up would work; June left.
My idea was a hit. Jan cancelled several other meetings and we met the rest of the day with Kirt, Dan, and then several other people as Jan kept adding to the assemblage of people in her office. My concept and estimates withstood the onslaught of questions and challenges and finally Jan suggested that we all think about this overnight and restart the session the next day at nine o'clock. I didn't realize that it was 6:30 p.m. and the whole day had past. Everyone cleared out of Jan's office and headed home. The two of us sat there relishing the fact that the maelstrom of the day had past.
June had been in place outside Jan's door all day, madly re-arranging Jan's schedule for the next day. She'd come to the door finally and looked appreciatively at me, as though I had done something really special for her. I smiled and gestured for her to come in and join us. "Jan and June", I joked as I was packing up my briefcase, "the 'J twins'"; we laughed. Jan said, "June, we're about to head off to dinner. Can you join us?"
There was no explanation about the two of us eating dinner together, even on such short notice. June just said quietly, "Great, where shall I meet you?" We conferred a few moments and decided to meet at Whitney's Pub, a new place about five miles north on Route 125; this was also not too far from Jan's house.
I looked at Jan to test the waters after June had left; she reached over and squeezed my hand. "You'll like June," she said. "She's my right-hand person and very special. I'm overdue thanking her for all the extra time she's put in and a lot of other things. Dinner will be a small price to pay for all her effort." I nodded.
Two hours and three bottles of wine later, the three of us walked out of Whitney's feeling pretty mellow and knowing much more about each other than we had walking in. I'd learned that June had broken up with a guy she'd been living with the past three years only three weeks prior; that explained her long face and quiet demeanor the past few weeks. She perked up during dinner and came out of her shell. She was quite vivacious.
As we left Whitney's and much to my surprise, Jan turned to June and said, "Come to my home. We'll have some after dinner drinks or whatever?" June nodded and said, "I'll follow you there." Three cars exited the parking lot and headed to Jan's house.
We all arrived in trail, parked and walked with Jan up to the front door. Jan opened the door and flipped on some lights and we all went in. Jan turned to me and said, "Why don't you get us some liqueurs, and, oh yes, serve it to both of us in your usual style." She, in turn, dimmed the lights and lit some candles that bathed the living room in a friendly and warm glow.
I went rigid – physically as well as mentally. Jan was sending all sorts of messages simultaneously. First, she was clearly showing June that I knew my way around her home and where things like the liqueurs and glasses were kept. Second, and more importantly, she was signaling to me that I should serve the liqueur by drinking it myself and then injecting it into June's mouth from my own in a French kiss, the same way I had been doing with her to get her in a romantic mood.
I shot Jan a glance to be sure I was understanding her suggestion. She had intense eye contact with me at that instant and a devilish grin on her face. She seductively ran her tongue across her lips and winked at me. June saw none of the interchange.
I did as Jan has suggested, arriving a moment or two later with a small tray of glasses and a choice of liqueurs. I was the perfect host. I asked June what her preference was, and she selected the B&B – Brandy and Benedictine. I asked Jan if she wanted "her usual Kahalua", but June didn't seem to notice that I knew Jan's preference. I poured both glasses, ignoring my own for the moment.
I then walked over to June and knelt before her. She watched questioningly as I took a sip from her glass and then cooperated as I reached up and pulled her head to me for a kiss. She responded automatically and kissed me, somewhat unsure of what was happening. When I probed with my tongue, she allowed its entry but then her eyes shot open with surprise as I injected the sip of B&B I'd taken into her mouth. I glanced at Jan to be sure I was doing the right thing. She smiled and nodded encouragingly.
June went over the top at the sensuous kiss. "Wow!" she said as soon as our lips parted. "Now THAT's what I call a kiss!" She looked to Jan to be sure what had just happened had her blessing. Jan smiled back and gestured to me as though to say to June, "Have at him."
June grabbed my neck and pulled me to her again. We kissed and rummaged around in each other's mouths for a few minutes. Our temperatures were both increasing and I was getting a significant erection. I gave June several more French kisses using the B&B.
I got up and went to Jan, who was seated alone on the sofa. I sat down next to her and pulled her to me. I reached out and took a drink of Kahalua from her glass, and then repeated the delivery process on her. She hummed contentedly in my mouth as an erotic little gesture of acceptance and happiness about what was happening.
Jan then started undoing the buttons on my shirt. June just sat and watched as Jan worked on my clothing. Finally, she turned to June and said, "You could help if you want." June immediately came over and started helping with buttons and my belt. The two of them appeared to want to strip me; I weakly protested in mock shock at such an idea but not too hard.
I was really wondering where this was going. Was this a ménage å trois in the making? Did I miss some subtle signal between the J twins that they already had a relationship going? My brain started firing off speculations and I decided silence was the best approach.
In turn, I reached over and tentatively started to unbutton Jan's blouse and then to open the top buttons of June's flowery dress. Both women encouraged my maneuvers by turning to me and helping me get started. I ran my fingers across their chests.
I focused mostly on Jan, my known factor in this emerging threesome. I made lots of eye contact to see if I could read anything into her looks; there was nothing there but excitement at where the evening was going.



After I had her blouse unbuttoned, I pulled it off her shoulders and watched as she shrugged it off entirely and tossed it in a corner. Her bra was next and then I bent my head to her breasts and sucked each nipple and breast in my mouth. After a moment or two of her purring to my attention while June just watched Jan pulled me up and audibly whispered two words, "Do June."
I turned to June and completed unbuttoning her dress to her waist. I held eye contact with June watching for any signal that I was off limits in what I was doing; none came. I then reached up and seductively pulled her dress off of her shoulders, kissing each area of skin as it became available. I also kissed her mouth again and again. She finally shrugged off the top of the dress and then she reached behind and undid her bra, saving me those steps. She stood and wiggled her hips a little and the dress and a slip fell to the floor leaving her in just a small thong. Across the room, Jan stood and stepped out of her skirt.
Suddenly I was the most overdressed person in the room. I completed what June had started by shedding my pants, shoes and socks, and then pulled the two women to me for hugs and kisses. With no prodding they also kissed and hugged each other. Somehow, I had the impression that this was not the first time the two of them had done this. I'd ask later.
Both women disposed of their thongs and then pulled my briefs down and tossed them aside. Jan then pulled the two of us up and led our trio up to her bedroom where I was put on the bed between the two vixens.
I cuddled the two of them to me, French kissing and rubbing each woman. From my position I could hold them as well as reach around and fondle their breasts and pinch their nibbles. I did this aggressively creating four erect breasts and two excited women. The women, meantime, were both stroking and fondling my ever-hardening erection, bringing it to a state closely akin to titanium steel.
Jan reached across to June and smoothed her breasts. She looked at her and said, "I want you to ride him to a climax. Come over here." She then pulled June over my prone body and had her straddle me, my erection pointing at her cunt with no modesty whatsoever.
June centered herself over me, reached down and grabbed me and then held me as she brought her vagina into contact with my hard-on. She started a slow up and down movement as I started a slow down and up movement that resulted in our copulating a fraction of an inch at a time on each thrust. It took over a minute for me to completely penetrate her from that initial contact.
June sighed over me, bounced a few times, then rested at full penetration; she reached out and pulled Jan up to her. "Oh, this is so loving and wonderful, Jan. What a present you've given me, sharing your lover." Well, I knew that June knew more about Jan and me than I had thought. The two women kissed in a highly erotic manner, hands smoothing breasts and even reaching down to clits and slits.
I was enjoying myself immensely. I had a new pussy wrapped around my cock. Yes, it had a completely different feel from any I'd been privileged to sample before. I fingered June's cunt and clit and brought her aroma up to my nostrils to see what her aroma was like; it was heavenly as all pussies are, different from the others slightly and in the same in other ways.
I looked at Jan and said, "Carpe diem." She laughed and said, "Yes, take each day as it cums," putting the emphasis on the last word. She reached down between the two of us and started to massage June's clitoris. June started squeaking and having spasms of joy while I pistoned into her beautiful body. Only a few seconds and thrusts later, June paused and arched her back as she had her first orgasm of the night.
Jan stood on her knees in front of the two of us and pulled June to her and kissed her with all her womanly tenderness. I remained inside June, and watched Jan's kiss and thought a guy could not do that, not that way and not with that sensitivity or sense of timing.
I was not through and started pumping in June again as she came down from her high. She picked up the pace this time, letting her breasts down to my eager mouth and running her hands over my chest and pinching my nipples. I responded as she did, with increased momentum and thrusts into her body. Jan was mostly content to watch the two of us, rubbing her clit and masturbating while June and I fucked; occasionally, she would reach over and run her hands down June's body or violently rub June's clit. June would head for orbit each time.
My fuck with June soon reached its peak. My system went on full alert and I found no reason to stop. I did warn her that I was about to cum. She pulled my head to her breasts and stuck one of her tits deep in my mouth. I sucked like there was no tomorrow.
We came and came and came. June was a squirter. Suddenly, my entire groin area was flooded with girl juice and the air became pungent with the smell of good sex. June hung on her climax high, back arched, neck erect and head back, body pressed down on mine to maximize my penetration of her sweet pussy.
Jan leaned over and licked some of the juice from my groin area then reached in and tongued June's clit. June jerked, twisted and twitched in response to Jan's efforts. As I was deflating, I felt Jan thrust a finger into June's vagina next to my cock. She immediately went for the G-spot and while I was still resident massaged that sweet spot. June proceeded to have a smaller and less intense climax, indicating it with a string of expletives and swear words invoking continued orgasms as long as she would ever live. Even I started twitching from the stimuli of fingers and twitching pussy.
I finally plopped out of June. The two women moved to each other, kissing and fondling. They enjoyed each other for a few moments then June got up to go to the bathroom. Jan came over and engulfed my flaccid cock in one gulp, running tongue and tonsils over my flaccid rod as I started to arouse again. I was still covered in my jism but it soon disappeared as Jan cleaned my tool.
June came back and spooned in behind me. I could feel her erect nipple and full breasts across my back. She was also running her hands up my back and over onto my front while Jan sucked and masturbated me back to hardness. Given the situation, I responded in record time and reached penetration hardness in only a few moments.
I then pushed Jan over onto her back and dropped to lick and savor her vagina for a moment with my mouth. She was already wet but then emitted a large dose of creamy fluid as I licked her area and thrust my tongue into her vagina. I left a large donation of saliva and then came up, moved forward and penetrated her.
I felt her body convulse as I thrust into her. I got a moan of pleasure almost immediately so continued as planned. She arched back and rose up to meet me then without uncoupling we rotated so I was on my back and Jan was riding me. June started returning like for like; she stroked and sucked Jan's breasts and rapidly agitated her clitoris. Jan went into some ethereal state not of this earth; she had her eyes closed and her body erect, taking and giving on every thrust, but in a pleasure state June and I were not privy to. I pulled June to me to kiss her and fondle her breasts with one free hand.
Jan and I loved for what seemed like hours. No one was rushing the evening. Jan remained in her pleasure land while we fucked, often mewing or purring in contentment. June and I romanced each other too. I was having a once in a lifetime experience and I was taking little mental pictures of the whole evening moment by moment so that I could play them all back at some later time and not forget a single nuance of the night.
Finally, Jan started sighing in little loud emissions from her throat on each breath and with each thrust I was making into her. June nudged me to pay attention to her. I rubbed Jan's clit and leaned up and gently bit into one breast, the other being sucked on by June. I could feel the muscles along Jan's cuntal walls expand and contract in response to our acts. Our pace increased.
Suddenly, I felt Jan's pussy clench my cock and she started her hip rotations that pulled me deep into her body. I was helpless. We both came in a paroxysm of pleasure and happiness. Our hips jerked into each other and held position for maximum penetration. I disgorged a bucket of cum into her pussy, mixing it with her fluids by way of a few extra post coital thrusts.
Jan fell over me, no over us. June cuddled up against me as we both pulled Jan down to us and wrapped our arms around her. She muttered, "Oh, I've died and gone to heaven. I love the two of you so much." We all kissed and hugged.
We dozed; one of us was always awake enough to have lips, tongue or hands in motion on one of the others. Even in my tiredness of the day I relished the movements of the two women in my arms and refused sleep.
Eventually, June and I got up, dressed, kissed Jan goodnight. I put a sheet over her and we left for our abodes. As June was getting in her car, I pulled her to me and kissed her deeply one last time. "You are a special woman; I hope you know you are loved," I said. She was demur and her eyes were as big as saucers. I smiled and kissed her one last time and pushed her into her car, saying, "And I promise I'll still love you in the morning" She smiled and we drove off in different directions.
*****
The next day was a whirlwind of meetings and briefings on my accounts payable concept. The circle of people hearing about the idea and challenging its feasibility was widening. In mid-morning June came into Jan's conference room and told us Hal Clarkson, the executive vice president, wanted Jan and me for about a half hour at eleven o'clock. June and Jan both shot me a thumbs up.
Hal was running late so we politely waited. Jan and I finally were invited into Hal's office, which was akin to entering heaven I decided before I was ten steps in. Hal was extremely cordial, made sure we were all introduced properly and offered coffee or whatever we wanted. He then got right down to business, "Now tell me about this concept I've heard about that can save us a couple of million dollars and be done almost overnight."
I pulled a blank piece of paper and pen out of my pocket and outlined for him the concept of the paperless Accounts Payable system, pointing out where it would have innovative impacts on operations and how it would save money. Hal listened attentively, then turned to Jan and said, "Engage this guy right now to do this work for us. Have his firm work with us to build the system; I want the experts involved. Get O'Malley's people, Kirt and Dan, involved, they need to buy into this too, but if they don't, let me know and I'll talk them into it." He smiled, reached over and shook my hand. "Young man, you have done us a great service," he said. I was dumbfounded; I really hadn't been trying and I'd just sold a million dollar job. We all said good-bye, but not before Hal had made us promise to keep in touch with him about our progress.
Jan and I went back to her office and shared the meeting with June who jumped up and clapped her hands together. She reached over and squeezed my arm. No one was around; I reached out and hugged both women to me. We all gave each other polite kisses. Then went back to being closet professionals.
The three of us planned the rest of the day around a couple of other meetings Jan had to have, and the other meetings we had to have to get this started. I grabbed my laptop and went into the conference room and banged out a five-page proposal to Jan summarizing what we were going to do and how we'd do it. At one o'clock June appeared with a coke and sandwich for me; I squeezed her hand and told her how loving and thoughtful I thought she was. She actually blushed.
I held June's hand and said, "Tell me about you and Jan?" She appeared startled, but smiled.
"Well," she said, "about a week after you and Jan had your first encounter we discovered each other. I'd worked for her for two years, but it was all business. Then, well I had a bad day and was near tears; it was right after James and I broke up; you were in Boston. Jan took me out for drinks, and more drinks, and dinner, and more drinks. I might have been seduced, but I loved it. Jan was so caring and careful about my feelings; there was tremendous empathy there. She could tell I needed to be loved, and so that's what we did – she loved me – emotionally and physically. I'd never done anything like that with a woman before; neither had Jan."
"Go on," I said. I was learning all sorts of things.
"James and I had been living together for three years, but it was going nowhere. He was very inattentive. You've paid more attention to me in the last forty-eight hours than he did in all that time put together." I squeezed her hand again and lightly rubbed the front of one of her thighs through her skirt; she inched closer to encourage the contact.
June went on, "We planned to tell you tonight, Jan and I did. We knew you'd guessed that something was going on based on how we were intimate with each other last night. Really, though, we'd only been together that one night, and that after nothing but months of being all professional and business like with each other. We've talked about it since then and agreed we wanted an occasional encore, but until last night we hadn't had a chance. I love her; I've had such a chance to get to know her over the time I've worked with her."
"I know what you mean," I said. "I love you both." She ran her hand down my cheek in a tender gesture.
"Me too," she said. June had tears in her eyes.
"But, hey," she said suddenly, "don't get the idea I'm all lesbian. I guess I must be bi-sexual or something, or maybe just experimenting. Same with Jan. She said she liked you and guys in general and, we're just, well, …"
"I think I understand," I interjected, letting her off the hook. "When you're in need, you don't think too much about who's helping you – male or female. When you need love and it's offered you often take it how it comes." There was a pause in our conversation.
I asked, "You know I'm married and have kids?" I wanted to be sure this wasn't a surprise to her since the topic hadn't come up when we had dinner the night before.
"Yes," she said and paused, then added. "Jan told me. To paraphrase what you just said, when you're in need, when you need love, well, just accept it." She checked the door to the room to be sure no one was there and then lightly kissed me on the cheek. "Jan told me about you and Trish and how you think about relationships and unconditional love. I need to hear it from you first hand because I think it's a philosophy and way of life I've been looking for. And, you should know, I think you're God's gift to this planet." I laughed at the complement and was actually slightly embarrassed.
"I guess that's it," June said. "I do want to be with you again," she paused then added, "and Jan." We both smiled and squeezed each other's hands.
"Until tonight," I said. She repeated, "Until tonight," and left for her office.
At two o'clock, Dan, Kirt and I met for an hour. They'd had a chance to think about the concept and were starting to get behind it. I fielded some more questions and we dealt with how our work for Alperion might address some of the objections they thought others might raise. We decided to do a prototype of the system, a mock-up if you will, and run a month's worth of transactions through it just to see what would happen.
After our meeting, I added the prototype tasks to the proposal and gave the file to June on a memory stick to print out. When Jan got back at four-thirty the proposal was on her desk. I was off meeting some colleagues and shepherding some other work that I had going on at the company.
Jan and June were both still in their offices at seven, when I finished. June gestured me into Jan's office. "Is all OK, boss!" I said in a friendly voice to her.
"Oh hi. Yes, it's great, really great," Jan said with a nodding smile. "Your proposal is wonderful too. The idea of the prototype is a stroke of genius." I gave credit for the idea to Dan and Kirt. "Well, it's still a great idea. I'll tell them tomorrow. I don't see the need to change a thing. I think you've got yourself a million-dollar job! I accept; she picked up a pen and signed off on the work."
I thanked her profusely for her enthusiasm about the project and for escalating the idea to Hal and involving so many others to get it sold. My stomach then did a very loud growl that seemed to echo around her office; I looked horrified, but asked, "I'm getting a signal, are you guys free for dinner?"
Jan announced in a loud voice, "Our consultant is making us an offer we can't refuse!"
June said, "I'm ready coach." We laughed and I said, "Let's go." The three of us headed out.
As we walked down the hallway towards the parking area, I asked if June was a runner. Of course I knew that Jan was. June said, "Yes, I love to run. I just don't get much opportunity."
"Well, do you have your jogging togs and trainers with you?" I asked. "Yes, I do," she replied.
"Well, is anyone up for a run before dinner? I think my stomach will last." I asked. "It'll be light for another hour."
Jan looked delighted and so did June. I was feeling bloated from my lack of exercise, but I really had been enjoying all the replacement exercise in the bedroom.
The three of us headed to Jan's house and in fifteen minutes, having changed clothes in front of each other, we all headed out the door for a run. I had a slight erection from having been in the same room with June as we changed. Hell, I was starting to have a slight erection all the time!
It was almost dark when we finished; we were three hot and sweaty individuals. We went into Jan's backyard where she had lawn chairs and an outdoor table. The three of us sat there, huffing and puffing. We had sprinted the last three hundred yards. We were a joyous bunch, happy with the infusion of natural drugs into our systems.
"I suggest we all go slutty casual to dinner," I said, trying to bait my two compatriots.
"Oh, that sounds like a nice idea," Jan said in a wanton tone. June agreed. They both got up and said, "You stay here. We'll shower, but then we need to find some appropriate outfits to wear to meet your specifications," and they disappeared into the house. Jan returned in two minutes with a glass of wine and a deep kiss for me. I waited about fifteen minutes and then I came inside, calling out, "Ready or not, here I come."
I could hear the two of them giggling upstairs like a couple of teenagers. I couldn't believe Jan was in her forties and that June was in her twenties; they seemed like sisters. Trish and I were about halfway in between them in age.
I went upstairs and the two of them called me into Jan's bedroom. I was speechless at what I saw. Both women were wearing high gloss, four inch, spike heels; Jan's were black and June's red. As my eyes worked the way up their long and very shapely legs, I then found the very briefest of short, jean cutoffs on both of them. Move over Jessica Simpson and Daisy Mae.
Jan had on a tube top that barely covered her breasts and certainly did nothing to discourage anyone from understanding that she had well-developed mammalaries and that they were modestly excited. Her shoulders were bare, of course except for a leather choker.
June had light blouse on; she'd tied the shirttails just beneath her breast. Like Jan she wasn't wearing a bra and her excitement showed. Both had on large dangly earrings too.
They had applied an excessive amount of blue eye shadow and dark red lipstick. Their hair was still damp from their showers and each woman had it pulled back in a wicked looking ponytail. As I looked, I was reminded of the stage vamps in the play, Grease. I'd asked for slutty, and I got slutty.



I walked up and put an arm around each of them and pulled them too me. The both squealed and jerked away, pointing at my body and going, "Oh, dirty. Smelly." I took the hint. I complemented them on their outfits and them headed to the shower.
I couldn't decide what a guy would do to dress 'slutty', particularly at my age. I had tight jeans with me so I wore those, no socks and went commando. I hacked and ripped the sleeves off an old shirt I had in my suitcase that I carried to wear around my hotel room. I was more the tattered look than the slutty look; the effect was somewhat like a gigolo from some other movie I'd seen years before.
I joined the women in the living room where they were having wine. They applauded when I walked in. "Oh good," Jan said, "all three of us look 'slutty'. Now where shall we go? It's got to be real public, where we'll make a scene." I admired her sense of adventure and risk given that she was a senior manager. If any of her co-workers saw her dressed like this, they would wonder about her sanity and what she did in her spare time.
We finally settled on going to a gin mill called The Old Mill. It was known for its bar and juke box, as well as being a meat locker for the single or wishing-they-were-single set. Twenty minutes later, we were there.
We created a stir when we walked into the place. I had a hand firmly planted on each girl's ass as we walked in and were offered a booth. I slipped in the middle between the two of them. They both slid over next to me and each placed a hand in my crotch. I nearly went into orbit.
We ordered some beers to keep in tune with the atmosphere of the place and some burgers. The waitress wasn't dressed all that differently from Jan and June; she smiled at me a lot, and that also contributed to the swelling in my pants.
The jukebox was blaring out some rock, and there were three couples on a ten-foot square dance floor gyrating in step with the music. I asked both girls to dance, and we headed out to the floor.
The three of us did some dirty dancing. We were putting on a show for the guys in the bar. The girls shimmied and shook, pressed their nubile bodies up against me periodically, and we rocked. I noted that almost every tongue in the place – male or female – was hanging out. The girls were much better at dancing provocatively than I was. My initial contribution was to smooth their asses as we danced, but then I got more creative.
At once point, I took turns pulling the women to me so I was spooning my dick up against their ass. I reached around and fondled their breasts through their tube tops, and then acted as though I was humping them doggie style. Several catcalls and "go-guy" calls erupted from the bar, as the patrons toasted us with their beers.
We saw our dinners get delivered so we broke off the dancing and I followed two very hot, very delectable swaying asses back to the table. My pants were displaying my predilection for the female form.
A couple of guys came over and asked the girls to dance. I must have looked like the hamburger on my plate. The women giggled, politely declined and inched over closer to me, reached under the table and grabbed my thighs near my cock. I jerked alert. Both guys must have wondered what I had that they didn't have. I didn't volunteer to include them on my expense account.
After dinner both girls huddled across in front of me. Finally, June announced, "We both wanna fock," in a deep Bronx-like accent. "We wanna feel yur cock in our cunts real soon."
I started to talk like Fonzie, and said, "Well, I'd be da guy dat is able and willig to help yous womens out any way dat I can." I tossed some money on the table to cover the tab, and we walked back out, my hand inside the cutoffs of each girl. Eat your hearts out bar guys.
The two girls rode in the back seat and put on a show for me as I watched in the rear view mirror. We weren't out of the parking lot before their tube tops were pulled up and they were taking turns sucking and licking each other's breasts. They made sure to give me lots of visual stimulation as I watched in the rear-view mirror. They kept talking like city sluts to each other, calling out things they wanted to do to each other and do to me. My hard-on grew with each mile.
At Jan's house, the two women piled out of the car adjusting their tops in case any neighbors were our walking a dog or whatever. We all went into the house. Jan didn't turn on the lights as usual but instead pulled us all into the living room and lit the candles again.
The three of us stood there and took turns removing items of clothing from each other's bodies, leaning in or kneeling in and licking or sucking as breasts or sex organs became exposed. When we were all nude, I pushed the two women to the sofa.
I had them both sit with their pussies exposed to the maximum. I ate Jan out for a minute and then shifted to June. My plan was to shift back and forth between the women escalating the enjoyment I hoped I would be providing.
Instead, however, Jan got on the floor under me when I started licking June's pussy. She held my cock, pulled it into her mouth and started sucking me in a sensuous blowjob from below. I kept up my cunnilingus attack on June. Soon June and I were panting. I reached down and told Jan to go a little slower, else I'd end the evening prematurely. She backed off.
I had brought June pretty close to orgasm from my licking and fingering of her cunt. I pulled Jan out from beneath me and then moved up and plunged my prick into June's moist tunnel. She was fully exposed to me, legs spread wide in invitation. "Oh fuck," she whimpered as I penetrated her.
Jan came up to the sofa and sat next to June. She grabbed a small towel and pushed it under June to absorb her girl cum and keep it off the sofa then leaned over and sucked on June's ample right breast and reached down and rubbed her clit in a gesture of love and passion. Jan and I both worked on June for another ninety seconds before she started to loudly vocalize, "Oh, fuck" once every few seconds. Then, she moaned and screamed her little scream of pleasure; her body shuddered and then went rigid under me and she climaxed with a small gush of love fluid.
Jan and I both leaned into her and kissed and licked her face and neck and breasts. Our tongues didn't miss much. June pulled the two of us into her, "Oh, I love you guys so much. That was stupendous, one of the best orgasms I've ever had. I'm so lucky to have found you both." We kissed her deeply and caringly.
I still had not cum, so I pulled out of June and shifted to my left so I could start to love Jan. She shifted position and opened her legs to me. I knelt in front of her for two minutes administering a quick dose of pussy licking, G-spot thrusting and clit sucking, occasionally bringing her bottom off the sofa as I hit the right spots. I was now a man on a mission.
June leaned over Jan French kissing her and then working on her breasts. Then I caught Jan's eyes with mine, I left a dose of saliva to help lubricate her still tight tunnel, and I moved up and entered her. "Oh, dear God," she blurted out as I sunk into her. Jan wrapped her legs around my back and pulled me deep into her as I made each in stroke.
After I penetrated her, June reached down and started aggressively massaging Jan's clit. She seemed to know just how to do it, since Jan kept squeaking and raising her pelvic area up off the sofa and into my thrusts. I pumped a few more times. Jan said loudly but in a voice tinged with exertion, "Oh, I think I'm gonna cum. Oh, dear God I'm gonna cum, Oh dear God I'm cuming," I pounded again harder and harder, "Ohhhhh, shit. Here it cums."
With that her body went rigid and she duplicated the moans and language June had used only five minutes earlier. I felt very gratified that I could bring two women to climax so close to one another.
I remained inside Jan while June and I lavished kissed and oral stimulation on her face, mouth, neck and breasts. Jan relished the attention, and said, "We'll cancel everything the rest of the week and just stay here and fuck all day and all night. Oh, I don't want to stop this ever. Why did I wait until now to discover this? Has fucking been this good all along and I missed it?"
I still hadn't cum and June apparently made note of this. June pulled me out of Jan and down on the floor. She pulled a cushion off the sofa for my head, put the towel down and then mounted my very erect cock. "You are going to make me a very happy woman in a couple of minutes," she said, as she started to thrust up and down on my rod.
Jan watched the two of us for a few moments. At one point when she knew I was watching, she pulled one of her own tits up to her mouth and visibly ran her tongue around the nipple. I'd told her that move was a real turn on to me. I was impressed and my cock gave an extra twitch. I then I gestured that she should come over and sit on my face. June was still stroking up and down, my hands on her hips helping guide her motions and timing. Jan moved into position and lowered her pussy to my mouth. I engaged her clit and vagina immediately, feeling her jerk and twitch as I made contact with my tongue.
Jan and June both started to smooth each other's breasts and bodies. I could feel Jan's hand down by my penis as she started to again rub June's clitoris. I knew they were taking turns sucking on each other's breasts while I pleasured both of them as best I could.
June and I both reached a crescendo in only a few moments. Jan read the signals and moved to the side, but continued to smooth June's sex areas. June started to pant, and then I could feel her vaginal muscle convulse. She had that same motion with her hips as Jan that seemed to milk my cock and say, "Deposit sperm in here!"
I sighed, went rigid and delivered about a gallon of white milky fluid into June's cunt, in surge after surge of pleasure as my climax extended itself. Jan had moved behind June, caressing her breasts as June climaxed and allowing her to fall back into her arms. She leaned in a kissed her deeply. June gushed several ounces of her cum fluid over me.
Jan released her and June fell forward onto my body, cradling my head in her hands as she kissed me. "Oh, you are a love," she said. She reached back to pull Jan down next to me, "And, you are too. Oh, I love making love with the two of you. Can we keep this up forever? Can we find a way to make orgasms last forever?"
June raised up and I flopped out of her body; she lay down next to me. Jan immediately came and sucked me clean, commenting as she did about how nice the two of us tasted mixed together. I asked for a sample, and she came up and kissed me. June asked for a sample and Jan went back to the well, this time sucking and licking June's wet pussy area. June jerked and twitched as Jan stimulated several after-shocks, then Jan came up and injected several teaspoons worth of mixed man-juice and woman-juice into June's willing mouth. Both women kissed and tongued over the experience. I asked for more, and both women came and shared some of the after-taste with me again in a flurry of tender kisses.
We were all sighing and panting from our lovemaking. Jan suggested we all come up to bed. We gathered our clothes from around the living room and followed her up the stairs. I asked June what she'd do for a dress in the morning, "Oh, I'll find something in Jan's closet I guess," was her reply. I, fortunately, had everything I needed in the car.
I got in the middle and cuddled the two women on either side of me. We continued to kiss, fondle, lick and insert fingers into each other's key body parts. Eventually, we started fucking and fingering again. This time, June said, I want you to cum in Jan; she needs your love juice too.
After spearing June for a while, I shifted over to Jan and put my focus on both making her cum again and leaving some cum in her honey pot. We were in the missionary position, but I was raised on extended arms to that June could suckle on Jan's breasts and nipples, as well as reach Jan's clit. June occasionally reached around and grabbed my sack and fondled it gently to encourage my cuming. She did just that.
I picked up my pace and then whispered to the two of them, "Oh, I'm going to cum. I'm cuming in this pussy, deep in this pussy, this wonderful tight pussy that I love to fuck. I'm cuming," I held my breath for thirty seconds as I continued to thrust wildly into Jan, then I exploded with, "right fucking NOW!" I exploded for the second time that evening, this time deep into Jan's cunt.
June did all the right things to supplement my cuming and Jan's climax. Her hands and tongue were very active during the seconds leading up to and immediately after our climaxes. While still in Jan, I reached over to June's pussy and inserted two fingers into her.
I thrust my fingers in and out of June, searching for her G-spot. When I thought I'd found it; she verified my discovery by arching her back and starting to moan in a way different from my earlier attempts on her. I increased the force of my finger thrusts and really increased the frequency with which I was making very rapid forays into her cunt.
June came. She had lay down next to Jan and me as I worked on her, my cock still buried in Jan. "Oh, hell," she gasped, "I'm gonna cum again. Oh. Ohh fuck. Ohhh fuck me," and then she went rigid again, reaching down and clutching my right hand and fingers into her cunt with both of her hands as she arched. She ejected some more girl-juice onto my hand as she came; I found this exciting and when I tasted it a few seconds later, I wondered if anyone could find a way to sell it by the gallon; it had the same wonderful aroma and taste that Jan did when I was eating her.
Jan kept me inside her and cuddled down on my chest, knees pressed tightly against my hips. June reached an arm over the two of us as she snuggled up beside us. Our bare bodies were in maximum contact for those few minutes as we shared kisses and tongue with each other.
Finally, Jan slid off and I pulled both women into my body, we somehow pulled a sheet up over us, and we went to sleep.
The next evening we repeated the whole process again, only without dressing slutty and going to the bar room dive. The next morning I went back to the Hilton, checked out, caught the seven o'clock morning plane, and was in my office in Boston before nine o'clock.
To be continued in Part 3
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Selling a million dollar job in my company was no small feat, so when I arrived I was hailed as though I was a conquering hero. I was modest about the sale since it really hadn't taken all that much work; I had spent far more effort to win far smaller projects, even at Alperion.
I found out who the available project managers were and found out that Jim Macmillan was available and in the office. Jim was a powerhouse technology guy, had a great outgoing personality, yet was widely read and traveled. He was in his early thirties, liked and respected across the firm, and looked quite fit. It turned out he did long distance bicycling in the evenings and on weekends. He said he had a few girlfriends but no one at the moment that was a steady partner. I outlined the accounts payable work to him to see if he was interested.
I told him about the various people he'd meet at Alperion, without going into the recent evening encounters by Jan, June and me. We also talked about change management and how to get the various stakeholders to line up in favor of the new system and approach to doing work.
Jim agreed to run the project and said he could start any time. I told him we'd start on Monday morning at Alperion's headquarters in Camp Forge outside of Philly. I told him to pack for the week, bring his exercise gear, and to book a room for the week at the Camp Forge Hilton.
As we got into the details of the project, we also talked about project staff. We kicked around some ideas on whom he'd like and I told him to sign them up if he could and get them on site as soon as possible. He found me late that afternoon and told me he'd been able to get Bill, Darlene and Sandy to join him as the initial project team and they would all be down in Philly on Monday morning. He'd also thought up a novel way to create a working prototype in record time. I'd picked the right guy.
My weekend was a fun one with the family. I helped prepare the house and on Saturday, Rachel, my oldest, had her sixteenth birthday. She actually talked to me all weekend without her normal surly, teenage attitude that had been so prevalent the past three years. Had I ever had a normal conversation with her since she turned twelve? Sara, her younger sister, was also attentive and nice, and the two of them didn't fight. I wondered what planet I'd landed on.
Friday evening the house was in turmoil with a flux of teenagers in and out. I decided to wait until the morning and tell Trish about June. Over coffee the next morning she gave me her curious look and asked how things were in Camp Forge.
I smiled and said, "Well, the extended family extended a little over the week." Trish shot me a questioning look. "You about Jan. Now I have to tell you about June." Trish rolled her eyes in a cute way.
"I think I'd better come with you next week or you'll have five more in your harem," Trish said with a snicker. "Tell me about June and is this 'instead of' or 'in addition to'."
I said, "It's 'in addition to.' June is Jan's AA and apparently needed some love. She'd had a recent and rough break up with a long-term boyfriend. As it turned out, Jan had offered her some affection and comfort while I was up here last week loving you."
"Oh," I added, "I took a snapshot of the two of them with my cell phone." I unfurled the phone and dialed up the snapshot on the little two-inch screen.
"Well if this is any indication," Trish stated, "I've got some healthy competition. I better lose ten pounds and change my hair color."
"Don't you dare change a thing," I said, "I love you just the way you are. And, this is not a competition. No one wins or loses. We all just love each other."
"Yea, but next week they'll get you four nights a week and I'll only get you three," Trish said with a smile.
"Then come down to Camp Forge next week and join us," I suggested.
"I'd love to. I'd love to meet them, particularly given what you've told me about how they think about the world and people and loving each other and you, but this coming week is bad for me at work and with Rachel and Sara. Maybe in a week or two, let me see what I can schedule on Monday. Things are crazy at the agency; we just lost our art director."
Trish and I were affectionate to each other and made love the three nights I was home. I wasn't being given a chance to rest up; everyone wanted my cum. That seemed OK to me.
Trish rushed around the rest of the weekend, what with the party, food and a sleep over for a dozen girls in our basement. Rachel, our oldest, had moved from the room she'd shared with Sara down to the finished basement about two years prior so she could have her own space. We monitored basement activity regularly without her being too aware of it; at least no one was sneaking in -- yet!
The party's main focus was watching horror films all night. I had helped Rachel set up a DVD player and TV (birthday presents), we cleaned out the horror section at Blockbuster, thus all Saturday night we kept hearing screams from the teenagers and one or more teenage girls would come running up stairs from the basement to Trish or me covering their eyes, and saying how horrifying the movie was. We'd laugh and help them reconnect with the real world then they'd turn and go back to the group for another dose of terror.
I did all sorts of husbandly things around the house too. We connected with our next-door neighbors on Sunday for a cookout. It was most unusual that all of our kids and all of their kids were there. It hadn't happened before and I don't think it ever happened again.
Monday morning I was on the 6:30 am flight from Logan Airport, had the rental car by 8:00 am; and was in my assigned conference room at Alperion's HQ by 8:30 am. I hadn't seen Jim Macmillan or the others he'd signed up for the project on the flight, so I assumed they were on one of the next flights. I left word at the security desk to call me when they arrived.
I went to June's office and bid her good morning. We chatted about her weekend. Jan came in from a breakfast meeting, and gave me a cherry greeting as well. I told them both about the team we'd put together for the AP project and that I'd introduce them before the morning was out.
About nine o'clock, security called and said that my four compatriots were there awaiting escort. June and I went down to fetch them and take them to human resources to get them permanent contractor badges so they wouldn't have to check in each morning. June and I helped everyone get a cup of coffee and then herded everyone into my conference room.
Jan joined us and everyone introduced himself or herself to everyone else. We had a nice group of people for this engagement. Jan got Kirt and Dan from Purchasing and AP to join us for a few minutes so they could meet the team. Dan suggested that since a lot of the activity would require interfacing with AP that Jim and the team use some of the open offices in their part of the building. I was relieved as Jim agreed for the group, since I could continue to enjoy my somewhat small conference room alone. After a few moments, Jim and team members followed Dan over to the other side of the complex to what would be their new offices for the next few months.
After everyone trooped out of the conference room, Jan, June and I were the only ones left. Jan looked at me, raised an eyebrow and said, "Tonight?" She extended her look to June.
I looked at the two of them, smiled broadly, and said, "I'm in." June said, "Me too." I added, "I might have to help settle the team into the Hilton, but that shouldn't take too long; I don't need to baby sit them. I've missed loving you guys but I've been lucky to be loved over the weekend. Trish said to say Hello and that she really wants to come down soon and meet everyone." They looked curious.
We all went back to our jobs and the daily work of building a new Alperion.
I checked in on the team in late morning, spending some time with Jim going over the ideas for the prototype and the rest of the project. He said Dan had spent over an hour with the team describing the current operations and leaving them reviewing several huge manuals and other documentation for the current system. They had set up some interviews with other Purchasing and AP staff in the afternoon and the next day. I was happy things were moving along briskly.
At noon, I suggested lunch in the cafeteria. The five of us went down to the eatery as I led the way for them. We reassembled at one of the larger tables. Jim and I each had an empty seat next to us. I was pleasantly surprised when a few minutes after we sat down, Jan and June appeared with their trays. I hailed them and indicated we had space, they smiled and walked over and joined us. Jim was impressed that someone of Jan's rank would dine with us.
The lunch conversation turned out to be a pleasant grilling of Jim and as the noise level allowed the other team members further down the table about their lives and backgrounds. I guessed that Jan wanted to know more about them than just some brief bios and a cursory introduction. I read that she was impressed. I also picked up some flirty eyes between Jim and June.
That evening I led Jim and his team back to the hotel in a small caravan of rental cars. We all checked in and I went to my room and put on casual clothes. I loaded my duffle bag with my contingency clothes in case I didn't make it back to the Hilton that night and put that in my car. Then, I met the team in the bar for a quick drink. I explained that I had a dinner engagement without saying whom it was with. We had a quick chat so I could make sure everything was going alright, and then I left to meet Jan and June.
I had told the two of them that I wouldn't make the jog this evening, but I'd be there for dinner. When I arrived at Jan's house the two women apparently had not jogged, but had changed into chic casual clothes, and were in the kitchen preparing a dinner. I guessed we weren't going out. I kissed and hugged both of them, noting that the "kiddies were all tucked in." Dinner was a scrumptious pork loin with lots of trimmings and extras. I was highly complimentary to the cooks. My only job at that point was to keep everyone's wine glass full; I did that with great aplomb.
I made the two of them sit and enjoy their wine while I did clean up and put away, my specialty. I had to make a few creative guesses about where things went in Jan's kitchen, but I was sure Jan would eventually find everything.
When I was done I went and joined the women, kissing them both as I sat down between them on the sofa. Each one reached over and put a hand on one of my thighs. As a guy it is really nice to be rubbed and smoothed; this time was no exception. We made some small talk about dinner as the remnants of the wine disappeared from our glasses.
Jan then asked about Trish and what my weekend had been like. I explained how I'd told her about June. She said with a blush, "I can't believe she's so relaxed about us. I've been working on my mind to get to where she is."
"Oh," I said, "she'll be less broadminded unless we include her. I'm on her case to come join us down here soon. Trish can't do it this week, but maybe next week or the week after. As for getting to where you see Trish, I think you're closer than you think. You willingly love the two of us," indicating Jan and me, "and accept our love in return. I don't detect any jealousy or bad feelings from you at all about this or even Trish, other than the desire to do more."
June nodded, "Yes, that is how I feel. When you say unconditional love and talk about the concept I resonate with the concept, then something will twist me back into thinking about exclusivity and possession of another person but that doesn't feel right either and I know it's fraught with problems and disasters; I know, I just spent three years in a bad relationship based on that approach. I don't want to go back but the thoughts still come to me."
I'd told them both several times to remember that what you give comes back to you multiplied. If you give love then you get it back many times over. If you give fear, restrictions and rules, then they are what you get back and that can be scary, confining and make for an unhappy relationship.
"Every time you get one of those thoughts and one of us is around, come and share it with us. We'll talk you down. If we're not around just say to yourself over and over again, 'I am loved completely and unconditionally'. Close you eyes and say it now five times but focus on the words and what they mean. June did. Her eyes opened in a smile after her careful recitations.
"Thank you," she said and kissed both Jan and me. We both said "Thank you" to her.
Jan then leaned over to me and ran her tongue lightly and sensuously across my lips, cheeks and eye lids several times. My eyes closed to the sensation. I felt June shift her weight next to me and then felt her tongue circling into my left ear. Game on.
I alternately responded to both women, attending to first one then the other. My arms went around both and drew them into me. My head kept alternating between enjoying their oral attention to me and then paying back in kind to each of them.
"We really want to make love," Jan said as she rose, "come upstairs with me." She pulled us both up and we ascended to her bedroom. Jan lit a couple of candles to enhance the room's atmosphere and provide us some light to see each other's stimulating bodies.
"Don't take off your clothes," I said, "the other two of us will help you do it." With that, Jan and I approached June and slowly and methodically unbuttoned her blouse and carefully removed it, placing on a chair; then we unzipped her slacks and pulled them down so she could step out of them, losing her shoes in the process. Then we both blew hot air through the fabric of her bra onto her taut and ample breasts. June put her head back and closed her eyes just enjoying the moment. Jan undid the bra snap and we pulled the lacy garment off of her body and added it to her pile. I then slid her brief thong down her legs and she stepped out of it. She was nude. I licked her wet slit once and was rewarded with a little shudder.
We then stood and June and I went into action on Jan. Jan's top was a pullover, so it didn't have buttons. We inched the fabric up above her bra, baring her stomach and delicate brassiere. We both leaned in as we had done for June and suckled through the fabric onto her nipples. We each felt her nubbins harden under out attacks. June helped Jan out of the top, and then she relieved her of the bra as well.
As we started to undo Jan's belt, she said, "I have a surprise for you. Keep going." We inched Jan's slacks off of her legs, leaving only her thong. Then I knew what the surprise was.
"You shaved your pubes," I said. Jan smiled and pushed the thong off of her hips so that he pussy area was uncovered. She struck a lewd pose that fully exposed her entire pussy; her lips were extended and very visible on the hairless landscape.
"With all the licking and sucking going on," she said, "I figured a few less hairs in everyone's mouths would be appreciated. Besides I feel sexy as all hell." She had a big smile. "Now you know how I spent my weekend!"
June bent to examine the mons and labia and the complete absence of hair. Then she announced, "Oh, I want to do that too!"
I admitted that her extra nudity was indeed sexy. My pants had this rocky looking bulge in them.
Jan shed the thong and then she gestured to June, and the two of them approached me. June kissed my lips and licked along one side of my neck while Jan did the other side. My shirt disappeared in record time. My pants then slid away; I was commando much to their enjoyment and surprise. I shed pants, socks and shoes in one fluid motion.
"You need to shave too," Jan said as she reached for my stiffening rod but instead yanked at a chunk of my pubic hair.
"Well let's have a shaving party," I said. Everyone stopped, and then the three of us headed to the bathroom.
Jan produced a pair of small scissors. She had me sit on the toilet seat and lean back. I put a towel over the tank so I didn't have to lean against a cold ceramic box. Jan and June both took turns carefully trimmed aware my pubic hair until the only thing left was short stubble. I had a magnificent hard on watching my two naked friends minister to me.
June and I traded places and then Jan and I reduced June's blond bush to stubble in only a few minutes. I made sure to use my fingers a lot as I tested for hair and smoothness.
Jan then got a new safety razor and a can of shaving gel from her vanity. We lathered up June and Jan presented me with the razor. "Here," she said, "You shave everyday. You're probably better at this than I was." I accepted the honor and knelt before June.
I very carefully edged the razor around June's pussy feeling the sharp blades hacking off the stubble we'd created a moment before. As she spread her legs even further apart, I worked closer and closer to her vaginal opening. After several minutes, I was through and I had not nicked her once - a triumph.
Jan got a hot washcloth and after it had cooled to a temperature that wouldn't produce third degree burns I placed it over June's groin and held it there. "Oh, God," she said immediately. Her body stiffened, her legs shot out and she climaxed with the two of us bending over her. Her hands clutched each of our arms in a vice-like grip as an orgasm rippled through her body. Finally, she said, "Oh, wow! That was amazing," as she floated down from her high.
A minute or two later, I sat on the throne again, this time lathered up and ready for the razor. Jan was chosen as the one to administer the shave. She, too, was very careful not to nick any part of me. I made a lot of jokes about losing my masculinity to her in trade for her virginity. I was nervous. She pulled my scrotum carefully to create a smooth surface to work on, occasionally asking June to help. My cock remained in a high state of alert and readiness throughout the task. June even licked the end of it several times, which did little to assuage my fear of a wayward razor. Finally, I got the hot washcloth treatment; I resisted cuming although I was tempted.
We all went back to Jan's bedroom feeling breezes blow on us where they hadn't before. We took turns smoothing each other's nether regions, enjoying the hairlessness we now had. I said the true test was sucking and fucking, and with that I slid down the bed and latched onto Jan's cunt with my mouth. June joined me in close proximity.
Licking and sucking on a woman that has shaved IS different. I was immediately struck with the thought that I had less searching to do to find her clit, lips or other little indentations and bumps that I knew she liked me to find. Jan verified that she was enjoying my treatment much more without the 'forest', as she called it. June joined me and we shared Jan's pussy, initially paying attention only on the outside, but then extending our range of operation inside with tongues and fingers.
Jan climaxed. We could hear her panting and issuing forth little oh's and ah's as we went along, but then we felt her going rigid and realized she had inhaled and was not exhaling. She was holding her breath while her orgasm washed over her. June and I both had a finger inside at that point stroking her G-spot and whatever else was available.



June was next, and I joined Jan as we started to repeat on June what we'd just done to her. We both licked, sucked, tongued and fingered her snatch. She kept telling us to fuck her good or to do more of some move.
I had an idea and whispered it to Jan as a question; she nodded affirmatively. We kept working on June until I felt she was nearing her climax. Jan nodded to me. June was turned slightly towards us rather than lying prone, so I could reach her anal opening. I took my index finger, dipped it in June's pussy for some lubrication, and then thrust it into her ass. She went rigid, inhaled in shock with a loud squeak, held her breath, climaxed, and then started to yell, "Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. Oh my. Oh my. Is that legal? Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck." I extracted as she came down from a unique high.
We all kissed and hugged and briefly discussed whether we would every try anal sex. We postponed a decision for that evening.
Two mouths with tongues then started to work over my cock and scrotum. I was already hard, but watching the attention of two beautiful women with generous breasts was over the top. I became a rod of steel in seconds. They honored my request to cum in someone rather than just blow off in someone's mouth, as sexy as that might be.
Both women knelt next to each other so I could fuck them doggie style. Two sexually attractive rear ends extended upwards to my hard stick in invitation to love. I thrust first into Jan, pistoning about eight times before pulling out and repositioning behind June where I repeated the process. I reached under each woman I was fucking and fondled their pendulous breasts as I worked on the rears. I switched again, and again. The two of them held hands and said sweet words of love to each other.
I then had them roll over so I could see them both face to face: eight thrusts into Jan, eight into June, eight into Jan, eight in June, and on and on. I could lean down and suck on their breasts, see their sexual appeal, look lovingly into their eyes and gaze on their toned bodies. I wondered whom I'd be in when my climax arrived. I told each woman that I loved her and showered them with kisses of love and desire.
Both women were approaching orgasms. They were using their hands on each other in different ways depending on whom I was fucking at the moment. When I was in Jan, June was reaching over with mouth and hands fondling and rubbing. Then we switched and I was deep in June, and Jan was rubbing and licking.
Both women started to rotate their hips against me with that "give me all you've got" message. It was not wasted on me. I moved closer and closer to orgasm as we all picked up the pace: eight thrusts in Jan, eight thrusts in June, and so on. I was making my thrusts longer and longer, pulling out to the very tip of my cock and then thrusting all the way into them on each stroke in one long penetrating gesture -- sometimes slowly and sometime fast.
Finally, Jan received my climax. I was carefully counting off my eight thrusts into her but I never got to seven. At six I had a blinding flash of pleasure overtake me; I went rigid and made my sixth thrust deep into her body and held position as my climax arrived. There was no seventh stroke only the heaven on earth feeling as spurt after spurt of my jism erupted from my body into her love tunnel.
Even as I was injecting my cum into Jan, I had the presence of mind to reach over to June and thrust four fingers into her body and move them in and out with a rapid staccato motion. June knew I'd cum but was not expecting I'd bring her off while Jan and I were still experiencing our orgasms. But I did. June came and with even greater intensity than it appeared she had when she was being shaved. The bedroom was filled with moans, words of sexuality, and words of love.
The three of us each enjoyed our highs, our peaks, and our blinding light experiences for that moment. I collapsed between the two women, pulled them both to me with kisses and words of tender endearment. We wanted to crawl inside each other; we couldn't get close enough to one another.
We fell asleep entwined with each other. The night was warm and the sweat from our exertions helped cool our bodies after we stopped our erotic exercises.
I woke about an hour later receiving a blowjob from Jan. She whispered to me that she and June wanted more cock. "We liked the switching back and forth that you were doing. That was nice. We want to do it some more." June was stroking my smooth pubes and smiling at me. I was inflating in response to the attention.
A few minutes later we started the eight strokes in Jan, eight strokes in June game. Jan told me that this time I should cum in June. June pulled me into her with her legs behind my butt to indicate that she liked that idea. I told Jan to get on my right side since I'm right handed and would use that hand to finish her off if she was near to orgasm and I could reach her.
I had more stamina this time. I'd cum but didn't have the urgency this time. I paid more attention to the women, kissing and loving each of them, romancing their necks, ears, hair, face, arms, breasts and nipples, changing positions slightly for different patterns of stimulation.
Eventually I felt the start of my climax. I shifted over to June, nodding to her to show her I was near. She whispered, "I'll cum with you; you start, I'll finish." I was doing long strokes again and it took only two extra strokes and I blew apart, filling June's vagina with my cum. June went rigid too and held her breath, even past the point that I had. Only then did I realize that Jan had thrust a finger into June's ass at the moment of orgasm, triggering an even greater high than I could have delivered alone. How do women know how to do that?
I pulled Jan closer to the two of us and she shifted so I could reach her cunt. I then put one, then two, then three and finally four fingers into her cunt, applying the wild in and out motions I had to June an hour before. Jan raised her hips to meet my masturbating hand, adding her own fingers to the mix, and then came with a groan and squeal of delight.
Again, the three of us cuddled close, this time under the sheet. I was exhausted and fell asleep with everyone else. None of us got up until the alarm went off at 6:20 am.
###
I'm not sure how the idea to involve Jim Macmillan in our group arose, but sometime in that first week he was on site it did. I have a vague memory that June initiated the suggestion. I didn't pursue first mention of it but June, ever sensitive to my needs, came to me while I was alone in my conference room office one afternoon, "Can we talk?" I said with a smile, "Of course, come on in. Sit."
"I want to talk to you about you ... and Jim," she said. I nodded. "I love you. But I feel some chemistry with Jim too that I'd like to explore. I'm worried that you'll feel I'm abandoning you or that I don't love you."
"June," I said, looking her straight in her beautiful blue-green eyes, "I know you love me and I bask in that love. There's a precious short supply of it going around. If you feel you can extend that love to another person, male or female, I'm glad that you are willing to share it. It is yours to give, not mine to restrict."
I went on, "Jan and I had just found a loving and caring space; then you joined us in a different way from how you'd know her for two years. We extended our love to each other and I shall be eternally grateful to both of you for sharing, even if one or both of you decided to end it today for whatever reason. I love you both but I put no restrictions on that love, for instance, exclusivity."
June said, "Would you feel that way if your wife fell in love with someone else?"
I thought carefully then answered her, "I would. Trish has felt special about several other people in her life since we've been married. I didn't push her or restrict her and in fact I gave her the opportunity and encouragement to explore."
"Trish chose not to share one friend with me and that was fine; He couldn't deal with me and not the other way around. Because of that, the relationship eventually cooled. I kept my ego in check and gave her free rein and tried to meet her needs as I best I could while that was going on. I knew if I started in with rules and restrictions I'd lose my butterfly." I smiled at June.
I went on while June listened attentively, "Trish has been extremely loving to me ever since we met. When she has had other friends in her life and there was a sexual component to the relationship I in fact got even more loving than I was used to. We'd use her new relationship to help us break out of the rut of familiarity that we all fall so easily into. Those times also triggered a greatly increased communication and intimacy between the two of us. What is happening now with you and Jan is having the same results. I wouldn't trade any of it. I love Trish. I love Jan. I love you."
"Lastly, to your question about how I'd feel if you started seeing Jim in some way, well I'd feel ecstatic that you have found someone to share your love with and who loves you, assuming he travels along on the road with you. I would bask in your happiness. I would hope to keep seeing you and sharing a relationship with you but if, for whatever reason, you decide it's not in the cards I will only wish you well. That's how unconditional my love for you is. No jealousy."
I added, "I like Jim. I'm not bisexual but I can see where he would be a welcome addition to our threesome if you were to bring him into our circle. I've felt remiss at times that I can't simultaneously love the two of you and bring you or Jan to climax or some other blissful state while I am attending the other. Perhaps we could continue to switch partners, if Jan and Jim were willing so that I would still have an opportunity to be physical with you. I am very attracted to you and I feel there is good chemistry between us."
"Oh, yes! June stated emphatically, "Really good chemistry! And, yes, I want to be with you often and in a very physical way. No one, and I mean no one, has ever turned me on the way you do."
I smiled and said, "So you really didn't have to check with me, but thank you. The decision is yours and I wish you well.
"Oh, I'm sensitive to how both you and Jan feel. I did have a few minutes with Jan this morning and she feels the way you do. In fact she used many of the same words."
"I expected she would," I laughed, "and if you talked to Trish you hear them again. We didn't just happen to fall into this relationship out of the blue; there were some strong shared values that we found in each other and that we keep discovering too." I smiled and reached across the table and took her nearest hand in both of mine. "Darling, you go follow your bliss. I'm behind you and I'll help you in any way I can."
Jim, of course, never had a chance of not getting involved in some way, at least with June. I agreed to help her and be the initial shill in the seduction. Late that afternoon I told Jim that June really had a thing for him and that Jan didn't think he was all that bad either. Even for the low ego-need guy that he was, you could see him puff up a bit at the news and a smile spread across his face. After all Jan and June were two of the best-looking women in Alperion, hell, in Pennsylvania. I suggested he take June out to dinner.
We'll he did, that very night.
Jan and I enjoyed our alone time, taking a longer run than usual on a misty and foggy evening, eating some of her left overs, and then making love on a comforter in front of a fire in her living room fireplace. We both speculated about what Jim and June were doing at several moments during the evening; I think it stimulated our lovemaking. We both missed our partner but were glad we had the opportunity to spur on her happiness.
The next morning I saw June first. She beamed; clearly her heart had been touched the evening before. In a nuance or two she indicated that the rest of her had been touched too. I grinned and shared her happiness with her.
I saw Jim a short time later and asked how his 'dinner' has gone. "Oh, wow," he said, "June is quite a woman. We really hit it off. I think we're doing something tonight too." Being the gentleman that he was he didn't offer any further details.
Jan and I spent that evening together too. For variety we took a blanket out in her backyard and made love under the stars. Fortunately, none of her neighbors thought to explore the darkness of their backyards while we were out there. The scene was quite erotic and sexual; Jan had found some new positions to try.
I left the next morning to go back to my Boston office for the rest of the week and weekend. Jim had things under control and June and Jan seemed to have Jim under control only he didn't know it.
I talked to Jan on Friday afternoon and she said that things were progressing and that Jim was spending the weekend in Camp Forge. I allowed as how the three of them should enjoy themselves but not forget about me. I chuckled at how this was progressing.
Over the weekend I brought Trish up to speed on what was happening in Camp Forge and Alperion. Since the kids were away with friends most of the weekend, we were able to have several dalliances in unusual places around the house. I personally liked the one in the kitchen the best. Trish still wasn't able to break away for at least another week to come south, but she was encouraging with the relationships I was forming there and where they were going.
We had a long discussion about what we value in relationships, both in general and in our marriage. We tested where we were and how we felt, and whether there were things that we needed to improve or change in how we were living.
We also revisited how we'd each felt during some of Trish's liaisons and talking about what we learned from each relationship that helped us today. Most of her relationships still existed but had migrated to being less intimate for one reason or another; several of her friends had had to move away for their careers, for instance. We concluded that intimacy needs some level of reinforcement to it; you can't do it once a year and have it flourish. The relationship can be maintained but not with the intimacy.
Monday, I took the 6:30 am flight to Philly and was at Alperion at 8:30 am. June was on station and I gestured for her to bring her coffee and come and visit. "So how're things in Camp Forge?" I asked.
"Oh, just swimmy," she said in a flip way as she squeezed my hand with a touch of affection and, after checking the door, a short kiss to my lips. "The three of us had an interesting Saturday and Sunday that we'll tell you about real soon. You should plan on joining the three of us for dinner," she paused, "and whatever else."
"I'll be there," I grinned and asked, "Jan?"
"Oh she enjoyed herself over the weekend too," June said with an obvious smirk. I was dying to know the details. Then I realized I was being unmercifully teased.
"OK," I said, "just what do I have to do to find out some details or even the broad brush strokes of what went on here?"
June laughed, "Well overall we have a new convert to the unconditional love, extended family you've been building across the nation. Jim is in all the way, although I'm not sure Jan and I did as good a job as you could have done explaining the value set and principles to him."
She went on, "Wednesday, Thursday and Friday nights, Jim and I went out and then went back to my condo. Even though we were both all over each other, there was still a lot of time for discussion about values and relationships. Jim is still learning but his heart is in the right place. He is a lover and I find he doesn't have an ego that gets in the way of his rational thinking."
"Saturday," conveniently enough, "Jan just happened to have invited me and anyone I wanted to bring, to come to dinner."
"And you brought who?" I asked with a touch of humor.
"I brought Jim, duh! We seduced him with food and wine, and then Jan used your technique of serving liqueur to him. He went right under and was putty in our hands, although he was pretty nervous about pleasing two of us. We didn't leave Jan's house until late Sunday night."
"Sunday we had an intense discussion at one point and we told him that you were our lover and mentor. He was blown away with that news. I'm sure he'll want to talk to you in a quiet sort of way. We told him we were all lovers and even emphasized that you were doing this with the blessing and encouragement of your wife who we all hoped to meet sometime soon."
I looked at her inviting more. She said, "That's basically it, unless you want a stroke by stroke version?"
I allowed as how I'd like those details tonight if time allowed as I thought it would be extremely erotic to hear how they'd all made love with one another for over 24 hours non-stop. June said, "Oh we did sleep a little."
I laughed. We chatted a little longer and then June said she had to get back to work. Jan was around the building somewhere and would look on me later, she said.
I walked across the building to the Accounts Payable area and found Jim in his cubicle. Two of his teammates from our company were in adjacent cubicles so we made some small talk for a few minutes. Jim was quite nervous.
I suggested we both go and get some coffee and he jumped at the opportunity. As we were walking to the cafeteria, I asked, "So, I hear you had an interesting weekend? Did you get any sleep?"
Jim shot me a glance as though I caught him with his hand in the cookie jar. I laughed and he seemed to relax a bit at my reaction. He said, "How did you find out so fast. I've spent most of the past eight hours thinking about how to have this discussion with you and even what to say or ask or tell?"
I said, "Well, for one relax. You have not done anything wrong, and in fact if anything you have done many things right. My understanding is that you have two women that love and care for you very much; you didn't have that last Monday when you arrived down here for the first time. Further, my understanding is that you love and care about them, and that's a requirement in my book otherwise someone is being taken advantage of."
"Sometime I'll give you my version of the unconditional love discussion we've shared and that has set the tone for how we act and feel about each other. June was not sure she passed on all the nuances accurately, and I'm certainly willing and able to give you more philosophy than you might want to hear on the subject. My feeling is it's not what you read or study, it's how you act that counts. Act on the belief that you give and receive unconditional love from all of us, me included."
I went on as Jim's mouth continued to hang open, "As you may know I'm married. Rather than have a series of affairs on the road like a lot of guys do, Trish, my wife and I invoke the unconditional love approach to our relationship and the relationships we form with other people. If those relationships help each other grow and expand, and are based on caring and understanding, then they may or may not develop an intimacy component to them. If they do, that's OK. If they don't, that's OK too. There is nothing about what's going on down here that Trish doesn't know about; in fact, she wants to come and meet and participate with us so she can be included in our loving circle."
I stopped. Jim was speechless. We got our coffee and sat for a while, initially in silence as I let him digest what had happened and what I had just said.
Finally, Jim said, "When June first explained the concept to me, I thought she was rationalizing having slept with me on our first date. But the next night, she persisted and wanted to hear me talk about how I think about relationships. I remember we talked about whether they should have restrictions in them or not."



Jim went on, "Friday night we went into all of this again. I was getting a little worried like I was being roped into someone with wedding plans on her brain, but the subject never came up. I even raised it and she laughed. She told me that might come way later, but this was just screening to see how I'd fit with her and her friends. I didn't know what that meant until Sunday."
"Saturday over dinner both Jan and June talked about relationships and unconditional love. They were so enthusiastic about it and I had to agree with so much of what they said. I felt they had a guru but didn't think to ask them where they were getting their information. That finally came up Sunday, and they said 'You!' Then it came out that you already had deep relationships with them. I mean my mind was blown."
Jim asked, "Am I going to get in your way if I pursue June ... or Jan? Both seem to want a relationship with me, separately or together. They are both wonderful women who I respect a tremendous amount. But what will you want out of this."
I picked up the discussion again, "I want both of them to be happy and feel loved; you too. When I met each one their love buckets were pretty empty. Are you going to get in the way? Absolutely not. It is not my position or temperament to answer for Jan or June, but I'm pretty sure based on what they've told me that they want both of us in their lives as friends, colleagues and lovers. I know I want both of them, and Trish, in my life; I need them all in my life right now. We are teaching each other things about relationships and communications, about love and caring, that I didn't know before. Further, my relationship with Trish has matured yet again because of June and Jan and the concepts and ideas they've shared with me that I can share with her."
Jim was speechless again. I said, "Look you've been given a lot to think about and I don't expect you'll digest the whole set of events or the 'mind, body, spirit' side of our relationships right away. We can talk again later. Just know that I am in no way angry, jealous, scared, nervous, or upset at anything you've said or done. I just want to say 'Thank you' for loving my friends over the weekend."
I paused, "I think we're all having dinner tonight. We can continue this then." I reached across the table to offer a handshake and Jim took my hand warmly in his and gave a very sincere handshake of agreement. We both smiled at one another, got up and went back to our offices and the day's work.
I shared the high points of my talk with Jim with June and Jan, just so they were in the loop. We talked about dinner plans; I said I'd bring wine. I asked about "stay over plans" and Jan said by all means to plan on it. I told her I'd just skip the Hilton for the week if that was OK with her; it was.
I arrived at Jan's house with a case of wine. I rationalized the excess three ways: I was going to be a guest at her home, she was a client, and I loved wine. I put it on the expense account. Everyone else was there with no wine and empty glasses when I arrived. They all cheered. I bowed.
I kissed and hugged everyone there, even Jim who stiffened at my greeting. I said, "Don't worry, I'm not into guys." He relaxed immediately, but looked suspicious. Jan and June laughed at the encounter.
We opted for lots of little dishes as our dinner. I told them about a 'rijstaffel' that I'd learned about and loved when I'd worked in the Netherlands. It consisted of many small dishes of so that you only had a bite or two of perhaps forty Indonesian, Asian and Indian specialties. They liked the idea, so armed with the concept we broke into two teams: one went to a nearby Chinese restaurant and the other to a Indian restaurant about three miles away.
During the drive to the restaurant Jan came with me. I finally got to hear her version of the weekend and Jim. It all sounded like fun; I was glad they had the loving time they did. I asked what the expectations were for later tonight and she said there weren't any, but everyone seemed ready for some type of sexual encounter with the opposite sex. We both agreed that was a welcome idea and kissed.
When we regrouped, we had about two- dozen different dishes and lots of different kinds of rice. Of course, we had enough to feed a small army, but we ate in style and had a ball. A lot of the wine I brought disappeared too. We were a mellow bunch by the time I'd done my clean up routine, again finding creative locations for some of the things I washed and dried.
The four of us went into the living room. Jan dimmed the lights and lit some candles. I noticed that Jan had put a coverlet on the sofa, no doubt to prevent staining if we continued in that room. She came and sat in my lap at one end of the sofa; June and Jim were at the other end in a similar arrangement.
Both couples started necking and petting immediately. It was a comfortable atmosphere and no one seemed to be in a rush, besides the evening was still early. I pulled Jan's blouse from her belt and reached under and smoothed her large breasts through her bra, rubbing in the area I knew contained her nipple. I could feel first one and then the other harden into a rigid eraser-sized button of passion.
My next step was to remove Jan's blouse and bra so that I could lick and suck directly on her breasts and nipples without the interference of clothing. I was working on her as I thought where the evening was headed and how happy I was.
I looked down the couch; Jim and June were not as far along as the two of us were; June was still fully dressed. Jan noticed too so she suddenly announced, "Switch!" She and June both stood and walked around each other and into the arms of their other lovers. Jim looked surprised at the change and I laughed.
June came into my arms and I immediately removed her top and bra and went to work on her breasts much to her delight. She was purring again in two minutes. Jan stuck her breasts into Jim's mouth clearly indicating that she expected him to start paying oral attention to her mammalaries. Jim responded well apparently, for she was cradling his head and looking up to heaven with closed eyes shortly after the switch.
After some play this way, June stripped me of my top and I removed her Bermuda shorts and thong. I dropped down on the carpet and started to lick what tasted like the sweetest pussy on the east coast and perhaps the entire country. June lay back, sighed and squeaked at my attention to her. God she tasted good.
Jim was moving slower that I had. Jan was still dressed from the waist down and rubbing her tits across Jim's chest as they French kissed and paid attention to each other's upper torsos. June noticed this and in a voice of authority said, "Switch!" She and June arose and again went to their other partners.
June melted into Jim's arms and he immediately reached down to her pussy area and started to finger and rub in her pussy area. I didn't even let Jan sit down before I had stripped her of all of her clothes and stood and removed all of mine. I gently lowered Jan to the couch and then went back to the floor and started to lick and tongue her pussy. She was purring too.
Jim leaned around June and caught my eye; "I need a lesson I think." I looked questioningly at him and asked, "In what? What do you mean?"
Jim replied, "In eating pussy. The girl friends I've had didn't like me to do it and so I've never developed a proficiency in it." I thought that sounded just like a good systems analyst but didn't say anything. Instead, Jan and I broke apart and shifted over next to Jim and June. June rolled to the side so she was cuddled against Jan. I remained kneeling between the two of them.
"Jim," I said, "first you have to really care about the person you are going to love. You need to think that you are going to make love to a very special part of their body." I was smoothing both June's and Jan's pussies as I talked; Jim watched.
"As a next step, you need to be gentle at first," I went on. "Ladies, tell me if I'm saying something you disagree with or think of in some other way. And add in whatever you think will bring you more pleasure." The girls both nodded. I leaned in and gently tongued June's slit; she lurched. Then I leaned the other way and tongued Jan's crack; she ran her fingers through my hair and had a delighted look on her face.
"You need to be aware of where the clitoris is, but don't rush to do anything to it at first. Just locate the area and perhaps make one lick on or near it, then go off and attend to other parts of the area." My tonguing of June hit square on her clit on my first try; her back arched, she moaned but she returned to normal and few seconds later. Jan responded similarly. I knew both their bodies well.
"Your next step is to broaden the search for pleasure, all the way from knees to breasts. Use your fingers and tongue a lot." I then made a long sweep of June from behind her knees, along her inner thighs, across her sexy flat stomach, and then up to her right breast sucking the nipple into my mouth as I arrived." June jerked again and ran her fingers through my hair. I repeated the process on Jan. Both women grinned at me in happiness.
I went on, "As a next step, after you've done that for a while, you start to include your fingers as you extend your love to your mate." This time I went to Jan and, as I tongued her labia and thighs, inserted a finger into her vagina. "It is important that you locate the G-spot of you lover and pay homage to that internal area."
Jim asked, "How can I find it? What does it feel like?"
I said, "Come here." Jim knelt next to me in front of Jan. I said, "Extend your finger and rub along the upper part of her vagina, the part where your cock is apt to hit when you are locked together. You might feel it has a slightly different texture of skin across it than other parts of her vagina. Here, try to find Jan's. She'll probably give you feedback when you find it."
With that, Jim replaced my finger in Jan's cunt and began his search. I pointed out, "You can also get feedback from your lover -- both voice and body, when you find the right area." About that time, Jan arched her back slightly and moaned, "Right there!" Jim stopped his motions. Jan grabbed his hand and pushed it harder into her pussy.
"See," I said, "that's feedback!" We all laughed.
Jim kept working on Jan and I moved over to June who had been studying the process and went to work on her. I found her G-spot and she gave me some great oral feedback, sharing with all of us how good it felt and exactly where I was in her cunt. I had Jim come over and find June's spot on his own. Both women were panting.
"Jim," I went on, "to continue our lesson, you combine all of your actions as things heat up, paying more and more attention to G-spot and clitoris, but not leaving out attention to the rest of your lover's mind, body and spirit." I reached up and carefully massaged June's lips, then her neck sliding my hand across her breasts and nipples, then across her stomach. I rubbed my hard on across her lower legs. I then resumed my attention to her pussy area.
"Of course," I said, "sooner or later your lover will climax. When that happens don't necessarily stop your attention to her pussy. She will let you know whether and how to continue by what she says or how she acts or both."
With that I again went down on June. I put my all into loving her, feeling her mood and moving where I was reading she wanted me to be. June started to pull my head into her crotch seeking greater friction and loving of her clit. I did not fail her. I also increased my fingering of her cunt and G-spot.
In another minute my efforts to please June were rewarded with her first orgasm of the night. She pulled my head into her hard, reached in and clutched my fingers deep within her, and locked my head between her legs. She arched her back and started a series of loud love words and expletives that affirmed her desire and love for me. "Oh, oh fuck, Ohhhh fuck. Oh I love you. Oh I'll always love you. Don't you ever stop doing this to me! Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh shit I'm cuming."
Jim was watching with amazement when I came up for air. "Try it," I said. Jan looked like the most willing partner on the planet.
Jim started to duplicate what he had seen me do to June. He also rose up and one point and deeply French kissed Jan and then worked his lips and tongue down her body in a very sensuous move. I was impressed with his technique.
Jim then assaulted her pussy. Jan responded well to his approach, pulling his head into her cunt and vocally encouraging use of his fingers and tongue. He started to thrust multiple fingers into her and she started thrashing around on the sofa. Suddenly, Jan said, "Oh shit, I'm cuming. Oh dear, oh you dear man, keep that up, keep that up, keep that up. More. Just a little more. Oh more. Oh wow!" She then arched her back, held her breath, and yanked his head into her nether region. Her legs flew up and she squeezed tight around Jim's head as she climaxed.
When Jim was released so he could breathe and hear again, he had a smile on his face. Jan said, "You, my lover, are a quick learner!" June reached across and pulled Jim to his feet and back to her part of the sofa. Jim went willingly. I settled next to Jan again.
Jan came over me and started to minister to my hard on; in less than a minute it was a long tube of steel but I let her continue for a while longer before I pulled her over me. Jan rose and then slowly sank onto my cock. I silently entered her well-lubricated pussy, sliding almost to full depth on the initial penetration. She was really losing any trace of her virginity.
Jan and I started a slow rocking and thrusting dance aimed to please each other. I was able to lick, tongue and suck on her breasts as she arched over me.
We watched Jim and June watching us. June was on the floor in front of Jim, occasionally sucking his penis into her mouth in one of her very pleasing and sensual blowjobs. Jim had a smile from one ear to the other.
Finally, June rose and straddled Jim, only a few feet away from Jan and me. We started a synchronized rhythm as we fucked; each couple making in and out strokes at the same frequency as their nearby lovers. Jan reached out to June and the two of them held hands at one point as we drove into their bodies. No one seemed to be in a rush.
After a while, Jan asked all of us, "What would happen now if I said 'Switch'?" June immediately dismounted Jim and pulled Jan off me. In seconds June had impaled herself on my hard cock and Jan was slowly slithering her cunt down Jim's organ. Our rhythms again synchronized. This time I felt some desire to cum and so I said, "Let's pick up the pace a bit." We all did.
A minute or two later I announced in a loving whisper to June that I was near cuming. She said, "I'll take it all. Give me all your cum deep inside me. I want your juice and I'm going to give you mine." She kept telling me what she wanted and in a few more seconds I felt the walls of her cunt start to flex and milk my cock. She also started her hip rotations that said, "Cum to me." I did.
I exploded into her body with an unusually large dose of liquid, no doubt stimulated by the foursome in the room and the lesson I'd been giving. Spurt after spurt surged into her. She was an expert and came with me, or perhaps I came with her. I didn't care. Our peaks hit together and we were vocal about the pleasures our loving was bringing to us.
June fell onto my body and we showered each other with kisses and loving words, not to the exclusion of the others but to the celebration of our happiness and love and oneness with the universe. We then turned to watch Jim and Jan.
The two of them had watched us but returned so their focus was on each other. Jan rode Jim high, reaching down and rubbing her clit as she bounced atop his masculine frame. Jim would frequently lean into her breasts and roughly suck and fondle one or the other of her breasts. She pulled one of her generous breasts to her mouth and sucked on the nipple while looking at Jim and baiting him with her erotic gesture.
Their speed passed that of light and both entered the twilight zone of pleasure. Their breathing paused, bodies arched thrusting pelvic area against pelvic area for maximum penetration, and their orgasms arrived in glorious splendor. Both were amazingly silent during their climaxes; there were no pronouncements or swearing, only the purrs and heavy breathing of the moment.
We all remained silent and coupled together on the sofa for many minutes. Our only motion was to inflict kisses, hugs and loving caresses on our partners. We were all apparently becoming experts at this.
While remaining coupled to Jim, Jan amazingly produced towels for all of us. She had apparently stored a supply in the sofa side table. We pulled them close but remained joined and continued our expression of love. I became more vocal in telling June that she was the expression of love in the universe and how much pleasure she brought each of us. I'm sure she was blushing. I reached out and smoothed Jan too as she leaned over Jim's body. Jim was expressing affection too.
Eventually nature took its course and I shrunk so much that I finally flopped out of June's body. We used the towel to collect our excesses. June had gushed again in her climax and I was well bathed in her juices. Jim and Jan watched us uncouple.
"Jim," I said, "to continue your lesson in pussy licking I want you to know that there is an after the fact pleasure that not everyone cares for. Some call it tasting a 'cream pie' but I chose to call it sampling the nectar of our passion and love with one another."
With that said, I maneuvered June into a receptive position on the sofa with her knees bent back so that I had maximum availability of her pussy. I went down on her, licking and sucking our combined juices from her pussy. As we had done many times before, when I had a good sample I rose and shared them with her. She purred and we both enjoyed the musky taste and the psychological sharing of our love again.
Jim was speechless. He stuttered, "I ... I don't know if I could do that." Before he barely had the words out of his mouth, June shifted and went down on Jan, sucking the juices from her union with Jim a few minutes earlier into her mouth. She then rose and pulled Jim's mouth to hers and injected the mix into him. She held his head, kissing him in the process of the sharing. Finally, she parted and said, "See, it's not so bad."
Jim still looked dubious, but nodded. I had about given up on him when he suddenly dove into Jan's available pussy and repeated the act I had done to June only a minute or two earlier. In seconds he rose and then went to Jan and shared their fluids. Jan was more than receptive; she was excited by the act and willingly extracted the fluids from Jim's mouth. He appeared surprised. Jan said, "More!" so Jim went back and repeated the process.
June came back so I could again eat her and enjoy our fluid mix. Soon, she started to jerk and writhe. I pointed out the effect it was having to Jim and he duplicated the effect on Jan. Both women clutched each other's hands, occasionally reaching and touching breasts or clits to help the action in the room.
Soon, even though nothing was said, the two women had simultaneous orgasms. I again thought of how woman pleasing woman, with the slight aid of two men, had again triumphed in ways that the men could not do alone. The women hugged and nestled into each other as Jim and I watched their post coital tenderness.
Jan suggested we go up to her king-size bed, so we did. She was right, it was much more comfortable. Jan lit more candles.
Before was all got situated again, I said, "Switch!" June went to Jim and I pulled Jan into my arms. We all kissed and hugged and started petting again. Jim had more resilience than I did and in not too many minutes he rose above June and slowly penetrated her body. The two of them made beautiful love next to us for the next fifteen minutes while Jan and I watched, kissed and fondled one another.



Finally, both Jim and June announced their orgasms and then had their climaxes in a predictable sequence of physical moves and audible expressions. As they floated down from their near brush with heaven, the two remained joined and sheepishly looked over at Jan and I. I was again hard and felt it was now our time to love, so I pulled Jan beside me and entered her pussy.
I pistoned in and out of her body for a few minutes and then we both climaxed. We cuddled together. Jan blew out the candle on her nightstand signaling it was sleep time. We all napped. Sometime in the middle of the night Jim whispered apologies and said he had to go back to the hotel. We bid him goodnight from our supine position as he and June, still nude, went downstairs.
Many minutes later we heard the front door close and June reappeared. She spooned up against me and we all finally went into our dreamlands. My final thought, "Hum, foursome, pretty good!"
To be continued in Part 4
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Trish announced that she could come down a couple of days before the Labor Day weekend started and didn't have to go back until Tuesday rather than Labor Day. At dinner we talked about what to do and whether Jim could stay over the weekend. He said he wouldn't miss any time with his new family especially over a holiday.
Jan had a twinkle in her eye and I could see a plan start to hatch about the following week and weekend. I noted that surreptitiously she involved June and Jim. I had no idea what she was planning but trusted her.
When I went home at the end of that week Trish was excited about the coming week and vacation. Our daughters had been planning on being away with their friends' families anyway so we didn't even have to make arrangements for them. We had our own loving and caring weekend as I brought Trish up to speed on Jim and the new foursome. Trish was intrigued that the group has expanded so easily. "They're choosing well," she said; "I hope they like me, after all I am more part of the core group than they are." I soothed her by telling her she was first in my book any day.
I was back at Alperion on Monday morning; Trish was due down Wednesday afternoon. She said she'd bring her laptop and briefcase and she could work at the Hilton while I finished out the week; we would 'socialize' in the evenings. The plan was to hang around and enjoy each other over the long weekend and Trish would fly back Tuesday morning so she could catch up with her job and career.
I picked up Trish at six o'clock Wednesday as planned. We drove the twenty miles to Jan's house to meet the others and have a communal dinner. I'd bought another case of wine so my credit for a dinner gift was still good, especially since I hadn't had a chance to leave work early and pick up more of a house gift for Jan.
Jan opened the door dressed in some sexy but chic casual clothes. I could tell right away she was not wearing a bra. She gave me a peck on the cheek and then gave Trish a really big hug and kiss. Trish returned her gesture as though they had been lifelong friends, no more than that, intimate friends. There was a brief conversation thanking Trish for sharing me so willingly with her and June, and also for coming to join in the extended family, southern branch.
June came around the corner and also embraced Trish with a full-body contact hug that Trish returned; the kiss was especially intimate and beyond the pecks that women usually give each other. I wondered what was going on. They'd never met but the affection between Jan, June and Trish was evident. I wasn't even sure if Trish was inclined to participate in any kind of bisexual activities like Jan and June recently started. I knew enough about her to know that she'd watch a lot, but participate -- well that was an open question.
We all migrated into the kitchen and wine was opened and served. Jim was there wearing an apron and helping prepare dinner. He broke off and embraced Trish giving her a meaningful kiss that went on much longer than an "I just met you" kind of kiss. Now I really was mystified. I figured I learn about any subterfuge in short order.
Our conversation was animated and loving; it was clear that everyone in the room admired and respected everyone else; the usual 'who are you' types of questions seemed to be missing in so far as Trish was concerned. Everyone just seemed to know her and be picking up with an old friend. We migrated to the dining room and ate the delicious dinner my cohorts had prepared. My mind continued to race, wondering where the evening would go and how it would end up. I'm not sure I was paying good attention to the banter."
After dinner the five of us went into the living room. Jan suggested liqueurs so I fetched the small demitasse glasses and bottles of the various cognacs she had. I placed the tray with the offerings on the coffee table. Jim came over to help.
Since Trish was our newest guest and my role was somewhere between guest and host, I asked her what she'd like. Predictably she chose the Grand Marnier. I poured and started to hand it to her, but Jim took the glass, took a sip and then bent over Trish and pressed his lips to hers. She opened to receive his tongue and then his injection of the warm liquid. I think my jaw dropped open; this was my trick.
I stood and watched the interchange with amazement and almost pride; I really knew that something was afoot that I was not privy to. Trish pulled Jim down beside her and the two of them kissed without the benefit of the cognac. I glanced at Jan and June who were almost laughing at my reaction.
"OK. OK," I said. "What's going on? Was something arranged that I don't know about?"
"Why, whatever gave you that idea," Trish said with her hand on Jim's leg in an open gesture of familiarity. I was being had!
"Well, everyone seems to know Trish much better than I though they did. I don't know how: the welcomes, conversation and all. I think something is going on!" I said in a loud falsetto voice. Everyone laughed.
Jan looked at me and said, "You didn't think we'd start from scratch with a new friend and not do our homework did you?"
June jumped in, "You'd told us so much about Trish that we felt we knew her. Jim had met her at your company's Christmas party but that was nine months ago and he can't remember anything!" She shot him an admonishing glance. He grinned sheepishly over his inadvertent misdeeds.
"So we called her," Jan said. "I wanted to invite her to come and stay with me," then she corrected herself, "with us. We want her to feel welcome and loved, and that we will care for her feelings and will respect her wishes about what we do and don't do on this weekend."
Trish said, "They gave me lots of chances to take an out, but they're all so nice. We've talked for hours on the telephone for the past two weeks and really, really gotten to know each other, quite intimately I might add."
Jim jumped in, "Trish is the first married woman," he paused, "No, the first woman I've ever had the kind of deep discussions about relationships and sex with. I thought I knew a lot but I've been taught a few things over the past couple of weeks. She said you wouldn't mind when you found out."
June went over and sat beside Trish. "We had a close and intimate friend and lover for over two weeks that we just haven't met in person until tonight. Of course we're going to hug and kiss, and of course we're going to pick up where we left off talking earlier today."
Trish said, "Besides, I like getting my cognac served orally. We've sort of gotten out of the habit and we should restart. I think it's sexy and stimulating as all hell." She leaned over and kissed Jim solidly on the lips. I didn't respond to the taunt.
I said, "I know we've talked a lot about what the four of us have done and the types of relationships we've built, but we really didn't talk the details of how you'd want to fit into it. You said you wanted to be part of all of us as soon as you could, but that statement leaves a lot of wiggle room. I, and I suspect all of us, didn't want to rush you; at least, that's what I thought everyone was thinking." I glanced around the room.
"Oh, you worry too much," Trish said. "You should know that I initiated some of the calls. I want all of us to feel comfortable with each other tonight and over the weekend."
Trish turned to Jan and held out a hand, "And, what have you planned for us this weekend my dear friend." Jan took Trish's hand in hers and looked across all of us and announced, "We are going to the Pocono's tomorrow after work for a romantic weekend for five!" We all cheered.
Jan had brochures for all of us from the Walnut Lake Lodge. We had a cottage all to ourselves that came with four bedrooms, two with king-sized beds, an inviting fireplace, nature walks and hikes, a spa, a sauna, an outdoor shower, a dozen different restaurants nearby and dozens of other recreational events -- in case we couldn't think of anything to do ourselves. "We come back here Monday evening," Jan said, "that way we're near the airport for Trish's Tuesday morning flight."
I looked at Trish with a big smile, "Did you know about this?" She nodded in the affirmative. Jim appeared in the dark as much as I was, however I could tell he was enthusiastic about the idea. The group launched into a ten minute frenzied discussion about dress, clothes, travel arrangements, and all.
"Now," Jan said, "it is time to welcome our friend and lover Trish to our midst." She dimmed the lights leaving only the candles she'd lit illuminating the room.
Trish smiled at me, stood and came to me and we hugged and kissed while our friends watched. I said, "Thank you for coming and sharing yourself with us and letting us share ourselves with you. We share all the time, but this is special and different and nice." I kissed her deeply and ran my hand up and down her backside pulling her into me.
"Yes it is," Trish said. She extended an arm and pulled Jan, who was still standing, into us. Trish and I took turns kissing Jan and telling her that we loved her. My heart was doing flip-flops of joy at the warmth and love in the room.
Jim and June were cuddled together on the sofa, French kissing but with very open mouths. I could see some more liqueurs being served by my trademark delivery process between the couple. June's blouse was unbuttoned to her waist.
I kissed Trish and then tentatively held the top button in my fingers and looked her in the eye. She still held me in one arm and Jan in the other. She nodded and whispered, "Take it off. It's time for us to love each other." With that, she kissed Jan tenderly on the lips.
Jan, Trish and I stood and slowly stripped one another. Occasionally we would look at June and Jim on the sofa who were keeping pace with our loss of clothing. Soon five nude bodies populated the room.
I commented, "We have three beautiful women and two well-toned guys here. I wonder what will happen next." My comment about the women was not a gratuitous one. Each woman was in her own right stunning, a head turner.
Trish was in her mid thirties and had a figure that most women would die for as well as the facial features and dark hair to go with it. While not overly busty, she was well endowed. Her body was trim and toned from exercise and attention to diet and fitness.
Jan also had a curvy and womanly figure, with a generous helping of breasts with large, full areolas. Jan's face was angelic; if I'd been in a bad accident and opened my eyes and she was there I'd figure I'd died and this was the first angel I was meeting. Jan was a natural ash blond and had long, sensuous legs that seemed to go on forever; they were well toned as was her buttocks from her running program.
June, the youngest, was a brunette with the body of a pin-up: full robust breasts with an up tilt towards heaven, slim hips that showed the angles and curves of a sexual being, and, like Jan, long, lithe, shapely legs.
Jim was an Adonis. I don't know how he kept in shape, but his mid section hinted at strong and visible abdominal muscles. He had an olive complexion and was square-jawed, a fact coupled with his physique that made most women swoon in his direction. His natural modesty kept him from ever noticing. His haunches were trim and dimpled I'd noticed; he was not overly hirsute. I noticed that he had shaved his pubic area to keep in synchronization with Jan and June.
I'm a typical late thirties guy struggling to keep in shape by watching my diet and doing exercise when I can fit it in. I'm was a bit of a nerd and clown growing up, but those liabilities turned to assets as I aged and got into the technical disciplines and marketing and sales. I get enough feedback from women to have learned that I'm desirable, but I still don't believe it.
June and Jim came over and joined Trish, Jan and I as we stood. We passed kisses around the circle and enjoyed feeling and smoothing each other's bodies. Jan finally said, "Come upstairs. We'll all be more comfortable up there." The five of us scampered up the stairs with a sense of glee; Trish held my hand.
Jan pulled Trish and me to her on her big bed. Jim and June immediately joined next to us and started kissing and making oral love to one another. Jan pushed me to Trish, but instead of going up I went down to her naked pussy and started to romance her. I applied all the techniques that I had taught Jim the week before and soon she was writhing and twisting in response.
Jan and Trish were paying attention to each other with equal fondness. Trish looked down at me as I was thrusting my tongue into her and said, "I didn't know I could be bisexual until today; I wasn't sure." She panted and then went on, "Oh. I understood it in theory. June, Jan and I had talked about it and they'd shared with me how they'd started with each other, and you, by really doing it. Wow." She panted some more and kissed Jan. "This is very, very nice."
Trish reached out and stroked June's nearest breast, pulling on the nipple until it became erect. Jim bent down from his missionary thrusts into June and kissed Trish's hand and then joined in sucking on one of June's nipples. He then leaned across the narrow gap and kissed Trish while still impaled within June. How erotic.
Jan sucked and pulled on Trish's breasts and nipples raising them to an excited state. I was now thrusting fingers and tongue into Trish and attending to her G-spot periodically. Jan then nudged me out of the way and went down on Trish. There was nothing tentative about the move or her willingness to administer to her, nor Trish's willingness to receive the attention. The two women loved. I moved up and kissed and licked Trish. Now I was the one sucking on her breasts and nipples.
Trish said, "I was told you four had a new game as of last week. Sometimes, someone says 'Switch!' and interesting things happen."
We all looked at Trish to be sure she was serious and not just seeking explanation, but her request appeared genuine. I shifted to June as Jim came over to Trish. Jan joined June and me; at least that seemed like a good distribution of talent.
I watched with fascination as Jim went down on Trish, tongue extended so he could taste her womanly juices. She was running her fingers through his hair and thrusting her pussy into his mouth.
I asked June what she wanted. She kissed me and said, "Penetration!" I complied and thrust my cock into her willing pussy.
"Fast or slow," I asked June.
"Slow and deep," she replied. She pulled Jan to her and they kissed deeply. I watched as the two of them maneuvered so that June could finger Jan's cunt and they could take turns sucking on each other's breasts. Arms and heads are so compliant when the motivation is there.
I heard Trish say to Jim, "Come up. Come into me. I want your cock in me." I watched as Jim rose over Trish and inserted his very erect and shining penis into Trish's vagina. Trish immediately locked her legs behind Jim and pulled him deep into her body. They started thrusting into each other.
I think we were all watching Trish to see her reaction to our foursome, now a fivesome. I had seen Trish with another guy before so this was not a first, but with so much company on hand, including being anchored in another woman, now that was novel.
Trish was really turned on, more than our normal love making. She became more and more physical with Jim, urging him into her and calling for his semen to coat her insides. Jim rose on his hands to leverage his thrusts into her body. Soon they were coated with the sheen of lovers, and then the urgings became more implorative to immediate action.
We then heard Jim announce through a clenched jaw, "I'm very near."
Trish responded with a "Me too; cum in me; cum in me now," in a shuddery voice. She used her legs to yank him deep into her as they exploded. Jim groaned, arched his back and made a final lunge pushing his pubic area into her groin.
Trish kept going, "Oh. Oh. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck," and running her hands all over Jim's back and body, holding him to her.
As the two of them floated down from their highs, Jim collapsed atop Trish smothering her with kisses. The two of them then looked over at the three of us as we watched them; they both grinned sheepishly. Trish said, "That was nice. Very nice." Jim kissed her and said, "She's the master of understatement." Trish and I made hand contact and squeezed each other lovingly.
I had been slowly thrusting my penis in and out of June while she fingered Jan's pussy. I looked at both women with a "what now?" look. Jan said, "Cum in June. I want the licks." I said, "Woman on top," and rolled and rotated so that June suddenly came out on top without our breaking our coupling. She was facing me.
I bent up and joined Jan in sucking on June's breasts. Her nipples were rigid, almost painfully so, but she was responding so well to the stimulation. Jan leaned in a sucked on my nipples; I went into low orbit.
Jan then pushed me into more of an upright position as I thrust into June. I wasn't sure what she was going to do until she put her head down to where my prick and June's cunt met; she started to tongue our union, licking June's clit. I could occasionally feel her tongue run along the side of my cock as I thrust into June. I reached over and started to finger Jan, putting a couple and then three fingers into her pussy.
Jim and Trish remained coupled; they had now become voyeurs watching their three colleagues love one another.
June was closer than I realized. I started to feel her muscles clench my cock and knew that her orgasm was imminent. I looked at her and she nodded. I sped up and increased the length of my stroke as best I could since she was on top. She realized the message I was sending and started to extend her range of motion as she neared climax. Jan backed away for the moment and also watched.
Then June came. Her manta started, "Oh dear God. Oh dear God. Oh this man gives me so much pleasure and happiness. Oh wow! Of fuck! Ohhhhhhhh!" Then she came in classic June fashion, including flooding the area with her girl juice. Jan thrust a washcloth into our groins to help soak up some of the juice. June collapsed atop me, rubbing her breasts and nipples against my chest as she lowered herself.
I held her tight and kissed her as her breathing and heart rate returned to normal.
Jan looked at me and asked, "Did you cum?" I shook my head No. She then said with a big grin, "Well get your cock busy!" and with that she pulled June off me and replaced her atop my prone body. June collapsed beside us and between us and Trish and Jim; she was holding the washcloth to her pussy.
Both Jim and Trish reached out and pulled June to their union, kissing her when she hitched herself within range. They stroked and smoothed her body with tender loving gestures. June was still in post coital bliss and they helped maintain her warm feelings.
Jan rode me and I thrust into her. I had a mission: cum deep inside her. I did about three minutes and many deep thrusts into her body then we came together; I could feel her cuntal muscles spasm and that triggered my orgasm that in turn probably triggered more spasms and her orgasm. We did and said all of the conventional things we'd learned to say at such a time. I went to that place in heaven where I go when that wave of pleasure washes over my body. I knew Jan was there too.



As we became more conscious again, Jan lowered her body and stroked my chest with her tits. Trish said, "Spell out 'I love you' with your nipples on his chest." I caressed Trish's hand while Jan was doing the writing.
Eventually, Trish and I left for the Hilton. Jim, Jan and June appeared ready for another round. I told them we'd see them tomorrow ready to go to the Pocono's; the three of them were all snuggled in the bed together. We kissed them all goodnight.
Trish and I made tender love with each other after we got to the room. I ate her out and found the aroma and taste of her juices and Jim's an intriguing potion. We shared it. We also shared our orgasms and the visual stimulation of each other's bodies as we petted and stroked each other in our sexual bliss.
"Are you OK with all this," I asked.
Trish answered, "I love you, I love Jan, I love June, I love Jim. You should know me well enough by now to know that I'd protest or make my feelings felt if they were negative about any of this."
I offered, "Society says this is getting pretty far from normal, acceptable behavior."
"And what does society offer instead," Trish said, "divorces, wife beating and worse, bitterness, unhappiness, lawyers, police, families split apart, kids scarred for life, acrimony. Who needs it? If people would just say 'Let's love one another' in the here and now, think how much of all this would go away. It's not a matter of tolerance or forgiveness or guilt; it's a matter of love and acceptance and thanks."
We kissed. She snuggled into me and we went to sleep.
I snuck out of the room the next morning and went to work, grabbing a bagel and coffee in the Alperion Eatery. I left a note for Trish that I'd pick her up about two o'clock.
By five o'clock, the five of us were sipping wine sitting in a hot tub on the deck of a beautiful cottage in the Pennsylvania woods. The sun was out, the weather was warm, and we were all naked -- a fact that was working wonders on a submerged part of my anatomy.
The cottage we'd rented was spectacular. Besides the hot tub there were four bedrooms, two of which had king-sized beds. The living room and kitchen/family room opened onto the deck that among other things had an eight-person hot tub and an outdoor shower. There was a sauna below us in the basement and an exercise room with enough weights and workout equipment to please even the most ardent enthusiast. I was intimidated by all the equipment and what it might do to my lithe form.
In the hot tub Trish and June were snuggled up against me while Jan was tight against Jim. We'd used the drive up to decompress, take naps and zone out as Trish called it. After a survey of the cottage we all decided that the best course of action to complete our transition from work to holiday was time in the tub. I was all for anything that involved nudity and my favorite women.
After a while I felt all the little pores of my skin turning to mush. My fingers were developing those little rippled ridges on them that said I'd been in the water too long. I feared to look at my other appendage for fear that it too had unsightly ripples on it. I moved up and sat on the edge of the tub.
June moved in front of me and I started to massage her neck and temples as we talked. Occasionally one of us would extend their bodies and float across almost the entire width of the hot tub, tantalizing us all with the view of breasts or flashes of areas usually hidden from view. When Jim did float a small periscope rose out of the water; this provoked a comment and laugh from the rest of us. Jim blushed.
After a while June came up and sat next to me. Trish moved in front of her and June started to massage her neck and head, making occasional forays across her breasts. Trish had one of her smiles of great contentment on her face as she just absorbed the entire weekend experience. I was content if she was content.
Jim took the hint and started to massage Jan after he moved up to the edge of the tub. Jan was devilish and occasionally rubbed her head deep into Jim's crotch. He apparently didn't mind.
I asked if anyone was at all interested in a run. I was feeling refreshed but not ready to give up on the possibility of exercise for the day. My colleagues all groaned, but one by one they all emptied out of the tub and dried off. Ten minutes later all five of us went for a forty-five minute run and then we spent thirty minutes in the basement gym trying out all of the equipment. After that we stripped and used the outdoor shower and went back into the hot tub, this time as a salve for sore muscles.
After we'd fully restored ourselves the hunger bug struck our group. Suddenly we couldn't get out of the hot tub fast enough to find a nearby restaurant. Jim and I were in slacks and golf shirts, a change process that took only a few minutes to execute.
The women, however, spent almost an hour fussing over what they'd wear, make up and lots of little fine points to each other's appearance. I was bemused by their behavior. I knew each of them was fully capable of forgetting all those niceties and going very casual; this time there was some bonding going on as well as mutual sharing and love. The tone of their voices and how they touched each other was the give away; it gave away love, respect, caring, sharing and a desire to be together.
While we waited, Jim and I had another glass of wine out on the deck, putting our feet up on the railing and looking off into the woodlands that surrounded the cottage. I was smiling.
Jim asked, "You really like this don't you? The women and all I mean."
I said, "What do you mean? The group? Us? The sex?"
He said, "The sex, I guess. But I know you'll tell me there's a lot more. Right?"
"Right!" I said. "The sex is wonderful and is important to me. What's more important is that the five of us are forging a unique relationship based on unconditional love and caring for one another. I've watched us extend that caring and the new attitudes we've built within ourselves to others we work and interact with too."
"What about shared values? Jim asked.
I ventured, "Our group relationship wouldn't have gotten this far if a lot of the values we have weren't pretty close to each other. For instance, we're optimistic and secure in whom we are. We treat other people with respect. We trust. We treat our bodies well, exercise and diet and all. But maybe that's too superficial; let me shift perspective."
"We all believe in equality on so many levels. Things that matter to a lot of people don't matter to us: convention, age, gender, race, economic status, and even number of close friends." I chuckled, "We know we aren't locked into the paradigms about how traditional relationships work. Actually, they don't work a lot of the time. We talked a week or two ago about how most people's ideas about commitment and restrictions in a relationship don't work. I think we all know that."
I went on, "We're nonconformists in many ways. We are willing to try something in someway that no one has ever done before. With so many relationships failing I think we each asked why we shouldn't try something completely different, like what the five of are doing. Trish and I went through this over a decade ago when we hit a rough patch; we decided we needed to do something very different."
"We each have a spiritual side; we're not religious but spiritual. I don't think any of us believes in sin; we do believe in being personally responsible for our actions. We understand action and reaction and how it applies in our lives."
Jim nodded so I went on, "We are willing to communicate even on topics that others avoid and that are risky; we are willing to get out of our comfort zones. I learn more when I leave my comfort zone than all the effort I put in when I'm in it."
"We are willing to give our love to someone without any type of guarantee that it'll be returned. And, surprise upon surprise, it always gets returned multiplied many times!"
Jim soaked up the philosophy and was silent for a bit. We sipped our wine. He wanted to talk more but the women came out and joined us. They were stunning. I stood in awe as three of the most beautiful creatures I had ever seen sauntered out the porch door and kissed each of us. Oh, if I were die in the next second my soul would forever carry the splendor of that moment, the happiness I felt and the joy in my heart.
I put my arms around Jan and Trish, and said, "Let's go!" We all strolled out to the car, arm in arm.
Dinner was at a nearby upscale restaurant. The place came to a stand still as the five of us walked in. It wasn't Jim or me; it was the three women. A murmur rose with comments like "Look at how pretty those women are," "I wish I could dress like that," and "Wow, look at those beautiful women -- are they movie stars?" Even the maitre d', who seemed unflappable, stumbled over his greeting and seating routine. After we sat, the drone of the room returned, but heads still turned and gestured in our direction.
We were a joyous bunch, full of laughter and humor. Our subjects ran all over the place. We were mutually affectionate. Anyone watching our table would have had trouble trying to match us to one another in couples. For a while, Jan and I were close, then I was close to Trish, then June; Jim had the same experience; then two of the women; we were a five-some. We held hands and made intimate contact with each other as we talked. There were occasional kisses and sensuous gestures.
After dinner we went back to the cottage and unanimously decided that we wanted to fill the king-sized beds. There was an awkward moment deciding who would go with whom. I suggested that Jim take one bedroom and I take the other, and that we then take little bits of paper and the women would draw to see what the initial arrangements would be. They liked that idea. It also made me aware that this was the first time we weren't all trying to be together when we had sex. I called that to my friends' attention and they shrugged. Not a big deal I guess.
I drew June; Jim ended up with Trish and Jan. I would have loved any arrangement at all.
June and I made sweet love with one another. She came over me and we romanced and kissed with all the tenderness and caring we could shower on one another. We hadn't had an opportunity to be alone with each other before, so this was a pleasing event full of passion and love.
Trish and Jan turned Jim every which way but loose. We'd left the doors open to the bedrooms; June and I could hear the moans and laughter from the other bedroom. The moans were mostly Jim's. Eventually I could hear Trish's climax echo through the upstairs as June and I cuddled in post coital bliss. A few minutes later I heard Jan's language spice up the evening as she swore herself into an orgasm. Jim must have cum too. Everything got very quiet after that. We all fell asleep with the people we loved close by.
I awoke early the next morning and carefully got out of bed so I wouldn't wake June. I went downstairs without putting any clothes on; to hell with convention I thought. I fixed some coffee then went out on the deck.
The woods were so peaceful and tranquil I sat and started a meditation session, something I hadn't done in a couple of months. I became very at one with my self and the Universe in the twenty minutes before I resurfaced.
I had just returned to my normal world when Jan shuffled out on the deck, also nude. She came over to me and sat in my lap and cuddled into me seeking morning hugs and tenderness. She closed her eyes again and just let me hug her. We stayed that way for what seemed a long time; not a word was spoken, our body language said it all. I loved her and she loved me.
Trish was the next to appear. She also shuffled out to the deck with sleep still within her and came over to the patio couch Jan and I were on. She sat down next to me and put her head on my other shoulder, closed her eyes and went into a quasi-slumber. I now had my arms around two of the prettiest women in the world.
The windows were open in the bedrooms upstairs. Soon I heard the only two remaining earthlings of our party making love. The unmistakable slap of pubic area to pubic area started to float down to our loving threesome. Occasionally, we would hear a male or female moan or some word of encouragement. Then, the "oh's" and "ah's" of climaxes wafted down, then silence again punctuated the air.
June and Jim appeared in our midst about fifteen minutes later looking very pleased with themselves. I commented on their stamina and fortitude so early in the morning. I offered coffee to my assembled throng.
Jan and Trish untangled themselves from my shoulders and lap and decided to really be awake and participating in the day. They both simultaneously kissed me, with tongue, thanking me for being such a nice pillow and intermediate step between sleep and the reality of day.
I suggested a morning run in keeping with our apparent pledge to honor mind, spirit and body; everyone else groaned, but headed off to put on running gear. We all went on a hilly run that got our blood pumping and injected quite a few natural chemicals into our blood streams.
Upon arrival back at the cottage, we pooled our energy and made a communal breakfast from some groceries we had brought. Clean up was equally fast and soon we were all sitting with second cups of coffee out on the deck.
I expected a discussion about how to spend the rest of the day with some facetious comments from those not posing the question. Instead, Jim caught my eye and asked, "We left off yesterday in our discussion of relationships and values. I still want to hear you talk about those things in more detail, particularly with Trish here to give the feminine side of things."
I looked at Trish and she nodded to me to start. "Well, let's consider the case for change from the way things normally happen in the world," I started. "Most of us are taught from an early age that we need to be in a monogamous relationship with a member of the opposite sex; that is fulfillment and completeness. We spend our teenage and early twenties trying to achieve that, we get it, and then find it's inadequate in many ways."
"First off, we have interests and pleasures that our monogamous mate doesn't share. Eventually we learn another rule of society and that is we can explore our other interests but only with someone of the same sex. For instance, if I am interested in golf, I can play golf with Jim but not Jan. The reason has to do with the apparent threat we may be to each other's monogamous relationship. If we break it up we might form another one. But the issue doesn't stop there, it keeps going through all the little and large things we are interested in or want to try, until finally one realizes that the only good relationship you can have is with yourself and a larger group of people who each share some interest with you."
"Jealousy is a learned response." I went on, "When Trish found someone she cared a lot about and that shared some interests with her in areas I wasn't interested in," I looked at Trish and nodded, "I had to unlearn my instincts to be jealous or envy her friend and lover. Instead I had to learn to celebrate her happiness and to expand the love I had for her. I eventually changed my thinking and it changed my life -- our lives. I was much more fulfilled even though she was occasionally enjoying herself with her friend. As I started to manifest the feelings of unlimited and unconditional love I found that I was getting back so much more from Trish and from others at the same time."
Trish entered the conversation, "I wasn't getting and knew I'd never get all the emotional support and sharing I needed from my husband. I was perplexed in how to deal with the shortfall: forget about it and live forever unfulfilled, or have an affair and sneak and lie and try to fill those voids? The evidence is damming: divorce rates are high, break ups abound, lots of unhappy people around all talking about marginal relationships, separations, kids torn between parents of broken homes, and on and on. I knew I didn't want any of that, but I wasn't willing to settle for apathy and an unfulfilled life either."
Jan, June and Jim had pulled their chairs closer to us as we talked. I picked up the conversation, "We had a very important discussion over a decade ago about creating a different kind of marriage. We worked to create a relationship that was built on respect for each other, but not exclusivity; one built on trust, but not on faith in a monogamous relationship defined by society; one based on a very high level of communication that talks about feelings rather than hides them; one that realizes you can't possess another person. Trish isn't 'my wife': she's her own person, with thoughts, feelings, and abilities different from me."
Trish jumped in, "So we created an open marriage that was based on unconditional and unlimited love, and predicated on supporting the growth and development of each other in terms of mind, body and spirit."
"Didn't you feel jealous of each other's other relationships," Jim interjected.
"No," I answered. "Once you've changed the paradigm the number of partners you have and what you do isn't the issue. What is the issue is whether you are both sharing and growing, whether you're both supporting the new person you've decided to bring into our circle. We are both secure in our love and try to spread that to the other important people in our lives."
Trish then said, "The fidelity you are implying by your question is not the limited definition prevalent in most marriages, but rather an agreement to support the growth of the new person with the same respect and support you show your partner. Actually you don't need a marriage at all, but you do need the respect. One other thing, not all our 'outside' relationships involve sex; it's nice but not necessary. Sometimes you have to gage the other person you are bringing into your circle; this may not help them grow or discover things about themselves."
June asked, "So how has your relationship changed over time? How is it changing now?"
Trish answered with a nod from me, "We had a few rocky years. I just couldn't fit the traditional wife role and be wife, mother, teacher and mistress depending on the moment. I wanted a career and then I realized I wanted my own friends to fill in the voids from home. I didn't feel that my hubby was inadequate," she patted my arm, "just that neither of us expected him to fulfill those needs. Whenever I talked to him about being my sole source of happiness, he'd panic." We all laughed.
"We talked a lot," she went on, "and with his blessing I included another dynamic guy in my life -- no, in our life, because I shared him through communication and then by inclusion in our family life. John, that was his name, needed us and we needed him; he was with us for three years before he had to move away. We keep it touch but are not as intimate as we were; intimacy needs closeness and frequency of contact. We lost that with John after he moved."
"Compared to the years we'd been married before that," Trish said, "I felt I suddenly had a rocket strapped to my ass. Suddenly all the stagnation and regrets that I'd been having about my life vanished and I started to become alive again. I'd tried to deal with it 'at home' but that hadn't worked; your spouse isn't responsible for you happiness, you are!"
I stepped in, "I actually felt a huge load lifted from my shoulders. I had been put in charge of Trish's happiness and I knew I wasn't doing a good job, but I didn't know what I could do. I tried lots of things. John involved her in a set of different activities, hobbies, emotions and feelings that I couldn't or didn't know how. When their relationship included sex, it was based on loving and caring, not because I was inadequate. We actually shared that part of the relationship in a ménage å trois. Funny, I was never jealous only happy that John was around."



Trish said, "When I heard about the relationships being formed by the four of you down here my only concern was whether the respect, caring and love that we'd talked about were included. As I heard more, I knew that a new circle of love had formed and I wanted to be included. It just took a few weeks for some crises at work to vaporize so I could come and be part of this. I work in an ad agency and so life is usually very hectic and work is never done."
"As for the future," I ventured, "we'll all have to see where this goes. I love you all deeply and don't want to think about an end, but sometimes these things do burn out or change due to outside circumstances."
"I don't want this to end," June announced. She came and kissed Trish and then me.
"Nor I," Jan added. She squeezed my leg and stroked Trish's from her seated position.
"Nor I," Jim said embracing June as she backed into him.
We carried the discussion a little longer and then migrated inside and dressed. We spent mid-day cruising the main tourist routes and going in gift and antique shops. We had lunch at a delightful pub beside a stream. Everywhere we went heads turned to look at the three women. I felt privileged and honored to be one of their escorts; I relished the touch and affectionate glance from each of them. At one point, when I was bored, I pretending I was the body guard for three actresses who were taking a secret holiday; I was still bored.
By four o'clock I was antiqued out and suggested we head for the hot tub and sauna. We did.
The five of us sat in the hot tub with the water churning around us until fingers and toes started to ripple again. I announced I was going to try the sauna on the lower level and wound my way downstairs to the wood enclosed room. I'd turned it on when we'd gotten to the cottage and it was 'just right' when I entered the enclosure. I spread my towel and lay down in the ultra hot room and went into a meditative state.
Several minutes later I heard the door open, however I didn't open my eyes to see whom my companion was. Instead I felt a hand tenderly embrace my flaccid cock and start to massage me to life. I responded well apparently, so a few seconds later I felt a pair of warm lips engage my member, pulling me into a feminine mouth and tonguing my sex. I guessed it was Trish; I knew I was right.
I reached what I call penetration hardness in only a couple of minutes. She gauged the situation correctly as she came over me and straddled my thighs, knees pressing into the towels I had spread to keep the bench from burning my body. She slowly lowered herself onto me, allowing each fraction of an inch to bring her pleasure as she made penetration a process that invoked only a fraction of an inch on each stroke. Finally, our bodies met and I was fully enveloped. I was in heaven.
I caressed her engorged sweat-laden breasts as we started to work towards our orgasms. We were loving; we were fucking; it was all the same. I stroked and sucked which were really moves to spread the sweat more uniformly over her body and to share it with mine. We were both dripping in the dry heat of the room. Trish's body was exuding an unusual amount of womanly lubrication as we fucked; soon my entire pubic area was swimming in our sweat and her juices.
She kept pumping herself up and down over me and I rose and met her every stroke. I was telling her how much I love her and love our relationship and the sense of completeness I have with her. I extolled her virtues as a lover and as a harlot that knew how to please me and have her way with me. She smiled and complimented me on my 'wondrous prick of pleasure' and how it hit all her spots in just the right way.
We knew each other's buttons and chemistry. Soon we both picked up the pace as we headed for orgasm. Sweat was running off our bodies in huge amounts puddling on the concrete floor beneath us. Then our orgasms arrived; they weren't a surprise. I felt Trish's cuntal muscles spasm several times, milking my cock, and that was all I needed to trigger my final response. Our backs arched, we held our breath, we moaned, and I sent spurt after spurt of man cum into her willing pussy. She collapsed atop me with a flurry of kisses. We again professed our love.
By now we were both dying of the heat. We separated our sweaty bodies, collected the towels and left the sauna. We walked up the outside stairway to the deck and headed to the outside shower. No one was one the deck. We took turns lathering each other and enjoying the much cooler water as we rinsed off the sweat and passion, stealing lots of kisses from each other as we washed. I love this woman.
Without drying or dressing, Trish and I then sat snuggled together on the patio sofa. As we became quieter we could hear a ménage å trois taking place in the bedroom above the deck. We looked at each other, smiled and kissed and were jointly glad for the happiness our dear friends were enjoying.
I never get tired of stroking the female body; it's curvy and has dimples and indentations and mounds and different kinds of smoothness everywhere you wander over its landscape. Trish, fortunately, likes to be stroked and finds it endearing, loving and sexy. I spent the next half-hour catching up on the strokes of her body; she was purring a great deal and had very erect nipples when the upstairs trio finally appeared.
They all grinned mischievously at us as they walked by and headed for the communal outdoor shower. Trish and I watched as they gave erotic showers to each other. It turned out to be sexually arousing to watch two people give another person a sensual, soapy shower bath; I started to rise to the occasion; Trish said to save it for later.
While everyone air-dried I got wine and some hors d'oeuvres and we all sat in the evening twilight and enjoyed each other's company. Sometimes we just sat in contemplative silence.
Eventually, hunger struck, we dressed and we repeated the dinner experience of the evening before, complete with heads turning when we were seated in the Mountainside Inn's main dining room. The three women were again goddesses of beauty. The turning heads in the Inn proved to me I was unbiased in my assessment.
When we returned to the cottage after dinner Jan announced that a different plan was afoot for the loving that evening. "The three of us have talked," Jan said, motioning to the two other women, "and what we have decided is that we want to be made love to by two males at the same time. Trish told us earlier that she'd had this pleasure and we got some of the details; June and I want to try it too."
To be continued in Part 5
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When we returned to the cottage after dinner Jan announced that a different plan was afoot for the loving that evening. "The three of us have talked," Jan said, motioning to the two other women, "and what we have decided is that we want to be made love to by two males at the same time. Trish told us earlier that she'd had this pleasure and we got some of the details; June and I want to try it too."
Jim and I looked at one another in silence.
Jan went on, "We drew little pieces of paper again. I'm first, then June, then Trish -- who wants to have the pleasure yet again but with you two gentlemen. So I'll go tonight, June will have a turn tomorrow afternoon and Trish will be pleasured by you tomorrow evening." She looked at us and said, "I presume we've left enough recovery time?"
I laughed and said Jim would pick up the slack. He looked worried.
I asked, "What happens to those not in the ménage å trois?"
"Oh," Jan said, "They will be having a lesbian love affair close by or in the same room if you request it. For three women that had never had such an encounter before six weeks ago, we seem to be getting along very well and liking it." She smiled at her cohorts.
I said to Trish, "You OK with this?"
"Oh, I'm better than OK," she said as she reached over and took June's hand and brought it to her mouth and kissed it with a wicked smile. June looked pleased too.
I walked across the room to Jan and took her hand as I gestured to Jim, "Miss, this gentleman and I would like to fuck the living daylights out of you this evening. Are you available?"
"Why yes, I just happen to be free -- right now!" Jan said as she grabbed Jim's and my hands and pulled us towards the staircase. I gave my helpless look over my shoulder to Trish and June who laughed.
Jim and I allowed Jan to pull us into the middle of the first bedroom and then we took turns giving her deep soul kisses. I moved in front of Jan and slowly started to unbutton her blouse, kissing each little square inch of skin as it was revealed. Jim stood behind Jan pushing his hips into her and holding her breasts. As the blouse became fully unbuttoned he slowly removed it from her shoulders and arms, also kissing the exposed skin.
Jim gently unsnapped her thin brassiere from the back allowing the straps to slide down her arms. Jan watched as the straps slipped down her arms with a look of awe. I used my mouth and tongue to help pull the lacy bra forward and down her arms. Jim gently reached in a stroked her naked breasts. Jan put her head back and allowed Jim to kiss her from the side as he stroked her nipples to hardness.
Jan was wearing a mini skirt that accentuated her fine legs as well as three-inch heels. I whispered that I wanted her to keep the heels on while we made love; we'd done this before, it was a turn on for me. I undid the decorative belt to the skirt and found the short zipper on the side and undid it. I used both hands to help the skirt slither down over her hips and legs, and then helped her step out of it.
She was now standing almost nude before Jim and I -- two very masculine males who were developing a single focus for the remainder of the evening; our goal was to make Jan cum countless times and to pleasure her in everyway we could think of. Jan reached down and pushed her thong down her legs and with a little shiver stepped out of it. She reached forward to the buttons on my shirt, and then helped me pull it over my head.
She turned around and undid Jim's golf shirt and pulled it off of him. I shifted behind her and kissed her neck and pulled her head back in a passionate gesture so I could kiss her lips. I saw Trish and June standing in the doorway watching as we stripped each other; June was cradling Trish in a loving stance; both looked like content voyeurs.
Jan undid Jim's belt and unbuttoned his slacks, pushing them down his legs. As the bulge in his pants became evident, she squatted and pulled his hips to her mouth, locking her mouth on the tented material and blowing hot air. Jim stepped out of his slacks and shoes.
She turned to me and repeated the process. As my pants slid away down my legs I felt her mouth press against my penis and then a flow of hot air through my briefs. I responded with a surge of blood to my cock and my bulge grew dramatically in only seconds. I finished stripping.
Now the three of us stood nude in the middle of the room, our clothes spread around us. Jim and I both bent and sucked on Jan's breasts as we simultaneously placed exploring fingers in her vagina. Jim and I fingered her together, one and then the other searching for and finding her G-spot only to abandon its caress to the other. Jan was moaning, "Oh yes! Oh yes!"
Jan was holding and milking each of our cocks; she fondled and manipulated our organs. Both swelled ready for action. I looked at the doorway; Trish and June were still there only they were now nude and fondling one another as they stood and watched the three of us.
Jan squatted again and pulled both of our cocks to her mouth. She sucked on me then Jim, then pulled us together into her mouth in one gesture. Suddenly our cocks were together in her warm chasm as she simultaneously fellated us; neither of us seemed to mind.
Eventually, I steered the three of us to the bed, pulling the covers off onto the floor. I had Jan lie down and pull her legs up. I gestured to Jim that he had pussy-eating honors; he accepted with delight and slid between her legs. I watched for a moment to see how my student was doing; he did a credible job of getting started, particularly if Jan's reaction was an indication of success. Her body jerked as his tongue made the first gentle probes into her slit and onto her clit. He continued his delicate touch and I moved up to her upper torso.
I leaned in and kissed Jan with all the passion I could muster. She pulled my head into her lips with a rare ferocity of passion. I romanced an ear, running my tongue deep inside and whispering to her that I wanted my tongue to bring her pleasure on her clitoris and deep inside her cunt. Meantime, Jim was doing exactly that to her. She was in heaven.
I made love to her neck. I ran my tongue down her neck, pecking and pulling skin here and there as I went, then ended in the valley between her ample and taut breasts. I alternated attention between her two globes, making frequent forays up to her lips and neck. Her nipples were electrically sensitive -- white hot; I knew my attention to them was being reflected in contractions of her vaginal muscles.
The bed height was just right for Jim to stand on the floor, insert and pump into Jan. He and I repositioned Jan so he could start her journey to pleasuredom. Jan and I both watched as he carefully and slowly inserted his engorged penis into her. He teased, entering slightly and then pulling back. Jan would move to follow, to try to induce deep penetration, only to have her move frustrated. He made little surge strokes and then in one mammoth push, thrust all of his long cock into her pussy. She moaned and slammed her body back against the bed.
I held her upper body and continued to kiss and pay attention to her breasts and neck. I would bite and nip; she kept saying "Harder! Harder!" to both of us.
Jan fired off her first orgasm only seconds later. Her body arched and a shudder ran through her from head to foot. Neither Jim nor I paused for more than a couple of seconds as the effect struck. I think she expected a longer pause because when we continued she twitched even harden as aftershock after aftershock hit her body. She kept moaning and thanking heaven for the two of us.
Jan fired off several more little climaxes. Jim gestured to me to switch. He and I traded places and I repeated his ploy of teasing Jan's pussy rather than just plunging in. When I did plunge in the last inch or so, she climaxed again; she was clawing at our bodies to try to draw both of us into her. I extracted for a few seconds and licked and kissed her pussy, pulling on her pud until she arched again. I thrust into her, now varying the pace -- slow and gentle for a few strokes; hard and aggressive on a few more; then I repeated.
Jim and I had her on a step after a while. She was shuddering and having small climaxes almost once a minute. I'd never seen any woman this worked up nor having orgasms at such a rapid rate.
I had an idea and indicated by gestures to Jim that he should insert a finger into Jan's ass. I got up on the bed and pulled her over to me without losing my connection with her. I was still alternating my long, short, gentle, hard thrusts into her. I also was able to lean in a suck on her breasts; when I would nip or bite I could feel the cuntal muscles contract. Jan was practically delirious.
Suddenly Jim thrust his finger in. For a few seconds I could feel his finger pushing and thrusting against the peritoneum wall. Then all hell broke lose. Jan went rigid arching her back away from me but thrusting her breasts forward. I thrust into her several times hard, very hard. She climaxed. Actually she exploded into a shuddering ball of twitching hedonistic flesh. She screamed, "Oh fuck! Oh fuck me! Oh don't stop! More!" and kept repeating that mantra over and over again.
Her vaginal muscles went into wild spasms milking my cock. I couldn't resist and seconds later I exploded into her moist tunnel. Her pussy kept milking me and milking me, hips rotating to pull me into her in every way she could; her eyes were foggy and unfocused, her hands clawed at both of us without coordination, she was on autopilot, her body's automatic systems were in high gear making it do all the things it was supposed to do to mate -- to fuck, to get impregnated. How nice we still derive pleasure from all those instinctual actions.
Jan clutched me to her with one arm so that I couldn't move into her anymore. She didn't want the stimulation for a moment; she had to cool down. She was panting and it was clear her heart rate had skyrocketed. "Oh dear. Oh dear," she kept saying. Jim had pulled his finger out too. "I may not survive the night," Jan said, then paused and added, "but bury me with a cock in my pussy."
We let her rest for a couple of moments and then I pulled Jan up onto her knees and motioned for Jim to get behind her. She was compliant. He was rigid as a pole. He again entered her pussy and started to fuck her doggy style. He was slow at first but Jan gradually accelerated the motions. A few minutes later she had another small climax, and then another and another.
She dropped to the bed and rolled over. "Titty fuck," she said looking Jim in the eye. He straddled her body and moved up until his cock was between Jan's large tanned breasts. She held her breasts together to provide the friction as Jim started to piston between then. She whispered lewd things to Jim, telling him how much she wanted his cum on her breasts, neck and face. It was too much for Jim and he detonated, his cum splashing across Jan's neck and face.
Jan pulled Jim down onto her slippery chest and body, smearing some the excess cum between the two of them as he slid down so they could kiss. They shared some of his cum but Jan was greedy and used her finger to find and bring it to her mouth in a sensuous gesture.
I glanced again at the doorway but my voyeurs had left for the other bedroom. I tiptoed across the room and peeked into the other bedroom. A dim dresser light was on. Trish and June were in a classic "69" with Trish on the bottom. Both heads were eagerly assaulting the beautiful pussy that they were presented with. I left them to it and went back to the other room.
Jan pulled the two of us into her side and alternated kissing us. We could both taste the other on her lips. After a bit I slid down her body and started to again lick and toy with her pussy, using my lips to pull on her labia and my tongue to pleasure her clit. She started little jerking motions again and I could hear her moan every now and then in tune to some action I had just done on her body. I knew I was lapping my own cum from her, but the mix with her tasty cum and girl juice was irresistible.
Jan pulled Jim up and started to fellate him. I could watch from my advantaged position near her pussy and it was highly erotic. He held Jan's head while maneuvering his dick in her mouth so that he got maximum stimulation. I could see the veins in Jim's cock pulse as he hardened again. When he was stiff and thoroughly enjoying Jan's mouth I asked he wanted to be where I was; he did and so we switched.
Jim again drove into Jan's body. She was still wearing the spike heels that I found so enticing. I was almost erect again just watching them fuck with those heels visible.
Jan indicated that I should come up by her head; I did and she started to suck on my cock as Jim drove into her pussy. All the visual stimulation brought me to a state of hardness when I thought I was through for the evening.
Jim said he was cuming so Jan left me for a moment and helped pull him into her with arms and legs wrapped around him. He arched, thrust, held position and ejaculated, sending copious amounts of cum into her body that overflowed her tight pussy. Jan came also, shuddering throughout but not as thoroughly as she had a few minutes earlier in the evening.
I replaced Jim and positioned Jan so I could fuck her doggy style; I started rhythmic thrusts into her plus I was whispering to her how much I loved her but that she was such a slut to fuck the two of us at the same time, and that she loved cock, and that I was going to spray the insides of her cunt with my juice. She responded well to all this and kept saying, "You're right! You're right! Fuck me!"
I watched Jim and Jan kissing, then Jan was sucking on Jim's limp penis again and that was a turn on. I could look and see those heels. I thought of Trish and June in the other room girl fucking. I could feel Jan massaging her clit and fondling my scrotum, then I could feel her muscles spasm and contract against my rod. I came again! Wow! Stars shot across my sky; I saw fireworks -- didn't matter whether my eyes were open or closed.
I fell off Jan. She rolled over and pulled Jim and me into her breasts. Her nipples were still erect and alert. I gently tweaked one with my lips. She scolded me in mock shock.
After a few minutes of cuddling, I moved and turned out the dim light in our room. I again tiptoed into the next bedroom. June and Trish appeared to be asleep. The covers were off their bodies and they were holding each other with slack arms suggesting they slept. I tiptoed to the bed and kissed each of them, pulled up the sheet over them, and went back to Jan and Jim. I pulled the sheet over us and the three of us went to sleep too.
###
I was again the early bird the next morning. I meditated and did some affirmative prayer, thanking the Universe for my friends and the love I felt and wanted to give. I kept thinking, "Thank you, thank you, thank you."
Trish came and joined me finally. We lay down on the patio couch and I spooned in behind her naked body. We both closed out eyes and relished our contact and the love in our relationship.
I finally asked, "Did you have a happy night?"
"Oh, yes. Really, yes!" Trish replied. "I can't believe I'm so turned on by another woman, two other women actually. I've had my juices flow over you and a couple of other guys in my life, but wow! June and Jan really stoke my fires. If you'd told me I was bisexual a month ago I would have said you were nuts." She paused then went on, "But don't you worry, I'm still going to be your wife, I just have more options for how to please myself. Much better than that battery operated gizmo you bought me a couple of years ago," she said laughing.
I chuckled and kissed her tenderly. "I'm glad you like my friends -- our friends. I actually think all this might stick together for a while. There's a lot of love and caring in this group." Trish wiggled into me and just said, "Yea, I know."
Eventually Jim appeared, limp dick swaying in the morning air. He was sipping some of the coffee I'd made earlier. He took one of the chairs, looked up to sky and spread his arms and said, "Thank you." I knew what he meant.
June was next out. She kissed me, gave Trish an even deeper kiss and then settled into Jim's lap. I guess there was some memory about Trish from the night before. Most of the time we were silent and enjoying each other's presence and the closeness to nature and the woods. Finally Jan appeared; she kissed everyone and huddled into my available side. She announced, "I want everyone to know that having two guys turn you every which was but loose is a very, very, very nice experience; and, well, my pussy is sore this morning but I wouldn't trade a minute of what we did. In fact, as soon as we can I'd like a rematch." She gave us all a big smile then added, "And to think I was a virgin six weeks ago. Wow, what a change!"
June then said, "I wasn't a lesbian until about six weeks ago. Now, well, I guess I'm bisexual and I love it. It doubles my options for a date." She snickered and wiggled her bottom across Jim's lap. Jim loudly slapped her buttocks and June screamed in surprise.
I announced, "Shower time!" stood and headed to the outdoor shower. After I got the water temperature about right I went under the water. Trish came and joined me, and soon the other three. We took turns soaping each other up and rubbing bodies together. Eventually the sex juices we'd all slept in from the evening before had washed off.
I suggested a morning run again and then brunch. There was some fake grumbling about me being a fitness addict, however in half an hour the five of us headed out the door at a brisk pace. We did a long run, in part because we got lost trying to find a return route we hadn't been on. We all needed another shower upon return.
We sat and cooled down from the run then Jim and I went to the workout room and did weights for twenty minutes. When we came back to the patio three nude female bodies decorated the furniture; each was clean having been in the shower. I asked, "Alone or all together?"
Jan said, "Why all together, of course. Why pass up a chance to have you pussy loved by anyone." All three of the women looked smug.
Jim and I stripped and also showered. He looked worried. I said, "Don't worry. I love you but not in that way." He relaxed.
We headed out and found a nice restaurant with large sign advertising "Brunch". We sat on the restaurant's outside deck and refueled our bodies and enjoyed too many cups of good coffee. Our conversation ran all over the place again until June asked Trish a probing question about relationships.
"Trish," June started, "You two have an open marriage and are committed to each other's growth and happiness, but how do you know how far you can go before you have to communicate with each other, say about a new person you like or something less dramatic?"
"Whoa," Trish said. "You've asked about three questions in one statement. Let me try to break all that apart, and," she looked at me, "you help too!" I nodded.
"First off, we both know that it's not necessary to ask permission to pursue whatever potential happiness confronts us. We each know we're the home base and that each highly values the other's happiness. The other side of that is that we respect the other person and we both try to avoid 'surprises,' but after we've been with each so long they are few and far between. I actual relish them for it brings me out of my comfort zone and I can feel myself grow when that happens."



Trish continued, "You may wonder about the initial involvement with Jan. I didn't know about it until the weekend after it happened, but my reaction was not one of shock and dismay; instead I was overjoyed that he'd found someone to share and love. I felt it extended and expanded our family and the love we had in it. I looked forward to meeting her and hearing about how things developed. Such a simple change of mind and such a different result."
"My attitude has been if you change your thinking, you change you life." Trish looked at us all, "If you define things like Jan appearing as cheating, mistrust, hold jealous thoughts and think about divorce and all, that's what you'll get in return. If you rethink things and redefine new relationships such as Jan, then June, then Jim, as extensions of your own happy family you end with much different feelings and actions -- much happier ones -- and you are the one that benefits. So, I am feeling that each of you loves me and is one of precious life assets. Thank you Universe."
"You asked how far we know how to go? The answer to that is that life is full of unlimited opportunities." Trish reached and took my hand, "We have talked and want each other to pursue them all!" She looked at me and smiled; I smiled back and held her hand. "If on the spur of the moment I wanted to go to Europe or fuck my brains out with some hunk at the office, I know I'd be supported in that decision -- no questions asked. If I decided to wait a month before saying anything, that's OK too, although I might get a question about the air tickets on the credit card bill." We all laughed.
I said, "A dear friend of ours once told us the greatest sin is the unlived life. I've pondered that statement a lot in this context. Thus, my largest regret would be if some situation presented itself to Trish and she didn't pursue it"
Trish picked up again, "We both know we are not the source of each other's happiness or growth; that can only come from within. Society gives us the illusion that we are the source of each other's happiness, but it's false. Further, neither one of us wants to deny the other's potential for growth, however they see that happening. And, we have trust in each other that is not restrictive but is open; we know we won't criticize each other for our open, honest communication even if we disagree."
I added, "The more each of us become a whole person, the more we pull the other along with us. We bootstrap each other up life's learning curve. We both feel good about ourselves, that let's us love more, give more, and take pleasure in watching each other grow. It's a dynamic relationship. I'm happy because she's happy because I'm happy, etcetera, etcetera."
June leaned in again and asked, "Well, what about us? Where do we fit in all that?"
Trish and I both started to talk at once saying the same words, "We love you." We looked at each other and laughed.
Trish went on, "We love you dearly. You are part of that same feeling of love that we share with each other. We are glad for you happiness and want to provide you opportunities and experiences that will help and promote your growth and joy; that's real love. We don't lay a set of rules on you about how you have to behave around us or how you have to communicate. We accept you as you are and as you want to become."
I picked up the theme; "You make that easy for us by returning the love we give you multiplied many times. You treat us the same way as we treat you. You love us for who we are; I don't detect any one trying to change any one else. You want us to feel joy and love too. What a nice circle we make." I gestured and we all joined hands across the table. I engaged each person in the circle with my eyes and said, "Thank you, thank you, thank you, and thank you." Trish repeated the process, then Jan, then Jim and then June. There were tears in our eyes when she finished. We had a long period of quiet then June said tenderly, "Oh I love you all." The rest of us said, "Amen!"
We left the restaurant and went back to the cottage.
June had signed up for the afternoon "treatment" by Jim and me. We repeated many of the same moves on her that we had used on Jan and improvised a few new ones. Trish and Jan apparently also had a good time in the other bedroom. All in all it was an orgasmic afternoon. The moans, shouts of joy, and lewd language announcing or encouraging action or release punctuated most of the afternoon.
Jim and I wore June out. After about a dozen earth-shaking orgasms she practically passed out. We pulled a sheet up over her and headed to the shower. We talked about loving women as we showered. I told him not to hold back with Trish, particularly not because she was my wife. I wanted her to get the full treatment and more that evening.
We were both having an early glass of wine when Trish and Jan appeared. Both looked sweaty and sexually fulfilled. They showered and brought us their damp bodies. Trish started to sit with me but Jim intervened, "No, Trish. Come over here." She looked at me, I smiled, and she went and snuggled into his naked body. Jan wormed her wet hair into my neck and purred, "We just had a reeeaaaallllly nice afternoon." We all laughed.
Jan asked about June. I explained her depletion and said we'd wake her if she were still asleep when we were thinking about dinner.
The four of us talked about sex, love, life, marriage, relationships and such for another two hours and four more bottles of wine. We were pretty mellow by dusk. We'd also been very open with each other, sharing lots of fears, doubts and worries about our lives, careers, relationships and all.
Jan admitted to not being able to sustain relationships when she was younger, even with her parents and siblings. She'd made up a story about herself as being unlovable. As her career took off she told us she thought that no one could love a career woman. The last twenty years of her life she'd lived with that mantra until we all came into her life. She was receptive for whatever reason and we changed her. She wept tears of gratitude for all of us and for making her feel loved for the first time in her life.
Jim admitted to fearing a commitment because of all the limitations on his life it imposed. "Now," he said, "I have a new vision of what commitment is -- it's open and unconfining; it's about sharing and helping each other grow -- even involving others in that growth." He played back some of our earlier discussion in his own words; he was getting 'it'. "I've been in the relationship with all of you but Trish for only two weeks, and Trish two days, my growing problem is I don't want it to end. I know the sex part will cool down, but it's the rest of the connection I don't want to lose. I like this. Can't it go on forever?"
Trish talked about her strict upbringing and all the rules she'd had to live with, and then dealing with how many of those rules broke down when she started dating and liking boys and later men. I was not going to be a trophy wife, or someone who was barefoot in the winter and pregnant in the summer. I wanted a career, growth, kids, husband, love, sex, joy, and self-fulfillment. From that point until now has been over twenty years; I'm still learning and growing but the fear, worry and frustration I felt back then is gone. I've learned how to really live.
About seven-thirty I went in and gently woke June. She glowed. We hugged and kissed tenderly for a few minutes as she came back into the real world. I again relished the experience of holding her nude body against me as we smoothed and loved one another.
Eventually I suggested we shower and join the others for dinner. I pulled her downstairs and the two of us showered out on the deck together while Jan, Trish and Jim watched and applauded our shenanigans under the water. After toweling off we all headed in to dress.
Trish had used her laptop and found what looked like a romantic little restaurant about ten miles away. She made reservations for us. The five of us walked in: two trim guys in Dockers and three knock out women in their prime. Heads turned. We were seated at a booth in a little alcove in a boy-girl-boy-girl-girl configuration. Jim pulled Trish into the curved leather settee so she sat between us; he had a devilish look on his face that I admired.
We had more wine and ordered dinner. While we were waiting and talking I watched Jim's hand disappear under the table and move in Trish's direction. Suddenly she jerked to an alert state and looked at Jim and me, her head swiveling with a questioning look. She relaxed a little and got a wry smile on her face as she hitched slightly closer to Jim.
June who was seated on my other side. After stroking her bare leg and working my way higher, I finally was able to sink a finger into her pussy area. As I leaned across the table to talk to Jan, I pushed June's thong aside and thrust a finger into her. June grabbed the table with both hands and sighed. Jan chuckled and said, "I'll sit next to you next time." I kept diddling June; she had a delirious look on her face. So did Trish.
We stopped fooling around when our dinners were served. I think the serving staff figured out there was something going on; they were all smirking as they served us and poured more wine.
After dinner, June and Jan changed places so I could diddle Jan under the table while we waited for coffee to be served. I lavished kisses on both of them when no one was looking. Trish continued to receive Jim's undivided attention.
By the time we got back to the cottage everyone was horny again. Trish pulled Jim upstairs without further ado. I kissed June and Jan and said, "Duty calls," and followed them up. I could hear them ascending behind me.
By the time I got to the bedroom we were using, Trish was naked and on her knees giving Jim a classic blowjob. He was standing with his pants around his ankles thoroughly enjoying the experience. He was stroking her hair in an encouraging way.
I helped Jim step out of his shoes and pants then I stripped and came up behind Trish, reaching around and fondling her breasts as she continued to fellate Jim. I worked until I felt her nipples swell and rise, adding heat to Trish's already glowing fires.
Trish had learned years before how to give me a one-hour blowjob -- or anything shorter if the need arose. I didn't believe it at the time, yet when she does it I still can't believe I hold off so long but remain so rock hard the whole time. It involves lots of attention and squeezing of cock and scrotum in just the right places at just the right times. Jim didn't know what he was in for.
I pulled the two of them over to the bed; Jim finished undressing. Trish ordered Jim to lie on his back; she straddled his lower legs sticking her butt in the air and lowering her head to his very stiff prick. Jim sighed as she licked the entire length or his organ.
"You are in trouble, Mister," Trish said, growling at Jim; "you got me all worked up at that restaurant and now you are going to pay big time. You will want to cum but I'm not going to let you cum. You will think you can cum, but you won't be able to cum until I let you cum. It's now nine-thirty; you are not going to have an orgasm until after ten-thirty." She was masturbating his cock with both hands as she delivered her summary judgment to him. He was not a believer.
I took advantage of Trish's posture to administer to her pussy. I loved licking and sucking on her entire love area but so often we were rushed or tired; this was different. I knew I'd have about an hour to pleasure her as she drove Jim crazy. I did just that.
At about ten Jim was pleading with Trish to either make him cum or let him fuck her to completion. She said, "No deal. Lie there and take it like a man." He did. She did ask me to penetrate her and pump; I willingly did, making a slow bit-by-bit penetration of her cunt as she knelt over Jim continuing her masterful blowjob.
By ten-fifteen Jim was trying to make deals with Trish if she'd just do anything that would give him release. No deal.
I kept stroking in and out of her pussy, slow deliberate strokes. When I would get close to cuming I would pull out and reach in searching for her G-spot. I would get close enough so that she'd groan or hum onto Jim's cock on one of her laps or swallows. Jim would go nuts. After I'd cooled down, I'd start pumping her pussy again.
As the clock neared ten-thirty I picked up my pace. I had often been touching Trish's clitoris, but now I focused greater attention on the erect nubbin beneath my cock. I needed release too; if we hadn't had such as afternoon as we did with June I would have been desperate.
Trish pulled off Jim finally and made a big show of looking at the clock. "Oh, I see your time is up, Mister. It's time for your blowjob to end now. I want you to cum all over my chest and neck and face. I want to taste your cum. I want to rub it into my skin and into my breasts and nipples." She bent down again and I really began to thrust into her.
Trish was pushing back against me as I thrust into her. I could feel the spasms start in her cunt then she started to do that little roll of her hips that brings me off every time. This time was no exception. I was quite vocal for Jim's benefit telling about the onset of my orgasm and what it felt like.
Suddenly I came. I popped my load into Trish's tunnel with all the responses I'd learned to extend and feel an orgasm as it washed over me. She came to. I could feel a gush of fluid and feel the ripples from the muscles in her vagina.
Jim exploded with a scream and shriek. Trish rose over him slightly; Jim's cum shot out of his engorged cock hitting her face then neck then breasts. Some cum even shot over her shoulder onto my torso. I'd never seen anyone shoot so much so far so fast.
June and Jan suddenly appeared in the doorway with looks of concern on their face. I smiled and nodded at Jim to show all was well. They both giggled, smoothed each other's nude bodies in front of us as a tease, and disappeared back into the other bedroom.
We lay with Trish between us. Jim extolled her virtues and the fact that he would never, never, ever forget this night or her. The subject of blue balls was touched upon. Trish used her finger to dab some of the cum and bring it to her mouth. I enjoyed the company and the loving, basking in the sensuality of it all.
I left Jim and Trish fondling for a few minutes and went to check on June and Jan. They were gently loving each other. June was between Jan's legs carefully licking pussy juice from the area. I sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, reaching over and smoothing them both. June and then Jan leaned over and sucked my flaccid cock in their mouths. Jan announced, "Good flavor. I seem to remember that from earlier today." June said, "Hummm. I tried that last night. Good vintage. We need more of that."
I tousled their hair and went back to my ménage å trois. We continued to give Trish the "treatment," and we did an admirable job of it if I say so myself. Eventually we all slept cuddled around her after we'd worn each other out.
We repeated the morning routine again the next day: shower, run, shower and brunch. We came back from the restaurant and were sitting on the deck again. I think we had four hours and then we had to leave the mountains and head back to Camp Forge and the real world. We all had a look of contentment on our faces.
"So," Jan asked. "Isn't anyone else horny or is it just me?" She had a devilish look.
"I could be persuaded," I said feigning reluctance. The fact is I am horny all the time and could easily spend my entire life fornicating were it not for meals, pee breaks and economic necessity.
Trish jumped up and clapped her hands together, "Oh, goody. We're all going to fuck," faking the innocence of a teenager.
June and Jim developed large smiles.
The five of us headed for the nearest large bed, leaving a trail of clothing behind. Almost immediately we were a seething mass of hedonistic flesh with mouths, tongues, cunts and cocks adapting second by second to the changing conditions. Everyone got fucked and sucked. Finally, climaxes started to arrive, first amongst the women. It was contagious; once one of them came the others also started to experience the same symptoms: shortness of breath, arched back, erect neck, head tilted back, moans and groans accompanied by paradoxical waves of pleasure. Jim and I counted a dozen such events before first Jim and then I succumbed to the same symptoms.
We lay together at crazy angles to each other. My head was on June's thighs facing her beautiful and moist pussy. She had what is known as a cream pie. I moved my head slightly and licked, also giving a minor assault to her erect clit. She jerked. The cum was mine.
There were a few more orgasms, climaxes and near misses after that. We gave up about a half hour before the agent was to pick up the key. We all went downstairs to the deck shower for our final washing.
We were just about finished when a very good-looking gal from the real estate agency came around the corner of the house. "I heard you all talking out here so I thought I'd come around the back and ...." She froze in position looking at the five trim and very naked bodies standing under or near the outdoor shower. There was a long period of silence. Finally, she said, "Oh, if only I'd known, I would have come earlier or," she paused, "I would have joined you for the entire weekend."
I stepped forward and said, "Well, there's always next year. We'll keep this place -- and you -- in mind." I took her hand and kissed it; she was flabbergasted. I said, "The key's on the kitchen counter and we'll be gone in about fifteen minutes. We just needed to freshen up. We'll strip the beds and put the linen in the laundry room."
Real estate gal never said another word but backed her way into the kitchen and out of sight. We all laughed.
Fifteen minutes later we pulled out of the driveway and headed back to Camp Forge.
We did a repeat performance of the afternoon love making in Jan's big bed then Trish and I snuck off and went to sleep in the guest room cuddled together. We awoke early the next morning and made love. We were both very content with each other, our friends, and the world and all in it. I drove Trish to the airport and was in my office at Alperion by eight o'clock.
I'd put in a good hour of work when June appeared, looking a little bleary eyed. "Have a good weekend," I asked as though I hadn't seen her for days.
"Oh, yes," she said. "Went up to the Pocono's to a romantic little cottage. Learned a lot about life, love, and living while I was there. I'll tell you about it sometime." She winked and left to go to her office.
Jan and Jim materialized a few minutes later. I decided they had fit in a little morning loving too; Jan has that glow about her and Jim looked like he'd swallowed a canary. I gave them the same "How was your weekend?" greeting; I got two "You've got to be kidding!" looks in return.
###
I could go on giving you the details of the following days and months and even years as our relationship matured and grew. Yes, we did get into a routine with one another and the heat of the sexual side of our relationship cooled, but only slightly. We all know how to stoke it up when the mood strikes and it strikes pretty often.
About six months after the Pocono trip, Jan and I started to have to travel much more than we had been, in different directions usually. From time to time we are able to meet up in some distance city and be with one another for a night or two. Jan's career continued to soar; she became a vice president at Alperion a couple of years ago.
Jim and June got married exactly two years after that weekend in the Pocono's. Not only did Jan, Trish and I go to the wedding, we went on the honeymoon too -- to that cottage in the Pocono's. The real estate lady remembered us. That was fun.



June moved from being an administrative assistant into systems project management. Jim had been coaching her behind the scenes in her job transition. She shines in her new position and is one of the most highly sought after project managers in the company.
Jim left the consulting company we both worked for and went to work for Alperion. Based on the success of the new accounts payable system and his reputation, he was able to negotiate a very lucrative job offer and position. He now heads the systems group in one of Alperion's largest divisions and is one of my clients.
After our kids left for college, Trish and I bought part interest in Jan's house and moved in with her. It was an experiment at first, but it works nicely and we are very compatible housemates so we've made it permanent by selling our home in the Boston suburbs. We bought a pied å terre for Trish that is ten minutes from her office; she "super-commutes" to her job at the ad agency in Boston each week. Some weeks she is only away two or three nights from our Camp Forge home. She was promoted and is now a partner in the agency. She brought in one of the top accounts in the firm, a large company named Alperion.
There were a couple of futile attempts to involve some other people we liked in our circle. None of them worked out. They were always too traditional in their thinking about relationships.
Our kids were both over eighteen when we told them about the extent of our extended family. At first they couldn't believe Mom and Dad could be so unconventional, but then they realized that we were living exactly what we had taught them about relationships, unconditional love, and self-actualization. They've come to love Jan, Jim and June too; they love to visit with all of us. I've noticed how carefully they select the young men they date, usually screening them with hundreds of questions about how they see the world, women, relationships and love.
Jim and June bought the house next door to Jan so we could be close to one another. Jan, Trish and I put on an addition on Jan's house. We needed it so that Jim and June's baby will have a place to play, and we have a larger space to socialize; she's due in two months. We added a hot tub, of course, and we enlarged Jan's bedroom as part of the renovation. We even put a very cozy fireplace in it; our circle spends a lot of time there.

###If you like my story please give me a great vote. If you didn't like the story please let me know what I could do to improve future stories I write. By the way, in case you wonder, most of the philosophy in this story is integral to my life. R1
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###

I broke out of the overcast just as the altimeter touched my decision height. I glanced out the cockpit window and there were the runway lights through the fog and haze guiding me the rest of the way into MCO. Orlando International was often foggy on mornings like this. The air was CAVU a thousand feet up – just what I liked: calm air, visibility unlimited. My wheels touched down with a sharp squeak.
"Cessna four-eight-golf, Ground Control on one-two-one-point-eight," the tower controller radioed to me.
"One-point-eight for four-eight-golf, good day" I replied. I switched to the ground frequency that I'd already dialed in on the top navcom unit, "Ground, four-eight-golf with you going to Air Services."
"Four-eight golf is cleared to Air Services," they replied; my headphones went silent again. I acknowledged the permission to taxi as I came off the active runway and started to shut down some of the panel equipment I didn't need now that I was on the ground. The airport was quiet except for activity over in the main passenger terminal.
A lineman came out and through arm motions with red batons showed me where to park. After I was in position, I shut off the rest of the plane's electronic gear and then pulled the mixture out; starved for fuel the large engine came to an abrupt stop about ten seconds later. I went through my shut down checklist, popped the door and got out. The lineman had already tied the plane down. "Thanks," I said, "I'll be here for most of the week I think." He shot me thumbs up.
I pulled my briefcase and overnight bag from the backseat and walked into the FBO's office. A few minutes later I'd checked the plane in, left contact information and gotten the keys to my rental car.
As I started to leave the building there was an attractive young woman pacing by the exit door watching the parking lot; she also had two pieces of luggage lying on the floor near the door. "Can I give you a life someplace?" I questioned, "I'm headed towards downtown and you look like you're waiting for a cab."
"Well I'm trying to get to the Intercontinental Hotel," she said. "I've been waiting an hour and I've called the taxi company twice. They keep saying 'any minute'. I should have gotten a rental." She shrugged.
"The Intercontinental is where I'm headed. Are you going to the Energy Futures Conference?"
She gave me a big smile, "Why, yes, I am. I'm tomorrow's keynote speaker at lunch." She paused then extended a hand, "I'm Kim Winslow. And, yes, I'd love a ride if it doesn't inconvenience you."
I shook her hand, "Come on then and nice to meet you, I'm Ron Hume. How'd you end up at the general aviation terminal? Did you fly in?"
"Yes I did," she offered as she collected her luggage and we exited the building into the gray, damp air. "My plane is the red and white Mooney next to your Cessna. I watched you come in. Low ceiling out there!"
We did pilot talk as we packed our stuff into the Camero I'd rented and drove towards downtown. Meanwhile I was assessing my passenger: very pretty, very professional, very smart, and at least an instrument rated pilot. Finally I asked, "What do you do when you're not flying or giving keynote talks to a bunch of energy geeks?"
"Well," she said watching me, "I hang out near Chapel Hill. I run a business there that builds specialized solar cell equipment. I have an electronics background from my undergrad. I got started about five years ago while in grad school at UNC when I was working on my MBA; I had an idea that I did a paper on and I thought I could make some money if I really implemented my business plan. Turned out I was right. So far I've paid off my student loans, my company's backers, bought a house, and most recently bought the airplane but I've been flying for years; I started when I was sixteen. Tell me about you, where do you hang out?"
"I have three of them," I responded somewhat humbly. "I have a year-around camp near Sugarloaf, Maine, a condo at the Watergate in DC, and my main home is on Amelia Island, outside of Jacksonville. I've had my own management consulting company for the past fifteen years; before that I worked for a couple of other consulting firms doing the same thing – taking people's watch, telling them the time, and keeping the watch."
She gave a delightful laugh at my very old joke. "You must have a lot of watches," she said. Her blue-green eyes sparkled; her brunette locks were pulled back in a ponytail. I noticed a beauty mole up by her right cheekbone as she turned to talk to me. Her youthful face had lovely angular features. I'd read somewhere about a study of beauty; people perceive beauty based on placement of facial features, distance between the eyes, eye shape, mouth and lip shape, and hair, profile, on and on. This young woman was exceptionally beautiful, no doubt about it. Even though she was sitting and wearing slacks I noted her trim figure. She had a healthy glow and a suntan so I speculated that she had some athletic ability that put her outside.
"If that means you think I've been in this business too long," I said to her comment, "you're probably right. I'm long of tooth and experience. I do have a lot of wisdom from all my mistakes, however." I chuckled and gave her a big grin.
"Oh, dear," she said, putting her hand on my right arm, "I didn't mean to imply that you're old or anything like that. I wasn't thinking. Your comment about watches and you look like your good at your job and …" she stuttered.
I stepped in and rescued her, "Oh, hey, I know I've got a few years on you. And, yes, I think I'm good at my job; at least I fool my clients into thinking so. These graying temples are worth an additional $400 an hour on my billing rate," I gestured to my temples. "It's even gotten easier finding people to pay twice that to have me work with them on company change projects. I seem to specialize in the energy field; didn't plan it, just happened that way. It's taken me around the world several times, but not in the Cessna."
We had a great banter all the way to the hotel. I parked and we strolled into the lobby carrying our luggage. I gestured for her to go to checkout first, but I was standing close by. At the desk she said, "Reservation for Kim Winslow."
The clerk glanced at the two of us and said, Mr. And Mrs. Kim Winslow."
"Oh no," she said. "That's just 'Miss'." This gentleman has his own reservation.
"Be with you in a moment, sir," the clerk said, ignoring her faux paux.
She finished registering and I went to the desk, nodding what I thought was goodbye to my pretty hitchhiker. I did my check-in and when I turned Kim was still standing there by our luggage.
"Ron," she said, "I don't meet many pilots as nice as you are at these events and, well, would you be free for drinks and dinner?"
"I think that's supposed to be my line, isn't it?" I smiled with a big grin then added in a less teasing tone, "Yes, I can think of nothing that appeals to me more than being with you this evening. And, I mean nothing in the world."
"Great," Kim said. "Me too. I'll meet you over there," she gestured toward the lounge area, "in about thirty minutes."
We headed for the elevator. Both of us were on the twenty-second floor it turned out, she kept going past my door just as I found my room number. Her room was two doors down. I said, "When you're ready to go, just bang on my door!"
"OK," she yelled over her shoulder as she disappeared into her room.
Twenty minutes later I heard a light rap-rap-rap at the door. I was ready. I came out to meet her pulling the door shut behind me. I gave a cheery greeting, bowed and offered my arm; Kim took it and moved in close to walk down the hall with me. My heart skipped a beat. We were happy together.
We each nursed two glasses of wine in the lounge as we explored each other's lives for over an hour. I'm pretty good at interviewing since it is an integral part of my job. I interviewed Kim; she was very open, level headed, but had a sense of innocence and an invincible air about her; in a very short time I felt I'd known her for years and I'd learned a lot about her life. I marveled at the maturity and business savvy of this thirty-three year old. She had a company with over a two-hundred people working in it that was growing in a tough and highly competitive market; further she had more ideas about what she wanted to do with the company and her product line than there was time to pursue them all.
I finally suggested dinner and we walked across the hotel lobby to the upscale restaurant. We were offered a choice of tables and picked a booth that the two of us slid into. I felt privileged to sit next to this young go-getter. She scooted over to be closer to me than I expected; my heart skipped another beat.
Kim then turned the tables on me; her interview skills were good too. In a few minutes she'd learned I'd been a widow for over three years, my wife had died of cancer. I'd flown since I was a sophomore in college, had two grown and married daughters and three young grandchildren, and was also running a vibrant strategic consulting business and keeping ten 'stringers' busy. She picked up that my business skills were about changing things – big things in a big way, and we talked about areas of the energy industry that needed transformation. The dialogue was electric between the two of us.
I finally said to her, "OK. Now it's time for the nitty-gritty questions that reveal the real you … and me that we haven't talked about. I'll flip you for who goes first."
"No, I'll start," she laughed and asked, "Do you have someone you're close to? Someone in your life?"
"Score!" I said with a laugh. "No, right now I'm single. I've had lots of offers, mostly from divorcés. They're very nice but I'm looking for a comfortable relationship like I had with my wife; it was unconventional yet very supportive of our personal and spiritual growth and evolution. I just haven't met anyone that turns my switch on yet." I paused, "Now it's my turn. You don't wear a wedding ring so I presume you're single, yet you are one of the prettiest and most talented women I've ever met. Is there someone special out there?"
"Score!" she said with a bigger smile. "No, I'm also very single. Like you I've had offers but nothing that turned my head. I don't date because I'm so wrapped up in my company. My social life is sort of limited. My sister June thinks I should use computer dating but I'm just not up for it yet." After a pause, "OK, my question. What do you mean by 'unconventional marriage' and growth and all?"
"Well," I began, "after my wife and I'd been married a few years, we realized that we weren't too happy with each other or our marriage. The discussion went something like 'You're not making me happy.' A lot of our friends were in messy divorces, some were fighting over custody of kids, house, pets, music collections and so forth, and just about everyone else we knew was 'just settling' for a sad state of affairs in their marriage." I looked at Kim to see if I was boring her; she nodded to encourage me to continue.
"Anyway, we said we both wanted more, a lot more from our relationship – any relationship, so we started listing the things that we felt would make an ideal marriage and tried to figure out what we'd have to do to change or make them happen. Cutting to the chase, we both finally affirmed that we were responsible for our own happiness; neither one of us could be the sole source or cause of the other's joy. There are lots of implications when you say that. We had to really change our mindsets."
"Next we talked about commitment because that was the big buzz phrase that everyone was talking about when it came to being married or building a relationship. We came to realize that 'commitment' as it is used around most relationships means you'll adhere to a set of rules, some created in the relationship and many created by society. We made a list of a lot of the rules and didn't like most of them; they were really restrictive and prevented our growth and development. For instance, as a 'committed husband' I could never have offered you a ride today; I could have if you were a guy, but not to a woman. I could have dinner with a guy, but not a woman I'd just met. When we started to throw out most of the rules we really had a lot of implications that we talked about."
I went on, "Lastly we embraced the concept of unselfish and unconditional love – a friend helped us with this part of things. We realized that many of the sources of our growth and development were outside of our marriage. We had to be willing to have each other go into the world and grow and develop without fear, jealousy or distrust, and while they were out there in the world to accept and love other people without conditions … or rules. This is where our spiritual side comes into play too; we weren't too religious but we were spiritual. Loving someone you've just met is really a novel idea, but we'd realized that there wasn't enough love in the world. To us it meant an unlimited way of being and of helping others in their being."
"Wow," Kim said. "That IS unconventional. Did it work?"
I laughed and said, "Only for the twenty-five years we were married. We loved each other dearly and I miss her. Her name was Mindy and I think of her all the time."
"I'm sorry for your loss," Kim offered as she put her hand on my arm again.
We continued to converse through dinner then coffee then found ourselves back in the lounge nursing more wine. We talked and talked. Finally the barman came to our table and told us that they normally closed at two o'clock in the morning. We'd lost complete track of time.
"Can I see you again tomorrow?" I asked hopefully. "Er ah, later today?" I added.
"I wouldn't miss it for the world," Kim said as we got in the elevator. We made arrangements to meet after her luncheon keynote. She held my arm again. With her low heels on, the top of her head was just below my eye level. I could smell her, a feminine aroma that I'd treasure for the night.
At the door to my room she released my arm and took a step towards her door. She then retraced the step and kissed me, not on the cheek but on the lips. "Thank you," she said looking into my eyes. "You taught me a lot about myself tonight. I want to continue our conversation tomorrow." My heart skipped two beats.
In the morning I registered at the conference and attended a few sessions, did some networking with a few of the hundreds of people attending, and then went into the luncheon. About a hundred round tables were spread out across a huge ballroom with eight or ten chairs per table. There was a dais with about ten seats. Lots of people were milling around. As I usually do, I took a table in the rear so I could sneak out if things were unbearable. Food arrived in waves. Finally the moderator stood and started the introductions.
Kim Winslow was introduced as the youngest, most influential person in the room, a person who was going to change the face of energy technology, etcetera, etcetera. She was the newest member of the Young President's Organization, an honor she'd failed to mention to me. I felt privileged to have such a person as my friend even before the introduction started, now I was wowed by a few facts I learned about her that she hadn't mentioned the day before.
Kim's address to the 800 people in the room was visionary. She has an engaging and energetic speaking style and she painted a new picture of energy provision in the world that was dramatically different from the conventional and yet did it in a way so that every person in the room believed they could contribute to making it happen and more importantly they wanted to make it happen. The speech was later published in the conference proceedings and is well worth the read. Now, as I look back, much of what she said is coming to fruition. Kim got a standing ovation.
I greeted a few of my friends and colleagues as I milled around the ballroom and then slowly wound my way up toward the dais to shake her hand as many others were doing. I hung back a little so she could collect her well-deserved accolades but she saw me.
"Ron," she yelled out above the din. "Come here, join me." I closed the gap to her as she continued in an animated discussion with a dozen people, some of who were the conference leaders. Much to my surprise she gave me a hug when I reached her; it was a polite, professional hug, the kind friends give to each other. She whispered in my ear, "If I'm not through here in ten minutes you throw me over your shoulder and carry me out of here." She grinned as we parted.
Kim gave me a stellar introduction to her colleagues. Suddenly I was in the inner circle of the futures conference, a nice place to be. Much to my surprise there were business cards exchanged and upon learning a few of my credentials an invitation by the moderator to speak at the conference the following year – as a keynote. I glanced at Kim and she gave me thumbs up.
At the ten-minute mark I made eye contact with Kim and she nodded at me. I said in an audible voice so others in the circle could hear, "Kim, we have a conference call in ten minutes and we need to talk about a few things before then." She acknowledged and said, "Oh yes," made polite goodbyes and thank yous, and we headed out of the ballroom.
"Whew," she said. "I've never spoken to a group this large. Could you hear my knees knocking?" She led me towards to the elevator and as the doors closed she latched onto my arm again. "It took me five minutes to find you in that room; I was worried you'd skipped my talk. I really wanted you to hear what I had to say; I want your thoughts about it. I talked to you the whole time."
"I'm honored," I responded hugging her arm into my body in a polite way. I prattled on about how wonderful her talk was as we rode the elevator and then I asked, "What is your pleasure for the afternoon? I'm all yours. More conference? Play?"
She looked at me sideways and then in a slow childish voice said, "Play. I want you to take me to Disneyworld." She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek after I'd said I would.
The afternoon got more romantic as it went on; we were drawn to each other on so many levels. We walked through the amusement park and even went on a few of the rides – those without a waiting line. We talked about everything – family, business, consulting, homes, hobbies, and more. Neither one of us planned our hearts skipping around, it just happened. We touched each other – deeply and tenderly, but a little tentatively a first. Maybe it was because each of us was lonely, or alone, or away from home, or maybe there was a cupid flying over us frantically shooting arrows into our hearts.



I was properly chivalrous to her when I had held the car door then offered my arm and she took it. A while later we held hands then she held my arm again. Then she wanted my arm around her shoulders and next she put her arm around me too. On the roller coaster she held on to me for dear life; I closed my eyes and figured I could live through anything for ninety seconds.
We shared some snacks and then on a park bench she just snuggled up against me and held my arm around her. We just sat in silence and watched the people go by. At about six o'clock, I asked, "Is it wine time yet?" She laughed and said, "Oh yes, but we can't go back to the hotel just yet. I'll be mobbed and we'll never get to spend the evening together. Let's go somewhere else. Someplace no one knows us."
We ended up in the very dark and very empty cocktail lounge of a steak restaurant just off the Interstate. Kim cuddled up to me as we sat and pulled my arm around her again. We ordered our chardonnays and a couple of hors d'oeuvres. She kissed my cheek again.
"I am very grateful that you are so thankful or affectionate or both," I said. "I had fun this afternoon. More fun than I've had in a long time, a very long time. Are you sure you don't mind hanging out with guy old enough to be your father?"
"I had fun too," Kim said. "And I don't think you too old. We should do this more often. And it was a both – I'm thankful and affectionate with you. I'm not normally openly affectionate but you've inspired me, and thank you for rescuing me from a potentially boring afternoon.
"So it is 'both,' I said with a grin, "and I'm slightly better than being bored at a conference."
Kim started, "Oh no, that's not at all what I meant. You …"
I interrupted with a laugh, "I've had a wonderful afternoon too and you made it that way. Now you're going to make it a wonderful evening too." She grinned at my tease and pecked my cheek again.
Our wine and appetizers arrived, so we diverted our attention from each other for a few minutes. Then Kim asked, "Ron, last night you talked about unselfish and unconditional love and I kept thinking about that term today, even this afternoon, but I'm not even sure what questions to ask."
"Let me start by telling you that I love you," I said. I pulled her to me and kissed her on the lips. She kissed back and then went "Wow! You do?"
"Yes, I do," I said. "I am especially glad you are the person you are, and I would find a way to love you if you were some other way too. You make it easy though; you return my affection with your own. What goes around comes around."
"But I felt I initiated things," she said. "Plus you probably look at me like a kid based on your earlier comment. You are so much more experienced and 'have arrived' compared to little old me."
I started, "Well, I don't see you as a 'kid.' You are a talented woman in her prime, and you have jumpstart on a fantastic career. And to your question, you might have felt my love for you and then responded by returning that love in your own affectionate way. In a relationship unconditional love means I love you and I support your quest to develop and grow, even when that quest takes you to other places with other people. I sometimes use the term 'unselfish love' too; by that I mean I don't withhold my love if you do something I don't approve of or if you don't follow my rules, even if there are others involved."
"Do you mean even if there is intimacy involved with someone else?" she asked.
"Yes," I said, "but then I'd have unselfish and unconditional love for that someone else too. I'd want to see them grow and develop too. They'd become part of the relationship we share and we'd welcome them into it."
"That's mind blowing," Kim said. "So if I was your wife I could sleep around?"
"I would hope that wouldn't be the goal. I don't see much love or growth from a move like that. But if you felt that was an important step for you, then so be it. You're an adult and you know by now that you are responsible for your own life and your own happiness. I don't think you see yourself as a 'victim' of life; you're molding it to your own needs. Sleeping around usually seems to bring more regrets than happiness in the people I hear talk about it; it's sort of a hollow way to build relationships and not my cup of tea, I might add."
"But what if I fell in love with someone? Suppose I had an affair?" She posited.
"If you have to sneak around to do it I would guess that it wouldn't take too long before you wouldn't respect yourself. You would label yourself a 'cheater' or worse. If you build a relationship in the daylight so to speak then you can feel proud to be supportive and loving to this someone, even sharing them with your spouse or vice versa as you all grow together. I know this sounds radical, but when you consider the alternatives and how much pain and sorrow most of them bring I wonder why so few other people think this way."
Our conversation went on and on; eventually we went into the restaurant and had a regular dinner. Even though the restaurant was pretty upscale no one seemed to mind our casual clothes. We held hands between courses and while we were waiting. I don't think either of us particularly cared what we ate; our focus was on the other person. We left the restaurant at eleven o'clock and snuck back into the hotel without anyone noticing our arrival. We rode up in the elevator alone holding hands and standing very close.
As we got to my door she wouldn't release my hand. "Come with me," Kim said quietly. We went to her room and she opened the door with her key card and pulled me inside. Kim's arms went around my neck and she pulled me into a passionate kiss. "Oh, you've made me so happy today," she said. "Now come and make love to me. I have fallen unselfishly and unconditionally in love with you."
"Are you really sure you want an old guy like me?" I asked but still following her into the room.
"Oh, more than you know," Kim said. "Your age doesn't matter to me but your philosophy does. I feel loved and cared for when I am with you; no one ever made me feel this way. I know you'll still love me tomorrow too – and I'll love you too. Now come." She pulled me to the king-sized bed.
I lay down and Kim fell into my arms and we really kissed passionately for the first time. We had kissed a few times before but this kiss stopped me in my tracks. We started by just rubbing our lips together. I whispered to Kim that I loved her as our lips we touching; it was a sensuous uttering. She whispered back that she loved me too.
Then I took my tongue and gently traced the outline of her lips over and over again. We were pliant to the other's touch. She would occasionally bring her tongue out to greet mine. This was not a French kiss; our contact was outside the mouth. I extended my focus to include her neck, ears and face, particularly using my tongue in her ear and blowing warm moist air too. She kept trying to get closer to me.
Then I shifted to a quiet loving of her mouth extending my tongue inside her as far as I could reach. We traded positions and in so doing really tasted each other for the first time. I liked her taste; she told me she liked what I was doing. My heart skipped three beats.
Kim reached over and started to unbutton my sport shirt. I simultaneously worked on her blouse. Together we shed our tops at the same time. She had a delicate bra on that she immediately shed too. Her breasts were perfectly shaped handfuls of taut flesh with large areolas and significant nipples.
I put my mouth to first one and then the other breast sucking on the nipples and feeling them extend in excitement at my attention. Kim moaned and put her head back to savor my attention to her chest. She stroked my head and hair as I attended to her.
Then she surprised me and lowered her head to my chest, licking and sucking on my nipples. No one had ever done that before. I could feel the electric charge reach my groin as she did this, and blood surged into my penis like never before.
I fussed with her belt and the zipper to her shorts. Kim became impatient and did it herself, raising her hips off the bed to lower her shorts and her bikini underwear. She kicked both across the room. She lay next to me nude.
I made a motion to reach for her pubic area but she stopped me and said "No you strip too." I removed the rest of my clothes and tossed them aside. Our two bodies merged in another kiss of epic dimensions for now we were fully honoring each other through our nakedness, fully loving each other as never before.
We both reached for each other at the same time. She fondled my cock and started a slow up and down motion masturbating me; she was enjoying the feeling of me in her hands. I traced the outline of her entire pubic area with one finger, avoiding contact with her sex at first. My finger ran around the edge of her trimmed pubic hair and down the inside of the depression in her thighs; I jumped to the other leg and retraced a similar route along her thigh, around her hair and over her flat stomach. She writhed under my hand, not because she was ticklish but because she wanted me to touch her sex.
I gently stroked into her pubic hair from her stomach, occasionally using my entire palm to remove any hint of tickling. This was not playtime; this was time for love. Gradually my finger found her slit and only tentatively at first made short and shallow forays into the front of her sex, then deeper, and then deeper and more pronounced. She rose to meet my hand, forcing me to her. She whispered, "You tease," in a tender voice and gently bit my lip.
I shifted myself down the bed, rolling between her legs. I took my tongue and started behind her right knee and traced a gentle line from there almost to her labia. I repeated the process on the other leg. I then rose and used my tongue across her lower abdomen, just above her pubic area. She pushed my head down with her hands.
I lightly ran my tongue down her moist slit; she was generating wetness rapidly. I savored the taste of her. Her fluid was a musky aromatic juice that was erotic and sexy beyond description. If I could bottle it, I would have saved it forever to remind me of that first moment at her threshold. I used my tongue to explore further and deeper into her pussy. She was tenderly stroking my head and guiding me with gentle motions: up, down, slightly to this side, pushing me into her.
I found her clitoris. I knew I'd located it because it was carefully cloaked in a small circle of skin and rose in her excitement to greet my assault; more obvious though was her twitching and jerking motions as I ran my tongue over that part of her love nest.
I started to stoke her thighs with my hands as I focused on her pussy with my tongue. Gradually I brought my hands up and started to involve them in loving Kim and in particularly loving her pussy. I started to finger and lick at the same time, using tongue and then fingers. I inserted a finger into her cunt and she rose to meet me. I searched for her G-spot, exploring the areas I knew it was supposed to be. Then Kim's body arched towards me as I ran two fingers over a patch of internal tissue that had a slightly different texture from adjacent walls; I'd found it.
I moved away and came back, over and over again. I combined my oral loving of her clit with my fingers on her G-spot and internal loving. Kim started to moan. I increased my stroking and sucking. She whispered, "Oh dear God, I'm cuming. Oh. Oh. Oh." I then accelerated my sucking and thrusting of my fingers into her cunt.
Kim came. She was magnificent in her climax. Her back arched. She clutched my head to her nether region, squeezing my head with her legs that had been held back to afford me maximum availability. She squealed and moaned. Her entire body shook with several tremors than ran from head to toe. A small bit of womanly fluid appeared. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh that was wonderful. Oh dear God, thank you, thank you, thank you."
Finally the peak of pleasure passed. She was still languishing in the afterglow of the moment I'd provided her. She reached down and pulled me up, "Come here. Kiss me." I moved up and gently kissed her. She pulled me to her in a hard and passionate kiss. When we parted she said, "Is that me I'm tasting? I don't mind that. I never tasted myself before." I chuckled and said I loved the taste so I'm not surprised that she wouldn't too. She considered that and said, "I think I'm being kinky."
She reached down and took hold of my cock again and started to pump it. I had been so focused on her it had deflated slightly, however, she returned it to readiness in seconds. She then lowered her head and kissed the mushroomed top. Then I felt her mouth slide over the end and she started to slide up and down my cock taking me progressively deeper and deeper into her mouth with each down thrust. "Ummm," she said, "I really like tasting myself this way."
I lay back and basked in the enjoyment of the sensations she was giving me. I talked to her. Telling her what I liked: "This not that"; "Try that"; "Good"; "Deeper now". She occasionally took me all the way to the back of her throat, and then I felt myself go even deeper as she brought her lips all the way to my body. Then I was released again. I moaned and twitched. She was bringing me to the edge.
I whispered to her, "I want to be inside you, not in your mouth right now. Come over me." Kim carefully moved to straddle my hips as she held my rod in her hand. When she was positioned well she touched the end of my penis to her moist lips. She slowly lowered herself an inch and then rose again, then lowered herself a little move then pulled up again, then lower still and up again. I was being teased. My penetration was progressing very slowly and very sensuously in the hands of this vixen. She was intensely watching my face as she maneuvered.
Finally, Kim dropped her entire cunt onto my cock, allowing the last inch to finally penetrate her. We both groaned. Our loins pressed together in our bliss. She came forward to me and we kissed; I could feel her erect nipples dragging across my chest. I reached up and fondled her breasts, twisting and turning the erect ends; as I did this I could feel the muscles along her vaginal walls convulse.
We jointly started a slow thrusting, my up meeting her down. She was in control and would rise to a point where I was almost going to fall out of her warm sheath; then she would slowly reconnect us, sliding me past her labia and taking me deep inside her. We did this repeatedly. We kissed repeatedly. I moaned repeatedly. We both panted.
I finally got the signals from deep inside that said there's no turning back, that my orgasm was imminent. I whispered to her, "I'm near, very near."
"Me too," she panted back and me. We French kissed again, our tongues dancing in each other's mouths.
A few seconds passed and I said "Now!" I made four or five extended thrusts up off the bed into her pussy. She returned the gesture. I felt her cuntal walls squeezing my cock with a ripple of electric muscle movements. I exploded. I sent wash after wash of jism deep into her pussy. Kim rotated her hips into me in a move of maximum receptivity. I felt a flood of fluid at our joining. Our backs arched forcing my cock and her pussy together to the maximum extent possible.
"Oh dear God," Kim uttered. "I can't believe that that one was better than the other one you gave me. I like having you inside me."
"I agree. I can't think of anywhere else in the Universe I would want to be than right here, right now, with you. I'll even stay here forever if you want." We remained coupled as we petted, smoothed and kissed some more. Kim finally cuddled into my chest and we just snuggled together with her still atop my body.
When I deflated and fell out, I pulled Kim up next to me so I could kiss her again. She was still cuddly yet passionate. I administered to her breasts and nipples some more, and then I took my right hand and started to finger her moist pussy again. She responded well.
I lowered my head to her cunt and much to her surprise licked and sucked at the juices coming from her. "Oh," she said, "I've NEVER thought of anyone doing that. Are you sure?"
I took a large sample of our combined juices into my mouth and rose up to her, nodding for her to open her mouth. I gently kissed her, allowing a little of the joint fluid to flow into her mouth. I could feel her tasting the sample. I gave her a little more; then she pulled my head to her and opened her mouth wide. I shared all I had with her.
"We taste good," she finally said after we'd finished our wet kiss. "Can I have some more?" I went back to her well as she described the taste. She said, "I can taste both of us on different areas of my tongue. I am muskier than you are right now. You have a slightly sweet and oak like flavor." I gave her another deposit and savored some myself.
"You sound like you are grading a fine wine," I said to her finally.
"Yes," Kim said, "I think I am. We'll make gallons of this stuff and bottle it up and sell it as a rare and exotic perfume. Haute women all over the world will dab our fluids behind their ears and over their breasts to have that just right odor and to attract just the right guy."
"Pheromones," I said. "My wife used to tell me I had a lot of pheromones. I know it's something that moths have to attract other moths. People are supposed to have them too, in varying degrees. She always thought I had a lot of them. I always seemed to attract women. Maybe that's why you're here with me now. You succumbed to my pheromones."
"Whatever it is, I've fallen in love with you," Kim said, kissing me deeply.
"I hate to bring up a sensitive subject," I said suddenly, "but we didn't use birth control. Was that alright?"
"Yes," she said, "I'm on the pill. My instincts tell me you haven't been sleeping around very much. When was the last time you did this, if I may be so bold as to ask?"
"About four years ago with my wife, before she got really sick," I responded quietly. "Just her for the decade before that. Sometime I'll tell you about what our life was like the decade or so before that one, but not tonight." Kim looked curious but let the comment pass; I reached over and turned off the bedside light, leaving the only light coming from the partially closed curtains.
We both made bathroom trips. I asked, "Do you want me here or should I go?" Kim pulled me into the bed, kissed me tenderly, cuddled into me and pulled the sheet up over us. I was in heaven, an unbelievable heaven. Sleep overtook us quickly.
###
I awoke but didn't move; the room was lit by sunlight coming through the curtains that were only open about a foot. I opened my eyes and Kim's sleeping form was next to me, sheet askew so that her breasts were exposed. I just starred at the beauty of her face and form. What a perfect individual. I sent love thoughts to her. After a few moments her eyes fluttered open and she smiled at me; be still my heart. "I love you," she whispered.
"And I love you," I said as I leaned in a kissed her several times. "Hate to be bore, but what's your schedule for today?"
"I have appointments all morning and a lunch. I'm probably free after one or two o'clock," she replied with a yawn and seductive stretch. "What time is it?"
"Seven thirty. I'm your devoted slave for the rest of my life," I said and kissed her some more paying particular attention to her breasts. She kissed back and hugged me to her naked form. I hardened.
"I should start getting dressed now if I'm going to make my day on time. How about a rain check on what seems to be developing here?" She asked teasingly.
"OK, but no reneging. I'll make good use of the time." I jotted my cell phone number on a slip of paper by her phone. "Call me when you're done and I'll come running." I slipped my shorts and sport shirt on, stuffing my underwear and sox into my pockets, kissed her once more, and slipped down the hall to my own room to shave, shower and dress.



I had just finished dressing when I heard the rap-rap-rap on my door. I opened it to find Kim standing there in a business suit looking very professional and all business. "Wow!" I said, "I would do business with you in a moment."
She slipped into my room and plastered her body against mine. "I just wanted to be sure you remembered me," she said. She kissed me several times, her face up-tilted to mine.
I said, "As you go through today remember that you are loved. Not in any conventional way, but in a very unconventional way. Feel that love with you all day long. Know that whatever you are doing that love is with you. Know that whatever decisions you have to make I'll love you. And, know that I can't wait to see you again so I can love you some more."
She smiled and the two of us walked out in the hall after checking to be sure no one else was there. I did want to protect her professional reputation.
In the elevator we were at the back as it became a local and stopped at most of the floors on the way down to the mezzanine, where we could get a continental breakfast. Kim quietly pinched my bottom between the eighth and seventh floor. I never respond to mashers.
The conference breakfast was abuzz with activity. There were clusters of people everywhere, most carrying small plates and eating bagels, juice and coffee. I bid Kim au revoir and we headed into the maelstrom separately. I found an old client and soon we were chatting about the outcome of some planning work I'd done for them. I spotted Kim with several others having an animated discussion. I sighed silently.
At 8:50 am a bellhop walked through the breakfast area ringing chimes to indicate that we had ten minutes until the conference breakout sessions started. I said goodbye to my friend and headed to a session on solar technology. I not only wanted to hear the session, I wanted to befriend the speaker to see what his consulting needs might be. The rest of the morning went about the same, multiple sessions, sliding in and out of the backs of rooms, sampling session after session, collecting reading material in this room and that.
I headed to the conference lunch with about 800 of my closest friends. Again there was a keynote speaker, however, I didn't think he was near as good a speaker or as inspirational as Kim was the day before. Kim, I knew, was in the hotel restaurant doing a deal. I made some good contacts at lunch and gave away a lot of business cards. All in all I was happy the way my networking was going.
I was standing in the hall talking to two geothermal experts when my cell phone buzzed in my pocket. I excused myself from the group and answered the phone. Kim's cheery voice said, "Are you ready to play hooky?"
I said in my best professional tone, "Why yes, what a pleasant surprise. How are you? Haven't talked to you for ages." I gestured to my friends that I was going to slip away and we nodded goodbye to each other. I strolled down the hall holding the phone to my ear. "Where are you and what do I have to do to find you?"
Kim said, "Well, if you'll look a little further down the hall you'll see a good looking chick just waiting for someone to entertain her in lewd and lascivious ways the rest of the afternoon." I spotted Kim down by the elevators. She moved to head upstairs. I took the next elevator.
I rapped on her door and she opened it and pulled me to her. "Oh, I've missed you all morning. I have had one of the most productive days of my life. I've sold more business than I think I'll ever be able to deliver. Everything went my way. Everything is going my way." She put her arms around me and kissed me.
"Do you still have more business to conduct today?" I asked, "Or are you free to play and enjoy life."
"No. No more meetings today," Kim said, "but I do have one important thing I have to do. We have to do." With that she started to undo my belt buckle and zipper, reaching into my pants and grabbing my cock almost before I could respond.
"Are you sure?" I asked. "Oh yes," she replied, "Never more sure of anything in my life."
We undressed each other with a sense of urgency. Seeing her naked body in the light of day was a marvel. Her nude body was spectacular, bumps and curves in all the right places. I bent and sucked on her breasts bringing her nipples to erection; meantime she worked on my erection.
Kim then announced, "I started thinking about making love with you in the elevator this morning and I've been wet ever since. I don't want foreplay; I want you in me right now." She pulled me to her bed.
She pulled her legs back and spread them, giving me unfettered access to her vagina. I bent and kissed her clitoris; she jerked slightly. I then rose and inserted my hard penis through her wetness into her and started a slow, rhythmic pumping. Kim sighed and locked her legs behind me, pulling me to her for a kiss with lots of tongue action. She was right; she was sopping wet.
We made love, mad passionate love, tender gentle love, and all the shades and hues in between. I maneuvered Kim into that space where she was triggering off little climaxes every minute or so. Each time her body would shutter and I would feel her contractions around my prick.
Finally, I could hold off no longer. I let her know I was "inbound for a full-stop landing." Kim said, "Cleared for the approach and landing, Mister." We both ratcheted up the pace of our thrusting and she started to roll her hips, pulling my cock into her in an unusual and very stimulating way.
"Oh Wow!" I panted as my orgasm started. There was a squeal and moan from Kim at the same instant. I thrust several more times, very deliberately, into her and then my ejaculate started to fill her chamber. She was cuming too; our backs arched in unison again and she used her legs to pull me deep into her as our thrusting ceased. Our mouths locked together in a passionate kiss.
Eventually we rolled to our sides panting wildly; I was worried I was crushing her with my weight. "Don't worry, I'll let you know if your bothering me," she said with a smile and kiss. I remained as deep in her as I could be for several minutes after our love making ended. Then Kim started to flex her vaginal muscles and I could feel my flaccid dick being expelled with each of her contractions. She had a mischievous look on her face as she watched my reaction to her antics. Finally, I flopped out along with a deposit of our combined juices.
"If you work on those muscles you could propel rockets into space, you know," I said as I kissed the end of her nose. "Plus, who's going to sleep in the wet spot?"
We played with each other for a few minutes, enjoying our stickiness and nudity. I think she would have gone another round, but a man of my age is not as resilient as he used to be. I mentioned this fact to her. Kim said, "Ah, what we need then is some activity that qualifies as foreplay and recreation, while we give this a rest." She stroked my limp appendage.
I held her at arms length. "So what's your pleasure? Might you be interested in going to the beach?"
She said, "You're kidding, right? There's no beach near here."
"No," I said, "The beach is only a little over an hour or so east of here. If we leave now we can swim, walk, run or whatever over there and be back here for dinner or we could eat over there."
"Let's go. I haven't been to the beach in years and I love it." She hopped up and started rummaging in her suitcase. "I even have a swim suit in here somewhere." Finally she held up several pieces of cloth that couldn't possibly cover very much skin. "Here it is," she announced.
"You're dripping, dear," I commented, nodding to her very damp pussy.
"Oops," she said as she grasped her groin and shuffled into the bathroom. "A girl has got to watch herself around you," she yelled out.
I got up and joined her, taking the damp washcloth from her to clean myself. "I've got to change. I'll go back to my room. Knock on my door when you're ready." I gave her peck on each nipple. She liked the action.
An hour and a half later we parked along the waterfront in Cocoa Beach. Condominiums ran along the oceanfront as far as the eye could see both to the north and south. Nonetheless, the beach was fairly deserted. We left most of our stuff in the car. We lathered up with sunscreen, grabbed a couple of towels I'd borrowed from the hotel, and started walking south away from the pier that appeared to be more honkey tonk than either of us wanted.
Kim was wearing the little brief bikini and I had on my manly swimsuit. She had on a matching gossamer skirt that made her look sexier than if she'd had on only the bikini. And then there were her breasts, held only slightly by the two small triangles of designer cloth with strings behind her and around her neck. I kept leering at her even though I knew what delights there were beneath. She laughed at my arousal and she admitted she relished her ability to make heads turn, and turn they did as we walked along.
We held hands, we walked arm in arm, we poked in the sand for shells and sand dollars, we waded, we swam, we kissed, we pressed our bodies against each other and told each other how loved they were, and then we did it all over and over again. I think we walked about four miles. Any further and I would have had blisters; I wasn't used to walking on the sand.
After we got back near the car we spread our towels and lay side-by-side still talking. Kim told me more about her business. This year it was going to be over a $70 million dollar business, but it was growing at about fifty-percent or more per year. She could grow faster but she couldn't find the talent and skilled workers fast enough. She had a pretty low debt, good credit and was the sole owner, not a bad place to be. Even better was the excitement in her voice when she talked about it and what she was doing. She was living the vision she'd painted for the energy industry.
She got me talking about the management consulting work I'd done and was involved in. I'd migrated from technology consulting to management consulting twenty years earlier. I worked with several dozen large Fortune 500 and FT1000 companies to help them redesign their business processes, develop new strategies, implement major changes in their businesses, and come up with innovative and completely new ways to operate. More recently I was helping companies set up internal groups to do the same thing within their own organizations. For the past five years I'd specialized in energy providing industries particularly those that offered the promise to wean the world off of oil and fossil fuels. Most of my work was in the U.S., but some was in Europe and Japan. I guess I got pretty excited when I talked about my work too.
After Kim and I roasted in the Florida sun for an hour on each side we decided to leave the beach and go back to Orlando, clean up and find a romantic spot for dinner. We left the beach about six thirty, were back at the hotel by seven thirty, and sitting in a booth in Tiffany's holding hands at eight thirty. Tiffany's was a five-star restaurant specializing in their romantic ambiance. Kim looked radiant; her normal warm glow was enhanced from spending part of the afternoon in the sun. Somehow she'd made her hair look as though she'd spent hours getting it just right. The rest of her looked exactly right too, particularly the sexy black sheath dress and spike heels she'd pulled from her suitcase.
Kim leaned forward in her attentive way and engaged my eyes, "OK. Now we have some uninterrupted time and I want to know what you meant yesterday when you were talking about your relationship with your wife a while back. If I connect the dots with some of our earlier discussion I am guessing she had another lover."
"Oh you are perceptive," I said in astonishment. "Yes, that was exactly the case. After we'd had our discussion about rules, love and support, and having what I guess you'd call an open marriage, Mindy fell for a guy she was working with; they fell for each other actually. Before anything happened she came to me and asked permission to pursue the situation; I explained to her that she didn't need my permission, she needed my love, support and trust and that I freely gave these to her. I admit I had to work on my own jealousy; I think jealousy is a conditioned response by the way. That passed quickly as I came to know John and his motives.
I went on, "John joined our marriage for a while; he'd just gone through a divorce. I liked him almost immediately. We talked about our values and what was important and he agreed with them. No, more than that, he became a disciple of them and found, as I had, that life is better when you make them a way of life. Mindy and later another young woman named Loren were the beneficiaries of the love John and I gave them. Unfortunately both of them had to move away, in different directions."
Kim said, "Keep talking, this is fascinating. So this was a foursome for a while?"
"Yes, but Loren had to move to the west coast. She runs the west coast and pacific-rim operations for CTC – Computer Tech Corporation. When she was with us outside Boston she'd just started to move up the ranks as a high potential employee. She's married now and has some stepchildren. We helped her grow and move out of her comfort zone and accept the risks that her new jobs gave her as she moved up the ladder. Loren also didn't love herself too much when she came into our lives; we loved her and showed her how to love herself."
I went on, "John got recruited away from the Boston area about a year and a half after Loren moved away. Mindy, John and I were a threesome for that time, yes, a ménage å trois. We both loved Mindy very much, but Mindy and I came to realize that John needed to break with us and find his own base in life; we didn't feel Mindy and I were his long-term home. John eventually re-married. He had two sons from his first marriage and I think he got a couple of more step-kids when he married. As with Loren, the intimate side of the relationship ended when the frequent proximity to each other ended. Mindy and I went back to a relationship that at least externally looked pretty conservative; we still held the love and memories of all the times we shared with our friends."
"So all this ended about ten years ago," Kim asked?
"No really more like twelve years ago," I said. "Sometimes it seems like it was all like yesterday. The emotions we shared were quite intense at the time. We talked a lot to be sure we were on track with each other too. We wanted to be sure we kept going in the same direction."
"What did you get from the years you were in those relationships?
I started, "They went on for over three years. I've thought about it a lot. I was very naïve and lived in my comfort zone almost all the time. I'm an engineer by training and relationships had been a mystery to me before we started to talk about them and redesign our life around a new set of values and philosophies. John and Loren moved me out of my comfort zone and opened my eyes to the infinite possibilities that love and sharing can bring. I'm more aware of the responsibilities I bring to a relationship than I was before too. Love is not selfish; I used to think it was, at least in part. We'd talked about creating and being responsible for your own happiness before John and Loren came on the scene; in practice, though, what I learned about besides how to do that is love and empathy. You don't need to solve a loved one's problems by changing radically but you do need to sympathize. There a fine line in there."
Kim said, "You are a mind blowing individual. I haven't thought so much about relationships since I was asked to go steady in the tenth grade."
"I tell you all this," I said, "with a little fear that you'll get up and walk away, that I am too unconventional in my thinking, too out of the box. You should know that I live in the box a lot, but I've been outside enough to know what's out there." I shot her a sheepish grin.
Kim leaned in and kissed me. "No, you haven't lost me, in fact, quite the opposite. You are so deep in some areas I've barely even thought about. I know my stepsister June would love to talk to you about this sometime; I think your philosophy is very close to how she is living her life. I could talk to you about this for hours and hours and never be satisfied. The discussion about our business today was the same; I hated for it to end. As far as I'm concerned we need to build in more and more intimate time when we can talk without interruption, without a conference hanging around."
"Good idea," I said. "Today is Thursday. The conference ends tomorrow with the lunch. What are your plans for the rest of Friday and the weekend?"
Kim said, "I was going to fly up to Camp Forge, Pennsylvania to see my stepsister but she'll understand if I cancel. It's not a family event or anything. She'll be curious as all get out and I can deal with that later. What do you want to do?"
"I want you to come up to Amelia Island with me. My home's there as I told you. Come and we can play for the weekend. I haven't even been in the house a month; I've been living out of the condo I have in DC since I have two active clients up there. That was where I flew in from on Tuesday afternoon when I met you."
"You're on," Kim said. "I accept." She clapped her hands with glee and kissed me again. I was really getting used to all this affection. I think she was too.
We went back to the hotel and made mad, passionate love to each other twice I'm proud to say. We fell asleep in each other's embrace and awoke to each other's love. Kim and I went separate directions again in the morning, meeting associates, talking to clients, doing deals, and trying to do deals. I saw Kim at another luncheon table near where I sat; she had an attentive audience to something she was saying. I had trouble taking my eyes off of her. After lunch there were a few mundane remarks that closed the conference, and then the meeting was adjourned.
We'd both arranged for late checkout from the Intercontinental, so after lunch we gathered our luggage, checked out, put our bags in the car and headed to the general aviation side of the airport. We both settled our accounts and I went over with Kim the route up to the Fernandina Beach Airport, familiarizing her with procedures for transiting Jacksonville International, the runway layout, traffic pattern, and location of the FBO. We pulled her Jeppesen chart for the airport and I penciled in some key points. We both filed IFR even though the weather was VFR. A few minutes later we each picked up our clearances from ATC and started our engines.
I took off first so I'd be on the ground when she arrived. She could spot my plane and head for the FBO and parking area a little easier that way. I went from tower frequency to departure and heard Kim's voice pop up on the frequency about three minutes behind me. We'd agreed to monitor 122.7 Mhz in case we wanted to talk but all we did was just briefly say hello over that channel. Kim heard my handoff to Jacksonville Arrivals and followed me a few minutes later; then I was cleared for the visual approach into Fernandina Beach Airport. Kim followed and a few minutes later we cancelled our IFR flight plans, landed, and taxied at the airport. Kim parked where I'd indicated.
I knew the airport staff and was warmly greeted. I'd left a car at the airport. I pulled the car from my hanger to near where she parked, walked back and pushed my plane into the hanger and closed the hanger doors. We put our luggage in my car. Kim said she was impressed with my Florida car; it was an old Porsche 944 I'd had for over twenty years. I introduced Kim to my friends at the FBO and helped her check in, a job made easier since she was staying with me and they had all my contact information.



My Florida home is on the ocean. Neighboring houses are close by, but we have mutually allowed the vegetation to grow thick and lush between our homes so each one seems like an isolated oasis. I explained to Kim that we'd bought during a real estate downturn about fifteen years prior and gotten the property at a song; we'd built when rates were low and builders were crying for work.
Kim was blown away as we pulled through the electric gates into the circular driveway off of Route A1A. The two-story home is superbly landscaped and presents well. Front to back there is a lot of glass; as we went up a few steps to the front door you could look through the house and see the ocean over some dunes about three hundred feet away.
Kim kept saying, "Wow!" I explained to her that I called this my "Wow House" because all my visitors always walk in and go "Wow". I gave Kim a walk through of the house, adjusting the air conditioning, hot water system, and turning on some of the circulating fans as we went from room to room.
I saved the master bedroom to last. The suite is an octagonal extension from the house with four wide floor-to-ceiling windows facing the ocean. The glass is one way, no one can see in. The king-size bed is situated so you can put up the shades and lie in bed and look at the ocean. It truly is one of the most spectacular rooms I've ever been in and it's mine. The living room and family room share the same view. An oversized swimming pool graces the back deck; you can be in the pool and also see the ocean. The house is built around the backyard. All of these are some of the "Wow!" factors that Kim responded to.
I pulled Kim to me and kissed her. She responded and said, "Shouldn't we shut the blinds?" I explained about the one-way glass to her. From the beach and even the pool deck all you saw were mirrored reflections. The glass gave privacy and also helped with the air conditioning.
Kim threw herself into my arms and started to undo my sport shirt. I was equally enthusiastic about removing her blouse and slacks. Soon we were hugging in the nude, my erection rising to meet her wet mound. We rubbed together and let our passion build. Kim pulled me right over to the window and stood in a very exposed way to the few people walking on the beach; she waved frantically but no one paid her any attention. She plunged back into my arms, kissed and then we went to the bed, tossing the spread into a pile on the floor as we got in next to each other.
I suggested that I pay special homage to her pussy being that it was National Pussy Week. Kim admitted that she hadn't seen the announcement but thought that we should honor all such holidays. She reclined against the pillow looking out to sea. I lay between her outstretched legs and slowly began a tantalizing and amorous assault on her pussy, initially with my tongue and then with fingers and tongue. I gave the whole area little butterfly kisses and breathed hot air on the key parts of the area. While I did this I reached up with alternate hands and kneaded her taut breasts. Kim moaned and held my head, directing me in small increments to various nearby parts of her anatomy. We were both in seventh heaven.
After about ten minutes of this I suggested that she close her eyes and give in to the pleasure. She quietly closed her eyes. I talked to her about love and how beautiful she was in mind, spirit and body. I increased my attention to her clitoris and her G-spot. Her breathing intensified. She made a series of little moans each a second or two apart from the next, and then she came with a small ejection of girl fluid into my mouth. She squeezed my head between her thighs as the exhilaration swept through her body. I occasionally tongued her clit as she floated back to earth; each time I extended the attention to that part of her beautiful body she twitched from head to foot.
Gradually she opened her eyes to rejoin the world from her transformative experience. She gave me a tender smile and pulled me up so we could kiss. After a few moments of my holding her gently, she ran her tongue down to my breasts and nipples that are extremely sensitive and then down to my pubic area, circled in little dots and dashes around the area, and then inhaled my semi-erect cock. I hardened immediately.
I watched as she did amazing things to me. Now she had me twitching and moaning. Finally, I pulled her up and said, "Straddle me. Let's make love." She inched her way back up my body, licking my nipples again. When she was in position over me she slowly lowered her moist cunt onto my cock. Penetration was a celebration of our love. We did not rush the thrusting even though I think we both had inclinations in that direction. Instead we turned the experience of our union into a tantric meditation focused not only on sex but also in making our union more intimate and expressive about our love for one another. We talked and whispered to each other.
We extended our love making to a half hour and then to an hour. I had not cum but Kim was able to experience several 'mini-orgasms' as she called them. I was certainly stimulated and hard as we experimented with the tantric techniques and a number of positions. Finally, Kim told me that she wanted me to cum inside her; that she was ready for the welcome event. We kissed yet again and we turned so she straddled me again. She stroked my chest with her erect nipples and allowed me to suck them, now harder than I had been doing.
My sucking and biting of her breasts triggered the muscles in her moist tunnel to begin their contractions and spasms. I thrust deeply into her, meeting the increase in her pelvic thrusts into me with equal energy. I know we could both not only feel but also sense the orgasm of our mate; we had reached a connection that was not only physical, but also mental and spiritual as we made love.
The explosion of my body fluids into her body was no surprise. Kim exploded at the same time, flooding us with her ejaculate on the outside as I did the same deep inside her body. We looked longingly and with love at each other. The ocean surf crashed in the background.
We lay together for over twenty minutes not saying a word to each other. We were alert and attentive but just silent and meditative. We kissed often and fondled frequently. Finally Kim excused herself to go to the bathroom. I followed a few minutes later.
"Put on your bikini and we'll walk the beach," I suggested. She agreed.
In five minutes we walked the boardwalk over the dunes and down to the wide ocean beach in front of my home. Looking back at my home from the beach one now saw the row of expensive homes of which mine was just one.
We strolled hand-in-hand in silence for a long distance. Kim was deep in thought and finally said, "Our making love back there," she gestured over her shoulder towards the house, "was the most beautiful experience in my life. We touched each other on so many different levels it was …" she paused searching for a word, then found it, "scary. I've never had that kind of out of body experience. You did that to me. It was wonderful but scary. Wow!" She pulled me to her lithe body and kissed me oblivious to the other people walking the beach and admiring our love.
"You rocked my world too," I said. "I've never done what we did before – an hour. I wouldn't have believed it was even possible for a man to do that, particularly a man my age. You excite me in ways to you can't imagine. You talk about levels – yes, you excite me on many, many levels."
We walked some more in thought. Kim finally said, "You're worried about our age difference aren't you?"
"Yes, but it's more than just my age," I admitted. "I'm twenty years older; I know I shouldn't worry about it but I do, even if fifty-three is the new forty-three? Somehow I think I won't live up to your hopes and expectations for a partner and that I'll lose you because I'm too ancient. You're young and athletic; as I get older I'll be even less resilient that I am now, especially in the sex department. Hell, I'll die years before you even start to get old. That's been my biggest worry since last Wednesday. I'm scared too and I don't know what to do about any of this except brood over it all, which I've been doing whenever we're not together. You caught me out just now."
Kim hugged me and looked into my eyes, "Nothing I can say or do will make you feel adequate except to say 'Thank you' for what you've given me theses few days and in particular the last two hours."
She paused and hugged me again; "I should share my big worries with you. You've arrived; you are where I want to get to in my life, in my career. I mean you have this wonderful house on the beach, a place in Maine, the condo right in downtown DC – and next to Lincoln Center, wow! I'm blown away and I'm even intimidated by it all. I'm thinking how can ever achieve such greatness in my life, have the toys I want, and make the kind of contributions you've made?"
She glanced at me then went on, "More importantly, you have such wisdom and have done such deep thinking about life and relationships and family and all. It scares me to think about it. You've got answers to questions I didn't even know existed! I feel like a kid. I'm not worthy to even be in the same room with you. I'm not near your equal; I'm so far behind racing to catch up."
I offered, "Well, that's what twenty years bumping into the right obstacles will get you, as well as the balls to charge $800 to $1,000 per hour as your billing rate. You end up with possessions, and while they're nice they're not a light in my life like you are for me. I don't see you as a kid and it's not a race. Take your time; enjoy the journey. I can see by the look on your face that there's not too much I could say to you to make you feel adequate right now is there?"
Kim shook her head "No." We just smiled weakly at each other. I was suddenly at a loss for words. I was wrapped in my own insecurities. I mean here was the this most beautiful young woman that I had fallen for and even as we stood in the sand I could feel her slipping away from me.
Finally I said, "Can we learn to live with our inadequacies? Can we create a relationship here – the two of us?" I looked at Kim and she had tears rolling down her cheeks. She clutched at me and just whispered, "Oh Ron, Oh Ron." I was starting to choke up too. In that brief instant we knew we'd lost each other.
We walked back to the house in silence still holding each other. I'm the one that didn't feel worthy. The sun was gone from the sky leaving only a rosy hue as the evening twilight fled. The eastern sky above my home was almost dark when we reached the house.
We cleaned up, dressed to the nines and I drove us down to the Amelia Island Plantation for drinks and dinner. Our dinner conversation was "neutral." We strolled around the resort after dinner talking about nothing in particular and everything in general. We stayed away from the sensitive subjects we'd found in each other's lives including our relationship. I remained at a loss for words. I know we both had a million to tell each other but nothing came out. I couldn't think what to say to hold us together. I was glad it was dark; the people we passed couldn't see the tears in my eyes.
We made love again back at the house but it didn't reach the intensity or touch us on as many levels as it had earlier. We cuddled and slept pressed against each other throughout the night. I took comfort in it and I think Kim did too. In the end it was wistful thinking on both our parts. Nothing had changed by morning.
When I woke up I knew Kim was leaving; she wasn't going to stay the full weekend. She packed and I drove her to the airport and helped put her luggage in her plane. We kissed goodbye. I told her I loved her and then she was gone into the sky. I stood and watched her plane takeoff and bank to the north and then climb until she was out of sight. I sighed and drove back to my empty home. I cried a lot that day and the next. I grieved my loss.
I convinced myself that I was right about the age thing. Twenty years was too great a gap. I was ready to wind down my career and she was just starting hers. She was a go-getter, I'd already gotten. She wouldn't have wanted me making suggestions to her throughout her life; I had all this "wisdom" I'd called it. What good was it?
Further, I figured I'd grossed her out by telling her about the foursome and ménage a trois that figured so prominently in my life when I was just a little older than she was. What was I thinking to share that with someone I'd just met? To her I am just a dirty old man with kinky sex habits.
And then I beat myself up over my wealth. I had to admit I was trying to snow her with the car and houses and all. I overdid it. I scared her. She'd even used those words; "it was scary," she'd said.
And then there was my own insecurity. Women don't like insecure men; I shouldn't have shown weakness. I should have been the rock for her and her insecurities. But I am the way I am, and she should have loved me just that way. Love is forgiving, especially unselfish and unconditional love. Or is it? Was my basic philosophy of life and love all wrong?
I moped around through the start of the following week. I finally flew up to Washington and lived out of my Watergate condo. My clients were tolerant of my heads down attitude that week. I told them I had a lot to do to keep adding value to their projects and this was just one of those weeks when I was in "production mode." The problem was I kept moping around the week after that and the week after that and so on. I think I hid it well though.
I tried to call Kim a couple of times but either I hung up before the call was completed or her secretary told me she was too busy to accept calls today. I had the feeling she'd told her not to take calls from me. I finally stopped. I wasn't exactly sure what I would have said. About four months after she'd left I had a bad crying jag one last night, and then steeled myself to life without Kim.
To be continued in Part 2.
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Six Months Later
I still thought about Kim everyday in spite of my resolutions to the contrary. How could that beautiful young woman have touched me so deeply, so fast? Would I ever get over her? I knew I eventually would, it would just take a lot more time than I was allowing myself. My heart ached and grieved.
To yank at my heart even more, I opened the mid-April issue of Fortune magazine and there was Kim's picture and a brief article about her and her rapidly growing business. I tore out the article and carried it with me for a while then decided it was making me feel worse not better, so I just tucked it away in a drawer.
One Saturday in May, I was sitting at my Apple computer in my condo when the phone rang. I answered and was surprised by the caller's question, "Is this the Ron Hume that met a woman named Kim about six months ago at an energy conference in Orlando?"
"Yes," I said suspiciously.
"Well you and I have to talk," the woman said. "I'm Kim's sister, June Caldwell, and I'm in DC and now I know you are too, and it's imperative that we meet, if only for a few minutes. Can I buy you coffee or are you free for lunch?" There was no further explanation. I felt all sorts of stabs of pain and sorrow over hearing Kim's name and thinking of my lost love. I let her question hang for a minute as my mind raced with all the unasked and unsaid things in my short relationship with Kim.
I said yes and given the time I suggested that lunch was the better option. I met her an hour later in the lobby at the downtown Marriott where she was staying. June was as beautiful as Kim but they did not look alike; I recalled Kim had said she was her stepsister not sister. June was a tall, lanky blond that turned heads; she was a bit flashy. She was dressed in a summer frock that was both functional and sexy. June looked to be a year or two older than Kim.
As we went into the hotel restaurant, June asked for a table or booth away from others because we had some serious talking to do. The maitre d' looked suspiciously at the two of us, shrugged and led us to an unoccupied part of the restaurant. We sat in an ill lit booth.
As soon as we were seated and alone, June bluntly asked, "Do you love my sister?"
"Yes," I said unequivocally and without hesitation. I choked on the word and tears came to my eyes in an instant. I pursed my lips to keep from breaking out with a sob.
"Well, she loves you too," June said. "Only the two of you are acting really dumb and you need someone like me to step in and get the two of you back together again."
"How's that?" I asked, looking through my watery eyes.
"Well, first let me tell you that she told me all about your five days together in Florida -- and I mean ALL." June raised an eyebrow and smiled at me with a somewhat lecherous leer. "And, let me tell you that I had to pry most of the good stuff out of her to find out why she has been in such a morose mood."
The waitress came and we ordered. My mind was not on eating.
June went on, "You think you're too old for her. Well, you're not! Love doesn't care about age! You silly man. She tried to tell you but you let your own insecurity get in the way. What did you do, convince yourself that you weren't worthy?"
"Yes," I said as I stared at the table. I had a tear rolling down my cheek.
"Well, she thinks she's not worthy too. She said you are so sophisticated and worldly; she thinks you see her as a precocious child even though she's running this runaway company. She's memorized the philosophical stuff you told her and that's about all she wants to talk about; she and I have had long telephone conversations about it all. I've heard so much about unselfish and unconditional love, rewriting the rules of a relationship, the laws of the Universe, New Thought, redefining commitment, personal growth, redesigning relationships and so forth that I'm more of an expert that I already was. I buy into all you told her. I've been thinking along those lines for at least five years but some of what I've heard is new. Anyway, that's besides the point; Kim's been reading books about new relationships and open marriage too, but she cries a lot."
June went on, "You forgot one thing and so did she. You both need to love yourselves so that you can love others. You know you're responsible for your own happiness, but if you don't see yourself as worthy then how can love thrive; you end up not letting yourself be happy."
She looked at me to be sure I was listening. In fact, I was hanging on every word. She went on, "You can choose to allow the other person or people in a relationship to be an instrument in your happiness but you have to take action and be receptive. In this case, you both should be helping each other to get over your insecurities. They're temporary for both of you. Kim hasn't had an insecure thought in her lift until she met you. You're a successful, rich, mature adult who had a wonderful and long marriage; I can't believe you went through life paralyzed by your insecurities. You can both get back to that space and be together as well, but both of you have to take action. Instead you're both being dumb! That's where I come in."
"What should I do?" I asked leaning across the table. "After she'd left, I tried to call a couple of times but I think she'd told her secretary not to let my calls through. Her home number is unlisted."
"You have an airplane. Go see her. Tell her you love her face to face again. Get out of your comfort zone. Take a risk!"
"You think …" I started. June interrupted, "Hell, yes! And I've been having this same conversation with Kim too. She's receptive; she just doesn't know what to do. You're both afraid to take the first step."
"I don't know if I could stand being rejected," I said.
June said, "Neither could she. That's probably why you've both done numbers on yourselves." She thought for a moment. "How long does it take to fly from her to Chapel Hill?"
"We could be there in three hours if we left right now," I said looking at my watch. It was a little after noon.
"OK, then. I'm going with you and play cupid. I want to see her anyway. I'm going to mediate and get the two of you on track."
Just then our lunch arrived. June looked at our lunches and said, "You eat. You need to have a full stomach and be happy when we get there. Men with empty stomachs are not happy people." She took a bite of her salad and pulled out her cell phone; I ate and listened as she called her sister. I wanted to swim through the cellular system right then to be with Kim. June told Kim she was going to be arriving down that way later this afternoon and wanted to see her and probably stay over but she was a little unsure of flight times and such. She said she'd call later with more information about logistics if a visit were OK. It was a short call and I could imagine Kim agreeing out of habit with her older sister.
We finished our lunches, left some money on the table, and I got my car while June checked out of the hotel. I picked her up curbside and we drove to my condo. She waited in the car while I got my flight gear and tossed a few things in an overnight bag. We drove out to Washington Executive where I keep my plane; half an hour later we were wheels up headed to Chapel Hill.
June and I talked during the flight. June and Kim were stepsisters. Mom and Dad had split when Kim was young as had June's parents. Kim's Mom and June's Dad married when they were both young girls. Their parents lived about an hour from Philadelphia; their Dad had his own accounting business that their Mother helped out in during the busy season. They were near retirement but active and vital people.
June told me she worked for a large company called Alperion in Camp Forge, PA. She was a little evasive about her living arrangement so I figured she might be in a lesbian relationship but then she finally referred to Jim, her husband. I figured I'd ask deeper questions about that some other time. June was running several large projects for Alperion.
Our wheels touched down ninety minutes after our takeoff at Chapel Hill Airport, a small landing strip on a plateau on the north side of the town with few amenities. I spotted Kim's Mooney parked amongst a row of planes.
We parked the plane and after a couple of phone calls were actually able to get a rental car to pick us up. We finished registering for the car and then June directed me through the university and towards the town of Carrboro where Kim lived. We pulled into a very nice, heavily treed neighborhood and then into the driveway of a large contemporary home that probably sat on an acre or two of land. After we got out of the car, June took my hand and dragged me to the front door. My heart was racing; I was scared at what would happen.
We rang the bell.
Fifteen seconds later Kim burst through the front door and I had a blubbering young woman in my arms kissing me all over. Kim was sobbing and shrieking, almost unable to even find her voice she was so choked up, "Oh God, I've missed you so. I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry I left the way I did. Oh I'll never leave like that again. Oh I love you, I love you so."
I was crying too and saying the same things to her. June was standing there crying at our newfound happiness. I had steeled myself to not be emotional, but then the damn I'd built for six months burst and all my pent up emotions came flooding out. I loved this woman, deeply and without reservation. I didn't want to face the future without her. Tears and sobs wracked my body as I clutched Kim to me and wept into her hair and shoulder. She was crying loudly against my chest holding onto my shirt.
After several minutes of our tearful reunion Kim pulled her stepsister and me inside the house and into the living room. She was still sobbing and holding on to me for dear life. I have to admit that I didn't want to let her go either. We were wrapped around each other; we wanted to crawl inside each other.
Suddenly I was aware that the unhappiness I'd felt for six months had vanished; yes, I was crying but I couldn't remember when I'd been so joyous. My heart sang with happiness. I still had questions, but I was happy.
Kim pushed me onto the sofa and sat in my lap. She started to rain kisses all over my face again. Sometimes she took one of my hands and kissed it too then she'd wrap herself in it. She kept blubbering her love for me. She'd get control of herself for a few seconds and then burst into an uncontrollable bout of loud weeping, sobbing that she thought she'd lost me for life and how she couldn't have stood that. Then she'd hug me madly laying her head onto my chest and bawling uncontrollably again. My shirt was soaked with her tears -- our tears. There wasn't a dry eye in the house; Kim's tears were contagious and we were all weeping.
June left the room and returned with a box of Kleenex that she shared with each of us. She sat next to Kim and me on the sofa. Kim turned to her and embraced June, "Oh thank you, thank you, thank you for bringing the only person I've ever loved back to me." Then she shrieked and cried aloud some more on June's shoulder. June comforted her and held her to her; she looked across Kim's convulsing body at me with doe eyes of affection. I guess I'd done and said the right thing as far as she was concerned.
I think it took fifteen or twenty minutes for Kim to finally get herself under control; I only did a little better than that. Her eyes were red and puffy and even her blouse was wet where our tears had fallen. She kept sniffling and sighing, trying to catch her breath and swallowing hard, all the while trying to regain some semblance of self-control.
Kim came back to me and we hugged and sat with our arms wrapped around each other. June smoothed Kim's arm in a comforting gesture as well. Finally, after several huge sighs, Kim lay down and put her head in my lap and her legs in her sister's lap. She was suddenly exhausted. Her arms were clutching my legs; she wasn't about to let me out of her sight. I was holding onto her very tightly too. We weren't going to leave each other's company very soon.
As she regained some control, she rose and looked at me through her swollen red eyes. "Oh I love you so. I kept trying to tell myself that you couldn't love a person my age. I started to write or call a thousand times, but didn't have the courage. Then I'd realize I wasn't a kid and that you should love me just as I am. But then I'd cry like a kid again, and start the cycle all over again."
She sniffled and rubbed her eyes as more tears came. She choked out "June was here last weekend holding the Kleenex then too. She worked me over pretty well and at least got me to where I could admit I loved you and wanted you back and that you could love me just the way I am." She choked off a sob again. "When she called hours ago I had a premonition that she was doing something like bringing you here. I prayed and hoped all afternoon. If you hadn't come I might have gotten up enough courage to have been on your doorstep tomorrow." She hugged me then held my face in her hands and kissed me wildly.
I started, "I couldn't believe you'd really love an older guy like me. I wanted you so much but couldn't trust my instincts or even what you were saying. I felt like I'd scared you away telling you about my life and some of the unusual relationships that have taken place in it. I'm sort of used merchandise too having been married and all. Plus I worried I'd scared you off with my material possessions, my career and even the crazy sex we had." I sobbed again, "Oh I want you to forgive all that and just love me forever."
"There's nothing to forgive," Kim stated as she kissed me again and with a little more authority in her voice than she'd had since we arrived. "I love you just the way you are. Hear me and hear me well, your age doesn't matter to me; in fact, I like the fact that you are older. You give me perspectives on life and stretch my thinking in ways no other human has ever done."
Kim continued, "As for the unusual relationships you shared with me -- the foursome and threesomes -- to be frank they turned me on. I've thought a lot about them over these months and I could be in one too if the people in such a relationship loved each other. I think that's part of your unselfish and unconditional love philosophy isn't it? Also, your having been married doesn't make you 'used merchandise'! Good lord Ron, your wife died tragically at a young age; she didn't dump you because you were a loser. I love you because you loved Mindy; you've proven you have a heart and can weather the ups and downs of a long relationship." She squeezed my hand in a tender gesture.
"And as for all your possessions," Kim added, "in case you haven't noticed I'm a conspicuous consumer too. I'm just starting to amass possessions as my income allows. What you don't know is that it now allows a lot more, a lot more," she emphasized, "than it did even six months ago. The company is soaring." She finally smiled.
"Lastly, you mentioned your career and the crazy sex as things that might have scared me off," Kim said. "Your career is a joy to me, especially now that you're back in my arms. You've done and seen so much; I need some of that wisdom, especially at this stage in my company." She hugged me tightly. "And, as for the crazy sex, I need a lot more of that too. I still remember our last day together and have relived those hours over and over again; that was some of the best loving anyone could ever ask for and I was the beneficiary of it. If I'd only had my head on straight that day I wouldn't have left the next morning."
June was still sitting beside us; she rolled her eyes towards heaven at the last comment and said, "I'm jealous as all hell. You guys are making me all horny."
I held Kim's face in my hands and kissed her. "Kim, I love you, I love you, I love you. You worried that see you as a kid. You are my dearest love and the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with. What you see as ignorance and naiveté I see as a fresh and untainted perspective on the world, like the speech you gave at the energy futures conference in Orlando, you saw things about the world and the industry that no one else saw. You painted an achievable vision that has been missing for the world that no one else saw. God, you were magnificent, smart, brilliant, and you're beautiful. I think I told you those things months ago, but I want you to know that the memory lingers on." I smiled weakly at her through my own red-rimmed eyes.
June dabbed her eyes. "You two haven't even gotten to the best part yet. You both deeply share a philosophy about life and love that is beautiful and transcendent. The ideas you've talked about in terms of developing and sustaining relationships, about helping each other and your dear friends grow and develop, and the ability to act on your concept of unselfish and unconditional love are, to me, a spiritual experience. I feel closer to the power within me when I think about any of those things and you two are living this, and now you're going to be living these things together."
"Oh, and lest we forget," June went on, "you two need to listen to each other about all that stuff you both just talked about. You both talked yourselves into feeling unworthy in the other's eyes, but the other person didn't feel that way about you -- at all! Listen! Listen to each other. You have to talk when you feel down but you also have to listen to what's really being said. Trust what you both said to each other before your insecurities took over; you both said 'I love you' to each other."
Kim put her arms around both June and me and pulled us to her bosom and held us there. It wasn't a sexual clutch; it was a warm, loving holding of the two people that loved her most.
June pulled away as an idea struck and said, "I want the two of you to go upstairs and consummate your reunion. Kim told me about your meteoric sex life and the tantric sex. I'm envious but I want you two to go do something kinky. I'm going to sublimate and take a walk and think about everything you've said to each other again." With that, June rose from the sofa, snuffled, took a Kleenex from the box, and headed to the door. "Go love each other; that's an order. I'll give you an hour!" she said over her shoulder and with that she was out the door, shutting the door firmly behind her.
Kim and I both smiled at each other. "Come with me," she said, pulling me up, "we have so much to make up for." We went up the stairs to her large bedroom. She said, "We are going to have the best make up sex anyone on this side of the world has ever seen." With that she started to peel away the layers of clothing that covered her body. I stripped too.
When we were nude, we clutched at each other and fell onto the bed. Kim said, "No foreplay, your being here is enough. I want you deep in me now." I kissed her, rose over her magnificent body and with her help gently entered her with my rod sinking all the way to the greatest depth I could.
She was moist and ready for me. She held me tight to her wrapping her arms and legs around me. "Now you're home, really home," she sighed.
We toyed with each other for most of our hour, getting near the brink and then backing down in showers of kisses. We licked, fondled and smoothed all over each other, but never separated and really never stopped pumping or thrusting into each other. We talked to each other too, telling each other how important they were in our life and how we would rewrite the future to include the other person in it. After a while, Kim said, "Please make me cum. I'm close."



I pistoned into her body, accelerating my thrusts and lengthening my stride. I was near too. I gave up trying to hold off and elongate the encounter. Kim held me and rolled so that she could come up over my body; she rubbed her breasts and erect nipples across my chest in a very erotic gestures. "I'm spelling out 'I love you' with my tits," she said.
As she finished the "you" I came. Kim felt my urgency and she climaxed as well. There were the moans and the crying again and the pledges of infinite and eternal love. We held each other and kissed wildly, our tongues dancing inside of each other's mouths with renewed passion and happiness. Then we just held each other tightly; Kim lay on my chest even though we were coupled.
I happened to glance at the door to the bedroom; June had been standing there watching us. She'd hiked her skirt up to her waist and was masturbating as she'd watched Kim and me make love. She wasn't wearing underwear, her eyes were closed and she was in the final stages of reaching her own climax. I nudged Kim to look in her direction; she smiled. We were silent.
June panted as her climax arrived. She leaned against the door jam and after the climax visibly passed she allowed her body to sink and slide down the door jam until she was seated on the floor with her hand still lightly massaging her clit. She opened her eyes slowly, adjusted her skirt and gave us both a silly grin. We had made no move to cover up our naked bodies and were still coupled together -- my cock in Kim's pussy. June's show had given me some renewed interest in our sexual connection; rather than deflating I was inflating.
June eventually spoke, "I'm sorry for any embarrassment. I got back early and couldn't resist being a voyeur. I could hear the two of you making love up here so I snuck up to peek. I wanted some of that too, and it just seemed the best thing to do was, well, attend to myself." She gave us another silly grin from her seated position then hid her face in her hands. "Oh, I can't believe I just did that."
Kim held her arm out to June and said, "Come and join us." June hesitated as she rose. Kim added, "And take those silly clothes off. We're setting a fashion trend over here, no clothes allowed." Kim leaned in and kissed me tenderly; "You don't mind do you?" I was a very surprised guy. I shook my head "No", of course.
We watched as June stripped her dress and bra off, casting them into a pile on the floor. Her body was as equally magnificent as her stepsister's was. The arousal factor was mind blowing; I really hadn't softened since my climax inside Kim's warm tunnel a several minutes prior.
June crawled into the bed and cuddled up next to Kim and me. Kim was still straddling my hips and I was still inside her. Kim leaned over and kissed her tenderly. She whispered, "I've never kissed a woman like this before and I've certainly never been a lesbian."
June said to Kim, "One day does not a lesbian make; besides you already know I'm bisexual. I'm just perverting you." She leaned up and kissed Kim again, then leaned over and kissed me, dragging her large breasts and nipples across my arm as she did so. That single touch by June's body, particularly her breasts as she'd kissed me, made me harden into a steel rod again. I pumped slightly into Kim who tightened and relaxed her vaginal muscles in response.
"Make love to my sister," Kim whispered to me. "I want to watch. I want to share you with her." Kim rose and I fell from her pussy along with a dollop of our mixed juices. Kim turned me towards June, holding onto my cock as she did so. June looked at Kim and said, "Thank you. Thank you sharing your true love with me." Kim led my cock straight to June's luscious pussy.
I moved between June's legs and in a series of small thrusts sunk into her body. June threw her head back and gasped, "Oh God. Oh God. Oh thank you Universe." I started an in and out motion with my cock. Kim moved to June's breasts and sucked on her nipples, raising them to be erect thimbles of steel atop her firm globes. I leaned down and sucked on each of them as well. June was in heaven at the attention, arching her back as we over stimulated her.
I pumped in and out of June's pussy as Kim alternately held June; kissed and licked her breasts; and fingered her clitoris. June was writhing and thrusting her hips into me. We changed positions several times; neither of us was in a rush to climax. We were enjoying the feelings and sensations. Kim asked me to vocalize the differences between them; I talked of the different feelings of skin textures, pussy hair, tightness, agility, rippling muscles, womanly lubrication, and hip thrusts, and of course the different firmness of their breasts and look and feel of their nipples. Finally, after half an hour of the three of us loving and kissing but with me constantly thrusting into June, her back arched and she gave a colossal moan and thrust into my body, and she climaxed. The spasms of her cuntal muscles triggered my climax and I filled her tunnel with my jism. I had just made love to two women within minutes of each other -- and they were sisters!
I pulled June to me and held her tight; Kim wrapped her body around both of us. We were all loved -- deeply by one another.
The emotions of the late afternoon and evening had run so high we were all exhausted. We all dozed; taking little catnaps when we weren't smoothing or attending to the others in our midst. Finally, Kim announced that we all had to eat and further that we were going out to eat.
We took turns in the shower, dressed and then headed out. We ended up sitting outside in the warm night air at Bandito's Mexican Grill. We all had wine and ate too many chips and salsa. In the end though we were happy. We went back to Kim's home.
Kim pulled us all back to her bedroom. She stripped the two of us and we helped her shed her shorts and top. When we were nude, we made love again. The stepsisters were more attentive to each other this time since I figured I could only fire off once more; that proved to be an accurate prediction. They became expert at bringing each other off. We all worked up a sweat even though the air conditioning was on. Eventually someone turned out the dim light we'd had on in the bedroom and pulled a sheet over the three of us, our eyes shut and we slept wrapped in each other's arms.
In the morning I awoke to find Kim's eyes open and looking endearingly at me. I smiled back at her and she leaned in and kissed me. We both had tears of happiness in our eyes. June was sound asleep, even as we snuck out of bed and downstairs, carefully shutting the bedroom door so our talking and sounds from elsewhere in the house wouldn't wake her. We were both nude.
When we got to the kitchen, Kim pulled me to her. She bent down and sucked my cock into her mouth. She came up and commented that I still had the flavors from the three of us on my dick and that she was going to have me for breakfast. She sucked again until I hardened. I pulled her up, kissed and massaged her breasts then we passionately kissed. Kim hopped up on the kitchen table and I entered her pussy with my cock. I started a rhythm guaranteed to bring us to orgasms in only a few minutes; we had a sense of urgency about us. We were carrying the love we pledged to each other the day before to a new day.
June appeared in the doorway, also nude. She came behind me and rubbed her naked body against me as I fucked her sister. The sensation and visual images of the moment were too erotic and too graphic; I came with a gusher as they say. I filled Kim's pussy with splash after splash of semen. Her legs wrapped around me, she pulled her body into the air as her head went back, and she came with one large sigh and highly audible moan. I felt the squirt of her girl juice coat my pubic area and run down my leg. I really wanted to lick that for breakfast.
As we returned to the world, June kissed my neck and said, "Oh, you started without me. I'm glad you two are so happy." She hugged us both. My mind was thinking lewd and lascivious thoughts; I had two busty, nude women hugging me. One of them had my cum running out of her vagina and down her leg; I had her cum all over me; and the other wanted me to fuck her. I tried to conceive of how heaven could be better than this; I couldn't.
Kim started the coffee maker and poured us each an orange juice. "We have to keep our strength up; after all we're going to be fucking all day and all night long again." She grinned over her shoulder at the two of us. My cock stiffened slightly.
We pooled our talent and made scrambled eggs, bacon and toast. After we'd eaten in Kim's breakfast nook, with towels underneath those of us that were leaking, we went back to her bedroom. I let June seduce me. I worked on her delicious cunt for about thirty minutes, eating and sucking her nectar and delivering several orgasms to her. She pulled me up and asked me to enter her; I pulled her over me and had her lower her pussy over my cock. I penetrated her and I could watch her face brighten with delight at the entry; I could also reach with hands and mouth to her breasts and erect nipples. She was actively thrusting onto my cock.
After several minutes of her robust up and down motions, she announced that she was near. I was too amazingly. By agreement, we said we'd cum together and we did. Her muscles triggered my orgasm or was it the other way around, no difference. We both had ecstasy overtake us and transport us to the heaven. We became one with the universe for those few seconds. It was wonderful. Kim lay beside us watching and touching and smoothing and encouraging. We all hugged when we were done then Kim went down on June, sucking the combined nectar from our intercourse into her mouth; she moved up and shared it with her sister who appeared to relish the mixture. They kissed and fondled in June's afterglow.
I returned from the bathroom to find the women leaning against the headboard; Kim was cradling June's body. They both looked luscious. I leaned in a licked each woman's slit, using my tongue to trace many letters of the alphabet in, on, or near each woman's clit. They closed their eyes and savored the sensations I was delivering.
I announced my need to run an errand; they looked puzzled. I explained that the dramatic increase in need for my cock in this house necessitated that I get some Viagra. An hour later I was back from the nearby CVS drugstore with an emergency supply; fortunately I had a prescription on file and the pharmacist was able to find it on the computer and fill it for me in North Carolina. The pills helped Kim meet her goals for the rest of the day.
We scrounged lunch from Kim's refrigerator, made love again, had a snack in the mid afternoon, made love again, showered, and went out to dinner at the Spotted Dog. We were in no rush so we lingered over drinks and dinner a long time. We were a happy threesome out for a night on the town. I noticed some looks from guys at other tables; I think the question they'd formed in their minds was something like, "What's a older guy like that doing with two gorgeous young women that obviously adore him? I bet he's going to be doubly lucky tonight." I was.
At dinner, I kept asking June about her living arrangements in Camp Forge. Kim apparently knew and had a smirk on her face wondering how her sister would answer my questions. Finally, June laid it all out on the table. She was part of a five-some! I was blown away. She was married but they were in a polyamorous relationship with another couple and a woman. They had houses next door to each other. June, her relatively new husband, Jim, and the woman who had been her boss for a while worked for Alperion; Trish the other wife in the group super-commuted to Boston and ran part of a large ad agency; her husband Bob was a management consultant and traveled a lot.
June explained that the concept of unselfish and unconditional love and open marriage was not new to any in her Circle of Love, as she called them. She commented that Trish's husband was even writing an article about the Circle for Literotica. They'd all read and studied the subjects of love and open marriage for a long time and were well versed on them. They were living proof that you could build an extended family around such a set of principles and philosophies, and have a happy and harmonious time of it. I felt I'd met a soul mate.
I was impressed and expressed interest in meeting and talking with her Circle sometime. She said they'd have us up to Camp Forge sometime over the summer.
We settled up the bill, went back to Kim's house, made love one last time as a threesome, and then slept for a little while. Kim, June and I agreed that we'd wake up early on Monday morning and that I'd fly June to Camp Forge so she could get to work. She'd called and arranged to have one of the people she lived with meet her at the Camp Forge Airport, another small general aviation strip, and take her to work. I figured a little under two hours to get her there from Chapel Hill. The weather looked kind.
After I dropped June off in Pennsylvania, I was then going to Washington and spend two days and an evening doing some client work and collecting a bunch of stuff, including my laptop and then I'd come back Tuesday evening to Kim's home. Kim had said she wanted to talk to me about parts of her business and some strategic moves she was facing. I said I'd be glad to help.
Thus, Kim, June and I were up at five o'clock in the morning and scurrying around Kim's house packing. Kim followed us to the rental car agency and we dropped the rental car off, pushing the keys through the mailbox slot as we'd arranged. She drove us to the local airport where there were lots of hugs and kisses, and a few minutes later June and I were airborne and headed north.
I asked June more about her Circle of Love in between my conversations with air traffic control. I was pleased to find it had been going on for almost five years and was going strong. She said they were all devoted to each other and open minded about meeting other people where individual growth or a novel personal experience would result, particularly those that could be shared within the Circle.
ATC routed me around the Washington airspace, handed me off to Philadelphia Approach Control, who then gave me vectors straight into the Camp Forge airstrip. We were on the ground within five minutes of my estimated time. We taxied in and stopped and both got out and stretched our legs. June waved frantically at a woman she saw standing beside a car near the other end of the airfield's parking lot. The woman got in and drove up to our plane.
"Ron," June said, "I want you to meet Jan; Jan meet Ron. You two should kiss; you're both my lovers." She then went into a small fit of laughter at the expression on my face. Neither Jan nor I was intimidated by June's introduction, thus we did move into an embrace and warmly kissed one another with full body contact. Jan was a great kisser; I think she liked me too.
"I feel privileged to meet a member of June's Circle," I said hugging her.
Jan warmly smiled. "Well, it's a great pleasure to meet Kim Winslow's lover and more recently June Caldwell's lover," she said casting a humorous glance at June. "I assume from the happiness I see on both of your faces that the reunion went rather well this weekend. June has kept us well informed over the past month or so about her plans to reunite you with her stepsister."
"Oh, things went better than just all right!" I said animatedly. I patted my heart in a gesture indicating that my heart had flown away. They both smiled.
"I'm so glad," Jan said as she hugged me again. "It would be ashamed to lose you from the extended family since, from what I hear, Kim and you are so philosophically aligned with the values and thinking we've done up here with June and the rest of our family."
I smiled and held her at arm's length. "Well, June says we're going to get an invitation to visit with you a few months. Kim and I want to talk to you about your relationships and how you've made them work so well."
While we'd been talking June had pulled her small suitcase and tote bag from the back seat of the plane and put them in Jan's car. She returned to us. Turning to Jan, she said, "I hate to be a bore, but I should be at work like five minutes ago."
"OK," Jan said turning back to me, "We'll have to continue this when you come up, and both you and Kim should consider this an official invitation from all five of us to come and stay as long as you can. We want to include you in our Circle in whatever way you are comfortable. We can have long discussions about the whys and wherefores of our lives. We've gotten pretty good at it by now with the few people that know about us. We don't broadcast how we live, but we don't hide it either."
Jan and I kissed goodbye; she gave me a more passionate response than I expected. I was pleased; she was a very attractive woman who obviously knew where she wanted to be in life.
I turned to June to say goodbye. June threw herself into my arms almost knocking me off balance. We hugged tightly and then she gave me a deep French kiss and a bunch of smaller kisses all over my face. "Oh," she said, "I love you almost as much as Kim does. I can't wait for us to get back together again." We kissed again and she whispered in my ear, "And I can't wait to have you cock buried in my pussy again; I really liked that." We parted and she had a big grin on her face. She pecked my lips once more and was gone. She'd given me a hard on.
The two women got in Jan's car and pulled away from the plane. I waved goodbye and then got back in the plane. Forty-five minutes later, following a circuitous path around Dulles Airport, I landed at Washington Executive and taxied to my home hanger. An hour after that I was in my condo at the Watergate; an hour after that I was in a conference room at the Department of Energy giving a briefing about the financial stability of the companies in the geothermal segment of the industry. I spent the day with them; after all, they were paying clients. I wondered if they noticed how happy I was.
As I left DOE's offices on Independence Avenue, I pulled my cell phone out and called Kim's office. Her secretary answered and asked who was calling, I gave my name. This time I felt like I'd announced she was sweepstakes winner; I heard a little squeak of joy and then she said, "Oh, hold on a minute. She's in a meeting but I know she wants to talk to you."
In less than a minute Kim picked up the phone. I said, "This is some guy you met in Orlando a few months ago. I want to tell you that I am truly, deeply, madly, sincerely, and all the other adverbs you can think of, in love with you. I hope you've felt my heart sending you messages of love all day long."
"Oh yes," Kim said with glee in her voice. "I've missed you too and I love you back. Where are you now."
I explained about my meetings at DOE and my solo dinner plans. I also briefly told her about meeting Jan. Apparently Kim had met Jan several times on visits and such. She had a high opinion of her and her professional capabilities. We agreed we'd talk later in the evening. Since Kim was running a crazy meeting schedule that afternoon I suggested she call me when she got home. She said she would.
I headed back to my condo from DOE thinking that I had nothing serious to eat at home. I headed into Fresco's Gourmet Italian at the Watergate, having a couple of glasses of wine and some clams linguini at the bar. Both were wonderful. I headed home.
My cell phone rang about nine o'clock. I picked up and said, "Hi Darling."
"Oh you sweet talking guy, you!" Kim uttered in a fake southern accent. "This is your phone sex call of the evening. I think you ordered something like this earlier."



"Yes," I said, "I guess I did. How was your day other than all the phone sex calls you've made?"
"Business before sex I guess. OK. I did a small deal today; I bought another company that's been able to up the efficiency of their solar cells by ten percent by using a rare earth element in their crystallization process. Want me to go on?"
"Only with the phone sex part," I said. She laughed.
She did go on about business for a few more minutes. At my prodding, she listed the ten issues she was dealing with at her company -- TransSolarium Inc or TSI as she called it. I told her I could help her with most of them and that we'd start working on them when I was there on Wednesday. She was happy about my ability to contribute.
The phone sex part of our call was great. It turned out she was lying naked in bed running her hands over her breasts and nipples and paying particular attention to her pussy. I stripped and got on my bed as well. I described in detail my approach to dining on her fine delectable pussy. After a while, she moaned and vocalized her climax to me.
Kim then described how she would give me the perfect blowjob, including a tongue by tongue and stroke by stroke description of her assault on my cock. She also provided me some descriptive reminders of our weekend together, including some of her sister's contributions to the orgasmic bliss we'd given to each other for two days. I jettisoned my load into a Kleenex, telling her how good my orgasm felt.
We talked a while longer about getting together. We were both exhausted having gotten up so early after having been awake fucking so late and so many times the night before. We pledged our love to each other and both of us went to sleep.
I spent Tuesday day at the Department of Transportation talking about CAFÉ standards -- corporate average fuel economy, and their impacts on energy consumption, alternative fuels, hybrids, and in particular on DOE. DOT was also a client but, amazingly, actually worked in harmony with DOE on this stuff.
About four o'clock my meetings ended. I retrieved my car from the pay lot on the corner and drove to Washington Executive airstrip. I was airborne in forty-five minutes, spending most of that time waiting for a clearance to Chapel Hill. The weather was just bad enough that I couldn't go VFR.
I had called Kim with my cell but got her secretary and left a message with my ETA just before I took off. When I landed in Chapel Hill, Kim pulled her sedan up next to my parked plane. "You chariot awaits you. And, I am your devoted sex slave for ever and ever!"
"Now that's the best offer I've had all day," I said as I scooped her into my arms and rained kisses all over her face and neck. "Hello Sex Slave," I said; Kim kissed back and thrust her pelvic area into mine. I developed a lump in my pants again.
We drove to a small bistro on the edge of the University and had some wine and dinner. Kim was telling me about how dynamic some of the issues in her company were. Finally, on the second glass of wine, she ran out of steam and relaxed. She had a silly grin on her face that signaled she was ready to park the problems of TSI at least until tomorrow morning.
I said, "I have a potentially embarrassing question to ask you; you decide whether you want to answer or not." She nodded and leaned forward. "Had you done what we did with June before? I don't care if you did. I'm just curious. And, oh yes, were you OK with me making love to her over the weekend?"
Kim laughed and kissed me. "No, I'd never made love to her like that before and you could have asked me in front of her. When we were kids we'd compared our anatomies, and we often saw each other naked or nearly so. But we never touched. She's two years older and tells all you should know. She told me all about losing her virginity and then about each of her relationships -- in detail. Anyway, I grew up knowing her sexploits including her life with her lovers in her 'Circle'. I know the sexy details; it's very loving and can be very erotic. Thanks to you I understand it all better than I did. I have a lot to learn though." She smiled.
"As for last weekend," Kim went on, "remember I asked you to make love to June. I meant it. We've been so close that I felt warm and giving by sharing you with her."
"But we'd just found each other after so long a time," I said. "I just don't want you to think …"
Kim interrupted, "I don't think anything other than that you love me -- truly, madly, deeply I think you said last night. I accept that. I also know that you love June. It's part of your make up and mine to share and love other people. This is our unselfish and unconditional love. You've made more of a convert out of me than you'll know." We kissed again.
Kim reflected a moment then added, "I expect that when we visit with the Circle over the summer there will be opportunities to love other people. We can look forward to being with June again and perhaps others in her Circle. June called me earlier today; you should know that she's in love with you too," she paused, "and I'm not a bit jealous." Kim smiled lovingly at me.
"Is Jim, her husband, OK with that or hasn't she told him?" I asked.
"Oh, she told him what a tender and generous lover you were," Kim said. "She said he was glad you'd taken such good care of her over the weekend. He wants to meet you, in the nicest of ways. By the way the guys in the Circle are not bisexual; they're comfortable in each other's presence, but that's as far as it goes. Based on what you've told me that'll fit your preferences."
"Are you comfortable with your new bisexuality?" I asked.
"As far as it goes," Kim laughed. "Right now that extends to my stepsister. It's almost incest but not quite. Even if she were my full sister I'd feel all right with what we did. It's all about loving each other and I do love her. I have a new dimension, a new way to love her now that wasn't there before and I am grateful. I can even say 'Thank you Universe' for what I learned this weekend."
We held hands and lingered over our dinner conversation. Kim suggested I call June and tell her that I love her. I pulled my cell phone out and Kim dialed for me. June answered and I told her about our conversation and that we were both thinking loving and nice sexy thoughts about her and wished she was with us again. We could feel the glow over the phone as we passed it back and forth. Then we rang off, paid the bill and headed home.
We made beautiful love that night. We were very tender and sweet with one another. Our moves were made to titillate and stimulate each other. We didn't rush. Our orgasms were extended and oh so enjoyable. Afterwards we ignored our fluids and stickiness and just cuddled together until we fell asleep in each other's arms. We both knew we were loved and at the center of the universe.
###
I awoke the next day to the feeling of erect breasts rubbing across my chest. I didn't open my eyes right away; I lay there, smiled and savored the experience. Kim knew I was awake. When I felt her lips wrap around my cock and inhale my essence into her mouth my eyes shot open.
She played with me for a few moments. I made to include her more actively in our sex play, but she separated from me just long enough to say, "No, just you." I conceded the point, layback, and let Kim bring me to orgasm. I realized how erotic and sensual it is to watch someone else masturbating you and sucking you into her mouth and even deep throating you from time to time. She was nude as well as I must admit that the sight of a naked female, particularly one giving me a Class A-1 blowjob is stimulating as all hell. My climax was noteworthy but only reduced my horniness index from ten to nine. She came and kissed me deeply after my orgasm; I offered to return the sexual favors but she said she was fine and wanted to wait until the evening. We cuddled for a few minutes then Kim said we ought to think about going to work. I conceded that point too.
It was 6:30 am. I stripped the bed and put the linens in a wash, then came back and joined Kim in the shower. We kissed a little and I thanked her for my wake up call; I promised to return the favor whenever she was ready. I suggested on her desk around mid morning. We dressed, ate, drove to TSI, and I started to learn about Kim's company in great detail.
The next three days were a whirlwind of meetings and interviews. I wanted to really understand TSI, where it was, where it was going, and what its potential was. I also wanted to compare it to a number of other energy-related companies I knew. I spent all day Thursday with Kim's Chief Financial Officer, Ken Wheatley. Kim said she really trusted his ideas and judgment. Friday I spent closing gaps and making a series of calls to friends in a number of other companies as well as to a first cousin at Goldman Sachs.
Kim had agreed to wait until Friday afternoon for my assessment of TSI. Our evenings for the week were similar to Tuesday evening after I arrived. We went out to dinner around Chapel Hill then went home and made love. We were taking turns waking each other up with an erotic wake-up call: my receiving a blowjob or Kim awakening to having her pussy licked, sucked and kissed to climax. At work, we both had smiles on our faces. Deb Haywood, Kim's assistant told me she'd never seen Kim so happy and she'd been working with her for over two years.
Friday afternoon I suggested that Kim, Ken Wheatley and I meet from four to six o'clock. We gathered in the conference room and I spoke. "The reason I want to talk to the two of you is, well, Kim it's your company and I see a lot of potential here, but it'll take some financial moves to implement some of my recommendations and that's why I wanted Ken's input." I turned to Ken and he nodded his gratitude for being included.
"Here's the bottom line. Kim, I want TSI to buy two other companies right now. The cost will be around $60 to $80 million and they're both willing to sell to someone like you. They are Geo-Therm International out of Little Rock and Electric Breezes out of Denver. I'll explain my reasons in a minute. In six to nine months I want TSI to do an Initial Public Offering or IPO of forty to fifty percent of the company, with you retaining majority control for the time being. Before that I want you to round out the Board with the people you want to be sure have a voice in your company and I want you to be sure you've issued shares to those you want to share in TSI's future wealth. After the IPO, I think TSI should use some of its cash to buy two more companies, one in tidal power generation and I think I know a candidate in the U.K., and the second in photo-voltaic technology -- there are several around but I think we should go after one in France or Russia."
Kim and Ken were both nodding and leaning forward in their chairs as I outlined my proposals on a whiteboard. I explained my rationale and the details about my plan to them, giving them the case for action, my vision for the company, and some detailed steps about how to make some of the things I was recommending happen. Ken was particularly worried about the IPO until I explained that I'd already talked in confidence to my cousin at Goldman Sachs and he was waiting for us to make the next step; he said they could probably sell the entire offering in one hour and probably at record prices over evaluation. The purchase of the two small companies right off the mark was to help in boosting the evaluation and attractiveness of TSI's offering. The second two purchases were to round out the portfolio of non-fossil fuel technologies the company was manufacturing and help position TSI internationally.
Kim loved the ideas, Ken agreed, and over the next few months the three of us set about changing TSI. Kim asked me to be on the Board and gave me a block of shares to make it worth my while. Over the next few weeks I contacted my friends at Geo-Term and Electric Breezes and negotiated a fair price and terms for them and an advantageous deal for TSI. The management teams remained in tact and both leaders joined our Board.
We took a week in July and flew up to my camp near Stratton, Maine. The "camp" is actually an all-weather, five-bedroom home on a beautiful lake in the mountains. We also brought up June and her husband Jim; Jan, the sexy close friend I'd met a few weeks earlier; and Bob and Trish Knight that sort of started the Circle of Love. The seven of us spent the week relaxing on the lake, telling stories, sharing philosophies, extending our thinking with each other, playing golf, hiking, swimming, reading, eating and drinking exotic creations we took turns making, and making love to everyone else that was there.
Every one of us had a smile on their face all week long while we were in Maine. Bob said he'd write another story for Literotica about our weekend together and post it on their web site; he had us all reading stories from that site aloud to each other one night -- it was an arousing evening; every one of us got horny and made love with at least two other people.
We ferried the visitors to Maine back to Camp Forge on the following Saturday afternoon. Kim and I stayed with them that night, making love and sleeping with June and Jan; Jim had joined Bob and Trish for the evening.
Sunday Kim and I flew down to DC and prowled around Washington. It was a hot, muggy day and we just walked around a lot of the touristy spots in the City and enjoyed being with each other. I think I kissed Kim a thousand times and told her I loved her about the same number. We stayed at my condo at the Watergate Sunday night and then Monday morning the two of us took Kim's plane and flew to Teterboro Airport. We took a car into the City and went to Goldman Sachs and set up the IPO; the IPO was to take place in January just after the start of TSI's new fiscal year. That afternoon we flew back to Chapel Hill and went to TSI. Things were in place for big and bold moves.
Nine Months Later
So much has happened in these few months I barely know where to start writing again. First, let me tell you that Kim and I are as in love with each other as we have ever been. As I'll explain in a minute, we've been able to spend an increasing amount of time together and this has pleased both of us. We've also spent a lot of weekends up in Camp Forge with June and her Circle of Love; they are our dearest and closest friends and lovers.
TSI's meteoric growth continues; much to our surprise sales topped $300 million for last year and including our new companies we expect to more than double that this fiscal year. We have a very healthy order book and are scrambling everyday to increase production without sacrificing quality or service.
We had the IPO in January; the initial offering was announced at $25 per share. The price of oil skyrocketed to $92 per barrel the week before the IPO, so on the day of the IPO shares were bid up to over $225 per share and it has gone up from there. We were ecstatic. What this meant was that on paper Kim was the country's newest billionaire, yes, that with "b". She's been sort of numb since. The other shareholders, including myself, all made out extremely well in the sale. In round numbers June and I, as well as Kim's parents ended up increasing our net worth by about $180 million each. Kim moved up to Chairman and named Ken Wheatley, also a newly minted multi-millionaire, as the President. She focusing on long term strategy and growth of the company while Ken runs day-to-day operations and keeps the customers happy.
Kim and I humored ourselves and bought a corporate jet -- a Learjet 400 that is plush and will carry pilot and copilot, plus eight passengers. Kim and I both went to jet school on and off from January through March in Marietta, Georgia and got type rated on the plane. It has long-range tanks on it so we can fly non-stop to or from Europe or do Alaska to Tokyo in one hop. We've been to Europe about once a month. While we added a crew to TSI's payroll, Kim and I do a lot of the piloting and, yes, we've joined the mile high club; I'll have to write about that some day.
We helped the Circle of Love design and start to build a luxurious home outside of Camp Forge, Pennsylvania on a 300-acre tract of land. It's under construction and the main house should be finished in about three more months. Kim said it was a late wedding present to June and a gift of love to the four other people we love and have learned so much from in the Circle. I should add that June is pregnant for the first time. Everyone knew she was coming off birth control so either Jim, Bob or I could be the father; we can't wait to see who the baby looks like. Everyone is ecstatic about the event.
I went to Crescent Ridge, Pennsylvania and met Kim's parents at Christmas time. They were moving into a new home and we helped them with the move and lots of little home projects. Her Mom and Dad are about ten years older than I am, yet I felt like I was about sixteen years old and asking if I could go steady with their daughter when we met. They were both very engaging and soon put me at ease. I'm now considered a member of the family and feel comfortable talking with both them anytime. I was surprised at how freethinking Kim's Mom and Dad were; they were supportive of June and her lifestyle and certainly supportive of Kim's relationship with me. I felt a lot better after we'd left knowing they not only approved but also supported our love.
Right after we got rated in the jet, Kim and I picked up both of my daughter's families and we flew everyone to Aruba for Spring Break -- there were nine of us including my three grandchildren. Kim and my daughters got along famously; my kids, both in their twenties, were becoming a nag to me to meet someone and get in a serious relationship again. They're amazed that Kim is so beautiful, so talented and, more recently, rich. The fun topic of conversation was that if we got married they'd have a stepmother just a few years older than they are; we all laughed over that. My daughters and their husbands were stunned and over the moon when I announced that we were planning on starting a family together; Kim even has that rosy glow that might signal that we've already been successful in our seed planting activities.
I still spend some of my time consulting and Kim spends a lot of her time being Chairman of a company that might have a gross of over two billion dollars in five years; we keep doing acquisitions. Nonetheless, we have made strict rules on the amount of time we'll tolerate being away from each other. Yes, a rule, but we both set it and it's sort of flexible. We've been playing and enjoying life more than either of us were before we met. We use the jet a lot; it's taken us around the world to places we'd only dreamed of seeing. Best of all though, it always brings whichever one of us is away back home.
Oh yes. I gave that keynote speech at the Energy Futures Conference where Kim and I had met. That year it was in Colorado Springs. We flew our jet out to attend and say hello to our old friends in the industry. Then we flew down to Amelia Island and spent a week just walking the beach and making love; it was actually a delayed honeymoon.
A Happy Ending
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My sincere thanks to Jus8tine for her edits and comments on my story. Her comments were excellent and 'spot on', and I hope my responses to them improved the readability of this story as well as your enjoyment. As always, your comments and votes are appreciated. This story is a fictional one about a real situation that my friends and lovers will hopefully enjoy as much as you do. Namasté.
*
Kim and I met about nine months earlier. We'd no sooner fallen in love than we spent the first six of those nine months apart wishing we hadn't broken up with each other. Then thanks to Kim's stepsister June we reconnected and fell even deeper in love than I thought you could ever be.
The two of us had met when we both flew our planes into Orlando to attend an energy futures conference in November several years ago. We'd had a whirlwind romance and fell deeply in love over five days and then separated, each nursing our own false insecurities that had little to do with the other person. June had finally intervened and literally pulled us together so that our love for each other could flourish and we could set those doubts of self worth in the other person's eyes aside.
Kim heads a large and rapidly growing fossil fuel alternatives energy company called TSI based in Research Triangle Park near Chapel Hill, NC that is doing unbelievably well. We expect she'll have an IPO in about two months to take part of the company public. Kim is not only smart, having both an engineering degree and an MBA, but also beautiful. She is a striking thirty-four year old brunette about five foot five, with a sleek figure and a bust line that catches the eye. She is a sharp and stylish dresser, always wearing something just right for the occasion. Her flawless facial features remind you more of a model than of a business savvy CEO.
I'm the significant other in her life. I'm fifty-four years old and still amazed that a chunk like me could attract such a beauty as Kim. I have been a successful management consultant all my career; Kim says, "I've arrived" because I've done pretty well in earning throughout my life and also in accumulating possessions and "toys" such as my airplane. I had been married for over twenty-five years. However, my wife Mindy died about four years ago and until I met Kim I'd been a solo act. Mindy and I had two daughters who are both happily married and have birthed my three grandchildren. Recently I've been living with Kim near Chapel Hill. However, I have homes in Florida and Maine and a condo at the Watergate in DC.
Kim and I both fly and, as I said, we met through a chance encounter in the general aviation terminal at Orlando International. We've been flying more and more for business and if the IPO goes well I could even see us buying a corporate jet through Kim's company sometime next year. We are both multi-engine commercial instrument rated pilots. Kim owns a Mooney and I have the largest single-engine Cessna you can get with retractable landing gear. Flying is an important part of our lives.
June Caldwell is Kim's stepsister. She's a technology project manager for Alperion, a company in Camp Forge, Pennsylvania. She's two years older than Kim, married to a nice guy named Jim, and also smart and pretty. Her claim to fame is that she lives in a Circle of Love -- a very unique living arrangement with her husband, another couple and Jan Bennett. They share two houses next door to one another in a nice neighborhood in Camp Forge and also share everything else -- and I mean everything. I've gotten hard-ons just thinking about the sexual combinations the five of them can create.
June's Circle of Love as well as Kim and I share a unique philosophy about life, love and relationships. We all arrived in our thinking independently of each other. The base is unselfish and unconditional love for those you meet and interact with; tossing out rules and social norms that limit your relationships and personal and spiritual growth even in subtle ways; and acceptance of the responsibility for your own happiness independently of others. I could go on for hours on the implications of these subjects; as I see it there is no downside other than some members of society will think you're nuts.
When June took the initiative to reunite Kim and me four months ago in May it was an unusual reunion. First, both Kim and I had been morose about our parting but just hadn't found a way to regain enough faith in ourselves to get together. Second, in getting us together June ended up joining us in our lovemaking and celebration of reunion. The three of us made passionate love with each other over what we sometimes call the "Make-Up Weekend" and there was the promise of more to come.
I'd ended that weekend flying June from Chapel Hill back to Camp Forge so she could get home and go to work. In the process I met a sexy gal named Jan that was part of June's Circle. Both women had invited Kim and me to come and visit with them as soon as we could. I thought I'd write down for posterity a description of my first visit over the July fourth weekend.
###
Kim and I were practically inseparable after the Make-Up Weekend. I had to occasionally fly to Washington, Denver, Little Rock or Houston where I had some clients, but some of those trips were only for the day and I was often home with Kim in the evenings. I had spent a lot of time assessing TSI, Kim's company, and making some recommendations on how to reposition the business in the international marketplace. I was helping Kim and her staff implement those recommendations. At Kim's insistence I was charging the company my standard billing rate of $1,000 per hour.
After we got some of the business actions rolling in the right direction, Kim suggested that we take a long fourth of July weekend and go "hang out" with June and her friends. I wasn't about to let Kim out of my sight and so I readily agreed. The dates were set and Friday afternoon we flew from Chapel Hill up to Camp Forge; traffic was terrible on the ground but the air traffic corridors were almost empty.
June picked us up at the airport wearing designer flats, cutoffs and a see-through blouse with no bra. My God she looked sexy. I'd not remembered her legs being that long either; they reached from the ground all the way up to ... well, you know. The cutoffs accentuated her nicely shaped butt, too. I think I kept staring until Kim politely shoved an elbow in my side and said, "Tuck your tongue in fella!"
June greeted us with full body contact kisses with lots of tongue. "Oh, I've missed you guys so much. I can't wait until we can all make love again." She hugged and kissed us both. I wondered how I'd hide the bulge in my pants that had suddenly appeared.
We retrieved our luggage from my plane and June drove us about five miles to the nice neighborhood where her home was. She explained that Jan had owned the house next door for about ten years before the Circle had started. Bob and Trish, the other couple in the Circle, had eventually bought into the house with Jan. She and Jim had done a lot of sleepovers to be with the three of them. One day the house next door appeared on the real estate market; they'd jumped at the opportunity and bought it. So now the five of them all live together in the two houses. She explained that we would stay in her house over the weekend but that sleeping arrangements were very fluid and it was not at all unusual for everyone to end up at one house or the other for the night. I tried to visualize what seven people in one bed would be like but it was beyond me.
We pulled into June's driveway and the door burst open and Jan came out to greet us. She was wearing shorts and a tight camisole that did little to disclose the excitement she was feeling. She was taller than I remembered. I received another full-body contact hug including a pelvic press and a French kiss; my bulge returned. Kim got the same treatment; she was smiling and not put off by the contact.
Jan is a tall, lithe, willowy woman in her early forties with sandy blond hair. She has a shapely figure for her age with generous breasts that were spilling over and through the cami she was wearing. I was having trouble concentrating. June had told me she was a chic dresser and headed a major operating division at Alperion with about 250 people reporting to her.
Jim came out next with a big smile on his face and a warm greeting. He gave us each a big hug too, grabbed our bags and led the way inside.
He said over his shoulder to me, "Trish had to work in Boston today so she won't be here until about seven-thirty or eight. She's looking forward to meeting you. Bob, too. He's out running errands and should be back any minute." I was reminded that Kim had met everyone several times when she had visited her stepsister.
Jim led the way up a staircase to the second floor and into a large bedroom that had a king-size bed and was tastefully decorated. "We'll put you in here," he said with a smile, "you can decide where you want to sleep later or you might even end up with company in here. We're going to cookout so you might want to put on shorts and something more casual."
He left and we took the hint and changed. Kim, I noticed, shed her bra and put on a revealing camisole with her shorts too. My tongue was hard.
I pulled Kim to me before we went downstairs gently rubbing her breasts through her sexy camisole, "Are you OK with the idea of making love with the others in the Circle? Do you want to set limits?"
She kissed me deeply and said, "Yes and no. I know that both of us will like the experiences we have with the others. I don't feel the need for limits unless you do. I like Jim and when I met Bob a long time ago, he was really nice, too. Back then I didn't think then I'd be hopping into bed with the two of them, but this is different. This is an expression of the love I feel for you, June and them all wrapped into one weekend. Are you OK with this?"
"I'm more than fine," I said. "When my wife and I had others join our relationship years ago I was much more nervous than I am now. I didn't know what to expect and now I do. I want to do whatever I can to bring you happiness and growth. Believe me, you'll find a threesome or moresome a growth trip on many levels. We'll be talking about it long afterwards as you think about this weekend."
I went on, "You know I love you and will continue to love you forever; think of that as your starting point. You'll now have other lovers and their love will add to the love I give you. You'll give them love as well. Think of this as a multiplication process and take warm and wonderful comfort in it." I hugged her; we kissed again and walked downstairs.
I helped Jim set up the back yard with lawn chairs and some light tables. I'd just finished that task when the back door opened and a tall handsome man about forty appeared. "You must be Ron," he said as he smiled and extended his hand and gave me a warm handshake. "I'm Bob Knight, but you probably already figured that out. I'm so glad you and Kim were able to join us this weekend."
He paused then added, "Hey, I just got back with some beer and wine, what can I get you? You too Kim," he said turning to her as she appeared around the corner of the house. She came and gave him what I'd come to understand was the standard male-female Circle greeting of a full, knee to shoulder contact, hug and kiss. I was pleased at my response watching her take pleasure in the act.
They held each other at arm's length. Kim said, "I'd like a wine cooler and another kiss." Bob kissed her, took my order for the same drink, and went back inside. Jim came out with a beer in hand followed by Jan who had a large platter of cheese and crackers. June followed with a bowls of chips and dip. We all sat around one of the tables in lawn chairs, snacked and started to plan the weekend.
Bob said, "We hope it's OK with you guys. We've planned on going into downtown Philly tomorrow to watch the holiday fireworks along the Delaware River. I've made arrangements for a limo and we're going to have dinner on the Moshulu, an old tall ship that's moored along the waterfront. It's a great restaurant and the fireworks will be great from there."
We talked about airplanes, flying, TSI's prospects, the houses and the possibility of connecting them to make a larger house for the five of them, books we'd been reading, and more. At seven-thirty we heard the unmistakable sounds of a sports car pulling up to the house. Bob said to me, "Come and meet Trish." We walked around the house; Trish was just getting out of a red Porsche Boxster.
"Honey," Bob said in a welcoming voice, and the two of them passionately hugged and kissed. "I've missed you," he said.
They pulled apart and Bob grabbed my hand and pulled me closer; "Hon, this is Ron."
Trish took my hands and looked me deep in the eyes; "I'm so glad to finally meet you. Your reputation precedes you I'm afraid," she laughed. Then she pulled me to her and gave me a meaningful first kiss. I thought I responded well to the situation.
Trish was a beautiful dark haired woman in her late thirties. Like Jan she was thin with long legs. She was about five foot two and slightly busty. She was wearing big sunglasses atop her head, had her hair pulled back in a ponytail, and was sedately dressed in spike heels, slacks and a blouse.
Bob reached in and pulled a computer bag and overnight case from the passenger seat in the Porsche and led us inside Jan's house. The home was a hodge-podge of furniture, clearly the merging of two households. Some unopened moving boxes were still piled in corners of the living room and dining room. He set Trish's bags down and gave her another hug and kiss. Trish said, "Let me change; I've been civilized long enough." She gave us both smiles and pranced upstairs with her small suitcase.
Bob and I went out into the backyard again and started the grill. Other neighbors must have been cooking out, too, for the smell of barbeque was in the air. We shuttled some dishes in and out of June's kitchen including a large dish of marinating chicken breasts and small steaks. Bob popped them on the grill and soon we contributed our own aromas to the neighborhood.
Trish came out dressed in shorts and a short sleeve men's shirt with the tails tied under her breasts. It was revealing and showed that all her bumps and curves were in the right places. She went over and gave Jim a deep sensual kiss; he was quite happy with the hello. Trish repeated the process with Jan and June who kissed right back with a sense of passion. Trish then eyed Kim who had been watching the process. She asked, "May I say hello to you as well?" Kim stood and the two women merged in a hot embrace and kiss. The rest of us watched and then applauded. Kim blushed, but laughed, as they broke apart.
Bob said to Kim and me, "As you can see we have a strong physical attraction to each other. If you feel ill at ease with our public displays of affection please let us know."
I responded for the two of us, "No. No problem. I find it refreshing. I've always thought there isn't enough love demonstrated in the world." Kim nodded in agreement.
I was sitting on a bench at the picnic table. Trish came and sat with me putting her arm around me and kissed my cheek. The move gave me a warm feeling of being loved. I turned and we kissed more deeply and tenderly. Bob didn't seem to mind in the least; he seemed much more concerned with turning the steaks on the grill. Trish snuggled into me and I put my arm around her.
Several more trips to the kitchen were made by Jim and June and more beer and wine materialized. Soon the table was set, a great picnic spread was laid out, everything came off the grill, and we all sat to eat.
I was about to dive in when Jim said, "We've a tradition of sorts that I'd like to do tonight." He turned to me and then to Kim, "This isn't a prayer although it could be. It isn't a grace either, although it could be. We go around the table and talk about how we're feeling or our wishes or our thoughts for just a brief moment. Everyone gets a turn and has to speak." He paused and said, "I'm going to ask June to start." He nodded to his wife.
June had us all to join hands. "This is today's Circle. You're the six most important people in the world to me. I want you to know I love you dearly. I also want you to know that I want to make love with my sister and Ron tonight, but anyone can join us." She smiled broadly at everyone then nodded to Jan who sat next to her.
Jan paused in thought then began, "Well, I want to join you. I'm feeling loved by all of you and I always need more. I feel at one with the Universe when I am with you all."
Bob picked up his cue to talk, "When we started thinking about a Circle several years ago I never envisioned it could be this good or would last this long. I find pleasure and great happiness that we all live and share together as freethinking individuals who have opted to spend part of our lives with each other. I want to say to each of you 'thank you for being here'."
Trish sat across the table from Bob; she started, "I just returned from the outside world to my refuge, this Circle. I want to tell you it's brutal out there. I have to stop myself constantly from responding with my old way of thinking. I wish the world loved one another as we love each other. When I am away I can't wait to get back to the caring and loving that we all have for each other. Believe me, this is where we all want to be."
Jim dropped his hands from the circle of hands, leaned in and kissed Trish on the cheek then turned to his other side and kissed Kim's cheek; he reached across the table and shook the hands of Bob, Jan, June and me making strong eye contact with each of us while he held a pleased look on his face. "I love each of you. I am glad we have two new people to share our Circle today and I hope tonight. Your happiness is my happiness, and I feel a lot of it here right now." He turned to Kim and motioned for her to start. We all joined hands again.
Kim said, "I know I met all of you a couple of times before this weekend when I popped in for short visits with June. I have to admit it hasn't been until this visit and some of the conversations I've had with June leading up to this trip that I really understood the Circle and how you feel about and love each other. I admit I initially focused on the visible part of what you do together, the sex and sharing with each other. Now, however, I'm coming to appreciate the invisible -- the loving and caring, supporting and growing that you are doing with and for each other." She smiled at everyone and blushed; "And," she added, "you are all welcome in my bed any time we're here." She gave a big grin. She visibly squeezed my hand as we continued to hold hands in the Circle.
I hesitated and then started, 'Well, I second Kim's invitation. From what I feel it's apt to get crowded in our bed tonight but you're all invited." Everyone laughed. I paused then changed direction; "I want to thank the Universe for so many things in my life. I want to say 'thank you' for Kim and for helping us find each other's love, even with a little help from June. I'm thankful for June and her love, and now especially I feel as though the Universe has blessed me four times over that to be here with the rest of you and to see and feel your love." I actually had a tear in my eye.
I stopped holding hands and picked up my wine glass and raised it in a toast, "To the Circle!" I said. The others followed with a chorus of "To the Circle." We all hugged and kissed.
Jim said, "Let's eat!" We all dug into the sumptuous meal laid before us. The din from our conversations must have sounded like a large block party elsewhere in the neighborhood. Finally, we slowed and then stopped eating. There was a rapid and highly cooperative clean-up campaign by the seven of us; in only minutes the entire dinner was properly cleaned up and leftovers stowed away. We all returned to the backyard with another glass of beer or wine.



I sat on the picnic table bench again this time with June snuggled into me on one side and Jan on the other. Both kissed me warmly and passionately. Kim sat across the table behind me leaning into Bob; they too were occasionally lip locked. Jim and Trish had coupled and were sitting wedged into a lawn chaise; Trish has one of her legs thrown over Jim's and was lightly humping him as they kissed. I reflected on what a tremendous prelude to passion the scene around me was. The sky was still light but in only a few more minutes the light of day would be gone completely.
Jan leaned over and blew in my ear and followed the action by running her tongue lightly around the creases in that ear. I found it a sexy move and responded by closing my eyes to savor the sensations she was creating. While my eyes were closed, June leaned in and French kissed me several times. Then I had two hot females running their tongues around my neck and face. I was returning the favors in as balanced a way as I could. June finally said, "Come. Let's go make love." She stood and pulled Jan and me to our feet; she turned to the group and said, "We'll be back after a while if any of you are still here." Kim gave me a smile as we crossed the yard and went inside. June pulled me eagerly the entire way up to the bedroom.
In the bedroom Jan captured my attention first. She pressed her lithe body against me and pulled my head to hers so we could kiss over and over again. Our tongues wandered in and out of each other's mouths and down necks. We were taking our time even though all our signals said to rush this event. Jan unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off my shoulders. I leaned and sucked on the nipples that I could see slightly erect through the thinness of her camisole. Soon I had them erect and alert with our passion. June stood behind me and worked on unbuckling and dropping my shorts.
I turned and repeated my blowing and sucking of breasts and nipples on June. Then I helped her remove her thin blouse that had been tentative in revealing her large areolas and breasts all evening to the rest of us. I kissed her naked top.
Jan appeared naked next to me and helped remove the last vestige of clothing from June and me. The three of us hugged and kissed, clinging to each other and rubbing and massaging each other's sex. I leaned in and suckled on first June's and then Jan's breasts eliciting little sounds of pleasure and happiness from each of them. They were both fondling and stroking my cock and scrotum. Soon the aroma of our sexual excitement wafted to my nostrils. Everyone was ready for tonight. I was glad I'd taken a dose of Viagra before dinner.
I pulled the two women to the bed and had them lie next to each other. They started to kiss, fondle and rub each other; I could tell they'd been intimate before. I knelt before them, leaned in, and alternately licked, sucked and thrust my tongue into each woman's pussy. Both women had shaved but Jan had a small landing strip of hair.
Each woman had a musky taste that I could have drunk all night long. When I was sucking on one woman I was massaging and fingering the other's cunt with my fingers; I kept switching back and forth spending about a minute with June and then a minute with Jan. Both women were twitching and writhing from the attention we were giving to each other.
Jan squeaked and said, "Oh darling, you are about to give me an orgasm -- don't stop!" I kept my action on her pussy and was rewarded when she moaned and put her head back in an open display of her climax. June was rubbing Jan's pussy around my eager mouth. Finally, Jan grabbed the back of my head and just held me motionless to her sex.
After Jan had floated back down I put my focus on June. I started to eat her pussy again, savoring the taste and aroma. Jan moved between my legs and started to work on my cock with her beautiful mouth. June told me she was near and I accelerated my attention to her. She said, "No, I want you in me -- deep. Come up and fuck me."
I shifted position with Jan's cooperation and rose over June. I knelt and rubbed my dick around June's sweet pussy, making little forays or thrusts to barely penetrate her vagina. She would start to rise to meet me and I'd pull away. Jan was blowing hot air across June's clit and my cock when we were close together; she was also massaging June's generous breasts. June's nipples were white hot with stimulation.
Finally, I penetrated all the way to the hilt into June. She rose to meet me as I slid my body into her. It had been over a month and she announced that she was so glad that I was back inside her and that we were making love again.
I struck a middle ground with my thrusts. I didn't want to cum right away since it would take me a while to recover yet I wanted to bring June to climax as soon as I could since that seemed to be where she really wanted to be.
The pace I'd set apparently worked. June started to accelerate her hip motions, finally rising to meet me in an accelerated way as she approached orgasm. Jan reached in and fingered her clit; we both sucked on June's breasts. That was sufficient to spark her over the top; she moaned and squeaked, then arched her body into mine. "Oh my God," she exclaimed, "Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. Ooooooooooooh!"
With that she pulled me deep into her and pulled my full weight atop her and kissed me with all her might. "Oh I love you so," she repeated several times. As her passion passed she rolled me to the side so that I was between Jan and her.
"Make love to Jan," June whispered. I kissed June and then turned to Jan who was ready to be kissed and loved.
Jan said, "Let me come over you." She waited while I changed position to my back and then she straddled my legs. My penis was pointed at the sky. Jan held it and rubbed it against her slit and her clit.
She played a game Kim used on me as well; she'd allow me to penetrate her only a small amount, then she'd rise and pull away then repeat the process allowing a slightly greater penetration. It was more effective than what I had tried on June. Jan did this over and over, allowing me to slowly penetrate her depths rather than making a rushed drop to achieve full insertion.
I looked at this spectacular woman above me; our eyes were locked together in a loving stare. I reached and caressed both breasts, rubbing the nipples back to erection and twisting them for arousal. I was deep enough into Jan that as I twisted I could feel her cunt contract around my rod.
Eventually Jan's little tuft of pubic hair pressed against my pubic mat. She held position; I was at maximum depth, the head of my penis pushed against her cervix. She had her eyes closed enjoying the feeling of fullness. She rocked her hips back and forth very gently not so that I would slide in and out of her pussy but so that she could move the fullness of my inserted cock around inside her body.
Only after she and I had both savored that moment of full coupling did we start to move in the erotic dance of love. I thrust my hips up into her gently for I was in no rush. She used her leg muscles to rise and fall above me as my well lubricated cock slid in and out of her body.
June lay beside us just watching our copulation. She had a dreamy look on her face; she was lightly fingering her pussy, re-stimulating her clitoris as I worked on Jan's clit with my fingers.
The feeling of our fucking was beyond description. I was in heaven. Heaven had found these women and given them to me. I thought I must have had a terrible previous life to be so rewarded in this one. Jan's sheath was moist and snug and I relished the sensations it was creating along my penis as we slid into and away from each other.
My message center finally sent an alert to all systems: orgasm imminent. I said to Jan, "I'm going to cum in a few seconds."
She said, "So am I. Just cum in me -- as deep as you can get. I want you and all you have to give me. Fill me." She leaned down and thrust her tongue into my mouth. I pinched her nipples again and felt her vaginal muscle contract and convulse around my cock. I went over the top. I made a couple of wild thrusts into Jan, almost tossing her off of me. She dropped her full weight onto me; we kissed, moaned and climaxed.
Our heartbeats went off scale and I could barely catch my breath. My skin tingled all over and a feeling of love and elation rippled through my body. I sent surge after surge of my cum deep into Jan's cunt.
"I can feel you cuming in me," she whispered. "Oh, that's wonderful. Give it all to me."
She rose slightly and kissed me passionately again. "I love you," she announced in a loud voice.
Jan turned to June; "Oh you should have brought him here sooner." June smiled lovingly at us.
I held out an arm and June scooted in close to the two of us. We all hugged and kissed. Jan and I rolled onto our sides so that Jan was between June and me; I was still in Jan's pussy. June spooned into Jan's back, reaching around and fondling her breasts and large nipples with her hands. I stroked both women as I enjoyed the afterglow of our love session.
I finally asked, "What do you suppose happened to Kim? Do you know where she ended up? Should I peek in and see how she's doing?"
"Oh let's!" said June. Jan liked the idea too. We separated. Jan reached into the bedside table and produced several washcloths that we used to clean up a little; Jan held hers to her pussy and went into the bathroom. She appeared a minute or so later and said, "You filled me. Wow! I don't know that I've ever had so much sperm in me at one time."
"I was excited," I explained.
"Come, let's explore," Jan said as she headed to the bedroom door. The three of us crept down the upstairs hallway to the next room. The door was ajar; the bedside table light was on so we had a good view of the scene before us.
Kim was on her knees, her pendulous breasts swaying back and forth. The motor for the swaying was Bob's rapid thrusting into Kim's very exposed cunt. As Bob withdrew I could see her pussy lips were wet, probably from a previous fucking only a few minutes prior. Kim's eyes were closed as she concentrated on the feelings and sensations Bob was delivering to her. He was oblivious to our presence as he pumped, faster and faster and with greater and greater urgency into her cunt. He was holding onto Kim's hips and pulled them into his groin as he thrust into her with mighty strokes.
We heard him announce, "I'm there!" He thrust about five more times in rapid succession into her and then his back arched and his face contorted as the wave of pleasure swept through his body. He was buried deep in Kim leaving his man juice deep within.
Simultaneously to Bob achieving orgasm Kim made a series of little shrieks, then said back to him, "Oh yes, yes, yes! Oh I'm here, I'm cummmmming." She collapsed further forward onto the bed, her butt still in the air to preserve the contact with Bob's long penis.
After they had both savored their climaxes, Bob pulled Kim over onto her side so he was spooned behind her. His hard cock remained embedded in her pussy as they settled into the new position. Kim was facing the door. She finally opened her eyes to see the three of us standing in the doorway fondling each other's sex organs. She smiled wanly at us and held her arms out to us. Bob peered over Kim at us and smiled.
The three of us went to the bed; I was closest when Kim pulled me to her and we kissed deeply. I could taste Bob in her mouth as well as her own pussy juice. They'd been busy. I smiled at her and she at me.
"Thank you, thank you," Kim said. "This is a night I'll never forget."
"Nor I," I said looking at my companions on either side of me.
Bob's cock was still in Kim; he was actually pumping in and out her slowly, extending his afterglow and hers. Their nude bodies had a sheen on them.
"We just thought we'd check up on you guys," June said.
She had moved to sit on the bed behind Bob and was quite intentionally rubbing her breasts against his back. From the expression on his face, Bob liked what was happening.
"We'll leave you alone now," Jan said. "Excuse the interruption." She paused, "June, you going to stay here?"
"Yea, I need to love my sister and I want to be with Bob too," June said.
Jan and I walked back down the hallway; a third bedroom was empty. I asked, "Does that mean that Jim and Trish are over at Bob's house?"
Jan said, "Perhaps. Since they're not up here, indicating the third bedroom, there's one other place to check in this house." She crept partway down the stairway and peered into the dimly lit living room.
She looked back up at me and held a finger to her lips to signal my silence. She gestured into the living room. I crept down the stairs until I was just above Jan. We both moved down to lower steps until we had a clear view of Jim and Trish in the living room.
Both of them were nude. Jim was sitting on the sofa with his legs stretched out in front of him. Trish had her back to us and was astride Jim; they were fucking like crazy and at a fevered pitch. Then they'd stop and there would be lots of kisses and sucking of breasts and such for a moment or two then they'd launch into another round of frenzied fucking.
Jim saw us. "Ah ha!" he announced, "We're being spied upon by two naked voyeurs." Trish turned and looked over her shoulder, snuggling deeper into Jim.
"Come and be by us," Trish said. We tiptoed into the room. "We were trying to do the tantric sex thing that June told us about." She looked at me; "June said you can extend your love making to over an hour. We tried it at first but didn't last more than five minutes. Now that Jim's cum I think we might make ten minutes." She was smiling.
I laughed, "Well, from the activity I saw from the stairs I'm surprised you haven't had an orgasm a minute. You're working on quantity not quality with those moves; slow down, change positions once in a while, pause with only your thoughts locked together."
Trish whispered in Jim's ear and he nodded. She pulled off of Jim and took my hand; "Come upstairs and show me," Trish said.
She looked at Jim and Jan; "You guys come too. We'll all make love together."
The four of us ascended to the large bedroom again. Trish melted into my arms in a loving embrace and we spent a long time just kissing and exploring with our tongues and enjoying the feeling of our naked bodies pressing together.
She had been through the foreplay stage with Jim, but I repeated it with her using my own technique. I ran my tongue around the outside of her mouth, along her neck, ears and eyes. I gave her butterfly kisses with my eyelashes. Then we French kissed for a bit.
Slowly I descended to Trish's breasts. I again tongued all but the areola for a moment or two before I gently worked my way in from the outside into the center of each mound where her nipples were. I sucked and then pulled on the nipples. Trish was alternately purring and moaning. We were both breathing heavy.
I glanced next to me on the bed. Jim was repeating my actions on Jan. Jan was lying back with her eyes closed savoring the erotic sensations he was giving to her.
I finally lowered my head to Trish's damp pussy. Again I started with my fingers and tongue far away from the target zone and worked my way towards her sex a short distance at a time.
Finally, I sought out her clit that turned out to be rather stimulated and large from her session with Jim. I then thrust my tongue into her slit and savored the mix of juices I found within. I heard Trish moan loudly. Jan moaned too as Jim duplicated the move on her.
I used two fingers to search for Trish's G-spot and found what I thought was a likely candidate area inside her beautiful cuntal walls. She twitched and writhed signaling to me that I was close enough. I massaged the area frequently as I worked over the area with fingers and tongue.
Trish and Jan clutched each other's hands as they lay next to each other. Jim and I were kneeling in front of these two beautiful women. They both climaxed together. Both women arched their backs and moaned as the light orgasms Jim and I'd delivered to them took effect.
I moved up over Trish after she'd come down a little from her high and gently penetrated her, only a little at a time as Jan had done with me about an hour earlier. Trish loved every mini-thrust I delivered as I sunk deeper and deeper into her body. She held her legs back affording me optimal availability to penetrate her however I saw fit.
When I was fully into Trish I stopped and just made love to her breasts for a few minutes. Every now and then I would pull out and thrust back in, just enough to remind my cock that we were busy and not to deflate. I repeated the process on Trish's neck, whispering words of endearment and love to her. I repeated the process on her face.
Then I showed Trish how to repeat the process on me. She did my face, neck, ears, and eyes, taking her time to really make love to me one little area at a time. We often made a little thrust in and out of each other. Trish made love to my breasts that can be extremely sensitive; she had just the right touch to extract maximum enjoyment from me.
We repeated the process and talked more to each other. We talked to Jim and Jan, telling them of our love and affection for them. They spoke to us.
Jan told us how Jim had taken her virginity several years before. Trish told us about how she'd had a lover several years ago and how they had enjoyed each other; she described one particular tryst that happened over a lunch hour with her friend.
We were silent and meditative, first as individuals then as couples, and finally as a group. We kept a slow, methodical thrusting in and out of each other, staying just below the line of too much pleasure where we'd lose it. We adjusted positions several times: on our sides, Trish's legs over my shoulders, our legs intertwined, and so on.
After a while, I asked Trish how she wanted to finish. She looked surprised and checked the clock. An hour had past since we started.
She said, "I want to be over you." Trish moved and straddled me. I told her I loved her again and we increased our pace.
Beside us Jim and Jan duplicated our moves and position, and our speed. Jan arrived first. She gave a little scream and announced her climax. Jim immediately followed. The two of them writhed in the pleasure of finally achieving something they'd been working on for a long time. I think it was the orgasm of all orgasms for them. They clutched and whispered words of love to each other.
Trish and I watched and then picked up our pace again. She looked at me and started to talk dirty, "I want you to fuck my brains out. I am the slut, the whore, you always wished you could find and here I am now with your cock fucking my cunt. I'll suck your cock, swallow your cum, fuck your friends, and let you fuck me in public. I'm your dream girl. I'll do anything you want, anywhere, anytime, anyway. Just fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeeee!"
We both came. I splashed a load of cum on the walls of Trish's cunt. She squeezed around my cock with her convulsions. Trish's breasts swept across my chest as she leaned to kiss me, her nipples erect and stimulating mine as her breasts swayed. The waves of pleasure washed over us and over us and over us. We clutched to each other.
"Wow!" Trish said finally from her collapsed position atop my chest. "Big Wow!"
"I have the same feeling my darling Trish," I said. "I love you."
I peeked and Jan and Jim were watching us from their still coupled position right next to us. I was amazed that I had shut them out of my experience so completely I couldn't have testified if they were in the room or not I was so focused on Trish and where the two of us were going.



"You guys are amazing," Jan said.
Jim said, "Thanks for the refresher course. I'd forgotten some of the things we did, and I never lasted this long before. This was a spiritual experience."
"I'll tell you more about it tomorrow," I said. "It actually is a mind-body-spirit experience. There are some things that will help you extend and also make the experience more pleasurable for you both." I turned and kissed Trish.
"Can we sleep four to bed?" I asked.
"Tonight we can," Trish said. We all snuggled into together, I turned out the light and we went to sleep but not before lots of words of endearment were shared amongst us.
* * * * * * *
Kim kissed me good morning and I opened my eyes to see my beautiful friend smiling at me. Sunlight was streaming in two of the bedroom windows. The other three people in bed with me were sleeping very soundly. She motioned for me to go with her. I got up carefully and tiptoed out of the room as I admired Kim's naked butt. I was thinking how I remained horny all the time at my age and even after fucking half the night away.
In the hallway, Kim turned and pressed her body against mine. We kissed and looked into each other's eyes. "Do you still love me?" she asked, smiling.
"Oh, yes indeed I do," I said. "I'm glad you came and got me. I wanted to see you when we first got up and be sure you were OK and still in love with me! How are you feeling about last night?"
"Slightly sore," she snickered, "but not enough to slow me down today. I had fun and I feel so embraced by everyone in the Circle. I never imagined the warmth, the companionship, and the sense of family that I feel here. I can understand why June was such a ready convert years ago when they created this ménage."
Kim had started rubbing her pelvic area against my pelvic area, only I had something sticking out of it that was getting harder and harder. She also was occasionally rubbing her erect nipples across my chest as we stood and talked. Someone else was horny too.
"Come with me," and I pulled Kim downstairs and into the living room where Jim and Trish had been going at it the night before.
Kim and I picked up where they'd left off when they joined Jan and me only a few hours earlier. I sat back on the couch extending my legs outward and Kim came over and straddled me. She was still damp and sticky from the lovemaking she'd done the night before and it didn't bother me one bit. Rather, I was turned on by it.
Our foreplay consisted of the time we'd spent talking and rubbing against each other in the hall and the seconds it took for Kim to position herself over me. She held my dick at the entry to her cave and lowered herself all the way down until I was buried deep within her. We kept looking in each other's eyes; I was caressing her breasts; we kissed frequently. I told Kim how much I loved her and was so glad she felt good about our experiences since we'd arrived. Meanwhile we fucked, thrust, drove and pistoned into each other with renewed passion.
Neither one of us lasted long. Kim came first; I could feel her muscular convulsions emanate from deep inside her. She squirted some girl juice down my cock and I celebrated the event by reaching down and quickly capturing some of the liquid on my hand and bringing it to my mouth -- our mouths. I kept thrusting into her until my climax arrived thirty seconds later. We were in love; I felt it and I know she could too. We didn't need to say much except enjoy the joining and communion we had just established with each other. We basked in the afterglow for quite a few minutes, kisses and subtle touches our only form of communication.
Finally, Kim pulled away looking for something with which to blot or collect our combined juices when we separated. We hitched ourselves down the couch in comic moves until she could reach into an end table. She produced a small handful of cocktail napkins with glee. She gave me two of them and then rose holding the others over her pussy to prevent a deluge of cum from spotting sofa or carpet. We both waddled back upstairs, cut through one of the bedrooms and went into the bathroom and shut the door. We showered and somehow Kim got herself to the point where she wasn't dripping quite so much love juice from her well-loved pussy.
We tiptoed to our luggage for clean clothes. We dressed while the others slept then went downstairs again. We started making some semblance of a breakfast for seven people based on what we could find in the refrigerator; it wasn't much and we were wondering how even five people could create a breakfast based on what was here.
Trish appeared at the doorway, beautifully naked and rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She came to me and pressed herself against me and gave me a sleepy good morning kiss. Kim watched. Then Trish repeated the process with Kim.
Trish finally spoke; "What are you two doing?"
"Trying to put a breakfast together," Kim said, still holding Trish in her arms.
"Breakfasts don't happen here," Trish said as she became more awake. "They're always next door. Come. I have all the fixings over there and that's where everyone will head as they wake up."
She hesitated at the door in her nakedness; "Follow me," she said.
Trish flew out the back door and was inside her house in about four seconds. She was laughing, "If the neighbors saw, they'll get a charge. They all know our living arrangement anyway."
She aimed us at the coffee maker and juice, and disappeared upstairs for a shower and to dress. She was back in less than ten minutes fluffing her pretty hair with a towel. Kim and I were sitting at the kitchen counter talking about the crazy housing situation the Circle seemed to tolerate. We put ourselves under Trish's orders as we started to prepare breakfast for everyone.
Jan appeared next; she was wearing last evening's outfit but nothing was zipped or buttoned; she was holding it together with both hands. She kissed us all and then went upstairs to shower and dress. Bob appeared ten minutes later and he went upstairs to freshen up. Jim and June arrived a half-hour later dressed but wearing a healthy afterglow from a morning lovemaking session. The kitchen became a beehive of activity with at least three or four separate conversations going on simultaneously. I basked in the happiness of the whole scene.
We ate with a mix of stand-up and hot chairs at the kitchen table. Jan explained that usually there were at most two or three people having breakfast at any one time so things hadn't been this crowded before. The upside was that clean up only took a few minutes; everyone pitched in and things were washed and put away in seconds.
We had made coffee in a large urn. We all took our second cups of coffee and went outside and settled around the picnic table and into the lounge chairs behind June's house. The sun was now up and temperatures were heading into the eighties.
I was curious about the issues the group had found in what was basically a group marriage of five people. My question to Bob triggered a long and fascinating discussion by the entire Circle.
I asked Bob about how they told other people, particularly other family members, about their relationships and living arrangements. Most laughed at the memories they had of telling this person or that.
Trish told her parents that Bob and she had a very close relationship with three other people and were jointly buying a house; her Dad put it all together and was really the one who clued her Mother into things when Trish wasn't around, so, Trish said, "I ducked that. By the time I got back to see them they'd gotten used to the idea. They just didn't want anyone to get hurt or see our marriage threatened. I explained to them that it was quite the opposite; this was the best thing that could happen for our marriage."
June told about how she'd told Kim all the way along as the relationships developed, but waited to tell her parents until Jim and she were a solid event. Then Jim and the other three people all were one package she dropped on them all at once. It was over dinner and the news sounded like "Hey Mom and Dad, I've fallen in love. He's a wonderful guy. And I've also fallen in love with this other couple and this great woman too. We've all decided to live together." She said that there was a long silence after her pronouncement. Her Dad's first question was, "Do you need more wine?" We all laughed.
Bob reflected on the awkward time he and Trish had telling their college-age children what their plans were; "We did it over the Thanksgiving holiday. We were living outside of Boston at the time and everyone was home for the long weekend. Jan came up to visit and was using the guest room and on 'good behavior'." He smiled at Jan who blew him a kiss.
"The girls liked Jan which made things easier. I asked them if they'd really been in love with anyone, and both of them had or were in the midst of some kind of relationship. Well, I explained, I've fallen in love with Jan and so has Trish; we quickly reassured them that our love for Jan didn't change the love we had for each other or for them, that this was 'in addition to' not 'instead of'. Their jaws both dropped open and then we all hugged and kissed and had to answer a million very probing questions."
"Then we talked about June and Jim being in the Circle too. By the end of the evening there was nothing they didn't know about our fivesome and where we thought it was heading at the time. They were amazed that their Mom was bisexual, at least in this small group."
"The acceptance of our relationships -- The Circle -- by our kids was predictable," Trish added. "We'd raised them to be open about relationships and to question society's norms to be sure that's what they really want for themselves. There are pros and cons to a monogamous relationship that most people don't examine. We did and opted for a broader definition of marriage. Plus, our kids have some pretty high expectations for the guys they'll allow into their lives so we think we did a good job preparing them for the real world."
Jim said, "I feel it's easier for guys, after all we're supposed to be loose between the ears anyway; I told my parents I'd fallen in love with June and that she came with some other people that I really liked too, so I was just entering a relationship with all of them. My Mom kept trying to talk me into a pure monogamous relationship because everyone would talk. I explained that that wasn't what I wanted or needed. She still brings it up now and then. Getting married to June helped but I think the lifestyle still bothers them, particularly my Mother. My Father was always more tolerant, or at least accepting. He asked about finances, like how we were going to make the practical side of it all work."
How do you make the practical side of this work?" Kim asked.
Jan answered, "Well, we're blessed with good incomes and good jobs all around." She extended her arms to everyone. "Bob, Trish and I each bring in $200,000 to $300,000 or more a year depending on bonuses. Jim earns $150,000 and June about $90,000. Add it all together and you have a gross annual family income of about a million dollars a year and after taxes we have about half that. We're healthy. The homes are mostly paid for. We have the toys we need at this point in our lives. The big discussions recently have been how to invest our funds and what lavish vacations we can take."
"What have you done to invest?" I asked.
Bob responded, "We set up a family limited partnership that we all contributed to. We've invested for the long term in exchange traded funds -- ETFs; we're pretty diversified and like it that way. We talk about expenses and cash flow; we're well informed about the operations of our group."
Jan added, "At the rate we're going in five years or so we could all stop working and just live here forever. That's a very comforting milestone to be working towards. Working together as a family fivesome is much more economic than as a couple and certainly than as a single woman."
"We aren't always hopping in and out of beds," June added. "This is really five people that love each other living together with all the warts and all the joys that go with them. We may make the group larger someday too." She paused; everyone was looking at her; "Of course," she added, "hopping in and out of beds with you guys is pretty exciting too!" We laughed.
I gestured down the block, "To add to the Circle do you plan to annex the folks in the next house down the street?" I was kidding but June took my question more seriously.
"No," June said and she looked at Jim, "We've been talking about starting our family. I can't think of a better environment for children to grow up in than this one. There are so many loving parents ... and so many disciplinarians."
Trish moved to June and put an arm around her to show her support; June put her head on Trish's shoulder. It was loving, almost sisterly, but it went beyond that into some deeper kind of relationship.
Kim smiled at June too -- and me, then asked, "So are you still on birth control?"
June responded, "Probably just a few more weeks then we think it'll be time to forget the pill for a while."
"Will you limit your love making to Jim?' Kim asked as a follow up.
"No," June said, "We talked about that. I love all of you, Kim and Ron included. If I conceive it will be born of that love. Jim is part of that love as are each of you. The baby would truly be a love child we all share. You'd all be the parents. If we love each other unselfishly and unconditionally, this is one implication."
"So you all talked about this," I asked.
"Yes," June said, "about a week ago to really seek group agreement. Before that the topic of children had come up a number of times but I wasn't ready; now I am. By the way we think we'll have two ultimately." All the other heads in the Circle nodded in agreement with her. I was impressed with the extent of their thinking and communications.
I exchanged deep looks of agreement and empathy with Kim. She then spoke, "Well, count on us as family members. We'll help out anyway we can. Now that we've been initiated, we're an extension of this Circle. I feel so included and so loved by you all." Bob was sitting next to her; he reached over and took her hand and kissed here palm and wrapped her hand around the kiss. It was a sweet and inclusive gesture from all of us.
Our discussion went off in several other directions at that point. More coffee was made and consumed. At one point Kim engaged the group in a discussion of what the ideal living arrangements would be if they weren't living in the two houses and money was no object. Everyone had suggestions: five large bedrooms, rooms for the children, media room, swimming pool inside and out, spa, sauna, putting green, large kitchen big enough for ten people to eat in, larger dining room, home offices for each person, garages for every car we own and some of our toys, lots of shop and tool space, game room, and on and on. I could see the wheels turning in Kim's head.
Lunch was a hodge-podge of leftovers and various sandwiches. I had a peanut butter and banana on whole wheat and a large glass of milk.
After we cleaned up lunch and sat around for a while, someone suggested an afternoon jog. The temperature was about eighty-five Fahrenheit. Bob, Kim and I said we'd take a brisk walk. The rest of the Circle changed into running togs and disappeared in tandem down the street. The three of us adopted a fast walking pace and followed; soon we were in a park that seemed to run between some houses and then opened up into beautiful forested areas. Adjacent owners had landscaped the entire pathway that included a bridge over a little brook and occasional carp ponds beside the trail. I was impressed with what the community had done.
We huffed and puffed our way along, arms swinging and legs pumping. I felt great. I thought of a line from a Robert Browning poem, "God's in His heaven, and all's right with the world." My fast paced colleagues agreed with my assessment.
We reached a high voltage power line and Bob indicated we should turn around; this was the halfway point for him. We retraced our steps; Bob said this was the most scenic route and he preferred the park-like ambiance we'd just come through. We ended back at the house a little over an hour after we'd left. The runners appeared from the top of the street at almost the same time. We cheered them home. We all watered up and sat and cooled from our exertions.
Trish was sitting next to me at the picnic table as we cooled down; Kim was beside her. I caught the tail end of some whispering between the two women and the nodding of heads. Trish stood and pulled each of us up, "I'm going to have a rare afternoon with my new lovers," she announced to no one in particular. We walked with her across the yard and into her house.
Trish led us up to her bedroom that was crowded with a king-size bed and dresser. "Let's shower first," she said. We stripped off our sweat-laden clothes, leaving them in piles on the bedroom floor. She led us to her bathroom that had a magnificent shower that the three of us could easily fit into. It was not a tub; it was a small room with high glass block windows you really couldn't see through and several showerheads. We washed and then we washed each other until we glowed with cleanliness.
Trish produced large towels and we dried each other. A lot of the drying was done by licking off the droplets of water from each other's skin with our tongues.
Trish led us back to the bedroom and we lay on the bed with Kim in the middle. Trish indicated I should love Kim's top half, she wanted to love the bottom half. With that arrangement made, I started to make love to Kim from the navel up and Trish snaked her tongue from Kim's navel down to her legs and then up to her pussy. I moved to Kim's breasts as Trish first used her mouth and tongue on her pussy. Kim moaned.
I made love to Kim's breasts until her nipples were white-hot rivets of steel. I made frequent forays to her neck, running my tongue up and into her ears -- an area that particularly turns her on. Trish was thrusting fingers and tongue into Kim's pussy; Kim was gyrating her lower body in response.
I watched at one point as Trish inserted her entire hand into Kim's pussy; Kim went wild and exploded into an orgasm. I passionately kissed Kim; she was pulling me into her tightly. Trish was there to lick the secretions and jet of fluid that Kim expelled as she climaxed. Trish and I allowed her to float down and regain some connection with this world again.
Trish said to me, "Come behind me." I didn't need a second invitation. I moved behind her uplifted butt rubbed my cock against her slit and then pushed into her to the hilt. She moaned as I slid into her, "Oh yea, that's what I needed. Oh, what a perfect afternoon."
She leaned down and started to work on Kim's pussy again; Kim was holding Trish's head, guiding her to her clit and other erogenous areas. Looking past Trish's beautiful ass I watched Kim climax again ... and again to Trish's careful attention. I was turned on by the lesbian action of the two women and, of course, I had a ringside seat.
I worked a finger into Trish's anal opening, being careful since the only lubricant I had was some spit I added to the area. She waggled her ass back at me and hummed into Kim's cunt as I did this. I took that as an encouraging sign. She whispered back to me, "Put it in my ass. I like it there sometimes. This is one of those times. There's lubricant in the top drawer of the bedside table."
I retrieved some KY jelly from the drawer and lubed up my cock and put a dose of the gel around Trish's puckered opening. With her cooperation I worked my cock into her anal cavity, feeling the tightness and her muscles. She groaned in acceptance and plunged her hand into Kim again for yet another climax by my darling.



I pumped and pumped into Trish, getting harder and harder and closer and closer to my own climax. Kim was watching me over Trish's shoulder. She said, "I've never had anal sex. I want to try." Trish gyrated me out of her and in seconds I was kneeling behind Kim as she raised her lubricated ass to meet my rock hard penis. Penetrating her was harder; Trish coached her about relaxing and allowing, relaxing and allowing. Then I was in. Kim panted, "Oh my God. I'm so full."
"Not full yet," Trish said as she slid into a sixty-nine with Kim. I felt Trish's hand fondling my sack and then from inside Kim I felt her fingers slide into Kim's pussy. The two of us were fucking her with cock and fingers. Kim had another climax that we ignored; she barely came down from that one when she had another, and another. I'd never known her to float from one orgasm to another with only a minute or even a few seconds between them.
I climaxed into Kim's ass. I was plunging my cock back and forth into her believing I could hold off indefinitely then suddenly I was ejaculating my seed into her. She was having another orgasm and Trish was trying to work her fist into Kim again. "Wow!" was all I could say and I think I said it about fifty times.
Kim tried to lick Trish's pussy but the angle was wrong. I pulled out of Kim and lay beside her; Kim squirmed so Trish couldn't keep stimulating her but she could lick and kiss Trish's pussy and surrounding area. I moved to Trish's breasts to help the process along. Soon I had Trish's breasts in the same erect state I'd gotten Kim's to a few moments earlier; now she was the one that was moaning as Kim and I worked on her.
Trish fired off her first orgasm suddenly, slapping the bed with her hands on either side of her as we administered to her lithe body. I marveled at how I had two beautiful naked women in my midst; how many guys, let alone at my age, ever found themselves in such erotic surroundings.
Trish had another orgasm in response to Kim's unrelenting attention to her clit and G-spot. Then I watched Kim fisting Trish, her entire hand disappearing into her pussy. Trish exploded again, but Kim and I both ignored the climax as we kept pushing her higher and higher.
Trish looked with pleading eyes at the two of us; "Oh please! Ron, come fuck me. I want you in me. Cum in me. Kim, come kiss me, pleeeease!"
I'd cleaned myself from my earlier penetration of her body and Kim's, yet my focus had been entirely on delivering pleasure not on receiving. I wasn't hard but I wasn't soft either. Kim said, "Oh, you're mine."
She leaned over and grabbed my cock, inhaling me into her sweet mouth. Meanwhile, she kept fingering Trish and rubbing her clit. Trish watched my blowjob. I responded well to Kim's attention and came to penetration hardness in less than a minute.
I nudged Kim out of the way and leaned over Trish, holding my rod against her pussy and then sinking into her again to my full length. I could feel myself hardening even more with each stroke I took. Trish wrapped her legs around my back and pulled me into her with increasingly wild thrusts of her hips, guaranteeing that I would thrust again deep into her.
Trish and I set up a frenzied pace of fucking; neither of us wanted this to last any longer than necessary. Kim moved to occasionally suck on Trish's erect tits and massage her clit.
A couple of minutes later the result of our eager efforts materialized and we climaxed. I was amazed that I could feel Trish's entire vaginal cavity tighten in spasms around my cock. That was all it took to elicit my explosive orgasm.
I delivered jet after jet of cum into Trish, and panting and sweating with my exertions I fell across her body. Trish had raised her body off the bed to meet and hold my final thrusts; we froze in a climax position for ten then twenty seconds, our loins pushed tight against one another.
Trish finally collapsed into an exhausted heap as her climax subsided, pulling me down to her so we could passionately kiss one another. We both reached out and pulled Kim into our union; she joined with our kisses and bliss.
Our afterglows left us after a while. We lay there entangled with each other and with the sheets that remained on the bed. Trish said, "Normally I don't get this much loving in a day; my God this was magnificent. I may never let you guys leave." I leaned in a kissed the very tip of her left nipple; she twitched.
I heard footsteps coming up the stairs but none of us moved. Bob appeared at the doorway and said in a stage voice, "Ah ha! I've caught you making love to my wife!"
I looked at him and said, "And a happy making love it has been. Want some?"
He laughed, "No, but I've gotta get you guys back in the real world. Our limo is picking us up in about forty minutes and I thought you might want to wear something other than a bed sheet around the three of you. People at the fireworks might stare or ask awkward questions."
"OK. OK. OK. We can take a hint. Besides we're leaving you the wet spot," I said. And with that I extracted myself from the tangle of feminine limbs and sat up on the side of the bed.
Kim snuggled up beside me, looked at Bob and asked in a seductive tone, "Is it a very private limo?"
"Go get dressed," he ordered in a laughing voice. We slipped on our clothes and exited.
I heard Trish say to Bob as we were leaving the bedroom, "Oh this has been a fantastic afternoon. Come and kiss me." We left them to their own devices.
We went downstairs, out the back door and across and into the backdoor of Jim and June's house, then upstairs to our assigned room where our luggage was. As we went into our bedroom, we could hear the tail end of June's orgasm from the other bedroom. We both smiled at each other as we stripped and headed to the shower again.
Thirty minutes later it was my immense pleasure to walk downstairs with one of the more beautiful and hottest women in the country. Kim looked hot. She had on an LBD -- a little black dress that hugged her curves, accentuated her sweet ass that I had so recently loved, and left onlookers intrigued at what lay beneath a most revealing neckline that plunged to near mid chest. Kim had a knack for making her hair look like it had been worked on all day in only a few minutes; today was no exception. Her dark hair was done up in a sexy twist with a few curly wisps of hair gracing her neckline. She was wearing some silver loop earrings that announced a willingness to be seduced. Her make up was tasteful and inviting. Lastly, she had on three-inch stiletto heels that may even be announcing that she was the seductress. She was a head turner.
I was an off-white slacks, black shirt and blazer guy, per instructions, but it was too hot to be wearing the jacket so I was just carrying it over my shoulder. I was wearing some brown pointed loafers with no socks, something Kim had expressed a preference for because she said it made my feet look sexy. I had my mandatory aviator sunglasses on too. Who am I to argue with her wishes? Bob and Jim ultimately appeared similarly dressed.
June came down the stairs followed by Jim. She had on a black leather mini skirt that accentuated her long and luscious legs. A pair of matching shiny spike heels with open toes graced her feet. She had on a broad patent leather belt and a shimmering white short-sleeved blouse. There was some doubt about whether she was wearing a bra or not. I thought the mystery was wonderful. Her blond hair was pulled back in a bun. She was wearing large dangly earrings that made a statement.
Trish appeared in little strappy heels, a nearly sheer white see-through dress with spaghetti straps and a scooped neckline. Through the dress you could see the red push-up bra that was doing its job exceptionally well and see her little red bikini panties. Hair and make-up were impeccably done. The whole effect was an overt statement of sexuality and attractiveness.
Jan was the last to appear. Her long ash blond hair was tucked into an abbreviated ponytail that looked quite elegant. She was wearing a sleeveless peasant blouse unbuttoned to her mid-rift with no bra; astute and well-positioned observers could occasionally see all the way to her nipples. She had on a wrap-around skirt that frequently failed in its duties of wrapping all the way around; again, an astute voyeur would see that this woman was going 'commando' and enjoy the flash of leg or flesh that her twirls might reveal. She had on diamond-studded flip-flops for shoes. All in all she was delectable morsel of womanhood that I was ready to indulge in.
The doorbell rang and Bob went to get it; our limo was here. We filed out the door and lined up beside the black stretch limo. Bob brought a picnic cooler and large box and loaded them into the passenger compartment. The driver held the door for us and we piled in. Kim sat on my lap in the backseat next to Jim and June; Bob, Trish and Jan sat in facing seats. Bob unfolded a small table built into the car between our seats and produced a bottle of wine and another of champagne; Happy Birthday America was sung by all of us as we rolled out of Camp Forge and headed towards Philadelphia. He also produced some hors d'oeuvres to help us last until dinner.
Bob had prepped the driver to take on a short tour of downtown, something most of us had never really done. As we reached the downtown area the window separating the driver from us went down and Trevor, our driver, began pointing out some of the sites. Our trip included driving by Independence Hall where the Liberty Bell is housed, along the mall then along the waterfront past Penn's Landing where some old ships are on display.
Trevor pulled the limo into the parking area for the Moshulu, confirming to the parking attendant that his vehicle was full of dinner guests and not just a group looking to park close to where the fireworks would be. He decided to stay in the area and watch the gala and fireworks rather than leave the restaurant area; he said he was afraid that traffic wouldn't allow him to get back to pick us up.
The Moshulu is a turn-of-the-century four-mast tall ship that has been beautifully restored and now serves as an upscale riverside bar and restaurant right in downtown Philadelphia. It was beautiful.
The seven of us disembarked from the limo in the slanted sunlight of the early evening and walked up to the restaurant. Bob had both Trish and Jan on his arm, a detail that attracted significant attention from some of the other guests at the restaurant. He checked in with the Maitre d' and we went upstairs and out on the deck of the tall ship for cocktails.
We stood and leaned over the railing looking out over the Delaware River and at all the boats that were gathering for the night's fireworks display. As new people arrived on the deck I couldn't help but notice how especially the men would do a double take at Kim, Jan, Trish and June. The breeze would occasionally blow Jan's wrap around dress in the wrong direction, or was it the right direction?
The Maitre d' came and fetched us after we'd enjoyed one cocktail up there and took us down to a large round table that just fit the seven of us. We were right over the river and the view was fantastic; my view was even more fantastic since I could look down June's neckline and frequently catch a glimpse of all of her breasts, erect nipple included. I sighed with happiness.
We nursed more wine, ordered and enjoyed a few appetizers Bob had arranged for us when we'd first arrived. As we got cozy with our surroundings we started to be affectionate with each other. I was seated between Kim and June, for instance; both of them frequently leaned to me for kisses and held onto one of my hands. Similar events were going on around the table.
Kim asked if the pairings we had in the car were those for the evening. As if to show the Circle's flexibility June immediately said, "Switch!" The women all stood and moved one place to their right. Jan was now on my left and Kim was now in the middle between Jim and me. The same kissing and handholding started again. At least one other table noticed our behavior but eyebrows didn't even rise.
Dinner was superb. We were well attended to by the wait staff too. The wines Bob and Trish picked were some of the best I've ever had. We were all sated by the time we finished.
The women had also switched positions to the right once more during dinner to everyone's amusement and the confusion of the serving staff. One waitress with a twinkle in her eye asked if we were going to keep doing the switching all night long. We all laughed at her double entendre and said in all truthfulness, "Probably." She looked envious.
After dinner the entire dining room emptied onto the upper deck; it was finally dark enough for the fireworks. We waited a few minutes then the first fireworks exploded almost right over our heads. We had the ideal place to watch.
The restaurant had set up little tables and folding chairs for their guests so we could all be comfortable during the exhibit. The fireworks went on for forty-five minutes and together with the company and the meal venue, a high spot in my life. We did keep switching as the display unfolded. I held Trish for a while then Jan then Kim then June; everyone got a turn with each of the guys. Sometimes two of the women would cuddle each other as the air turned damp; my blazer came to the rescue when Kim felt chilled.
After the spectacular finish we went downstairs and enjoyed a special patriotic dessert the restaurant had prepared for all the guests. We settled our bill and went out to see our limousine waiting practically on the doorstep of the restaurant. Other people couldn't help but notice as our chic group got into the impressive car and we rolled slowly out of the parking lot.
We started to neck and pet with each other on the ride home. Not to anyone's surprise June announced that the fireworks made her horny. She knelt on the floor of the car and unzipped her husband, pulled out his inflating rod, and started to give him a first class blowjob. That, of course, made everyone else in the car horny too. Soon Jan and Kim were attending to me and Trish was fondling Bob's rising rod across the car.
Jan announced that she was glad she hadn't been wearing any underwear all evening long; she said she'd actually had an orgasm during the fireworks. I got harder just thinking about where we'd been and what we'd been doing while she was suggestively sitting around the ship where we dined. I raised an eyebrow at her; she said, "Oh yes, several gentlemen got the Sharon Stone special tonight. You know I wasn't alone in this caper." She looked at Kim and June; the three of them gave each other conspiratorial smiles.
"Did you all go commando?" I asked as Kim pumped her mouth back over my swollen dick.
"No, Trish didn't," Jan said. "You filled her up too much this afternoon and she was leaking too much so she had to wear something. The rest of us faired better from our afternoon dalliances so we could do it. You should have seen the guys behind us when we leaned against the railing during our cocktails; I thought their cocks were going to rip the zippers out of their pants." They laughed, even Kim whose mouth was full.
"And so what do I do with this information now?" I asked with a smile.
"Well, just enjoy," Jan said. She rose, hiked her skirt up, and backed around and moved to sit in my lap. Kim held my erect rod so it was strategically positioned to enter Jan's pussy; and I did as Jan lowered herself to meet my erect cock. She said, "Oh this is nasty! Fucking in the backseat of a limo. I could get used to this."
June moved to sit on Jim's rod and Trish to sit on Bob's erect penis. Kim blew hot air on all the exposed skin from my thighs to navel and tongued Jan's clit as she slowly rolled with the motion of the car in fucking me.
June and Jim were similarly posed beside me, but all I could see was June's clothed back. Bob and Trish were facing me on the opposite seat; I could watch as she rose and fell on him and see the enjoyment on her face.
June had been the more energetic of the women; she finally had a climax and fell back against Jim as it ended. She pulled off of him and said to Kim, "Here, you enjoy this one. It's all primed up and just the kind you like -- long and hard."
Kim straddled Jim, this time facing him and me. I watched as she positioned his length at the entry to her pussy and then worked her way down its length in a series of short strokes and wiggles. June replaced Kim on the floor in the licking and tonguing department first on Jan and me and then on Trish and Bob.
I noticed we were pulling into Camp Forge. I warned the group of horny friends and lovers around me that we were almost home; everyone groaned in disappointment over not being able to complete the orgy in the back of the limo. Personally, I wanted a more comfortable setting such as a king-size bed where I could be a more active participant in the sexual adventures I was partaking in. We separated and neatened up a bit. The smell of sex was definitely in the air.
A few minutes later the driver let us off at the homes and drove off into the night. I noticed that Trevor had a lecherous smile on his face as he disappeared. I guessed that he had one-way glass that favored his viewing of the occupants' activities.
Everyone went into Jim and June's house and, as if by agreement, went upstairs. Zippers were unzipped, belts undone, buttons unbuttoned, straps unstrapped and seven bodies bared in seconds. My God we were a horny bunch. There was no hesitancy about who to partner with or where to go, which surprised me because the pairings were not along marital lines. June came to me; Kim and Trish went to Jim; and Jan went to Bob. The threesome went into the next bedroom claiming more available bed space. Bob and I stayed in the master suite with our "dates."
We made love, grand and glorious and earth-shaking love to each other. We took pleasure in sharing our loving with another couple and they did with us. After a rest and light conversation, we switched partners and made love again. I was enraptured by the opportunity to savor four different women in one day. Bob, June and Jan agreed that this had a lot going for it. I doubted that I'd ever settle for a monogamous relationship again. After our passions were temporarily satisfied we drifted off to sleep. I think it was about one o'clock in the morning.
I awoke about four o'clock and padded to the bathroom, although my need wasn't urgent. I wasn't the least bit tired or sleepy at that point. As I passed back through the bedroom I grabbed a light blanket from a pile at the end of the bed containing my sleeping lovers, shuffled downstairs and went out in the backyard.
It was a moonless night and the stars were absolutely brilliant. The haze had lifted leaving only the sparkling stars in its place. I sat on the picnic table bench and picked out several constellations that I knew. I was at one with the Universe and in a state of bliss.
I'd been outside for about fifteen minutes when another cloaked body came out the back door and shuffled over to me. It was Kim. "I thought you might have come out here," she said; "I heard you get up and go downstairs and then you didn't return. Are you OK?"
"I'm better than OK. I am in my heaven and all is right with the world. I'll probably be tired tomorrow but right now I'm wide awake, alert and on a high." I paused, and then asked her, "How about you? You were so beautiful tonight."
Kim leaned up a kissed me as I pulled her naked body into mine and wrapped both our blankets around us. She put her head on my shoulder and said, "I am great with all of this. I feel real connections with Jim and especially Bob and his philosophy; Jan is a dear and I love her outlook on life. Trish defies description; she is so smart and is doing such creative work in her company. June has always been my love, but now in so many new ways. Yes, I love this group, I love their life style, and all the sex is earth shaking. You feel the same way don't you?"



I responded, "Yes, I do. We both fit here. I know it's easier to love someone you just met. It's harder to love someone for the long term, to make that bigger investment. What I've seen this weekend is that this kind of intimacy can only happen with mature people who combine all their strengths and energies to make it happen for each of them and they work at it each day. The Circle thinks this way; you do too."
"I agree," Kim said. "And the Circle fulfills the needs for nurturing, affection, love and support to each person more than any one individual could do alone for another. They've adapted well to the group sex but their relationship and flow is so much more than that. I know they work at it and there are awkward moments and disagreements, but overall this life is serene. There's a transcendence, an inner peace and harmony that they all share."
"Kim," I turned to her and paused, then said, "Will you marry me? Will you share in my happiness forever?"
I could hear her inhale a breath almost in shock then she squeaked as she tried to vocalize some words. Kim threw her arms around me and said, "Oh darling, Yes! With all my heart and soul, Yes! Yes! Yes!" She was practically screaming. We kissed and our blankets fell around us.
We held each other and kissed in the darkness of the yard. We were two joyous souls that had found each other and found a family at the same time. We agreed in those minutes to not talk about the "how" or "when" until we were back in Chapel Hill and could be a little more logical and rational about how we would perform the rite of marriage.
I suggested we not tell any others until I could get her a ring but that idea went out the window really fast. Kim gathered up her blanket and went running into the house; she came back five minutes later pulling a very sleepy June behind her. Kim still had a blanket wrapped around her; June was still nude from our lovemaking.
Kim cuddled June into the warmth between us. June said, "OK, what's so important that you dragged me out here at four-thirty in the morning."
"Well," I said, "I just proposed marriage to your sister ..."
Kim blurted out, "And I said YES!" The word bounced off the houses and echoed out through the night. The three of us were amazed by the effect.
June emitted a little squeak and grabbed Kim and kissed her, then grabbed me and kissed me. She said, "Shouldn't you two be screwing or something to celebrate? Oh, that's tremendous. So cool. I love you both so much and now you'll be together for forever. How great!" She went on and on, kissing us both.
"We got you up to come join us," Kim said in an excited voice. "You're our real family and we couldn't wait to share. I'll be bursting by the time the others wake up."
I could feel June's head oscillate as she tried to see the two of us in the dark. Finally she asked, "You two have had an interesting couple of days here. I mean you've both made love to everyone we have of the opposite sex and then some. We'd talked weeks ago about something like this not damaging your relationship, but now it's turning into marriage. Are you OK with this life style? Will you go back to being traditional? The rest of the Circle will eventually want to know."
Kim had calmed down slightly from her excitement at my proposal. She said to June, "Let me try to answer for the two of us, because I think we both feel the same way. Ron, tell me if you disagree with anything that I say. What happened here this weekend was a growing experience for Ron and me. Yes, we made love with lots of other people but we also shared our minds and souls with them too, and they with us."
"There is a spiritual resonance that I feel when I'm with you all. I feel it with Ron too; he's part of it, I'm part of it for him. You might call it chemistry; the entire group has good chemistry, better chemistry when we're together than when we're apart. I think Ron and I improved the Circle's chemistry."
"I hope the rest of the Circle feels the same way," Kim went on, "but Ron and I could move in here tomorrow and feel right at home with all of you and with the life style as well. I'd love to know if we'd be as welcome as you are to each other. Could you be a Circle of Seven?"
June hugged us both, "Oh yes. I'm sure I know what the answer to that is, and it's 'yes'. We'll make sure tomorrow, but you wouldn't feel the way you do or have interacted with us the way you did unless the feeling was a mutual all around. We all love you both."
"Then I want to propose to the Circle as well," I added. "I want to marry you and all of the Circle. I guess it's love at first sight."
June said, "That's probably easier to do than marrying Kim. There's no formal ceremony although we could create one that would really be fun." She giggled. "As for marrying Kim, there's a lot of questions about when and how and all we need to talk about."
Both Kim and I simultaneously said, "Not now!" We laughed. Kim finished the thought; "We agreed we wouldn't talk about those things until we got back to North Carolina, and we'll keep you informed."
June stood, the pre-dawn light making her body a little more visible than it was a fifteen minutes earlier when she'd come out. She was a sexpot, no doubt about it. She said, "Come, let's go back to sleep and whatever else comes to mind." She led us over to Bob and Trish's house. We went in the back door and up to the master bedroom and snuggled into the large bed. June went to sleep; Kim and I made love right beside her but she didn't budge. The image of her nude body next to me provided some valuable stimuli to my naturally horny brain and made it that much easier to make love to her sister, well, really her stepsister.
I woke up at ten o'clock feeling refreshed and ready for the new day. I lay in bed and reflected on the Circle, Kim, my proposal to her, June, and everyone else in the Circle. I was still very happy. I knew I was making the right decisions and taking the right actions. Kim woke up and kissed me and we went into a quiet lover's embrace. I was stroking her breasts.
"Wake June up the way you sometimes wake me up," Kim whispered in my ear.
I grinned and slid down the bed and gently pulled June's legs apart. Kim snuggled over next to her sister and gently tongued an exposed breast. I started tonguing June's pussy, quickly finding her clit. She was still moist from the night before but I didn't care, she still tasted great. I pulled on her lips with my lips and tongued as deep as I could. Her hips started to work with me and we heard a moan escape her lips.
"Oh, you guys are always so horny. I just love it. Don't stop all day long. Don't stop," she was muttering aloud as we brought her out of her sleep and into a state of orgasmic bliss. She gave into the stimulation quite quickly. Soon her back arched and she clutched Kim to her erect breasts with one hand and pushed my head into her cunt with the other so that I had to stop my oral stimulation.
She gave out a long, low "Ohhhhhhhhhhh," and gave her little squirt of girl juice into my face. I lapped at it willingly for it is the nectar of the gods.
I came up to join Kim as we finished our wake-up routine for June. June's eyes were open and she was looking endearingly at Kim and me. "Oh, I love you guys so much. You are so passionate. And then there's all your business smarts and philosophy too. And," she sat up suddenly, "and, you're going to marry my sister. That's cool. Come let's tell the others." She popped up out of bed.
I pulled the blankets we'd used as robes last night for Kim and I. I looked at June with this question hanging about what she'd wear. She went to Trish's closet and got a short bathrobe. Then she thought again and picked out several other articles of clothing. We went downstairs and over to June's house and upstairs to where Trish was sleeping next to Jim. June stripped off her robe and left it and Trish's clothes on a chair in sight of the bed. She gestured and we all headed to the shower. Ten minutes later we were all clean, with some extra polishing included, and dressed. The others in the house were just stirring; we went back to Bob and Trish's house and started breakfast.
Trish appeared; she was dressed in the clothes June had brought her and carrying her dinner clothes from the night before. Bob walked through wearing Trish's robe that June had had on only a few minutes earlier; he disappeared upstairs. Jan and Jim both arrived after than, dressed and alert. We'd whipped up some pancakes and we're building the pile up to feed all seven of us when Bob came back down all spiffed up for the day. It was the last day of the holiday weekend.
At the breakfast table, June invoked the Circle and called us to order. She said, "Two days ago, Jim had us go around the table and talk about what we were feeling, including our new guests. I want us to this again only I want to have Bob and Kim set the stage for us as we start." She turned to me.
I started, "I have fallen in deep love this weekend. I am in love with all of you, much more than I was when I arrived and trusting that you would all take care of us. Now you have, and I have learned so much about each of you and I have passionately loved you and come to better understand you and your life style. I want to be part of it."
The heads nodded expecting that I'd finished, but I went on; "Over the weekend I've also come to realize that there's a very special person in the world that I want to share the rest of my life with. Thus, at four this morning, sitting at this very picnic table, I proposed marriage to Miss Kim Winslow." I turned and gestured to Kim.
Kim smiled, "And, I said 'Yes' of course!" Everyone cheered. Kim actually blushed.
She went on, "I feel the way Ron does about all of you. I love you dearly and want you in my life the way you have been over the weekend and with all the arguments and what ever else that comes up in our lives, I want that too. So Ron and I both want to marry all of you too, if you'll have us."
June sat and watched her colleagues in the Circle, reading their faces as Kim made the proposal to them. There were puzzled looks at first then understanding.
Jim sprang up suddenly, "Of course! Yes. I accept. I love you guys and I want you in my life too. I promise to help you grow and develop, and I'll support you in whatever way I can."
Jan stood, tears streaming down her face and came to me, "No one's ever proposed to me before. And, 'Yes," I want you in my life forever." We hugged and then she hugged Kim.
Bob was next; he said, "Hell yes. I thought you were already in the Circle. You didn't need to ask. Welcome." He reached across the table and shook my hand and kissed Kim's.
Trish had come around the table from the other side. She was also crying tears of joy, "Oh God, you two are so special. Yes! Yes! I love you both. I pledge the sharing of my love and life with you too. We all do. We're an unusual bunch and we thank you for loving us. Now we can all love each other all the time." She grinned a little through her tears and threw herself into my arms, reaching to pull Kim in with us as well. The three of us hugged and kissed.
June had fashioned a napkin into a kind of crown that she'd put atop her head. She said, "Then by the power vested in me by the Circle of Love," she took the pancake spatula and put it on my shoulder, "I anoint you an official member of the Circle with all rights and privileges thereto appertaining." She moved and repeated the process with Kim who appropriately kneeled before her sister in the mock ceremony.
When June's knighting of us was over everyone hollered, cheered, hugged and kissed again. Then we sat down and ate our lukewarm pancakes.
* * * * * * *
Kim and I flew back to North Carolina late that afternoon and reentered the land of big business and deal making. Things didn't move quite as fast as we thought they would but we did get married eventually. I promised everyone I'd write the story of our wedding and honeymoon, so I'll work on that soon and post it here for you avid readers. We visit the Circle as often as we can, although the housing situation can be tight sometimes when we're up there.
By the way, the full story of how Kim and I met is documented in the story I wrote called The Pilots that is posted on this Literotica web site, and then there's the story Bob wrote about how the Circle got started called the Circle of Love. I posted both of them here for your enjoyment. Everyone is encouraging me to tell some other aspects of our life together, so as time permits I will post more stories here.
I should also tell you that I might be a father soon. June got pregnant about a month or so after the July 4th weekend. Bob, Jim or I could be the father. We're all very excited about the prospect of a new addition to the Circle. Kim is thinking about motherhood too so I suspect something will happen on that front sometime soon.
Many wonderful and lucrative things happened in Kim's business. We had the IPO at the start of the New Year; it was a sell out at near record prices. We all made lots of money, Kim especially; the reward for her entrepreneurial risk taking. We took some of the money and bought a tract of 300 acres on the north edge of Camp Forge and engaged an architect to design a home for the Circle that will have all the features that everyone wished for over the July 4 weekend. The house is nearing completion as I write this and other buildings will be finished a few months later. Kim and I super commute the way Trish does. We now consider Camp Forge our base.
I must add that polyamory, the marriage we all formed living together as we do, is something we work at everyday. Of course, sometimes we work harder at it than if we were living with only one spouse. Most days it is our living, loving, life laboratory of discovery about our lovers and ourselves.
The end of this part of our story.
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This story produced many favorable comments and e-mails, many pleaded with me to continue with the characters in some way. Thus, as my fans know, Jeremy and Alex reappear in several of my other stories:Mel's Wedding andTemporary Girlfriend: Wedding, to name two. In these other stories, our friends from this story are even more active and playful than they appear in this 'mood story' written in summer 2007. I hope you enjoy this story as well as all my others. (My thanks to Jeriscol for his editing. )
*
It filled a wall that was over eight feet high and ten feet wide. There was no furniture in front of the wall, and it was the first thing you saw when you entered the room. It was unavoidable, and everyone that visited was forced to comment on it. You had to comment. It was a woman's face.
She was beautiful. The photograph was a candid shot; she wasn't looking at the camera. Her glance was just over and to the right in the shot. Her smile was infectious.
The oversized photograph was in Jeremy's South Kensington flat. He had taken the photo without her paying particular attention to his presence. He'd reduced it to a head and shoulders shot then had it blown up by his favorite print house so he could paper his wall with her.
Her long, lightly colored hair was almost perfect; there was just one strand that was out of place. A sidelight caught it just right to highlight it. It drifted across her left cheek and had been in motion as Jeremy's camera froze the image for posterity. It gave her a relaxed and carefree look. Yet, her eyes betrayed a much deeper and more caring personality, one that Jeremy wanted to know more intimately.
The background in the picture was slightly blurred, but not so much that you couldn't tell she was at an outdoor party. About fifty other people were evident in the fuzzy background.
She was dressed to the nines he recalled, but only the dark jacket and white v-neck blouse she wore showed in the photograph carefully revealing her sexy neckline.
The occasion had been a wedding, but she was not the bride, only a chic guest, frozen in time by his Canon camera. Her name was Alexandra Cary Reid; people called her Alex.
Jeremy Foltz became a photographer in high school when he volunteered to work on the school newspaper and yearbook. He turned out to have a knack for taking superb and artistic shots of people. Even at that early age and then in university his classmates sought him out for his skills in making them look good; no, not good -- great, spectacular, magnificent, God like.
At an early age, he developed darkroom skills, but gave them up immediately with the advent of digital photography. He quickly learned the manipulation of digital photos and was masterful with his computer and photo processing programs. He could work lighting magic with only the ambient lights in a room, adjusting their placement, and brightness with a rare competency even professionals a generation older didn't have. Give him a studio or the ability to set his own lights and strobes and he could create wonders for the eye to enjoy. Over time, his hobby consumed him and then became his vocation.
All that was almost fifteen years earlier. Now he was considered at the apex of his field. He was booked a year out, mostly for executive media shots and wedding parties. He was sought after by every bride in the country willing to pay the outrageous price he commanded for often turning a pig's ear into a silk purse. This was the expression he used with his close friends to refer to taking ugly or unbecoming brides and grooms and making them look spectacular in their engagement or wedding photographs. Of course, he did the same for guests too. The photo on the wall of his living room was an exception; it was untouched except for its size.
Jeremy had taken over a thousand photographs at the September wedding where he photographed Alex. The photos and album that he produced were a personal gift from Jeremy to the bride and groom. The bride was his second cousin, Maddy. Everyone stood in awe of his work and the package he produced; it was significantly beyond what the new couple or their families would have ever dreamed of spending for wedding photographs. He'd even used the event to experiment with some new equipment and some daring photography outside his traditional wedding fare; the results nicely complemented the usual shots he also took.
Jeremy sat every night and studied the photograph in his living room. He'd come up one flight from his ground floor office and studio at the end of the day, pour a glass of chilled Sancerre wine he'd brought back from a trip to the Loire Valley, and sit on his sofa and stare at the woman. He could vaguely recall a brief conversation they'd had at the wedding, nothing profound but polite self introductions and small talk about the wedding, guests and of course the English weather.
Often, he wondered about his sanity. Was he obsessed with her? Was this just a fascination that would fade aware or was there some dark side within him that was struggling to emerge? Today he decided it was the former since he was taking no action to do anything other than appreciate his own photograph. On other days, however, he admitted his obsession.
Over time, he fell in love with Alex. Not one to talk aloud, he would think with her about his day, his problems, his frustrations, his joys, his bliss. Through the love, he had for her he found answers and ideas. He found he was more sensitive to his inner voice; he also grew to like himself more.
At the end of June, Jeremy was a guest at the second marriage of his aunt Jane. He was enjoying not being the regular photographer for the event; however, he couldn't resist the urge to bring his camera to the event to capture some more candid shots. Jeremy loved photographing people -- all people, especially at happy events, or at joyous moments in their lives.
Jeremy had taken a few shots during the service as unobtrusively as he could, leaving the "hired gun" to scurry around as he usually did seeking the perfect shots and angles as the wedding ceremony in the old Norman church unfolded. After the service, the 300 guests strolled through the church gardens to an adjacent old country inn. The wedding party had clustered along a riverbank for the mandatory group photos whilst the guests had the luxury of an open bar at the inn.
Jeremy stood with a Pimms in his hand, camera slung over a shoulder, as he watched from a corner of the patio. His square jaw, athletic frame, striking six-foot height, and mid-thirties age set him well apart from the other guests, many of whom friends of his middle-aged aunt.
He didn't notice the attractive woman with the broad brimmed hat and bright summer frock until she was standing next to him with a gin and tonic in her hand. She turned to him and spoke, awakening him from his study of the wedding.
"You're not running around taking pictures the way you were at Maddy's wedding. Are you off duty?"
He turned to see Alex; her impish smile and dimples only three feet from him. This was someone he knew so well, but didn't know at all. "Oh my God," he thought, "This is the woman papered on my living room wall!" He was simultaneously horrified and tongue-tied.
After an awkward pause, during which he continued to stare at her she said "That wasn't a trick question. I remember your photographing everything at my cousin's wedding. I didn't mean to upset you. Did the shot you took of me there turn out? I'd love to see it. Jeremy, isn't it?"
After an awkward silence as he stared at her, Jeremy slowly got his brain in gear. "Oh, excuse me for my gawkish behavior. I didn't mean to stare. I didn't expect you ... or rather anyone as nice ... I mean, you ..." He took a visible deep breath and blurted out, "Yes, I'm Jeremy. Jane is my aunt. I'm glad you're here too Alex."
He gestured towards Jane, and the group being photographed beside the river. The color rose in Jeremy's neck. He was genuinely blushing. Something he seldom did. Of course, he seldom had anything other than a business conversation with the women he worked with. "His brides" he called them.
She laughed. "She's something like my fifth cousin, ten times removed, too." She extended her hand in a friendly gesture. He noted her American accent again.
Jeremy shook her hand, still staring into her deep eyes. "I mustn't stare," he was telling himself. He thought, "My God, she's the most beautiful woman on the planet and so much better than my photograph of her. I'm in love with her and she doesn't even know it. I'm also being a dolt. Say something smart and witty."
He turned towards the mostly middle-aged and older crowd milling around the bar and patio. "Well, I don't have a cane or a walker. I sort of feel out of place here actually. And, yes, your photograph turned out very well." He paused wondering if he should tell her he'd splashed it across one large wall in his living room, then added, "I had a print made; it's in my, err, ah, gallery."
"Well, then, take my picture again," Alex said with a flirtatious laugh. She backed up a few feet and struck a pose.
Jeremy's mind clicked into gear as he brought his camera up: composition, back lighting, aperture setting, fill-in bounce flash, aim, and fire. He clicked off a dozen shots in a minute, each better than the last as she played to the camera. She was laughing. He figured he was capturing and preserving beauty for posterity. He finally stopped, and she came closer again.
"What do you do with them?" she asked.
"Oh, I'll sort through these and make a little album for Jane so she has some candid shots of everyone here."
"What about you?" Alex asked. "Who'll take your picture?"
"Well, no one," Jeremy answered, but Alex was already reaching for his camera. "If you show me what to do I'll take your picture so you can be in the album too."
Jeremy gingerly lifted the strap over his head and moved to put it around Alex's neck. The camera, lens, and flash cost well over a couple of thousand quid and he wasn't going to take any chances, even if she were the most beautiful person there. The problem was the hat; he hesitated. How could he loop the camera over her hat?
Alex put her arm through the hanging strap and wound her wrist around the slack in it. He could see she had a firm grip and released the camera into her hands. "Hold the shutter halfway down for a second before you shoot. You'll see it auto-focus through the eye piece, then push the rest of the way down." He pointed at the camera's silver button.
Alex squinted at him through the narrow opening. He posed, smiled, and the flash went off. "I've got to get more into this as a hobby," Alex said, carefully passing the camera back into his loving hands. "I love photographs. My flat is covered with them. I think everyone I've ever met is on my walls somewhere. Will you email me this photo?"
"I'd be delighted, or you can come by ..." Jeremy stopped himself in mid sentence. He didn't want her to see herself papered across his living room wall. "No. Yes. Yes, I'll email it to you. Give me your card."
Alex dug in her purse and produced her McKinsey business card. The card indicated she was a consulting manager with the firm. While she did that Jeremy extracted one of his cards from his wallet. They traded cards.
"I'm impressed," Jeremy told her. "McKinsey is a fine company. Good reputation. Are you based here or in the States? I detect some American in your accent."
"Good guess. I was born here, but moved to the States in the 1980s when I was a tot. I grew up there, but I live here now -- as of six months ago," she added.
People were starting to sit for the dinner. "Do you know your table?" Jeremy asked.
"No," Alex said. "There's a seating assignments on the table over there," pointing to a table people were filing by as they entered the dining area of the outdoor tent beside the Inn.
The two of them strolled to where there was a layout of the tables with little cards for each person showing which table they were assigned to. Jeremy was at Table 4, Alex at Table 8.
Jeremy reached over a took the Table 8 card with Alex's name on it and placed it next to his at Table 4, moving a random card from his table to the now empty Table 8 slot.
"There," he said," at least we can sit next to each other for the meal. Come and join me."
Smiling at his ploy, Alex joined him as they walked to Table 4 and introduced themselves to the others there. Jeremy knew a couple of the people from other family gatherings. He introduced his new but distant cousin.
The conversation was electric between the two of them. If there were other people at the table, or even at the wedding, they barely noticed. Jeremy was on his best behavior. He loved this woman but couldn't let her know, at least just yet. Later, they circulated though the tent, meeting people, danced some more, consumed the mandatory piece of wedding cake, talked incessantly to one another, and fell into a comfortable relationship.
Jeremy was pleased to learn that Alex was unattached and had no interests in anyone at the time. He shared his similar position with her. They talked about their jobs, families, education, life growing up, values, and even some quirks that they'd be embarrassed if anyone else found out about. There was an intimacy between them that was instant and hard to ignore.
As the wedding broke up they kissed goodbye. It was not any kiss of notice, only a quick buss on each other's cheeks. There was a promise to meet again and a "call me, we'll do lunch some day soon" tossed out by both of them. Jeremy was in heaven that he might see her again soon, but in his mind he knew that she'd have to take the first step. Handsome as he was, he was shy and not a ladies man. He had become more comfortable with her as the evening progressed, but still making that leap to ask for a date was not his forte.
Friday Evening, Three Weeks Later
Jeremy was hunched over his computer eradicating the blotchy complexion of a seventy-something board member from one of the world's leading corporations in a photograph he'd taken the week before. The ring of his doorbell broke his concentration from his evening's work. He saved his work and went to the door.
He pulled open the door to see a well-dressed Alex standing on his doorstep with a broad smile on her face and her briefcase in hand.
"You didn't call," she said. "And, I'm not one to wait forever. Unless you have a new girlfriend or the Queen here for a photo shoot; I thought I'd drag you away for a glass of wine down the street."
Jeremy was speechless again.
After almost a minute Alex stated, "Well, I guess I've left you speechless again. I assume the Queen's not here then. Come on. Come on." She gestured towards the pub way down the street.
Finally, Jeremy's mind clicked into gear. "Wait. No. Yes. While, what I mean is you come in. I've got wine here: Great wine, in fact. I picked up a carload in the Loire only a couple of months ago. This is the perfect occasion." He didn't even think about the photograph on the wall of his living room as he made the invitation.
Alex came into the flat and followed Jeremy up the half flight to the living level. He gestured to her to enter the living room.
She stood frozen in the doorway. "Oh my God!" she blurted out as she saw the immense photograph of herself on the wall facing the door. "Wow!"
Now she was the one that was speechless. Slowly she turned to him. "Why?" The look on her face was one of worry as well as puzzlement.
Jeremy smiled then admitted shyly, "I think you are the most beautiful person I have ever seen: Why not?"
Alex nodded silently. The look on her face remained.
He went on quietly. "I need someone to talk to, to share with. You fill that roll. Well, your photograph does. It's been here since Maddy's wedding where I took it. I know I'm a bit of a recluse but not with you here." He gestured towards the photograph again.
Alex asked almost in a whisper, "There's no one else in your life?"
"No, just you," Jeremy said as he barely gestured to the large photograph. After a long silence he added, "When we talked so much at Jane's wedding I was even surer I'd picked the right person to grace my flat. You are a wonder." He smiled warmly at her.
Alex turned to him and walked the two paces to be in his arms. He enfolded her automatically as she raised her head to his for their first serious kiss.
That kiss became another ... and another.
"I was afraid if you saw the photograph and what I'd done with it that you'd think I was a weirdo or be scared at my obsession. I forgot it was here ... otherwise, we'd be at the wine bar. I mean no offense, really."
Alex said, "Offense? I think it's wonderful to be obsessed over. No one has even been obsessed with me before, and I love it -- really love it. What a turn on. Now kiss me again."
They took their kisses to the sofa. The initial tender kisses of affection and caring they both gave each other gave way to more passionate kisses as the minutes ticked by. They cooed and talked softly to each other in a loving way.
Jeremy pulled Alex's hair away from the side of her head and ran his tongue around inside her ear, and then he licked, nibbled, and kissed his way up and down her neck. Alex purred like a contented cat and leaned into his attention.
Alex reciprocated, with passion and eagerness. Both ran out of available skin area that wasn't covered by clothing; soon one of her hands started to undo the buttons of Jeremy's white shirt. The other hand pulled his head into hers for another passionate kiss.
He took her assertiveness as an invitation to also start to smooth Alex's breasts through her smooth blouse, although tentatively at first. Not only did she not protest, she pushed into his advances. He could feel her nipples respond to his touch and her sexual excitement just as her hand started smoothing his bare chest.
Jeremy became impatient as he worked on the buttons to her blouse. She kept a lock on his lips with hers, but worked from the other end of the row of buttons on her blouse. There was an increasing urgency in her moves. As it opened she shrugged the blouse off her shoulders and tossed it to the side. Her lacy bra soon fell by her own hand.
Alex pulled Jeremy's shirt apart and thrust her naked chest into his with a gesture of further passion. Jeremy noticed that she was well endowed, not engorged but a bountiful handful. He pulled her to him and allowed her nipples to stroke across his chest. Both knew where the evening was going. There was no doubt now.
After another round of petting and intense kissing, Jeremy stood and picked up Alex from the sofa. He was surprised at how light she was. She put her arms around his neck while continuing to kiss him.
"The flats across the way can see in now that it's dusk. My bedroom is more private," Jeremy explained. He picked up her lithe body and carried her down a short hallway, up another half flight of stairs, and into a large and masculine bedroom with a king-sized bed. He set Alex on the edge of the bed with a kiss and stroke of her bare chest. He turned and adjusted the lights so the room wasn't totally dark, then lit a candle on the long dresser. He tossed his shirt into a corner as well as the rest of his clothing.
When he turned back to Alex, she had removed her skirt and been in the process of removing her pantyhose. Beneath he could see a white bikini style brief. In a second Alex shed that too and completely nude turned to him and held her arms out in a seductive welcome.
As he approached, she reached out and gently touched his inflating penis. She pulled his manhood to her lips and kissed the head of his tool, then in successive moves engulfed the head and then the entire rod into her mouth. She pumped her head back and forth several times. His head alternated between watching the pornographic act unfold at his waist and thrown back as another wave of pleasure washed over him. This was beyond his wildest dreams.



He wanted to please her too. After several minutes of the pleasure she was delivering, he reached down and pushed her back, extracting his now erect rod from her mouth. He kneeled before her on the plush carpeting and pulled her legs apart. She willingly complied.
His tongue circled her trimmed pussy, licking each thigh near where her legs joined her beautiful body. There were slight depressions when her leg tendons and muscles stretched the skin, and he focused on these for a minute. Then he circled higher, above her visible slit on to her lower abdomen. His tongue missed not a square inch of skin as he teased.
Then he ran his tongue from navel in a straight line down to her slit. He jerked with sudden alertness. She was wet. Her taste was divine -- a mix of musk and nectar that only the gods could create. As he circled her vaginal opening, he found her clit. She jerked again as his tongue probed the erect nubbin within its protected folds of skin.
He thrust his tongue into her vagina: Alternating between clit and hole as he aimed to bring her pleasure. Alex was moaning and purring as he attended to her. Several times she arched her back as a small wave of pleasure swept over her.
Jeremy's fingers became part of the action to please. He penetrated her with two fingers as his tongue tickled her clitoris. The fingers sought and found the slightly rough skin inside that was probably her G-spot and went to work. Alex arched her back even further and emitted a low groan of pure pleasure.
"Jeremy, come up and make love to me. Fuck me. We can do all this later. I want you in me now."
He gave a last thrust with his moist hand then rose. The two of them shifted to the center of the bed. Alex pulled her legs up, and Jeremy rose above her and aimed his rigid cock at her gapping hole. He slowly thrust into her in one long, smooth stroke completing their union.
Each of them felt the ecstasy of that first penetration. Backs arched and eyes closed as they both savored the experience. Both held the position for a few extra seconds to savor the moment. As they did they looked deeply into each other's eyes.
Jeremy extended his body onto Alex's, showering her face and neck with kisses and licks of love. Alex just kept saying "Thank you" and trying to kiss back.
Their bodies developed a slow rhythm. Both knew their brains were telling them to pump at full speed into one another, but their individual wishes to relish the copulation over rode the speed messages. Jeremy's hips thrust back and forth pushing his long and swollen member into her tunnel.
Their controlled thrusts went on and on for many minutes. If either one of them felt the approach of the end an invisible signal was sent to slow down or vary the pace slightly, taking the edge off the moment. Both bodies developed a sheen to them -- a fine moist glow of sweat showing the effort they were both putting into their coupling. Finally, both seemed to agree to continue past the point of no return.
"Oh, God, I love you Alex!" he blurted out as he looked at her with such caring and devotion.
She pulled him to her in a kiss of further passion and abandon, as she thrust her groin into his with even greater pressure. Her legs locked behind his back and she pulled him into her kiss.
"Oh Jeremy, never stop. Never stop."
In that minute both their bodies sensed an end to this act of love. Jeremy now rapidly pumped his cock into her slit with an urgency that swept over the two of them. Alex rose to meet each thrust with renewed effort, legs pulling him into her so that the coupling was never lost.
Their climaxes arrived simultaneously. Jeremy felt her vaginal muscles deep within her start to massage and milk his cock in his final thrusts. An alternating tightness he had never felt before pulled him deeper in her final moves. He erupted, sending stream after stream of his white cream into her body. Back arched, he gave his final thrusts to be sure his deposits were as deep as they could go.
At the same instant, Alex felt the initial wave of orgasm sweep over her. Her hips rotated and pulled him closer; her arms pulled him into a kiss of all kisses. She did everything she could to welcome his ejaculation into her body, to create the oneness of their bodies. She ejaculated as well, flooding their union with a small amount of liquid to seal the blissful union.
Jeremy collapsed atop her, continuing his kisses. He pulled them onto their sides so he wouldn't crush her with his weight. Between the kisses, they showered on each other they panted and sighed and tried to catch their breath. The orgasm extended slightly as they held each other.
Finally, their passions subsided. Only the panting could be heard in the room above the noise of an occasional passing car outside.
Alex finally added, "Oh wow! You surely know how to please a girl."
Jeremy nodded, still unable to speak through his gasps for oxygen. He pulled the sheet over their two naked bodies in one final gesture of strength and caring.
The two of them cuddled one another for many minutes in the afterglow of their loving. Hands smoothed breasts and chests. Kisses became gentler again. Looks of love replaced the grimaces of their passion from moments before. Their bodies remain joined for a long while. Nature was not so cooperative, however, and finally he slid from her moist warmth.
"Can I ask you something," Alex ventured.
"Of course."
"A long time ago you promised me a glass of wine; does that offer still stand? And, you should know that I haven't eaten anything since breakfast and I'm famished. Do you have any nibbles?"
He laughed, "Of course." They both hitched to the side of the bed. Alex went first; one hand clutching her pussy to stem the flow of body fluids from her body as gravity went to work. She ran into the adjacent bathroom as he yelled, "The switch is on the right."
Jeremy followed when he saw her rise from the commode with a pad of toilet paper held against her.
Alex chided him with a flirty grin; "You filled me up lover." He pulled her to him and kissed her again.
"My pleasure my love. Any time. Any time."
She pulled her undies on being careful to place her paper pad in them. Instead of dressing again, she picked up Jeremy's shirt and pulled it on, buttoning only the two middle buttons for some sense of propriety as she walked through the flat. The shirt came to mid thigh, so she figured if any neighbors glanced in they wouldn't see much. She looked sexy but practical.
Jeremy pulled a robe from his closet door and pulled it on over his naked body. Then he led her back downstairs to the kitchen.
He uncorked a bottle of his favorite Sancerre and poured two glasses. He offered Alex one, but only after she kissed him again. They kept smiling at each other in a newfound joy and happiness.
Jeremy suggested an omelet given the late hour; Alex agreed. Soon, his hands were flying as he diced up some mushrooms, peppers and ham for the dish. In a few minutes, his culinary skills were proven as he delivered a quite tasty dish to the table. He brought out several other cheeses and a baguette as well.
"You're well prepared, aren't you," Alex stated.
"I do live alone. My guests are rare, but I do like to have a civilized dinner. So I tend to stock well. You caught me after a morning shopping expedition to Sainsbury's too."
They consumed the meal with little conversation except about the food. Alex helped in the clean up after the meal. When all was done she pulled Jeremy back to the living room.
"Come. I want to see my picture again."
The two of them walked down the hallway towards the living room. Alex noted the many photographs hanging there. At one point she stopped and pointed to a formal picture of the Prime Minister. "You did this?" she asked.
Jeremy nodded in the affirmative. Alex paid more attention to who the subjects were in his gallery as she went along the hallway. Every now and then a familiar face of a politician, corporation head, or movie star caught her eye.
They entered the living room. Jeremy switched on the track lighting that illuminated the wall with Alex's picture on it. The two of them sat opposite the picture on the sofa. Jeremy started pushing Alex's' blouse and bra aside from their earlier tryst.
"That is the best picture anyone has ever taken of me," Alex offered. She paused and hesitated then she turned to him with a serious look on her face. "While we were upstairs, you told me you loved me. Did you mean it? How could you know? We've only really talked or been together on a couple of occasions. And but the way, my hopping into the sack with you was not my normal behavior on a first date -- if this is even a date."
Jeremy leaned over and kissed her enthusiastically. "Yes, I love you. You see me as someone you've spent a total of eight or so hours with between a couple of weddings and the start of this visit -- before things heated up. I see you as someone I've lived with for the past nine months, someone I've shared my joys with, my frustrations with, my life with."
"You blow me away Jeremy. I do feel like I've known you for a long time, yet ..."
He interrupted, "I would love you even if there weren't a photograph on the wall. Further, I don't expect you to do anything right now except to accept what I offer. You don't have to tell me anything in return that you don't really feel. You should feel comfortable to say nothing at all. Good grief, the last thing I want to do is scare you off with how I feel; if I haven't already."
He went on, "I know I'm a bit of a nut case to have this infatuation with you, at least with your photograph. I was worried I'd find you were a bimbo and I'd have to change my decorating, but when we spent so much time together at Jane's wedding I learned you were even better than I'd dreamed about."
Alex started, "But you haven't learned my quirks yet, and I have a temper. I frustrate easily. I have some bizarre ideas about relationships. What if you find you can't stand something about me, something I do, some nasty habit or other? What will you do?"
Jeremy leaned in a kissed her again. "Just learn to live with them, I guess."
He smiled at her then pulled her into him so he could encircle her with his arms. They snuggled together, just enjoying each other's company and the warmth and love of the night. Eventually, he picked her up and carried her upstairs again. He held her so she could click off the light switch with her toes as they left the living room.
In the bedroom, they shed their few items of clothing and embraced again in the middle of the large bed. Jeremy nestled into the "V" in Alex's legs, using tongue and fingers to excite her again. In only a few seconds, she was gasping as an orgasm shuttered through her body.
"Oh fuck, Jeremy," Alex yelled as it swept over her. "I'll give you all night to stop. My God, do you know what you just did to me -- for me?"
Jeremy continued his attention, enjoying the taste of the mingled body fluids from their earlier love session. He worked hard, and soon Alex had yet another climax.
"Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh no! Oh, not another one. Ohhhhhhhhhh!" Alex groaned into her climax, "Oh, you wonderful man." Her entire body shivered so hard the whole bed shook as though an earthquake has just moved all of London.
As her bliss subsided, Alex moved, and pushed Jeremy onto his back. She inhaled his flaccid dick, alternately sucking and releasing as she fondled the entire area. Jeremy fell back in surrender to the pleasure she offered.
He hardened quickly and was pleased to learn that Alex knew how to deep throat him when he was at full extension, something he had only seen in a porn film years before. Yes, it was as spectacular as that film had made it out to be. Occasionally, Alex would growl around his organ or hum deeply as she fellated him. His pole was rigid and unbreakable. Jeremy stroked Alex's hair and told her encouragements as she continued her work on him.
"I'm going to have a choice in a few moments," he said quietly so as not to break the mood. "I can come like this, wherever you want me to, or we can fuck again. What's your pleasure?"
Alex stopped. Never losing eye contact with him, she drew her breasts up his legs, rubbed them around his erection, even pushing them together to surround his cock. She made several cycles to masturbate him with only her breasts, but then continued her journey up his body with her breasts until she was able to put one into his mouth. Jeremy sucked hard on the semi-erect nipple; it hardened immediately. He moved to the other breast to even the stimulation.
Alex rose, straddling his body, and without using her hands placed his erect cock at her entrance. After she centered her wet pussy over his erection, she pushed down until only an inch had penetrated her. She pulled up again until he was again just touching the engorged lips of her pussy, then she lowered herself this time adding a fraction of an inch to the penetration. She continued this motion over and over, each time adding only a fraction to his penetration of her tunnel.
After many cycles to her seduction of his cock, she finally mashed the trimmed hair of her pubic area into Jeremy's. As she did this, she leaned forward and again used her taut nipples to excite his chest. Lastly, she French kissed him with a soul kiss that told them both there was more here than a one night stand.
Jeremy's muscles were alert and sharp. He was deep in her velvet warmth and every bit of his energy and desire was focused through his cock into her entire body. He radiated love, caring and devotion for her.
They both started to thrust into each other. Jeremy warned, "Between your oral stimulation and how you just mounted me, I'm not going to last very long."
"Just cum in me when you want. I'm yours. You know that don't you?"
"Yes, I think I do," he said, hoping beyond hope that she really meant what she'd just implied.
He leaned up and suckled on her breasts, using hands, mouth and tongue to excite her further. Then he used the fingers of one hand to find and excite her clitoris. She moaned and bounced harder atop his body, sometimes rotating her hips in a seductive and passionate manner that stimulated both of them in the places that elicited orgasms.
He felt it coming, probably before she did. Deep in his body he felt some muscles contract. Then the sensitivity of his cock changed -- it increased. He was more sensitive to Alex suddenly, and to everywhere their skin touched. His nipples went more erect than they were; Alex had touched them several times as they made love.
"I'm very near," he told her quietly.
"So am I," she whispered back.
The explosion hit them both together again. His climax was signaled by the extra powerful upward thrusts of his hips into her pussy, by the deep penetration of his penis in her vagina, by the ejection of another large dose of man fluid into her body. As the jets of liquid started to flow down his rod his back arched and he held her aloft, his entire mid-section arched away from the bed.
Alex's orgasm started deep in the warmth of core behind her vagina. She shifted her body so that the head of his cock massaged her G-spot more often as they thrust into each other. The muscles lining her vaginal walls contracted several times, pulling him in deeper, and signaling to him that she was ready. Seconds later every nerve ending in her vaginal area exploded with pleasure and bliss beyond description. In response, her body ejected some girl juice to provide additional lubrication to the area. The pleasure radiated upward and outward throughout her body. "Oh God, I've found heaven," she whispered. Her back arched as well, her head was thrown back and her erect breasts jutted out from her body as she made one final lunge downward to bring the ejecting cock head as close to her cervix as she could.
Their two bodies froze for a few seconds as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss washed over each of them. Not a breath was taken. Not a muscle moved. Their hands were locked tightly together in their passion. Their body was as one. Their union was complete.
Alex finally collapsed onto Jeremy's chest with a fit of shivers and shakes, not from cold but in recovery from the spasms of passion she had just experienced. Breathing restarted as well but not without a significant number of gasps for oxygen that wasn't available fast enough.
Jeremy pulled her into him, still pushing upward with his hips to remain as deep inside her as he could. He found comfort in their coupling, particularly in this afterglow stage of making love. He held her tightly, surrounding her with his love and warmth.
Eventually, Jeremy reached over a turned out the dim light beside the bed and pulled the sheet up over their nude bodies. Alex cuddled into his embrace, but they remained joined.
Jeremy whispered, "I love you."
Alex telegraphed her own feelings of love by immediately pushing her body down on his in response to his pledge, with a special focus to push with her groin into his. She kissed him with all the tenderness she could muster. They remained in that position until they gradually stretched out beside each other; arms entwined, and went to sleep.
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I heard someone crying from a distance.
The afternoon had a bite to it, crispness in the air that hadn't been there for months. The sun's rays were more slanted too, as I'd run along on the Boston side of the Charles River. Surprisingly, there were few people out for this beautiful late Friday afternoon. I'd already put in six miles and had another mile to go to get back across the river to where I worked in Cambridge.
But getting there was problematic. Today was what I called "sprint day"; that meant I would run as fast and as hard as I could until my body throbbed in pain, then I'd slow to even a walk until I could again bear the punishment. "No pain, no gain" I kept telling myself. I hadn't done a 'sprint day' in months.
I had just finished the longest sprint yet that afternoon, possibly a quarter mile. I'd pulled up in pain -- a side stitch under my left ribs warning how out of shape I was to be putting my 45-year old body through this kind of torture. I tried to walk it off but the pain persisted. I'd decided lying in the grass and gasping in pain for a few minutes was the best plan of the day when I heard the crying again.
As I lay there panting, I looked around and saw the source of the crying was a young woman by a tree about a hundred feet further off the foot path from me. My first instinct was to leave the poor girl in peace, and so I just lay back and continued gasping for air and massaging my side.
Gradually my body accepted its fate, and my pain subsided. My young friend was still sobbing mightily into a Kleenex. Several other people that went by noticed her too, but left her alone.
Involvement is my middle name. I have to be involved. My ex-wife had often told me that there were some things that were better left alone; she was one of them. My approach was if it were happening, and I saw it, I wanted to be involved, to help, to know the details.
I finally got up and walked across the space that separated us until I was in her view. She continued to cry.
"Can I help? Are you O.K?" I said to her as I tentatively approached and stooped to make eye contact with her.
She looked at me through her tears and sobbed even harder, throwing her face down into her hands as she sat cross-legged on the ground.
She was young, perhaps a college undergrad. She was a light brunette with some pretend blond streaked into her very disorderly locks. She had sneakers, shorts, and a Red Sox sweatshirt on, and had a small pocketbook around her neck. A cell phone lay at her side.
I tried to talk to her again, "I just need to know whether you're O.K. Do you need help for any reason? Are you in pain?"
She looked up at me again through her sobs and somehow managed to haltingly say, "No," sob, "I'm," sob, "O.K," wild sobbing. "My," sob, "boyfriend," sob, "just broke," sob "upwithme."
Wild sobbing again prevailed. I kneeled down about six feet in front of her afraid if I got any closer she'd get a whiff of my body odor, keel over and die. After a minute, when she started to try to get some control over herself, I dared to say a little more.
"You're beautiful; probably more so when your face isn't all screwed up crying. I can introduce you to a dozen guys that would fall all over themselves to be your boyfriend -- probably including me. Whoever tossed you to the curb just doesn't realize what a catch you are. His loss will be someone else's gain. I'd just bet you'll find someone so much better than your ex, you just wait and see."
I paused to see whether the words were having any effect. The crying was dying down, and the sniffling and nose-blowing phase were starting.
She looked over at me, and snuffled out a big "Why?" Then burst in a crying jag again.
I answered, "Guys can be really callous and careless. Sometimes shit just happens. Sometimes I guess it's necessary for guys to get all macho and tell someone we really care about that we don't love them anymore. We push away the thing we love. Maybe it's a statement about our independence from women, or maybe we feel that we're not worthy of being loved by someone as nice as you. Sometimes we rationalize that the other person made us do it too, although they didn't."
She blinked rapidly and dabbed eyes and nose with the shredded remnants of her tissue. Still snuffling she said, "Did you do that?" Her face screwed up again, and she let out a single long sob.
"Yea. I guess I did in some ways. That's how you get to be my age and single again."
"Huh? Oh dear, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to pry." Sniffle! "I mean you're a stranger. What's your name?"
"I'm Jim Allen. I work over there," and I pointed across the river to a fifteen-story building I spent most of my waking hours in. "And you are?"
"I'm Kim. Kim Windsor. I live back there a couple of blocks," and she gestured over her shoulder towards some of the brownstones on the other side of Storrow Drive in Back Bay.
"Are you in college?" I asked.
She actually smiled through her sorrowful face. "I graduated about five years ago; I just look young." She put her legs straight out in front of her, pulled her sweatshirt from her body and leaned down and wiped her entire face with it. I think she was through crying. She managed one long, loud sigh and took in a huge amount of air then slowly expelled it and shuddered. She was emotionally drained.
"Walk with me," I suggested. "You pick the direction. The act of moving will help you feel better. At least you'll be doing something."
Kim looked up at me with watery eyes and a questioning look. I stepped closer and offered a hand up. She took it and I pulled her to her feet. She gathered her purse and phone.
"I apologize for my sweaty condition. I probably smell like a camel. I'll understand if you want to walk the other way. Just tell me and I'll get lost."
"No. I'll walk with you." She hesitated with a weak smile. "I'd like to talk to someone and not be alone."
We started to walk slowly along the river towards the Half Shell -- the outdoor stage where the Boston Pops gives summer concerts.
"What do you do over there?" Kim asked through some sniffles and pointed towards my office building.
"I run a small design and engineering shop. There are fifty of us. I started it about ten years ago. Somehow we ended up here in Cambridge. The rent was right at the time; we did a long-term lease. I couldn't afford the rates they're charging today. We'll probably have to move the business to the 'burbs in another ten when the lease runs out." I was babbling. She was looking better.
A few hundred feet past the Half Shell we came to the base of the Longfellow Bridge.
"If you walk me across the bridge, I can shower. I'll buy you coffee or a glass of wine." I paused. "At least I'll be out of my running togs and smell better." I gestured towards my odoriferous body.
Kim smiled and started up the steps to the walk across the bridge. The evening runners were starting to appear in larger numbers now. Mostly we had to walk single file as we kept dodging them all the way across the bridge.
"What do you do?" I asked Kim near the Cambridge side of the bridge.
"I work in an ad agency just off Boylston Street. It's small too, but we have the Macy's and Fidelity Investment accounts along with some smaller ones. I'm a computer nut, so I end up doing a lot of the art and presentation stuff."
"What'd you major in?"
"Art history, of course," she smiled over her shoulder as she walked along.
I was paying obvious attention to Kim's perky backend that was swaying along in front of me when she turned around to ask me something and caught me. I was toast. Instead, she just turned back with a slight smile again on her pretty face.
"Do you always rescue crying maidens from along the Charles?" she asked over her shoulder.
"Don't find enough to make a career of it," I replied. After a few seconds, "I'm so glad you're feeling better, at least on the outside. It'll work its way inside too."
Kim shot me a grateful glance.
"I like to be involved, to know what's happening and why. In another life I'm probably the inquiring reporter on the six o'clock news." We walked along about thirty feet. "Besides, I'm a sucker for damsels crying in distress."
When we got to my office building, I left her in the lobby and told I'd be back in flash. I headed off to the locker room our landlord so generously provided the tenants.
Twenty minutes later the elevator doors opened and let me back into the lobby. Kim was seated beside the lobby fountain and waiting for me. She'd pulled herself together, washed her face in the ladies room, and somehow managed to brush out some of the kinks in her gorgeous crop of hair. She smiled as I walked up to her.
"Much more presentable," she said as she sized me up.
"I clean up well, and you look gorgeous," I offered. "Are you warm enough to sit outside?"
"Yes. Where?"
"About two-minutes that way," I gestured. We headed off in temporary silence as I led the way through the maze of walkways and alleys near my building. I was trying to gage what I could say that would make her feel better about being dumped. She seemed level headed so I thought a direct approach might be best.
After we were seated in the sidewalk bar of the Marriott, and had ordered two Kendall Jackson chardonnays, I asked, "Do you want to talk about it?"
Kim looked deep into my eyes, almost pleading. I could see the wheels turning as she tested whether she did or not.
"No, not now. Maybe later."
"What can I say that would make you feel better?" I asked.
"Well, for one, you were doing a pretty good job when you first started talking to me. Nothing makes a girl feel wanted more than a handsome knight coming to her rescue, and then telling her she's the best."
I took the hint, "Well, those words certainly came easily. They're true. You're star quality. Look around. I'm the old guy lucky enough to be sitting with the most beautiful girl in the place, hell in Boston or maybe even the whole United States."
Kim actually blushed. She laughed and said, "More, more!" Then she put her hand up in a stop gesture to indicate that she was only kidding.
"Don't you see yourself?" I asked.
"Oh, I know I'm on the attractive side of the scale. But there's this personality that goes with it. You haven't judged that," she turned to me, "Or have you? Sometimes I'm too sensitive or too scared of my own shadow. I'm not the most secure person on the planet. I can be pushy too at other times."
"Yes, I did judge. I like scared, sensitive, pushy people."
Out of left field she asked, "What was your wife like ... your marriage ... kids?"
"Whoa!" I gasped. "That's a surprise." I was silent for a moment then offered more of an answer. "Megan and I were both twenty and in college when we married and twenty-one when Jeff came along and twenty-two when Meredith arrived. We struggled trying to keep it together for a decade, thinking that many of the problems we faced were just normal for young newlyweds going through college and then getting started. By then we'd really started to go in different directions."
Kim nodded to me to go on.
"We lasted five more years after than. Megan had found a new love during that time, and I'd fallen in love with my work. The kids were pretty well grown and accepted our separation and then a few years later our divorce -- we didn't do that until they'd both left the nest and started college. It was no surprise anyway."
"Where are they now?" Kim asked.
"Megan lives with her new hubby outside Hartford. They're both in insurance. We're actually still friends although I haven't seen her for several years. Jeff is twenty-four and works for a construction outfit in Florida. Meredith, I call 'Mer', is in Malawi, Africa, trying to solve world hunger and stop the tribes in neighboring countries from warring. Everyone landed on both feet; stable and prosperous bunch we are." I smiled.
"And did you remarry," Kim asked.
"No, not at all. I guess I've been gun shy for a long time. I seldom date. Even now I find it easier to lose myself in work than look for a new relationship. I'm not a 'hang around a bar' kinda guy, and the idea of Internet dating freaks me out. Speed dating has some appeal, but I've never tried it. What about you? You've had me doing most of the revealing."
Kim told me about herself, at least a little. She'd grown up and gone to college in Syracuse; her parents still lived on one of the Finger Lakes near there. She had a sister she was very close to that was a year younger who lived and worked just outside Boston. It seemed that the whole family was artistic in someway.
I went back and dug out more of my history too: grew up on Long Island, college in Delaware, lived and worked in Wilmington for the early married years, then we up and moved to a Boston suburb so I could take a job and a promotion at an engineering company. Picked up a masters degree at MIT along the way and started my own business ten years earlier. Parents retired in Bradenton, Florida. Dad had been a CPA and Mom a schoolteacher. Older brother a civil servant at NASA; he's married and living with his nice wife and two kids outside Baltimore.
More important to me than sharing our histories was that we were warming up to each other and Kim had regained control of herself. We'd shifted closer and were allowing some subtle touching, even flirting. I didn't want to push things as I might have since I figured Kim was still hurting from her afternoon breakup.
After our glasses were empty, I made a bold move and suggested dinner. "I live about two minutes from here. How about we get some take out and go and eat there? It'll be warmer, and it has a great view of the City."
"Where do you live?" Kim asked.
I pointed nearly straight up. "I have a condo in the building across the street, up on the top floor."
"Wow," was all Kim could muster. She mulled the idea over for about ten seconds, and then said, "Yes. Where do we get take out?"
"There's a food court over there between those buildings. Nothing great, but it'll get us started. I have some stuff to supplement with upstairs."
We settled up for the wine, walked over to the food court, and ten minutes later got off the elevator on my floor of the condo. I suggested she set the food on the floor and close her eyes for minute while I walked her into the condo so she could get the full effect of the view. She did, and I led her with her eyes shut through the door and into the living room.
"Stand there while I pull the curtains back. Keep your eyes shut." I pulled the curtains wide open. Then I said, "OK, now look."
She blinked open. The entire Boston skyline was aglow in the fading sunset, but all the lights in the buildings were coming on and twinkled before her in a spectacular view.
"Oh my God," she said, "This is the most beautiful view I've ever seen."
I retrieved the food from the hallway and moved into the kitchen while Kim stood transfixed by the view, her arms folded across her chest. I'd laid out the Chinese dinners we'd bought in serving dishes and set two places on my dining room table. For once, it was amazingly clear of work and piles of paper. I also put on some Eva Cassidy music softly in background.
"We can move the table in front of the window," I said. "Would you like to?"
"Yes, yes, yes." Kim answered. "I love this view. All I look out on is an alley way."
We both carried the food-laden table over in front of the window and then two chairs. I'd opened some more wine, and she accepted when I gestured from the kitchen. We ate slowly and let our conversation wander where it would. I was enthralled with this young woman, both at her maturity, her work ethic, and her apparent resilience over how she'd been four hours ago. I thought I was probably having some effect on her, but couldn't be sure except for the body language and her eyes -- her beautiful green eyes that could look so deep into my soul.
After dinner, we cleaned up and put the leftovers in my fridge. For the first time in years, it felt comfortable to have a woman around.
I made some coffee and produced two small dishes of ice cream to serve as dessert. We put the table back in the corner and sat side by side on the sofa looking out at Boston at night and listening to the soft jazz. I'm not sure when it happened, but soon she was against me, and then my arm was around her and she was nestled into my neck. We didn't say much; we just sat like that for a long time.
Kim's breathing got heavy and I know she dozed off for a while. I could imagine how exhausted she was from the afternoon and turn of events I'd provided her for the evening. I nuzzled into her hair and kissed her gently. I guess we were both very comfortable with one another.
She sat up at one point and rubbed her eyes.
"Do you want to stay? I have a guest bedroom and a night shirt." I offered.
"Yes." She paused. "Can I sleep here looking at the City?"
"Of course." I rose and returned a minute later with a bath towel; one of my clean running shirts I thought might make a decent nightshirt, a pillow, and a fuzzy blanket. She gave me a sleepy smile and headed for the guest bath.
I headed to my bedroom to wash up. Later I heard her emerge from the bath and head back to the living room. I went in and said, "If you need anything, anything at all, just give me a shout." I paused, and then added softly, "Goodnight Sweetness." She waved from the sofa.
I curled up in my bed and went to sleep almost immediately.
About four o'clock in the morning, I became aware that Kim had climbed onto the bed and been sleeping next to me -- atop the covers but with her blanket and pillow. I smiled to myself and spooned up against her as best I could given the sheet and blankets between us. I put my arm around her and went back to my blissful dreams feeling like the knight in shining armor she'd called me earlier.
I awoke first at seven o'clock, my normal wake-up time. I lay in bed and studied Kim's sleeping face. A lock of hair lazily draped across her cheek, her breathing deep and dreamful, one hand across her chest. This was probably the most beautiful woman I'd ever met. Her face and stature were model quality. Even closed, her eyes looked seductive.
Deep inside you know when you're asleep and someone is watching you. You have the choice of integrating that knowledge into your dream of the moment or waking. Kim smiled in her sleep for a while to indicate she'd done the first. Then her breathing changed and finally about eight o'clock she opened her eyes squinting in the morning sunlight sneaking through the shades.
"Good morning Sweetness," I said softly.
"I wanted to be near you in the night. I hope it's OK that I came in."
I just nodded, then leaned over and kissed her cheek. She snuggled up against me more, and I wrapped my arms around her.
"I'm glad I'm here," Kim whispered, "I'm glad you're here."
"Me too." I kissed her again; this time she turned and our lips met for the first time. We lingered over the kiss and the ones that followed. They weren't particularly passionate, but they did convey the love and tenderness of the moment.



Somewhere along the one-hundredth kiss Kim whispered, "Make love to me. Please." She pulled my head to her lips yet again to confirm her wish.
"Are you sure," I ventured. "There's a lot happening in your life right now. I'm sort of Mr. Rebound and the knight from yesterday, plus there's a few years between us."
I took a breath to continue, but Kim's lips blocked my saying anything further. A few seconds later she was under the covers pressed against me, our bare legs entwined with that wonderful skin-to-skin feel.
My hands became more aggressive. I rubbed into her torso and then across her breasts, testing her request through her t-shirt. She rose to meet them, and our kisses hardened.
Kim reached down and rubbed my inflating cock through my briefs. I responded even faster to the stimulus and took the invitation to probe into Kim's pussy area. She hummed her pleasure into my mouth as I stroked across the region.
We each reached down and pulled our underwear off, then pulled our t-shirts over our heads.
Kim's body was a joy to see. As far as I could see it was flawless. She was generously endowed, probably a 36C. The trim figure that I'd speculated about beneath her demure shorts and sweatshirt was superb.
I leaned over to her and inhaled the nipple area of one breast into my mouth and sucked hard. Kim's head went back, and she pulled me into her with a deliberate move that told me this was what she wanted. As I sucked her hips started gyrated slowly. She pushed her pussy against my leg and started to hump in pace with my moves.
I reached over and toyed with her pussy with my right hand, fingering her lips and clitoris as I explored. Finally, I penetrated her with a couple of fingers. I found a sensitive place because she moaned, so I put some focus there as I sucked on the other breast.
"Come over me," Kim whispered. "Do me."
I repositioned between her legs, holding my very erect penis in my hand as I lowered my body into hers. I rubbed some of her juices from her folds onto my cock and then let her reach down and take over. She positioned me at her opening and thrust up into me as I pushed down into her.
I sank deep into her on the first stroke; she was sopping wet. She gasped. "Oh, wow. Oh wow. Ohhhhhhh."
We stroked in unison, and I went deeper yet. On the third stroke our pubic bones pressed against one another; the end of my cock was up against her cervix. We were both in ecstasy.
We were responsive lovers to one another. Her ups complemented my downs as we banged into each other slowly at first and then with an increased urgency to complete. Other than our moans, hums of encouragement, and gasps of pleasure, we went many minutes without saying a word; the only sound was the unmistakable sound of our bodies pulsing into one another.
As we got closer to our end I asked, "Protection?"
"Pill," she responded.
I said, "Then in thirty seconds something really great is going to happen for me. Where are you?"
"I'm about where you are," Kim gasped.
I ratcheted up our speed, thrusting deep into her body. She wrapped her legs further and more tightly around my back and yanked me into her depths with more force.
A wave of pleasure washed over me as my climax arrived. My back arched as I made the last several thrusts into Kim's heavenly body. She was arched off the bed too -- shoulders and buttocks in solid contact but chest thrust up into me.
Kim was moaning, "Oh God, Oh fuck, Oh shit, Oh wow, Oh, Oh, Ohhhh," gasping for air and then repeating the chant.
I ejected my cum into her just as she let loose a jet of her own ejaculate. We clung to one another and collapsed, eventually rolling to our sides so we could lavish more kisses on each other through our panting as well as smooth each other's bodies.
Although our bodies returned to some semblance of normal breathing, we remained joined, my cock locked in Kim's warmth by our desire to remain together.
I kissed her eyelids and ran my tongue around her neck. She was equally oral, French kissing me as often as our lips came near each other and sensually tonguing my ears and neck.
It occurred to me that there was no abatement to our passionate moves on each other. In fact, we were stimulating each other more after our first orgasms than we were before. I leaned in and suckled her breasts again as she cradled my head.
Finally, I felt the urge again and began a gentle in and out motion with my hips. I was remarkably still hard.
Kim whispered, "Roll so I'm on top."
We rolled onto my back, and then Kim pulled her knees up beside me and took control of our union. She leaned in so I could suck on each breast as she presented them to me, yet she assumed the fucking motion of our hips, rotating back and forth. I reached between our bodies and put my thumb on her clit and started to massage it in time with our thrusts.
Again, our thrusts became increasingly intense. Our fluids from our previous orgasms lubricated our revived union, seeping over both of us as we thrust. The sounds were increasingly those of a wet union.
We watched each other and enjoyed the sight of each other's glistening bodies. We were working hard at this. We smiled and kissed and smoothed and then finally came again. Backs arched and our respiratory systems went on alert to provide the oxygen each of us desperately needed after so much exertion.
Kim fell onto me and allowed me to cuddle her into me. I pulled a sheet over us and showered her with kisses. She returned the sentiment.
There was no remaining joined this time. I deflated and slid from Kim's warm vagina. We watched each other with humor as we both slowly felt my cock sliding from her tunnel. At the last second, Kim clenched her vaginal muscles and expelled me quite forcibly along with a dollop of our mixed juices. We both laughed.
"You're fun," I said. "And, we're both in need of a shower. Care to join me?"
"I thought you'd never ask," she said. Neither of us moved. Kim then asked pointing towards the bathroom door, "How do I get from here to there without spilling all over the place?"
I stretched so I could reach the drawer of my bedside table. I produced several tissues and passed them to her. Kim made a pad and held it against her pussy then un-straddled me and went into the bathroom. I followed.
We took a very long shower, paying a lot of attention to each other's genitals and breasts. We also kissed a lot. Afterwards, I threw on a robe. Kim opted for a thin t-shirt and nothing else, a fact that distracted me for the rest of the morning.
I cooked us a wholesome breakfast. Kim sat at the counter, looked beautiful and watched as I created an omelet and served up juice and coffee.
"You're quite the chef," she chided.
"Necessity is the mother of invention," I retorted. "Not all bachelors have bad eating habits, although I confess to eating out a lot at the neighborhood restaurants around here. I know most of their menus by heart. Seldom for breakfast, however."
Kim was showing a lot of thigh and it most distracting since I was again feeling as though I wanted to pick up where we'd left off. Occasionally she'd flash me with an evil smile.
We ate on the sofa looking out at the Boston skyline. The day was sunny and inviting to be outdoors. I'd opted for my present company rather than returning for a Saturday in the office as I so often did.
When we'd finished and were both gazing outward I tentatively asked, "How are you feeling today?"
"Fine."
"Do you have plans the rest of the day? What would you like to do?"
"Hummmmm."
"Could you vocalize what you're thinking?" I asked.
"In a minute."
"Can I get you more coffee?" I said, as I got up and headed towards the kitchen. She held her mug out in an affirmative gesture.
I poured us both a second cup of coffee and rejoined her on the sofa. This time I positioned myself to look at her.
"You're staring at me."
"Yes," I agreed. "I feel you are about to take flight and I never want to forget you, what you look like, what you smell like, how you kiss, how we loved, how you touched me in so many ways in so short a time."
Kim looked at me and then started tearing. "Oh Jim," she sobbed as she threw herself from the sofa into my arms. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into me.
"Talk to me," I said.
"I'm so confused," she blurted out. "Yesterday at this time, I was thinking how to patch up my relationship with this guy my age named Daniel who I'd been going out with for three years. We'd even lived together for the last three months. Then in the afternoon he calls me and tells me he's done. Not only is he done, he's already moved out. I think he's with another girl from his work out class in Woburn. He didn't tell me that, but I'm making an educated guess."
I encouraged, "And?"
"After he called I held myself together; I left work and went to my apartment. He'd gone just as he'd said. At least he'd left much of the stuff I thought we'd bought together, like CDs and some of the posters. I feel abandoned but not raped. I knew it was falling apart; I just hadn't thought through how we'd actually end it."
I offered, "You know you just walked into another relationship from that one if I can capture your attention and you don't mind having an old guy like me panting after you." I made a good doggie face, trying to lighten the mood a bit.
Kim sniffled again. "I know. I can't believe it. I was like never sure where I stood with Daniel. He never said anything like that. I sort of assumed since he hung around a lot, and we'd decided to share a place that we were getting more serious, but I guess that wasn't a good assumption. Things sort of went the other way after we moved in together." She paused and looked at me with big round eyes, "And then you came along." She threw herself onto my chest and hugged me. "My mind's a mess."
I thought for a moment as I hugged her and then said, "We've been with each other about twenty hours and so far, so good. We've been through the basics of 'who are you' and 'what do you do,' but if either of us is interested in more of a relationship we should start dating, or whatever passes for that between the two of us. I will go on record and say you are a breath of fresh air in my life, and I would like to date you and see where we can take this." My heart fluttered as I admitted my affection for her.
Kim squeezed me tightly which I took as a positive sign. She snuggled her head deeper into my chest.
I went on, "We've had an unusual start to this. Helping a beautiful but crying woman is something I've never done before. I know I've never had sex on a first date if that was even a first date. I'm worried about two other things too. First, I might end up being Mr. Rebound and I don't want to play that role; I don't think it would end well for either of us. Second, I'm about twenty years older than you are and I'm guessing you haven't thought about what that means if we get serious -- which, by the way, I'm feeling inclined to be."
Kim squeezed me again, then lifted her head and kissed me softly on the lips.
We were silent for a while, then I said, "Your turn."
"OK. I don't know whether you're Mr. Rebound. Time will tell, and I am making a note to myself to be brutally honest if I ever sense that to be. I mean Daniel and I were really through three months ago, moving in together made things worse not better. So I guess I'd really written him off a while ago, I just didn't want to deal with it. So are you Mr. Rebound? Right now, it doesn't feel like that. It just feels as though I came out of something bad into something good. Poor transition I must admit."
Kim continued, "I sort of like the age thing. You don't have the insecurity that so many guys my age do. You know what you're about and why you're here. Further, you've already accomplished something. I'm in awe that you'd even consider a relationship with me. I mean I could have been one of your kid's classmates." She thought for a moment then added with a giggle, "If we date, I don't want another parent."
She went on, "I guess I'm scared that you'll find I'm too immature or insecure," she paused and thought, "or flaky or just too young and inexperienced. Plus you've been a happy bachelor for years; why would you want to give that up. You've already had your 'family years' -- why start again."
This time I wrapped Kim in my arms and hugged her. I tilted her head up to me and kissed her tenderly.
I said, "We just have to be together for a while and then reevaluate, huh?"
"Yeah," she said, "And then reevaluate. That sounds very much like an engineer." She laughed and hugged me.
"Come. Let's do something rather than mope about what has been or might be," I said, and pulled Kim to her feet. "Let's get dressed, although I hate to see the disappearance of all that skin." I gestured towards her nakedness below the waist.
Kim shuffled off to the bathroom and dressed. I pulled on shorts and a golf shift. We met in the living room.
"What's the plan," she said.
"Well," I imagine you'd like to change clothes, so let's first go to your place then we're going to Maine for a lobster lunch.
I grabbed a duffle bag, sport coat, my camera, and car keys and we rode down to the garage, got in my little sports car and in ten minutes we'd found a parking spot near Kim's apartment. She led me up the stairs and into her brownstone. She had a Spartan one-bedroom apartment of about 600 square feet. It was tastefully decorated in early hand-me-downs. The many holes on the bookcase and a few empty boxes signaled that someone had recently moved out; I didn't say anything.
I waited while Kim changed into casual garb. She came out with a questioning look on her face. She didn't say anything but looked as though she were trying to read what I was thinking.
I helped her. "Yes, pack an overnight bag at least for the weekend." She nodded and disappeared into the bedroom again. Two minutes later she appeared with a duffle, and a hanger with a dress covered with laundry plastic.
"You have messages," I said, pointing to her blinking answering machine.
"Oh," she picked up the phone and hit the play button. I watched the look on her face go from one of neutral interest to one of concern, and then she relaxed again. She hit the Erase button.
"OK, let's go. I need to call my sister, but I can do that from the car."
As we headed back to Storrow Drive in my car, Kim pulled out her cell phone and hit a speed dial. I couldn't help but listen to at least her side of the conversation. Something like "Hi Stacy, you called? ... Well, it's a long story but Daniel's finally gone ... Yes ... No ... Don't know for sure ... Oh, last night. Hummm. No, I wasn't home at all ... Sorry ... You could have called my cell ... Oh, I must have turned it off ... No I slept at a friend's house ... No, a guy friend ... Jim Rice, he lives in Cambridge ... No, I didn't want to be alone ... Now? Well I'm in Jim's Porsche and we're going to Maine for the day ... Oh, about twenty hours ... He sort of rescued me from the worst cry and depression of my life ... Out by the Charles River ... Yes ... No more details to share for now ... Well, maybe tomorrow, if I can talk him into it," Kim gave me a questioning look; I shrugged. "I'll call you later ... Love you too, bye."
Kim turned to me, "My sister is protective. She wants to meet you tomorrow if you're willing."
We stopped at a light. I leaned over and kissed Kim. "Sooner is better than later. I need the Good Housekeeping stamp of approval I guess."
We shot up I95 and got off in Kittery, Maine. We headed for the water and soon found ourselves navigating narrow streets with twists and turns as we tried to stay as close to the waterfront as we could. Eventually we found ourselves out at a long beach, part sand, and part rocks. Despite the 'residents only' sign we parked and walked along the beach, picking up interesting shells and rocks, then clamoring over some of the rocks to get near the surf.
Back in the car we continued poking along the waterfront, eventually coming to a lobster pound. We each had one-and-a-half lobster rolls, with diet cokes and chips. They were wonderful. I really felt as though I was young and in love again for the first time in more than a decade.
After lunch, I went to the men's room at the little restaurant. When I came out, Kim was talking to her sister Stacy again. She smiled enigmatically at me just before she hung up. We drove along with no particular destination. We stopped in an antique store, got a mid-afternoon TCBY, walked around a Revolutionary War fort, and finally pulled into the Schooner Inn in Kennebunk. We sat on the Inn's deck holding hands and savored a late afternoon glass of wine.
Kim said, "You know it was about this time yesterday that you saved me." She squeezed my hand and gave me a loving look.
"Anytime, Ma'am, anytime. Service is our middle name." I squeezed back.
"No, you really saved me. One minute I was in deep depression wondering how I could go on without Asshole, and the next I'm wondering why I didn't get rid of him and find you much earlier in my life."
"You would have been jail bait, my dear," I answered. "Do you know what synchronicity is?"
"No, not really. I've heard the term."
"Well, it has a spiritual component to it and it's when two or more unrelated things happen in a really meaningful manner, so much so that you wonder whether they were really independent. I think it came from Carl Jung. So yesterday you had at least two meaningful events in your life that had to happen in the order they did. First, Daniel moved on and you were shattered by it. Second, I found you or we found each other and that only because I had a side stitch that forced me to stop running where it did. The events are related in concept, but you couldn't have planned them if you'd been trying. That's synchronicity."
We were silent for a long moment then I asked, "You don't have to be anywhere the rest of the weekend do you?"
"No, just I told Stacy I'd call her again."
"You call Stacy; I'll be right back." I left our outdoor table for ten minutes and went into the Inn's registration and signed us up for a room for the night as well as dinner reservations. I also arranged for a bouquet of flowers to be delivered to Kim while we sat outside enjoying our wine.
"What were you up to?" Kim asked suspiciously when I returned to the porch.
I sat down with a smirk on my face; "Oh, nothing bad. You'll see." She poked my ribs.
We gazed out at the ocean and watched people walking up and down the beach.
"What do you think love is?" Kim asked.
"A mile wide question," I stated. "I wouldn't answer that the same way today that I would have twenty years ago. There's a quote I found years ago and memorized that sums up part of my philosophy about friendship and love -- and I they're intertwined. The poet is anonymous as far as I know."

"'What was it that made us friends in the long ago when we first met? Well, I think I know. . . The best in me and the best in you Hailed each other because they knew That ages and ages before life began Our being friends was part of God's Plan.'"

"It's deep, but here's what it says to me. First, you have to be friends with your lover. You have to respect them. If you don't respect and think your lover is your best friend how can you ever be as open, intimate and sharing in the ways you need to."
"Second, as the poem implies, people are drawn to each other by the goodness each has to offer, so you have to share your goodness with others. The depth of your love for someone can be measured by the extent you are willing to share yourself." I paused and then added "It reminds me to do good things for people too, like random acts of kindness, not just for the people I love but for everyone. We're supposed to love everyone aren't we?"



Kim had tears in her eyes.
"Third, you have to keep giving your 'best' -- you can't sit back on your laurels and what you said or did days, months, or years before. You have to keep finding your best and putting it forward as part of what you share. It's important to do it because you want to, not because the other person demands it. Thus, I must keep reminding myself not to take either myself or the other person for granted."
"Fourth, there's nothing in love that implies you either have to own or lose yourself to the other person; in fact, one broken marriage to the point, you have to remain two independent free-thinking individuals and not give up who you are to the relationship nor try to live your life through someone else. Each person has to grow separately so they have something to bring to the table; you have to be open to that growth in each other, even to the extent of letting them interact with other people and even letting them love other people; however they choose."
"Lastly, there's a spiritual part to the union that to me says you have to touch your lover on many different levels, including a spiritual plane. Love and intimacy keep changing. My parents are more in love now than they've ever been; they no longer exude that aura of passion that they probably had when they'd just met. They're on a different plane now, and I've watched them be on several others too. I guess I'll stop philosophizing now," I signaled I was through for now with the wave of my arm towards the ocean.
Kim digested all that, and I was silent, letting it sink in. A tear rolled down her cheek. Finally, she said "Wow. I keep saying that a lot around you. You amaze me." With that she got up and moved directly in front of me. She leaned down and gave me the warmest most wonderful kiss I've probably ever had. I lost track of time and space. It was a religious experience.
She sat down again after that. We held hands again and were silent for a long time. We alternated between studying one another and looking out at the ocean.
Finally, we were interrupted when the young woman from the reception desk came out on the porch with a huge bouquet of flowers. She walked over and addressed Kim.
"Excuse me, are you Kim Windsor?"
Kim was nonplused. She stuttered out, "Yes."
"These arrived for you"; she passed the entire bouquet to Kim. The other guests on the deck had all turned to look at the presentation. The hotel girl turned and left.
Kim stood there looking confused for a second but then said, "Oh, wait, there's a card. How did anyone know I was here?" She looked at me suspiciously. "Hold these for a second."
She opened the card and read the sentiment. I admit I'd been sappy when I thought it up. The card said, "To the nicest thing to happen in my life perhaps forever. Love. Jim."
Kim's face balled up, and she let out a huge sob and threw herself at me. Somehow I managed to get the flowers out of the way. We hugged, and she smothered my face with kisses. She kept saying, "Oh, Oh, Oh," between each kiss. Finally, she stopped when some of the other people on the deck applauded our small show of affection.
Kim pulled away, wiping her eyes. I smiled and took a small bow to a few of our neighbors. I reached down and picked up the flowers and graciously presented them to Kim again. She clutched them to her chest and leaned in a kissed me again. "Oh, thank you. Thank you so much. You can't imagine what these mean to me!"
"Oh, I think I can. That's why they're here." I put my arm around her and pulled her close.
I sat down, and Kim sat in my lap. She put her head on my shoulder. We sat there, flowers and all, and watched the sun rush toward the horizon.
At one point the hostess silently caught my eye asking whether we wanted another round of drinks. I nodded to her and gave her a thumbs up gesture. A few minutes later she returned with two glasses of wine and plate of cheese and crackers.
We unfurled ourselves of each other and again sat in separate chairs. Kim asked with a smile, "I take it we're having dinner here?"
"Better than that, guess again." I said.
She looked puzzled for a minute, and then tentatively offered, "Are we staying here?"
"Yes"
Kim got up and came over and gave me another one of those sizzling, mind-blowing, space and time warping kisses. I went weak all over. "Thank you" she whispered in my ear.
We stayed on the deck finishing our wine until the sun kissed the horizon. I suggested we should change for dinner, "I think it's a little dressier here than we are now."
We walked out to the car and retrieved our bags. We carried them up to our room along with Kim's flowers. The room was spacious and gave a warm welcome. The staff had left a vase for her to keep the flowers in.
Kim took her bag and dress as well as her cell phone and went into the bathroom. She gave me that "I'll be a while" look. I shrugged. Five minutes later I'd changed into slacks, loafers, and a clean sport shirt and blazer.
I asked through the bathroom door how she was doing. "Twenty minutes" she said back. I could tell she was back on the phone with her sister.
"I'll head downstairs then. Meet you in the lobby. I want to look around." I left the room and headed down to the hotel gift shop that I'd seen earlier. I wanted to get something special for her.
After an exhaustive search I saw a silk shawl that just seemed to have Kim's name on it. It had a bright paisley pattern that I thought would go with about anything she wanted to wear. I bought it and the shopkeeper was even able to find a box that just fit it. I thanked her gratefully.
I strolled around the lobby area and discovered much to my delight that there was a jazz quartet playing in the hotel bar that evening. Dancing was even encouraged I was told to my query at the desk.
I was back by the elevator when the door opened, and Kim emerged. She looked stunning. She had a little black dress on with black patent leather spike heels -- my favorite. She'd pulled her hair up into a twist that really complemented her face. The makeup she'd applied amplified her attractiveness without going over the top. She was stunning. People in the lobby gawked at her beauty; I was one of them.
I walked up and kissed her lightly, then presented her with the shawl. "I hope you like this. I think it'll be a nice accessory for you." Kim looked as though she wanted to cry again.
She took a deep breath and opened the box. "Oh! Wow! I love it!" she said in a very excited voice. Several older guests in the lobby turned to see what her exclamation was about. I heard one older woman say to her husband 'How come you never do that for me?'
Kim wrapped the shawl around her shoulders and modeled it for me. I was pleased. She said, "It turns this dress from a plain black dress into something I'd wear to meet the Queen. This is great." With that she plastered herself against me again and gave me a solid kiss. "Thank you. Oh, dear, I've gotten lipstick on you." She produced a tissue from thin air and rubbed at my lips for a few seconds while keeping her hips pressed against mine. "There!"
She went on, "You are going to spoil me rotten if you keep this up. But don't stop." Then in a partial whisper she said, "Are you trying to get in my pants?"
"Yes" was all I said with the most lecherous look I could summon.
"Well," she said, "you're succeeding."
"Come m' lady. Dinner awaits us." I offered Kim my arm, and we walked together down the long hallway to the restaurant.
Dinner was a romantic affair. We had a table overlooking the ocean. Total darkness hadn't quite arrived yet, so we could still see the glow from the west when we first sat down. I don't think we cared what we ate, what we cared about was being with each other and touching and fondling each other's hands across the table.
About nine o'clock, I heard the jazz quartet start playing in the lounge area. I signed for dinner, and we headed to the lounge.
We sat close and listened to few numbers, then danced to a few. We seemed to fit together like puzzle pieces. There wasn't much air between us. We just swayed together on floor hugging and kissing one another. She had her hand on the back of my neck; I was rubbing her all over. I think we were about the get thrown out of the place for lewd and indecent acts.
Finally, Kim whispered in my ear, "Take me upstairs and make love to me."
"I've never wanted anything more in my life," I said. I signed for our drinks in the lounge, and we went up to the room.
Kim came into my arms as the door to the room closed. She put a finger on my lips then said, "You have won my heart and my soul -- and in only a day. No one ... no one has ever treated me the way you have. I feel so loved and so honored by you. I find myself thinking I must have had a horrid time in some other life to have you come into my life and treat me the way you do, because right now I feel like I'm in heaven." Another tear of joy ran down her cheek.
She pulled her finger away and gave me another of her soul-searing kisses. Then she started to unbutton my shirt and started to rub her groin against mine. I hardened rapidly in response.
As my shirt came off I finally found the zipper on her dress. I tossed her shawl aside and slipped the dress forward off her body. She stepped out of it and undid my belt and zipper. Soon, I'd stepped out of my pants and shed my briefs. She tossed her bra and thong aside too.
I pulled her to the king-size bed and pulled back the covers so we had the entire surface to explore. I pushed Kim onto her back and then hovered over her, running my tongue around her face, neck, and then down her chest to one breast.
I made passionate love to that breast for a minute before I slid to the other side and gave equal time to its mate. Next I tongued down her body to her navel and then down to where her pelvic bones were evident. I made love to those areas then ran my tongue down one leg and up the other, carefully avoiding her pussy. She moaned as I by-passed the region a second time; I heard a whispered "Please" from her lips.
I circled again, and this time plunged my tongue into her pubic hair, enjoying the sensation of her wiry hair against my cheek and tongue. My next move was to encircle her vulva with my tongue. I was working my way to the center of the universe.
I knew I was teasing yet this was also such delightful foreplay. Kim was clearly enjoying every second of my attention.
Carefully avoiding her clitoris I sucked her labia into my mouth -- first one side and then the other. Kim was exceptionally moist, and her taste and musky aroma were truly intoxicating. I used my tongue on her clitoral hood dipping down to brush against the very tip. Kim jerked when I touched this area telling me I'd found one of her sweet spots. I continued to circle and come back to that spot. Kim was moaning and had moved her hands to my head to hold me to her zone.
I started to use my hands for the first time since I'd pulled her to the bed. As I kept my tongue busy in her pussy I reached up and massaged her right breast and then her nipple. I pinched her nipple and sucked on her clitoris with extra force, and Kim had an immediate orgasm.
Kim emitted a long and loud moan and then a little shriek as the climax hit. She pulled my head into her hard and moved her knees up around my shoulders and squeezed me gently.
She blurted out between gasps for air, "Oh God. This just keeps getting better and better."
I shifted position slightly so I could reach her other breast and continued my assault on her pussy. This time I inserted a couple of fingers into her vagina as I persisted with my tongue action. I moved around until I felt Kim shudder from the action inside her; I'd found another sweet spot.
She pulled me into her again, but I wouldn't yield. I worked each hand and tongue hard until Kim started her moaning and again arched her back and gave in to a second climax.
After she'd come down a bit from her high she said, "Come here, you," pulling me up so we could kiss.
"Yum, I can taste me on you. I taste good. You taste good." She was fondling my cock and balls with her hands as we kissed. I was hard as a steel rod.
"Fuck me. I need you in me right now. Make love to me."
I rolled into position and held myself up on both arms. Kim reached down and pointed my cock at her vagina. I thrust into her only a short distance, just enough so her moist lips moved out of the way of my penetration. I pulled out until we were barely touching and then pushed into her again, this time going a little deeper. Now I was teasing both Kim and myself.
I continued extracting my cock almost all the way from her body, until the barest minimum of skin touched, and then pushing back in -- adding only a fraction of an inch each time I stroked in. After a couple of minutes of this slow and tortuous process I bottomed out. We both moaned.
We pushed pubic bone to bone. My penetration was deep. We held position, and I leaned down and kissed her with everything I could offer.
Then I lowered myself, and we started our dance of love. Our bodies thrust together again and again and again. We were not slow but there was no rush either. We were savoring our coupling and the feeling of our joined bodies. Both of us contributed to our union.
If we felt we were getting too close to our orgasm, we paused for more kissing and petting. It's called tantric sex, and somehow we both knew that's what we were there to do that night. We floated between "almost" and "not quite" an orgasm for a long time, never separating and often my remaining as deep within her as I could be. Kim had a couple of mini-orgasms as we loved. Sometimes she'd ripple her vaginal muscles as I was deep in her; it was an amazing sensation I'd never experienced before.
We moved positions several times yet never uncoupled. We were on our sides for a while then Kim came over me. In this position, I could fondle and suckle her breasts and she could lean forward and drag her very erect nipples across my chest. No one had ever done that to me before either and I found it highly exciting and stimulating.
It was in this position that I finally whispered to Kim that I wanted to cum. "Me too" she replied in a raspy voice. We'd been coupled and making love for almost an hour.
We picked up our pace, and then our orgasms hit. I think she was slightly ahead of me because I felt her vaginal muscles ripple several times around my cock before I exploded into her warmth.
For the first time in my life, I realized there were two parts to my climax. First that luminous spiritual feeling arrived -- that feeling of ecstasy when I felt I had just been hurled into the arms of God. It started in my groin but in a microsecond had filled my entire body in a toe-curling, mind-splitting flash of pleasure. Second, was my ejaculation -- the feeling of my man fluid racing through my piping on its way into Kim's love tunnel. Both feelings merged into one hedonistic passion.
Kim transcended as well. Her eyes closed as she arched back over me. I watched as her bliss extended to her entire body; a new sheen suddenly encompassed her. I could almost see Kim's aura throbbing as her muscles spasmed, and her orgasmic wave enveloped her. Finally, she collapsed onto me and we kissed and kissed and kissed.
I eventually pulled the covers up over us and doused the already dim lights from the bedside switch. We remained coupled, and Kim nestled into my arms. We fell asleep that way.
* * * * *
I awoke the next morning to the pleasurable sensation of a morning blowjob. Kim had pulled the covers partially off us and was nestled between my legs as her head bobbed up and down on my rapidly inflating penis. One hand was assisting in her endeavor.
I moaned slightly and reached down and stroked her head to let her know she had an appreciative audience for her work. My hips started a slight undulation too, particularly as she brought me nearer and nearer to orgasm.
"I'm getting close," I finally whispered to her.
Kim stopped momentarily, "You just lie back, and enjoy. You cum when you're ready. I'll take care of the rest." She went right back to my rod, this time enveloping the entire stick until her nose was pressed against my pubic hair. She did this several times.
That wondrous feeling came over me, and I was swept up in the emotion of the moment. As that feeling expanded throughout my body, I exploded into Kim's mouth and throat. She kept swallowing me and my cum throughout my climax. I let out a very loud groan of happiness and contentment. She smiled as she lapped up the white fluid from my rod.
Kim wiggled her beautiful nude body up beside me and pulled the covers over us again. She came close and kissed me. I French kissed her tasting my musky scent in her mouth. We had a beautiful morning wake up this way. I stroked her body and breasts too eliciting a moan when I made her nipples erect.
"Sweetness, you're wearing me out. I would love to make love to you, but right now you've just gotten the best I can give for a while." I kissed the end of her nose.
"I just wanted to return the favors you gave me last night. I've never cum like that before -- ever. Moreover, I really, really enjoyed myself before hand, and thank you for my gifts, and for bringing me here to this beautiful place, and for just being you."
We kissed some more. I suggested we open the drapes and look out at the ocean. Kim rose and pulled the curtains wide open exposing us to the expanse of Atlantic Ocean and the rocky coast below the Inn. As she returned I couldn't help but marvel at how spectacular Kim's nude body was: a face so pretty that it could launch a thousand ships, perfect breasts with large areolae, a flat stomach hosting a modest patch of light pubic hair, shapely legs, and perfect bubble cheeks.
Kim scooted back under the covers with me and we cuddled in bed and looked out at the ocean. A trio of sailboats was off in the distance canted over in the wind and sailing in formation. A few puffy clouds dotted a bright azure sky. I had my arm around her and my hand fit naturally right to her breast; I paid careful attention to smoothing that part of her body.
Finally, the bedside clock told us it was about nine o'clock. I said, "There's a Sunday brunch downstairs. Do you want to eat?"
"Man is guided by his cock and his stomach," Kim retorted. "Yes, let's go." She hopped out of bed and gave a big stretch providing me with a very seductive view of her body.
I reached out and pulled her back into bed and started to shower her with kisses. I rose to the occasion and a few minutes later I was deep into her body, and she had her legs around me urging our love making to a new level.
We both climaxed and lay in a sweaty tangle of arms and legs stroking each other's bodies.
"This is just a temporary stage in our relationship you know," I prompted. "We'll get tired of fucking all the time and then just be bored with each other."
Kim ran her tongue up my neck to my mouth, and then French kissed me. "Good while it lasts, I'd say." She paused, "Then again, I might never get tired of having you make love to me."
"Hummmm," I said, "You know I might not either."
"Come on," Kim said, as she shifted out of bed, "Shower and brunch."
Of course, we showered together and carefully washed all our exposed parts. We dressed casually again and headed downstairs to the large buffet.
As we sat at our table eating I commented to Kim, "You know you have that freshly fucked appearance." I glanced around the dining room, "I don't think anyone else here got any last night -- or this morning!" I smiled lecherously at her. Kim leered back at me.
"Yes," she said with a straight face, "I do have that freshly fucked feeling for some reason." She laughed.



I do think others in the restaurant noticed our "look" and interactions with each other. I speculated that we appeared like newly weds to some people.
After we'd eaten we went out and walked along the beach and climbed on the rocks for two hours. The first chill of autumn was still in the air so we didn't try the water other than to wade and splash around a bit. Kim talked to her sister for a few minutes via cell phone while we walked; I didn't listen in.
We came back to the Inn, washed up from the beach, packed our clothes, checked out, loaded up the car, and headed north along the local roads, marveling at the size and luxury of some of the older homes. We even found Walker Point where the Bushs live. We drove through the tackiness of Old Orchard Beach then went back to the Interstate and headed back towards Boston.
"I figure it's time I met your sister," I said as we started south.
"Oh, you'll love Stacy -- at least if you like me you will. We come from the same mold."
I asked, "Where to?"
"Head towards Weston," Kim replied.
We circled down I95 to Route 128 and headed southwest to the Weston exit. Kim directed me over side streets once we got off the Interstate to a nice condominium complex. We parked the car and walked over to one of the ground floor units; Kim rang the bell.
About a minute, later Kim's peppy sister opened the door. She had on orange running shorts that said Syracuse across the butt and was wearing a very revealing singlet that had dabs of paint all over it. She was barefoot at the end of a pair of very shapely legs. She was model quality all over, just like her sister.
The sisters hugged. Stacy then looked me up and down and came and gave me a big hug with full frontal contact. I was inspired to twitch in response. I just wasn't sure about how her sister had taken such a welcome. Kim just smiled.
"Come in, come in," Stacy said and we went into her condo. It was clearly the home of someone with a very artistic flair. Paintings and photographs peppered the walls of the modern decor. Although it was only a one bedroom, Stacy had turned an alcove in the living room into an art studio. Sitting on her easel was a portrait of an older and very distinguished gentleman. I was drawn to its style and the hues she'd used.
"That's a commission I'm doing," Stacy said from the kitchen where she was putting together a tray of coffee mugs. "It's J. Walter Harrison, the head of the Harrison family in Medway and chairman of Harrison, Barnard, Scholer and Baines in Boston -- a law firm. I think it's for their boardroom. " "I'm impressed. Is this your normal bill of fare? No, wait, these are all yours too," I gestured to the walls. "These are all great."
"I sell, but I'm not famous enough to make a living at it yet. During the week I'm a graphics artist for Genetech. Believe it or not, I do medical illustrations for their manuals and brochures." Stacy came into the living room with the tray of coffee and mugs for us.
We sat for a few hours and talked about everything in the world and nothing in particular. We were getting to know each other. Kim and Stacy captivated me. I enjoyed watching the common mannerisms and listening to the common speech patterns of the two women. Then I'd see some delightful difference flash by.
There was no doubt they'd come from the same gene pool. Both were light brunettes, but Stacy had made herself a little more blond than Kim. Both were beautiful, shapely women of about the same height and stature. Stacy was a little more outgoing and more forward than her sister. Kim on the other hand seemed a little more mature and sophisticated.
As the afternoon wound down, Stacy pulled out a bottle of wine and we all partook. I offered dinner at somewhere nearby, but Stacy said she wanted to cook. That produced a flurry of activity by the sisters that resulted in some sort of meatloaf being put in the oven.
While we waited for things to cook, Kim came and sat tightly beside me. She leaned in, and we kissed one another for a while.
Stacy came out of the kitchen and sat tightly beside me on my other side. "Hey, I need some of that too," she said. She pulled my head around and planted a long and sensuous kiss on my lips.
As she finished I whirled back to Kim as though to explain. Kim was smiling. "We share," was all she said. That comment left me wondering about a whole lot of things. Kim kissed me again and then indicated that I should turn back to Stacy. I did, and Stacy kissed me again. We sat and continued doing a lot of that until the timer on the over went off.
Stacy hopped up, breaking the romantic mood we'd slipped into. "Dinner. Come one, come all." She laughed at her remark. I wondered about her choice of words.
There was another flurry of activity in the kitchen and around a modern dining room table. I was given several chores and things to carry to the table. In a few moments, we were all seated, and Stacy presented us a fantastic meatloaf with lots of trimmings.
"You outdid yourself," I commented, several bites into the meal. "This is really good ... artist ... cook." I picked up my wine glass and toasted towards Stacy, "To a woman with many talents."
I think Stacy actually blushed. Kim was equally appreciative and added some comments to mine. Again, our conversation was wide spread, or it was, until they got me talking about my work. I was designing an energy efficient office building to be built in Andover; this fact triggered a discussion about global warming and coping with an uncertain future.
After dinner we continued to sit at the table and talk. Stacy eventually cleared the dishes and when she was done came back and stood behind me. She leaned into me pushing her breasts into the back of my head. Her unfettered breasts were a perfect fit around most of my head. I looked at Kim who had an amused expression on her face.
Stacy leaned around and gave me a meaningful kiss.
I said, "I take it this means I passed the Sister Test?"
"Oh not quite," Stacy said, "But you did fine on all of the standard questions: only a few other areas to cover."
"Bring it on," I said.
With that Stacy came around and sat in my lap. "You don't mind, do you Kim? After all, you've had him sequestered for almost two days." Stacy pushed a breast into my cheek; given the thin material of her t-shirt I could feel her nipple tracing a circle on my cheek.
Kim said again, "We share." She was looking straight at me when she said that.
"Am I to read a lot into that statement?" I asked.
Kim came over and kissed me. "Yes, if you want to."
"I think I want to," I answered.
"Good, then come with us." Kim pulled Stacy up and then me and led us into Stacy's bedroom. There she turned around, kissed me and started unbuttoning my shirt. Stacy started working on my belt and zipper. Soon, I stood naked between the two sisters. I must admit I was nervous and excited beyond description.
"My turn," I said. I turned to Kim and peeled her top off her and then removed her bra. Her full breasts were a joy to my eyes although I'd been fondling them only a few hours earlier.
I turned to Stacy and pulled her t-shirt over her head. She was bra-less. Her breasts were of the same magnificent quality as her sisters, perhaps even larger. I then carefully peeled off her running shorts and thong in a smooth motion. I caught a whiff of her scent as I did -- spectacular, I thought.
I turned to Kim and finished undressing her. I kneeled and ran my tongue into her moist slit as I finished, brushing by her clitoris as I did. She jerked in response.
Stacy was next; she came up next to me. As I knelt, I pulled her legs apart and put one leg part way over my shoulder as I squatted on the floor. This made her pussy available to me, and I took my tongue and ran it deep into her slit searching for her button. She held onto my head and moaned. I licked for a couple of minutes.
"Both of you, onto the bed," I ordered when I wanted more contact with them.
The two women climbed on Stacy's king-size bed, but nestled close to one another on their backs.
I sank between Stacy's legs and reached over to Kim's pussy simultaneously. As I lowered my tongue to Stacy, I started using my fingers to carefully explore Kim again. Stacy tasted as good as her sister -- different and delightful. I buried my head in her pussy, licking, and sucking the folds of skin surrounding her opening.
Stacy writhed and twisted as I ministered to her. Kim turned part way towards the two of us and raised her legs to ensure availability to my explorations of her nether region.
I added some fingers from my other hand to my assault on Stacy's pussy. That was all it took to bring her to climax. Stacy announced her arrival at heaven's doorstep with a long feminine moan. She then slowly arched her back as I continued thrusting my fingers and tongue into her body at a rapid rate, attacking her clitoris whenever it was near. Then there were a long shudder and high-pitched squeal of delight from her. As she collapsed she pulled her legs up. "Do Kim," she said.
I looked up and noticed that Kim had been kissing her sister and rubbing and sucking on Stacy's breasts. I felt an electric charge surge through my groin at the sight.
I pushed Kim back and put her legs over my shoulders. I went right to her clitoris with my tongue; she jerked so much at first touch that she almost threw us off the bed. I inserted fingers and searched for her G-spot, tongued her clit and with my other hand joined Stacy in massaging and tweaking Kim's breasts and nipples. I watched as Stacy leaned in, and French kissed her sister.
Kim started groaning almost immediately. She moaned out, "I don't think I've come down from earlier today. Oh God, I'm so sensitive to your touch. Oh God, I'm going to cum."
And cum she did. As I continued to tongue and thrust into her with my hand a small squirt of girl juice flooded the area, and Kim shrieked, arched and fell back with a huge shudder and gasp. "Oh wow. That was as exciting as this morning. I'll give you all day to stop." She was panting.
As I was figuring out what to do next, I felt Stacy inhale my rod into her mouth. She gave a few very wet sucks then deep throated me: I about shot through the roof of the room. She pulled off me, and Kim then repeated the process. It wasn't the same; it was just as wonderful and erotic but different.
They alternated a few times, and then I stopped them. "I want to be inside someone when I cum."
"Do Stacy," Kim whispered, "I want her to experience you the way I have." Kim kissed the end of my cock.
I moved up over Stacy who lay back and spread herself to welcome me to her depths. I toyed with my initial entrance to her just the way I had with Kim the night before, sinking in a fraction of an inch and then withdrawing, then sinking a little deeper and withdrawing, then doing it again and again.
Slowly I worked into full penetration of her pussy. By then she had her legs wrapped around me and was a full participant in our thrusts into each other.
I had to moderate my thrusts into her lest I cum immediately and lose my opportunity for a full-fledged and long-lasting session. I'd cycle several times then pause and lavish attention by sucking on her breasts and kissing her neck and face. We created some new ways to French kiss that involved all three of us too.
Kim was along side us with her hands and mouth busy adding to the erotic sensations we were creating. I could see she and her sister had been intimate many times before. I found the thought exciting and erotic.
Eventually, I sensed that I could hold off no longer. "Stacy, I'm going to cum in a few seconds," I announced.
"Cum deep in me ... fill me you wonderful man."
We picked up the pace and in less than a minute that sensational feeling swept through my body -- starting in my groin and radiating outward to my toes, my heart, my head; then came the surging of my cum through my body and finally up and out my cock and deep into Stacy.
I filled Stacy. We were arched into each other pressing our loins with maximum pressure. Her legs pulled me tightly into her. There was no doubt about her desire to couple -- to accept my fluid.
We collapsed. I reached out and pulled Kim into our combined embrace. We both kissed Stacy and made love to her as she floated down from her high.
Stacy finally looked me in the eye, "You pass all the tests. You can date my sister."
Everyone laughed.
"What about you?" I asked.
"Well, you'll actually have to date the two of us. You're too good for either of us to miss."
"Is that all right with you," I asked Kim.
She reached up and kissed me, "Oh yes, if you'll have the two of us."
"I have a lot of questions," I said.
"Ask away," they both said almost in unison.
"Are you 'bi' or lesbians or what?"
"We're bisexual, I guess," Kim answered, "But only with each other right now. We've always wanted a man in our lives -- either apart or like this."
Stacy added, "We've both had some experiences with other women, but they weren't too gratifying so we stopped looking at other women. We started to do this sister thing when we were fourteen or fifteen; it was better than fighting off pimply guys in high school. We just didn't outgrow it."
"Do you do this with other guys?" I asked.
"No. Just you. Stacy didn't like Daniel from the 'get go'. I haven't liked her boyfriends either."
"How did you both know I was the guy to do this with?"
"Well, every now and then, as you know, I'd talk to Stacy on my cell. I told her all about you -- no detail too small to leave out." She grinned at me; I was gently stroking her breast and nipple.
Stacy added, "Just based on how caring and sharing you were, I could tell you were different from the other guys we've known or dated. I know you're worried about the age thing; forget it -- we love it. Anyway, I told Kim to bring you here and we'd see how things went. I'd told her I'd 'go for it' if I liked you. I like you -- lots." Stacy leaned in gave me one of those toe-curling kisses.
I said, "This is turning out to be a very unconventional relationship. Are you guys OK with that? I mean I was having serious thoughts about Kim although it's only been a day or so."
Kim kissed me and so did Stacy. Kim said, "We're up for 'serious' if you are. We've talked about it before you appeared. We'd even be up for 'family' if you were. We can create pretty much whatever you want to create; we're adaptable. Can you love the two of us?"
"Oh, loving two beautiful women is no problem. You are both beautiful in looks, spirit, and your thinking. I can be committed to the two of you, just as well as one of you. What about jealousy?"
"We've tested our thinking about jealousy a lot. I don't think we're jealous of each other. We got past that when we were teenagers. Although we're both independent, we care about each other's needs and wants. Sharing you this evening was a good test; I didn't feel anything other than a real desire to share and participate. Did you Stacy?"
Stacy said, "No, I just want you to have your turn at Jim's love machine." She ogled my flaccid cock.
Kim responded, "Oh, I've been filled several times over the past two days. Maybe I'll have him later tonight too, if he's willing." I was nodding wildly.
"This will be a big experiment," I said. "We need to agree that we will each be very open in our communications about how we're feeling, and what our needs are. If things aren't working, we should talk about it and figure out how to change things."
The girls both laughed. They overlapped each other in saying the same thing, "We think we're there. We talk a lot and share about everything. Can you be that way?"
"I'll learn," I said. I leaned in a sucked Kim's nipple into my mouth.
Stacy moved around and sucked my cock into her mouth. She raised her head and added, "I'll love the taste of you and my sister and me all on one stick. Wonderful." She went back to sucking me to life.
When I inflated sufficiently for intercourse, Stacy pushed me on my back and Kim came over and sank down on my cock. The two women kissed and put on a bit of a show for me. The more they performed, the harder I became, and the more I thrust into Kim.
Stacy started twiddling Kim's clitoris too and then sucked on her breast and nipple. Then she started talking dirty to the two of us, telling us how much she liked my cock in her pussy and the sight my cock sinking to Kim, and the feel of Kim's lips on her pussy.
We both came together. We were learning each other's messages and signals around lovemaking. My climax was as wonderful as it had been with Stacy.
Kim and I remained joined for a while. Stacy snuggled up with us, and we pulled the covers over us and dozed.
Somewhere around midnight, I asked Kim whether she needed to be at home or in my apartment to be close to work. She answered, "No, just for tonight let's all stay here together. I feel so loved and wanted here. Plus, I don't want to pull ourselves away from Stacy."
So we stayed.
Our days turned into weeks turned into months. Kim moved in with me after only a couple of weeks; we couldn't stand to be apart. We became more loving and committed to each other than I thought we could ever be given our threesome. I fell deeply in love with both women as they did with me. It didn't feel odd in the least to be that way.
The three of us often attracted attention when we'd be out or at some event and get physical with one another. They usually put me in the middle which was very ego gratifying when they were both kissing me and I became aware of someone watching. Often, I'd get a Victory sign or a thumbs-up sign from the watcher, even from some women.
We got serious about our relationship and becoming a family almost immediately. My kids were initially blown away when we told them about our arrangement. I'd always taught them to love expansively and not to turn off life options just for the sake of some staid societal norm. After they'd met Kim and Stacy they understood how loving and caring we were about each other, they got on board and supported our relationship. I heard my first wife was blown away at the situation.
My work colleagues became aware of our arrangement at our Christmas party when I brought both Stacy and Kim. Most of the guys jested that I'd taken more than my fair share of good-looking women from the gene pool. Others shrugged and said they expected nothing less for someone with my 'out of the box' mindset.
The girl's parents were a challenge to tell. The three of us went out to New York that Christmas weekend, and explained how we felt about each other. They gave us their blessing with little reservation. I got along well with both of them; after all, they were only a couple of years older than I am.
I was able to buy the other condo on my floor. We opened up the walls and did a major renovation. We built a studio for Stacy amongst other things. She sold her place in Weston and moved in with Kim and me. About that time, I formally married Kim, and then the three of us had a private ceremony with a few friends and close family where we committed to each other. The three of us honeymooned in Cancun.
We've been through a lot together now -- almost three years after I found Kim by the Charles River. We've learned how to live happily together and how to handle our differences. The companionship and feeling of love we have for each other sometimes seems boundless. Personally I have never been happier in my life.
Now we're going to enter the next stage of our relationship, and we are all wildly excited about it. Both Kim and Stacy are pregnant.
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Thank you all for your e-mails and comments on my recounting of how I met the Windsor Sisters -- my wives (please read the first part of what I've posted here before you read this addendum installment). You've asked so many questions in your e-mails; I'll try to answer them. Most of them deal with how we live and love together.
First off, you should know that I wrote that recounting (Part 1) on our relationship a few years ago, mostly for myself, so I wouldn't forget some of the details as time passed. I did edit it a little so we could post it now; however, these pages are my update to you on our family and my answers to most of your questions. Kim and Stacy read all my writings and contributed here and there so know that these really came from the three of us, although I wrote it in the first person. So here's our update ...
Relationship: Kim and Stacy Windsor and me (Jim Rice) became happily married in 2001, a little less than three years after I found Kim crying beside the Charles River. I formally married Kim and then that same day we had a family ceremony where the three of us pledged our commitment to one another. We've lived together very happily since 2000 when we did a major renovation on a condominium I'd owned in Cambridge. We still live there.
Children: We happily added Ethan Windsor Rice and Paige Ellen Rice to our household in 2002; they were born about a month apart. Both are smart; healthy children and we love them dearly. They feel other children miss out by not having two mommies. Both kids love their Daddy and I'd move heaven and earth to keep them happy. We don't plan on having any other children right now, although the subject comes up every now and again.
Childcare: Our nannies, childcare center, and now the kindergarten the children go to raised their eyebrows when we registered the kids and listed two mothers as well as a father on the various forms we had to fill out. They've pretty well accepted the situation now.
Religion: No, we are not Mormons. In fact, I'm embarrassed to say I know little of their faith, including the part that allowed polygamy. The three of us are very spiritual and attend a weekly service regularly; further we are instilling a love of Nature and a Universal God in our children along with a strong moral compass. We are students of metaphysics, in particular a branch of that tree called New Thought. We've all taken to yogi and meditating and devote some time each morning to the practice.
Legal Standing: Legally I am married to Kim. Stacy does not have any legal standing in the State regarding inheritance, social security benefits, etc.; however, we fixed most of that disparity in our estate planning (see below). (One interesting suggestion someone recently made was that Kim and I adopt Stacy, thereby making her an integral member of the family; we have not looked into this just yet.)
My Business: I have been fortunate and blessed to have a successful business. The Law of Attraction has worked overtime in our favor and seems to continue to do so. My business was worth about $50 million when we recently had it evaluated; I was amazed -- I had no idea our little company had grown to have such value. I moved the company into specializing in "green" office buildings early in its life and now the world seems interested in global warming and resource shortages, so our business is growing - dramatically at 50 to 100 percent a year. Part of that growth is due to Kim and her advertising company (see below).
I had been the sole shareholder since it was founded in 1988. We recently restructured the profit sharing plans as well as the ownership of the company. I distributed shares of the company to my senior colleagues -- now my partners. I added two other partners as well -- Kim and Stacy; together the three of us hold about 70 percent of the company although that number will go down as we distribute more stock and we have more senior staff and the company grows.
Estate planning: The three of us are equal partners in a Limited Real Estate Trust that holds the deeds to our condominium as well as a vacation lodge we bought in Maine. We're also looking at buying a home on the west coast of Florida. We formed a Family Limited Partnership that holds our shares in my company as well as most of our other investment assets. These two estate-planning vehicles will let the survivors of our trio assume full ownership of the assets without having to go through probate or the court system; further, if something happens to all of us provisions have been made for our children and our extended families.
Kim's Job: Kim continues to work for Diamond Group in Boston - a prestigious advertising and PR firm. She'd been doing computer graphics for them when we met, however, now, after several promotions; she has become the Art Director and feels her career is soaring. Her job and the closeness to our home and schools afford her the flexibility to be a career woman, mother, and superb wife. Kim was able to bring in a large account when my company decided to start using an agency and PR firm. They've been promoting our skills in "green" building design and construction and have helped us achieve our enviable growth rate.
Stacy's Art: Stacy's artistic talents are now self-supporting. The year I met her she was named Most Important Artist in Boston Metro for 1998. She's gone on and collected many other prestigious awards since then and been invited to have exhibits in New York, London, Paris, and many other key locales. Each exhibition, award, or magazine article makes her work more popular and well-known in the art community and, of course, enables her to collect a premium price when a piece of work sold. Stacy quit her job at Genetech in 2000 and opened her own gallery in Cambridge that same year. She often uses the studio space there as well as in our condo. The gallery has been a hit and has resulted in even more demand for her work, including its displays of her work on the Internet. More importantly, she loves what she is doing.
Community: We share our wealth with those less fortunate through a variety of vehicles. One of the major charities we support is the Central African Children's Foundation founded by Mer Rice -- my daughter. We've been fortunate enough to build several schools and support expanding medical care in that part of the world. After she exhibits some of her work in Rome, Stacy is traveling to Africa next month to meet up with my daughter (Stacy's step daughter) Mer, and personally see how we can help even more.
Health: We continue to be an athletic family. Even when the kids were babies, you could see the three of us jogging along the Charles River and taking turns pushing a twin stroller. I've managed to stay fit and trim even as I turned fifty. I really believe the only way I can keep up with Kim and Stacy in bed and everywhere else is because I stay fit.
Friends: In the creation of our trio marriage not one of us lost a friend. We have our personal friends that we see often. Some we see when our families get together; others are just guy friends or gal friends that we see individually. As we have become more loving and comfortable in the world, we have formed many new friendships too. All of our friends enrich our lives, and we love them and applaud their support for our unusual union.
Other Family: We remain close to all members of our family. They have all been tremendously supportive of our three-way union and have welcomed me and the women into the folds of our families. Parents, brothers, aunts, uncles, cousins, and all our in-laws have all been helpful. Everyone is curious about how we live I might add; we are open about our relationship and its ups and downs. After all, we're normal -- well, pretty normal. My brother went so far as to add a king-size bed in their guest room so we could all sleep together when we visit.
Leisure: Stacy and Kim have pulled me out of the shell I'd created for myself and gotten me into other leisure activities besides jogging. We bought a place on a lake in Maine near a ski area and frequent that on winter and summer weekends. Stacy and I have been taking scuba lessons at a nearby YWCA too; we think this skill will come in handy when we get a place in Florida and a boat of some sort. Kim says she'll stay on dry land. I might add that Stacy insists on wearing a bikini for our scuba lessons; things about come to a stop at the Y when she comes out of the locker room. I've recently gotten interested in flying too; I have my private pilot's license and have nearly completed my instrument rating. So I've got some new hobbies to attend.
And lastly, and what you've all been waiting for ...
The Intimate Side of Our Relationship: Where do I start? I went from famine to feast; I haven't masturbated since I met Kim -- my wives keep me very content. The three of us feel that we are still in the honeymoon phase, although we have the kids, and it's been almost nine years now. We make love frequently, even more than I can remember in my first marriage and I thought we were a busy couple back then.
The jealousy that I was concerned about never materialized. There is no pressure that our sex life always is a threesome, but it often is. We are very inclusive. If we are jealous of anything it is our time together as a threesome; as the children get older we have less and less spontaneous time together.
We developed a vocabulary about 'having one's bucket filled' when we need some physical or emotional support from the others. One of us will say to the others 'my bucket is getting empty' and we try to make sure we give them all the extra love and attention we can muster. Most often we find events and tribulations in the outside world empty our bucket. Some TLC in an intimate setting and a good sex workout are often the only cure needed for an empty bucket.
We have gone to extremes to keep sex fun, and our lives filled with a significant and erotic component to them. I have had gift-wrapped dildos delivered by courier to each of the women at their work. Stacy showed up at my work one winter day, came into my office, and flashed me; she was wearing nothing underneath her long winter coat. We are always leaving phone messages for the others containing some provocative and lewd idea about what we'd like to have happen that evening, and of course there's always plain old phone sex. We have yet to run out of ideas.
I'm the one that has to remember about romance --doubly so. I thank God for my secretary who helps me keep track of all the key times and dates I must remember: when I found Kim that first time, when we saw Stacy, the date Kim moved in with me, when Stacy moved in, birthdays, anniversaries, our first trip as a family, and on and on. I've discovered that flowers and jewelry are a universal salve for anything.
Both women have matured and become more sophisticated in their appearance and manner. They dress and look like movie stars about to walk the red carpet, even in casual clothes around the condo. Heads still turn, and I know they are both appreciative and grateful for their gift. One might think I'd married two trophy wives except for the fact that they are both brilliant business people with robust, complicated, and giving careers.
In our king-size bed I think we're as innovative, passionate, and caring, as we were in our first weeks together. We all want sex. I sometimes call my wives my 'nymphomaniacs' -- and I'm serious. There isn't a time of day or night that we haven't been exploring one another's bodies and not a room or closet in our home or a car that we own that hasn't hosted some sexual event. Usually we're in the bedroom because it's convenient, but we keep trying new things in new places to spice things up. Kim and Stacy approach me more often than I come on to them (is this an age thing?).
We experimented with anal sex, and although exciting it is not something we do routinely. We started with exhibitionism a few years ago and continue today, but not on a regular basis. It started when we were out at a club that had tall bar stools. Stacy wasn't wearing underwear (as usual) and tried to get up and sit on one of the stools; in the process she managed to flash her shaved pussy to the whole club. After she got over the initial embarrassment, she decided that what she'd done was a pretty titillating and we had mad passionate sex when we got home. That triggered a series of events by the two sisters to flash their pussy to guys in clubs or restaurants (they call it doing a 'Sharon Stone'), or to reveal breasts, or to invite a groping on a subway, and on and on. I often stood to the side and watched as they performed; they've become quite adept at feigning innocence to the planned nature of their acts.
Eventually, we tried sex in public places too. The risk of being caught turned out to be a great aphrodisiac, especially to Kim. We fucked over the hood of my car late at night on a Boston side street, in the ladies room at the Ritz, and at a concert at Fenway Park. I've often fondled a breast or run my hand up a leg to a pussy when we were out in public; one time I brought Stacy to orgasm in one of the City's best-known restaurants. Another time Kim gave me a blowjob while we were waiting for our entrees to arrive. Keep your eyes open, particularly when you're in Boston or Cambridge, you never know what you might see.
We've acquired a modest collection of porn and toys that we sometimes use as a supplement to our sexual romps. Some things we tried once and abandoned to tell the truth (I'll let you guess). BSDM didn't work for us at all, however, both women love a pair of electronic vibrators we bought that they wear occasionally and to which I carry the remote control buttons. I've lost count of the number of times they'd put those on, present me with the radio controls, and then we'd go out to a party or dinner. During the event, often in the presence of others, I can turn on their vibrator and watch them squirm. Stacy had an orgasm once that I administered as she was standing in a group of people at a gallery event; everyone with her just thought she was in rapture over a new piece of art. Without fail, we'd have fantastic sex when we got home after those parties; several times we barely made it to the host's bedroom.
We've talked once in a while about having someone else join our trio for some added excitement. The idea of group sex is interesting, but we're already a group and there doesn't seem to be a lot of desire by any of us for something like that right now.
So you see we have not drifted into the infrequent and perfunctory sex that happens in so many marriages, sometimes only a year or two after the wedding. We have a vital and active relationship all around.
Let me end this short update of our lives by telling you how much in love I am with my Kim and Stacy, and our children Ethan and Paige. I recall a comment Kim made once that went something like 'I must have lived in hell in some other life because now I am in heaven.' My heaven is being with these fascinating creatures and the fact that we share our entire lives together. I could not ask for more.
Oh, lastly, if this update or the first part of my recounting didn't answer your questions I invite you to e-mail me through this web site.
Kim, Stacy, and I wish you all the best -- as the saying goes "We wish you love."
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Chapter 1 -- Picking Up the Pieces. Two Sexy People Find Each Other.
I was almost in the lotus position. I'd substituted sitting Indian style with a nice straight back instead of twisting my moderately arthritic legs into a position where they'd ache not only during the lotus position but also for days afterwards. I had been this way for about half an hour, my hands extended across my knees in an open accepting position. I was on the beach at dawn; fortunately, this time of year dawn didn't come that early. It was early January in Sarasota, Florida. I wasn't sure this therapy was for me.
I gradually uncurled from my meditation and looked around at the morning, finally paying attention to what was going on around me for the first time since I'd started my meditation and had my day's uplifting experience. Today was one of the first times I had become one with the sound of the waves and the squawk of the shore birds, the feel of the sand beneath me, and the gentle wind at my back.
I'd come every day for the past month, rain or shine, even on Christmas and New Year's mornings. I had elected to spend the holiday period alone this year, for the first time in the five-and-a-half decades of my life. The meditation was part of my self-therapy to get over the loss of Nancy, my wife of thirty-four years, eight months earlier.
At first, after she died, I remained in denial, conning myself that she'd walk through the door any minute and give me the latest on what our son and daughter and their families were up to, as she always had. Then, I got angry with everything and everybody. I hurled a favorite vase through a window; I was mean and vindictive to sympathetic friends and merchants at their least infraction. I thought I'd sue her doctors or the hospital or someone, anyone I could think of. I was pissed. It had been a long and debilitating illness. I'd dissolve into tears at random times.
A couple of months after Nancy's death I discovered alcohol. I moved from an occasional glass of wine with dinner to consuming an entire bottle at dinner and then at lunch too, and then I found that Bloody Mary's at breakfast were nice, then two, then I was drinking all day and all evening. It deadened the pain, and I was then a mean and vindictive drunk for weeks -- for months.
I entered a period where I blamed myself for everything, even Nancy's illness, and I drank more. I became even more morose and deeply depressed. I know my kids were worried about me and so were the few friends we'd developed in our neighborhood. They could watch me sliding away. I'd even thought of suicide but was too cowardly to court that idea for long.
One night I couldn't sleep. I tried late night television in an effort to sleep, but that proved to be an unending series of infomercials and offered no solace to my grief. I felt amazingly clearheaded and for some strange reason didn't want alcohol to dull my senses. A small voice inside told me to go to the beach. At four o'clock in the darkness of morning, I was the only car on the road as I drove the mile or so to the nearest beach.
I walked in the dark to the water's edge and sat. I cried and sobbed to the setting western stars over losing Nancy -- my only and greatest love. People who had known us marveled at our closeness and relationship, our very evident love, caring and respect for one another, and I think they were jealous at how we still did little romantic things for one another all the time. We were always on each other's minds.
Nancy and I met in college, fell in love -- deeply in love, got married when we were halfway through. Somehow we both graduated, and did all the things fine outstanding couples are supposed to do -- careers, kids, house, vacations, relatives, friends, holidays, and wealth accumulation. When Nancy got sick we both stopped working; we didn't need to earn money by that time. We tried to pack in another thirty years of living into the year before she passed.
Nancy was my rock, and I was her rock. I was to protect her from all the bad things that an ugly world might throw at her, but I couldn't combat her cancer. I prayed. I made a thousand promises to God or anyone that would listen. 'Please heal her -- don't let her die.' Nothing worked.
She weakened and tired quickly. I held her in my arms as she'd sleep on my shoulder. I would kiss her hair and forehead. Then, she was bed ridden by some of her treatments, but nothing really extended her prognosis. This was a predictable disease. I'd sleep with her, holding her entire body against mine and bathing her in love. "Oh, dear God, that's all gone," I sobbed and wailed into the night and the uncaring sound of the surf on that November morning.
Dawn came. I stood and for the first time thanked the Universe for the time we'd had together -- thirty-five years from when we'd discovered each other. The Gulf was lapping at my feet, the water chilly in the cool morning air. I fell on my knees and bowed my head and prayed, asking for redemption and forgiveness.
My Inner Voice said to come back each morning for three months to pray and meditate, so I got into a routine. I'd get up an hour or more before sunrise and go to the same spot on the beach. I'd sit and try to open my mind to whatever messages I was to receive. Some amazing things happened in the first thirty days: I stopped my binge drinking almost immediately; my attitude to others improved although I was still depressed -- I guess I stopped trying to take it out on someone else; and I decided not to sue anyone; after all, shit happens and this time it just happened to Nancy - and thus me.
I examined myself more closely in a meditation one morning in early January. A voice said quite clearly to me, "Talk to your friends. Go and help someone else." I actually came out of my meditative state and turned around to see who was talking to me at this early hour, but no one was there. I suddenly realized that I knew the voice; it was Nancy's. I didn't believe in ghosts and yet ... I sobbed at the realization that her spirit was alive and in contact with me.
Nine o'clock in the morning is the earliest you call someone at home in Florida. Many retirees like to sleep late, so I puttered around the house and my desk getting things in order and making a list of the people I wanted to call.
A little after nine I called Dave LaSalle, a friend and neighbor I'd know for twelve years. He was surprised to hear from me and even more surprised at my apology to him for my abusive behavior over the past months. He was forgiving and said he understood and hoped I'd suffer him if he got the same way if his wife died. I told him I'd be glad to help him in some way if he had anything that needed doing; he said he didn't but he'd keep the offer in mind. We chatted some more and by the end of our call I felt like I'd at least patched up some of the wounds I'd inflicted on him and our relationship.
I repeated the process a dozen times before noon. Every person I called was home and responded just as Dave had, with sympathy, tolerance, and forgiveness -- even love - despite how rotten I'd been for these months.
I felt renewed at the end of my calls. I dug out my bicycle and rode into the City, found a sidewalk luncheon spot and enjoyed a cheeseburger and a diet coke. I nodded and smiled at the people who strolled by the restaurant tables. I made a point of not complaining about anything.
Suddenly, I realized I was paying a little more attention to the pretty women than anyone else -- and there were many pretty women downtown that lunchtime. I tried to guess what they did. There were several younger women -- girls in my mind -- who I guessed worked at the bank. They were each wearing short thin dresses that clung to their curves and revealed shapely legs as the wind whirled the light fabrics.
There were tourists of all ages dressed in tight shorts and scoop neck tops. Some were braless, and I noticed more than one whose excitement at life was revealed by the evidence of nipples poking through the blouse material.
Some of the professional women who walked by caught my eye as well. I expected most of them were lawyers since the town seemed to thrive on them for trust management and estate planning, not to mention the real estate market. They carried themselves differently, more upright and alert, more aware. Their clothes were sexier in a way, more expensive but cut to seduce without revealing too much flesh. I expect this contributed to higher billing rates and chuckled to myself over the thought.
As I rode my bike the three miles back home, I analyzed my sudden fascination with women after so long a hiatus. Maybe I was healing.
The next morning in my mediation I heard the voice say, "Go, and help someone other than yourself." I refocused and continued to listen but that message was the clearest of all.
My friend Martin Williams called a few days later and asked whether my offer of help still stood. I told him that it did. He said their daughter Claire had a friend who was moving to the area and looking for help in relocating, finding an apartment and job, and getting acquainted. He hoped I'd be willing to help her. A few minutes later, I had a name and telephone number on a scrap of paper in front of me - Marilyn Seaburn, 443-555-1984.
I thought for a few minutes about what'd I say when I called and then dialed the number.
"Hi. Marilyn here," a cheery voice answered my call.
"Marilyn, my name is Jim Crawford. My friend Martin Williams just gave me your name and number and asked whether I'd play host to your arrival and job search around Sarasota, help you find a place to live, and so forth. I just wanted to introduce myself and tell you how glad I would be to help you in any way that I can."
Her perky voice responded, "Well, I'm positively impressed by how fast THAT circle closed. I talked to Claire, Martin's daughter, about an hour ago and told her what I needed; no, what I'm actually desperate for. Your call is an answer to my plea -- my prayer."
"Glad to be of service," I responded.
"I'm in my car driving down to Sarasota now. I'm coming from Ohio. I'm probably four or five hours out -- I just crossed the state line. I know nobody there; well, except you now. I knew Claire from college, and we've seen each other occasionally since. Somehow, I remembered her parents were in Sarasota and that's where I wanted to go. Oh, I'll explain it all later when I see you."
"Look, you'll arrive late this afternoon. I'd be delighted if you'd join me for a drink or even dinner. I'm completely open and at your disposal. I can help you find a place to stay, and you can freshen up here at the house."
She said, "That'd be wonderful."
She had my phone number since I'd called her cell phone. She said she'd call me when she was closer and ready for detailed driving instructions. I told her which Interstate exit to aim for, and we hung up.
I put some wine on ice, thawed some steaks, made a salad and straightened the house from a mass of clutter I'd allowed to accumulate in my months of depression. Three hours later, I was proud of the place again, and feeling the best I had in a long time.
Four hours later the phone rang. Marilyn told me she'd turned onto Fruitville Road and was now headed into town. I gave her some directions and twenty minutes later an old brown Chevy sedan laden with clothing and luggage pulled into my driveway where I stood waiting for her arrival.
"Welcome to Sarasota," I greeted her with even before she got out of the car. "Come in and make yourself at home."
Marilyn Seaburn looked to be about forty as she sat in her car decompressing from driving for so long. She had a very pretty face -- model quality. Her medium-length blond hair was windblown and had an unkempt look. She gave a big sigh, and then uncoiled herself from behind the steering wheel and stepped out of the car.
She was wearing snug-fitting Levis and an expensive and colorful t-shirt top. She had flats for shoes. The immediate impression she gave, however, was of someone who had dressed in a hurry and then slept in their clothes.
Marilyn was about five-foot-five and on the thin side except for a well-endowed chest. She stretched for the sky; I gawked at her flat stomach and the shapely breasts that tried to escape from her t-shirt but managed to be looking into her car when she brought her head back to eye level.
"I am soooooo glad to be out of that car," she said looking at me and pushing her large sunglasses into her messed up hair. "I've lived in that vehicle every minute of the past thirty hours except for gas, food, and potty stops -- oh yea, and a couple of long naps. I must look a fright ... and I'm a neat-nik too." She tried to smooth some wrinkles out of her top.
"Look, why don't you come in a freshen up. If you have a swimsuit, you could take a dip in the pool. Or there's a shower."
"I like the idea of a swim. And you have sunshine here! This is sooooo much better than Hamilton, Ohio -- it was snowing yesterday when I left. God was that only yesterday -- it seems like a lifetime ago." She smiled at me and added more to herself, "In some ways it was a lifetime ago." She wrinkled her brow in a serious gesture. "I'll tell you later. I want to swim -- I need to swim."
She pulled a small bag and some loose clothes out of the back of her car and followed me into the house. The back of the house faced a large bay and wrapped around a pleasant backyard pool that I kept heated although I didn't use it much. Marilyn clapped her hands with joy as she looked though the house and saw the pool.
"I'm coming pool. I'll be there in thirty seconds." She picked up her bag, and I aimed her at the guest bedroom and bath. I told her she'd also find a towel in there that she could use for pool or bath. She could later shower in there too.
I opened the slider in front of the bath door and wandered out onto the patio. Thirty seconds later a colorful blur sped by and hurled itself into the deep end of the pool. A shriek of joy accompanied her contact with the cool water.
"This is marvelous. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you," she shouted with glee as she surfaced.
I grinned and sat on the edge of the shallow end and dangled my feel in the water. I realized that she had pulled off her Levis and shoes, but had jumped into the pool with the same top she had on earlier. I also noted as she swam around that she had on a light blue thong that was doing little to hide her perfectly shaped ass that occasionally broke through the surface of the water as she swam.
Marilyn swam a couple of dozen laps with obvious athletic talent. Her strokes were smooth and well practiced; her turns were also classic Olympic style. I wished I could have offered a larger pool to use her skills in.
She finally pulled up near me and stood. Her shirt clung to her round breasts and left little to the imagination as to their shape or excitement at the cool water. She gave me a big grin.
"You don't know how big a treat this is for me, Mr. Crawford."
"Please call me Jim. And you're more than welcome to swim here anytime you want. It's good to see the pool getting some use. It hasn't had much use in the past couple of years."
Marilyn stepped out allowing me to marvel at her shapely legs and how little the thong did to hide her nether region or cheeks. She wrapped the towel around herself then said, "Let me shower and change then we can talk." She scampered into the pool bath and shut the door.
My tongue was hard, and I was all but speechless. It had been years since I'd been around anyone that shapely or seen that much skin in something other than a magazine or more recently on the Internet.
It was about six. I stood outside the bath door and yelled in, "Would you like a glass of wine? Red? White?"
"Yes, please," she said. "White. I'll be two minutes."
I went into my kitchen that also opened onto the pool patio and opened a bottle of Sancerre wine, a flavorful wine from the Loire Valley. I had a couple of other wines too if she didn't like it. I poured us two glasses, and set out some cheese and crackers as well.
Marilyn appeared, barefoot and back in her Levis. Her pale skin was aglow from her warm shower. A feminine pink scoop neck top had replaced the rumpled and now very wet t-shirt she'd swum in. Her wet blond hair was brushed back and held in place with a pretty wide black ribbon. She'd dabbed on a hint of lipstick and rouge on her cheeks too. She was feminine, pretty; and my heart quickened.
I gestured to a bar stool at the kitchen counter and brought a glass of wine and the hors d'oeuvres to her. "So tell me about Marilyn Seaburn," I said.
She shot me a sideways glance and sipped at the wine. "Oh, I like this," she said as she took her first sip of wine. I told her its lineage briefly. There was a long silence.
"I'm running away from home," she finally announced. "Yesterday, I was deep in my second failed marriage, and I figured it was time to clear out. So I did." She shot me look to see how I received that news. I just nodded and encouraged her to continue.
"I have an eighteen-year old daughter, Melinda, at Ohio State. She knows. She told me for years to just get up and leave, but I couldn't until yesterday. I kept postponing because I didn't know where to go. She told me how to choose a place. I figured out Sarasota based on her idea."
"How's that?" I asked.
"Mel, that's what I call her, said to pick a state -- I picked Florida because of the weather -- and then throw a dart or something like that at a map of the state to pick a city. I did that and that's how I got Sarasota. Then, I figured out I knew someone that had relatives there and so on. Now, here I am having a pleasant glass of wine with you," she toasted me with her glass.
"So you want a complete start over?" I asked. "Job, apartment, friends, ... everything?"
"Yes. Completely. I don't know where to start," She paused, "and to tell you the truth it's a little bit scary -- but not as scary as staying married in Ohio."
"What did you do in Ohio? Job? Schooling? Tell me about your background."
Marilyn talked for fifteen minutes. She'd graduated from Ohio State about twenty years ago and kicked around in a series of marketing jobs, mostly for industrial companies. About ten years, ago she got a steady job doing inside sales for a small steel company. She'd gotten proficient at computers and helped introduce many new systems into the company to modernize its business model.
I asked about her personal life. She'd married the first time right out of college. That marriage failed after two years. She'd had Mel by that time and became a single mother who worked and raised her kid. She'd remarried and now, seven years into that marriage, had given up on that one too.
"Any chance of reconciliation?" I asked.
"Nooooo. Not this time. I've left before, but he found me and dragged me back home - literally. I was sore and bruised for a month the last time -- half a year ago. Now, I really have to go underground. I don't plan on even telling Mel where I am; I'll call her and let her know I've landed, but I won't tell her where. Doug, that's my husband's name, doesn't know Claire Williams and won't figure out that I'm here in any way that I can think of."
"Care to tell me the problem?"
Her voice became quieter as she unfolded her story. "Oh, everybody knew. He kept cheating on me -- drunken shit that he was. Then, he got abusive too. He broke my finger about a year ago. At least, once a week he'd come home and slap me around. He did it Wednesday night and that was the last straw." She pulled up her blouse part way and showed me a large bruise on her left side; I was horrified that a man would do that to a woman -- to anybody. "After that punch I gritted my teeth and I said, 'Self, I'm outta here.' I left the next day -- yesterday -- and here I am."



"What about work?" I asked.
"I called Art Gosling, my boss, on the drive down. He knew I'd get whacked now and again because cosmetics only hide so many bruises. He'd seen them before. I told him I needed to leave and start over. He's always been very supportive, and this was no exception. He said to use him as a reference, and to know I had a job with the company if I ever came back to Ohio. I hated to leave my friends there, but I have to."
Her tone and demeanor indicated she was sad at the thought of leaving her life behind. She had tears in her eyes as well as a look of defiance -- an interesting combination.
We paused in our conversation, and then I offered some steaks for dinner. In a move of evident self-bravado, Marilyn gave me a big grin, "Let me help someway. Yes, let's eat here."
Fifteen minutes later, I'd produced a steak dinner with all the trimmings. Marilyn just sat and watched as I wrestled up the things I'd prepared in the afternoon. "You prepared all this for me," she said suddenly after figuring out that this was not a normal meal for a single, middle fifties gentleman.
"I had an important guest coming from Ohio," I laughed. "Now I'm especially glad I did after hearing your story. I really am glad to help, and to let you know I'm here for you."
Marilyn got me telling my life story over dinner. I could do it for the first time without getting maudlin and without tears coming to my eyes. She seemed understanding and sympathetic about my loss less than a year before.
After dinner, we both made fast work of the clean up and then took what was left of our wine and went and sat on the patio to watch the last vestiges of sunset disappear. We entertained each other further with events and stories from our lives. We weren't dwelling on our problems or losses, but rather on the happy times we'd had with our families and friends. We laughed a lot; something I realized I hadn't done too much of for a couple of years.
When the wine was gone, I offered her some Grand Marnier or other liqueur. She took the orange sweet liquid fire in a small glass from me a moment later. I had some Kahluah. We sipped and got quiet, just enjoying the night sounds from the neighborhood, the stars, and the reflecting lights on the bay.
Suddenly, Marilyn said, "Oh, heavens. I've enjoyed myself too much and over stayed my welcome. I must leave." She jumped up and started to gather her things.
"Where are you going?" I asked without getting up.
"Oh, I'll find a room nearby and see you tomorrow."
I caught her anxious look and put my hand up. "You were going to sleep in your car somewhere, right?"
She nodded slowly and looked like a kid who'd been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "Yes, but it won't be a problem for me. I've done it before -- lots."
"Well, it's sort of a problem for me," I said. She looked puzzled. "You see I promised myself I would go out of my way to help you -- way out of my way. I also have this very empty guest room that hasn't been used in a long time. I need someone to live there for a while and bring it back to life. So you see, if you stay you'll be helping me and making me feel that I have honored a promise to myself -- to the universe."
She looked uncertain about whether to accept.
I tried to make the point stronger and make her feel safer if that was her problem, "I'll be over on that side of the house. You'll have your own bedroom, bath, and phone -- the door even locks. You can check-in with your daughter if you want. Try it for a night or two. If you've found a place by them you can move, if not please accept my invitation to stay for as long as it takes until you get on your feet."
I paused and then asked her, "How much money do you have?"
She blanched then answered in a low voice, "About two-hundred dollars."
I said, "Look, save that for a rainy day or for part of your job hunt. If you stay here, it's free room and board. No strings, no obligations. Just pay it forward some day."
She thought about it for another ten seconds. "Yes, I'll stay." Her eyes teared up, and she turned and hugged me. It wasn't a passionate 'come on' hug; it was just a warm, hug of gratitude.
I helped her bring a few more things in from her car and then straightened up the kitchen so I could head for bed.
As I started to go off to my part of the house, I said to her, "Oh, by the way, you might hear me going out for a bit around six a.m. I go down to the beach about that time to ... umm, to think and clear my head."
She nodded in somewhat puzzled understanding of what I'd just said.
I slept well that night undisturbed by so many of the demons that had haunted me over the past months.
*****
At the beach the next morning I seemed to center myself more easily than usual. My mind drifted, and I let it drift instead of trying to force an unnatural solitude into my head. After the sunrise, I became aware of two important things that I should do: "Help someone other than yourself" and "Give love unconditionally." I didn't question either; I was learning not to judge as much. A few minutes later I picked up my mat and went to the car.
As I drove home I picked up two coffees and a newspaper for Marilyn but when I arrived home a little after seven o'clock, she was still asleep.
I puttered quietly in the kitchen, eating a light breakfast, and reading the paper. About half-past seven she padded into the kitchen from the guest room. Her hair was beautifully tousled with a lock of her golden blond hair hanging over one squinted eye. She looked amazingly sexy in a white t-shirt that hung down just past her hips and teased as to whether it would reveal anything further. She had beautiful and shapely legs, the kind you'd see in an advertisement for fine stockings or perfume.
She came up to me as I held the cup of coffee out to her with a weak smile on her face. She took a sip of the coffee then came and kissed me on the cheek.
"Oh, you are going to spoil me so while I am here. This is marvelous service I could get used to," she said in a slightly hoarse morning voice.
"My pleasure, m'lady."
She slid onto a high stool next to me, unintentionally flashing me a microsecond view of a pink thong and the very top of her shapely legs. She caught me looking and smiled.
"I bought you a morning paper so you can check out the Help Wanted section. Sunday's paper has the better ads though." I pushed the paper open to the Classifieds section to her.
She nodded groggily and drank some more coffee. Her eyes were opening slowly to the bright morning light coming in from the patio.
I fixed her some cereal and juice that she devoured.
After breakfast, she went back to her part of the house and freshened up and dressed in shorts and a light top. She was more alert when she came back out; she also looked as though she was ready to start the changes in her life.
Since I'd done a lot of recruiting and hiring I volunteered to help her get her thoughts organized. We sat for a while and discussed her previous work, her skills and her earning history. She'd been earning $55,000 at the steel company she'd just left and usually got a ten-percent bonus too. I homed in on her computer skills since these were usually the tipping point in today's job market. Overall I was impressed with her background.
Instead of just opening the paper and looking at the ads (which I doubted would provide any real insight into the local job market), we outlined her skills, objectives and background and put together a good resume and cover letter.
As we did this I could see her confidence filling into a void she'd apparently been left with by her husband. When I commented on this, she kissed me on the cheek again and said, "I know whom to thank for THAT." I think I blushed.
We had a quick lunch and looked in the newspaper at which companies were advertising for jobs; however, the ads were not slanted to Marilyn's skills or salary level. I brought out another computer, and we sat at my dining room table, went on the Internet and looked up the larger companies in the Sarasota area. We sorted them favoring manufacturing operations or those likely to have some sort of sales and supply chain management issues. When we were finished, we had a list seventy companies likely to hire someone like Marilyn. We'd also expanded our search to Bradenton, the town just north of Sarasota, because they had some good industrial companies in the area.
She accepted some gentle recommendations I made to put the real estate industry and their construction suppliers low on her list and to elevate straight manufacturing companies that shipped their products more globally. Further, we looked for companies close to the same size as the one she'd just left. We researched our top tier of companies and talked about the pros and cons of working for each.
By the time we stopped, it was four o'clock. I knew that calling for job information or inquiries on a Friday afternoon would not be productive, so I talked Marilyn into putting on a swimsuit and joining me for a walk down the beach. She was excited at the idea and scampered off to change. She'd never seen the Gulf of Mexico.
Marilyn in a two-piece swimsuit was a heavenly vision of long beautiful legs, and angles, curves and bumps topped by a long blond hair and a pretty smile. I grabbed some beach towels from the closet after I'd changed to my suit and we headed out to Lido Beach.
We walked the entire beach from Big Pass and the State Park all the way up to New Pass and back. We gathered dozens of shells she thought worth saving in a net bag I'd brought and often waded in the cool water, although neither of us went swimming all the way. We walked close to each other, and I basked in the closeness I had to this beautiful creature. We bumped and brushed against each other frequently as we walked north. On our return trip, we held hands the whole way back. I was as nervous and excited as I'd been when I was thirteen and went on my first real date. I was also aware of the obvious bruise on her left side that she'd brought with her from Ohio.
We drove back to the house to clean up and change for dinner. I'd suggested we eat out so I could drive her around a few areas of Sarasota. I must admit, however, I was not rushing to see Marilyn cover up her body. It was SO easy on the eyes.
I'd dressed and was pouring some wine when Marilyn appeared from the guest room in a lovely light summer frock. She had on spike heels too, my favorite, and had pulled her hair back in a gorgeous French twist. She'd applied a subtle bit of make up to add some further tone to the sun she'd picked up during our walk. She had a sweater over her arm. I held out a glass of Chardonnay to her and she accepted it with a smile.
"Oh, I will be so in your debt when I get a job and leave," she said with a laugh. She came close and hugged me as she held the glass away so it wouldn't spill. I kissed her forehead as it went by. I felt two things in quick succession too: first, Marilyn was not wearing a bra and I felt her erect nipples as they grazed my chest during our hug; second, I felt more than just a twinge in my groin telling me I was excited at that fact as well as at Marilyn overall.
I wanted to pull her to me again, but decided I'd let her set the pace for any kind of relationship we might develop. I was still not sure how she was feeling given her decision to leave her husband in Ohio and escape to Florida. Was she healing rapidly? Were there still open mental wounds?
Then, my mind wrestled with my own situation. Here I am a mid-fifties man, graying hair, pretty good shape, but old enough to be her father. Surely, I started out to be her mentor and guide. She wouldn't be interested in me and after the months I've just been through I need to do penance perhaps. I got down on myself and convinced myself I wasn't worthy of any serious attention by Marilyn or any other woman at this stage.
I snapped myself back from my thoughts and returned to being the perfect host and guide. After a glass of wine we drove downtown and headed to one of my favorite places, the Selva Grill on Main Street. I'd called and gotten us a table by the sidewalk so we could watch people stroll by. The food was superb. After dinner, we walked around part of the City ending at a bookstore. She held my arm tightly all during our walk. I bought Marilyn a local business paper, and a couple of magazines she'd looked interested in. She never left my side as we browsed.
At home, I hated to call it a night and so did she. I suggested an aperitif on the patio after we'd changed for bed, and she accepted. I was pleased yet again when those long legs appeared beneath the t-shirt she was using as a nightshirt. I poured our drinks and carried them outside; Marilyn followed.
I set the small goblets on the table and sat in one of the comfortable chairs around the table. Instead of sitting next to me, Marilyn came and sat in my lap. She put her arm around my neck, gave me a megawatt kiss, and said, "Thank you for today. I've never had anyone so on my side as you are." The next kiss was even hotter.
She cuddled into my chest. I couldn't help but feel her almost naked body against mine and so I hardened. She had to be able to feel me. Oh well.
After a while, she turned to take her drink but I stopped her. Instead, I sipped her drink and then moved to kiss her again. She put her mouth on mine, and I injected the small amount of the smooth sweet liqueur I'd sipped into her mouth, followed by my tongue. She moaned and hummed in happiness at the event and acceptance of the fluid and my tongue. It was a very sensual moment for both of us. We kissed again, and the sparks were flying.
"Oh please do that again," she whispered.
I again took a generous sip of her Grand Marnier, and we French kissed again, with me injecting the fluid into her mouth. The sparks flew, and the French kiss became several dozen. She was moaning and squirming in my lap too, actions that were getting me more aroused than ever.
"And again," she repeated in a sexy whisper.
We repeated the process several more times. Marilyn pulled up her t-shirt slightly and took one of my hands and placed it on her exposed full breast. I started rubbing and kneading her mounds feeling their fullness, weight, texture, and soon enough their sensitivity and responsiveness to my touch. With a sense of passion, she brought her lips back to mine and gave me another soulful kiss. She then sipped my liqueur and returned the favor of being my new favorite delivery mechanism for the drink. We continued in that way for many minutes.
After being active under her shirt during this time, I moved to push it up and even off her body. She peeled the shirt up over her head without hesitation. I immediately moved to tongue her nearest breast and nipple. Neither of us was disappointed with her response to my move. Her moans and excitement were evident as I roamed with my lips from her lips to her breasts. She squirmed in my lap obviously aware of the effect she was having on me.
At one point I sipped my liqueur and then slavered it over one breast, letting the liquid seep from my mouth onto her globe. This generated some extra excitement from her as she watched me do this. She clutched my head to her breast at the little mess I had made and groaned in a sexy and inviting way as I used my tongue to clean it up.
She was wearing a thong. After many minutes of focusing on her face, neck, and breasts, I ran my hand down her flat stomach and along the edge of her thong. Her whole body vibrated with the move; a shudder went through her but I attributed it to the cool night air and my light touch. Later I was to learn that she'd had a small orgasm at that instant.
I played along the edge of her thong with my fingers as my tongue romanced her nipples and the curves of her breasts. She cradled my head and encouraged my every move. Occasionally we'd repeat the liqueur kisses I'd started with.
Finally, we looked at our empty glasses, Marilyn said in a low sexy voice, "There's no excuse now I guess. We need a new activity. How about you make love to me?"
"I can think of nothing in the world I'd rather do," I responded quietly.
Marilyn rose and turned to me in her near nakedness. She pressed her body against mine, ground her hips into my groin, and kissed me with another deep kiss that had to be lighting up the nearby sky. I had my eyes closed but could still see the fireworks.
She started to lead me to her room, but I pulled her with me to the master suite. "Come this way. Bigger bed. More room."
As we reached the bed, Marilyn stooped and removed her thong and tossed it aside. I shed my clothing in a millisecond, and we stood and rubbed out bodies together, relishing the skin-to-skin contact we were making with our nude bodies. We lavished kisses over one another.
My cock was standing out at almost a ninety-degree angle from my body. Marilyn captured it between her legs and lightly pumped her hips back and forth to massage my rod with the small amount of fluffy blond hair she had left around her pussy. She was almost clean-shaven.
I pulled her to the bed and then pulled her over me. We embraced, and then she rose, grasped my cock, and rubbed the end against her pussy. She was moist almost to the point of dripping like a faucet onto my body. Only one swipe along her slit and I was fully lubricated.
"Oh God, I want you so," she panted to me. "I've never been this wet before."
"I think you can tell the feeling is mutual," I whispered back as I leaned up and kissed her.
She sank her body down on mine in one slow but effective stroke. She had her head back in ecstasy as my cock penetrated her body. At the end of that stroke the head of my cock was pushed against her cervix, our pelvic bones were pushed together, and we ready for serious lovemaking.
Marilyn came forward and rubbed her erect nipples across my chest several times. I, of course, reached up tentatively to fondle her breasts and pinch her nipples; I noted the positive effect the move had on her. I could feel her slow moving pussy clench my cock each time I pinched her; she was moaning, "More, more."
We started moving in a beautiful slow synchronous rhythm with one another. I was meeting her down strokes with an upstroke of my own. We started to generate the sound of our moist bodies slapping together -- moist as her body fluids leaked more girl juice onto me that was spread by our contact and motions.
I clearly had an urgency to this union. It had been almost two years since I'd been close to a woman like this; somehow my hand was in a far inferior league to an event such as this.
Marilyn also appeared to have an urgency to merge and reach a climax. We sensed each other and increased our tempo. I was holding her hips and yanking her down into to me, thereby maximizing the penetration I was making into her body. I couldn't recall ever being harder or longer than I was with her.
She started making little squeaking sounds of joy and passion on each stroke. They were getting closer and closer together as we now pounded into each other. I was getting sweaty and panting with the effort and pleasure that washed over me.
I reached up and pinched both of her nipples simultaneously and hard. The effect was electric. I could feel her vaginal muscles ripple around my cock as her orgasm began. This was all it took for me to climax as well. We went into our love spasms simultaneously; both of us arching our backs and then moaning to announce our arrival at heaven's door.
I knew she felt me worthy; the insecurities I had hours before about myself were groundless. She had resurrected me and justified my existence in this single wave of pleasure as I jetted my cum into her body.



Marilyn's sweaty body fell on my chest, and I clutched her to me, stroking her back and long hair. The raw passion we'd built up over the past few minutes now changed to tenderness. The rough touches and pinches were replaced with gentle strokes and smoothing of each other's body. The frantic kisses where we'd mashed our faces together were replaced by more loving and tender soul kisses conveying the deep feeling we had generated for each other.
We lay coupled together for many moments, hugging and kissing. I wished I could have responded again to her needs, but mid-fifties guys are not known for their ability recover, particularly from an event as passionate and taxing as this episode had been.
I pulled a sheet up over us and rolled us onto our sides. We remained coupled however and in the dim light filtering in from the hallway we could see the smiles on each other's faces.
I kissed her eyelids and whispered, "Sweet dreams." Marilyn cuddled closer to me, if that was possible, and we both slipped off to dreamland.
***** I awoke about six and quietly got out of bed and dressed for my meditation at the beach. I snuck out of the house with a smile on my face.
As I sat at the beach, I enjoyed the occasional whiff of our sexual contact coming from my groin. I hadn't washed since our lovemaking session the night before. I had forgotten what sex smelled like; it was delicious.
As I centered and cleared my head of thoughts I again heard from within the messages to help someone else and to love unconditionally. I felt cleansed by my meditation session and hoped the serenity I felt could rub off on Marilyn who seemed to have so many demons to deal with.
I picked up coffee on the way home; glad I didn't run into anyone reeking of sex the way I was. At least in the coffee shop, there were other competing odors.
Marilyn was still asleep in my bed when I got home. I stripped and slid into bed beside her, spooning up to her side as she slept on her stomach. She rolled slightly to fully spoon up against me. I slipped a hand under her and cuddled her to me, kissing her neck as I arranged myself to doze with her.
A half-hour or so later, she stirred in my arms, initially pulling my arms closer around her naked body and rubbing her bottom against my flaccid cock in a very friendly gesture. I responded to her and returned her hug with some kisses.
As she awoke, she turned to face me. We kissed and kissed, most tenderly. She apologized for her morning breath, but I was oblivious to any such fault. She reached down, grabbed my cock, and started to massage it back to life. I wasn't responding as fast as I wished until she tossed the sheet off us and slithered down my body and inhaled my rod which still hosted the scents and dried juices from our lovemaking the night before.
"Are you sure?" I offered.
She broke free from me for just a second, "Oh, yes. You taste divine. I love the taste of 'us' on you." She inhaled me again. I hardened to something approaching titanium-enhanced steel.
"Can I cum in you again? I like being in your pussy," I said quietly.
With that she again slithered up my body, her tongue working over time as she worked on some of my muscles and my nipples. She finally made love to my neck as she maneuvered above me. I rolled her over on her back.
I rose on my arms and dragged my erect penis across the flat of her stomach. She again reached down, and this time aimed my scepter at her love tunnel. I took my time working my cock into her, moving only a fraction of an inch deeper on each stroke. She and I were relishing our contact with each other and enjoying our sensuous skin-to-skin contact.
When I'd fully penetrated her, I started to piston in and out of her vagina. Her ducts were open and flooding the area with her girl juice, ensuring my deep penetration and delivery of seed into her body.
Marilyn's legs flailed in the air, knees bent, then she wrapped them behind my buttocks and started to use them to pull me deeper and deeper into her hot passage. We increased our tempo. Soon, I was pounding into her body, using all my effort and energy to ready my launch of jism into her.
And then the moment came. I let out of long guttural growl of passion as I peaked and my climax began. Marilyn shrieked at the same instant beneath me and pulled me into her folds with one huge body-shaking convulsion.
Somehow I managed to eject a bucket of cum into her pussy. I could feel shot after shot leave my body and enter hers as she held me deep and motionless. I couldn't believe I had recovered enough overnight to generate this amount of fluid to gift her.
I collapsed into her willing arms, my sweat-laden body molding into hers. She stroked my back and sides. I kissed her neck and shoulders from my prone position against her.
We panted and struggled to catch our breath, rolling to our sides to unburden our chests. As we panted and our aerobic workout subsided, Marilyn pulled my face to hers in a very tender embrace, "Oh you are a special, special man. Dare I admit I'm falling for you?"
"Yes, you may and we have all weekend to do even more of this and to get to know each other better and better. " I kissed her all over and then slathered over one of her breasts as I cupped the other and rubbed the erect nipple.
After we played and cooed at each other, I told her I brought her coffee and had a breakfast available.
She said, "Do I have to dress for the occasion."
"No, the rules of the house in fact encourage all the nudity you can exhibit."
As she went to stand, she looked horrified. "Uh oh, I'm dripping! You really filled me. Maybe I'll shower first."
"Come with me," and I led us into the master bath shower that had multiple showerheads and enough room for at least eight people. We stood beneath the water jets and kissed, smoothed, and cleaned each other's nooks and crannies.
"God, I can't keep my hands off you," I sheepishly admitted as we turned the water off.
"Don't stop on my account," she offered with a laugh.
We dried each other and then walked naked into the kitchen. My eyeballs were having orgasms of their own just watching her trim body walk ahead of me, her breasts swaying, teasingly visible and available to touch and taste.
"You sit, I'll serve," I said acting like a host again.
"I thought you already did serve about twenty minutes ago," she jested.
I produced our juice, coffee, and cereals as well as some fruit. We ate side-by-side, frequently stoking one another and kissing between almost every bite. She couldn't keep her hands off me either. What a fine problem to have.
Afterwards, Marilyn pulled me back to the big bed and we cuddled some more. I wanted to make love to her again, but knew I couldn't. I had to get some Viagra or Cialis -- about a thousand pills as a starter kit. Unfortunately, I'd have to wait until Monday unless I could talk my pharmacist out of some later in the day.
As we cuddled I slid down Marilyn's lithe body until my tongue could reach her pussy. I started to tongue the surrounding area, frequently drifting past her erect clitoris.
"Are YOU sure," she asked quietly as she panted in her prone position.
"Never more sure of anything in my life. You ... no, we taste wonderful as you noted earlier." I dove back into her pussy with great enthusiasm this time, thoroughly enjoying Marilyn's musky scent and juices mixed with my male juice.
I licked and prodded and probed with tongue and fingers, reaching up with whatever hand was free to fondle and twitch Marilyn's nipples and breasts. She became a writhing mass of happy flesh underneath me as she reacted to my attentions.
Suddenly, her back arched and she yanked my head into her pussy full force and clamped her legs around my head. She exploded into an orgasm, maybe the most violent of the ones we'd shared.
"Ooooooooh, ooooooooh, ooooooh, Gooooooooooood!" she kept moaning as the event flooded over her. Finally, she relaxed her legs and hands and I could move my head again and not worry about being the first man to be suffocated by a warm pussy.
"Oooooh," she went on, "you really are spoiling me. Come and kiss me."
I tongued my way up her body, pausing at her taut breasts, and then ran my tongue up her neck to her mouth.
"Oh, God, I love the taste of Us," she said after we'd French kissed.
"Me too," I said and snuggled her into me and lavished more kisses on her. We snuggled for a few more minutes, and then I started to diddle her clit again. She responded with several little jerks and twitches.
She gave me a wan smile, "I'll give you all day to stop THAT."
She closed her eyes and rolled into the passion I was delivering. I moved my head to her breasts and roughly attacked one breast and nipple and then the other. I increasingly drove three fingers into her twat at a very rapid rate, as fast as I could make my hand go. Her fluids flooded the area again. Her back arched again and she held that position for well over a minute as I pistoned my hand into her and bit her tits.
Finally, her climax arrived. She grabbed my hand and held it so my fingers were deep in her, but my hand couldn't move. With her other hand, she pulled my head into the breast I was sucking and tightly held me as the spasms arrived and passed over her.
Gradually, she relaxed again, and I cuddled her to me with kisses and hugs again. After we'd spent fifteen minutes or so in this position, Marilyn sat up and looked at me with tender doe eyes.
"I'd love to stay here and fuck you all day long, but I'll end up a pool of useless flesh if we keep this up. Let's at least take a walk or do something as a breather."
I responded, "You can come with me on some short errands and I'll show you more of Sarasota, but this is where we're coming back to." I patted the bed. We showered together again, and it was as equally exciting as our first venture.
We dressed in shorts and sneakers. Marilyn had on a light top again and went out of her way to show me she wasn't wearing a bra -- I got flashed by her as we headed into the garage. I pinched her lovely ass, and she jumped.
I talked my pharmacist out of ten Viagra's on our first stop. He looked at me with a smirk and commented that he could understand my desperate situation when he saw Marilyn walk by in the pharmacy and smile at me.
We went down to the bay front and sauntered among the yachts and sloops parked there, marveling at the features of each one. I volunteered to bring her back to O'Leary's Bar some night for the light rock and bohemian atmosphere the place exuded to those that walked by that part of the bay front in the evening. The place was a hangout for many folks who lived on their boats in the harbor so the dress was always super casual or grunge.
We had a romantic lunch outside on the veranda at Sierra Station -- an old train station that had been made over into a great restaurant. We flirted endlessly with one another and kept maneuvering so we always had some part of our bodies connected as we talked and ate. I snuck a couple of the little blue pills as we ate too.
We went back home after lunch and violated the rule about waiting an hour after you eat before engaging in physical exertion. The Viagra worked wonderfully and I was willing to write a long testimonial to them about my personal experience. We took a nap wrapped into each other after our sweaty climaxes.
We awoke and took a swim in the pool with our bathing suits on lest we shock my neighbors. I was all for skinny-dipping, but Marilyn was the voice of reason. Suddenly, I wanted to show her off to everyone I knew. "Look what I have and guess what we're doing?" kind of mindset. I told Marilyn and she laughed then flattened her body against mine at the edge of the pool and raised the water temperature about thirty degrees in mere seconds.
When we changed back into casual clothes, it was almost dinnertime. I poured us some wine, and we sat on the patio holding hands and watching the sun fade into the western sky.
I got serious for a while, and Marilyn humored me. "How serious are you about changing your identity?" I asked.
"Very," she replied. "I haven't thought it all through. What to do and all. I still need to see Mel frequently."
"Did you ever think about changing your name? Doing it before you job hunt might be a good idea," I offered. "You could become 'Lynn' in a breeze. What was your maiden name? Does Doug know that?"
"I've always liked 'Lynn'," she responded. "My maiden name was 'Fowles' and Doug knows that. If I kept it in the family, my grandmother's maiden name was 'Greene'. I doubt he'd think that far into my history if he really cares to search for me."
"Well, Lynn Greene, welcome to Sarasota, and welcome to my home and my life. What a pleasure to have you." I rose from my seat and went and kissed her. She kissed back.
We were seated again when I had a further thought. "Who owns the car?" I asked.
"Oh, shit," she said. "He does."
"Then, we need to get it back to him as soon as possible. I think I know how to do that without betraying where you are. We'll work on that on Monday too. You can drive my car when you need to until we get you a replacement."
She nodded and squeezed my hand. She was worried I could tell. I brought the bottle out and poured us a second helping of wine. I took the edge off things by toasting her again, "To Lynn Greene, my new girlfriend?" I looked expectantly at her and how she'd react to my questioning inflection on the statement.
Lynn got up and came over to me and gave me one of her smoldering kisses and then sat in my lap for even more kisses. Eventually, we just cuddled together for a while.
We ate out again, this time at Two Senoritas -- one of the Tex-Mex eating establishments I love to frequent. It felt good to be out and about again. I realized I'd been hiding from life for two years.
I kept calling Marilyn 'Lynn' to drive home her new name and get her used to it. Sometimes I'd throw in a 'Miss Greene' statement of some kind. She laughed at the whole effort sometimes.
Afterwards I invited Ms. Greene to accompany me down to O'Leary's Bar. We walked down to the waterfront, got beers, sat and enjoyed the music floating out over the water.
We went home and made warm and tender love to one another. It was electric the way our bodies melted into one another. I could get very comfortable with this whole arrangement. Hell, I was already comfortable with the whole arrangement and it was less than forty-eight hours old. In the back of my head; however, I was pessimistic that it would continue, mostly because I was so much older than Lynn.
Sunday was very much like Saturday except now I had Viagra and so we spent even more time in bed fucking and making love, depending on the mood of the moment. We were insatiable for each other. We started making love in the other rooms of the house so we could say we'd fucked in every room, including the garage, and inside and on my car.
I couldn't remember having the staying power (thank you Viagra) or the rigidity that I seemed to have that day. I had a perpetual hard-on and used it incessantly to poke into Lynn. She was not only receptive to my advances but often suggested some mildly kinky idea to try or initiated our coital coupling.
When sunset came on Sunday, we slipped nude into the pool. While Lynn floated on her back I put her legs over my shoulders and buried my tongue deep into her well used and lubricated pussy. Later she blew me as I sat on the pool's edge, and then we traded places and we continued fucking like the rabbits we'd become that day.
The two of us slept naked and wrapped up deeply in one another.
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Chapter 2 -- Putting the Pieces Together Includes Some Great Sex
Monday
My life had changed overnight. One day I was still grieving over the loss of my wife to cancer and trying to pull out of a ten-month alcoholic-assisted depression, and the next I had a beautiful woman living with me and needing my help to find a job, living accommodations, friends, and everything. We'd barely started towards these goals when we'd discovered the passionate and physical side of our new relationship.
Monday morning I made my morning sojourn to the beach to meditate. I again picked up coffee and a Sunday paper on my way back to the house. Lynn was up when I arrived back. She was wearing a t-shirt with nothing on underneath it. When I made an advance on her, she playfully slapped my hand, "Do you know how sore I am today?" she said. "The playground is closed until after dinner."
I gave a huge sigh of disappointment; however, I was glad for the opportunity to recharge my own batteries during the day. Sunday, I recalled with great pleasure, we'd pretty much done nothing but suck and fuck all day long.
We both went through the Help Wanted Ads in the local paper, but there were few leads there for anything that Lynn would have been interested in.
I broke out my telephone list and started to make calls asking if any of my friends had contacts at any of the top companies on our list. I hit pay dirt on the fourth call. George Bunsen, a friend I'd known for years, turned out to be on the Board of Emptive Aerospace -- a medium-sized company that made aircraft and spacecraft communications equipment. They were headquartered in Sarasota by the airport but had manufacturing plants scattered all over the east coast and outside of Los Angeles.
George was polite enough to listen to my well-thought-out description of Lynn, her skills, and her personal situation. At the end of my two-minute spiel, George said, "Have her come by my house tomorrow morning, say at ten o'clock. I'll screen her. If I like her, I'll get her in for some meetings later in the week."
I was ecstatic. Lynn was nervous. I told her about my background and history with George and his wife Debbie. They were nice people, and I was sure he'd give her more than the benefit of the doubt.
We kept making phone calls through lunch, but I stopped around the "P's" on my list. Lynn was cold-calling company HR departments and asking about whether they had any openings in her skill areas.
With Lynn's blessing I also called my lawyer and explained about Lynn's situation and her wish for a name change, divorce and restraining order. He told me to take a picture of her bruises before they faded any further. I did. He also validated my own thinking about the car she'd driven to Florida, and that was to get it back to her husband promptly without revealing where she was geographically. He said to get rid of any other personal property that was clearly owned by her husband. He suggested getting rid of the cell phone too. We set an appointment for Wednesday morning for a face-to-face meeting.
I made some calls regarding getting her car taken north. The last one was to a chapter of my old college fraternity up at the University of Florida in Gainesville. The young man who answered the house phone listened carefully to our needs and said he thought he knew just the person. He'd have him call me back later today.
An hour later the phone rang, and a youthful male voice introduced himself as Don Urquart. As we talked I learned he was a junior and had a girlfriend at the University of Cincinnati and was trying to figure out how he could see her more often than having to wait until Spring Break.
I explained a little about the car needing to go to Hamilton, Ohio, just north of Cincinnati, and that I'd pay $200, plus gas money, plus airfare back to Gainesville. He was hooked. He said he'd have to iron out some things with his girlfriend and his class schedule and be back to me on a date in a day or so about when he could take the car up.
Lynn and I finally stopped the job search and went to the beach for a long walk. When we got back to the house, she said it was her turn to show me her culinary skills. She rummaged around in the refrigerator and in an hour managed to turn out a magnificent meal that could have fed six people instead of just the two of us. Yum! Good leftovers.
After we'd cleaned up dinner, we cuddled on the couch and watched a chick flick from my DVD collection. Lynn fell asleep in my arms halfway through the second movie; I just cradled her lovingly and enjoyed the warmth and safety she was placing in me to help her. After the movie, I woke her and pulled her to bed where I again held her as she slept. Remarkably we'd made it through twenty-four hours with no sex.
Tuesday
Tuesday morning after I came back from my private beach time we made love again, albeit carefully. Lynn was willing but our overzealous lovemaking on Sunday was still reminding her that she wasn't twenty any longer. Outlasting her pleased me.
After our showers, Lynn appeared dressed in a very stylish business casual outfit that made her look highly profession while appreciating her feminine assets. I kissed her gently and wished her luck as she went off to meet George Bunsen in mid-morning. She came back at noon all smiles and said she felt well grilled by his questions and thought she'd made a good impression. She said he'd called the office while she was there and set up interviews for her on Thursday at the company's headquarters.
The rest of the day went pretty much like the day before, including my generating a couple of leads from my phone calls. We ate leftovers and made love again as we slipped off to dreamland.
Wednesday
Wednesday morning, Don Urquart called back. He wanted to drive the car up north the following week, leaving on Thursday. We talked briefly and agreed that would be a good time for us too. We made arrangements to meet Wednesday afternoon the day before, and I got directions to his frat house.
Our meeting with the lawyer was an hour well spent. I had introduced Lynn and Wade Garborrow, my attorney, and said I'd wait in his waiting area but Lynn asked for me to stay. Wade told Lynn that Florida was one of the few states where someone could get a unilateral divorce -- the other party did not need to participate nor live in the state. There were some downsides that Lynn was not bothered by. One that did bother her was that she needed a public legal address in Florida. After some further discussion, she decided to use my address for now. We postponed the idea of a name change; Wade saw no problem with her using 'Lynn' as a nickname since it was a derivative of her christened name.
Getting a restraining order would require a court appearance. Wade walked her through a long form, paying particular details to specific incidents when she had been abused. I produced copies of the photos we'd take on the weekend from her last attack. Lynn also needed to get notarized letters from two of her friends that had witnessed the results of at least two previous cases where Doug had battered her. Wade said he'd call when he knew her court date.
Lynn's having to talk through her marriage resulted in a sad and morose lady by the time we were through. She was depressed and teary when we left Wade's office and got back in the car. After the car door closed, she burst into tears with self-recriminations about her bad choice of husbands and her mis-spent life. She really wouldn't let me comfort her, even batting my hand away as I tried to soothe her.
Ten minutes later I pulled up in front of a Dairy Queen. I didn't ask; I got us each a chocolate cone with sprinkles. When I got back to the car with my gift, she was sniffling and trying to stop her tears.
"Oh, Jim. You are so wonderful," she sobbed as she took the cone.
"Of course," I responded with a cheery smile to offset her mood.
She lapped the cone, and slowly the tears went away and then the depression faded too. The rest of the day Lynn was clingy -- I didn't mind the least little bit. For an hour after we got home she just lay with her head in my lap with her eyes open; she was thinking or just awake on autopilot. I apparently gave her the mental space she needed by keeping quiet -- an unusual feat for me -- and just stroking her beautiful hair. We had some of the more melancholy music by Eva Cassidy and Chris Botti playing on the stereo.
Eventually, she rallied. We ate leftovers then went and walked around the St. Armand's Circle part of Sarasota, a place with very exclusive boutiques. I bought Lynn a necklace with a gold sand dollar. The public display of affection by Lynn after I put it around her neck attracted much attention from the tourists strolling the circle by the jewelry store. She got all teary again and that in turn got me teary. We both laughed at our 'happy tears'.
When we got home I had Lynn stand in the middle of my living room with her eyes closed and her feet in a comfortable stance. I moved around her body kissing and tonguing various parts of her body, starting with her lips and face, then working my way down her neck. I did her arms then on my hands and knees I kissed her ankles and calves. I rose and slowly unbuttoned and unzipped her clothing, carefully and gently removing each piece and kissing the areas exposed as each piece exposed new skin areas.
As I bared her flat stomach, I ran my hands and tongue across her belly. I could sense the muscles contract in a ticklish response. Lynn even snickered slightly almost but not quite breaking the mood we'd been building.
At last, I undid the front clasp on her bra and pulled it down her arms. Lynn's magnificent breasts came into view, and I loved and fondled first one and then the other. In only a few minutes, Lynn's breath was short and she was panting in passion. I circled behind her and made love to the small of her back as well. She was swaying, still with her eyes closed.
I reached up to her lace thong and started to inch the flimsy piece of fabric down her hips a fraction of an inch at a time, using my tongue to follow up my manual efforts to make her naked. Lynn moaned even further at this antic; she reached down and stroked my head.
At last, I pulled the fabric away from her pussy and then down her legs. I could smell Lynn's musky scent and feel the wetness in her thong. I knew she was excited; the sopping wet thong was a telltale sign.
Lynn's magnificent body stood before me in all it naked glory: full, taut breasts with erect nipples and large areolas; flat stomach with well-toned abs above; shapely thighs and legs; delicate, feminine arms; and a slender neck and picturesque face surrounded by her pretty blond hair. I stood for a moment and sucked in her beauty knowing that at least tonight she was mine.
I gently steered her to the living room couch and helped her sit where she would afford me maximum access to her pussy. After she sat I stripped my clothes off and then nestled onto the floor in front of her legs. I gently pulled them aside and ran my tongue up each thigh, stopping just short of her manicured pussy. She moaned again so I repeated the process several times.
Slowly I circled into the main event, bringing my tongue and then my fingers ever closer to her mons and the pleasure I knew she was expecting. With my hands I often encircled her taut breasts, gently pinching or tweaking the nipples as I passed over them.
I sank my tongue into Lynn's wet vagina. Lynn climaxed immediately, reaching down with her hands and holding my head against her nether region and raising her legs to encase me in her moments of ecstasy.
As she relaxed and opened herself again, I slowly restarted my attention to her, rising occasionally to suck on one breast or the other. I brought my hands into play increasingly as well, not only fondling her breasts and smoothing her upper body in an erotic massage, but also thrusting several fingers into her cunt when it seemed appropriate.
"Ooooooh, dear God," she cried as a second orgasm raked her body. Again, she clasped my head to her body and locked her legs around my upper torso to hold me to her during her rapture. I felt so good that I could bring her pleasure by my efforts.
As she relaxed again, I took two fingers of my right hand and inserted them carefully into her vagina and sought out Lynn's G-spot. When I found the skin along the wall of her pussy with a slightly different texture, I gently massaged it to test her response. Lynn bucked and moaned mightily signaling to me that I had located the precise place I wanted to know about.
I then started to thrust my fingers in and out of her body as rapidly as I possibly could, not pounding as much as providing her exquisite friction across the spot I had just located.
First, Lynn's response was a total relaxation and submission to the stimulation, but then I could feel her body start to tense. She straightened her legs over my shoulders, then I could feel her back start to arch, and then almost magically her entire body seemed to rise up off the sofa as I further accelerate both my pace and the friction across her G-spot.
Lynn's next orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks. She screamed, so loud I was glad we had the doors and windows shut in favor of the air conditioning.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oooooh. Don't stop. Oh fuck. Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh don't stop. Ooooooooohhhhh!" Lynn's tone was increasingly loud, and her cries increased to shouts of passion.
The sensitivity of my fingers allowed me to feel the interior muscles within Lynn's vagina go into spasm after spasm, clenching and milking my hand, drawing me deeper into her. As I felt the muscle contractions slow, I held my hand tight against her labial lips and pressed tightly against her clitoris.
Lynn's body was a mass of putty with a light sheen of sweat across it. Her whole body collapsed back against the couch; arms and legs limp. She blinked her eyes open and looked lovingly at me.
"Oh, how can I ever pay you back for THAT?" she asked rhetorically. "Where have you been all my life? I would have sold my soul to the devil to have had you available for the past twenty or so years of my life." She reached down and pulled me up beside her so we could kiss.
Lynn's initial kisses were exploratory again, and I wondered what was happening until she verified that she was enjoying the taste of herself on my lips, face and tongue. I gave her more access to the smell, even bringing to her lips the fingers I had just had in her vagina. We shared in licking them.
She moved to tongue my breasts for a moment and then dropped and inhaled me into her talented mouth. I hardened to a rod of steel in seconds. This time she was more aggressive in her efforts until she deep throated me several times, pressing her nose against my pubic bone to show me she could not get me deeper. I wanted to be inside her pussy when I came and told her so in a whisper.
With that she rose up over me and straddled me, holding a breast to my mouth as she started to sink onto my cock. I held her off after she'd sunk only an inch or so down my rod. I lifted her lithe body up slightly and allowed her to sink down again; this time advancing only slightly farther than before. We repeated the process for quite a few minutes after she got the idea -- each penetration stroke could only be a fraction of an inch deeper into her body than the one before. We played at this until she had me deep within, the end of my cock pressed against her cervix.
Then, we started to oscillate, to pump, to thrust into one another, slowly at first and then with increasing rapidity and urgency. Just when it seemed one or the other of us would explode, we backed down from the encounter and slowed our exertions. When we reached a seeming stasis point, we started to increase our pace again. We did this for several cycles as I fondled, licked, sucked, and bit on Lynn's well-sized tits and showered her face with kisses.
Lynn had several small orgasms. My cock was sensitive enough that I could occasionally feel her vaginal muscles spasm around it as we reached a lesser peak than the one we were aiming for.
Eventually; however, we'd had enough of our foreplay. Our thrusting and pounding into each other took on a new urgency and one we both knew instantly was not to end until our screams of ecstasy filled the night. Finally, we jammed our pelvic regions into each other in one last paroxysm of glory as we both exploded into each other.
I felt a jet of Lynn's juices wash over my loins as I injected shot after shot from deep within me deep into her body. With each jet my body arched and jerked, and a new wave of pleasure shot through me. The intensity of the pleasure I felt was mind blowing.
Our sweat-laden bodies collapsed against each other, and I cradled Lynn in my arms, cooing words of affection into her ear. We both kissed each other with wild abandon and with words of thanks.
After a few minutes of our after-play, I cleaned up some of our fluids with my shirt and then allowed Lynn to use it as we both rose and headed to the bathroom. We took a short but hot shower together to hose off most of our odors and fluids, dried one another, and then dove into bed to cuddle naked together and to sleep.
Thursday
Thursday morning I reflected on the past six days during my meditation at the beach. I'd gone from being a mostly bitter old man to feeling rejuvenated by the breath of fresh air that had entered my life the previous Friday afternoon -- Lynn. Just to think of her brought a smile to my face. I had to admit I was in love with the young woman, and I thought the feeling was mutual. We hated to be apart and when we were together we usually couldn't keep our hands off each other.
The Inner Voice I was listening to in my meditation again let me discover the messages of the day: Help someone other than yourself and love unconditionally. I also understood that I should offer comfort to those close to me. These 'understandings' formed the basis for the start of my day with Lynn when I got home.
"I am so nervous I'm almost shaking. I haven't had a job interview in over a decade, and even then it was sort of wired for me." Lynn was pacing the kitchen nursing a cup of coffee and worried about her late morning appointment at Emptive Aerospace.
My admonitions about her "doing fine" fell on deaf ears. I knew she was prepared, we'd talked through all the standard interview questions and her whole career at least a couple of times now. I doubted there were any questions she'd get asked that we hadn't talked about.
I held my arms out to her and she put down her coffee, came and let me hug her. I had her put her head on my shoulder, and I stroked and smoothed her. She was sharply dressed again and looked like someone I'd be proud to be seen with anywhere in the world. I told her this.
"You know, if you don't get this job I'll give you a job right here. I really need someone to hug all the time and you've done amazingly well during your short probationary period," I jested to her then pulled back and kissed her forehead.
"I just might need this job," she said weakly as she hugged me back.
"There's both the part time and the full time version too. Plus, we have fringe benefits," I offered.
"Yummmmm. Fringe benefits like how you made love to me last night," she smiled up at me as she hugged and ground her hips into mine. "You spoil a girl, you know."
I smiled back then checked the clock. "You should probably go. Be a little early; it shows your eager."
Lynn checked herself again in the hall mirror, picked up her pocketbook, and gave me a weak wave and headed out to her car. I blew her a kiss. The clock read ten a.m.
I thought I'd hear from her by lunch but all was quiet. I figured that was good sign. By three o'clock, I was as nervous as she'd been just before she left in the morning. I kept sending positive messages to her. At four I set a lawn chair up in the front yard so I could see the car pull up when she returned. I also held the portable phone in my lap.



Lynn's old brown Chevrolet pulled into the driveway at five-thirty. She had a smile on her face that stretched from one side of the neighborhood to the other. I took that as a good sign.
She ran and threw herself into my arms. My neighbors next door and across the street both gawked at the display of affection and her scream of delight. I hoped they were glad to see I was moving on.
"I've had the most marvelous day," Lynn effused into my arms as I hugged her. "They're going to give me a job. Not just ANY job, but THE job I've always dreamed of. Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you for helping me and building my confidence. You were with me the entire day; I thought of you every second I was there."
She kissed me hard before I could ask a single question. I swung her around and waltzed her inside the house. "OK, I'm on pins and needles, tell me all about it," I injected.
I produced a new bottle of expensive wine, and we went out on the pool patio, Lynn shedding her shoes as we walked outside again.
"Well, the girl in HR that I met first was sooooooo nice, Karen Price, and she told me a lot about the company and about whom I would interview. Initially, it was just supposed to be two guys and that would happen by lunch and then I was to be done. But they LIKED ME," she shouted with glee, "and so they asked me to lunch and then to meet more people, and then even more people, and then the PRESIDENT! Oh, my God, I was sooooo nervous but he liked me tooooo." Lynn was soaring around the patio in a little dance of happiness.
"At the start, they asked me all the standard questions we'd rehearsed. I was very open about why I was here, getting away from Doug and all; they were sympathetic and didn't pry beyond what I told them. Then, we got to talking about how I'd handle some of their internal operations, then we were problem solving and I came up with a couple of good ideas I guess and one thing led to another."
Lynn went on excitedly, "By the end of the day we were all friends and colleagues. Even the President is a nice person and very cordial; he made me feel right at home. They said they'd be back to me in a day or so about the job and offer or whatever. I'm sure they will make me a job offer; I feel as though I've almost started working there anyway."
"When I got back to HR at the end of the day, Karen -- the girl I'd first met, told me she'd talked to my references back in Ohio and they'd all told her I walked on water. She really liked me. I can see she'll be a best friend -- she's that kind of person."
Lynn raved about the company and its benefits, their offices, the people's personalities, and even the cafeteria. I couldn't believe anything was THAT good, but it was important that she did. It was great to see her self-esteem and confidence brimming over after such downturns here and there since she decided to flee Doug and Ohio.
We celebrated at home with a comfortable dinner we both helped prepare and then a walk around the neighborhood. We met several of my neighbors, and I was pleased to introduce Lynn to them. We had a wonderful and sensual evening after we headed for bed.
Friday
The phone rang about ten o'clock. A perky female voice identified herself as Karen Price from Emptive Aerospace and asked for Lynn. I held the phone up and gestured to her wildly with a big grin on my face.
I could tell the call was good news because Lynn started jumping up and down as she held the conversation. She kept saying "Yes," over and over again. After a while her vocabulary expanded to "Wow," "That's Wonderful," and "That'd be fine." After a few minutes she wound down the call with "I'll come in Monday and we'll get things started. I have to take one afternoon off midweek," "OK," and then "Great, see you then." She hung up the phone.
Lynn ran across the room and threw herself into my arms. "I'm the new manager of Sarasota operations! They will pay me $82,500 and give me a large bonus at year-end if all goes well and there are all these other benefits like a car, and ... and ... and ... Oh, I love you." She pulled my head to her and kissed me for all she was worth. My heart skipped a beat, and I returned her happiness. It was the first time she'd used those three words with me.
We hugged as I made enthusiastic congratulatory remarks to her. Next I knew Lynn was pulling me back into the master bedroom. We made happy and vocal love to each other. I often commented that I wasn't sure I should be fucking a manager of operations that made so much money and had such an important job. She assured me that this was my primary function in life and that I was doing a very good job at it too.
After our climaxes, Lynn pulled me into the shower, and then took me downtown to a place she'd seen and wanted to try for lunch. After lunch, she drove me by the Emptive Aerospace offices so I could see where she would be working. She was bubbly the entire afternoon, and it rubbed off on me too. I felt the best that I had in years.
The Following Week
Lynn started to work at Emptive on Monday though she spent only part of the day at their offices doing all the things human resources had to have done. In the late afternoon, I drove her around on some errands such as getting her a bank account.
I encouraged her to call Mel, her daughter that evening and share her good news. She did, bringing Mel up to speed on getting a divorce and the restraining order against Doug as well. Mel told her that Doug was looking for her and had called daily to see whether she'd heard from her mother. She said he knew she'd gone to Florida somewhere. They were scheming a bit, and I left Lynn to have a private call with her daughter at that point, heading out to the pool for a dip.
"Mel's going to come down for a long weekend in February," Lynn announced when she came out to join me in the pool wearing a black bikini. I almost missed the comment as I gazed over all the skin that was suddenly visible. Lynn snapped her fingers at me to get my attention; "Hello? Earth to Jim. Earth to Jim."
"Good," I said finally paying attention again, "I'm glad you invited her. I'm glad you feel comfortable having your family and friends here. We haven't talked about it," I said reaching out to her, "but I hope you'll stay here and not think about needing another place to live." We both grinned at each other, and then she threw herself into my arms and let me shower her with kisses.
We talked about Mel's trip and how to arrange her flights and such as we swam around the pool. After dinner, I called my friend Martin Williams and thanked him for putting me in touch with Marilyn -- Lynn. I explained that she was living with me for now, and we'd "struck up a nice friendship." I know Martin read between the lines.
I also called George Bunsen and thanked him for seeing Lynn and then introducing her to Emptive Aerospace. I told him it appeared to be a good match, and everyone had started their honeymoon this morning when Lynn started working there. He laughed and thanked me for introducing such great talent into a company he loved. Lynn was sitting listening to my calls with a smile on her face.
Wednesday afternoon I met Lynn about two o'clock in front of Emptive Aerospace. She followed me out to the Interstate in Doug's car, and then we drove about three hours north of Sarasota to Gainesville. Don Urquart's directions were accurate, and we found his fraternity house and Don in a few minutes off the Interstate.
With Lynn's help, I had prepared maps and details on where and how to leave the car so that he wouldn't have to see Lynn's husband or have to do any embarrassing explaining about why he had Doug's car. I suggested he drop the car off in the middle of the night or middle of a weekday and leave the keys on the visor. We tossed Lynn's phone into the car to get rid of the last tie to her old life that we were aware of. I counted out $300 for Don and then gave him a check for another $300 to cover his airfare back to Florida from Ohio. He was a happy camper.
Don called the next day. He'd driven all-night and part of the next day and dropped the car off about four o'clock as soon as he'd gotten to Hamilton. His girlfriend had picked him up. He said no one was home, and he'd had no problem with the car. I let Lynn know when she got home from work. She gave a definitive nod with pursed lips, apparently indicating that a part of her life had finally ended.
Lynn and I fell into a routine as she got back to work. I was still going to the beach first thing in the morning for my meditating and thinking time. I'd wake her up when I returned and help launch her into the new day feeling loved and in a confident frame of mind.

*****After a couple of weeks, Lynn got a nine-month restraining order issued from the local Circuit Court against Doug Seaburn, her soon-to-be-ex-husband. Wade Garborrow, our lawyer, had it served on him in Ohio without revealing our address. He continued to work on her divorce papers; his case for the unilateral divorce now strengthened with the approval of the restraining order.
Then, we had a shock.
I was working in my home office on a Friday afternoon. My desk faced out a window to the street. I happened to glance up as I was working and watched Lynn's old brown Chevrolet drive slowly by the house. I leaped out of my chair and ran to a second window so I could watch it pass out of view. Sure enough, it had Ohio license plates on it. We'd been discovered.
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Chapter 3 -- A New Woman In My Life As We Plan For a Confrontation
I sat for minute coping with shock of what I'd just seen and all that happened over the past three weeks or so.
Lynn Seaburn, a beautiful blond, had found me out of all the people in the Universe to help her relocate to Florida. I'd helped her get a new job, and she was living with me as both friend and lover.
Lynn had fled her alcoholic and abusive husband in Ohio to new start in life. We were working with a good lawyer on many issues surrounding her husband -- a restraining order and a divorce. We'd paid a young man to drive her car (that he husband owned) back to Ohio and drop it off in front of her husband's house about two weeks prior.
My shock came when I'd happened to look out the window of my home and watched Lynn's old, brown Chevrolet drive slowly past the house. I had every reason to believe it was her exhusband at the wheel. Somehow he'd found her -- us.
I called Lynn at work immediately. "Hon, we've got a sudden problem starting about a minute ago," I started.
"What's going on?" she asked.
"You're old Chevy just cruised by the house with a man about your age driving. Brown hair, red baseball cap. Ohio plates. It surely looked like your car."
"Oh shit," she gasped. "How'd he find us?"
"Was bound to happen sooner or later. How do you want to play it? Do you want to hide or what? He might be waiting for you at work when you get out or hanging around here somewhere waiting for you to drive into the garage."
"I'll let you know in a few minutes," she said and clicked off.
Fifteen minutes later the phone rang. I checked Caller ID before I answered Lynn's call. "OK, here's the short-term plan," she said in an excited voice. "Karen Price and I are going to swap places for the evening. I'm going to her apartment in her car in about two minutes, and she'll drive home to you in my car in about an hour when work ends. I'll call you soon. If you see him again, call my cell. And we need some ideas about what to do next." She sounded worried.
"I love you," I told her just before we hung up.
One of my neighbors was a retired cop from Chicago. I think he'd been on the bomb squad and somehow managed to retire in one piece. I called Len; he was home. I asked whether I could walk over and see him. He said to come on at my pleasure. I locked up the house tight and strolled down the street to his house as though I didn't have a care in the world. I didn't see the brown Chevy.
I told Len I needed his professional advice as an ex-cop then started at the beginning and told Len all about Lynn, her abusive husband, her getting the restraining order, our continuing to live together as she worked on a unilateral divorce, the likelihood that I'd just seen her car drive by -- probably driven by her husband, and the swap of females we were about to execute. Len listened attentively to the whole story.
Len got up from his chair, walked across his kitchen where we were sitting, and got us both a beer. He came back, passed me a beer and sat down. I could almost see the smoke rising from his intense thinking.
Len began, "First, we'll assume the worst. He's here in Sarasota, he knows all about you, he's mad as hell, and he's going to do something to Lynn -- like kidnap her back to Ohio or beat her up in some bout of vengeance. It might be a lot better than this, but let's work with our worst case scenario," he reminded me.
"Next, he's probably figured out she's living with you. He may not be certain of the relationship but let's assume he's figured that out too. Then, he'll be mad as a hell at you too -- after all you stole his love from him. So you might find you're threatened or due for some bodily harm too."
He went on, "The idea of a swap is a stop-gap measure and a good idea while we figure out what to do. Sooner or later he'll figure out where she works, if he doesn't already know. He might have been following her for days waiting for an opportunity to do whatever he's inclined to do. Meanwhile, why don't you publicly meet this Karen in front of your house as though she's the light in your life? Keep her outside a bit so the two of you are visible together; that'll confuse him and slow things down -- we hope. " Now let me make a couple of calls and see what other ideas I can come up with. Now go home, play outside, welcome Karen home, and expect me to drop by in an hour or more with some more ideas.
I strolled back home sipping on my beer and feeling as though I had a target slightly larger than Greenland painted on my back. I opened the garage door and pulled our bicycles out and started to service them in the driveway. I got out the hose and washed them down. I also watered most of the front garden.
About five-thirty, Lynn's car came slowly down the street and pulled into the driveway. I waved enthusiastically and pulled the bikes to the side so Karen could pull into the garage. I walked in and quickly said to her, "Come and greet me in a big way. We've got other help on the way. Play your role as my significant other."
I went back to the bikes as Karen pulled her briefcase and a pile of papers from the backseat. She appeared in front of the big garage door with a questioning look on her face. I walked up and embraced her, kissing her firmly on the lips not once but several times. After her initial surprise, she kissed back with more than a passing degree of enthusiasm for the act.
We stood in our embrace, and I looked at this beautiful woman for the first time. She was appraising me too. By her smile, I figured I'd passed muster.
Karen was an attractive slim woman with long, dark hair to the middle of her back that was full of waves and curls; she was in her mid-to-late thirties. She was wearing tight slacks that clung to her shapely ass in a way that was making me salivate. She also wore a very Florida blouse that was stretched across a lovely chest, and a pair of spike heels -- my greatest weakness. She looked very professional. Did I mention the tight slacks?
I whispered to her as we hugged, "Go into the house and change into casual clothes. Some of Lynn's wardrobe is in the guest room off the kitchen and family room. Wear anything you can find and feel like. There's some wine in the refrigerator; bring me a glass after you get one for yourself. We're supposed to stand out here and be visible for a while as the 'couple-in-residence'."
Karen nodded and disappeared into the house to continue our guise. I hoped that Doug or whoever I'd seen in the car was watching from some hidden quadrant I couldn't detect. I went back to tinkering with the bicycles, now inflating the tires as though we were preparing to take a ride soon.
About ten minutes later, Karen appeared in one of my t-shirts and a pair of Lynn's short shorts. She was barefoot and had long, sexy legs that I now saw for the first time. My tongue was getting hard just fantasizing over what she might be like in bed, but I had enough sense to jar myself back to the tense reality we were facing. She looked as if she belonged here and were a fixture in the neighborhood.
She walked up and kissed me again. I could get used to this. She put the wine in my hand and winked at me. "Did you get the mail honey?" she asked in a loud voice.
"No," I stammered as I took in the loveliness of this dark haired creature. She could tell I was impressed with her demeanor. I couldn't keep my eyes off her.
Karen walked out to the mailbox by the street as though she'd done it a thousand times, opened the door, and pulled a stack of mail out of the box. She strolled up the driveway, playing her role to the limit as she sorted through the pile, obviously sorting out "her" mail from other pieces.
About that time Len Raush and his wife Peggy came strolling down the street each carrying a beer. We waved to each other. I quickly whispered to Karen that she was supposed to know these folks so she waved too. In another minute, after hugs all around, the four of us were standing in front of my house talking as though we were old friends.
Len talked in a low voice. "The brown Chevy you described is parked two blocks over and no one is in it. So assume we're being watched and that we've confounded his small mind with the switch you guys made;" he nodded to Karen. "Hey, everyone laugh. We're supposed to be telling funny stories." We all burst out laughing at his urging although I wasn't sure we did a convincing act.
He went on, "I want to talk to some friends on the Sarasota Police without tipping our hands just yet. Can you keep this charade up overnight?"
I nodded and so did Karen. I interjected, "We can call Lynn and tell her what's happening."
"Good," said Len. "Now laugh," and we all dutifully laughed at his remark again.
"I'll call you later," Len said. "It might not be until tomorrow morning. Since it's Friday, I suggest the two of you stay around here and be visible as a couple as much as possible."
I patted Len and Peggy on the back. The women hugged again like old friends would do, and the two of them continued on their walk around the block, beers in hand. Karen came and stood close by me, stroking the back of my hand with hers. I gave her a big smile.
"We've got to eat," she said. "Do you want to do a patio thing or a downtown thing?"
I thought for a moment. "Let's walk down to the Circle and I'll show you one of my favorite haunts. I've been wanting to meet you for weeks. Lynn and you seem to have a great friendship, and now's my time to see what she's so enthusiastic about." Lynn beamed in the compliment.
"What do I wear?" she asked.
"Just change the top for now. A little dressier but not as much as what you wore at work. The place we're going to is pretty casual. Do you have runners? Can you wear Lynn's?"
Karen shrugged and went into the house. I folded up the remnants of my driveway project with the bicycles and went in the house.
Karen appeared from the guest room shaking her head. She had a beautiful top of Lynn's on but was still barefoot. "I can't find casual shoes that fit. Lynn's got smaller feet than I do. I'll look silly if I wear the heels I had on."
"Oh, come with me," I said, and led her into the master bedroom and then the dressing room. "I still have some of my wife's old things." I aimed her at a couple of shoe lockers. "See whether you can find anything in there."
A minute later Karen came into the living room with some of Nancy's faux jewel-encrusted sandals on her feet. My heart twanged to see the long-familiar shoes on someone else. She looked at me. "Are these OK to wear?"
"I can't think of anyone who'd look more beautiful in them," I said quietly.
I grabbed my wallet and a wrap for Karen, my cell phone and off we went at a modest walk to the restaurant area near my home. We walked holding hands, an affectionate gesture that didn't seem wasted on either one of us.
After we were a couple of blocks away I called Lynn's new cell phone.
"Hi, Love. Karen and I are walking out to the Lido Grille. According to Len, we're supposed to be visible as a couple, at least for today. How're you doing'?"
"I love you and I'm doing fine. You listen to me; you show Karen EVERY courtesy of the house -- positively EVERYONE you've extended to me. She's a great girl that I love, and I'm sorry it's taken this long for you two to meet. Normally, she has a busy social schedule. Now let me talk to her."
I passed the phone to Karen as we walked along. I was left wondering what Lynn's comments about 'extending every courtesy' meant. Could she have meant ... nah! I was reading too much into her choice of words and emphasis.
Karen's end of the conversation was mostly monosyllabic tones uttered only occasionally into the phone. At one point she launched into ensuring that Lynn knew she was to have the run of her place without reservation. "No secrets," she said. "We'll call you back if we have questions," "OK," and "Goodbye Love."
Karen handed the phone back to me, stopped and pulled me into her and kissed me again with her arms around my neck. "We're going to have fun tonight," she said.
After the stir in my pants subsided I was now left wondering how to interpret two sets of comments, one from Lynn and one from Karen. Both seemed to be aimed in the same direction -- my bedroom.
We sat close at the restaurant looking out at the sidewalk as throngs of people milled around the exclusive shopping and restaurant area. I kept looking for someone who looked like the Doug I thought I'd seen in the car only a few hours earlier, but I stopped looking after seeing ten people I thought it could be. Everyone had on a red baseball cap.
Karen wrapped herself around me in a comfortable public display of affection. We kissed and nuzzled frequently. I was getting used to this. Karen pulled my life history out of me in whispered tones. She was a good interviewer; I could sense her human resource skills coming to play as we talked. I gave up a lot of information but felt good about sharing it with her.
Eventually, I turned the table on her. I learned she was single, thirty-five, available but not dating anyone seriously (too many married men around), from Connecticut, schooled at Principia and had been a free spirit and free thinker on the Sarasota scene for ten years. She'd come to Sarasota to be near an uncle that had died a few years ago.
We lingered over our meals and wine as we ate, fully engaged in each other's company, and in the spirit of intrigue the evening was providing us. We kept in body contact of some kind for the whole meal much the way Lynn and I had when we'd first met. When we were through I led her over to Ben and Jerry's and as we strolled home we both had an ice cream.
As we walked over one of the causeways, Lynn's old brown Chevrolet passed us in the heavy traffic. It was closer now; there was no doubt that was the car. Unfortunately, I couldn't see the driver. I didn't really react until it was long past. I told Karen of the event, and she paled.
I called Lynn after I saw the car go over the larger bridge into the City. "Guess who just drove past me again?" I said as she answered the phone.
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"I couldn't see the driver, but there's no doubt that it's your car. It sure is getting a lot of Ohio to Sarasota mileage on it this year!"
"Yea!" she said, "Just what I needed - a pain in the ass that keeps following me from five states away. Did you hear any more from Len?"
"No, we're not home yet -- ten minutes. I'll call if he's left any messages or news."
"OK. Love you," she said, "Now go and TAKE CARE OF KAREN ... in your special ways, and I REALLY mean that." The phone went dead before I could say another word. Hummm, I thought.
Both Karen and I had nursed our ice creams. We sat close to one another on the front steps finishing our dishes. She took the refuse and disappeared inside. A minute later she returned, sat with me for a bit and then stood and pulled me up and inside the house. Our show for the outside world was over.
As we walked into the dimly lit living room, Karen stopped me in mid stride. She said, "I want you to stand here and shut your eyes. You have to promise me you won't open your eyes without permission. OK?" I agreed. For a flash of a second, I thought that this was exactly the spot where I seduced Lynn periodically.
Then, I felt it, a feminine tongue sliding up my neck to my left ear. "Oh, wow!" I vocalized. "I'm not sure we should be doing this. I mean Lynn ..."
"Shusssss!" Karen whispered, "Didn't Lynn tell you to afford me with EVERY specialty of the house? Didn't she tell you to TAKE CARE of me?"
"Well, yes, but I'm not sure that this is what she meant," I offered as a weak defense to her sensuous ministrations.
"Well, I'm sure that this is EXACTLY what she meant," Karen said. She moved in front of me, and her tongue pushed my lips apart and we started our first French kiss together.
At the end of the soul-searing kiss we shared, I pulled her away and broke my promise not to open my eyes. "Did the two of you plan this?" I asked.
"NO," Karen protested. "But we are taking advantage of the situation. I'm nervous about her exhusband and what he might do; I'm worried about Lynn; but I'm glad we got to switch with you for tonight. I've heard ALL about you from her. You're unique, and I want to get to know you better. No strings -- just pleasure." She smiled and then leaned in a kissed me. Now, I had no doubt about what Lynn meant over the phone.
I said, "Wait here. Don't move." I slipped into the kitchen and downed a Cialis tablet. I returned to where I'd been standing. Karen hadn't moved. I leaned in and delivered my own steamy kiss to her lips and then ran my tongue down her neck to the top of her exposed cleavage. She sighed and returned the favor, reminding me that I was to keep my eyes shut.
Karen was more assertive than Lynn. In only a few minutes, she had dropped my pants and had my cock in her mouth. I allowed her attentions to pleasure me then said that I really wanted equal time with her and that we had way too many clothes on. She agreed, and I led her into the master bedroom.
We took turns stripping each other. As I finished my duties, I marveled that here I was in my mid-fifties and about to have sex with a second beautiful woman in one day. How lucky is that! Hurry Cialis, do your stuff.
Things got wet and wonderful after that point. We got into a sixty-nine position for a long time as I savored Karen's wonderful juices and manicured playground and she played with me.
Karen finally switched around and pulled me over her. "It's time. NOW. Please," she begged as she opened her body to me.
Oh, God, what a beautiful body, I thought. Karen said quietly, "Thank you." I guess I'd had that thought out loud.
I was no longer in a playing mood -- I was mission oriented. My mission was to provide the two of us mind-blowing orgasms in a short time. We started pumping into each other with special rotations, grinding of hips, sucking of breasts and nipples, and touching of each other's genitals as we exposed them to each other during our thrusts.
I massaged Karen to a small climax with my thumb on her clitoris. I held off and enjoyed the motion of her breasts, hips, and legs as she came. We picked up again. She whispered, "Next time, we do it together. OK?" I nodded.
The minutes of us moving together sped by. I was enraptured by those moments of heaven. Then, I felt the signals that told me it was time. I whispered to Karen, "I'm pretty close. How're you doing'?"
"I'll be there when you are," she gasped back as a bead of perspiration rolled down her cheek.
"Then let's get serious about this," I said and picked up the pace and intensity of our fucking.
"Oh, dear God," Karen said with effort as she got into the same pace with me. "This is ... magnificent. You ... are magnificent." Little shrieks of "Oh" started to erupt from her throat as we thrust into each other. The got closer together as our thrusts sped up.
We pounded into each other, and then I felt my body go on automatic. I couldn't stop if I'd wanted to. The jets of cum started coursing through the complex plumbing system inside me, creating heavenly sensations as they rushed to my rod.
Then, I felt similar sensations to what Lynn did when she came. Karen's vaginal muscles started to clench my cock and milk it to accelerate the arrival of my sperm deep into her body. As the first jet of fluid washed over the interior walls of her tunnel, our backs arched and we made our final thrusts into one another. I delivered four or five stronger pulsing jets of fluid into her body before I sank down and again smothered her with kisses and oral attention to the upper part of her body and her face.



We rolled to our sides. I made sure I remained in her warm tunnel. We fondled, kissed, touched, and enjoyed each other's bodies for quite a while. I was even able to bring Karen off again while I was inside her just by stimulating her clit with my fingertips.
Eventually, I suggested a swim -- provided we didn't turn on the lights. I slipped out of Karen and got her some tissues. We pranced through the house, my cock swinging in the breeze and Karen's beautiful tits swaying together in the dim light -- a very erotic sight.
We slid into the pool and floated around, looking up at the stars and the sliver of a moon down near the western horizon. Eventually, Karen swam into my arms and reached down and caught my floating Willie. She massaged and manipulated me just enough to rekindle the same excitement I'd had a short time before. Was this a historic moment for old me?
A few minutes later, Karen was cushioned on her towel beside the shallow end of the pool. I was standing in the shallow water with my cock again nestled deep in her moist slit, pistoning in and out of her body in the cool night air. Karen had one leg over my shoulder for a while and the other spread wide to the side affording me maximum access and visual stimuli in the dim light.
Even in the weak light I could watch my cock as it slid in and out of her warm pulpit, now slick with the combined juices of our fuck an hour earlier. We had our hands all over each other's bodies. I focused on Karen's dazzling breasts; I could watch them swinging in response to my thrusting motions when I wasn't rubbing them and pinching her nipples to an even greater erection than the night air had elicited.
Our climaxes were not simultaneous. I came, a remarkable fact given my age and the short time since our previous lovemaking. As I made my final thrusts into Karen, she pulled me into her, urging me to deposit every drop of my cum deep in her. Only then did I feel Karen's spasms around my cock. Her legs shifted and locked around my back and she tried to pull me deep into her body again.
She rose, and I bent, and we passionately kissed. I pulled her naked and dripping body over to an outdoor chaise, and we nestled together, legs intertwined and our bodies pressed together.
"I hope I haven't found you and lost Lynn in all this. I seem to find I am strongly attracted to both of you. I've just recently felt my relationship with Lynn was headed into the 'love' stage; I don't toss that word around lightly." I paused for a moment, "Have I fucked up here?"
"No, no, no," Karen reassured me. "Lynn wanted just this to happen some time - soon, well maybe not quite this way, but she and I had talked about ... well," she paused, "we talked about how she could bring me into the beautiful relationship the two of you have built. She wanted us to share each other in a threesome, more than occasionally I might add."
I digested those revelations as I hugged Karen and stroked her warm body. Finally, I asked, "Are you a lesbian? Is Lynn?"
"No, I don't think so. I confess to you only that I had a couple of intimate sessions with my college roommate in my senior year, but that was long ago and did not set any trend. It did help our horniness on those nights. Lynn is the first woman I've even considered being in the same bed with since then and only because of the way she described you and the relationship and passion the two of you share. I guess under the right circumstances I might be bisexual." She squeezed me in a hug at that point.
"Why couldn't this have happened when I was forty?" I jested and smoothed one of Karen's breasts in a polishing motion.
"Hey, you have an age thing," Karen said in a protesting voice. "You've mentioned what you think is your age and a lack of capability several times tonight and you're worried about frequency and staying power and macho stuff. Don't you understand women at all? That stuff's all fine, but it's all the other stuff that's important. It's the foreplay, the thoughtfulness, the little treats you do, the look or pat or kiss. It's knowing that your guy supports you a thousand percent, just like you've done with Lynn from the first moment you guys talked when she was driving down here. This is what girls talk about!"
I responded, "Yea, but I forgot all that stuff. Guys are led around by their dicks anyway."
She went on, "As for the age thing, I've dated guys who don't even come close to having the mental sharpness or endurance that you have. Maybe it's a testament to the 'couch potato' generation, but you're right in there with the best I've dated, believe me -- in fact, I'm beginning to believe you ARE the best I've ever dated, if we can call this a date?" She squeezed my flaccid prick just to drive the point home.
I laughed. "OK. OK. But, if I get the two of you in my bed -- soon I hope -- I'm going to have a hard time delivering."
"Listen to me," Karen said as she poked my ribs, "you'll be wonderful because you'll be caring about the two of us. You'll give us dozens of orgasms for each of your own. I know you'd like to match us orgasm for orgasm, but guys were never built that way in the first place. Biology works against you on that count, not age. Besides, I'm pretty sure that Lynn and I can keep each other busy for a while; aren't guys supposed to get off on watching two women together?"
"Yes," I paused, "and you've made me harden again just thinking about the possibility." I waggled my deflated cock across her leg. "Just to change the subject slightly, did I deliver as promised? Lynn said I should 'extend every courtesy of the house' and 'take care of you in my special ways.' Was the evening's agenda as you wished m'lady?"
"Oh, you dear man." She kissed me. "Yes, yes, yes. Thank you for sharing yourself with me. And trust me, you aren't in trouble with Lynn." She paused. "Now come inside with me to bed, I'm getting chilled out here, and I think tomorrow's going to be a busy day."
As we walked in, I told her about my going down to the beach to think and meditate. She nodded.
We cleaned up a little and snuggled next to each other in my large bed.
"Can I come with you tomorrow morning when you do your meditation? I promise I won't bother you. I like the idea of sitting quietly and watching the sun come up -- even if I'm not next to you or holding you."
"Yes, certainly. See how you feel at half-past-five." On that note we faded into dreamland.
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Chapter 4 --Confrontation and How Our Threesome Starts
My automatic clock went off right on cue. I awoke to find a beautiful warm body next to me with her tousled locks of black hair splayed out around her pretty face. This was Karen, the best friend of my much younger girlfriend Lynn.
I reveled in the thought of how Karen happened to be in my bed and even how I happened to have a relationship with Lynn. Lynn was fleeing her abusive alcoholic husband in Ohio and ended on my doorstep in Sarasota because via a friend I'd offered to help her find a job, a place to live, and so on, in a new city. She'd gotten a job at the same place Karen worked and the two of them were best friends. Then, only yesterday, her ex-husband had apparently driven by the house looking for her. We all went on alert and one response was that Karen and Lynn traded places -- Lynn going to Karen's apartment and Karen coming home to me. Based on some wishes and fantasies of the two of them, Karen promptly ended up in my bed and we made love. Now I apparently had two loves in my life.
I nudged Karen and she rose in the dark, the nightlight from the bath bathing her naked body in an eerie light that accentuated all her angles and curves. She was as exciting to stare at as Lynn was.
I found one of Lynn's running suits and Karen put it on over her lithe body without anything underneath. It was already getting hard to concentrate and we hadn't even reached the beach yet.
At the beach, the sky was turning a dark blue rather than black when I settled into my meditation position and tried to clear my head. Karen sat about fifty feet away from me on the empty beach. She had slipped right into a lotus position; now the ability to do THAT is an age thing!
I let my thoughts initially scroll through the situation we were facing with Lynn and her ex-husband. After I had explored what I knew about the 'facts' of the situation, I mentally turned the matter over the Universe. My mind went blank yet I knew I was alert to the sounds of the surf and the occasional squawk of a gull or sandpiper.
I wasn't sure I heard the messages correctly for they were the same as the ones I heard before: "Talk to your friends. Go and help someone else. Give love unconditionally."
I reopened my eyes to find Karen had moved right next to me without my even being aware of it. She was looking lovingly at me. "You asked for help and got an answer didn't you?" she inquired.
"Yes." I told her my three messages and that they were not new.
"If that's what the Universe says then that's how we'll act." Karen rose and gave me a hand up. We walked down to the end of the beach through the incoming tide before we returned to the car and drove home.
Karen made a display of herself picking some dead buds off some of the flower by the front door before she came into the house through the garage. We closed up the garage and went inside.
"Well, this is a bed and breakfast. Which would you like?" I joked.
"Oh, tough choices, tough choices. I vote for 'bed'."
We padded off to the bedroom, unveiling our bodies again. By the time we hit the bed we were both nude and eager for each other's kisses. I made tender love with my mouth and fingers to Karen's pussy and surrounding area. With her help I found her G-spot and added that to the repertoire of tricks I could use to excite her. I brought her to four orgasms over a fifteen-minute period before she pulled me up to be next to her. I nestled in between her generous breasts on the way up, licking and sucking with avid attention to her mammalaries.
Karen pushed me off of her and then bent over me, sucking my partially inflated cock into her mouth. In seconds she had me rock hard and buried fully in her mouth. She started to bring me off and I gestured that I preferred her pussy. Karen rose up over me and buried my cock in her pussy in one smooth move.
"Do you like looking at my body fucking your big cock?" she asked. "I love the feel of your cock in my cunt. I think it's the biggest dick I've ever had. Ooooooh, you give such pleasure. You're right on my clit. Oh God, you're stroking my G-spot with your cock. Oooooh. Oh I can feel an orgasm sitting waiting to happen."
She went on talking dirty and it inspired me to thrust harder into her body, almost throwing her into the air on some upward thrusts. "Imagine Lynn and me fucking you now. Can you imagine two warm vaginas ready for you to fuck -- ready for you to jet your cum into. Oh, we'd love it. Oh God, you're bringing me to another orgasm. Ooooooooooh," and Karen's body arched in a fifth orgasm. I was still able to hold off.
"Oh you nasty man," she admonished, "you held off. I want your spunk deep in my cunt right now. Deliver. Deliver to me. I want your cum -- I'll take it anyway you want to give it to me. In my cunt. In my mouth. In my ass. Have you ever fucked anyone in the ass?"
I shook my head in the negative.
"Maybe Lynn and I will give you our virgin asses sometime soon. I hear its quite exciting for a guy to cum in someone's ass. The feeling is different, tighter, and more virginal. Do you want our virgin asses?"
I shook my head in the positive and thrust mightily into her body.
"Oh, God you feel so good stroking back and forth in me. I love your cock. I can see why Lynn loves your cock. I could be sucking on Lynn's pussy while you pound in me. Or you could be fucking Lynn and she could lean over an put her tongue in my pussy and bring me off just the way you were doing a minute ago. Or I could sit on your face while Lynn rides y ou hard rod."
"Oh God, I'm going to cum again," Karen groaned in her pleasure. This time I couldn't resist and as soon as I felt her pussy muscles contract I exploded into her body with jet after jet of man juice."
Like Lynn, Karen also ejaculated as I did, flooding my groin area with a small shot of liquid girl cum. "Oh God, I can't believe you made me cum like that. Oh I am going to do so many nice things for Lynn for sharing you with me. You are fantastic." Karen fell on me and showered me with kisses and tongue action.
As our highs subsided I slid out of Karen and pulled her next to me for some 'after play'. I happen to like to cuddle after sex and apparently she did too. We cooed and awed into each other for another half hour.
Ultimately I led her into the large walk-in shower and we washed each other very carefully. We both dressed in casual clothes and opted for the 'breakfast' portion of Jim's Bed and Breakfast. We had breakfast on the patio where we were visible to about eight other homes as well as anyone that might have been hiding in the bushes somewhere.
We'd just cleared the dishes when the phone rang. I checked Caller ID and it was Len, my neighbor that had been the Chicago cop. I picked up, "Hi Len."
"Hi Jim. Any news? I have a couple of things for you.
I started, "Well for one, we saw the car drive by last night when we walked down to the Circle for dinner. He was out there watching us somehow. I wish I knew what he looked like. I really couldn't see the driver."
Len said, "I'll e-mail you a mug shot of the guy. It's old. He had a two DUI's in one year about a decade ago so there are shots."
"That's great," I injected.
He went on, "Here's what I found from a couple of perspectives. First, we can pick the guy up for violating his restraining order, although since he hasn't approached Lynn directly that's apt to lead nowhere right now other than a short detention and then he's back on the street and probably even more of a problem. So we can watch and wait and hope we catch any confrontation while it's still that and not anything more serious."
"Go on," I urged.
"Next, you're friends with a lot of the neighbors -- me included. I think we could be a motivating force if there was any kind of confrontation. I also have the local police on notice; you'll probably see more of them in the neighborhood today and for the week."
"You mean vigilante action?"
"No, not at all. Just if a lot of us were around when Lynn was, the guy might feel the pressure to make nice or even just disappear."
"I have a question that may be dumb. What would happen if Lynn and this guy met and cleared the air? Do you think he'd go away if he had some closure on their marriage?" I asked.
"Can't tell, but it's a thought. I don't think I'd do it unless there's a lot of protection around -- like the neighbors as I just said, or if there's someway to contain the guy."
"OK. I get it. I think I'll have Lynn come home. Can you put folks on alert and keep an eye on us yourself. I'll owe you."
"Absolutely. Talk to you later."
Karen shot me a questioning glance as I hung up. I told her what Len had said.
"Let me call Lynn," Karen said with a slightly lecherous tone to her voice.
I passed the phone to her and she disappeared into the living room with it. She came back about fifteen minutes later and kissed me on the cheek as I sat in the kitchen nursing a cup of coffee and reading a magazine.
"She'll be here in about an hour. She'll call when she crosses the bridge and she'll keep an eye out for the brown Chevy. She knows the car well she said." Karen paused. "And, to set your mind at ease, she's cool with everything that happened here last night and this morning."
My eyebrows went up. She gave me a big grin and kissed me again. "Now," she said, "how do I wash up the bed linen? I think I leaked all over everything last night and this morning." I showed her and she busied herself with the housework for a while.
Lynn called about an hour later on her way into the neighborhood. Karen and I walked outside and puttered around the front yard. I made to point things out to her while I scanned all of the neighboring yards. Suddenly, I thought I saw a shadow pull back from the second floor of a house under construction about three doors down. If Doug was in there and had so much as a pinhole in the unfinished plywood siding, he could watch the house with impunity and no one would be able to tell.
As Lynn pulled into my circular driveway, Karen and I surrounded her with hugs and a warm welcome home. We stood and talked outside quite intentionally so that if Doug were watching, he would know without doubt that she was in the house. Eventually, we went inside got coffee for everyone then sat around the pool.
Just after lunch, Len called. "Everyone is lined up and he's in the neighborhood somewhere. The car is parked where we saw it yesterday afternoon and no one is in it."
"I think I know where he's watching us from," I told Len. "I think he's up on the second story of that house under construction about three lots down from mine. He'd have a good view of about everything from there."
"Wow," Len said, "I bet you're right. What do you want to do?"
"I want to meet the guy and see what he's about? Is he drunk? Mad? Angry? Homicidal? Just what gives?" I stated.
"You gutsy enough to walk into the house and confront the guy?" Len asked.
"If I felt I had some folks watching my 'six' I would," I shot back.
"I'll call you back," Len said and hung up.
I went and told the girls what was being set up. Lynn looked anxious and said, "He's unpredictable. He won't kill you, but he could hurt you if he's ripping mad. He broke some guys arm in a bar fight one night."
I shrugged. I wanted our lives back. Living in fear of Doug was not a way I wanted to face the future. Further, I was now highly motivated since I could have these two beautiful women in my bed if I could only survive the afternoon. I gave a large sigh.
The phone rang again; it was Len. He told me to go down to the house now if I was still inclined to do so. I said I was and I'd be out the door in about two minutes. I turned and told the women to lock the door behind me and started sauntering down the street towards the construction site.
It was then I noticed that every neighbor between my house and the site was out tending their gardens -- and a few on the other side of the site too. I glanced back over my shoulder and saw a Sarasota Police car parked almost out of site just where the road curved -- inconspicuous but visible. I saw Len and Peggy slowly walking in my direction too.
I walked to the construction site and then turned and walked up a makeshift ramp to the gaping hole where a front door would eventually go. As I entered the raw house, I shouted upstairs, "Doug! Doug Seaburn. I'm Jim Rice. I'd like to talk if you you're willing." I repeated myself several times.
"How the fuck did you know I was here?" floated down from upstairs.
"Well," I laughed, "I could ask you the same question. How'd you find Lynn this time?"
"I'll trade you," the disembodied voice said.
"OK. I saw a shadow up there this morning and guessed it was you. Before that I saw the old brown Chevy a couple of times so I knew you were in town. Now you."
"You left me Marilyn's old cell phone. Eventually I figured out that it stored the numbers she called. I did reverse look up on the Internet and found your address. I just wasn't sure whether she was here or not, then I saw you and the other babe yesterday. I had nowhere else to look so I was just hanging around here hoping Lynn would show up."
"Did you see her this morning?" I asked.
"Yea. I know she's in there."
"What are your intentions? You know she has a final restraining order against you?" I stated calmly.
"I wanted to talk to her; to see if I couldn't talk her into coming back home. I miss her." He actually sounded sad rather than mad.
"Come on downstairs and let's talk face to face. I mean you no harm and I'm not here to arrest you or anything else. What I want is peace in all of this situation." Upstairs I heard a heavy bulk stand up, walk across the plywood floor and then Doug appeared coming down the temporary stairway.
I held out my hand in a gesture of friendship, he looked skeptical but shook it. "Nice to meet you," I said in a friendly voice, "although you've thrown Lynn into a tizzy. She has been pretty consistent in our chats about wanting to put you and the past years behind her and move on. I think there was a small matter of spousal abuse that she mentioned several times."
"Yea. I lose my temper and she knows how to push my buttons," he said belligerently. "How do you know her?" he asked.
"My girlfriend is a friend of hers," I responded thinking of Karen and her closeness to Lynn. I didn't want to go further about my own relationship with her.. He seemed satisfied with that answer.
"You been drinking?" I asked. "No one wants any trouble here."
"Not since last night," he said.
"Would you be satisfied talking to Lynn? Would you take her final word and leave if she wanted you to? I know from talking with her that it took her a long time to decide to leave you and Ohio; it wasn't a spur of the moment decision she made."
Doug thought a long time about that. I was silent. Finally he said, "Yea, if she won't come back then I guess I oughta move on. I just gotta know what she's thinkin' -- you know, face to face like."
"OK," I said. "You wait here and we'll try to set something up. I'll be back." I turned and left the building site and walked back to the house. Len and Peggy were leaning against my garage doors; I shot them thumbs up and motioned for them to come into the house.
Lynn was crying and leapt into my arms as I came through the door. "Are you OK?"
"Oh, I'm fine," I exclaimed. "How're you? Why the tears?"
"I thought you guys might fight," she said.
"Not my style," I said, "I'm a devout coward and like my beautiful body unscathed and unbroken. I'm the peacemaker."
Lynn sighed and sat back down next to Karen who'd been holding her. The two women together were a vision and fantasy beyond description, although both had been crying.
"Lynn," I said assertively, "Doug would like to talk to you, to see if you won't go home with him. I think he might leave if you were to tell him you were really through, if that's your intent. I think I'd even tell him you've started divorce proceedings; I don't think he knows."
"How would I face him? What if he hit me again?" she shuddered at the thought.
"What if you sat on the curb in front of the house and he sat on the curb across the street?" If he moved on you, some of us would be right there to protect you." Len nodded at her.
She looked hopefully into my eyes, "Do you think this would really end this? I mean he's been a nightmare in my life for seven fucking years." She sobbed again and Karen pulled Lynn to her shoulder.
I went to the couch and pulled her up and embraced her in a bear hug. I motioned for Karen to join us and she did, pulling up tightly behind Lynn. I nodded to Len and Peggy and soon they joined us on either side of Lynn in a large group hug.
Through her tears I heard Lynn say, "OK. Let's get this over with."
The five of us marched outside and I had Lynn sit on the curb near the mailbox. Karen, Len and Peggy stood about ten feet away. I walked down towards the construction site but then saw that Doug was slowly ambling out the door and heading in our direction. I waved him along in our direction. Every yard had a couple of neighbors standing in it watching the unfolding drama.
"Doug," I said as he drew near, "we want you to sit on the curb opposite Lynn. Don't raise you butt off the curb else all hell might break loose around here." I nodded in the direction of the neighbors on both sides of the street. Doug nodded his acquiescence and accepted my leading him to the curb directly opposite Lynn. Lynn was crying again; she had a ball of soggy tissues in her hand.
"Baby," Doug said loud enough for her to hear, "I really want you to come back home with me. I need you. I love you." He actually blushed a little at having to deliver his remarks in front of so many people.
Lynn just shook her head in a definite "No." She kept crying and shaking her head.
"Why Baby? Won't you come with me?" he asked again.
Lynn looked over at him with a look of pity now in her eyes. "You want to know WHY? I've told you why a hundred times -- no, a thousand times or more." She took a deep breath and started in on him with a string of words that had been waiting to come out.
"First, you're the most unfaithful husband anybody in the world could have. You don't give a shit about me or our marriage vows. I've lost track of how many women I know you've fucked while we've been married -- Lori, Jane, Sue, Mary, Darlene from that bar you hang out at, Carmilla, Linda, Barb,-- and those are just a few of the ones I know about. I should have left you years ago just for your indiscretions alone. You don't love me, you want a housekeeper and cook for those times you decide to come home."
"You're also a drunk. You are drunk when you come home almost every night. Most weeks it's every night. Do you think I enjoy having you barf all over the living room or our bedroom? Do you wonder why I sleep somewhere else in the house most nights? You're a filthy, smelly, rotten scoundrel of a drunk. Think how many times I tried to get you to go to AA meetings or just stop drinking. What'd I get in return? NOTHING -- not one bit of effort on your part."
Lynn was getting wound up now. "THIRD," she yelled to get Doug's attention, "you are a wife beater. You are the scum of the earth for this alone." She waved a fist at him. "You are eight inches taller than I am, weigh a hundred pounds more, and can pick me up with one arm if you want. Instead, you feel it's your right and privilege to bang me around whenever you feel like it. For a long time, I thought it was me; I thought you punched me and slapped me because of something I did. Then, not too many months ago, with the help of some friends, I realized that it wasn't right. It wasn't me! It was YOU! You bastard. You're just an ugly bully of man who wants to get his jollies beating up the little woman."



Doug started, "Honey, I'll change! Let me ..."
Lynn screamed at him, "NO. NO. NO. YOU WON'T CHANGE. You've had seven years to change -- to get your act together. I'm amazed you can even sit there and tell me you love me or say you'll change. That's a laugh. You love having a slut around, having someone that'll clean up your messes, and having a punching bag. Well, Doug, it's not me any more! I'm gone. I checked out about a year ago in case you didn't notice. It just took me some courage to pick up and move to another place to get away from YOU."
Doug looked at her and then at the rest of us. Several of the neighbors had moved closer. I noticed that several carried two-by-fours, several others mean looking rakes or garden tools.
Lynn delivered the final blow, "I'm divorcing you. Lucky for me, in this state I don't even need your drunken signature for it to be final. I have a new life and you play no part in it at all -- NO PART," she screamed and broke into uncontrollable sobs for a second."
Lynn clenched her fists together as she controlled the last bit of her pent-up rage. "Now, what I'd like you to do is walk back to your car, get in a drive back to Ohio, and forget all about me and anything else that happened here. I'm not asking for any alimony or a share of what I'd contributed to our marriage or the house. If you were a real man, you'd send that share to me sometime, but you're such a shit I don't expect it. I'd rather lose all that than have you around."
Doug looked crushed and full of remorse, but it was too late. He nodded slightly.
She stood and turned to Karen and me who'd moved next to each other behind her. She turned back to him, "Now, Doug, you leave. And please don't come back." Karen and I pulled Lynn gently between the two of us. The three of us walked slowly towards the house; Len and Peggy followed. The other neighbors stood their ground.
I glanced back and saw Doug rise, give one more look at our group and then start walking towards where he'd left his car. I noticed that the Sarasota Police car had pulled in much closer to the house as Lynn and he'd been talking. Doug had to walk right by the car but he didn't so much as glance at the officer sitting inside and watching him. As Doug got a hundred or so feet beyond the police car it tuned around and started to slowly creep along behind him. I think he got the message that this wasn't a place to be. He turned the corner and was gone.
I hugged Lynn then turned and waved to my neighbors giving them a thumbs-up. I herded Lynn, Karen, Len and Peggy into the house. Lynn burst into tears again as soon as the door shut and ended being comforted by Karen and Peggy on the sofa. I brought a box of Kleenex from the guest bath.
I knelt in front of Lynn, "Hon, it's all done. He's gone. It's over and done with. You were wonderful. There's no doubt. He's gone. He won't ever be back."
Gradually she got herself under control. "I should have done that years ago. I was such a flake to wait so long -- it just made all this harder and involved so many other people. Oh, how will I ever be able to thank everyone?" She rose and walked over to Len and Peggy and gave them each a big hug. "Thank you so much Len, I couldn't have done this without the groundwork you laid -- the protection I felt out there."
"And Karen," she walked and hugged her, "My God you've spent most of your lunch hours listening to me either rave about Jim or being worried about Doug and what he might do. I'm so glad you were here to help end all this. At least you've seen the ogre!"
I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around Lynn. She was regaining control and slowly returning to a more normal state.
I looked at the others, "I'm serving up a late lunch. Any takers?" We all filed into the kitchen and I produced the makings for sandwiches and lots of beverage choices. Len and Peggy got lots of thanks for their support and the work they'd done to muster the rest of the neighbors and provide moral support.
As the afternoon progressed I called and made some arrangements for dinner and made a quick trip downtown for some errands. At cocktail time I served the women some nice wine and we sat and watched a beautiful sunset and rehashed a tense Saturday. I couldn't keep my eyes off the two of them -- both my lovers, my paramours, my more intimate partners in life.
I took Karen and Lynn to dinner at Zoria's. We dressed to the nines and I was proud and impressed over how beautiful the two women looked. Lynn had flowing blond hair that surround a face that could be featured in Vogue. She was wearing a little black dress that came to mid-thigh, and beautiful thighs they were. A simple gold belt adorned her mid-section. She already knew my fetish about dark high heels and she was wearing some four-inch black patent leather pumps that made her legs look like a billion dollars and made her look like a super-sexy young woman -- which she was.
Karen was no less a beauty. Her long black hair hung in rivulets that highlighted her jet black eyes that seemed to be able to look into my soul without great effort. She was wearing one of Lynn's evening dresses, an off-white spaghetti strap cocktail dress that also came to mid-thigh. She too was wearing some spike heels that she'd worn to work the day before. I think Karen actually had the better looking ass and it was on evident display as they both turned to model their evening attire for me. But then again, Lynn had slightly more chest. Oh, heavens, I'd have to decide which to enjoy later. WAIT, no I wouldn't, I could enjoy them all. I grinned in happiness at the two women.
I'd explained to the maitre d' at Zoria's when I made the reservation that I was seducing two women and that I needed his help. They helped lay on a great show and helped me in my efforts. In return, I tipped generously.
After we had our wines, two bouquets of flowers arrived with a flourish for the girls. Then the maitre d' and a trio of waiters arrived with three large silver platters covered by highly polished silver covers. I rose and made a toast, "To the two most beautiful women in the world that I want to be close to forever." At that point the maitre d' and the waiters pulled the cover off their dish with a flourish. Within each dish was a silver 'love' ring lying on a white cushion.
I picked up the first ring and placed it on Lynn's finger. I repeated the process with Karen. Then held out my own left hand. Both women joined in placing the third ring on my finger. We were laughing and happy with each other and with life. There were lots of whispers around the table between each of us, not to mention all the touching. We boggled the minds of guests at several other tables with our shameless displays of mutual affection and seduction.
After dinner I took the women to a jazz club down off Hillside Avenue. We sipped our wines as we sat and listened to a lounge trio with a singer that had a voice like Eva Cassidy - very entertaining and yet it made me sorry that Cassidy, such a talent, had met such an untimely death in her short and meteoric career.
After the first set the girls pulled me away and we headed home. "We both want to make love with you," Lynn told me as we exited the restaurant. One young man heard her comment to me as we left the lounge and his head spun around so fast to look at the girls he probably had whiplash. I was secretly proud and wrapped my arms around both women as we sashayed down the sidewalk towards the car.
Twenty minutes later we stood in a loose triangle at the foot of my bed. Karen and I decided that with all the stress Lynn had gone through today that she should be the first to benefit from our newly formed threesome. The two of us slowly disrobed Lynn much as I liked to do, only this time there were two sets of hands, lips and tongues to deliver the messages of caring and love we were feeling for each other.
As Lynn was bared I helped Karen undress; Lynn helped too. The two of them stripped me in seconds. We pulled together in a group hug putting our lips and tongues together. We experimented in how to do the most sensual three-way kiss.
Karen and I pulled Lynn back onto the bed. Once she was prone the two of us each took a breast and started to suck, lick and fondle, creating erect nipples and sensitive aerolas that cried for more attention in the dim light. We each made occasional forays to Lynn's lips, neck or ears, often whispering our own 'sweet nothings' to her. She was moaning at our attentions and often using her own hands to smooth parts of our anatomies.
I gestured to Karen to move towards Lynn's pussy; she grinned back at me and then slowly slid across the sheets until her lead was level with Lynn's carefully trimmed bush. Karen pulled one of Lynn's legs over her head so she could bring her head into maximum contact with her pussy. Lynn let out a long "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh" as Karen's tongue first touched her clitoris and lips.
As I massaged and sucked on Lynn's breasts and paid attention to her upper region, Karen made passionate love to her pussy. Lynn had an orgasm within seconds of the first oral contact Karen made there, but Karen did not let the moment pass, instead she kept Lynn on the edge and delivered small climax after climax through her efforts. Lynn was writhing across the bed pleading for mercy and for cock.
After about five small orgasms, Karen rose and met me. We shared a kiss and I marveled at the taste of Lynn on her lips. I positioned myself between Lynn's legs and slowly sank my long cock into her pussy, only moving a fraction of inch on each thrust of penetration. When I was fully submerged I started a circular motion with my hips as I used my thumb on Lynn's clitoris. I was rewarded with her largest orgasm of the night.
As she floated down from her high, she looked at me and Karen with big doe eyes; "Oh, finish me off you guys. This is too much. I've never cum this many times or felt this light-headed just from sex." Karen and I leaned in a kissed her.
I accelerated my thrusting now and Lynn's body went into her automated response, rising to meet me with each thrust I made. Our bodies were slapping together. Karen was sucking on Lynn's breasts and positioning her own breasts into Lynn's mouth in a very sexy 'Spiderman' move.
Then I heard Karen start to talk dirty to Lynn: "Don't you just love his cock pounding into you," "Did you like my tongue on your clit and deep in your cunt," "You taste good -- I loved eating you," "I want to just fuck you all day and all night long you beautiful fuck machine," ... This was rapidly becoming more than I could handle. I accelerated my thrusting into Lynn, quietly telling the two of them that I was getting near.
"Then cum in her cunt," Karen said. "Splash her insides with all your jism -- your man juice. Make her cum with you. Bring her off. Oh, you guys are so sexy together I've got to frig my own clit." She started to rapidly massage her own pussy with one hand.
My back arched and I fired my first shot into Lynn's pussy. I almost lost consciousness from the wave of pleasure that washed through my body. Lynn's legs were locked behind me; they had pulled me tight into her pussy as she had climaxed.
As I regained control, I looked down at her. She was absolutely limp. A fine coat of sweat was evident all over her body -- she had a shine to her. We both floated down from our highs together. Karen had brought herself off about the same time we did. She was snuggled up against Lynn in a sensuous still life for my eyes only. Karen was looking at me in a tender way.
"Jimmmmmmm," Lynn cooed to me as I withdrew my dick from her warm tunnel.
"Yes, love," I whispered.
"I want you to do Karen. I want to watch."
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Chapter 5 -- Threesome Sex Is Mind-Blowing
So here I was nude with two of the prettiest women in the entire country. One of them was Lynn, a gorgeous blond I had just fucked -- no, make love to and with whom I was falling madly in love with. We had spent the day in a tense standoff and confrontation with her soon-to-be-ex-husband and then had a romantic dinner at Zoria's in downtown Sarasota where she'd recently decided to live with me.
We weren't alone, however. Karen Price, a friend and colleague from Lynn's new job had joined me and then us as part of the subterfuge in dealing with her Lynn's husband. Karen had helped Lynn stand up to her alcoholic and abusive husband, ultimately telling him to disappear from her life forever. Now, suddenly, she too was an intimate part of our lives.
The three of us had a wonderful and romantic dinner at Zoria's, returned to my home and had started making love. The two of us, Karen and I, had just brought Lynn to several orgasms that deserved mention in Ripley's Believe It or Not.
Lynn had recovered sufficiently to ask for me, her new paramour, to deliver the same sensations to Karen. She said she wanted to watch.
"My pleasure but this might take a while," I replied.
I got two warm wash clothes from the bathroom and came and washed each woman's face, giving sensual kisses as I finished. I moved to clean up Lynn's pussy, but Karen stopped me. "I want that," she said.
With that Karen knelt in front of Lynn and put her butt in the air. She started to eat and suck my cum out of Lynn's vagina.
Karen's pussy was fully exposed and gapingly inviting. I could actually look inside this woman given the stance she'd adopted. I ran my hands up her legs, connecting with her trimmed pussy and its sheen of moisture. I initially inserted a couple of fingers into her; she waggled her pussy at me as I did so.
I moved under Karen and pulled her cunt down onto my face -- onto my tongue. I was now licking her cunt as she sucked my cum from Lynn. I actually got hard just thinking about what we were doing as well as the endless possibilities and diversions we had yet to explore. Karen rocked back hard against my face as I brought her to her second orgasm of the night.
About then Lynn came again as a result of the tongue work of Karen, then Lynn and I rolled Karen onto her back and pretty much repeated on her what she and I had done to Lynn only moments earlier. It took me a little longer to reach my own orgasm and shoot my jets of sperm into Karen's love nest. I lost count of the orgasms -- there were many. Karen was very entertaining, particularly as she talked dirty to us and described all the acts she wanted perpetrated on her. Lynn and I both ate my cum from Karen. Oh, what a sexual orgy of pleasure and lust we had that evening.
We were sweaty, hot, covered in each other's sexual juices, and none of us wanted to make a move that would take us out of contact with the others. Instead, I knew everyone wanted more juices and contact. "Skin on skin," I muttered; "one of life's great inventions."
We smoothed and petted, fingered, licked, and kissed around our 'pig pile.' Gradually each of us fell asleep, finally sated sexually and emotionally by the events of the day. I held both women close to me and in a few minutes realized that heaven had found me instead of the other way around.

*****I awoke at the usual time and took my tired and sexually satisfied body to the beach for my mediation time. The messages I felt instead of heard that day were slightly different: "Thank your neighbors," "Help someone other than yourself," and "Love unconditionally."More than that I felt at peace and in harmony with the Universe that hadn't been there before. It was almost as if I'd been trying to move in a particular direction and had all these barriers and frictions that kept me from reaching my goal, but suddenly I'd changed direction, and everything was smooth and easy to see and realize. When I came out of my meditation, I realized that I'd spent more than an hour-and-a-half at the beach versus my normal half hour or hour. I just figured the Universe had more to say to me.
I picked up coffee and sticky buns on the way home. When I peeked in on the women, Karen was spooned behind Lynn and there was much sleeping going on. I decided not to bother them although if I'd been thirty years younger we'd be having a fucking contest right about now.
I got several of my large t-shirts and set them out on the bed in obvious invitation that they'd be good nightshirts. I even set a couple of robes out if the girls were feeling more modest.
I made coffee and set out juice for everyone and was watching the morning news in the kitchen when Lynn came into the kitchen rubbing her eyes. She was naked as a jaybird. She slithered into my lap and kissed me, then forced my arms around her and snuggled into me in a sleepy sexy sort of way.
"You're nice and warm," I whispered to her.
"So are you," she said as she squirmed into my lap. I responded with more than a slight erection.
We kissed and cuddled for a long time. I couldn't resist her body; however, and my hands started fondling her lovely breasts immediately. Lynn pulled my head to hers, "You know I love you don't you? I'm totally devoted to you. I want to bring you happiness and pleasure." I got a beautiful morning smile.
I thought a long time then responded. "Lynn, I love you. This may be the first time you've really heard those words from me -- that way, because I've felt I couldn't say them, I didn't know for sure if I'd mean them or if I'd be fooling myself. Hear me now ... I love you."
Lynn put her head on my shoulder, and we both got teary with each other in our newfound happiness. In the two months, we'd known each other we'd managed to heal each other's wounds and solve each other's problems. I was over my grief at losing Nancy. Doug was gone, and Lynn had moved on into a much better and new life.
Lynn pulled away and looked in my eyes. She said, "I hope this isn't a show stopper but I think I love Karen too. Is there room for her in your arms too?"
I didn't even have to think about the answer; "Yes, of course. Just know that the leap might be bigger for her to make than for either of us." She nodded.
We hugged for a bit then Lynn moved seductively around the kitchen having her juice and coffee. She didn't mean to be seductive, but a nude woman with the Body of Lynn would be seductive under any circumstances. She wasn't trying; she just was.
Karen appeared rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She too was naked. I didn't have a chance of concentrating on the Sudoku game I'd started before Lynn appeared. I didn't want too anyway.
She came and sat on my lap and snuggled into my neck the way Lynn had a few minutes earlier. I watched Lynn; she was happy that we were cuddling. I winked at her and her smile broadened.

*****Karen and Lynn had a long talk that morning and on into the afternoon. At least, they'd put on the t-shirts I'd left them. At one point Lynn came to me with what she called a 'serious question.'
"Ask away," I told her.
"Well, we want to know how you would feel if Karen and I made love without you sometimes? Would you be mad or jealous?"
I laughed, which was a relief to her. "You are two vital, horny ladies. Even if I were thirty, I couldn't satisfy your every need."
I went on, "I've always believed that if you love someone you set them free, and I mean really free to pursue whatever relationships they find in whatever way they want. There's always a risk that you might lose that loved one but if you hold on too tight you carry an every greater risk I think."
"Consider Karen too," I told her, "she'll have needs you and I can't fill. For instance, you and I have both had children but she hasn't. Will her biological clock suddenly tell her she's got to be pregnant and a mother? What would we do? Do you want another child around the house? Do I? I think we should have that discussion if we're really talking about living together. Heck, even you and I haven't talked about this stuff. It's what's dating is all about isn't it?"
"What's important throughout all our talks and throughout our relationship is that we have respect for each other, that we can engage in a loving relationship without any hesitation or mental evasion. We need to celebrate each other and the love we each have for one another. So, no, I don't need to participate and I would be pleased and happy that the two of you are having a time of happiness and love with each other. I confess my own horniness; however; I'd like to watch." We laughed at my admission, but Lynn's mouth was hanging open. She didn't expect so much philosophy nor an answer that gave such unequivocal support for our threesome despite the form it took at any moment.
"God, you amaze me," she said. She kissed me, flashed me smile, lifted her t-shirt and flashed me her pussy and tits, and scampered off to rejoin Karen in the living room. I heard them laughing, and it brought a smile to my face. I hadn't been so happy in years.
About an hour later they came and got me to come and join their talk. I won't bore you with the details. The result was that Karen wanted "in" as she said; she wanted to be part of our relationship. So, we redefined "our" relationship to include the three of us.
To celebrate there was an hour of lovemaking that went on by the three of us. I think we would have gone longer except we all got hungry.

*****"How do you do it?" Martin asked. "I send you a woman who needs help, which you provide, but she turns out to look like a fashion model AND you two fall in love AND she brings a friend who also looks like a model AND falls in love with you AND you're my age. What the hell kind of aftershave lotion do you use?"
Martin was a neighbor and long-time friend. He was actually fifty-nine, several years older than I am. He was a tall; handsome man with salt-and-pepper hair that made him look as though he stepped out of the pages of GQ or some other sophisticated magazine for males. He was always dressed sharply.
Martin Williams was married to an equally attractive woman named Alice who had the same care for her dress and appearance as he did. Together, about thirty-seven years earlier, they'd birthed Claire Williams, a daughter who was married and lived in Ohio but visited often with two of her children.
Martin and Alice had invited Lynn, Karen, and me to their home for dinner and to meet Claire. Claire had been instrumental in introducing Lynn and me only a few months earlier when Lynn had fled an abusive relationship with her alcoholic husband.
The women had gone off to the kitchen to chatter with each other. Martin was quizzing me about my relationship with Lynn and Karen, a relationship that was no secret in the neighborhood after a major confrontation a few weeks earlier when Lynn's husband had shown up and created quite a scene. Fortunately, many of the neighbors made their friendship, backing and appearance known at just the right time to defuse a potentially explosive situation.
"Actually, I use 'Old Spice', Martin. But, I don't think that has anything to do with why the three of us like each other -- no, love each other," I added.
Martin looked questioningly, so I kept going, "We share a philosophy about love and life that is pretty expansive. It encompasses a breadth of relationships and experiences that a couple just can't provide one another. Back in the '70's people coined the term 'Open Marriage' to describe a relationship sort of like this one. Nancy and I lived this way before she passed away. We were always encouraging each other to go out and be bold in meeting others and in bringing others or those experiences back to our relationship."
"You mean you were swingers?" Martin asked.
"No, nothing like that," I asserted. "Swinging implies a frivolousness about the sexual side of your relationship. Nancy and I didn't have that attitude although there were times we would have been willing to play that way; however, we didn't have any opportunities. Other times, we could have had lots of one-nighters but didn't. We did share a deep relationship with another couple for a long time back in the '80s until they had to move to the west coast."
Martin confided, "Alice and I tried swinging back in the '70s. I still recall fondly some of the friends we made there and the encounters we had. I'd do it today, but Alice isn't inclined. Now, it takes three months to talk her into having sex." He rolled his eyes.
I said, "If you want more intimate times you have to deliver the foreplay, just like in the old days, you know, flowers, wine, jewelry, compliments, gifts." I grinned.
"And you do that with TWO women who are best friends and lovers?" he asked.
"Yes. Every day," I said.
"Well maybe some of what you have will linger in the house long enough that it won't take three months this time. I'll slather on the foreplay too. Maybe I'll get lucky tonight! Meantime you'll be buried in a pile of beautiful flesh in your bedroom."
Karen came out and put her arms around my neck and kissed the top of my head. "Can I get you guys anything?" she asked.
"Well, Martin's horny and would like to get laid," I said. "I'm feeling kind of randy too. You gals up for anything?" and I quickly added, " -- and a diet coke would be wonderful."
Karen punched me in the arm -- hard. Then kissed my arm where she'd hit me and looked at Martin. She got a seductive look in her eye and then moved and started to run her hands up his arms and neck into his hair.
I laughed. Martin got squeamish immediately at the physical contact and practically rolled up into a little ball. Karen laughed. She left and appeared two minutes later with two cokes for us then disappeared again to rejoin the other women in the kitchen.
"I don't know how you keep up with her, let alone Lynn AND her."
"Drugs," I offered.
"I know," Martin said sarcastically, "call your doctor if your erection lasts more than four hours."
"Heck, at the four-hour mark I'm just getting started!" I said boastfully. Martin rolled his eyes again.

*****In late April, Lynn brought up an interesting question to Karen and me over dinner one night. "I have a situation I need help with. Mel, my daughter, finishes her freshman year at Ohio State in a month. She has no where to go for the summer unless she stays with Doug -- my exhusband -- and that wouldn't work ." Quick as a flash both Karen and I said, almost in unison, "Why doesn't she come here?" There was eagerness in our voices that showed our invitation didn't consider Mel's visit a burden. I added, "I'd love to meet her. This is YOUR home," I emphasized to Lynn. "She'd be more than welcome here. She's family."
"Oh, you mean it. I'd so love to do it. I really haven't seen her since Christmas although we talk almost every day -- well you both know that. Anyway, she could use the guest room. She's just nineteen, responsible and I know will help out. Hopefully, she can get a job near here."
Karen said enthusiastically, "Wait! I have a job for her. We need a part-timer in accounting to help with changing over to a new system over the summer. It'd be perfect -- roughly June first to mid August, four days a week. We were going to hire a temp, but a summer intern would be even better!"
Lynn got up and kissed Karen and me then ran off to call Mel and give her our invitation. She came back fifteen minutes later with a big smile and announced Mel would fly down right after last final on May 12. Looks as though we'll have a teenager with us for the summer.

*****Airtrans 566 floated three feet above the runway for a couple of thousand feet before it lost enough flying speed and settled to the ground. The wheels squeaked as they accelerated up to the 140-knot touch down speed, then the reverse thrusters on the Boeing 737 were deployed in a scream of jet noise and the plane slowed to avoid careening off the end of runway 32 at Sarasota International airport.
Lynn, Karen, and I were all standing there to meet the four o'clock arrival on May 12. Mel, short for Melinda, was Lynn's nineteen-year-old daughter. Neither Karen nor I had met her although we had exchanged pleasantries with her on the telephone. We'd watched the plane land from the small observation deck then we walked down to the main lobby area that all arriving passengers funneled through to greet Mel and retrieve her luggage.
Mel was a younger version of her mother. I'd seen a few pictures of her, but they didn't do her justice. She was beautiful. Even in her youth, she had the same touch of elegance her mother had, maybe it was her way of walking - except she was running towards us with a look of glee on her face. She dropped her large purse and threw her arms around Lynn in a big hug, "OH MOM! I'm so glad to be here." They swung around in a full circle.
She turned to me, "And you're Jim. Wow. You're so much better in the flesh." She embraced me with a hug and a peck on the lips. I was aware of how light and fragile she was just from the brief contact with her.
"And you're Karen," she turned and hugged Karen with no ambivalence and equal attention.
We stood for a moment and continued our greeting, talking about the flight, and her luggage. Then, we collected her bags and I herded the three women down the escalator to the luggage carousel. We retrieved two huge suitcases of Mel's and maneuvered them to curb side. I got the car; we loaded the bags and everyone piled in. Fifteen minutes later we rolled into my driveway and helped Mel get all her belongings into the guest room.
I was content to leave Mel, Lynn, and Karen together to talk to each other. Their excited voices filled the house with joy and glee that I was happy to hear. Lynn eventually came out of the guest room, "We're going to take a swim -- come join us." I went off with Lynn to change into our swimsuits. Karen came in and put her suit on too. I got a hard-on just from seeing their two nude bodies as they maneuvered into their bikinis.
Mel in a swimsuit was indescribable. First off, I didn't know they made bikinis with so little cloth. I wondered if it were legal and whether I was allowed to think the thoughts that ran through my head. Besides the swim suit, there was Mel's body; I mean there are all sorts of great words, particularly adjectives, to describe how she looked but somehow they were inadequate. I struggled to unwrap my tongue so I could even think. She was beautiful, shapely, curvy, taut, tight, un-sagging, and slender with well-proportioned breasts. Like her mother, she had long delicious legs. Her skin was flawless. Like her mother again, she had the face like a model. She too had long flowing blond hair; it wasn't straight and stringy, instead it had a sophisticated and natural series of twirls and twists in it that made it just gorgeous.
Karen came up behind me and wrapped her arms around me and whispered in my ear, "Tuck your tongue in your mouth." I just nodded.
We swam for about half an hour. The afternoon heat had yielded to some towering thunderheads that closed in on us eventually and grayed the afternoon. I got out and got everyone wine coolers. We sat around under the overhang of the porch at the patio table and talked about Mel's college year, courses, her major -- psychology, boyfriends, dorm life and so on. Mel was more than happy to share her life with her mother and two other adults, and she seemed to hold back nothing. I felt none of the surliness that my own kids had in their teenage years. She was open and engaging in her conversation and inclusive in how she made sure all of us were included.



As our suits cooled in the summer air, I couldn't help notice the six nipples on six beautiful and magnificently shaped tits distributed over three of the most beautiful women in the world. My rod nudged my leg again but not enough to embarrass me.
Eventually, we barbequed some steaks and ate on the covered patio. We watched several rain showers pass by but only had a few minutes of rain where we were. Eventually, a spectacular sunset presented itself and we all sat and watched the changing hues and colors in the evening sky.

*****The next morning I was working on a manuscript on my office iMac. Karen and Lynn were at work. I'd done my morning mediation down at the beach. I'd given up trying to do it at dawn; dawn in the summer seemed to come way too early. The beach at six in the morning was nevertheless peaceful though the sun was up.
About ten o'clock, I was quietly getting myself a second cup of coffee in the kitchen when the door to the nearby guest room finally opened and a very sleepy Melinda appeared. She squinted in the morning light and sized me up as friendly. She came and gave me a hug then sat on one of the counter bar stools. She was wearing an Ohio State t-shirt, and those long slender legs hung out the bottom of the shirt.
"Wow," she said, "I can't believe I just slept for ten hours. That bed is sooooo comfortable."
I smiled. "Coffee? Juice? Cereal? Eggs? What's your pleasure?"
"I'm a toast and juice girl," she replied. "You don't have to wait on me. I'll figure out where things are." She waved me away from serving her and started to move around preparing her simple meal.
After she had mastered her breakfast she asked, "What do you do? I mean you have this great house and pool, and I know a little about you from my mother, but ...?" she looked at me with the question hanging in the air.
"Well," I told her, "in one sense I'm retired. I don't do nine-to-five; gave that up about fifteen years ago. I had a successful consulting business and while that was going, I started writing books. I guess you'd call them 'self-help books.' Anyway, I wrote two books that were pretty successful, then had a dry spell when my wife Nancy was sick and subsequently passed away. Now I'm working on two new ones although I haven't taken them to an agent yet. My time is my own."
We kept chatting. Our conversation was natural and unforced. She was a good interviewer and pulled my whole life story from me over the next hour or so. In the process I learned a lot about her, including how she viewed the sad relationship her mother had with Doug Seaburn -- the departing husband.
As lunchtime drew near I suggested she dress casually and that we meet Karen and Lynn somewhere for lunch. Mel liked that idea, and I called Lynn to see whether she was free. As it turned out she wasn't but Karen was, so Mel and I drove up near the airport where she worked and met Karen at a little bistro that had a shady outdoor courtyard.
The three of us had a pleasant lunch. I left the table for a few minutes to go to the gents, and when I got back Mel and Karen were in deep conversation. I broke it up with my arrival. Mel actually blushed. Karen winked at me that I interpreted to mean I'd find out what the discussion topic was later.
After lunch, it was hot and sunny with the afternoon thunderstorms starting to build. Nonetheless I took Mel to Lido Beach, and we took a walk. Although she didn't have a bathing suit on she went in swimming up to her waist. She was almost dry when we got back to the car.
Earlier in our walk she'd asked rhetorically, "Why can some guys be such assholes?"
I must have looked horrified for she turned to me and said, "NO, NOT YOU! I mean, well, I've had a couple of guys I've liked in the past year but it seems they are only out for one thing. I know I'm a cute blond, but I do have a brain and I know how to use it." She gave me a knowing glance that I was supposed to figure out.
"Whew," I said aloud. "For a second there I thought I'd reverted to my college days when I was mainly driven by hormones and a lot less by reason and caring. Does that give you a clue?"
"Is there a way to get guys to be less hormonal and more ... well, more like you?" she asked.
"Why thank you for the compliment. I'm about thirty-plus years past your hormone-laden friends, but let me think on that for a minute or two." We kept walking.
I did and then said, "Seems to me you have a couple of options. First, date older guys who've at least developed some control over their urges. I don't recall age eighteen as being anything other than a hormonal rage, so I'm sympathetic to what you are finding on the dating circuit."
"Second, make a 'contract' with the boy you like early in the game. If you don't tell him what you want and what will turn you on then it's unlikely he'll discover it any other way except trial and error and that's apt to be a painful process."
"Do you and my mother talk like that?" she asked taking my hand in hers.
"Yes we do, continually - with Karen too. We're very much in the mode of discovering about each other."
"Does that include ..." she paused clearly embarrassed by what she was about to ask. "Does that include talking about how to, err, love each other?"
I laughed because many of our recent conversations had been about how to turn each other on and what our fantasies were. I told Mel, "Yes. We've talked about what we like when we're making love and what our fantasies are. We've talked about foreplay and after play. We talk every day about what we like about what we do for each other, even little things." Mel blushed, victim of my philosophy to tell it like it is.
I went on, "The other thing we do is always boost the other person up. We are full of love and compliments for each other. Even when we want one of us to stop doing something we take time to soften how we talk about, trying to put it as a positive. I was fortunate that I was trained that way early in my career."
"Give me an example," she asked.
"Well both Lynn and Karen developed a habit of just leaving their dirty dishes on the counter instead of putting them in the dishwasher. Rather than saying you don't pick up after yourselves blah blah blah, I waited until they cleaned up one day. My words to them were then 'I love it when the kitchen is so neat after you've eaten. Thank you so much for doing this and then I kissed each one of them as a reward.' Things have been a lot better since."
Our discussion continued although I'm not sure I shed any light on the situation. Mel told me she was most appreciative for my talking with her. She even gave me a hug when we got to the car.
Back and the house Mel changed into her microscopic bikini and went out to catch the last rays of sun before the thunderclouds obscured the sun again. I tucked my tongue back in my mouth and went and wrote a couple of thousand words in one of my books.
Lynn and Karen got home a little after five. They changed, and we all took a swim in the pool, had some wine, and then dug into some great leftovers from earlier in the week. After dinner, the three women went into the living room to continue what I called their female-bonding time; I went back to my office to work. I occasionally heard a rift of laughter ripple through the house; it made me smile.
About nine o'clock Karen came in. She was in very skimpy baby doll pajamas that did little to hide her assets. She came and sat in my lap reaching over and turning out my desk lamp as she did. She pulled one of my hands to her breasts and gave me one of her kisses that melted metal and certainly made me stop thinking about working -- ever again!
After many kisses she pulled me up and led me to our bedroom. There, she stripped me of my shorts and shirt, pulled her pajamas off, grabbed my inflating cock and led me to the bed. About that time Lynn came in and joined us. The three of us pressed into one another.
"Jimmmmmm," Lynn said in her I-want-something voice that I couldn't resist. "We need you to do something for us," she said in a half whisper as she bit at my lower lip in a very sensuous way that sent signals straight to my nether region.
"I'm all yours, darling," I replied, running a hand up her side and almost caressing her breast.
"We want you to make love to Mel," Lynn said in her husky whisper as she licked my ear.
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Chapter 6 -- A Daughter Joins The Threesome
Living with two smart and beautiful women that you love and that love you deeply can be a challenge, yet Karen, Lynn, and I fit together like peas in a pod; we all loved and there wasn't a jealous bone in our bodies. I had been worried as a recent widower that at my age -- mid-fifties -- I would never love again yet alone enjoy the pleasures of the flesh, and then the Universe delivered to me not one but two beautiful women. I must have had a terrible time in some other life because the women were making my life heaven in this one.
The three of us had a very active and creative sex life. We liked trying new things and experimenting with one another. We were all so new to each other that it seemed like one endless honeymoon.
We'd curtailed the spontaneity of our daily lovemaking sessions when Lynn's gorgeous nineteen-year-old daughter Mel arrived for the summer after her freshman year at Ohio State. I was well behaved around this beauty and tried to be a perfect host and older role model for her.
One night shortly after Mel arrived, she, Karen and Lynn had been in the living room talking in hushed tones and frequently breaking into girlish laughter that I was so glad to have in my home. Karen, dressed to seduce, had then come and pulled me away from my computer and into the bedroom. Lynn joined us, and soon the three of us were naked on the bed and starting to get into the high point of my day -- making love to the two of them.
What happened next knocked my socks off. Lynn rubbed herself against me and then asked in her I-want-something voice that I couldn't resist: "Jimmmmmm," I nodded, "We need you to do something for us," she said in a half whisper as she bit at my lower lip in a very sensuous way that sent signals straight to my inflating dick.
"I'm all yours, darling," I replied, running a hand up her side and caressing a breast.
"We want you to make love to Mel," Lynn said in her husky whisper as she licked my ear.
"WHAT?!!" I blurted out in a loud voice as soon as the idea penetrated my feeble brain. I'm sure Mel heard my retort on the other side of the house because it was so loud. "You can't be serious? You want me to ... to make love to your daughter?"
"Exactly," Lynn said, surprised at my response. Lynn started to stroke my thigh as she knelt next to me and looked up into my eyes with the bluest eyes in the state. She really wanted this.
"Are you two sure this is a good idea? I mean ... Lynn ... that's sort of incest, well it's not I guess, but it's close. And I don't want to do anything that would screw up our relationship ... I mean the three of us are in careful balance, if I start bonking Mel that'd throw things out of balance, wouldn't it?" I looked to Karen for support, but it was clear she was in on this. She started stroking my other thigh, her dark eyes looking deep into my soul.
I drew a breath to continue objecting, but Lynn leaned in and gave me a kiss with a lot of her tongue that was quite distracting. "You're a wonderful lover and the kind of man we hope she meets and marries. Meanwhile, she's a virgin and has spent the last four years fighting off guys who don't know shit from shinola about making love or how to treat a woman. You do, and we want you to show her."
"But ... but ... she's a virgin. Shouldn't someone else ..." I gasped.
"No, we want you. She wants you. Sure some guys have copped a feel and maybe brought her off, and she admits to giving a few hand jobs and trying to give a blowjob or two, but she's waited for the right man to come along. That's you. Surprisingly, for a nineteen-year old, she's not too experienced."
"But she probably wants someone her own age. I'm old enough to be ..." I started.
Karen cut me off, "There you go again with that senseless age thing. We've spent hours talking with Mel, and she's actually quite taken with you. You might call it 'puppy love,' but she has a real crush on you and thinks you are JUST the person to introduce her to love making and to how women should be treated. By the way, you must have had some walk on the beach today. She said she was so wet she had to wear her clothes into the Gulf just to wash her juices away so she wouldn't smell like raw sex on the way home."
I was speechless and fully distracted. My mind was going in a thousand directions simultaneously. I kept looking from Karen to Lynn and back seeking some further advice.
"Let's say I agree to this, how am I supposed to do this?" I asked. Karen was now stroking my cock back to an inflated state.
Lynn rose and said, "Wait here. I'll get her." I started to protest, but Karen came and gave me a kiss that would melt the sun. Lynn left the room and came back in only seconds with Mel in tow. Mel was wearing a nearly transparent cami with a matching thong. She looked beautiful, and her tentativeness and innocence were obvious.
"Mel meet Jim. Jim, meet Mel," Lynn said softly and nudged her daughter to the bed. I'd pulled a sheet over my hips and very erect dick. I held a hand out. Karen slipped off the bed and sat in one of the big oversize chairs we have in our bedroom. Lynn slipped into Karen's lap as Mel came to my bed.
"Are you sure you want this?" I asked holding Mel's hand and looking deep into her eyes.
"More than anything I've ever wanted," she said.
I pulled her to me and gently kissed each eyelid and then laid my own sensuous kiss on her lips. She kissed back in kind.
I pulled the cami up over her head, leaving her clad only her thong. I gently pushed her down to the bed, indicating she should lie on her stomach. She looked questioningly at me, and then did as I asked. I reached into the bedside table drawer to get a bottle of lotion.
I poured a generous amount of lotion into my hands and warmed it by rubbing my hands together before I ran my hands up Mel's back from her thong to her shoulders. She was tense. I massaged Mel's back, kneading into her shoulder and neck muscles. She moaned occasionally and squirmed when I hit a sensitive spot. I could feel the tenseness release slowly. I also worked my way down her legs at one point pulling her thong down and discarding it to the floor.
I worked lotion in Mel's perky cheeks too allowing my hand to dip between her legs slightly. I asked her to roll onto her back, but to keep her eyes closed. I explained that I would continue the massage for a while before we did anything further.
I cast a glance at Karen and Lynn. Karen was sucking on Lynn's breasts and had several fingers in her cunt. Lynn was moaning into the action. I made a note to myself to watch the two of them make love more often; it was a real turn on.
I worked my way up Mel's legs applying lotion and massaging it into her slim body. I carefully avoided her pussy area but did allow a finger to glance through her pubic hair several times.
I was slow and deliberate when I reached Mel's tummy; I didn't want to tickle her and break the mood we were creating. I did her arms and her neck, and then focused on her face, touching her hairline, massaging her scalp, and running my fingers through her blond locks. Then, I slid my hands down to her breasts that I hadn't touched yet. The nipples were rock hard before I got there. I applied lotion to first one breast and then the other; the nipples hardened to state where they could have cut glass. They were magnificent and such a pleasure to grasp, fondle, and massage.
Only then did I whisper to her, "Now you'll feel something other than my hands. Just enjoy. If I do something you don't like just let me know."
I leaned in a kissed her on the lips again and then started to kiss and tongue my way down her neck to her breasts. I let my hands fondle and smooth the rest of her body carefully avoiding her pussy just for now. Mel moaned and groaned frequently now.
After I'd paid homage to her beautiful taut breasts sucking each nipple into my mouth and making love to each one, I ran my tongue down her body to her pussy. I gently pulled her legs apart and put them over my shoulders. At first, she didn't understand what I would do, then she cooperated.
I lay across the bed so I could tongue Mel's pussy. I gently circled the area, teasing with where my tongue might land in the area. She was twitching wildly and often leaned to pull my head into her, particularly as I tongued her clitoris and labia.
I gently inserted a finger then two into her passage. I could feel the resistance and tightness. Mel was sopping wet, and moist beyond anything I could add with artificial means. She also seemed relaxed enough with my efforts.
"Mel," I whispered, "I'm going to come over you now. This might hurt, but it'll stop soon enough. The good part comes in a little while."
"Love me," she whispered as she blinked her eyes open and looked tenderly at me. She raised her legs and bent them slightly, affording me maximum availability to her love nest.
I positioned my cockhead at the opening to her vagina. I reached down and moved it around, allowing her juices to cover the head. Once I felt I was lubed up enough, I gently pushed into her. The first couple of inches I slid in without obstruction then I hit the resistance and paused. I pushed forward, surging slightly with each push until I felt a slight release and finally sank all the way into her.
I didn't move for a minute, allowing her to get used to the fullness and pressure in the area as well as to let any pain I'd caused to pass. During this whole time, our eyes had never left one another's. We stared into each other's faces, reading the looks, and expressions. We could actually see all the way into each other's souls. There was a rare unity, and here I was enjoying this with the daughter of my lover -- with not only her blessing but with her insistence.
I gradually started to pump into Mel, slowly first. She initially was passive but then started to reciprocate with small thrusts and motions that met mine. She smiled at me and reached up and ran her finger nails down my chest. She put her hands on my hips and started to pull me into her.
Our passion built. I relaxed into her a little so that I could kiss her face and neck. She was kissing me back with more intensity than I initially expected.
Our pace increased and after a couple of minutes I asked whether she thought she could orgasm. She said she could. I put a hand between us and rubbed her clitoris as I continued to pump into her. Now, I had her attention. Her moaning increased in intensity with little yelps occasionally punctuating our session.
She said, "I'm near. I think I'm ... Oooooooh, I'm cuming. I'm cuming." She rose and met my thrusts. As she climaxed I made a final thrust into her and just held position, kissing her constantly.
As she completed her high, I pulled out, still erect for I had yet to orgasm. I grabbed a towelette from the bedside table and cleaned us both us.
"When you are ready we can do it again if you want," I said to her.
"Oh, Jim, I'm ready," she panted. "That was wonderful. Do me again. Oh, you didn't cum," she said, realizing what had and hadn't happened. "How could you make me cum and not cum yourself?"
I leaned in and kissed her by way of an answer.
I suggested that she come over me instead of my putting all my weight on her. I explained to her that it would put her more in control of how she felt, particularly if she were a little tender in her nether region.
I lay down, and Mel came over me dragging her erect nipples across my chest as she did. The effect of her move made was electric - my cock was pointing skyward at its hardest. She held it and rubbed it along her slit, reapplying some of lubrication. She then slithered down my cock with her wet vagina; the act emphasized her tightness.
She was an eager lover and I was surprised by how energetic she wanted to be after losing her virginity only moments before. Mel allowed me to caress and fondle her breasts and smiled encouragingly as I pinched and bit on her nubs. I frequently pulled her to me and kissed her, often with our tongues deep within each other.
Mel picked up the pace several times, finally kicking things into high gear from which she did not slow. I was rising to meet her on each thrust, and then I felt the same sensation I'd encountered with her mother -- the rapid and spasmodic contractions of the muscles inside her cunt, milking the liquid my cock would deliver and pulling it deep in her body. That was all it took, I exploded into her after a brief warning that I was at my peak.
Mel's orgasm arrived at the same instant I started to jet my cum into her warm darkness. She shrieked, moaned and groaned all in one telling sound, then collapsed onto my chest just as my last spurt of juice left my iron rifle and shot into her body. I was moaning too. That wonderful heavenly feeling finished washing over each of us in our own way. I nuzzled into Mel's neck, holding her tightly against me.
"Oh, God, why didn't I discover this years ago. I could have fucked my whole way through high school. This is sooooo great," she exclaimed finally.
A voice from across the room sounded, "Because I didn't want you fucking your way through high school." Lynn spoke in a stern voice that made us all laugh.
Mel and I looked over at the naked bodies of Karen and Lynn in the big leathery chair in the corner of the room. Karen was nestled in Lynn's lap, her breasts right where Lynn could suckle them and provide electric stimuli to her lover. Both of them were smiling at us.
"You guys were wonderful," Karen said. "I'm so glad you weren't self-conscious that we were here. We actually got a little side tracked and didn't see the whole show."
Both women got up and came to surround our naked bodies with theirs on the king-size bed. Mel and I rolled to our sides, and I remained hard deep within her. Lynn came behind me and spooned into my back, her erect nipples grazing my back. Karen snuggled behind Mel, pulling her back; Mel seemed to welcome the contact and even turned to allow Karen to kiss her. My hands remained ever busy with Mel's generous tits.
Lynn said softly to me, "Thank you."
Mel turned and kissed me, "No, I should be the one to say that. Thank you Jim. I shall never forget tonight." She snickered a little and added, "And I hope that won't be the last time we get to do that. I have a feeling you have a lot to teach me."
I just grinned, turning to kiss Lynn and then I turned back to Mel with sudden thought, "I didn't ask but are you on birth control?"
Mel faked a look of horror that caught my attention for second before she gave a big grin, "Yes, I've been on the pill for years. This is the first time I've really needed its primary benefit, however."
Lynn rolled me over and ran her tongue down my face, kissing me deeply. She reached down and pulled my cock from Mel's pussy, then lowered her head to my groin and ran her tongue up one side and down the other of my partially inflated rod.
"I just had to see what she tasted like," she said. "Kinky, I know. You guys taste good together -- like Karen and you do; different, but good." She grinned. I had hardened again to her manipulations and the thought of what her sexy act had implied.
"Now, I want some of that too," Lynn said. She came over me just the way her daughter had a moment earlier, positioned me at her entrance, and then dropped like a rock onto my cock. A shockwave went through my body. I opened my eyes and saw Mel looking at me tenderly with Karen peering over her nude body at Lynn and me.
Lynn was not to be denied either. She started bucking almost immediately. I could feel her urgency and so rose to meet her. It wasn't long for either of us. The effect on me of three eager nude women was all it took. I blasted into Lynn, and she responded with her own orgasm a split second later.
As we came I heard a groan from Mel and looked to see that Karen had her hand in Mel's cunt, bringing her off with the stimulation of fingers on her clit and through fingers deep in her vagina.
We collapsed in front of the other two, feeling their hands and touches all over us. Eventually, Karen pulled a sheet over our ménage and we all slept in each other's arms.

*****I slipped out of bed the next morning to do my early morning meditation routine at the beach. I listened carefully to the messages and there were many: "Help someone other than yourself," "Love unconditionally," "Be a friend," "Teach," and "Love." I remembered these from the stream of consciousness that washed over me several times during my forty-five-minute meditation at the shore.
When I got home Lynn and Karen were up getting ready for work. Both came and pressed their naked bodies to mine with morning kisses and hugs.
"Lynn," I asked, "what about Mel? How should I ... err, ah ... what should I do?"
She rescued me; "Do whatever feels right and comfortable for her and you. If you want to fuck all day long that's fine with me." She kissed me again with a smile, "Just save some of yourself for Karen and me tonight."
"You're sure?" I asked.
"Oh yes," she reassured me. "Make Mel happy and we're all happy. This is a new experience for her. We're about to give her a summer she'll remember and treasure the rest of her life." She gave me a big grin.
Karen and Lynn left for work a little while later. I peeked into the bedroom; Mel was very asleep sprawled out on her stomach, a twist of sheet across her shapely thighs and buttocks. I went back to the kitchen and got myself a cup of coffee then went to my office and started writing.
Mel appeared about an hour later with the sheet wrapped around her body. She peered in at me with some hesitancy. I held my arms out to her and she came and snuggled into my lap. I just held her for a long time lightly stroking her exposed arm and shoulder. We didn't talk.
Eventually, I started to kiss her hair. Finally, she turned so we could kiss and that started a trend. We kissed and that escalated rapidly to French kissing. Then, I was feeling her body through the sheet and then the sheet fell away.
We went back to the bedroom and made love. I started to teach her some of the facets of lovemaking I like and that I thought she'd like. I taught her about Tantric sex whereby a couple can enjoy sex a long time, maybe an hour or more, without full orgasms that might end the encounter; however, we opted for quantity not quality and skipped the full-length demonstration.
We spent a long time learning about oral sex and how to please each other. I taught her many things about how to please herself and how to have herself pleased by others. When we took a break for lunch, I think Mel had about a dozen orgasms. She had a glow about her that she would carry around for quite a while.
We showered dressed and went downtown to a little eatery that had tables on the sidewalk. I'd been there with Lynn and Karen individually and together several times. The waitress recognized me and gave me a nod, wink and highly arched eyebrows after she'd assessed Mel and her tender age. I shrugged and smiled back. Mel was in a very touchy-feely mood and couldn't keep her hands off me, a point that was not overlooked. When our sandwiches were served, the waitress put mine in front of me and said in a reverent tone, "And for a VERY special man." I caught another wink. Flirt!
We walked and talked along the beach again that afternoon, but not before stopping at home and putting on bathing suits. Mel attracted much attention since her bright yellow bathing suit consisted of little more than two band-aid sized pieces of cloth and a thin thong that turned out to vanish once it got wet and reappear as it dried. The guys around us when Mel got wet really appreciated that fact. I caught more raised eyebrows with that lurking question, "What's a man like you doing with a dish like her?" I just smiled back pleasantly as we walked along with our arms around each other in a way that betrayed our new intimacy.



The next two weeks I fucked like a bunny -- morning, noon, and night. I was driven to satisfy each of the three women over and over again and thanks to the little pills I'd gotten from my doctor I was passably successful at it. Nonetheless, when Mel finally started her four-day-a-week internship at Emptive Aerospace I was actually happy to have the days as rest periods when I could recharge. The first week I took naps every afternoon so I'd be brighter and bushier tailed when the women all returned home.
I also went and bought Mel a friendship ring that matched the ones that Karen, Lynn, and I were wearing. I even created a special ceremony when the three of us where naked and in bed one night to give it to her. We had lots of candles around, and I read some poems I'd written. Everyone thought that was a wonderful, sensitive, and romantic thing to do. We all seemed to fall more deeply in love with each other after that, Mel especially and I was worried that she was losing her objectivity about being nineteen and that she'd stop being her age and enjoying the unique brand of fun that went with it.
Karen fixed that by pairing Mel up with a dashing young man named Rob Winters. He was a bright, young CPA in his mid-twenties. After their second day together Mel came home horny and with a bunch of questions for Karen and Lynn about how to catch his attention, whether to sleep with him on the first date, and so on.
The next day Mel called and said she might not be home after work. In an excited whisper, she told me that "He" had asked her to dinner that night. As it turned out Mel didn't appear until about two o'clock in the morning; she had a smile as wide as the street on her face when she came into the bedroom and kissed me awake to let me know she was home then trotted off to bed. Her comment to me as she went down the hall to the guest room was "You're teaching me all the right things!"

*****Mel and I were walking down the beach on Monday afternoon -- her day off, about three weeks after she'd started working at Emptive Aerospace. We'd spent the morning in bed making love in every conceivable way we could think of. We were working our way through the positions portrayed in the Joy of Sex.
"Hey, I have a question that's been kicking around in my head for the past couple of weeks," Mel said to me.
"That's why I'm here darling'" I replied as I clutched her closer to me. She fit so nicely next to me as we walked along, just as if we were made to be together.
"Is it possible to love two people simultaneously?" Mel asked. I must admit I wasn't fully prepared for her question. I bought time by looking at her and kissing her for thousandth time today.
Finally I answered, "The short answer is yes. The sometimes the answer is no. Let me explain."
She pulled me tightly to her and we sauntered on towards Big Pass. "Loving is the easy part. Adhering to the unwritten rules is the hard part -- and that could lead to the 'no' answer. I love your Mom, Karen, and you very much. We have no secrets from each other -- at least that I'm aware of -- and we place few restrictions on each other. If any of you wanted to see someone else that'd be OK with the rest of us, if you wanted to disappear for a year we'd miss you but that'd be OK. We trust each other with our lives and with our love. Look at how we treat your affection for Robbie; we're not jealous -- in fact, we are encouraging you to enjoy that relationship to the fullest. This is what our love for you makes us want to do. To me, that's what it means to love unconditionally. I love you without putting conditions on that love."
Mel said, "Mom's love is like that, at least since I turned seventeen. She told me she'd love me despite what I did. THAT took some getting used to. I realized I still had to earn her respect but that she would love me regardless. I remember being shocked that I was suddenly responsible for my life; I couldn't blame anyone else if I fucked up."
I said, "I assume you're asking about loving two or more people at once because you're falling in love with both Robbie and me."
"Yea," she said giving me an affectionate squeeze to her nearly nude body. "I love you both in different ways. You're my mentor and my super-lover. God I love to fuck with you," she hugged me close to her body again then pulled around in front of me and pushed her body into mine and kissed me hard.
She went on as she pulled away, and we re-started our walk, "On the other hand, Robbie's really nice and he's a considerate lover. We're discovering each other. I don't think he's ever had a serious girlfriend before, at least one willing to sleep with him all the time. I love to love him too, but sometimes I feel guilty about not being more devoted to you. I will not stop loving you just to be with him, but if he's not open enough to allow me that freedom I don't think he's the right person for me. Then again the sex is great."
I responded, "Well, for one thing, make sure you and he are not confusing sex with love -- either with Robbie or with you and me. There's a fine blurry line between the two. Once you sleep with someone, the line gets hard to interpret and understand."
"Does he know about our relationship? What would he think?" I asked.
She thought a long time before she answered, "I suspect it would blow his mind and maybe end our relationship. Then again he's pretty open-minded and might find it intriguing -- even stimulating."
"How would he view the relationship I have with Karen, your Mom, and you?" I asked to push the point further.
"That'd be interesting. I'm sure that imagining a man sleeping with three women without recriminations is a wild and wet dream for most guys," Mel said. "I don't know how Robbie would respond given that his new girlfriend is one of the three and he's sort of on the outside."
"Do you want to force the issue a little and see what happens?" I questioned. "We could have him for a barbeque and just be our loving and sexy selves when he's around."
"It'd be fun to watch," Mel laughed. "Let's do it. When?"
"How about tomorrow night? I assume he's free on Saturday and that you two were planning on being together."
"We're free. We'd agreed to go out but hadn't set any specific plans. I think he just wanted to get me in bed all day." She giggled.
"By the way," I added, "you should have the same discussion with Karen and your Mom. They may have much better words of wisdom about loving two people at once and all."
We went back and made love again before we cleaned up so we could welcome Karen and Lynn home in style. Meantime I was wondering in the back of my head what the five of us would be like together on Saturday night.
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We were lovers: Lynn, Karen, Mel -- Lynn's daughter and me, Jim Rice. We were halfway through the summer and I'd had more sex since it started that the rest of my entire life -- well, almost. Now we were preparing to give Mel's new boyfriend a crucial test to see how he responded to that fact and whether he could be open and giving of himself with other people in a relationship and accept that his girlfriend was the same way.
Robbie Winter rang the doorbell. He had a bottle of wine in one hand and flowers in the other. This was a lad worth keeping around I noted as I welcomed in the door.
Mel came and plastered herself against him giving him one of her soul-searing kisses even though they'd seen each other for a couple of hours in the middle of the day. He blushed since we were all present. He presented Mel with the flowers and offered me the wine that I took and opened so we could enjoy it later.
Robbie had not met Lynn before so there were traditional introductions and then Karen was introduced. Robbie looked confused about what the relationship was but thought better than ask for an explanation.
The five of us migrated to the kitchen that was open to the patio and the setting sun. Karen had just started making a salad. I went out of my way to bother her by wrapping her in my arms and kissing her neck. She responded by turning and engaging me in a magnificent couple of French kisses. I could tell that Robbie enjoyed watching us.
Lynn was working at the stove doing some sautéed mushrooms and onions to put on the burgers. I repeated the process with her and she was also passionately engaging in her return kisses.
I thought Robbie's teeth were going to fall out of his head and his mouth was hanging open as he watched Lynn and me. Karen didn't appear fazed in the last although she watched us happily. Then we shocked him; Mel came up behind me and turned me around for her kisses. Robbie's chin was bouncing on the floor.
The four of us went on as though nothing was out of the ordinary -- and as far as we were concerned it wasn't. Mel went back and started rubbing Robbie's back and just about anything legal. The rest of us kept up the touching and physical contact with each other. Robbie had a huge question mark over his head and his eyes were as big as saucers.
Over wine coolers we had nice chat about Emptive Aerospace and the weather and a lot of other things. Several times, Karen would stand behind Robbie and pull his head back into her body, rubbing his neck, chest or arms in the process. Since she was casually dressed without a bra his head could feel her breasts and whatever else as she did this. I chuckled internally as I noticed the rising bump in his shorts.
After the sunset we ate, cleared the table then re-gathered on the patio to sit and talk. Mel led Robbie to one of the large overstuffed chairs, pushed him into it and then sat in his lap. I could see that she'd removed her bra somewhere between dinner and now. I took my wine and went to the outdoor sofa where Karen came and sat on my lap, and then so did Lynn. Lynn pulled my hand down so I could stroke her breasts; so did Karen. If it was possible, Robbie's eyes got even bigger as he watched us.
We were pretty peaceful just watching the display of colors the evening sky was producing as the western light faded. The evening was one of those with a spectacular sunset.
Mel took one of Robbie's hands and thrust it up under her loose top so he had direct access to her breasts. He was a little nervous at first but got used to the idea as he saw the three of us kissing and me loving their breasts beneath their shirts. I think we'd ceased to be parent surrogates and changed to an unusual couple (threesome) that he and his date were with.
Karen whispered in my ear, "Shall we blow his mind?"
I grinned at her and nodded affirmatively. "What are you going to do?"
"Oh, we've cooked up a little scheme. Just go with the flow," she whispered.
With that she stood and walked over to Robbie and Mel. "Hey I want some of that brand of lovin' too," she announced and sat down on Robbie's other knee pulling his free hand to her chest and moving it under her shirt.
I wish I'd had a camera to capture Robbie's expressions as it flashed across his face. He initially jerked to Mel to see what her reaction was. Mel was nodding and totally cool with Karen's approach. Then I thought I saw his mouth water slightly, after all Karen was a beautiful busty woman only a few years older than he was that was coming on to him. Then he looked with horror at Lynn and me but we were both nodding encouragingly to him. He went around that circle several times in two or three seconds.
Finally, Mel leaned over and kissed Karen on the lips. Then they both leaned in and kissed Robbie. When I'd been his age I would have exploded in my pants if such a thing happened. Much to his credit he kept his cool.
Mel finally said to him, "We have a VERY open relationship with each other and we share EVERYTHING. So go with the flow Robbie." She leaned in and gave him one of those soul-searing kisses we all loved so much. She then turned his head to Karen who repeated the process.
In the meantime, I peeled Lynn's cami top off so I could have unfettered access to her breasts. The top hadn't left much to the imagination anyway, but now Robbie could see her magnificent tits and how excited she was. I sucked both of them into my mouth alternately as he ran his hands across Mel and Karen's tits.
Pretty soon we were all kissing and making cooing love noises into each other's mouths and bodies. At one point when Robbie was fully engaged with Karen, Mel stood and came over to Lynn and me then sat on my lap. I reached over and pulled her summery top from her body baring her taut chest for all to see; I latched onto her breasts with my mouth and ensured that both nipples were in their most erect state.
When I looked again, Karen was shedding her top assisted by Robbie. He was learning fast. He went in and paid careful attention to her breasts as I nursed Mel and Lynn's melons.
Karen eventually pulled him up and softly said to him, "We're going to swim." She undid his belt and pulled his shorts off. His long pecker came into view standing at a ninety-degree angle from his body. The lad was excited. She pulled off her shorts exposing the rest of her pretty body, grabbed his hand led him to the pool.
Robbie shot a glance back at Mel over his shoulder. Mel was smiling at him and nodded for him to go ahead. He had the look of a kid in a candy store with an unlimited expense account.
Mel stood and said, "Shall we?" Lynn and I stood and the three of us stripped and went and slipped into the pool. By the time we got there, Karen had Robbie about halfway down the pool and was pushing her whole body into his. He didn't seem to be resisting. I suggested to Mel that she join them, but she shook her head: "No I want to watch his seduction," she whispered to me with a smile on her face; "besides, we've already fucked a couple of times today." Mel reached down and gently squeezed my cock.
The three of us rubbed and smooth each other and watched Karen and Robbie as best we could in the diminishing light as night overtook the patio. I noted that our neighbors were apparently out for the evening.
Karen coaxed Robbie up on the side of the pool then we watched as she pulled his rod into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down several times before deep-throating him. The whole neighborhood could hear his groan as he blew his load into Karen's mouth. All the stimulation was too much for him. Karen caught most of it, swallowing his jism. We heard her tell him he tasted good and that she really enjoyed that. "I'll be back for more of that in a little while," she said.
At that Mel and Karen switched placed, Mel gliding across the pool and up into Robbie's arms, licking his dick as she rose out of the water. She pulled him back into the pool and into a full-press embrace with her legs wrapped around his back.
Karen and I planted Lynn the edge of the pool and took turns performing cunninglingus on her. Her moans floated across the pool.
Soon I saw Mel pull Robbie out of the pool and fetch one of the pool mattresses from the storage cabana in the corner of the patio. She lay the mattress down near the pool and pulled him down next to her. I saw him mount her and the two of them started the dance of love.
Karen watched and said, "That's my cue." She slid away from us as Lynn and I watched her nubile body emerge from the pool, and dry off slightly with a nearby towel. She slid over to Mel and Robbie, sliding up next to the couple on the mattress.
We could hear her start her "dirty talk" with them almost immediately. I was even chuckling not over what she was saying but over the effect I imagined it was having on him. "Oh Robbie, I love to watch your cock sliding into Mel's body. I want to feel your cock in me. Will you fuck me Robbie? Will you thrust that rod into my body? Can I have your cum again? Oh, you tasted so good I want more -- deep in my pussy. Do you like being here in our little orgy? You can fuck any of us any time you know -- we're all your sluts. We all want to fuck you. We all want your cock in our cunts. My vagina really wants your sperm swimming in it. Can I sit on your face? Will you eat me out while Mel fucks you?"
She got Mel and Robbie to change places, putting Robbie on the bottom. Karen moved over his mouth and planted her cunt squarely on his mouth. We could see him shift into high gear as he started to tongue into her pussy. Mel grabbed his erect rod and settled herself down onto his rod and started a slow up and down motion to satisfy her needs.
Lynn and I slipped out of the water. Much to my surprise, Lynn went over to Mel and kissed her gently. Mel rose off of Robbie and Lynn slipped into position and lowered herself onto his erect cock. Of course, he couldn't see what was happening or who was riding his shaft.
Mel came to me and wrapped her body around me. I pulled her to a lounge chair and settled into her pussy with my tongue plunging as deep into as I could make it go. She pulled her legs up and put them over my shoulders and soon had another one of her earth-moving climaxes. She pulled me up, "Come up and get inside me. I want your cock in my puss you sexy man." I didn't need coaxing.
I heard Lynn starting to cum over my shoulders. I was close too and told Mel. "Then cum in me," she whispered, "It's just what I want from you now. Give it up." She used her legs to pull me into her from my position over her in the chair. I felt her muscles clench and that was all it took. I fired about a half-dozen strong jets of man-fluid deep into her body. Fortunately, she climaxed with me and we made the appropriate noises and we spasmed our way to heaven and back.
Over my shoulder I heard Lynn finally cum. She had a short series of staccato "Oh's" and moans that announced she was cresting. Even in the dim light I could watch her back arch. She reached out and clutched Karen, who leaned forward and sucked on one of her breasts. That was the final straw.
Karen was next. She reached down and massaged her own clit as she urged Robbie to blow his load into Lynn's warm pussy. If he didn't know who he was fucking before he did now. Karen and Robbie exploded close together, this time with Lynn latched onto one of Karen's tits. The three of them fell apart and snuggled into one another on the narrow mattress.
Robbie's voice announced, "This evening didn't turn out quite the way I thought it was going to." We all laughed.
Mel said, "And it's not over yet, Lovers. I want some more of all of that."
The rest of chimed in that we did too.
*****
Robbie became a regular at the house several times a week during the summer. Lynn, Mel and Karen made him swear upon fear of losing his testicles that he would never say a word about what was going on to anyone. He wasn't the type to talk about something like this anyway.
One noteworthy night about a week after we had our barbeque Karen announced that she wanted to try anal and double penetration. Mel and Lynn went off with her to talk about the whole phenomena. I took another Cialis and made a trip to the drug store and a couple of other shops along the main drag through the City.
That night as the five of us sat around the living room getting ready to get into things I produced several toys to everyone's amazement. First I announced that we needed lots of lubrication so I had several tubes of lubricant: Astroglide and two that were flavored in case we wanted to really get into oral sex later. Next I produced several dildos of varying size; the ladies applauded my thoughtfulness. Lastly, I produced a strap-on. The latter produced a lot of interest and holding the dong up to each other.
"Let the evening begin," I announced. "Who's first?"
Karen raised her hand. "I think I sort of started everyone thinking about this and I've always wanted to ... well, I heard it was ... oh, hell, let's go." She reached out, grabbed my hand and led us all into the bedroom.
After a few minutes of one of her fabulous blowjobs I was harder than rebar. Karen bent over offering me her beautiful bud. I took a tube of Astroglide and lubed up her ass and my rod. The sensation of the cool gel on my dick added even further to my hardness. I moved up behind her and gently massaged her shoulders and hips, just talking to her to relax and release her tension to the world. I could see her body visibly ease.
I rubbed my rod against her slit, probing into her pussy briefly, then pulling out and gently pushing into her tight pucker. At first I thought this is never going to work, then I slowly slid in an inch or two. I stopped pushing and urged her to relax again. This time I pushed all the way in with a hard definite move, pulling her hips into me as I did for added force. My balls slapped against her labia as I bottomed out.
Karen let a little squeal escape from her. "Oooooooh shit. This is ... I'm so full. Oh I feel like I want to vacate. Oh I want to push ... but I won't."
I talked to her softly. "I'm making love to you in a new way. Relax and feel how this way is just new and different. Feel how erotic this feels. Feel how someone is touching some of your new pleasure centers for the first time. I'm going to make you explode in one of the hottest orgasms you've ever had."
"Oh, please, you can start to fuck me now. Fuck my ass. Fuck meeeeee," She pleaded.
I started my motion, slowly at first so she could get used to it. Lynn slid partway underneath Karen and sucked a breast into her mouth. I could actually feel Karen's entire crotch contract as Lynn started sucking. Mel sat stroking Robbie's erection a few feet away on the bed; everyone was watching what we were doing.
Karen started swearing and moaning much sooner than she usually did. She started to pound back into me as she yelled for me to pound into her ass. "I love this. I love you ass fucking me. Fuck me harder. Harder." After a few minutes, she announced through her panting, "Oh fuck. I am gonna cum in a really big way. I can feel the wave ... oh shit here it cums." With that she exploded beneath me, yelling in a frenzy as she collapsed forward into the bed as Lynn moved aside.
She lay panting and covered in a sheen of sweat before she rolled over and pulled me down to her. "Oh God I love you. That was fan-tas-tic!" She emphasized each syllable of the last word as she kissed me.
Mel announced, "OK, I'm next." She picked up a tube of gel and passed it to Robbie. She rolled onto her stomach and elevated her ass just the way Karen had. The rest of us pulled to one side to give Robbie and her room to engage.
Soon Robbie was plunging into Mel's ass and all we could hear was Mel panting and moaning and the slap of Robbie's body against Mel's ass cheeks. Robbie didn't have the staying power that I'd had; on the other hand he could deliver what seemed like an endless supply of orgasms all night long. Shortly after the two of them started they both exploded, Mel shrieking that this was the best discovery she'd made all month.
I still had not cum. I looked at Lynn with a question. She nodded and adopted the butt-up position in front of me me. I repeated the process of lubing us up and then massaging her so she could relax.
When I went to penetrate Lynn I slid in all the way with one easy stroke. "Oh, God" she crooned into the bed, "why didn't I try this years ago. This is ... Wow!!" I went gently as I built up, however, she was ready for much harder participation and soon had me banging into her ass as hard as I could. In seconds she was in a sweaty mess, dripping and jetting her girl juice into our union. I reached around to fondle her breasts and found Karen massaging one breast and Robbie the other. "Pinch" I invoked.
We swung into high gear and I pounded into her as she urged me into her, suddenly vocal and talking really dirt as we fucked. "Get in my ass. Deeper. Pound me with you cock. Fuck my ass. Balls to my pussy. Cum in me. More. Deeper. Harder."
All that just made me want to do one thing and so I did. I told her it was cuming and then I exploded into her dark tight tunnel. Lynn was expert at timing her orgasms to meet mine and she did again. We both collapsed forward into the arms of our other lovers, covered in sweat and the juices from one another. I pulled out and moved between Lynn and Mel; Lynn turned and pulled Robbie into her.
Eventually, Karen pulled everyone down the short hall to the shower and we washed up, reviving our interest in one another as we did. After we dried we returned to the bedroom where Mel and Robbi,e who'd finished drying off before the rest of us, were having a traditional fuck with Mel astride Robbie. We joined them on the bed and fondled one another as I slowly revived.
Eventually, Mel had a wonderful climax that shook the entire bed. The three of us applauded the two of them. They both grinned sheepishly. Robbie explained that he hadn't cum yet and jerked his hips up into Mel a couple of times to her delighted squeals.
"Oh, wait." Karen said to Mel, "Can I borrow him for a big cum please?" Mel nodded her assent.
I want a DP -- a double penetration. I want both of you guys to cum in me simultaneously. I saw it in a porn flick once and I want to try it while we're all in an anal mood." She laughed at the thought of being a porn queen.
I lay down on my back pulling a pillow behind my head. Karen snuggled down and again sucked me into her wonderful lips and proceeded to demonstrate to the rest of us how a blowjob is supposed to be delivered. She kept a running commentary between parts of her demonstration. I was in seventh heaven.
When I was harder than a diamond and the color purple she announced I was ready. With that she came and settled her cunt onto me, sliding down until our pubic bones pushed against each other. She then gestured Robbie to come over and stand over me. She proceeded to fellate him up to full hardness. As she sucked on him, Karen's drool lathered down on my stomach. I could feel her pussy contracting in sync with her sucking motions; I had to resist just blasting into her based on what was happening right over me.
When she judged him ready, she motioned for him to get behind her. "Do me. Do my ass now." She passed him one of the lubricant tubes lying on the bed.
In a few seconds I could feel his ministrations to lube her ass and then I could actually feel his rod work its way into her dark tunnel until the two of us were suitably deep into Karen's body. Throughout his penetration, she had urged him on: "Push into me. Plunge that cock in my ass. Get deep. Put that cock all the way in. Harder. Push."
We held position for a few seconds. Karen was already dripping with perspiration and we hadn't really started yet. "Oh shit I AM FULL," she shouted. She was panting almost uncontrollably, so much in fact that she was barely able to speak her usually string of epithets. She was just panting with her eyes rolled back in her head then she was just able to exclaim, "Now fuck me you guys."



I looked at Lynn who had pushed one dildo into her cunt and another into her ass. Her eyes were just slits as she masturbated herself with the one in her cunt. She had an angelic smile on her face. Mel moved in and took over control of the dildo in her mother's cunt, moving it in and out and around in rapid, stimulating thrusts.
I started pumping into Karen's pussy, the act being a little difficult since I had to push again her weight and Robbie's pressure through her peritoneum. I felt him start to pump too. Neither of us could take long sweeping strokes for fear of falling out of our assigned orifice in her body. Karen was moaning in her speechless condition, often able to say one word or two: "Pump me. Fuck me guys. Ooooooooh."
Karen moved much more rapidly to orgasm that either Robbie or I did. One second she was with us and the next she had one of her Richter Ten explosions, collapsing fully onto my chest as the event passed. Both Robbie and I kept pumping into her ass and cunt, making her moan even harder. She came again ... and again ... and again ... each time yelling out her passion and pleasure. Each time she came there was a string of cusses and swear words that would have made a marine blush. Instead, however, they inspired both Robbie and me to double-fuck her even harder and with more ardor.
Robbie finally nodded to me and whispered, "I'm real near. You?"
"I can be there in thirty seconds," I whispered back.
"Let's do her," he said. We both increased our pace of pounding into her butt and pussy. Karen was just starting to climax yet again when both Robbie and I exploded into her, yelling our own pleasures to join with hers. I jetted deep into her cunt, my back arching so much I pushed us all up into the air.
As we fell back from our climaxes, we tumbled to the side. Mel had made Lynn come a few moments earlier; she came and caught Robbie who fell into her arms. She stroked his sweaty forehead as he withdrew from Karen's now open and leaking bud. Now I understood the term cream pie.
Karen looked into my face, "Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you. That was mind blowing. I don't think I'll walk straight for a day or so. Wow! What a great fuck you guys are." Robbie and I each leaned in and kissed her.
I pulled Lynn into our huddle and we all kissed. Mel leaned in and kissed each of us too. "We're going down to sleep in the guest room," Mel announced pulling Robbie off the bed and leading him towards the bedroom door. "Night guys."
"Good night love," I said. Karen and Lynn softly wished the duo sweet dreams too. I pulled a light sheet over us and we all went to sleep.
*****
At the end of the summer, Mel went back to Ohio State with every expectation to return to us in Sarasota for Thanksgiving vacation. Robbie opined away and missed her deeply, although he confided to Lynn one day at work that they had phone sex at least once a day. I was glad they were staying in touch.
Autumn came and the hazy, hot and humid days of summer started to moderate in Sarasota. The afternoon thunderstorms gave way to some of the most beautiful weather we'd ever had. At the start of November the snowbirds started to arrive.
I knew that Lynn and Karen both had parents scattered around the U.S. We hadn't talked too much about them except when they called to stay in touch. Lynn's parents lived near her younger sister and a brood of grandchildren out near San Jose; they seldom made it east. Karen's parents were divorced and she had just about lost touch with her father; her mother lived and worked outside Boston but traveled internationally a lot. I was closer in age to the parents that I was to Lynn or Karen.
It came as mild surprise when at the start of November Karen's mother called up and politely invited herself to spend the Thanksgiving holiday with her daughter in Florida. We had pictures of all our relatives in a rogue's gallery on bookshelves in our living room, so I knew that Karen's mom was an attractive middle-aged woman.
Karen talked about her over dinner one night. "She was pretty dominating -- at least that's my memory. When you're eighteen you're glad to leave home and set out on your own and I breathed a sigh of relief to be out from under her. I remember her as controlling, but that may just have been cause I was bit of a hellion. Even through my twenties she was difficult to take advice from, so I kept my distance."
"What's she do? Her work I mean." Lynn asked.
"She's a buyer for Macy's Department Store -- really the Federated national chain. She's worked her way up there, in part at Filene's, and is now in a pretty senior position. She travels to Europe and China a lot I know; I think she's out of the country half the year. She's really in touch with fashion, women's styles and all."
"Does she get free samples?" Lynn probed with a greedy grin on her face.
"Don't know. I'm embarrassed to say that except for a couple of weekends when I'd fly up to Boston I really haven't seen her. I'd see some of my friends on those visits so the actual face-time with my mother has been pretty lame. This visit, in fact, sort of scares me because I have to really deal with her. When she's been in the country, we've talked on the phone but it's gotten pretty superficial. We both sort of know what we do but not the details. I'm looking forward to this visit to catch up and even re-establish a mother-daughter relationship."
"I have a deeper question if I may?" I asked. Karen nodded and I went on, "What have you told her about us?" I drew a triangle in the air between the three of us.
"Weeeeell," Karen said, "I haven't been entirely revealing about how I live and since she called today and announced her visit I've been a little anxious about how to tell her about our ... errr ... relationship. All ideas are gratefully accepted."
"What did you tell her?" I asked.
"I told her I took a room in a house so I could save some money towards a condo or a house of my own." We both looked at Karen without saying anything. "Whaaaat?" she finally said, "it's just a little white lie. Can't we work around it?"
"Do you want to move to the guest room?" I asked.
She thought for a moment, "No. It's about time she knew I had an unconventional lifestyle. Who knows, maybe she'll even think it's trendy. As we know from some of our friends, we're not the only people who've ever done this."
Lynn asked, "Are you going to tell her ahead of time or let her find out when she arrives?"
Karen got that mischievous look on her face, "Oh, we'll let her find out when she arrives and wonders where I sleep, or why all our clothes are all mixed together in the same big closet. HA!" she laughed manically, "this'll blow her mind."
*****
Tuesday afternoon before Thanksgiving, Karen and I drove to the airport to pick-up Beverly Price, her mother. We stood and watched the arriving planeload of relatives coming out of the secure area at the airport. Beverly stood out from the other passengers in that she was clearly the best-dressed person in the airport -- possibly in Sarasota and maybe even Florida. She walked towards us with great confidence and a bright smile, a striking blond figure in spike heels and a three-quarter length pleated woolen skirt, complementing silk blouse and a very chic suede jacket; she looked like she just walked off a fashion runway in Rome.
Beverly stood just over five feet tall. She was a petite woman that clearly paid attention to her weight and to how she looked. Her makeup was meticulously applied, nails done to perfection, earrings and jewelry carefully matched to the outfit she'd chosen, and skin carefully maintained to avoid some of the wrinkles or blotchy appearance so characteristic of many middle-aged women. She was a longhaired dark brunette and had a carefully coiffured hairstyle that pulled your eye to her best features. I was impressed.
Karen introduced us and I warmly welcomed her, even giving her a surprise hug. I was laughing uproariously inside because Beverly Price had no idea who the hell I was and there was no explanation forthcoming from Karen either. She didn't know Karen even lived with a guy, let alone someone about twenty years her senior.
With Bev's help pointing, I retrieved her large suitcase at the luggage carousel and toted it out to the short-term parking. Karen comfortably slid in next to me as her mother took a rear seat. We talked about the weather, Boston, flying and a few other inconsequential things as we started to drive.
To divert the conversation a bit, I played tour guide on the way to our home, deviating from the shortest route to show her the pretty part of the downtown area and the bay front. She had never been to Sarasota before. When we pulled up in front of our large house Beverly's eyebrows rotated upwards to her hairline; the house is impressive. Several of my friends call it a "Wow House" because every time you see it, you go "Wow".
I led Beverly to the guest room and set her suitcase up on a luggage rack. "Beverly I suggest you dress in casual clothes and join us on the patio. If you want you can even swim -- the pool's heated. We usually go in around cocktail time and then sit around and talk, and it's close to that time now."
"Well Jim," she said, "first please call me 'Bev'. Beverly sounds so formal and I think of my parents about to admonish me when I hear the full name. Second, a white wine would be lovely. And third, a swim sounds wonderful." She flashed me a wide smile and I pulled the door shut behind me.
Karen looked questioningly at me in the kitchen. I gave her a thumbs up sign. I checked the clock and it was four-thirty. "I think we're all going for a swim," I told Karen.
"I'll go change," she said.
"You want your usual wine?"
"Yes, Lover," she replied as I walked behind her, letting my hand cup her beautiful ass.
I poured us three glasses of my best Sancerre wine left them on the counter and went to put my bathing suit on. Karen and I did a little kissy face and rubbed our nude bodies together before we ended our mutual tease and put on our swimwear.
I had just finished putting the wine and some cheese and crackers on the patio table when Bev Price came out and joined us. Now my eyebrows waggled. Even though she was about sixty Bev was dish. She was a beautiful petite woman with a set of envious curves in all the right places, including breasts that give only a slight sign of sag and hips that had yet to broaden. She knew she was having an effect on me because she caught me in the middle of my 'gawk' and gave me an impish smile in return to my stare. Her bathing suit looked like it was a high-end Victoria Secret model.
Karen came out. "We heat the pool. It's just right to swim in -- refreshing. Come and wash all that airplane grime off of you." She went to the deep end of the pool and created a graceful arch as she dove in.
Bev nudged me towards the diving spot. "You go ahead and dive in. I'm going to torture myself and sneak in one tiny step at a time from the shallow end." I followed Karen into the pool creating an arch of my own as I went into the water.
Bev inched her way into the pool. Like Karen, she had a flat tummy that actually showed her pelvic bone when she inhaled. The bra covered a generous set of breasts that displayed considerable cleavage to the gawking eye with only a hint at the age lines in her cleavage so characteristic of endowed older women. She tiptoed into the water holding her arms over her head and vocalizing little feminine "eeks" with each step she took into deeper water. She had us laughing at her approach-avoidance conflict with the water. Finally she launched herself forward into a little dog paddle -- a move that got her wet from the neck down.
"Oh this is wonderful," she said. "I might never leave this all weekend. Can we serve Thanksgiving dinner in the pool?" She had an infectious laugh that both Karen and I picked up on immediately.
I watched Karen studying her mother. The two women hadn't physically seen each other very often for years, yet they seemed comfortable with each other. I didn't sense the controlling mother image Karen had mentioned to us days earlier.
After paddling around in the refreshing water, the three of us climbed out and dried off with some pool towels I'd brought out for each of us.
I sat down on the patio sofa and Karen came and sat next to me, pulling her legs up under her. There was no doubt that we were a couple and comfortable in each other's presence.
"I have a question, if I may?" Bev started, "Are you two ...?"
She never got to finish her question. The door opened and Lynn came through with a big smile for all of us. She came directly to me with a kiss and hug, then kissed and hugged Karen, then turned to Beverly. "You must be Beverly. I've so looked forward to meeting you. I'm Lynn."
Bev was dumb struck -- her mouth moved as though she wanted to say something but nothing came out. For the first time since she'd arrived she was facing a situation for which life had not quite prepared her. What did she say or do? How to act? I think I was reading the perplexed look on her face accurately as a thousand questions flashed through her mind: Is Karen gay? A lesbian? No, what about Jim? Is Lynn with Jim? No Karen's with Jim, isn't she? Are they? Do they? ..."
Bev started to sputter, as she looked between Lynn, her daughter Karen, and me. I finally let her off the hook, "We live together." I then just smiled. "By the way do you like the wine?" I was laughing very hard inside again and doing a wonderful job of hiding it.
"Errr, uuuumh, aaaah, it'sssss, aaaah ... Yes, I'd like more wine." Bev downed the glass I'd given her in one gulp and sat down with a plop and a huge sigh and a continued look of puzzlement on her face. She kept looking between the three of us. I could see she was starting to dissemble the model she had posited for how her daughter lived.
Finally she said, "You mean, the three of you, errrr, you live together. Really live together?"
"Exactly mother," Karen said with a broad smile as she slipped her arm in mine again. "The three of us live here." Lynn slid up to my other side and secretly pinched my ass.
"Do you sleep together," she asked quietly.
"Yes," the three of us said almost in unison.
"Oh!" was all Bev could think to say.
I turned and engaged Lynn with a "how was your day" discussion. She was now touching me in a loving and intimate gesture. We chatted briefly.
If Bev wasn't looking at us before now she was positively locked on and staring at us as though we were circus freaks. Finally, she held out her glass for more wine. I rose and got the bottle and a glass for Lynn.
Lynn had hitched across the couch so she could be next to Karen in my absence. I sat down where she had been and lightly touched Lynn's shoulders in an affectionate gesture.
Bev finally spoke more coherently, "You," and she looked right at me, "must be quite a man! I look forward to getting to know you better this weekend." I nodded graciously at her compliment. Bev looked at the two women and added, "And you too. You all must be special people." She looked at Karen, "And I've probably underestimated you."
To be continued.
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Chapter 8 -- Someone's Mother Joins the Menage
Beverly Price, Karen's good-looking and sophisticated sixty-year-old mother slowly recovered from her shock at discovering that her daughter was living in a threesome in which I was the participating male. After sputtering and stammering for several minutes, she finally got control of herself and could speak.
Bev looked right at me finally and said softly, "You must be quite a man! I eagerly await getting to know you better this weekend." I nodded graciously at her compliment. Bev looked at her daughter and Lynn and added, "And you too. You all must be special people." She looked at Karen, "And I've probably underestimated you."
With that she threw he hands over her face. "Oh, do I have a lot to catch up on. It's been so long since we had a real talk ..." She gave us all a silly grin then sipped her wine. "So tell me how you all met ... and, I guess, how you got together."
Everyone looked at me. I told the first part of the story, about losing my wife, my depression, and then pulling out of it enough to know I needed to help someone else. I then looked to Lynn.
Lynn told her story about leaving her abusive alcoholic husband in Ohio and fleeing to a place on the map where her dart had poked a hole in a map -- Sarasota. She told how a friend of a friend led to her meeting me first by telephone and then, a few hours later, face to face just after she pulled into the small city. She went on about how we fell for each other, and then how I used my network to get her introduced to Emptive Aerospace, where she and Karen worked.
Karen took over and waxed eloquently to her mother about Lynn's capabilities and contributions at work and how they'd become close friends almost instantly, sharing even many intimate things such as Lynn's relationship with me and her own frustration with many of her boyfriends. She told how Lynn and she had talked about Karen joining us in some significant way, even an intimate way, but they hadn't had a chance to think up anything specific. Karen spoke about how we all felt threatened when Lynn's husband appeared in the neighborhood and how she and Lynn had changed places to try to fool him. She got demurely vague at that point and just alluded to the fact that around that tense time the three of us 'connected,' and she joined our relationship.
Lynn and Karen opened up to Beverly about the many issues we'd talked about and debated prior to formalizing our threesome. They also brought up in their own words about unconditional love and the point of being committed to each others' happiness and what that meant to us.
"So you'd allow one another to have another ... errr, relationship if one of you wanted to?" Bev asked in disbelief.
I responded, "In short 'yes,' but it's complicated. For instance, I wouldn't just plunge into another relationship unless I felt it would add something to my relationship with Karen and Lynn. More than likely, we'd talk about it in some way beforehand not to restrict one another, but to explore the effects that whatever it is would have on us."
"Do you love each other equally around your triangle?" she asked. "Isn't a triangle unstable in a relationship? Doesn't jealousy play a role ,eventually?"
Lynn jumped in; "Let me talk to that. We worried about jealousy when we started. In a relationship, it comes from feeling left out, being taken advantage of, or feeling a relationship that you have with someone is threatened. We go out of our way to be sure none of us feel this way. Jim is wonderful in this regard, and we love being his girls. We really protect each other and are intentionally inclusive."
"Another thing," Karen injected flawlessly, "is that Jim totally accepts the feelings that Lynn and I have for each other. He gives us our time and intimacy together freely and willingly. I don't think he's got a jealous bone in his body." I smiled and blushed at the accolades.
"Well, I'm still in a state of shock," Bev said, "but let me tell you all that I'm jealous of the love I see between each of you. I know you had lots of other ways to put this in front of me, and you all have done it in a caring and loving way. I am grateful for your including me and for your openness."
We all migrated into the kitchen. Lynn changed to casual wear that on her always looks seductive. Add to that two bikini-clad women and I kept having impure thoughts as we prepared dinner and the four of us sat to eat beside the pool.
We had an animated discussion about relationships, pairings, bisexuality and preferences over dinner. Bev continued to be amazed at how open and communicative we were. We were all still learning from the discussion. After dinner Lynn and I took a walk to allow Karen and her mother to chat without the rest of the 'family' being around.
When we got back, we bid them goodnight and slipped into the bedroom. Lynn and I were reading in bed, both of us nude, my arm around Lynn and my hand fondling a breast when Karen finally joined us.
"You guys walk on water as far as she's concerned," Karen told us as she pulled off her bathing suit and wrap. "And I have a request Jim." She shot me one of those 'I'm-not-sure-whether-you'll-like-this?' looks.
"Try me," I said with a smile.
"I think you should romance Bev a little tomorrow while we're at work," Karen said seriously, "it would do wonders for her ego, and she confided that her love life has sucked for the past decade. Believe it or not, she has self-esteem issues. I think she needs to get laid." Lynn and I burst out laughing.
"And you think that she'll roll over and spread her legs after breakfast?" I jousted back to Karen.
"No, no. It's just that ... well, you have a knack with women you're not even aware of -- probably it's your pheromones. It might not be tomorrow, but you can get started tomorrow. What do you think Lynn?"
"I think it's a cute idea. I love your mom. She's so natural under the high fashion façade. Are you surprised by what she's like? You haven't really haven't had a deep talk with her for quite a while."
"She surprised me, particularly her vulnerability," Karen said. "I think I've been carrying some old tapes about my mother around with me for too long. I'm getting rid of them and seeing her in a new light." There was a long pause.
Both women looked at me questioningly. Finally, Karen said, "Well, will you?"
"I'll play it by ear. And you're both sure this is OK, and that any seduction I make of your mother won't hurt our relationship in any way?"
Karen came and snuggled next to me, rubbing her erect nipples against my arm. Soon, I was fondling four breasts, and then we made love.

*****I awoke and went to the beach for my meditation time as usual. When I returned Lynn and Karen were in the midst of their morning ritual preparing for work. Both came to me independently and whispered in my ear to 'Have fun' and to 'Make Bev happy'. I got kisses and full body presses from each of them. What a pleasant way to start the day.
I was in the kitchen finishing my breakfast when Bev appeared wearing an exceptionally stylish robe that came to mid-thigh. Beneath, I could see the edges of a feminine and lacy baby doll pajama set. We greeted each other. I gestured her to one of the bar stools at the kitchen counter and, despite her protestations, fixed her breakfast.
I had the feeling that she eyed me suspiciously, sizing up my motives regarding her daughter and maybe even Lynn.
"Did I hear you or one of the girls go out earlier? Around six?" she asked.
I explained about my morning meditation sessions as well as my desire for exercise through walking or other even more strenuous exercise. She looked impressed.
"Do you walk? Would you like to see my favorite beach? The weather promises a spectacular Florida day for you."
She agreed and an hour later the two of us were clad in our bathing suits and ready to start a brisk walk from one end of Lido Key to the other and back. I'd given her one of Lynn's big brimmed hats to wear too.
"Before we go you need a heavy dose of sunscreen," I passed a tube of the stuff to her as I fumbled taking my shoes off beside the car. She began applying the lotion to her arms and legs, but of course, her back and upper shoulders remained uncovered.
I took the tube from her ,eventually. "Turnaround, I'll do the spots you can't reach." I lathered up my hands and started to rub the lotion into Bev's shoulders, giving a massage as I did so. I moved down her back, working around her bra strap and then down to the small of her back and her bikini bottoms. Bev closed her eyes and enjoyed the stand-up massage.
"THAT was very nice," she said as she turned around. We were standing very close to one another, well inside each other's personal space. She didn't move away.
"I thought so too," I said as I looked into her dark eyes.
We stood there for an interesting moment looking at each other. I broke the mood by tossing the lotion into the car. "Come, let's walk," I held out my hand to her and she took it. She didn't let go of me, and I didn't let go of her for the whole walk; we held hands the entire trip except for some stops we made to pick up and examine a few interesting shells. We violated each other's personal space and flirted incessantly. I enjoyed her presence.
As we walked, our stories and histories unfolded to one another. I learned of Bev's early divorce and having to raise two girls as a single mother, her carving a career for herself based on her interest in fashion, and how she'd parlayed that into the role she played now as the top buyer for a multi-billion dollar high-end department store chain. She was actually humble and grateful for the breaks that had led her to today yet as she talked I could see how she created them for herself.
We talked about the girls -- Lynn and Karen, particularly how we got along and actually lived day to day. I explained that we'd developed a philosophy of never going to bed mad and always being willing to bring up even the little things that bother us. We'd all changed our behaviors to accommodate each other and were the better for it.
We talked about Lynn's daughter Mel too, and I had to skate on some thin ice here when we talked about her staying with us over the summer. I carefully avoided discussion about what Mel thought of the three of us, let alone explain how I'd been the one to take her virginity and teach her the finer points of lovemaking. I explained she'd developed a significant relationship with a young man where Karen, Lynn, and Mel worked named Robbie and we'd actually see the two of them tomorrow when they came for our Thanksgiving feast. Mel, a sophomore at Ohio State, was staying with Robbie over the long weekend. She would arrive that afternoon from Columbus.
Bev also told me about Rachel, Karen's older sister who lived in Denver with her husband and four kids. Rachel worked for Bank of America and with her husband of ten years had a little boy and two girls. Bev explained that she'd traveled to Denver a lot to spend time with the grandkids since she knew that Karen didn't want her around. That statement provoked a long discussion about launching kids and how they develop myths about their parents. I tried to build some bridges for Karen with her mother.
We talked about my two kids too. They were near Rachel's age and both with full families and older children -- my grandchildren. I had to admit I should see them more often, particularly now that Nancy was gone. Physical and emotional distance seemed to provide a large gap to bridge.
When we got back to the car, I pulled Bev into my arms and kissed her. She looked surprised at first but then kissed back, quite passionately. She even pushed her entire body against mine, a move that produced certain predictable consequences in my crotch. I had her sit in the car with the door open while I took a towel to clean the sand from her feet. Just as I finished, I leaned forward and ran my tongue from one of her knees partway up her thigh. I heard a little, "Ooooooh," but I just backed away.
I got in and got ready to drive. Bev put her left hand on my thigh and just let it rest there. I leaned over and stole another kiss from her. Not a word was said. We drove home.
When we got back to the house, I suggested she dress casual so we could go to lunch downtown. We went to my favorite outdoor restaurant on Main Street. The same familiar waitress who had served me frequently before came out, looked at me with yet another woman, smiled mischievously and waggled her finger at me. Bev couldn't see her, and I had to smirk at the waitress' humor.
We had what can only be called a romantic lunch. After lunch, we strolled around downtown while I gave an in depth travelogue about the City. At a florist shop I bought her a bouquet of flowers. I think she was proud to be walking around the City carrying the bouquet and receiving envious looks of passersby. Bev was holding my arm tightly. I thought I'd seen this movie before -- a feeling déjà vu came over me more than once.
Eventually, we drove back to the house. As we pulled into the neighborhood Bev asked what time Lynn and Karen would return. I told her not before 5:30 pm. I noted that we had over three hours all to ourselves.
As we walked into the house, I again pulled Bev to me and kissed her. This time she was even more compliant, even aggressive in her response. After we'd tried to tongue each other's tonsils she took one of my hands and pressed it to a breast. I thought I knew what that meant.
I pulled her into the living room, and we fell in an embrace onto the sofa. I pulled her pretty blouse from her shorts and could reach underneath and smooth her skin up to her bra. I ran a finger or two lightly around the edge of her lacy brassiere knowing that this was an erotic gesture and that it would turn her on even more than she was.
Between kisses, she said to me in a husky voice, "You understand foreplay." She helped unbutton her blouse and then removed her bra. "I want you sucking on these; I can't wait," she said holding her breasts up to me with both hands. I moved right in and spent about fifteen minutes in the most pleasant pursuit of making love to Bev's chest. Although some age wrinkles showed here and there her skin was soft and malleable to my tongue. I brought her nipples to a highly erect state.
Bev talked to me. "Oh, you sucker. Suck my breasts. Bite my nips -- make them hard. I want to be able to drag these across your chest when we fuck. I want the hardest tits in the City. Bite. Harder." I tried to follow as many of her instructions as I could.
Soon, she grew impatient and started to undo my shirt. "I want you naked in front of me. I want to pleasure you too." In seconds, I stood naked before her. She grabbed my cock and pulled me to her and slid her mouth up one side and down the other. I was glad I'd taken another Cialis at breakfast -- I was hard as steel. She bobbed up and down on me while she fisted me into her mouth. She seemed less experienced than her daughter, but she had the right idea and an enthusiasm for the sport.
She pulled away at one point and looked at me, "I've never done this before. I've never deep throated anyone or even given a blowjob. This is understated from the woman's point of view -- I like this. I thought it'd feel dirty; it doesn't -- in fact, I love it." She sank her head down my cock again. She worked me deeper and deeper into her mouth, testing her choke reflex as the head pushed against the back of her throat.
Eventually, she made a final lunge and took me all the way into her throat. I was certain that I couldn't have done what she just did. She bobbed up and down allowing me to come almost out of her mouth before she sank her head fully onto my rod and took several inches of me down her throat. She was rapidly getting better at blowjobs.
I didn't want to end this way. At the first hint of an urging from deep in my body, I pulled away from her. "Not this way," I whispered. "Wait. It'll be better with me in you." I leaned down and pulled her shorts and bikini underwear off in one smooth move.
I sank to the floor in front of Bev and pulled her legs apart, gazing at the beauty of her pussy lips and the dampness of the surrounding the area. She had a pleasing aroma of womanhood that I found appealing and inviting. I sank my tongue into her vagina without hesitation, lapping, and sucking her juices into my mouth.
Bev threw her head back and mewed to the heavens. "Oh, dear lord. Oooooooh. God, no wonder all the women of this house love you. I'll give you a decade to stop. Don't you dare stop. Move that tongue just ... aaaaaaah, YES, right there!! I haven't had anyone do this to me for ... decades. Oh, suck my clit." She went on and on as I used every cunnilingus trick that I knew to deliver pleasure to her. Bev's talking and vocabulary kept me hard although I wasn't receiving penile stimulation directly.
I bought Bev to an orgasmic state when I added some fingers and probed her vagina looking for the slightly different textured skin that would betray a spot of great sensitivity. I found several. She almost turned inside out as I continued, and then her orgasms started. I think she had two back to back, then a period of a couple of minutes when she sank back to reality. After that, though, she blasted into to outer space and just stayed there, pulsing from one climax to the next. I could only tell her spasms from her other contortions because at each orgasm she tried to push my head into her vagina and split my head apart by squeezing with her attractive thighs. She'd relax for a few seconds, I would start tonguing and thrusting my fingers into her or rubbing her clit and she'd repeat the process. I think she had about twenty of these little highs as we went along. I was content to continue the rest of the afternoon for I was in heaven too; I LOVE to eat pussy and this was a treat.
Bev finally became satiated and reached a point where her body was drenched in a damp glow of perspiration from all her climaxes. She pulled me up so we could kiss. We soul kissed, and she suddenly pulled away, "Oh dear, I can taste myself on you. Is that OK?"
I told her, "I love the taste of you. You taste divine, and I could continue my attention to you for the rest of weekend if you'd let me." She kissed me again, taking time to savor how she tasted. I guess she decided she liked the taste because our tongues became all entwined again. Bev reached down and started to pull my cock to her; I was still rock hard.
"Put this love stick in me," she begged. "I need all that cock deep in me -- all the way. As deep as you can put it." I happily obliged, raising over her supine figure and slowly sinking my meat into her cunt. We both moaned in happiness at the union. I marveled that this petite woman could soak up my entire cock and take immediate erotic pleasure from the act.
There was no pretense as to why we were there. We were there to fuck and we both knew it. We both started to pump into one another for all we were worth. I pounded into her pussy and she rose to meet my every stroke. We became slick in our own sweat and then added the lubricating fluids of each other as we rubbed and fondled into each other's bodies.
Bev reached her climax place again and fired off one of her small orgasms and then another. I could feel the ridges and rings within her tunnel pulse against my cock. As her third orgasm arrived I told her I was there too and exploded my jism into her body. Pulse after pulse left me and jetted deep into her cunt. She came again too; I was now marveling at how orgasmic this woman was. She could teach something to Lynn, Mel, and Karen.
As our peaks passed, I collapsed onto Bev's chest. I pulled her off the sofa on top of me as I rolled us softly to the floor, pushing a coffee table away. Somehow we remained coupled. Bev was astride me, and I pulled her down to me and we kissed some more when I wasn't making side excursions to her beautiful breasts.



We whispered a lot of sweet things to each other. I slipped a finger between us so I could massage Bev's clitoris; she jerked in about ten directions simultaneously as I made contact. She said, "Oh, my God, you're just turning me into a blithering idiot. I'll be nothing but a puddle of cum the rest of the day. How many times do you think I can cum?"
"Well I'm told by the authorities that a woman has no limit to the number of orgasms she can achieve in a day. I think the record is ten." I paused for effect, "WAIT! You've had more like two-dozen so far today. Ladies and gentlemen," I looked around the vacant room; "We have a new world's record unfolding right here before your very eyes." I bounced my hips into hers then reached and held her arm as a ref does with a winning prizefighter. She laughed and then pushed into another kiss and embrace.
"I feel like I'm discovering sex all over again," she confided. "It's been a very, very long dry spell. Thank you so much for this."
"It ain't over yet lady," I said in my mock New York cab driver's voice. I bounced her on my groin again.
We were still coupled, and I confessed that each time I bounced her on my hips I felt sufficient stimulation to believe that our bouncing some more might be a good idea. She agreed. I restarted my gentle thrusts into her and she responded from her woman-on-top position. I kept stroking her clit too.
I hardened again, and I hadn't even left her pussy. About then we shifted into second gear and started some more serious lovemaking with Bev bouncing around on top of me, her breasts swaying in a circular motion on each stroke.
We varied the pace of our lovemaking and this time we allowed time in the middle somewhere for me to romance her breasts and nipples again, and then she did my nipples and that about put me through the roof of the house.
"Tell me about the hottest fuck you've ever had in your life?" I asked her.
"Besides today?" She laughed as she bounced hard atop my stiff cock. She told me a hot story of a threesome she and her ex-husband had with a friend some thirty years earlier. She admitted when she masturbated sometimes she closed her eyes and remembered that night.
The stimulation, story , and Bev's dirty vocabulary were all it took to bring me to a peak again. I gave her my sixty-second warning and she just nodded and picked up the pace. I crested and exploded into her again, delivering a second load of spunk to the doorstep of her cervix. I'd pulled her hips firmly onto mine so I was as deep as I could go. Both our backs were arched in our pleasure spasms and there was much pleasure moaning in the air.
Our slick bodies slid together as Bev fell onto my chest. We lavished kissed all over each other.
Then, from the doorway, there was a brief burst of applause. Lynn and Karen both stood there with big shit-eating smiles on their faces.
"How long have you been here?" I asked, not at all embarrassed at their presence. After all, this had been their idea.
"Long enough to catch most of the second show it seems. You guys are hot," Lynn said.
Karen added, "And Mom, you never told me you had a threesome with Dad and some other person. Learn something every day. Who was it?"
Bev was working hard trying not to be embarrassed at being caught flagrant delicto atop me and still impaled on my deflating meat. "It was Don Parsons, and we all really liked each other. One night we just drank too much ... and, well, things happened."
"So you only did it once?" Karen provocatively asked.
There was a long silence, and then Bev whispered, "No, we had our threesome for about three years until Don got transferred to another City. I have many great memories of those days."
Lynn and Karen cheered and turned to each other and gave each other 'high fives'. We all laughed except Bev who was turning a nice beet color. She'd started to worry about her nudity.
"Hey, as long as you're here would one of you get us a couple of towels so we don't leave pecker tracks across the house ... and then leave us alone for a couple of minutes, thank you."
Karen stayed and relished watching her mother's blush. Lynn left and came back a moment later with two hand towels. She came right up to us, knelt and said, "I hope you saved some loving for Karen and me. We love you too." She kissed me, winked, and left the room, pulling a curious Karen behind her into the kitchen. They were giggling which I think actually made Bev feel better.
As we got up with towels held to our privates, Bev pondered, "I never thought to ask whether what we just did was OK with them. Was it?"
I responded, "Not that I wouldn't have thought of it, but today was their idea." She looked surprised.
Bev and I blotted our private areas, grabbed our clothes, and I led the way into the master shower. We giggled our way through an erotic shower talking about getting caught. I gave her Lynn's robe, and Bev disappeared to the guest room on the other side of the house. I laughed when I heard a round of applause as she passed through the kitchen.
I tossed on shorts and a shirt and sauntered out to the kitchen. Not only were Karen and Lynn there, but so were Mel and Robbie. They all gave me one of those 'we-know-what-you've-been-doing' looks.
Mel came and gave me a full-frontal hug. "Comparing all the generations in the family are we?" she jested. "Got any favorites?"
I laughed and said, "Yes, the females." Everyone laughed. I shook Robbie's hand and welcomed him back. Someone passed me a glass of wine, and we were into cocktail time.
Mel was still hanging around my neck when Bev came out of the guest room smartly dressed in a casual ensemble that looked as though it walked off a page in Vogue. She blushed slightly as everyone turned to her.
"We've started with cocktails. Can I get you something? Oh, and let me introduce you to Robbie Winter, Mel's boyfriend."
"It looks as if you qualify in that regard too," Bev said, eyeing how intimate Mel and I appeared to be at that instant. Lynn stuck a glass of wine in Bev's hand and shot Mel a glance that told her to cool it a little. She uncoiled from me and went and hugged Bev and then Robbie. Bev relaxed noticeably after that.
"So, who's ready for a four-day weekend?" I asked. Everyone cheered and toasted one another. Suddenly, everyone started talking again, and we looked like we'd all walked out of a snapshot of a large happy family. Funny thing, I think if you'd been able to measure us all on a happiness scale, we would have all been off the chart. It was one of those days when you are aware of your contentment, and you remember it instead of other days when you were just as happy but didn't make note of the emotion.
Mel and Robbie bid us goodbye after dinner and promised to be back on Thanksgiving at noon to help with all the arrangements the women felt had to happen in order for the holiday to pass properly.
After a lot of whispering and giggling the women decided that if I were willing, I should spend the night with Bev again. I was more than happy with that idea providing Karen and Lynn were happy, and they were. Lynn whispered in my ear that they wanted to take turns playing with each other and some of the sex toys I bought a little while earlier so my absence would not be too noticed and in fact might be unwanted for a night. The two of them disappeared arm in arm.
Bev looked at me and said, "This is the most oversexed household I have ever been in -- except maybe my own years ago. Let's go fuck." She pulled me into the guest room.
And fuck we did. Ultimately, we fell asleep with smiles on our faces and in each other's arms with sticky bodies in a bedroom that smelled like sex.

*****My meditation time at the beach on Thanksgiving morning was special for me only because I approached the morning with an attitude of gratitude - the wish to thank the Universe for the gifts it had brought to me over the past year. I was so grateful for everything -- the love I'd found, my dear friends and lovers, the sense of family, the help I'd been able to offer, the situations we'd avoided through caring, and on and on. I mentally walked through the year almost a day at a time with gratitude and amazement at how the Universe provides. Tears ran down my cheeks in the morning mist.
When I pulled myself out of my meditation, I was surprised that over an hour had passed. I walked back to my car and drove back home with a big smile on my face.
I snuck into the bedroom to see the state of affairs with Karen and Lynn. Lynn woke and looked at me from deep in her pillow with one squinted eye then held her arms out to me. I went and kissed her, sitting on the side of the bed.
"We really needed YOU last night," she said. "The toys were fun and hit all the right spots, but both of us wanted you. Maybe tonight we'll just all be in bed with you, that way everyone will be happy."
Karen piped up in a groggy voice, "Oh, my sex machine is here. Come and kiss me too." I walked around the bed and caressed the other naked woman I loved.
Next I knew, I was naked, hard, and inserted deep in Lynn while Karen settled her shaved pussy onto my face. I found her clit, and we proceeded to toy with each other. Lynn and Karen were facing each other and pleasing each other. It was a nice way for three of us to be with each other. We all orgasmed within a few seconds of one another, and with sighs of happiness.
"Oh you are so much better than plastic," Karen jested as she sucked the juices from my deflating penis. Lynn was holding my head so I could suck on one of her breasts. Yes, this was going to be one of the best Thanksgiving's ever. On the bedside table, I could see a few of the sex toys.
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Chapter 9 - First Annual Thanksgiving Weekend Orgy Starts For Six Lovers
Bev would be my mother-in-law if Karen and I were married, and I'd spent a good portion of the day before Thanksgiving deep in her pussy sharing a new passion with this beautiful older woman. Bev was visiting us for the long weekend. Lynn and Karen, my regular consorts, had gone off to make love to each other the night before while Bev and I made love. Thanksgiving morning, I'd come back to them and we'd started the holiday off with our own unique brand of lovemaking.
Bev was prowling around the kitchen by the time the three of us got there. She ignored our afterglows and started prattling on about the size of our turkey and the stuffing and cook times and such. I went and wrapped her in my arms and French kissed her. She stopped for a minute and paid back the attention. Then, like a woman driven, she picked up where she'd left off. I politely backed out of the room as Karen and Lynn joined the cooking team.
I set up the table for the six of us carefully arranging utensils, plates and hot pads to catch all of the dishes I'd been told to expect. I got a snack to tide me over until late afternoon when the bird would be done then found some football on the television.
Robbie and Mel arrived right on time. I whispered in Mel's ear that she looked like she'd been screwing all night. She looked horrified and checked her face and clothing out in the hall mirror until she realized that I was just teasing her. She hit me in the arm and I felt the bruise for the rest of the day. That'll teach me to tell the truth.
Robbie and I watched football; I think it was Indianapolis versus Atlanta. My mind kept wandering off to the life style we'd adopted, and I was thinking about how to make it better for everyone, thus I missed part of the game. I also fell asleep for a while; I guess I needed the rest.
Mel came in and snuggled up to me for a while and closed her eyes sort of in a dreamy state. I had my arm around her and was stroking one of her fabulous breasts through the thin material of her blouse when Bev came in and watched us.
First, I thought she'd be angry, her face was totally neutral and hard to read. I didn't stop and Mel's expression showed her happiness. Finally, Bev said, "If I was in my right mind, I'd freak out. Instead I think the picture of you two is one of the prettiest and most tender sights I've seen in months." She came over and kissed me tenderly on the forehead, and then actually turned and softly kissed Mel on the lips as she napped.
I said to Bev, "Thank you for understanding, and thank you for being you and for sharing yourself with us and being open to new possibilities and structures and relationships." I squeezed her hand and gave her a tender smile.
Robbie had watched our interaction with interest. He motioned for Bev to come and join him on the sofa. She hesitated a moment then went and snuggled her small body into his large arms. He enfolded her ending with a hand firmly planted over one of her breasts. She rolled her eyes towards heaven for a second then pressed his hand into her body.
Someone scored a touchdown about then and the crowd went wild.
Karen came and took in the scene for a minute, smiled at me, winked, and returned to the kitchen. A moment later, Lynn appeared with her. They both looked at us with that tender look of happiness you have when you see the people you love enjoying themselves.

*****By every one's standards, Thanksgiving dinner was a huge success and we were all bloated and waddling around the house after we finished. We had enough leftovers to feed a small army, and I don't think there was room left in the refrigerator for even a bullion cube.
Bev and I led the six of us in a walk around the neighborhood as the sun was setting. Many other neighbors were out walking too including my friend Martin Williams and his wife. I did introductions and we all walked together for about a mile.
Martin pulled me aside as we were walking and asked, "My God man, is there anyone in this City who you aren't sleeping with. You are amazing! You're my hero." He patted me on the back. I didn't even have a chance to ask how he knew I'd bonked Lynn's daughter and Karen's mother.
We were all feeling better after our hour walk. Mel and Robbie again faded away, but not before Mel pulled me into the hall and thrust her tongue down my throat for a few minutes. "I want us to make love before I go back on Monday morning. Mom knows and she'll try to help find a time slot for us."
"I'm game but you know I have to recuperate from any other deeds I might be called to perform," I said humorously. "I think Bev goes back on Sunday afternoon. Perhaps that evening can be a time for us."
"Yummy, yummy," she said as she bit my lip gently. "I can't wait." She turned to leave; "In the meantime to quench my desire, I think I'll fuck the living daylights out of Robbie tonight." She disappeared around the corner leaving me panting. She reappeared a few seconds with Robbie in tow and the two said their goodnights and drove off to his apartment.
Lynn told us all it was time for bed. She set the rules. Everyone had to be naked. It was an open fuck and grope session, no holds barred, and, she looked at Bev and said, "Everyone is invited to participate in everyway possible."
To her credit, Bev didn't blink an eye. She stood up, kicked her flats into a corner, and peeled off her blouse, bra and then her dressy shorts and thong. Once she was naked she came up to me and rubbed her pert breasts across my bare chest. She hooked a finger through my shirt and pulled me off in the direction of the master bedroom with a little sashay of her fine looking ass. Karen and Lynn followed with looks of lust on their faces.
The FFFM session was stupendous except for the fact that the spirit was willing but the body was weak. I did fuck everyone more times than I can count and I delivered countless orgasms. I had to moderate my own activities lest I blow my loads prematurely and be unable to pleasure my bedmates. As usual, I thoroughly enjoyed the girl-on-girl activity when that was the feature of the moment. Much to Bev's credit she was a willing participant both giving and receiving pleasure from the girls -- even her daughter. It wasn't too late when we all fell asleep exhausted. The horniness index of the room had been significantly lowered for a few hours.
The next morning before I even had a chance to get out of bed to do my meditation, I felt a mouth encircle my rod and start to fellate me. I figured out that it was Bev. She administered a flawless blowjob, first exciting me then slurping up my pre-cum as it leaked over the head of my stick.
Then, she started her serious up and down strokes using both hand and mouth to excite me. Lastly, she jammed my cock all the way down her throat allowing the tip to pass into a place most people would gag uncontrollably. She not only didn't gag, she used that tight passage to bring me to orgasm. I groaned as the cum started to course through my pipes until I exploded into her mouth and throat. She didn't lose a drop.
I pulled her up the bed until she was next to me and kissed her, even French kissing her much to her surprise. I whispered my thanks to her, and then told her I planned to head to the beach to "think".
"Can I come too?" she whispered. I nodded, and the two of us slipped out of bed, both naked.
"What should I wear?" she asked. I suggested something loose and comfortable that could get wet if we walked the beach. She said, "Bathing suit?" I said, "Sure, why not. I'll get you a sweatshirt too; the morning will be cool this time of year."
My thinking time wasn't as clear or crisp knowing Bev was sitting not too far away having her own think time. I'd explained about meditation and being open to the messages from within and without on the drive to the beach. She nodded in understanding and acceptance.
I didn't fight to hear things in my silence other than the sound of the surf and the gulls. For today that was all I needed. I felt calmed and alert.
I ended my session, as the eastern sky was aglow with the new day. I walked over to Bev and helped her to her feet. We hugged and she put her arms around my neck and we kissed very tenderly, almost spiritually. "Will you make love to me here -- on the beach somewhere?"
I nodded and led her towards some dunes. Once we were hidden from the few early morning beachcombers that were out, we stood, and I peeled off my sweat suit, laying it down as a blanket Bev could be on. I peeled off her swimsuit and then started to roughly kiss her all over her neck, mouth, and breasts. We were much more passionate than we'd been previously.
Bev pushed me down on my back then mounted me and started to ride me -- hard. I matched her ardor and passion with my own, and we fucked as the sky brightened and a cool, light breeze floated over our naked bodies. The beautiful moment will always be remembered.
Our orgasm was muted for we both checked our voices rather than cry out and have someone come to see what the moaning and groaning was about. We lay there in our heat, our juices seeping from Bev's cunt down onto my entire groin area. We kissed everything about each other that we could find to kiss -- breasts, arms, shoulders, necks, faces, ears, hair, and on and on, again and again. We couldn't get enough of each other.
Eventually, we slowed, stood and pulled our clothing back on. I think we both tried to act nonchalant as we walked out of the dunes and back to the car, but there were very few people around at that hour. Besides, didn't everyone have a morning fuck in the dunes at Lido Beach!
No one was awake when we got home. We stripped off our clothing again and went and snuggled against each other in the guest room. By that time, I'd had sufficient recovery time and I was able to mount her and ride Bev until we both came again. This time, I stayed in her folds as we lay on our sides and I stroked and caressed her body.
Lynn eventually tapped lightly on the door, "You guys awake."
"Come in," Bev offered.
Lynn walked in. She was naked. The sight of her body made me stir even though I was totally depleted. "Have you guys been having fun? Did you go to the beach?"
Bev said softly, "Yes, and we made love in the dunes. It was so romantic. I'll never forget it." She hugged me and then extended her arm to Lynn, "Come. You can snuggle in with us."
Lynn came and sat behind me and stroked my back and shoulders. "I bet someone's not going to be worth a damn until after lunch, right?" She jested; I nodded with a big smile.
"Got that right. I'm three for three this morning and that's a bit of a record so this ride is closed temporarily. Besides I'm resting in this nice warm nest and hate to leave my pussy palace to do anything else right now." I pointed to where my wilted pecker still resided within Bev's pussy.
"But you have all those good juices that I love to suck," pleaded Lynn. "Couldn't you guys uncouple so I could get my breakfast here rather than in the kitchen."
Bev and I looked at each other and then pulled apart. Lynn knelt and sucked me into her talented mouth in one easy stroke. I'd shrunk so much I wasn't even a slight challenge. She ran her tongue around my member and added her own saliva to milk every drop of our sex fluids from me.
Next, Lynn gently pushed Bev onto her back and we both looked at the cum seeping out of her vagina. Lynn leaned in a used her tongue to lap up the largest and most visible dollop. She lapped her lips in eager anticipation and then went deeper, this time I could see her tongue visibly extend into Bev's pussy, moving around to her clit and the surrounding area to capture the combination of our fluids that was smeared over the entire area.
Bev started jerking as Lynn's tongue passed over her clit. Bev went happily into orbit and Lynn sensing what was going on, added fingers to her tongue action and soon Bev slid right into another orgasm and then another. I'd never known a woman that could pop off so easily and thus have climaxes so close together.
I cradled Bev and kissed her, fondling and roughly manipulating her tits as Lynn worked over her pussy. I think the action helped contribute to her climaxes. Bev vocalized what she liked and what it felt like, imploring us to fuck her with everything we had. We did.
I looked at Lynn with an invitation for her relief, but she shook her head. "No, I'm fine for now. I'm happy with my protein breakfast. You guys owe me later though." With that our Orgasm Fairy disappeared leaving us to cuddle.
Bev and I napped a little in each other's arms, our thoughts and dream state enhanced by the full body, skin-on-skin contact we maintained.
Karen rousted us out for lunch. "Hey, stop pawing my mother and come and join us for lunch," she yelled into our bedroom. I know she peeked in the door to see what condition we were in before she moved away and gave us her call.
"So who's up for a round of golf?" I asked as I entered the kitchen.
That provoked a short discussion, and suddenly I had three beautiful women that wanted to play a round. I called and got us a tee time; we put on appropriate golfing gear, collected the clubs from the corner of the garage, and hit the links.
Mel and Robbie were sitting on our front steps when we got back from Bobby Jones Golf Course. We all had a dinner of turkey leftovers, always a favorite in any house I've been in. We ate in greater moderation than the day before.
Everyone was quite affectionate with one another as we cleaned up and put away. Robbie was even forward enough to tease and nuzzle into the back of Bev as she was washing; she in turn thrust her pert backend into his groin and gave him the equivalent of a standing lap dance. Both had devilish looks on their faces.
Mel was pawing me again, something I just couldn't get tired of. It was nice to be fawned over and it was doing wonders for my ego that this nineteen year old was lusting after my body.
Karen and Lynn were rubbing each other in a way fraught with sexual overtones. Both of them frequently rubbed Robbie and me too when we weren't otherwise occupied. I noted that both of us were sporting erections.
"I have a suggestion for everyone," the other five looked at me expectantly. "I think we should have the 'First Annual Thanksgiving Weekend Orgy' and that it should start almost immediately in our bedroom." There was a chorus of good idea, let's start, why didn't we think of this earlier, and so forth. I checked Bev to see if she was "in" or "out" and from the lip lock she had on Robbie, I could tell she thought that it was good idea.
I led the procession into our bedroom where I pulled Mel to me and slowly stripped off her clothes. Karen joined us and soon the three of us were naked and engaged in our own little three-way.
I checked the other three. Bev was stripping the clothes off Robbie who was in a lusty kiss with Lynn. Lynn was already topless and Robbie's hands were all over her upper body. She looked very content. I watched to the point where Robbie's pole was unveiled and devoured by a hungry Bev who practically inhaled his entire body. I chuckled as his body stiffened in response to Bev's deep throat of his rod.
Mel had just repeated the process on me and bobbed her head around my cock. Karen whispered in my ear, "We'll focus on Mel tonight. I'll catch what I can as we go along, but let's send her back to Ohio State with a sore cunt." She shot me a mischievous grin, and then leaned in a sucked my tongue into her mouth. I was a willing participant.
Karen and I pulled Mel off my cock and settled her into the large leather chair in the bedroom that we'd covered with a soft comforter. The two of us started taking turns administering to her body, our tongues alternately sucking on Mel's hot breasts and pulling her clit into our mouths. Mel became an orgasm machine in short order, not unlike what Bev had started doing; she started by popping off a small orgasm that almost launched her out of the chair. Mel's exclamations were so loud the other threesome in the room stopped and watched our action for a few moments.
Karen started whispering up to Mel from down in her pussy area. "Oh, honey, you taste so good. How many women have you pleased in your life? I want to own your cunt. I want you to pleasure us tonight. I want you to be our slut. We'll get everyone we know to come and fuck you. I want to pleasure you so much you totally lose control. I want you drunk on sex. I want you so fucked that you don't know who's cock is in you or why. I want you sore from sex when you go back to school. We'll give you stories to tell your friends that are so full of sex and lust that no one will believe you." She kept up non-stop, taking a lick and suck from Mel's pussy then talked to her. I was focused on Mel's chest, plus she had hold of my stiff steel rod and occasionally pulled me into her mouth and sucked me while Karen worked over her cunt.
Mel popped off three more times as we administered to her. We could tell she was sliding away from reality into the land of sex and lust. She begged to be fucked finally and Karen pulled me down and said in a dominant tone, "Mount her. Fuck the daylights out of this bitch."
Mel had a deliriously happy look on her face as I penetrated her and started pumping. Initially, I was tender but she wrapped her legs around my body and indicated by pulling me into her that she wanted to be pounded - hard. I gave her what she wanted.
This was a wonderful fuck. I could look down at Mel and Karen's naked bodies, with Karen being fingered by Mel as she frequently sucked and licked Mel's taut breasts. I could also look at the other bed where Bev was on her back with Robbie pounding into her cunt like the fuck machine we knew he could be. Lynn was lying next to Robbie with her pussy exposed in our direction, thrusting one of our dildo toys in and out of her cunt. What a scene.
As soon as I felt Mel start to climax, I exploded into her pussy. I looked at the orgy scene in front of me then closed my eyes so that I'd never forget what everyone was doing and how erotic the moment was. I heard Bev explode about that time, although for certain she'd had several other orgasms prior to the one I just heard. Robbie was pretty vocal with his explosion too.
I'd fallen forward and now Karen and I were showering Mel with kisses and love from the breasts up. She had a silly grin of happiness on her face between our kisses and tongue action.
As I moved back and pulled out of Mel, Karen moved into position and started to eat my cum from Mel's pussy. Mel fired off two more climaxes during that process. I had started to thrust some fingers into Karen, who I sensed was getting near her own climax. I looked around the room and Lynn waved a dildo at me with a questioning look. I nodded and she brought over the dildo I'd watched her driving in and out of her cunt. With her watching, I drove the huge, vibrating, rubbery shaft into Karen's cunt until it was sunk to the hilt. Karen arched her back and came, sweaty and panting as the pleasure swept through her body. "Oh, shit, that feels good," she exclaimed.
Upon hearing this, Lynn reached down and jerked the dildo from her cunt in a sudden gesture. Karen actually came again quite suddenly in response. "Ooooooooh, wow, where'd that come from," she exclaimed less than a minute after her previous climax.
She went back to eating Mel's cunt. I turned to see Lynn putting on the strap-on. I expected her to come to use it on Karen but I was wrong. Instead she rolled Bev onto her stomach and pulled her hips up until her head was down and her butt was sticking in the air. She moved into position and thrust the long rubber prong into Bev's pussy. Bev moaned and started to enjoy the act. Then, to my surprise, we watched Lynn take some of the Astroglide and lube up the prong and Bev's anal opening; in mere seconds, she'd plunged the strap-on into Bev's ass. Bev bucked on the bed in a shriek of pain, pleasure, and surprise; Lynn had to hold her down to maintain contact.



It didn't take long before Bev fired off another orgasm ... and another ... and another. A long string of swears and dirty talk came from Bev, most of it imploring Lynn to fuck her ass. Lynn looked at me in awe at how easily Bev was cuming beneath her. Robbie had shifted and had his head under Bev's chest, sucking on her engorged breasts and nipples. I noted he was using a finger to add stimulation to her clitoris and finger her pussy. Bev fired off yet again.
I heard Mel shudder beneath Karen as she had another orgasm. Although a short time period had passed, I noted I was hard again, at least hard enough to sink my rod into Karen's pussy. I moved behind her and adjusted her pretty butt into position so I could penetrate her. As I did, she gave a muffled moan into Mel's pussy. I started thrusting into Karen, watching the action on the bed. The more I fucked her, the harder I got.
Bev eventually pleaded for mercy, and Lynn pulled out. That was after a dozen orgasms. Lynn unbuckled the strap-on and cast it aside, then cradled Bev in her arms to help her float down from her many highs.
As Lynn held an exhausted Bev, Robbie settled in between Lynn's thighs and started to lick and suck her cunt. I marveled at how the interaction with his girlfriend's mother didn't seem to phase him. After a couple of minutes of this, Lynn pulled him beside her and then turned and straddled his buff body, shaking her breasts into his face as she did. She put on a show for the rest of us as she rode his body to three climaxes before Robbie fired off within her cunt. The rest of us applauded. Lynn waved weakly from her supine position nestled into Robbie's chest.
I'd slowed my fuck of Karen to watch the Lynn and Robbie show, but now I returned my focus to bringing her off. She delivered a climax just as I'd wanted, shuddering in spectacular form as she clutched Mel's hips. Mel's moist pussy was fully exposed to my sight picture and it was so erotic I couldn't avoid losing my load into Karen as she hit her high and milked my cock with her muscles. I think I shot ten large jets of fluid into her, noting I'd done the same thing five times earlier during the day. I was feeling like superman. Thank you Cialis.
I pulled Mel and Karen down next to me on the high pile rug beside the bed. Everyone was shot for the time being.
Karen finally stood and said to the assembled multitude, "Hey, I don't want to sleep on the floor. How can we arrange this so everyone has a bed?"
Mel said, "Robbie and I will take the guest room." The two of them struggled to their feet. Karen moved into position beside her mother, and then Lynn and I surrounded them. I told the women that I loved them and we exchanged kisses. I think we were all asleep in seconds.

*****As Bev and I drove down to the beach for my morning meditation session, I reflected on how much my life had changed since January when Lynn came into my life. We were lovers and then she'd brought Karen to be a lover with us as well, and then her daughter, Mel, and then Mel's boyfriend, Robbie, joined the fray; and lastly Bev, Karen's mother. All of us had celebrated the First Annual Thanksgiving Orgy the evening before and somehow I didn't think it was over yet.
Saturday morning, Bev and I meditated for a while down at Lido Beach. She complained of being a little sore yet she still had a smile from ear to ear. I was still in a rejuvenation mode myself and I was pleasantly getting used to lots of pussy throughout each day. The sunrise was beautiful as some low clouds picked up the rising sunlight and turned brilliant colors. The two of us walked a couple of miles of the beach before heading for home.
When we got home she and I prepared a great breakfast for everyone. The odor of bacon and sausage permeated the house, and soon we heard murmurs of the awakening orgy participants. Karen and Lynn both padded out looking exceptionally sleepy and sexy in pussy length t-shirts. I noted they were both naked underneath their shirts. Robbie appeared next in a pair of plaid boxers. Mel came out in a summer robe that did little to hide her great body; she also turned out to be naked underneath her wrap. What a great group! Here it was nine in the morning and I'm already thinking 'orgy'!
Bev and I aimed everyone to the porch and served up juice, scrambled eggs, pancakes, bacon and sausage. Everyone woke up pretty quickly as the food hit their pallets. Afterwards we sat around enjoying our coffee and watching some small boats out in Sarasota Bay. Everyone migrated to the comfortable chairs, the sofa and the chaise.
Lynn finally spoke what was on everyone's mind. "I just want to go on record as saying last night will stand out in my memory as one of the best nights in my life. I love you all so much, and I feel so well laid, re-laid and parlayed that I'd love to do it all again today if any of you are interested. Could I have a show of hands?"
Six hands shot into the air followed by a volley of laughter. The conversation went into a rehashing of what turned each of us on during the orgy. I couldn't help but notice that Mel, Karen and Lynn were beyond caring whether their pussies were visible, and in fact they all were. Robbie and I were sitting there with erections.
"Shall we just pick up where we left off?" I asked.
"No," Karen said, "we need to rotate the guys and girls, yet take care of those heading back to the sexless wastelands of Ohio State and Boston. We know that no one has sex in those desolate areas of the country." She grinned at Mel and her mother.
Karen made the assignments to Robbie and me. I was to start with Bev and Lynn. Robbie would start with Mel and Karen. We needed two more guys so that every woman had a guy to love her.
"I also have an important purchase to make today," I announced. Everyone looked expectantly at me. "Well, we have one king-size bed in the master bedroom; however, we need another in the guest room rather than the double bed that's in there now. There are a couple of stores that advertise that if you buy it in the morning they'll deliver in the afternoon. I think we should make that change so we have lots of soft acreage in the house for the rest of today and tomorrow." Heads nodded all around.
Mel said, "But Robbie and I didn't mind sleeping in a narrow bed."
Quick as flash Bev said, "Yea, but was Robbie on the bottom or the top?" We all laughed.
I said, "Thus, I propose that my threesome accompany me down to Mr. Mattress while the rest of you clean up the breakfast dishes and then do whatever cums naturally." Lynn started off to dress. Before she left she quietly asked me whether to shower or not stating that she was a little odiferous from last night; I told her not to shower that I wanted to enjoy all the fluids and dried cum and juice on her, even though it would be hours old and caked on. I ran a finger up her slit. She kissed me hard and ran off. I inhaled the wonderful aroma from my finger; Bev came and ran her tongue down my finger and said, "Yummmm".
Fifteen minutes later, the three of us arrived at Mr. Mattress. We bounced around the store, literally, seeking a king-size mattress that they had in stock and that wasn't too hard or too soft. Finally, we found a Beauty Rest that was just right, and we bought it and arranged for delivery in the early afternoon. We also stopped and bought some new bed linen on the way back to the house.
As we walked into the house, I could hear Karen loudly groaning and delivering a string of sexually-oriented expletives from the living room. When we walked in the room there were three nude bodies humping together. Robbie was on his back with Karen's pussy wrapped around his cock, however Mel had on the strap-on and was fucking Karen's ass. Karen shot us a pleading glance. I walked over and knelt beside her and kissed her, forcing my tongue down her throat. I rubbed and fondled her breasts, pinching her nipples in the way I know she loved. She shot off into orgasm land immediately.
"God, you guys show no mercy do you?" she finally panted after her orgasm past. Robbie had not cum and started to pump into her again. Mel got the message and she started pumping again too. Karen talked about cunts and cum, cocks and assholes, and orgasms and fluids, and then she came again. Her attendant crew barely paused as they continued until they delivered one more earth-shattering orgasm to her. Karen pushed out of the sandwich she'd been in; "Oh, God, I can't keep that up. I'll explode or dissolve or something that will feel too good." She rolled to the side rubbing her pussy.
Mel shed her strap-on as fast as she could then sucked Robbie's cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked just enough to rise and pronounce him clean of the luscious body fluids of her other fuck buddy, extending a hand to Karen who was slumped against the sofa, and then Mel sank her pussy down Robbie's rigid cock. Both kids groaned as he penetrated her tunnel.
Bev, Lynn, and I had watched the show mostly from the doorway of the room. Lynn made occasional funny comments that had us smiling. As Mel started rising and falling on Robbie's cock, Lynn pulled Bev and me into the bedroom, stripping off her clothes as she walked down the short hallway.
"After that show, I need to be fucked," Lynn said over her naked shoulder.
"Me too. I forgot how stimulating it is to watch other people fucking," Bev added. I wondered when she'd had that opportunity and made note to have that discussion with her later.
The two women lay nude next to each other atop the large bed. Their hands started to extend and fondle each other's bodies.
I was so erect that my cock was standing straight out from my body. I sank it into Lynn first, pumping for thirty seconds or so. I then repeated the process on Bev and then moved back to Lynn and then back to Bev and then back to Lynn, and so forth. Bev whispered that she liked being part of a "double fuck" as she called it. Lynn leaned in to kiss her and then I did too.
Not surprising, based on what I had learned during the past two days, Bev started to fire off orgasms on practically every other turn when I was pumping into her. Lynn sensed this too and started to pay increasing attention to Bev's clitoris and pussy area, especially when I was pumping into her body.
After one of her climaxes, Bev became more the aggressor and started to massage Lynn's clit, even thrusting several fingers into her body as I was sunk into Bev. The table turned and Lynn started to fire off the mini-climaxes.
Soon both women were damp with the sweat of intercourse and the room had the unmistakable aroma of sexual musk.
I'd held myself off in part by switching partners every few thrusts. While I could have held off longer I really didn't want to. I watched Bev fisting Lynn, an amazing activity where her entire small hand disappeared into Lynn's pussy. Lynn went wild. It had been quite a few days since I'd been with Lynn and so when it my time to penetrate her fluid-laden pussy again, I decided this is where I would lay my seed.
I looked deep into Lynn's eyes and whispered "I love you" to her. I told her this same message over and over again as I thrust into her body. I could feel her tightening around my cock as she spoke of her love for me. Then my explosions and my jets of cum shot into her body; we fell into each other's arms.
Bev demurely snuggled in behind Lynn and we both embraced her body as she floated around heaven. Lynn purred several times and I have to admit I did too.

*****Mel, Robbie, and Karen took our place in the master bedroom while Bev, Lynn, and I took a breather and fixed ourselves lunch and waited for the mattress delivery. Two burly guys knocked on the door about two o'clock with the huge mattress and box spring combination in tow. In about fifteen minutes they'd helped us carry the old bed to the garage and set up the king-size bed in the guest room. The bed just about filled the entire room, leaving only a little space to move around the sides and room for a small bedside table. We pushed the bed up against a built in bookcase and used that as a headboard. We'd had to get rid of a chair that'd been in the room.
After the three of us had put new bed linen on the bed, we all looked at each other. "Well, shall we christen it?"
Bev peeled off her robe that had been barely covering her lithe body; I had wondered what the delivery guys thought about her, particularly since it was obvious on several occasions that she wasn't wearing anything under it. I was nude in even less time. Lynn was close behind us. We all fell on the bed in a gale of laughter and giggles. Half an hour latter both women had about three orgasms apiece, and I blasted a load of cum into Bev's sopping pussy. Noteworthy was that Lynn was sitting on her face at the time enjoying Bev eating her out as she held on to the bookcase, panting and moaning.
We all collapsed into each other's arms. This time we cradled Bev in our embrace of love.

*****After a late afternoon swim, the six of us went down to St. Armand's Circle for dinner, ending at Cha Cha Coconuts mainly because they had a pretty good band for entertainment and none of us wanted to wear very dressy outfits. The food is mediocre but being able to eat by the sidewalk and watch all the tourists go by is well worth it. After dinner, we went and walked along the beach in the fading light of day; when it got too dark we all went back to the house, kept most of the lights off, and went skinny-dipping.
I say we went skinny-dipping when actually Robbie and I went dipping into the pussies swimming around the pool. I pushed Robbie to Bev knowing that she liked the young stud and the service he could render to her. I captured Mel for a while and the two of us fucked while she sat with her legs spread wide apart on the edge at the shallow end of the pool. After I was able to help her pop off in an orgasm, I sought out Karen and the two of us repeated the process: she sat along the edge of the pool at the shallow end, and I thrust in and out of her sweet cunt. This time I jetted my man juice into her cunt as we came together.
"Karen, I love you," I told her sweetly.
"Oh, God, Jim. You are so wonderful. I love you so much," she told me. We hugged and kissed a lot. Eventually Lynn joined us and the three of us embraced each other.
"Can we all sleep together tonight? Just the three of us?" I asked.
Both women nodded affirmatively to me. Even though it was on the early side, we slipped out of the pool and bid Mel, Robbie and Bev goodnight and went into the master bedroom. We snuggled in together and soon our sweet dreams captured us and carried us away.

*****Both Lynn and Karen came with me to the beach on Sunday morning; it was a first. We spaced ourselves out for our meditation sessions. I really got into it, and I think I really went into a trance of some kind. As I became conscious again, I had this feeling of love and well-being that transcended anything I'd ever felt before. Again, I felt the messages wash over me: "Help someone other than yourself," "Love unconditionally," "Teach," and "Love."
I shook myself from my reverie and looked to my left and right where Lynn and Karen were, respectively. Lynn nodded in reply; she too had finished. We both sat quietly until Karen opened her eyes and joined us.
"What a rush!" Lynn exclaimed. "I see why you do this every day. It clears the path for nothing but good things to happen to you. I feel cleansed and renewed. I could do anything."
Karen added more quietly with a tremor in her voice, "I had a ... spiritual experience." She broke into tears, and I went to her side and comforted her. Lynn was quick to her side too. "I feel what Lynn did, but ... it was so intense. I almost didn't want to come back from wherever I was. I felt so loved -- so unbelievably loved and comforted. I wanted to be at one with the Universe forever."
"We're both glad you came back to us," Lynn whispered as she kissed her on the lips. Karen kissed back. I felt proud of both women and loved them with all my heart.

*****Back at the house, Karen, Lynn, and I prepared the great breakfast this time. As the aroma of the food filled the house the door to the guest bedroom opened and Mel came out stark naked. She walked right up to me, put her arms around my neck, pressed her body into mine, and kissed me. I could taste Bev on her lips -- and probably Robbie too.
She turned, gave perfunctory kisses to Lynn and Karen, and meandered into the guest bathroom. We heard the shower come on.
About that time Bev came out of the guest bedroom, also totally naked, her generous tits swinging slightly as she walked. She too came up to me, flattened her body against me, did a little hump or two against my leg, and kissed me. I could taste Mel and Robbie on her -- a not at all an unpleasant taste or odor. She too turned kissed Lynn and Karen and slipped into the bathroom. The shower stayed on for quite a while.
Eventually, the two of them appeared partially dressed. Bev was wearing one of my black t-shirts with nothing on underneath it. When she sat on the kitchen stool she chose not to sit in the demur way women are taught; instead she sat with her legs partially spread and her pinkish pussy clearly visible to all her lovers. Mel had on the flimsy robe that revealed all her significant assets. She and Mel were talking about what clothes would make Mel have just the right look as they slipped onto the patio and joined us for breakfast.
"Robbie?" I questioned, gesturing towards the guest bedroom.
"Oh, we fucked his brains out last night," Mel offered. "I doubt you'll see him before noon. I don't think we finished with him until about four this morning."
"Of course, Mel and I went another hour past that," Bev added quietly with a coy look in her eye. She reached out and squeezed Mel's hand in affection and gratitude. "Last night, we discovered a lot about each other and how women make love to each other." Karen and Lynn went and kissed both women. I was getting a hard-on just thinking about what probably happened.
We'd finished breakfast, cleaned up and put everything away except a plate of pancakes for Robbie that we put in the oven to keep warm. Robbie appeared looking satisfied and dazed around noon. He was in his plaid boxers and running a hand through his tousled hair.
He looked over the group of us sitting on the patio, "I had a dream last night that two women turned me every which way but loose. I can't remember a more memorable night in my life. Wow! I sure hope I have that dream again sometime soon." With that, he gulped down the pancakes for some needed energy. After he ate, he headed to the shower.

*****The rest of us talked about travel arrangements. Bev's flight back to Boston departed at 4:50 pm. We all figured we had to leave the house at 3:30 pm so she'd have adequate time for security and ticketing. Lynn announced, "It's now twelve-thirty. This gives you and Robbie about three hours to pleasure Bev like she's never been pleasured before. She's got to be bowlegged, sore, and happy when she gets on that plane. AND," she snickered, "she's got to want to come back here soon, so we can all play again."
I went to the guest bathroom door where Robbie was showering and knocked on it. He responded from inside. "Hey, Robbie. Don't get dressed. We've still got some serious fucking to do this afternoon," I yelled in the door. Bev actually blushed, yet looked forward to the prospect.
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Chapter 10 -- Orgy Continues But Focuses On The Departing Lovers
It was Sunday afternoon and Beverly Price; Karen's mother was about the fly back to Boston after spending the Thanksgiving weekend with us. As the weekend had progressed, we'd created the First Annual Thanksgiving Orgy in which the six of us participated. Now, the two males of the group were going to double-team Bev at the insistence of our other lovers, so that, as Lynn put it, she'll be "bowlegged, sore, and happy when she gets on that plane, AND she'll want to come back here soon so we can do it all again."
I went and took Bev's hand and pulled her to a standing position, wrapped her in my arms and kissed her. Robbie came out of the bathroom naked and slightly erect. He walked over to Bev, and I turned her so she could be in his arms. He wrapped her up and kissed her too, pushing his hips into her small body. They stood there and kissed for a few minutes, his rod pushing between her legs as he squatted slightly; she squeezed her legs together and started to masturbate him as his cock slid against her slit.
We both led her into the guest room. Robbie peeled the t-shirt off Bev -- her only garment. The two of us worked from top to bottom and back, alternating which male was in charge of which part of her body. Bev went into her orgasmic state quite quickly. At one point, she had both of our cocks in her hands and was alternating sucking and deep-throating us. Both Robbie and I were harder than ice, our cocks standing out from our bodies at a right angle we were so excited. We were pumping fingers and hands into her body.
I lay back on the bed and pulled Bev over my body so I could penetrate her pussy. She was floating in wetness. Every gland in her body must have been excreting fluid through her pussy. She smelled wonderful, tasted even better, and her lubrication showed her excitement.
I gestured to Robbie to get the lube from the bedside table. Soon, I saw him grease up his erection and snuggle up behind Bev. I pulled her down on me and spread her cheeks so he could see his target. He worked right into bud; Bev's eyes shot wide open! "OH MY GOD," she exclaimed in a near scream. Robbie sank into her tunnel in about two strokes.
Bev fired off an orgasm and was moaning and groaning. Then, she started to talk, telling us what it felt like and how she liked our double penetration. "Oh, I am so full of cock. I love this. I want everyone's cum to cover me from head to foot. I love having a cock in my ass while I have one in my cunt. Oh God, I am so fucked. Fuck my cunt; fuck my ass. Make me cummmmmmmmmmm." And we did; over and over and over again.
Finally, I couldn't last any longer and I fired off into Bev's pussy during one of her climaxes. I could feel her contractions around my cock, more so than usual because of the pressure from Robbie's cock being inside her.
I pulled out of her pussy after my spasms had passed and slid from beneath her. Robbie pulled her butt in the air and pushed her head down to the bed and started to really pound into her ass. I know he could have done it harder, but I could see the tenderness and how he treated this woman he cared for. He wanted to give her pleasure not pain.
Bev was screaming in delight and passion as he pounded. Sweat covered both their brows. Finally, Robbie announced he would fill her channel with so much cum it would leak out of her for a week. I urged them on. Bev came, and Robbie erupted, yanking her hips into his loins in about six colossal thrusts. The two of them then fell flat, Robbie falling atop Bev's back.
I slipped out.of the bedroom and got three warm washcloths. Robbie and I cleaned up Bev after doing ourselves. Bev groaned over and over as we tended to her body. The two of us again licked and sucked all over her body. She massaged both our cocks. At one point she told us, "I want to remember this moment forever, holding two cocks in my hand and being able to suck both of them and know they've been in every hole in my body. You guys make me so decadent. I'm your slut forever. Just fuck me and keep fucking me; don't ever stop."
At my suggestion, I left a hickey on Bev's right breast and Robbie did one on her left. We told her when she looked in the mirror she'd remember this weekend and want to come back and be our sex slave again. She smiled wanly and clutched our heads to her bosoms. I told her I didn't want her to wear any underwear for the rest of the year; with every cool breeze or breath of air that rose beneath her, I wanted her to remember this weekend and how she was our slut -- our sex object. I wanted her to remember every fuck and every orgasm we'd given her, and how we expanded her sexual horizons.
I gently flipped Bev onto her front and climbed atop her legs. I started to give her a massage. Fortunately, there was some lotion in the bedside table. My massages are something that I've been told I'm good at. I showed Robbie some of the key points in doing an erotic massage so that he could try the technique on Mel. Bev just groaned in unbelievable happiness as I hit spot after spot on her body, often bending and kissing her back or neck. My rising cock slid back and forth on her thighs as I worked.
I rolled a towel up and placed it under Bev's forehead so that I could work on a different set of neck muscles as well as massage her scalp. Bev's frosty blond hair was spread out all over the bed when I'd finished. She had such a sexy mane of hair.
Robbie and I switched places, and he tried some of the techniques on Bev that I was just showing. His rising rod also nestled between her butt cheeks and drove towards her ass as he worked her over. After we'd exhausted ourselves pleasing her back, we flipped her over and massaged her front, starting with her legs and arms, and then moving into her face, neck, and trunk.
Finally, we both started to use our tongues again moving up and down her body as she groaned and writhed beneath us. As often as she could, she'd grab our cocks and try to suck on them. Finally, she got hold of my cock and told me to sit still beside her head. She leaned over me and wrapped her hair around my cock and then grasped my wrapped up package; my God what a sensation to fuck her hair. She would have had me cum in her hair, but I told her we had other tasks to accomplish that afternoon.
I signaled to Robbie that he should mount her; I whispered in his ear that we would tag team her. He grinned at me as he pulled her legs apart and slowly slid his long prong into her body. Bev pulled her legs up to afford him maximum penetration. He started slowly, but then built up speed.
I was turned on so much by watching the two of them fuck right next to me, I kept masturbating with Bev's hair around my cock. I kept smoothing Bev's breasts and occasionally reaching to her clit too. As Robbie's speed build up, Bev started her little orgasms, each one accompanied by a rising series of "ohhhhhs" and "ahhhhhs" as it built and exploded in her body.
Robbie signaled to me for a switch, and the two of us changed places. I moved in and penetrated Bev's pussy taking advantage of all the cum and girl fluids she was jetting to sink to my full depth instantly. I picked up where Robbie had left off, maintaining the rapid pace he'd developed.
Bev's eyes shot open at the change. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God."
Robbie was running his tongue around one of Bev's ears as she popped off a climax. This woman was worth writing about; I'd never seen such a multi-orgasmic person. Her moans, shrieks and groans filled the house; I was sure the crowd in the living room could hear her every sound.
When I felt an impending orgasm, I signaled to Robbie and we switched again. Bev's eyes popped open again; "Oh, I know what you two are doing. You're out to totally destroy me. I'll never be able to walk again! You two are evil devils. Ohhhhhhhhh, fuck. Fuck me, harder, harder, harder!"
Robbie sank in and picked up at the same pace again. Bev moaned and writhed beneath him in another orgasm, her legs wavered in the air and pulled back almost to her chest. Her breasts shook in a circular motion in time with his thrusts. More amazing was that Bev was actively returning our thrusts; she was not passive in the least in our lovemaking session.
Robbie and I switched places again after about five minutes. He rolled his eyes and said softly, "Next time, I'll be done." I nodded and kept thrusting into her writhing body. I couldn't help but look at Robbie's cock. It had swollen to over ten inches in length and turned purple he was so stimulated. Bev's pussy juices and the cum from our earlier session covered his shaft. He occasionally stroked it to keep it at its peak hardness.
When I again felt an imminent orgasm, I jerked myself out of Bev causing her another orgasm. Robbie thrust into her hard, very hard. Bev shrieked but yanked him into her with her legs. Robbie instantly shifted into high gear. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and probably the house. Bev practically shouted at each thrust. She seemed locked in one long, extended, orgasm.
Suddenly, Robbie exploded into her body; he pulled her body into his as he crashed down on top of her. Bev cried out in the pleasure that had been building for over forty minutes.
As he came down from his high, he rolled off Bev and I instantly took his place. My own cock was also purple in color and demanding that I cease the self-inflicted denial of my own orgasm. I started pounding into Bev. Her legs wrapped behind me and pulled me even harder into her body on each thrust I made. Her cries and shrieks started again, punctuated with her saying provocative things to me: "You are a sexy lover. I love having two dicks fucking me; I never want it to stop. I love your dick right now. Your cock is rubbing my clit and G-spot. Thrust harder. I want your cum. I want all the cum in my cunt now. Bring it to me. Fuck me lover. Fuck me harder. Now. Now. Now."
My orgasm was explosive and almost painful since I had waited so long and provided so much stimulation to my rod. I could feel a dozen jets of my semen surge into Bev's cunt, adding to the fluid Robbie had deposited only minutes earlier. I think my back arched for over a minute as I pushed into Bev and savored my orgasm. Beneath me, I felt Bev's spasms and writhing as she crested again, her cries of pleasure reaching a crescendo in the hot afternoon.
I fell atop Bev, and we rolled to our sides, kissing and fondling as we did. Robbie nestled behind Bev nuzzling into her neck and whispering what a wonderful lover she was.
Bev cried, "You guys are magnificent. I may bring all my friends down to try you two." She paused, "On second thought, no, I think I'll keep you all to myself. I've never been fucked like this, and I thought I'd done some pretty sexy stuff in my life, but this was ... was ... way, way over the top. This was soooooo much better than what we did thirty years ago! I'll be thinking of nothing but this for years."
Our breathing returned to normal, and we regained feeling in all the right parts of our bodies over the next few minutes. I glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was 3:00 p.m. "I think it's time for a shower so you don't miss your plane."
Bev said, "Oh, I've decided to stay in this bed and fuck the two of you until death overtakes me." She reached down and fondled my flaccid cock. I felt the twinges of let's-do-it-again, but knew I wasn't up to the task. I shook my head at her; Robbie shook his head too. We were both cooked for a while.
I grabbed a nearby hand towel and passed it to Bev so she could blot our juices as she stood and pranced to the guest bathroom. As the three of us opened the door, three other women were sitting at the kitchen counter looking at our tired and naked bodies. They broke into applause and cheering; I bowed and went into the bath followed by the rest of my fuck team.
Robbie and I washed every crevice and fold of Bev's beautiful body. She stood for a while with her head heavenward, and her eyes closed as we pawed over her with womanly soap and lotions. Robbie gave her an erotic shampoo.
We pulled ourselves out of the warm shower, dried ourselves and then took turns drying Bev's beautiful hair, brushing it out with the hair dryer going full tilt. We fawned all over her body, saying goodbye to its magnificence for the present. Bev remained nude all this time, delaying as long as she could, hiding her body from us.
We finished about 3:25 pm, and oversaw her dressing again in her traveling clothes. She again looked like the fashion blade that she was, her long skirt hiding her beautiful legs and pussy. For a top, she wore a thin silky white blouse with no bra. He nipples were erect. She slipped on a colorful vest and looked at us, "Well I can't have other men fawning over my body or knowing that I won a fuck contest this afternoon." She embarrassed herself. Bev came and kissed me; she whispered in my ear, "You know, I'm not wearing any underwear, and I won't until I see you again." She kissed me and ran her tongue over my lips. We shared a very passionate yet tender kiss.
Robbie and I somehow got dressed too. We helped Bev finish packing the last of her things and took her suitcase out to the car.
Bev had teary goodbyes with Mel, Lynn, and Robbie. Karen and I drove her up the Tamiami Trail to the Sarasota airport. Bev said, "Don't come in. I just want to be dropped curbside. Then go, otherwise I'll create a very teary scene in the airport, and I don't want to do that."
I nodded, and at the airport I pulled curbside into an available space near departures. A porter came and checked in Bev's bag while Karen hugged and kissed her mother goodbye. Both were crying and pawing each other in a nice, family, public way. After that, Bev turned to me.
"Oh, God knows, I'm going to miss you in a really big way." Bev's tears started again. "I had such a ... good time. How can I ever thank you?" She thought for a moment and then asked, "Can I come back? There's just such love and caring between you all," she sobbed, and then grinned through her tears, "Plus, the sex was good ... very good too. NO, it was MAGNIFICENT!" Other people turned to look at us as her last word carried along the check-in area.
Bev threw herself into my arms and showered me with kisses. I returned the favor quite willingly. Finally, she pulled herself away, took a look at me at arm's length with a tear in each eye, and then gave Karen a loving look, turned and walked away into the airport carrying her large purse. Karen and I held one another until the door slid shut behind her. We got in the car and headed for home.
"Mission accomplished!" Karen told me as we left the airport.
"How's that?" I asked, unsure what her statement meant.
"Well, she was sore in all the right places, walking slightly bowlegged, and after her tears of goodbye pass she'll have a smile on her face that will last at least until Christmas. You two guys turned her every which way but loose. The three of us kept listening at the door."
I grinned at Karen. She grinned back and added, "Oh, by the way, I'm putting you and Robbie on notice that I want to be the star in your next threesome. Maybe we should even make our own pornographic movie. Wow, what a thrill that'd be to watch when things are slow. Anyway, your threesome sounded too good to miss in this lifetime." She reached over and ran her hand up my thigh to my recovering dongle. We both laughed.

*****Mel, Lynn, and Robbie were swimming when we got home. Karen and I changed and joined them. Suddenly, it felt odd not to have Bev around with us. In only a few days, I'd gotten used to her nearly constant presence and now I missed it.
Lynn snuggled into me down at the deep end of the pool at one point. "Did Karen tell you we were at the door listening to all your action?" I nodded. "Well, I want you to know that I want to be fucked by the two of you as you did Bev. That was spectacular. I was so horny I had a small orgasm just sitting outside your door and listening to all the action. Just keep it in mind." She kissed me in a teasing gesture and then floated away.
A few minutes later after some of the others had left the pool to sit in the sun, Mel came and pulled me to her in a kiss. "Hey, lover," she said in a soft voice, "I know there's not time this trip, but I want Robbie and you to work me over the same way you did Bev. I listened at the door for a while, and I was sooooo turned on. You know, I creamed in my pants at one point you guys sounded so sexy." I nodded again.
"I'll be good for one round tonight," I told Mel, "that is if Karen or Lynn doesn't mind missing my presence."
Mel grinned. "Well, maybe I can get a partial mind blow." I laughed.
"Hey, is Robbie OK with all this?" I asked.
"Are you KIDDING?" Mel retorted. "He's twenty-five and horny, and he just spent a four-day weekend continuously fucking four females. What's to not like?" She laughed.
"And you?" I asked.
"Hey, I'm nineteen and horny, and I just spent a four-day weekend fucking everyone I could -- male and female. I even saw my mother in a new light ... like a mind-blowing 'Wow!'" She laughed again. "Yes, yes, I'm more than fine. I'm satisfied, and I feel loved and cared for like never before in my life. A lot of that is caused by of you, you know?" She touched my arm and looked deep in my eyes. "Thank you." She paused, "You know I love you?"
"Yes, I do. Do you know I love you?" I asked maintaining her look and squeezing her body slightly as I held her close.
"Yes, I do." We hugged and rubbed together for a few minutes. Finally, a voice from poolside told us we'd passed some limit: "Hey, you guys, get a room." We laughed and climbed out and joined the others.
We did a dinner comprised of leftovers and some clever additions Karen created. We sat around the table long after dinner talking about life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.
Unbeknownst to me, Mel had talked to Robbie, Karen, and Lynn, and set up the evening's activities. Around nine o'clock Mel stood and pulled me up and steered me into the guest room. The other three continued to sit and waved us off into the guest room.
After Mel shut the door she said, "I decided I wanted just you for a little while, then Robbie and I will leave for the rest of the night and weekend. I want some of your tender loving. I mean ... I love you and ..."
I cut her off, "I know what you want and need. You need some real love to carry you through the next month." I kissed her, "I'm your man -- in every way you can imagine. And I do love you." I enfolded her in my arms. "Will I see you at Christmas?"
"Of course," she said, "We have over two weeks of holiday." She grinned.
I slowly undressed her nubile body, pausing as I bared her breasts to fondle and kiss them. I kept a running commentary about her spectacular body, how I loved every square inch of her skin, and how I wanted her to remember these moments for the rest of her life. Finally, she was nude in all her splendor.
I let her undress me. As she removed my last article of clothing, her mouth inhaled my rising cock, bringing me to a full erection. I could have taken her immediately I was feeling that impatient to be with her again, but I waited. I let her work some magic on me, and then I pushed her further back on the large, new bed, burying my face in her pussy and my tongue in her vagina. I kept my approach to her tender, soft, and loving. She held my head and steered my attentions to her nest.
After a few minutes, she pulled me up, and I mounted her in the missionary position. We made love, real love, to one another. We didn't rush, but we didn't uncouple either. I'd taught her about tantric sex, and she had turned into an expert student. We loved each other and meandered through each other's minds and thoughts of love, devotion, and caring. Mel had a couple of gentle orgasms -- her breath got short, and she panted through each one looking deep into my eyes.



Finally, at her instigation we allowed ourselves to slip over the edge of the high precipice we'd built. We both came in a blindingly passionate moment looking deep into each other's eyes. I could feel Mel's muscles deep within her clenching and releasing my cock. She could feel every jet of fluid I delivered to her. Mel actually ejaculated a small amount of fluid that covered our merged hips. I carefully wiped up some of it and licked my fingers as she watched.
Only then did we kiss - just one soul-searing, sun-surface hot kiss. We pulled apart. Mel made a pad of Kleenex, and put it in her thong as she dressed. She explained, "I want to keep your cum in me for a while; I want to remember and maybe even taste it later." I moved to kiss her, but she gently pushed me away. "No. It wouldn't equal the kiss we just had down there," she gestured to the bed we'd just loved in. "I'll remember THAT for the month." She finished dressing and slipped out the door. I finished dressing too and walked to the other room to join the others.
Karen, Lynn, and Robbie were sitting in the living room. Karen and Lynn were each wearing a long t-shirt and had that freshly fucked look on their faces; for that matter Robbie had the same look. We smiled happily at each other. Mel went to Karen and Lynn and hugged and talked quietly with each woman saying her goodbyes. I didn't intrude since this was her time. I'd just had my sacred time with her.
Mel and Robbie bid their goodbyes, but not before I'd made sure it was all right with Mel if we borrowed Robbie for a few nights over the next few weeks to help create an "experience" for Karen and Lynn. She smiled and said, "Gladly. I just want to hear about every detail -- and I mean every detail. And, of course, at Christmas, it's my time!" She grinned, blew us all a kiss, and then Robbie and Mel left us.
Karen, Lynn, and I sat on the sofa finally alone at the end of the long weekend. We looked at each other and sighed. Half an hour later, we were in bed nude, asleep, and cuddled comfortably into each other.
The next morning, I went to the beach about six o'clock to do my meditation. I felt a great peace and harmony with the Universe even as I arose, dressed, and drove to the beach. I hit a deep metaphysical state during my meditation almost as though I'd been able to reach out and touch the power in lightning without dying. When I came back to this reality, I felt an even greater feeling of peace and love wash over me. God and I were one for the first time in a long while. The message I remembered most of all said, "You are loved."
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Chapter 11 -- Karen's Sister and Brother-In-Law Join In
"She's doing what?!!!" Rachel shouted into the telephone to her mother Bev Price.
Carl, her husband, looked up with concern on his face and tried to figure out what was being said by listening to only one side of the conversation between his wife and her mother. He was feeding their two-year old who sat in a high chair with mashed carrots all over her face. Three other older children sat nearby watching cartoons on television.
Rachel went on, "And what's his name?" Pause to listen to answer. Carl relaxed a little; he figured Karen, Rachel's sister, was getting it on with some strange man. He scrapped some carrots off the toddler's face.
"And he lives with Karen AND this other woman?" Pause for a long answer. Carl's ears perked up -- a man living with two women. Now here was a guy he'd like to meet.
"And YOU'RE in love with him TOO?!!!" Even longer pause. Now, Carl paid rapt attention and wished he could hear the other side of the conversation. He thought of his mother-in-law - a beautiful pert woman approaching sixty that always looked as though she stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine. She stayed in shape, really in shape; from time to time, usually around her visits, he'd even court fantasies of having sex with her.
"MOTHER!! HOW COULD YOU?" Rachel said loudly into the portable phone as she tried to leave the room so the children couldn't hear even her side of the conversation. Carl sat with the toddler, his imagination now running wild. Had Bev been in a three-way, or, if he pieced the bits of conversation together, a four-way? Wow! Bev often had surprises, but this one might be the best of all since he'd married her oldest daughter twelve years earlier.
Carl tried to listen to the distance conversation, but all he could hear now were the overtones of Sponge Bob Square Pants on the nearby television. He'd quiz Rachel later after the kids were in bed. He wondered if she'd be turned on by something her Mother did? He conjured up some erotic ideas based on the little information that he'd heard.

*****Two hours later, the last of their children bid everyone goodnight and headed up to his room with his younger brother. Carl and Rachel headed to the bedroom too and got ready for bed.
"OK, Rachel," Carl finally asked standing in the middle of the bedroom with his hands on his hips, "What did your Mother do? Or was it Karen? Or both of them?"
Rachel had been unusually quiet since she got off the phone. She was clearly digesting what her Mother had told her. "Well," she started and gave a long pause, "let me tell this in pieces because you might not believe it all at once."
Carl nodded and encouraged her to go on as he sat beside her on the bed.
"Karen has apparently forged a relationship with a couple. I mean they're like ... living together ... really together. I guess Karen is ... well ... bisexual -- although that's my interpretation of what mother said. She's in love with both of them, and they love her."
Carl was biting his tongue. He had figured out at least that part of what was going on. Karen was Rachel's younger sister by two years; she lived in Sarasota, Florida, and by any standards was one of the most beautiful women he'd ever seen. He nodded for Rachel to go on.
"So, Mom decided to finally go and see her over Thanksgiving. I knew she was planning that trip. They haven't had the best relationship since Karen moved to Florida ten years ago, and I think Mom wanted to patch things up. I think, Karen was being really bullheaded."
"And she didn't know about Karen when she visited?" Carl asked.
"No. She told me she found out the first day she was there. I mean about the three of them -- Karen and the couple, Jim and Lynn -- they sprang it on her. So, she told me it took her overnight to get used to the idea, and then she started to understand why they live together -- and why they are so happy together."
"And then?" Carl asked. He shifted closer to his wife and gently stroked one of her ankles.
"Well, it seems that mother fell for this man too. She didn't come right out and say it, but they had sex while she was there -- a lot of it! This man is like some Don Juan screwing my sister AND my mother -- and they both know about it, AND there's some other woman there too -- and some other man. My mind is getting all scrambled thinking about this whole thing. I think they were together too, although mom didn't say so."
"What a turn on," Carl said running his strong hand softly up one of Rachel's shapely legs.
"Oh, you'd think mud was turn on," she leered at him and half-heartedly brushed his hand away. Carl was a good-looking man: in his late thirties, brown hair, square jaw, and only the beginnings of a paunch.
"Well, you have to admit there must be something special about this man. He must be athletic or rich or something to attract this gaggle of women."
"No. Mom said he was in his early or mid-fifties. He's well to do, but not wildly rich. He widowed a year or so ago. She raved about him -- I mean LOTS of wonderful adjectives. She's really in love with the guy. I never even heard her describe my Dad that way."
"When did you talk with Karen last?" Carl asked.
"Good question - not for a month or so. I guess I should talk to my kid sister more often, huh?" Carl nodded. Rachel checked the clock; "It's too late to call tonight. I'll ring her at work tomorrow and see whether she can talk. I mean, I want details." She grinned at him lecherously.
Carl had been stroking Rachel's bare legs during most of the conversation. Now, he extended his reach to move closer to her cloaked pussy.
Rachel looked down and watched his hand come closer and closer, spreading her legs apart as he stroked the edge of her lacy underwear. She was proud that even with four kids, she'd maintained a trim figure. Slightly saggy breasts atop broadening hips she acknowledged, yet Carl seemed to either like those or is tolerant of her first brush with a 'middle-age figure,' as she called it. Rachel was still a "looker." Heads turned to watch her on the street; she knew it, but had never developed the conceit that so many pretty women had. She was all-natural -- 'crunchy granola,' Karen called her.
She caught Carl's eye, "You! Strip and make love to the three of us right now." She threw the comment out the to him knowing full well that her husband had been conjuring up some fantasy of himself making love to three women at once. She wondered if that could be possible as she peeled off her underwear and shed her nightshirt.
For a few minutes, Carl buried his head in her pussy providing her some oral foreplay in a way they had come to enjoy immensely. Rachel crested a little with her pleasure, and then pulled Carl over her and insisted on his penetration. They both moaned as he stroked in and out of her body, their passion driving to an obvious goal.
They came together, their bodies arched into one another as their kisses smothered each other's faces. He collapsed into his wife, and she cradled him into her breasts. She whispered to him, "You have to make love to two other women. Remember?"
"You're plenty for me," Carl responded politically. They both hugged each other in play at the obvious patronage of the comment. As the minutes passed, they drifted off to sleep. Carl dreamed of servicing two other ravishingly beautiful women.

*****When Carl got home from work the next night, he found Rachel home from her job and dealing with the children. He stepped right into the fray and took over some of the dinner prep, and getting the kids organized for baths and bedtime. He could tell, however, that Rachel had something to tell him. It would keep for now.
As he and Rachel finally shut the door to their bedroom hours later, Rachel slid into his arms and said, "Oh, have I got a story for you. Get undressed and get over here; I've been horny and wet all day. I need to get laid."
"What brought this on? Wait, I know; you talked to Karen"
"Yes," Rachel said as she peeled off her sweatshirt and jeans to reveal her shapely body covered only in the fine lingerie she'd been wearing all day. As the revealing lingerie disappeared, she stood nude in the dim light from the bathroom, holding her arms out to her equally naked husband. "Come and let me get you inside me, and then I'll tell you a sexy true story about my sister, my mother, and her friends."
With that, Rachel took Carl's cock and inhaled the flexible shaft into her mouth. Sixty seconds later it was a rod of steel that she pulled to her pussy; he penetrated her mound. Carl wasted no time questioning the invitation and sank into Rachel to the limit, moving slowly so he could prolong the experience and hear the full story.
Rachel began, "Mom only told me half the story last night. But, from the beginning, yes, Karen is madly in love with Jim and Lynn, and they're living together with full benefits in all directions. Mostly, it's the three of them when they make love -- Jim, Lynn, and Karen - but Karen said that she and Lynn do get it on alone sometimes. She said Jim is a wonderful, caring and considerate lover and a husband to the two of them."
Carl was moving his rod slowly in and out of his wife and visualizing his hot sister-in-law laying on a bed with some other women as he thrust into her cunt. Lesbian situations excited him too.
"Karen said they have sex every day, often several times a day. She said she's never felt so satisfied and loved in all her life. She said they're attentive, caring, and loving about each other ALL the time. She and this Lynn work for the same company, by the way, and Lynn's a little older but not as old as Jim -- he's in his mid-fifties. She said Lynn was beautiful and that she'd fled an abusive husband in Ohio and sought refuge in Florida. She's divorcing that jerk."
Carl had gotten even harder and more sensitive as he thought about the sex life his sister-in-law and her two companions were having.
Rachel went on, thrusting her pussy into Carl; "So then Karen tells me about Lynn's daughter Melinda; they call her Mel. She's just finished her freshman year at Ohio State and lived with them for the summer. Well, to cut to the chase, it seems that she joined the threesome for the summer and made it a foursome. Karen said she's also a knockout; a younger version of her pretty mother, AND Mel and Jim are in love with each other ... TOO!"
Carl adjusted his thinking to now include a nubile young maiden with her ass in the air next to the other two women begging for him to fuck her. He thrust into Rachel at the thought.
"So, Mom visits, discovers the living arrangements, and I guess she's all tense and worried about them, so Karen and Lynn ask for Jim to make love to her ... to seduce her ... I guess to win her over. Anyway, according to Karen when they got home from work the day after Mom arrived, Mom and Jim were in bed together making love and Mom was a convert to their life styles. Is that too much information?"
"No," Carl said pushing his shaft into Rachel who moaned slightly at the extra thrust. Carl added Beverly to the pile of feminine flesh he tried to visualize before him on the imaginary bed and again thrust hard into his wife.
Rachel went on; "This is what Mom didn't tell me. Over Mom's Thanksgiving weekend visit, Lynn's daughter Mel was there too with her boyfriend -- a young man named Robbie. Well, Robbie has been welcomed into the group with full benefits. He also works at the same company as Lynn and Karen, and that's where Mel interned over the summer. They're all buddies -- fuck buddies"
"Well, it seems that the six of them, including MY mother, spent most of the Thanksgiving weekend fucking themselves senseless. Karen went so far as to tell me the two men tag-teamed my mother the last few hours she was there, before she left to go back to Boston. As Karen put it, 'she left bowlegged, sore, sexually satisfied, and with a smile from ear to ear.' She said she's still happy about the whole thing and can't wait to go back at Christmas!"
Carl sped up a little. Now, he was really excited. He tried to remember whether he'd ever left a female sore and smiling from ear to ear.
"Oh, you like the idea of a six person orgy with two guys and four sexy women," Rachel prodded her husband as she pushed into his energetic thrusts. "Well, I got Karen to go into a few details here and there. It'll keep us horny and fucking all week, believe me. Oh, God that feels good; I'll give you all night to stop. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
Carl rolled onto his back and maneuvered Rachel atop his body. He leaned up and sucked on her generous breasts, nipples, and broad areolas. He loved her body; he loved her. Rachel wanted to end the sexual tension she'd carried with her all day, so she accelerated her pumping. She bounced wildly atop her husband, her breasts rotating in the air as she pounded into him.
And then, it was over for the two of them. Rachel's orgasm arrived. Her muscles went into spasms, milking Carl's cock deep in her body. He needed no further invitation to finish his part of the coupling: he exploded into her cunt, sending wave after wave of creamy white fluid into her warm nest. Both were damp with perspiration from their encounter.
Rachel slumped over Carl's body, draping her breasts across his chest as they kissed and tongued each other in their fit of passion. Carl pulled the sheet and blanket over the two of them as they rolled to their side, still coupled and still thinking of the pornographic images of the six-person orgy she'd described only seconds earlier.
He smoothed her body and held her close as their breathing returned to normal. As the minutes ticked by, they both fell into a wonderful and erotic slumber for the second night in a row.

*****The erotic mental stimulation of what Karen and Bev had done over Thanksgiving pepped up Carl and Rachel's lovemaking for over two weeks. Rachel told him one night, as she was administering one of her long-forgotten blowjobs, that she felt like a mink in heat just thinking about all the possibilities that happened over that weekend.
Rachel also made it a point to be more in touch with Bev and Karen. Bev was reticent to share many details, but did concede that yes, she had also had fantastic sex with Robbie -- the young man who was Lynn's daughter's boyfriend. Karen, however, continued to provide more details, particularly after Rachel told her she was sharing the details with Carl, and that it was doing wonders for their sex life. Rachel even shared some of her "details" and Karen seemed to get off on that information exchange.
About two weeks before Christmas, Carl and Rachel were talking in their living room while the kids watched TV at one end of the room.
"We're both hyped up by the events in Florida," Rachel stated as she picked up toys and put them in the toy box. "I sort of wish we'd been there too; Don't you?"
"Most definitely," Carl responded enthusiastically until he worried about whether he should be so excited in front of Rachel. "But how would you feel participating in something like what Karen and your mom did? What would you think about me being in the middle of all that? Even doing Karen or Bev or this Lynn or Mel?"
"Well, I sort of have a jealous twinge when I think of it from that viewpoint. I wonder how they all cope with that. I'll ask Karen tomorrow."

*****Rachel held the cell phone to her ear. The car was creeping along through a sudden snow squall along Interstate 25 moving towards downtown Denver where her office was located.
"Karen, tell me how the three of you deal with jealousy. Aren't you jealous when Jim makes love to Lynn or vice versa? Doesn't he get jealous of you two when you slip away for some girl-on-girl fun? And then, what happened when Mom was there?"
"It's funny," Karen responded over the phone; "Initially, I thought I should be jealous, and I tried to fire up those feelings, but they didn't come on real strong. What I was feeling was gratitude that my lovers were enjoying themselves. We've talked about it several times, and they feel the same way."
"How about the others that joined your threesome over Thanksgiving -- Mel and Robbie?"
"The same," Karen said. "I didn't talk to Robbie, but Lynn and I had a long talk with Mel. She feels the same way, not to mention how horny she said the whole scene made her feel -- and she liked that. I get that way too. Horniness over jealousy any day!" She laughed at her erotic adage.
"All our relationships are based on respect and caring for the people you're with," Karen added. "We're not in this to take advantage of someone else just to gratify ourselves; quite the opposite. Our greatest pleasure comes from giving in this relationship. The more we give; the more we get. Once you focus on the positive side of things, you get positive things back. Jim calls it the 'Law of Attraction.'"
"Wow. You say it so well. Carl and I have been trying to do in our marriage, and it's worked pretty well. I just wonder if I were in your position whether I'd react the same way?"
"Well, you won't know unless you try it, right?" Karen posited. "Why don't you try it? Come to Florida for Christmas vacation and see what happens. Mom will be here and so will Robbie and Mel, although Robbie has his own apartment somewhere in town so Mel and he may not be here all the time."
"Now, that's a mind blowing idea," Rachel ventured. "I've got to think about this ... and talk to Carl. Further, I've got many cultural tapes playing in my mind that say it would be really weird to see my mother nude, let alone screwing someone I've just met. I'd feel like a slut ... enjoying sex so much, but I do -- with Carl."
"Yea, I felt that way too when we started, but I wanted to bring pleasure to Lynn and Jim, and then to Mel, and then to Robbie. So, when Mom came along, it no longer seemed so far fetched. Remember, too, that we haven't had a mother-daughter relationship except in name only for quite a while. As for feeling like a slut, if this is what it feels like, I wish I'd become a slut years ago."
"I appreciate the intellectual and rational side of all you say. Nonetheless, I need to think about it and talk to Carl. I can't be comfortable in something like this unless he is."
"Do it. Talk to him tonight while your fucking him; he'll be easier to convince that way," Karen added with a lilt to her voice. They both laughed.
"Thanks for the talk and for the invitation. The latter will force the issue in my mind," Rachel said. They said their goodbyes and hung up.

*****As Carl slowly drove his cock back and forth into Rachel's hot cunt, she talked to him. He got harder and longer just thinking how close to joining the Florida crew they could be. Rachel held her knees back in an open stance to ensure he could penetrate her to the maximum.
"You know I love you," he said to Rachel, "and I just would hate for us to do something that would hurt our love or our family in anyway."
"I love you too," Rachel replied, "and I vacillate whether I really want to join the group in Florida for their Christmas orgy -- if I can call it that. When I get horny, I really want to join them, and right now I find I'm horny continually just thinking about it."
"OK," Carl finally said after several long strokes into her body. "I've become so horny all I can think about is sex. Let's do it. Let's go and have a fucking good vacation in Florida. And, let's promise ourselves to reevaluate this idea before, during, and after our experiences down there."

*****The next day, Carl and Rachel talked over breakfast about arrangements and how they'd handle the kids. Carl called his brother and parents, and soon he'd arranged for each to take two of their kids for a few days around New Year's. So Christmas would be spent in Denver and a couple of days later, he and Rachel would fly to Sarasota coming back the day after New Year's Day. He made the flight arrangements, and made what turned out to be a wise decision and renewed his prescription for Viagra.




*****United 268 set down at SRQ about ten minutes early just as the sun dropped below the western horizon leaving one of Florida's spectacular sunsets for everyone to enjoy. Robbie and I had driven two cars to the airport with Mel, Lynn, and Bev and Karen, Rachel's mother and sister. The six of us stood in the passenger reception area at the airport smiling and holding up a big sign -- "C&R - Welcome to FL." As they came through the security gate, there were lots of laughing and hugging and greeting, particularly between Bev, Rachel, Karen, and Carl since these four were family. The rest of us were not be denied, and we gave freely of our enthusiasm for the new arrivals.
"I feel so carefree," Rachel said to everyone. "This is the first time we've ditched the kids for anything longer than an overnight since Brad was born fourteen years ago. I love them, but parenthood is overrated." We all laughed.
Karen and I drove the couple back to the large house in Jim's sedan; the others used Lynn's car and followed behind.
Once we were underway, Karen said, "I know you're both nervous about this weekend; well relax. We've all decided to let you guys set the pace," Karen had half-turned in her seat to face her older sister. Carl rode in front with me. She took Rachel's hand; "We want you both to feel loved and comfortable with what happens here. We're not in the business of creating 'regrets'." She smiled warmly.
I chimed in, "We started our relationships with each other in a comfortable way -- we slid into them with love and caring; nothing ever seemed forced or awkward. We always knew that the ones we loved wanted us to extend our 'family' to include the next person. We want you to feel that way too."
Carl said, "Well, we've talked and talked about all the possibilities that exist for the next five days, and we're open to almost anything." He looked at Rachel in the back seat, and they smiled at each other. "This is an experiment for us, and one that we hope will take us in some new directions in our relationship with each other and not just with you all. We're grateful that you invited us to Florida ... and into your extended family. I guess officially we are extended family, aren't we?"
Karen offered, "We've all talked about the principles we think about in dealing with each other. There are a few that are important and that keep us together and happy."
Rachel nodded so Karen continued; "First, we interact with each other out of love. This is a mindset so many people forget; they become self-centered. We think of each other a lot. When there are just two of us together, we often talk about how to make the other or others feel happier and more content. We put our love into action in many ways; we don't just mouth the words absent mindedly."
"Second, we emphasize the positive with each other and not the negatives. For instance, we'll comment on and reward things and behavior we like, but avoid talking about things we don't like. We don't hear 'Stop doing this or that,' or 'I don't like it when you ...' -- we do say 'Oh, I like this or that'. Jim's teaching us this one, and it makes Lynn and me feel so good to be around him and each other." Karen reached forward and lovingly stroked Jim's shoulder for a couple of seconds as he drove south.
"Third, we are physical with each other, and if you're not used to it, it may take some getting used to -- even to watch. We touch each other, sometimes intimately and sometimes not, but we touch a lot. We hug, kiss, fondle, smooth, pinch, probe, and penetrate as part of our lives together, and we love it. We like to give as well as receive." She smiled at everyone then reached and took Rachel's hand and held it. "This is what I mean. We like to be in contact with the people we love." She paused, "Jim is not into other guys by the way." She took her hand and prodded her brother-in-law's arm in jest.
Carl said, "To tell the truth, I'm not into guys either. I'm glad we're on the same page on that one." He chuckled with relief.
Rachel said, "Any more?" and looked at Karen. Karen paused and thought.
"Well I've never stated them this concisely before. Jim?"
Jim said, "You did a great job. If we think of others, we'll mention them. Just have fun while you're here. You're in a circle of devout hedonists! Make your trip something you'll cherish after you go home."
Soon, we pulled up to the large house followed by the other car. Rachel and Carl were impressed with the "Wow House" where the Lynn, Karen, and I lived. After unpacking the car, I suggested a swim for everyone, commenting on the heated pool, the unusually warm evening temperatures, and the fact that our nearest neighbors were away. The last point signaled to the 'regulars' that they could dispense with some or all of their swim wear.
I had put Rachel and Carl in my den where a foldout queen-size bed had been called into play as well as a rearrangement of furniture to accommodate the pair. The rest of the group dispersed throughout the house to change to swim outfits.
One by one, the eight of us came and entered the pool. Four of the five women went in sans tops, wearing only the brief bottoms of their bikinis. As usual, I stiffened upon seeing the eight magnificent pairs of breasts from Lynn, Karen, Mel, and Bev.
Rachel arrived poolside wearing an attractive two-piece suit with Carl in close behind. Carl's eyes bugged out of his body as he looked across the pool and saw the plethora of taut naked breasts on display. "Errrr, honey," he said turning to Rachel, "I think you're over dressed."
Rachel thought for a moment, and I heard her mutter to herself, "In for a penny, in for a pound." She reached behind her neck and untied the straps holding her bra up and then behind her and unsnapped the unit, letting it drop into her hands. She tossed it onto a small patio table, rubbed her tits with both hands, and then walked to the edge and dove into the pool.
I dove into the pool right behind her, gliding underwater to the other end. I surfaced next to Rachel. She shook off her wet locks and said. "I'm embarrassed in the face of such beauty." She gestured to Lynn and Karen.
I said, "Rachel, you have nothing to be ashamed of here. We all think bodies and skin are wonderful despite shape, size, color, or anything else you can think of." I laughed as I said it, aware of her potential embarrassment. I wanted to set her at ease.
"Thank you," she said softly. She moved to my side and signaled for me to put my arm around her shoulders. She behaved so openly with me, a man she'd met only met a few minutes ago. I could tell she wanted to explore the 'touching' principle. Was she testing me? I didn't grope or push her, just accepted what she offered. The others in the pool seemed not to notice the rising affection between us.
Carl dove in too and soon was floating on his back, an erection evident in swimsuit. "Oh, this is wonderful. I think it's been two years since I was in a pool and even longer in anything this pleasant. The temperature is perfect, and, oh, look you can already see a couple of stars and the new moon." He pointed upward at the sky.
Robbie and Mel came out of the kitchen with a tray and announced that hors d'oeuvres, beer, and wine were ready whenever anyone else was. Mel looked spectacular standing in her monokini: long shapely legs leading up to a flat tummy, rounded young breasts with erect nipples and large areolas; delicate arms, shoulders, and neck; and a face that any model would envy. She had her long, frosted blond hair pulled back in a ponytail. Robbie, a tall, lanky, dark-haired young man in his mid-twenties sported a barely visible set of six-pack abs on his trim body.
Carl said as he swam to the pool steps, "I would love a beer. I can't believe this is late December, and here I am in a swimsuit at a backyard barbeque ... with mostly naked women. I think I've died and gone to heaven." We all laughed appreciatively at his comment as we clamored out of the pool and got our beverages too. We sat around drinking and eating cheese and crackers for a while. Carl was the most distracted, having trouble keeping his eyes above chest level. Eventually; however, he seemed to get used to the bevy of tits around him and started to make eye contact with whoever spoke.
Robbie and I started the grill and brought out a large platter of steaks and chicken, and soon the major elements of the meal were cooking on the grill. A warm southeast wind carried the smoke out over the bay.
Lynn announced that she was getting chilled and intended to put a top on. That started a trend and soon all ten breasts had disappeared into the house. Seconds later all the women were back with erect nipples but wearing t-shirts with no bras. Carl had that problem again but recovered more quickly this time.
After dinner, everyone pitched in and cleanup was accomplished in only a few moments. Everyone grabbed a beverage and migrated back to the patio.
I took Bev's hand and pulled her over to a large chaise. Lynn joined us snuggling into my other side. Karen and Mel snuggled into Robbie on the other chaise -- a new addition to the patio. Rachel nested into Carl's lap on a large overstuffed chair. The lights were low, and it was a reflective moment.
After some whispering, I said, "Rachel, you're welcome to join me or Robbie if you want to explore a little. I'm sure Carl won't be lonely."
There were a long silence and no movement from anywhere on the patio, then Rachel stood and moved to my chaise. Bev got up and said to her daughter, "I think I'll go and blow my son-on-law's mind ... and maybe a few other things too." Even in the dim light Rachel could see the devilish look on her mother's face. She chuckled. Poor Carl.
Rachel snuggled in beside me and Lynn, receiving a welcoming kiss from me, and then Lynn as she leaned across my body to tenderly give her a sexy girl kiss. This time as Rachel snuggled into my shoulders I allowed my hand to wrap around her and lightly stroke one of her breasts through her t-shirt. She held me there, even directing my fingers to her nipple, and made small motions to encourage me to smooth her more assertively.
Bev walked across the patio to the large chair where Carl sat with a most unusual expression on his face. Here was one of his fantasies arriving in his life, yet he seemed uncertain about how to approach the situation, particularly in front of his wife and the others. Bev solved that in short order by pulling her t-shirt over her head before she sat down and grasped Carl's face in both her hands and sensuously kissed his lips. He kissed back somewhat tentatively. I could hear Bev whisper in his ear, "You know I've had a fantasy about fucking you. I hope we can make that happen sometime while you're here, maybe even tonight if you're lucky." Bev pushed her breasts to his mouth.
Carl replied as he started to stroke her shoulders and back, "To tell the truth, I've often had the same fantasy. You are a truly beautiful woman, and I've always been proud to have you around. I'm unsure about how dominant to be with you. Help me a little here. I thought I'd know exactly what to do in this situation, but now I'm not so sure."
"Then suck my tits. Fondle me. Fuck me," Bev whispered loudly in Carl's ear, gently biting at his ear lobe and gently running her tongue inside. Carl wasted no time in bringing his face to Bev's breasts and starting to sensually lick, nip, and fondle them. Bev rolled her head back in complete satisfaction.
Karen, Robbie, and Mel had been watching with interest the developments around Rachel and Carl without trying to be obvious. All were stroking and kissing, raising their body heat even as they played voyeur. Both Karen and Mel pulled off the t-shirts they'd put on before dinner to afford Robbie greater access to their nubile bodies -- their shorts and bikini bottoms disappeared seconds later.
Rachel saw the t-shirts disappear from the trio on the other chaise, and had watched Bev shed her top. She maneuvered and stripped her top off. She looked at me, "Karen said one of the principles was physical contact. I want more physical contact -- right now. In fact, I'm so horny I'd do about anything to get laid." Lynn and I chuckled and both said something to the effect, "That can be arranged in short order. Here or indoors. The choice is yours." I continued to stroke Rachel's excited breasts as Lynn smoothed my chest. I started to share kisses with each of them.
Between kisses, Rachel replied, "I came to Florida to be kinky. Do you guys make love out here under the stars?"
"Yes, all the time," answered Lynn, "so long as the neighbors are away or it's dark enough."
"Then, I want to do that too," Rachel said as she stood beside me and peeled off her swimsuit bottoms in open invitation for me to have my way with her.
She reached down and ran her hand across the lump in my bathing suit, feeling my penis harden through my thin shorts. She grasped the shaft through the material and massaged me. "I haven't had sex with another man since Carl and I met sixteen years ago. This is going to be a real treat."
Lynn said, "Oh, he'll be more than just a treat because I want part of you too, if that's OK with you. I'm quite drawn to you." Lynn stood and peeled off her clothing.
"Both of you, love me," Rachel commanded and held her arms out to the two of us.
I shed my shorts revealing my erect and long penis. I took a pillow from a pile on the deck and placed it in front of where Rachel had sat on the chaise, then knelt between her legs. As I ran a hand up one leg, I noted to Lynn, "She's tense."
Lynn moved to massage Rachel's nude body, working on the upper half. I took responsibility for Rachel's lower extremities. I massaged her leg muscles, careful to avoid her pussy, knowing that her arousal and anticipation would increase if I allowed her some foreplay time.
Finally, I ran my tongue up Rachel's legs, one at a time, finishing just short of her mons. We could hear her heavy breathing, and I watched as Lynn sucked Rachel's breasts and nipples in a rough gesture only a woman would know how to deliver. I returned to Rachel's pussy, this time running my tongue through Rachel's mass of pubic hair and then inhaling her wonderful smell as I thrust my tongue into her flooding vagina. She tasted wonderful too.
Rachel arched her back and let out a moan the entire neighborhood could have heard if they were outside. "Oh God!" she exclaimed in a pant. "Today has been all foreplay for this moment."
I spent a long time eating Rachel's pussy, eventually bringing my fingers into play. I reached next to Rachel to Lynn, took her hand, and guided her fingers to Rachel's pussy. The two of us worked Rachel over. Rachel's panting got louder and closer together, and then she came in a spasm around my tongue as Lynn's fingers diddled her clitoris. Rachel closed her legs together gently trapping my head between them. A hand held Lynn's hand tight against her pussy, unmoving, as the pleasure washed over her.
As Rachel sagged in total relaxation, Lynn pulled me up beside Rachel. She started to fellate me, her mouth and tongue initially exploring my cock openly as though she was putting on a show for Rachel. Rachel whispered, "I've never thought of doing anything that radical with Carl," she said.
Lynn then pulled my cock to Rachel's pussy, aiming my rod squarely at the moist gaping hole our earlier attentions had left exposed. I shifted position, pulling Rachel to me. I fixed Rachel's eyes with my own and, as we stared at each other in the dim light, I slowly sank my shaft into her warm tunnel, marveling as I did how nice she felt and how warm and loving I felt towards her. We kissed passionately. Lynn came and kissed her too in a long French kiss that Rachel welcomed with renewed passion.
I moved slowly to allow her to get used to a different lover than the only one she'd known for over a decade. I shifted my weight back and forth and didn't rush the encounter. "I know you'd like to orgasm again, and you will," I whispered to Rachel; "however, I want to love the two of you tonight." He gestured to Lynn who smiled back at the two of us. "Thus," I went on, "we'll take our time and make this last." I suddenly thrust extra hard into Rachel's body, and she came. I could feel her spasms, not unlike those of Karen or Bev -- her sister and mother.
As Rachel floated down from her high, I changed position and pulled Lynn's body to me. When she was in front of me, I grasped his cock and slid it into her willing body. She held her legs up to afford me maximum penetration, and I thrust into her instantly, pausing at maximum depth so we could enjoy the sensations our bodies felt.
Rachel watched in wonder; "I've never watched anyone making love, well except in a porn flick once. You two look so lovely together. It is an act of love." She leaned in and kissed Lynn and then turned her head up and kissed me. Lynn held her arms out to Rachel as I fucked her; Rachel nestled into Lynn's arms and the women kissed some more as I administered my slow, well-timed thrusts. Rachel tentatively touched Lynn's breasts and fondled them, pulling the nipples as she did. Lynn encouraged her.
After a while, Lynn started to pant. I reached and took one of Rachel's hands and moved it to Lynn's clitoris. "You can help make her cum. Touch her. You'll like it. Do to her what you want her to do to you."
Rachel moved her fingers onto Lynn's pussy, feeling around just above where I slid my cock back and forth into her pussy. At one point, she focused on feeling my shaft as it slid by her fingers. Eventually, she located Lynn's erect nub surrounded by the protective tissue and grasped it between her thumb and forefingers; Lynn gasped and started panting really hard.
"OH, I'M GOING TO CUM," Lynn announced to the rest of the group in an uncontrolled voice of passion. She shrieked several squeaky noises and then came, locking her legs behind my back and pulling me into her as Rachel and she passionately kissed, their tongues moving wildly in each other's mouth. I kissed her neck.
As Lynn floated down from her orgasm, I pulled out of Lynn and re-centered myself between Rachel's legs. Rachel welcomed me back into her body with increased excitement. I again penetrated her body, more easily this time, starting the slow tempo thrusts I'd used earlier. Rachel moaned and groaned, trying to urge me to speed up my attention to her. Lynn felt Rachel's actions as she cradled her body against her, and said to me, "Cum in her pussy. Pump her full of your juice."
Lynn leaned over and kissed Rachel who whispered, "Thank you," to her.
We sped up our thrusts into each other. Now, our bodies were slapping together in the warm breezes that circulated over us. Lynn sucked on Rachel's breasts and frequently pinched and rubbed her clit.
"I'm near," I announced finally, My lengthening strokes exciting Rachel beyond belief.
"Then cum in me," Rachel said. "I want you. Do it."
I exploded, feeling the reciprocal response from Rachel. Her muscles clenched wildly, squeezing my cock as I made his final lunges into her body, each lunge I injected a jet of fluid near her womb. When it was over, our bodies relaxed into each other; I fell forward into Rachel's welcoming arms. We rolled to our side, and Lynn surrounded us with her love.
Other sounds on the patio now caught my attention. Another woman's sounds of climax floated over to Rachel, Lynn, and me. Our three heads turned in unison as we peered through the dim light at Mel, Karen, and Robbie.
Karen was bouncing up and down on Robbie's cock, her large breasts gyrating wildly in response to her effort. Sometimes one hand would steady her atop his naked body, and sometimes she'd clutch her breasts and hold them out to Mel in an offering. Mel sat on Robbie's face opposite Karen, receiving as much tongue as he could deliver into her glistening cunt. Karen had cum seconds before, her passionate moan floating through the night.



Rachel, Lynn, and I shifted so we were more erect and could watch the sex show to which we had now become voyeurs. I commented to Rachel, "Did you know your sister is multi-orgasmic; so is your mother? Both of them can cum a dozen or two times in an evening."
"Oh, my God," Rachel said softly, "how do they do that? I think Carl's brought me off twice in a night ... and then, tonight you two got me to three. I'm really content. Twelve ... I'd be in heaven. " The sound of Karen having yet another orgasm reached them along with a soft mewing sound from Bev who we'd ignored until that instant. Bev had straddled Carl's hips; his long erection planted firmly in her pussy. Bev was riding him for all she was worth, her breasts rotating in synch with her bounces on his prick.
"That little mew was Bev having a climax," I whispered to her daughter.
"I REALLY want to know how they do THAT," Rachel whispered back with a touch of humorous sarcasm.
"Relax and watch them," I said as he slid down her body again.
"Oh, are you sure you want to do that?" Rachel exclaimed. "I mean, you just came in there a few minutes ago, and I haven't washed."
"You'll taste divine. You'll taste of us, and I'll like that." I responded. "Just cuddle with Lynn and enjoy what I do. If you feel you can cum then do so, but don't feel you have to. Just enjoy the sensations. Watch the others -- it's very erotic."
I made love to Rachel's breasts again, spending many minutes tonguing and lapping each one. While a nipple is a sensation center, so is an areola, and I spent equal time loving these areas of this new woman in his life. I pinched, fondled, pushed, pulled, bit, tongued, and licked all over Rachel's upper body. I could see she'd relaxed with her eyes closed most of the time. She'd open them and watch her sister or mother in the midst of their fucks as their sounds indicated yet another climax.
I could feel Rachel climbing the sexual response curve. She was nearing the same state I could get Karen in frequently. I led her to the brink and hadn't even gone near her pussy yet. Then, I thrust three fingers into her cunt, suddenly making sure I dragged my entire hand and wrist across her clit. The moan and arched back along with the shallow panting told me she'd crested, but I didn't let her come off the pinnacle she'd reached.
Instead, I shifted his attention to her pussy, now moving my fingers in and out of her orifice in an extremely rapid manner. I became awash in her fluids, and her whole body shuddered. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she moaned over and over again; her knees came to her chest as she opened herself to my attentions. Another climax arrived less than a minute after the last one. Again, I didn't abate my attentions, now smothering the region with my entire mouth and sucking fluids and cum from her tunnel, my tongue going wild in her cunt with an emphasis on the erect nub I knew to be her clit.
Rachel went to heaven. Her back arched yet again ... and again ... and again, in her paroxysm of pleasure. I'd managed to transport her to the land of the nearly continuous orgasms. She'd shriek, moan, groan, squeak, swear, and pant as she transformed into anything but a normal woman. She became hungry for cock, for sex, for sexual contact, for rough handling, and Lynn and I gave it to her.
Eventually, I thrust my cock back into her cunt and started to pump; she rose to meet my motions. I banged into her hard this time, our bodies pounding together, the sound echoing across the deck and attracting the attention of the others. We heard Karen pop off again, and a few seconds later Bev.
Rachel had two orgasms as I pounded into her. I heard some whispering and comments behind me then Robbie touched my shoulder. I nodded and jerked my cock out of Rachel. Robbie immediately sank his long, slick cock into Rachel's pussy. He picked up the rapid pace where I had left off. Rachel's eyes popped open at the switch, but she made no complaint or effort to break off the fuck.
I told Robbie, "Take her all the way if you can." He nodded agreement. I could see that he had a lot of stamina left although Karen had been riding him most of the time since our small orgy had started. Rachel had an orgasm, but Robbie continued unfazed by the event. He varied the pace a little, pulling all the way out, waiting ten seconds and then sinking deep into her. She popped off again with a sudden shriek.
I turned and went to Mel who had been left alone on the chaise. She held her arms up to welcome me and spread her legs in obvious welcome to my still rock hard cock. I carefully slid into her arms and into her body, burying myself to the hilt again. Mel was tighter than Rachel and I had to admit more velvety within her cunt. She allowed her body to swallow me up, and we made warm tender love to each other; a shift from the raw passion I'd been delivering to Rachel only a few seconds before.
"Cum in me, pleeeeease," Mel cooed in my ear. "I want your love fluids in me. I love you so much." She hugged me and we kissed tenderly and deeply, my ego inflating at the thought of having this nineteen-year old in love and lust with my fifty-five-year old hulk. We built to our orgasms together and reached a state of bliss in short order, our backs arching into each other, our kisses raining down on one another. I professed my love to Mel with no hesitation or equivocation.
As we floated down, she whispered in my ear to turn around and look at Bev, Karen, and Carl. They shifted to their sides so they could watch both of the other groups on the patio. Robbie still thrusted into Rachel while Lynn helped deliver sexual bliss with her mouth and hands. We could hear Rachel's sounds of each climax.
Karen had replaced Bev on Carl's long cock. She was bouncing on it much as Bev had been a while earlier in the evening. Carl was getting to fuck his mother-in-law and sister-in-law on the same glorious night. As Karen bounced on his cock, squeaking off little orgasms, Bev kissed Carl's upper body and rubbed her hands down to his cock and tits. This was one stimulated man. We heard her say she wanted to sit on his face sometime and have him eat her out.
As flagged as I was, that comment by Bev made me stir; Mel returned my little surge with one of her own. We kissed, and Mel said, "I'd like you to eat me out sometime soon too. This morning's 'bout is all but forgotten." She grinned at me and reminded me of how we awoke together and less than an hour later opened the day with a beautiful love making session down on the beach after I had finished my daily meditation session.
Suddenly, we could hear Carl warn of his second cuming. Karen had always displayed a natural knack with Robbie and me of creating a simultaneous orgasm, and she didn't fail to sense and respond to Carl in the same way. The two of them threw their bodies into each other as they reached their zenith of pleasure. Their two cries of pleasure erupted into the night and floated across the bay. Karen collapsed into Carl's arms; Bev slid beside the lovers and they became a pile of bodies sated with sex.
Perhaps in response, we heard Robbie say to Rachel, "OK, you're about to get a bucket of my cum deep in your pussy ... and ... it's ... cuming ... right ... NOW!" His back arched, and we could tell he'd started sending jets of his male juices into her body. Rachel crested too, emitting yet another squeak and shriek. Robbie fell into her arms, and the two of them started into a long series of alternating passionate and tender kisses.
Rachel had enjoyed the "royal treatment" that evening. I expected that she'd be complaining of a sore vagina if not tonight, then in the morning. Carl's rod also had a workout more energetic than the usual twice a week screw couples of their age reportedly thought was average; maybe he'd be sore too.
I pulled away from Mel with her blessing and a kiss, and went and replaced Robbie as he rose from Rachel's arms. Rachel looked questioningly at me. I pulled her up and led her into the pool, allowing her to move into the warm water at her own pace. When we were finally floating in the pool, I pulled her to me and kissed her tenderly. I asked in a deeply caring manner, "Are you OK with all that just happened? I understand this is not your standard fare."
Rachel wrapped her legs around my waist as we floated in the water, a move that pushed her hairy pussy against my flaccid cock. "Oh, I'm much better than OK with this." I could see her grin in the night just before she kissed me. "I've made love to three men today, my husband this morning and you two men tonight. More than that, I know you all care about me. Robbie and you are both ... considerate lovers. Thank you for starting this week with such a bang." She grinned and thrust her hips into me.
I laughed, "Not again! I'm afraid I'm not your man."
She snickered, "I know; I watched Mel and your love making. I can tell you both really love each other. And I've also watched you with my sister ... AND my mother ... AND Lynn and I've concluded you love all of them deeply, passionately, and with all your body, heart, and soul. I hope, when I leave, you feel that way about me." We kissed again and held each other as she put her head on my chest, and we floated weightlessly in the dark water and looked up at the starlit sky. I professed my early love for her.
Eventually, Carl and Karen slid into the pool. Interestingly enough, Bev went over and cuddled in with Mel. Lynn and Robbie were holding each other on the other chaise. I suggested to Rachel in a whisper, "Make sure Carl's OK. He's just watched two guys fuck you, and although he was fucking some new pussy his brain might be a little fried. I'll be glad to talk him through any strange feelings he's having if you feel awkward doing it yourself."
I gave Rachel a little nudge to Carl, and she floated away to me. I heard her say to him, "Oh, you big beautiful man, I love you so. Thank you for bringing me here. Come and cuddle with me, Lover." The two of them embraced and floated together down to the deep end, little whispers between the two of them reaching the others occasionally.
I went over to Karen and pulled her to me. "I love you dearly. I hope you feel loved and not consumed by all this."
"Oh Jim," she said as she threw herself into my arms, "I love you so. I've never felt so much myself as I do when you're around, when everyone is around. I love this. The sex is great, and I always feel so loved before, during, and afterwards by you. How could I not love all this?"
Our nude bodies pressed together as we kissed. I never tired of her pert round breasts pressing into my chest. I always found it so erotic; it always made my libido stir and tonight was no exception. Karen reached down and toyed with my flaccid penis; "Anything left in there?" she asked.
I responded, "Not for a while. This ride is temporarily closed for routine maintenance. Hey, who're you sleeping with tonight. How about a hot date?"
"I'd be delighted. I could be easily persuaded to slide away with you right now. I think all the serious lovemaking is done for the night. Seems like five women wore three men out, and vice versa."
Karen and I mounted the pool steps and stood kissing each other as we drip-dried in the warm evening air. After a while, we whispered goodnight to few of our other lovers and went in the house and went to bed. Bev and Lynn joined us in the large bed a little later. Bev told me Mel and Robbie were in the guest room, and that Rachel and Carl had found their way to the bed in my den. We were a satisfied group.
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Chapter 12 -- The Eight Bring Orgasms to a Whole New Level
I awoke the next morning amidst three exhausted naked women. What a pleasant way to wake up. I was thankful that life had given me this life style. I pulled on some sweats over my naked body and tiptoed towards the garage, but then paused with a thought. I went back and picked up another sweat suit.
I went to my den and cracked up the door. The hall light illuminated Carl and Rachel sleeping comfortably on the large pullout bed. Fortunately, Rachel was near the door. I went and knelt by her and leaned in and kissed her. She woke up slowly and opened her eyes and looked at me. "Jim? What?" she whispered.
"Come with me," I said back in a whisper. Carl didn't stir.
Rachel's gorgeous naked body slid from beneath the sheet and came into the hall with me. I embraced her and kissed her again; she was most agreeable but had a questioning look on her face.
"Here, put these on." I handed her the sweats, and she slipped into them. "I'm going to take you for what I hope is an extraordinary experience." I led her to the car, and we drove to the beach. As we drove in the dark, I told her about my daily meditation time, my quiet time, at the beach each morning. She nodded and stifled a yawn still unsure what the morning held.
At the beach, I carried a blanket, and led her barefoot in the almost dark down to the water's edge. We sat next to each other and meditated for a while. Even as I approached my trance state I felt I connected with Rachel on a deep spiritual level. Somehow without breaking my trance I looked at her occasionally and she was sitting erect and alert but with her eyes closed; she and I were one. When I finished, I waited for her and then she joined me back in this level of consciousness.
"You're happy," I said. "And Carl too. You hope there's more of what we did today."
"Yes, how did you know? You're statement was so positive."
"I touched your mind with mine while we were here. If you think about it, you'll know what I feel too. Go ahead."
She paused a second then quietly said in a relaxed and knowing voice, "You love me." She looked deep into my eyes with the sunrise behind us.
"Yes, I do," I moved and pulled her up. Together we walked to the dunes. I spread the blanket out.
"Are you going to make love to me?" Rachel asked already knowing the answer to the question.
"Yes, we will connect on another level -- just the two of us." I pulled our clothes from our bodies, embracing her when she stood nude in front of me again.
We knelt and then fell to the blanket in each other's arms. Our lovemaking wasn't rushed and did not arise from being horny. Instead, we coupled because two souls on this planet wanted, no needed, a deeper connection with each other -- we needed to rekindle a spiritual bond we had forged only moments earlier. There was no doubt as to why we were there -- it was to seal our love for one another.
I slid into Rachel's body, and we moved together, gently thrusting into each other as we showered kisses over our torsos, neck, breasts and faces. We orgasmed together and just lay together as though we were still making love, still kissing and whispering love words to each other.
Eventually, it seemed as though our time was up and so we dressed, collected the blanket, and drove home. As usual, the house was still quiet when we got home. I said, "Go to Carl."
"No," Rachel said, "I want you to hold me some more. Suddenly, I find I love not one man but two, and I want to spend some serious time with the new love of my life." She held her arms out to me.
We went into the living room, and Rachel cuddled into me. I stopped her. "Take your suit off. Be naked with me." She nodded.
A minute later our two naked bodies were cuddled together on the sofa. I smoothed her chest, and she stroked my body; we kissed frequently.
"Tell me about loving two people at the same time," Rachel said softly.
I said, "Well, it's really easy in one sense and hard in another. It's hard because you want to please everyone. It's easy because you feel this great affection for everyone you love. If they feel the same way, it's all easier because you ignore any imbalances that occur from minute to minute or even day to day or week to week."
"What do you mean 'imbalances'?" Rachel asked after she kissed me again.
"Well, I just made love to you. That means the other people I love didn't get to be with me this morning: Karen, Lynn, Bev, and Mel. So this morning the scale tipped in your favor, but none of them will feel badly about it; in fact, they'll be grateful that we had some private time together without the group. You'll see. Each woman knows what it's like to have time alone with her lover -- Robbie, Carl, or me. I encourage them to have their private time with others too; for instance, Robbie's become a skilled and considerate lover and he does love each of them deeply. He's really enthralled with your mother despite their thirty-five-year difference in ages."
I went on, "We'll re-dress any imbalances in two ways. First, we'll just be ourselves and sooner or later we'll all have private time together in every which way. It may take a couple of weeks, but we know it'll smooth out. Second, if someone feels out of balance, they're not shy about saying so. We have an expression --'my bucket is empty' -- or something akin to that, to signal to one of us that she or he wants some alone time with that person."
"Wow," Rachel said, "you have really thought this all through."
"No, we're making it up as we go along. Nancy, my first wife, taught me a lot about loving and keeping her bucket full. We had a full, beautiful life and for a few years we had another person that she loved deeply while she loved me. I'll tell you more about it sometime. I guess you know that Nancy died of cancer about two years ago. I had a long, often drunken depression before I found myself again; I found Lynn about the same time and then your sister. I love them deeply as I find I'm loving you." I kissed Rachel very tenderly again.
We sat for a long time talking quietly and then heard rustling from the master bedroom. Bev came out of the bedroom naked. She came and snuggled into my other side, demanding several kisses before she settled down with her head on my shoulder.
After a while she said, "Did you make love to Rachel at the beach?"
"Yes, we did," I replied softly.
"Good," she said then was quiet for a long time. "I hope you made it beautiful for her."
"He did," Rachel answered for me; she had a new enthusiasm in her voice.
Lynn appeared a few minutes later, her beautiful nude body glimmering in the morning light. She slid up behind Rachel and cuddled into her. Rachel responded by pulling Lynn into her and putting her arm around her. They kissed.
Karen came later, a pretty ribbon in her long tousled dark hair but otherwise naked. She sat at my feet and let Bev and I surround her with our legs so she didn't feel left out of our large group hug. She tossed her long locks of hair into my groin area with a kinky grin then quieted down.
A naked Mel arrived and cuddled up to Bev who put her arm around her and kissed her tenderly. Robbie came up behind Lynn, kissing her and Rachel as he leaned in to embrace the two women.
We all sat for a long time just content in each other's presence. Finally, Carl appeared. He was the only one wearing clothes; he had on a pair of boxers. He stood for the longest time looking at the tableau on the sofa before him. He smiled warmly, slipped his shorts off, and spooned behind Mel; the two of them kissed gently to welcome the morning. He'd read the mood of the day correctly.

*****Everyone pitched in, and we made a grand breakfast. We smoothed and touched each other's bodies as we worked around the kitchen and dining area. We'd all dressed -- barely. We sat around the breakfast table enjoying way too much coffee as Sarasota delivered another day in paradise to all our visitors from the cold climes.
I saw Rachel pull Carl away for a few moments. They walked down by the dock and sat there talking for a while. I was glad to see the communications. I often saw one or the other nodding their heads in the affirmative.
We broke into groups for a while. Lynn and Mel went shopping and to pickup some groceries. Bev, Karen, and Rachel sat by the pool and bonded with one another; I was glad to occasionally hear gales of laughter ring out from their conversation.
Carl and I had yet another cup of coffee and watched some fishermen off in the bay. After a thoughtful silence, he said, "Thank you for making love to Rachel this morning. She said it was one of the most special times in her life and that she'll never forget it."
I just nodded.
He went on, "Somehow, we got to where I'm not providing her those moments any more. I'm so glad that someone else can. Really, thank you."
"Carl, you're still providing special times to Rachel everyday. When you acknowledge that your interactions with each other are special, they become special. Lynn, Karen, and I celebrate each other almost every day; it's part of how we love. We talk about our special times together. We remember them more that way."
I went on, "Plus you have four great kids -- I know, we've got pictures of them in the living room; in case you didn't notice. Bring them here sometime, and we'll take them up to Disney World. Those kids provide you lots and lots of special times. Unfortunately, they slide by in the rush of daily life and you don't treasure them until they are long gone. I know, I was working too hard and missed many of my kids special moments."
After a long silence Carl said, "She's in love you, you know?"
"Yes, I know. I love her too." I paused for a minute. "Rachel hasn't stopped loving you to love me. It's an 'and' not an 'or'. Do you understand that?"
"Yes, I think I do. I guess I'm the sort of person who falls in love with the women I sleep with. So now, I'm not only in love with Rachel, but I have pretty strong feelings for Bev and Karen, and I'm feeling pretty tender about Mel and Lynn too since they were part of what we all shared last night. I don't love Rachel any less, and, as I think of it, even more. I feel so alive and awake to feelings and emotions I didn't feel before. It's not just being horny either, although I'm starting to feel my oats again." He laughed aloud.
"You'll feel as though you've expanded your ability to love to a whole new level when you leave and return home. I don't think it's just the sex either although that helps. It's that you get really close to other people. You open yourself to them completely; you make yourself vulnerable. It's called unconditional love. You love them without question, for whom they are right now, and they take you that way too. There's no attempt to change the other person, to make them something they're not. The lovemaking just helps seal the deal."
"Where do you go, who do you talk to, and what do you read to pick up this philosophy? I love this, but it seems new to me. I want to learn more."
"I have a few books, but mostly I've patched it together from a bunch of different people over time: the O'Neill's, Buscaglia, Rimmer, Jung, ... to name a few. Take a look at the books on the shelves in the room you're sleeping in."
Carl nodded.
I stood and stretched. "OK, it's time for some healthy exercise."
Carl looked optimistic. I said, "Not that kind! I was thinking of some golf. Do you play?"
An hour later Carl, Robbie, and I were at the Bobby Jones Golf Course ready to tee off. No one did really well, but we did have a great bonding experience, and I could tell Carl felt closer to us by the end of the round.

*****The eight of us went out for dinner to a very dressy and expensive place called Café L'Europe at St. Armand's Circle. I hadn't eaten there for years, and they didn't disappoint.
At one point, I sat back and studied each of the people at the long table, thinking of how they fit into our unusual set of relationships.
Lynn was sitting next to me and often touching my leg or arm in a gesture of love and affection. I'd also get a kiss every now and then. She was one of the most beautiful women in the world, a tall, trim, leggy, longhaired, lithe blond with the face of a model. Tonight, her hair was up in a sexy twist and she was wearing a short scoop-neck summer frock that I was sure was entertaining the wait staff when they stood behind her; she was not wearing a bra. She was the start of my return to sanity after Nancy died and the person to first capture my heart when I felt I was ready to love again. She was open-minded and lusty in our relationship, creative about sex, and always looking for an opportunity to create fun experiences in our lives.
Karen sat across from me with her legs entangled with mine; she too wanted contact with me. Karen was a beauty too: long, twisty, shiny jet black hair that cascaded down her back; a body to die for; and a face that belonged in Vogue or some magazine that emphasized beauty. She was wearing a tight, little black dress with large gold earrings and a matching belt. To complete the ensemble, she was wearing four-inch black patent leather spike heels -- apparel that I think is really sexy; she calls them her 'fuck me pumps.' Karen is a people person, unusually sensitive to how we're feeling and our moods. She can be wild in our sex encounters and is usually vocal, making up erotic and creative phrases that drive us all to distraction and orgasms.
Robbie sat next to Karen, often putting his arm around her affectionately. He was in his middle twenties, one of our projects, and was what Lynn called a 'hunk.' Officially, he was Mel's boyfriend and he was totally devoted to her, almost with a puppy dog fondness. He had let Mel be the lead for his involvement with our extended family; happy, I'm sure, that it gave him open access to all the women in our circle. He seemed to have a special place in his heart for Bev, who he gravitated to when Mel became occupied with someone else.
Bev was sitting next to me truly dressed as if she came off the pages of Vogue wearing a trim sheath in navy with sexy heels and a very Florida shawl. A petite dynamo, it was hard to believe by looking at her that she was sixty and loved to fuck, suck, and anything else sexual that you could think of. After her initial shock at how we lived, she quickly fit right in.
Carl sat on the other side of Bev, and I noticed the two then cooing into each other's ears. Bev had her hand in Carl's crotch for a while with a devilish look on her face. Carl was a raw gem of a man who let it all hangout. Devoted to Rachel and his kids, he was the good husband personified. I guessed he was grappling with whether there'd be after-affects from his visit.
Rachel sat across from Carl: my newest love. We caught each other's eyes and looking with love at each other. I blew her a kiss and she returned the gesture. She seemed to accept her sister's life style, but had been testing and evaluating to see whether she wanted to add to our life style to her life. A mother of four, her body was starting to show the battle scars of being a soccer mom and career women living in suburbia. She had dressed in a lovely pleated skirt and top with matching shoes. She had a knack for fashion like her mother and sister. She could be as lusty as her sister, and I think she had amazed herself by finding her ability to produce nearly unlimited orgasms during her lovemaking.
Mel sat next to Karen, the two of them often canoodling together over what would happen later in the evening. There was no doubt that Mel was Lynn's daughter; they were from the same mold. Mel had that freshness and innocence as well as a natural sexiness that oozed from her pores and made heads turn wherever she went. She could have cared less. Bev was coaching her on how to dress sharply, and tonight she was at her peak with a gold lame blouse and very short tight skirt with tall heels (my favorite again). Mel's natural sexiness was something we all loved about her. While she was Robbie's girlfriend, she professed her total devotion to me and for that I will always be eternally grateful. She is a superb lover too -- actually we all are!
As for me, I was wearing the first necktie of the year -- and it was almost New Year's Eve, with a sport coat and slacks, no socks, and dress shoes -- apparel that Bev told me she thought made me look more like the sexy man she knew I was. As I looked at my friends and my lovers I realized how blessed I was; the Universe had not only saved me from desolation it had hurled me into the land of love and abundance. I couldn't have been happier.
I politely asked Carl whether I could make love to Rachel again as we walked around the Circle after dinner. He smiled and encouraged me. He asked about the best way to approach Mel, and I shared my insights with him. He left my side, and I watched him walk with her; Mel welcomed the attention and soon the two of them were walking with their arms around each other. Bev and Robbie were an interesting pair, particularly since obviously their attentions to each other were far from platonic. Lynn and Karen were walking holding arms, in the very European sexy way foreign women do; they betrayed nothing of their relationship except closeness. I pulled Rachel to me and put my arm around her; she was surprised and gave me a big smile of happiness that I had "claimed" her.
When we got home, Karen asked whether she could join with Rachel and me when we made love. I, of course, held my arms open to her. I pulled the two of them into the master bedroom. Karen and I had Rachel stand with her eyes closed as we disrobed her and romanced every new area of skin that became exposed. The two of them were accepting of the erotic situation even though they were sisters.
We then turned our attention on Karen, slowly peeling off her layers of clothing. Then, it was my turn. Having two tongues run up and down your cock is a VERY stimulating and exciting situation, particularly when the ones doing it are as beautiful as these two sisters. Karen showed Rachel how to deep throat me; I was tolerant of her efforts in this direction and praised her eventual success. By now, I was harder than rebar and wanted to return the favor.
I lay on my back and had Rachel mount me; Karen came over my face and lowered her pussy to my eager lips. She tasted divine, and eating her and having Rachel ride me was one of the Wonders of the World. After a while we switched, and I got to eat Rachel again. The sisters did not taste the same -- both were divine, but different.
While in our two-above-one positions, the women kissed and fondled each other in a most un-sisterly fashion. I could feel more than see what they were doing, my focus being on the pussy nearest my lips and on prolonging the sexual contact. I occasionally heard Karen giving directions.
It didn't take too long before the two of them started to have climaxes that I could feel and taste as their lubrication flooded my thirsty mouth. Karen was the first, and then Rachel succumbed to my oral attentions. Then, I felt the two of them start to manipulate and rub each other's clit; both women fired off again shortly after that.
Eventually, they fell beside me, Rachel again deep throating me to show me her new skill. "Yum," she said as she came up for air, "pussy and man. What a fine combination." She looked at Karen and asked, "Who gets his load?" She smirked.
Karen thought for a minute as she ran her hand up and down my wrought iron cock and then asked her sister, "Have you ever done anal sex?"
Rachel looked horrified for an instant, then pensive then accepting and finally experimental. "Nooooo," she said, "but with this man I might be willing to try it."



Karen scooted across the bed and pulled the lubricants from the bedside table. She said, "I'll show you first so you can see it done and know that it won't hurt. I really like it occasionally."
She opened a tube and squeezed some of the slick substance directly onto my swollen cock, rubbing it in with her other hand. She passed me the tube and then bent over and raised her ass to me. I added some lube in the area of her pucker, pushing some inside her with one finger. Rachel watched with great interest, slowly rubbing her clit with one hand.
I moved behind Karen, placed my rod in position and gently thrust into her dark cavity. Karen moaned and popped off a small orgasm. "Oooooooooh," she moaned as I started to move in and out of her body, "that feels wonderful. Fuck my ass. Harder. You can do it harder. Rachel, suck my tits -- hard. Stroke my clit. Oh shit, this is great. Ooooooooooh!" Karen started her erotic and seductive 'dirty talk,' as we called it. Rachel seemed impressed as she darted under her sister and started to suck her pendulous breasts and nipples, one hand stroking Karen's clit.
"You know you can finger fuck her," I said to Rachel as I thrust into Karen.
I could feel Rachel's digits moving into her sister's cunt and moving around. Karen went into orbit, having her most powerful orgasm of the week! "Oh God, fuck me you guys. Fuck my cunt. Fuck my ass. Ooooooooh. I'm ... going ... to ... to ... to ... cum!" Karen shrieked at the top of her lungs -- "Fuuuuuuuuuuck," and then spasmed, jetting her girl juice all over Rachel's hands and the bed. She kept jerking wildly beneath me as the various parts of the climax hit her body. Finally, she jerked her body from my cock and panting wildly she fell flat on the bed - away from Rachel. Gasping, she said, haltingly, "I ... can't ... talk ... WOW ... won ... der ... ful."
Rachel looked at me with wonder; "You did THAT to my sister. I can hardly wait."
I pulled Rachel in front of me. She was ready, willing, and able as she knelt and looked over her shoulder at me. "Remember, I'm a virgin," she whispered.
My cock was still hardened steel, except now it was purple in color. I applied a layer of lube to it again as well as to Rachel's pucker. I pushed a finger deep into her; Rachel's back arched and she panted wildly for a few seconds. "Ooooooh, dear," she exclaimed.
I put my cock at the opening I'd just created and slowly pushed into her. I whispered to her, "Relax, relax, relax. Think of opening yourself to me ... of not rejecting this approach though it's unconventional. Relax." I felt her body release some tension beneath me, and I could sink slowly into her opening, finally bottoming out as I pushed to the extreme.
"Oh dear God, oh dear God, oh dear God," Rachel kept repeating. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. Oh, don't stop, just go slow, go slow. Oh wow. WOW!" Gradually she got used to the fullness and my deep penetration of her body. I just held still to let her get used to it. She was moving around, so I maintained the stimulation I needed.
Karen still lay panting beside us, watching Rachel accept me into her virgin ass. Finally, she said to Rachel, "After this is done, you'll have a whole new outlook on sex and whole new hole to fuck with. I'm still having little orgasms just lying here." She grabbed her pussy and held it tight as another sensation apparently washed through her body.
I pulled partway from Rachel and then pushed back into her. A whole new series of vocal statements erupted from her lips. I repeated the process ... and again ... and again. Suddenly, I felt her cum as well. It started deep within her, her muscles clenched together and spasmed around me, her back arched, and she rose up on her hands and froze, not breaking contact with me. Her breath got short, and she let out a squeal of joy as it washed through her. "Ooooooh WOW," she said loudly.
I started thrusting into her more ardently figuring that she was getting used to the sensations and fullness. I wasn't entirely right. She had another climax almost immediately, repeating the process she'd done only moments earlier. I allowed her to quiet down, rest and recuperate from the event, then started again; sixty seconds later she had another orgasm. "Ooooooooooh," she moaned loudly through her gasps, "I ... keep ... cuming ... I ... keep ... having ... orgasms ... this ... is ... really ... ooooooooooh fuck."
I started again, this time intent on not stopping when she orgasmed. She did, and I didn't; the result was that I drove her to an even higher plane. She squealed with joy and delight with her most significant event of the night.
I kept pulling and pushing into Rachel's ass. Now, she was into it and starting to move her body in sync with mine -- making sure I drove deep into her. She fired off again ... and again.
Karen moved partway under Rachel and captured one of her breasts, sucked, and bit on the hanging nipple. In combination, with my more energetic strokes, Rachel popped off a big one. In response to the noise no doubt, I noticed Carl and Mel appear at the door of the bedroom; both were nude -- Mel looked so inviting. Mel was stroking Carl's cock.
I pounded into Rachel now as Karen attacked her clit. I said to Karen, "Put your fingers in her cunt. Make her cum the way you did."
Through Rachel's peritoneum I could feel Karen's digits press into Rachel and expand. Karen started pumping, but that was all it took to fire not only Rachel into a massive orgasm but also me. I screamed my arrival and made several thrusts into her ass as the jets of my cum shot into her tunnel. Rachel also screamed and collapsed beneath me; I followed her down -- our sweaty bodies locked together.
We lay there panting. Karen stroked the two of us and whispered words of love to us. I looked at Carl whose jaw was hanging open. "Come here, Carl!" I commanded. "Hold your wife. She just had an amazing experience, if I read her emotions correctly."
Carl approached the bed with Mel close behind. He knelt next to the prone Rachel as I extracted my deflating cock from her ass. "Are you OK hon?" he asked softly, gently touching her back.
"Oh, Wow!" Rachel exclaimed happily, "You won't believe what I've learned to do tonight. I am going to rock your world until we DIE!" She had the biggest smile on her face. She reached out to me and grabbed my hand and clutched it to her breast as she leaned up and kissed Carl.
She exclaimed further, "I knew people did this, and I thought it was dirty. Well, it may be dirty, but it feels won ... der ... ful, and you are going to learn how to do this to me. Maybe Mel will teach you if she's willing." Rachel reached out to Mel and pulled her in closer to us; Mel was nodding her acceptance of the assignment with a broad smile. We were now all on the bed surrounding the exhausted sisters.
Carl turned to me; "Did you just do this to two women?" I nodded in the affirmative. "Well, I've got to shake you hand. I AM impressed."
I laughed and said, "Give me an hour and I could do a couple more," my voice taunting with bravado as I said it. Everyone laughed. I was only half-serious.
Finally, Rachel looked at Carl and said, "Go back with Mel. Make love to her and let her make love to you. Teach each other new things, and how to bring new pleasures to each other." She paused then added, "And most importantly, learn to love each other." She smiled at the two of them. They slipped off the bed and left the room hand in hand.
I gathered the two women up in my arms. "I suggest either a dip in the pool or a three-person shower."
Rachel looked at the two of us, "I'd really like to go in the pool and hold the two of you under the stars." We rose and went out the bedroom door onto the patio. The three of us slid into the pool and soon were a cluster of nude bodies kissing and loving one another as we floated beneath the night sky.
Mel turned out to be remarkably more experienced at lovemaking than Carl; not that she minded being the teacher; it turned her on to keep blowing his mind as she tried each new sexual thing or position with him. Carl had never had anyone deep throat him; he didn't last and came promptly down Mel's gullet. Then, she leaned in and kissed him, sharing some his own spunk with him. At first, he was repulsed, but she persisted and so he sampled her tongue by way of a French kiss. She milked him back to hardness -- also something that no one had ever really done to him before -- at least in so short a time. She got him deep in her pussy, pulling him into her with her legs, and reached back and inserted a finger into his ass. Carl went wild. Also, the pair tried anal sex that she insisted Carl learn, since Rachel had already forged down that road; Mel got so she had orgasm after orgasm, and except for the previous night Carl had never seen anyone do so many so fast. Carl had exploded into Mel's ass, and then she nursed him back to hardness yet again, and mounted and fucked him as they watched each other in the mirrors on back of the door and talked 'dirty' to each other.
Carl lay exhausted in a sweaty, moist, heap, smelling of sex, pussy juice, and cum. He had a huge smile on his face as he caressed Mel who lay in his arms fawning over him. Mel said, "You are a wonderful man and a great student. I like teaching you. You'll do anything. I feel such power over you; it's an aphrodisiac to me." She leaned in, and they shared a deep kiss.
In the guest bedroom, Robbie had Bev and Lynn lying next to each other. He was taking turns thrusting into each woman, spending about thirty or forty seconds with each one as he pumped rapidly into them. He managed to deliver a successful series of climaxes to the two while holding himself in reserve.
Lynn finally had enough. When he started his pumping into her on this turn, she told him, "If you don't cum in me now, you'll never cum in me again. I want you and your spunk deep in me -- now cum. You can do Bev later. Right ... now ... cum ... in ... MEEEEEEEE!" She exploded and so did Robbie, sending a dozen jets of jism deep into her cunt.
She exclaimed, "Oh, I can feel each shot of your cum. You're still cuming. Ooooooh! You are great." She pulled him down to her and showered his face and neck with kisses; he returned the favor.
Bev lay next to them fingering her clit and bringing herself to her next little climax. As Robbie pulled out, his cock was coated in cum and Lynn's cunt juices. Bev reached over and grabbed it, bending in and sucking it into her mouth. After a few moments spent cleaning his rod, she announced, "You two taste VERY nice. You should package this concoction as a new high-energy protein drink. I'm going to get some more." With that she positioned herself between Lynn's thighs and proceeded to lick and suck what fluids she could get from Lynn's pussy. Lynn made the process easy by spreading her legs to give Bev maximum access.
After she was finished, Bev went back to Robbie who had hardened watching the two women. "Now," she said, "I would also like some of what you just gave her." She pulled his cock into her mouth again and started bringing him back to life.
The other threesome had left the pool to cuddle and love together on one of the chaises. Rachel went down on her sister again, this time taking time to appreciate the act of cunnilingus and that she could help her sister reach a peak. I hardened just watching the women in the dim light that filtered out from the house.
After Karen had an orgasm, the two women changed places, with Karen trying to deliver the maximum amount of pleasure to her sister. With tongue and fingers, she expertly used her tricks and we both watched and felt Rachel move to her peak. Then, the two women turned on me. Rachel proved that she remembered her lesson from earlier well.
I used the same game that Robbie used, namely spending forty or so seconds thrusting into each woman and then changing to the other. I started with Rachel ... then did Karen ... and back and forth. We talked about Tantric sex as we fucked, the women stroking and stimulating each other. Finally, we talked about love and how sex reinforced that love and made it real and invigorating and alive. Then, at Rachel's insistence, I came in Karen. We all cuddled, wet with our juices again and in love with one another.
We went in the pool for a last dip, drying off with some of the towels that were always out on the patio. The three of us then went in to check on the others and go to bed.
When we looked in at Robbie, Bev, and Lynn, they were spooned together and asleep. The smell of sex filled the room, and each person had a contented look on their face.
Carl and Mel were snuggled together and awake. They'd been talking about life, each other, love and on and on. We each went in a kissed them goodnight.
A few minutes later we too were spooned together around Rachel and drifting to sleep. Again, I thanked the Universe for the love and erotic life style that I now enjoyed.
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Chapter 13 -- Carl and Rachel Play Some New Year's Games With the Other Six
The next morning was New Year's Eve; Karen and I made love in the dunes at Lido Beach after our meditations. We had a tender and loving time in midst of all the chaos going on with so many visitors at the house. When we finished, we lay together talking of our love for one another. Finally, she said, "You know my bucket is very full. I am a happy camper, and I'm sure everyone else is too. This is the best Christmas holiday ever." We kissed yet again.
At home, the two of us shed our sweat suits in keeping with house 'rules' and started breakfast. Soon the naked nymphs and satyrs from the bedrooms started to appear. A naked Rachel came first, pressing into her sister with a warm good morning kiss and then repeating the process with me. "Thank you two for what you did with me last night. I know it was daring -- I could have bolted," she smiled, "but I didn't, and I will never forget it." She had a big smile.
"Neither will we," I assured her as the three of us hugged together. I thought of the wild sexual session the evening before where we'd made Rachel the center of attention, going so far as anal sex with the neophyte.
"Carl and I WILL do THAT again. I don't know if I've ever cum so hard or been so nasty all at the same time. I will like doing both sometimes," she looked sheepishly at her sister.
"So do we, Rachel," Karen said as she kissed her sister's forehead. "And, it's only nasty if you put that label on it." She grinned.
I put an apron on so I wouldn't damage any of the equipment as I cooked the bacon and sausage -- no, not that sausage!
Lynn arrived next, hugging and kissing each of us. She smelled of sex -- an odor I was becoming very fond of. Mel joined us wearing the same perfume, then Bev and Robbie, and last was Carl.
After breakfast, we became civilized and played tourists. We went up to the Ringling Museum and walked around looking at the art and an amazing miniature circus. We walked around downtown and ate outside at my favorite restaurant. The same waitress served our table again; she sized me up with all these women together, rolled her eyes towards the sky, and gave me a big wink.
After lunch, we all went back to the house and changed into swimsuits for a walk along the beach. We drove two cars full of people to Siesta Key beach and started to walk. The air was still delightfully warm for year-end.
Lynn and I were walking along holding hands when Robbie broke off from the others and came up to us. "I have a question for you guys, can you slow down a minute?"
"What's up?" I asked as we almost came to a stop to match his slow pace. The others continued on up the beach.
"Well, I'm not sure how to start this ..." He floundered around for a second looking at each of us; I could tell he had something serious on his mind.
He finally found the words, "You know, I love Mel with all my heart?" We both nodded. "And I love the rest of you too, but Mel is really the most important person in my life right now ... and, well, I feel like it will be that way forever ... and, well, I want to ask her to marry me today." He reached into the pocket of his shorts and pulled out a ring box and showed us a beautiful diamond as he walked backwards. "This was my grandmother's," he said quietly.
"Wow!" Karen said as she stopped and hugged him. "Oh, she will be thrilled. Go ahead, do it!"
"I agree," I said as I hugged him too. A few of the others glanced back at us, but not Mel.
"Does she know about this?" I asked.
"No, this'll be a surprise. I hope she says 'yes'," Robbie stuttered. "We don't have to get married right away, but I want to be tied to her -- I want us to commit to each other. I mean she's got to graduate first. Maybe that summer."
We both turned him around and pushed him ahead of us with love. Then I had a thought.
"Hey everybody, wait up!" I yelled. Lynn, Robbie and I trotted up to the others who'd turned around in response to my call.
"Come here," I said," gathering everyone together. I grabbed hands and pushed everyone into a circle. The cool waters from the Gulf of Mexico washed up over our feet. "Form a circle. We have a special occasion to observe."
There were lots of questioning faces, but the group gathered together and circled.
I said, "Mel and Robbie into the center of our circle." I paused and looked at Robbie. He understood and took Mel's hand, then, God bless his heart, he knelt in front of her.
"Mel," he said in a tender voice, "I love you with all my heart and soul ... and I never want to be without you in my life ... now and forever." He reached in his pocket again and pulled out the ring box. As he opened it to her he said, "Mel, I want you to marry me -- sometime, maybe after you finish school, or whenever you're ready, but ..."
He never got to finish his sentence; Mel threw herself onto him shouting, "Yes, yes, yes! Oh, I love you too. I will. I will." She was crying with joy. The two of them kissed in the middle of our circle; they stood on their knees in the encircling water and hugged.
She pulled him up so they were standing again and our circle started to close around them. She held out her left hand and Robbie took the ring from the box and slid it onto her ring finger. "We all cheered," then encircled them with hugs, kisses and congratulations. I felt so warm towards Mel and Robbie; every one of us did.
We stood talking excitedly for a few moments and then Robbie and Mel took up the lead as we continued our walk up the beach. Lynn and I loved looking ahead and seeing the two of them arm in love. They both wanted to crawl inside the other. Mel kept looking at the ring on her left hand then she'd kiss and hug Robbie again. Over the sound of the surf, I could hear her wild chatter of excitement.
At one point, Mel broke off from Robbie and came running back to Lynn and me. She jumped into my arms, locking her legs around me, as she kissed me. "Robbie said you knew about this and encouraged him. Thank you." She dropped down and kissed her mother too. We hugged her again. "I still love you guys -- and I will keep loving you guys in all the ways we love to love." She locked eye contact with the two of us so there was no doubt what she meant.
Mel went running back to Robbie yelling, "I'm engaged. I'm engaged. I'm engaged." She threw herself into his arms again and they twirled around, almost falling into the water.
I teased Lynn, "Looks like you'll get grandchildren after all."
"Not too soon, I hope," she retorted as she kissed me too.
At the end of our long walk, we headed back to the house. I opened a bottle of champagne and got our crystal flutes out; we toasted Robbie and Mel as we stood around the patio. I suggested they take their champagne into the guest room and do something to celebrate their new commitment.
The two of them looked at us all for a minute, both blushed, but then they bolted for the guest room in a gale of giggles. We didn't see them again for an hour.
The rest of us sat around and enjoyed the afternoon sun and shared stories of how we'd each found the ones we loved and gotten engaged. Our heads were all in a romantic frame of mind.
We were still talking when Mel and Robbie rejoined us, both wearing that wonderful after glow and satisfied expression from great sex. As I looked at them, I realized for the first time why you could always tell when someone had just had sex.
Eventually our group ended up in the pool -- this time in our swimsuits since daylight prevailed. We paddled around and started talking about New Year's resolutions. Everyone thought about what they wanted to have happen in their lives or what bad habits they wanted to break.
Rachel was the first one to vocalize a couple of resolutions. "These last three days have been such an eye opener for me. My first resolution is to have LOTS more sex ... with Carl ..." she looked around at the rest of us with a big grin, "AND all of you, if you'll have me." Carl and I were both close to her and went and hugged her.
"Wait, I have a second resolution," she said as we broke apart. "This visit has been a wake up call for me. I have been taking so much important stuff for granted." She grabbed my hand and kissed it. "Jim reminded me that you have to celebrate the great moments in your life even though they may be small ones -- every moment is important, I guess. If you don't, they're gone too soon and you forget about them." She hugged me. "So my resolution is to love more and to celebrate more -- with Carl, my kids, all of you, with everyone. I want to be more aware -- the celebrate every day."
Mel said, "My first resolution is to spend more time with my FIANCÉ." She emphasized the last word loudly and then kissed him passionately. "My second is spend more time with all of you. I hope you'll all come back here over and over again." She waved her arm at the house.
Bev said, "Well, I was going to make a resolution to fuck Robbie's brains out more frequently, but I guess that slot's been taken." We all laughed. She went to Karen and held her hand, "I've been away from part of my family for too long. These visits have been a wake up call for me too. If it's OK with you guys I'll be back -- a lot." She looked across to Rachel and said, "Why don't we all move down by these guys." She looked at me, "Jim, what about you?"
"I'm just coming on my one-year anniversary of meeting Lynn -- of falling in love with her, then Karen ... and Mel ... you ... and Rachel ... and even you gentlemen. This has been the best year of my life, so I guess I'm going to spend the next year being grateful for the abundance of love and caring that the Universe has given me." I thought a bit as the others watched. "I want to be more giving and loving to all of you in the year ahead ... and I guess I should extend that to the others we meet that are in need." I looked to Carl.
Carl started, "Well, I know I'm going to have to get in shape to keep up with my highly sexed wife. I think I'm going to enjoy being married to a nymphomaniac." Everyone laughed. "Usually men don't think about love or caring, we just sort of 'do' whatever comes next. But on this visit, you have taught me to think about love and how to do it -- how to make it a great experience for everyone -- all the time. I'm going to start doing that too -- I think I already have, but it'll take me some work and guidance from you. I need to think about Rach more and work less too. Lastly, I like the idea of moving here -- maybe that'll be an interesting goal to look into for the year." He reached out to Karen who took his hand and kissed it.
"I'm blessed by you all," Karen said. "I'm a sexual being, I love making love with each of you, and I want to get better at that during the year." We all applauded and she actually blushed. "I, too, want new relationships with my Mom, my sister, her family, and particularly with Jim and Lynn. Sometimes, I know I'm not the easiest person to live with and I promise to work on that. The other thing I want to do is find some way to help other people outside our circle - people in need in some way. I've been focused pretty close in, and now it's time for me to reach out to others." She paused then shrugged to indicate she was through. "Lynn?" she said.
"I want to work on that sex thingy too," Lynn said to everyone's laughter. "I have some personal stuff to clean up this year -- it frets on me. I mean my divorce and cleaning up my personal finances. Jim got me back on my feet, and he's never once asked for money or rent or help with food or anything; in fact, I arrived here with less than $200 in my pocket and I still have it." She came over and hugged me with tears running down her cheek. "I need to feel as though I'm contributing to this family, so I want to fix that in some way in the New Year." I started to protest, but she put a finger to my lips so I wouldn't talk.
Lynn went on, "I've got a daughter to celebrate with, and I am SO looking forward to all the wedding planning stuff when you guys start to think about a date and what you want your wedding to be like. Lastly, I want to love Jim and Karen more -- even more than I've learned to in the past year." She kissed me passionately and hung on my shoulder. She nodded to Robbie who stood nearby.
Robbie started, "I'm entering a new phase of my life, and I so look forward to it. There's a lot I'll need to learn and I hope you'll help me with lots of 'free advice'." We all chuckled. He walked up behind Karen and wrapped his arms around her. "You've created a living, learning, and loving laboratory here, and I've always felt privileged to be a part of it. I don't want that to end, because I know that Mel and I grow in mind, body, and spirit when we are with you, so, speaking for the two of us, except that we're engaged nothing else will change." He nuzzled into Karen's neck; Karen turned and kissed him. I noticed that Mel had her arms around Carl's neck.
We meandered out of the pool and sat on the deck watching another spectacular sunset and chatted about life and love, in particular, talking about what Mel and Robbie had to look forward to. The women finally laid out the fixings for dinner, and we had another barbeque.
After dinner, we talked about what to do for the New Year's celebration. Robbie summarized our options: be downtown where they planned on 'dropping' a large peach -- there would be four bands playing; be in the arms of your lovers; or sit like a couch potatoes watching the Times Square celebration. We all yelled, "Lovers!"
That set the tone for the rest of the evening -- and, by that time, we had a little over two hours until midnight. We opened up the large television into the living room where the house had comfortable padding under the carpeting. As we started to pair up, I noticed everyone avoided Mel and Robbie. I looked at them and shrugged; he winked at me, and then pushed Mel in my direction. She grinned at him and then at me.
Robbie said, "Oh wait, a rule for the next hour. No orgasms -- just foreplay." There was a chorus of boos and hisses from the seven of us; however, we all acknowledged that we'd play by that rule.
Mel came and kissed me and slid her arm around my waist. "You're mine tonight."
I hugged her back and asked, "Anyone else?"
"Yes," she said, "Rachel, if she's willing. We haven't really ... errr, been together." I nodded and made eye contact with Rachel who was talking to her husband. I crooked a finger and motioned that we wanted her. She got the message and grinned. She kissed Carl passionately, and then came over to us, kissing Mel and me.
Rachel looked at me with a sassy stance and said, "You wanted me?"
"Oh, yes," I said, "We both want you -- very much."
I watched Lynn approach Carl and put her arms around his neck. She had yet to be his lover and tonight would be a first for the two of them. Lynn understood foreplay, she could be a master at extending the lead-in to a colossal orgasm.
Robbie claimed Bev with a kiss to the back of her neck as she stood talking to Karen. He reached out and pulled Karen into the resulting hug too.
The evening's territory had been staked out, at least the initial 'teams.'
I suggested to Mel and Rachel, "Since we have an hour to kill, so to speak, I suggest we go and climb in the backseat of my car and pretend like we're back in high school, using all the approaches and defenses from that time in our lives. Role play. What say?"
"Oh, goody," Mel said, "but I want a couple of minutes in 'wardrobe,' if I may?"
"Me too," Rachel said gesturing at Mel with a look of conspiracy.
"Fine," I said, "perhaps I'll make some changes too."
We all headed off and in ten minutes we met in the kitchen. Mel had put on some cutoffs and a tube top, and tied her hair back in two ponytails. She looked six years younger, sexy as all hell, yet I'd seen this outfit at many of the malls on high school age girls.
I'd found an old polyester shirt I guess I'd had in the 70s when I'd been in my late teens and early twenties. I'd also put on blue jeans. I'd dug up an old Trojan and put it in my wallet too.
Rachel joined us wearing a pleated skirt (no poodle) with a white blouse and sweater tied around her neck. She was wearing calf-high white socks and saddle shoes (the latter were really an old pair of golf shoes but they had the same look). She was wearing a ring on a chain around her neck and had also put her hair up in long braids.
Rachel came bounding up to us acting like she had a large wad of chewing gum in her mouth. "Hi Mel. Hi Jim. Whatca doin'?" She pranced around a little like a nervous teenager would do.
"Well," Mel started, "we were just goin' down to the drive-in movie and see what's playin'. Wanna come?"
I turned to Mel and tentatively asked, "Hey doll, I thought you said you wanted to be alone?"
"Yea, but Rach is cool. She can watch the movie while we ... errr, play."
"OK. Let's go," I said and led the way to the garage. Once beside the car I turned on the parking lights and announced, "Oh good, the movie is 'Godzilla Versus the World.' Let's all get in the backseat and watch."
The three of us piled in the backbench seat of my sedan with me in the middle. Now both Rachel and Mel were pretending to chew huge wads of gum. Everyone draped their feed over the front seats. I put my arm around Mel. We had enough light to see exactly what we were all doing.
"Hey, Rach," Mel said, "you watch d'movie and don't watch Jimmy and me, OK?"
"Yea, OK," Rachel said, "but since I broke up with Richie, I've been missin' the lovin' I used to git. Suppose we could share Jimmy?"
"Up to Jimmy," Mel said in a matter of fact voice.
"Yea, I guess," I said trying to sound both eager and unexcited at the same time.
I stretched nonchalantly to put my arm around Rachel, dropping a hand to her well-cloaked breasts.
She grabbed my hand and said, "Hey, Jimmy. Don't git so fresh so fast, and don't make Melinda jealous either. She's my best friend." The girls went into gales of giggles. The gum smacking continued periodically.
"It's OK, Rach. I'm not jealous. And Jimmy really knows how to smooth a girl, if you know what I mean?"
"Oh, OK," Rachel said pulling my hand back to her right breast. I also dropped my hand and cupped Mel's generous left breast. The gum chewing temporarily stopped then started again amid more giggles.
"Hey Mel," Rachel said, "Do you let him get to second base?"
"Oh yea," Mel said, "You mean let him feel my bare breasts. Yeah, I do. I even let him suck on 'em too. That's the part you'll like."
I started to unbutton Rachel's white blouse using only one hand. I was purposefully a little clumsy at the process, swearing gently that girls wore too many layers of clothing. Eventually, I got down to her bra. I reached inside the device and tried to run my fingers along to her nipples, but the way we were sitting virtually prevented my access.
I shifted attention to Mel and reached into her tank top slowly until I had my hand firmly around one of her globes. I could feel her nipple harden in my hand. We kissed pecking at each other's mouth.
When I turned back to Rachel, she was also ready for a kiss, so I pecked her on the lips too, and then I repositioned her so I could reach deeper into her blouse for a full feel. Her nipples were already erect.
"You can tell you excite me Jimmy," Rachel said. "You can smooth me, but I don't want you tellin' any of d'other guys about 'dis."
"I am a man of my word. I don't talk about my dates. I either say whom I went out wid, or I say what I did, but I don't talk about the two together. OK?"
"Yeah, I guess," Rachel said, then pecked me on the cheek as I massaged her breast. "Do you guys French kiss?"



Mel answered, "Oh yeah. He tastes good. Watch this then you try it." Mel grabbed my head with one hand and thrust her tongue into my mouth in a very awkward manner. We ran our tongues around in each other's mouth for a second, and then she broke off suddenly. "See? Now you try it."
I turned to Rachel, and we thrust our tongues into each other's mouth, being equally inept in our passionate endeavor. We broke off suddenly too.
Rachel said, "Oh dats nice! He's makin' me all wet down you know where. Are you Mel?"
Mel responded, "Yeah, but that's third base, and I haven't let him git there before tonight. Do ya think I should?"
I nodded affirmatively with great enthusiasm.
"Oh, yeah. I'm up for third base too, Rachel said. Then she asked a telling question, "Hey, Mel. If we let him feel us up, do we have to feel him up? I mean do we have to touch IT?"
"Yea," Mel said, "but if we do you gotta be careful he doesn't do his thing in your hand or on your dress else you'll have to explain to your parents why your stuff's dirty. Believe me, they'll know too. MY mom can always figure out what we've been doin'." Gum chewing.
Meantime, I started to pinch and twist both girls' nipples. I could tell the level of arousal was increasing. Finally, Mel said, "I'm takin' my top off so he has better access to my tits."
Rachel said, "Me too," then peeled off her sweater, blouse and bra, draping them over the front seat. "But if someone comes towards the car, I wanna be able to get dressed again fast."
I dropped one hand down to Mel's cut offs and tried to sneak up to her pussy around her legs. She giggled. "Oh Jimmy, you're always tryin' to git in my pants and you know I love it too." She spread her legs after having held my hands tightly for a moment.
I moved to stroke Rachel along her belt line. She sighed and then started to chew gum. I dropped my hand to her pleated skirt and got to her legs. They were clenched tightly together. She said, "Now Jimmy, I'm not sure I wanna go that far. I'm not your steady girl, ya know."
"Ya, but I wanna go steady with both of you girls," I said. "I'll give you each a ring to wear 'round your neck."
"Oh, Jimmy you're so romantic," Rachel said as she spread her legs slightly. Mel grabbed my hand, held it off slightly from her pussy in a taunting gesture, and gave an energetic 'bout of gum chewing in my ear.
After some abortive attempts to reach each girl's pussy, I finally hit 'pay dirt' first with Mel and then with Rachel. Pay dirt consisted of them letting me use one finger to run along their slit, telling me they weren't too sure they should even be letter me do this. Eventually, however, Rachel said that her willpower was weakening and that she thought I was THE guy and that she'd let me feel a little more just this one time.
I thrust a finger into Rachel albeit at an awkward angle. She jerked in her excitement and moaned, "Oh Jimmy, that feels really nice." I repeated the process on Mel. Soon I had two fingers buried in each girl and was slowly pumping in and out of each.
"Meeeeellllllll," Rachel cooed, "did you two, ya know, ever go all the way?"
"Weeeeellllll," Mel said, "maybe, sorta, the last time we saw this movie. That's home plate, so I guess we did."
"Jimmmmmmmy," Rachel crooned, "do you wanna go all the way with me and Mel?"
"Oh yea, ya know I do. I love ya both -- a lot," I responded hopefully. I added, "I got protection in my wallet too."
"Can I see it?" Mel asked in a surprised voice.
I pulled my wallet out and made a significant production of getting the rubber out of its hiding place.
"How old is that thing?" Rachel asked.
"I don't know," I replied, "Dougie Blake gave it to me two years ago."
Both girls nodded to one another in obvious agreement, "Oh, that oughta be OK." Gum smacking started again for a couple of moments.
"How're we gonna do this?" Mel asked. "I'm sorta embarrassed to be naked in front of you Rach."
"Yea, me too," Rachel said. "How 'bout we don't peek while we each do IT."
"Yea, I guess," Mel responded. "You go first."
"No, you go first."
"No you"
"No you"
"Hey," I said, "I'll flip a coin." I dug an imaginary coin from pocket. "Rachel Ann, you be heads, and Melinda Sue, you be tails." I snickered in a teenagery way and supposedly flipped the coin and caught it. "OK, Rachel Ann, you're first."
"Now, you be gentle, Jimmy. I haven't done this but once before."
"Well, you come over me. There's not enough room for all of us if I come over you," I said. Mel punched my ribs.
"Where is it?" Rachel said reaching for my crotch. "Oh wow, you're so much bigger than Ritchie. Like, you might hurt me with this." I undid my belt and hiked my pants and underpants down to my knees.
"No," I said, "you'll see. Plus, I promise I'll be gentle. You got lotsa liquid as lube too."
"Well, I don't know ..." she said fondling me quite a bit.
Rachel slowly slid her panties down her legs and pulled them off, leaving the skirt in place. She then sat forward and tried to turn around so she faced me. I tried to stretch out, a feat that was almost impossible in the car. Were cars this small forty years ago?
After significant effort, she rose above me preparing to drop onto my mushroomed rod.
"WAIT!" she said. "You didn't put your rubber on yet. I don't wanna get pregnant -- again!" she added the latter comment under her breath. Mel and I both laughed out of character.
"Mel, you put the rubber on me. You always like to do that," I said. Mel took the rubber and then with hands that were all fumbles and awkward rolled the rubber down my hard rod. Mel tossed some extra smooths and fondling as well.
"You're ready now," Mel announced. "Now I'll watch the movie while you'se guys do IT."
Rachel grabbed my rod and sank her pussy down on it. We both groaned. Mel was watching and loudly chewing her gum again.
Rachel pumped up and down a couple of times then said in a loud voice, "MEL, YOU'RE WATCHING -- NO FAIR!"
Mel retorted, "Well, I've never seen anyone do IT and I really wanna watch. Besides, unless you hike your skirt up, I really can't see anything except your boobs swinging around." She paused and said, "Will you hike your skirt up ... pleeeeeease!"
Rachel hiked her skirt up around her waist so our connection could be seen by Mel.
"What time is it?" Mel asked. "I am sooooooo horny, and I really wanna fuck and have all sorts of orgasms ... and I think I'm tired of this game. I don't care whether we fuck here or in bed or in the living room or the middle of the street. I just wanna get going!"
I checked the dashboard clock and said, "We have three minutes to go."
"Start pumping," Rachel said as she resumed her bouncing on my cock.
I proceeded to count down the remaining minutes to Robbie's arbitrary limit. When I said, "Time's up!" Rachel ground down into me, clearly pushing her clit into my groin. Mel saw the move and reached in to fondle and rub her nub with her thumb and forefinger. I noticed she'd stripped off her shorts and tube top; her sexy body was an inspiration even in the dim light from the car's parking and dashboard lights.
Rachel popped into an orgasm about ten seconds later, her back arching and her breathing freezing as she held her breath and the pleasure washed over her. She then ground her cunt into my groin to extend her pleasure.
Mel almost tossed Rachel off of me as she mounted me, grabbing my still erect rod and dropping down onto it. There was no doubt about her single purpose in life at that moment; she wanted to have an orgasm -- fast.
Mel started bouncing and rocking around my cock. She talked to me. "Oh, you bastard. Between your little 'high school' game and sucking on my tits and finger fucking me you got me hotter than hell. I'm even near." She paused, her breath starting to come in short jerky breaths, "And ... I ... am ... going ... to ... cum ... right ... NOOOOOOOWWWWW!" Mel exploded around my cock; I could feel the spasms ripple through her cunt even though I was still wearing the rubber sheath.
Mel fell against me, but not before reaching out and pulling Rachel into our tryst. The two women kissed and I found myself showered with kisses from both sides.
"Well that was quick," I commented. "I think we ought to take this threesome to more comfortable quarters." There were murmurs of agreement.
The three of us clamored out of the car after shutting off the lights and went inside -- one naked woman, one topless, and me barely holding my pants up. Serious fucking filled the living room, so no one seemed to notice as we traipsed through.
The master bedroom was empty and the three of us tumbled into the king-size bed, but not before we'd stripped off the rest of our clothes. I also pulled the rubber off my shaft; there was no reason to keep it since everyone was on the pill and medically safe. I noted there were forty-five minutes until midnight.
I pulled Rachel into the middle of the bed and put her legs over my shoulder and buried my face in her sweet pussy. I knew she'd taste wonderful since we'd had at least one time together every day since she'd arrived in Florida, and tonight was no disappointment. I thrust my tongue into her as well as my fingers in an in and out rapid manner. Rachel went right to the end and then past it in less than a minute. Her legs clamped around my head and her hands held me motionless as she squealed through a climax.
I moved over to Mel and repeated the process, taking only slightly longer to bring her to a climax. Her response to me was the same, locking me into position with legs and hands. What a nice warm place to be held motionless as an orgasm washes over someone.
Rachel pulled me back to her, spreading her legs in invitation to me. "Please, come in me now. Really, cum in me. Be rough. I'm ready. And Mel, lower your pussy onto my tongue."
I guess I was ready for rough too because I virtually attacked her body with mine. I rammed my cock into her almost without regard for any soreness I might cause. This, however, proved to be exactly what she wanted. In five strokes, she came again, her fluids flooding our union and leaking all over our bodies. I didn't hesitate for a second and just continued pounding into her cunt.
Rachel's body shook so hard due to my thrusts, she had trouble keeping her tongue on Mel's pussy. The act proved erotic to watch, particularly as Mel's breasts shook in time with my thrusts.
"Call me names! Talk dirty to me. You too Mel," Rachel eked out through our passion.
"You slut," I shouted to her. "You fucking slut. You love my cock grinding into your cunt don't you? I could ram your cunt all fucking day long." I jammed into her. "I love fucking you. I don't ever want to stop. I want you to be my slut. And you love eating pussy, look at that tongue of yours lapping up all that pussy juice."
Mel started too, "You cunt, fucking my guy and licking my cunt. I want to ram my fist in your pussy so you know that I'm here too. I'll finger your ass to remind you that you cunt is mine too. I'm going to suck all his cum from your pussy as soon as he's done and you're going to love it. You'll beg me not to stop. You are my lesbian whore."
Rachel was moaning and popping-off small orgasms every minute or so. We didn't stop our pounding or talking dirty to her. Finally, she moaned, "Yes, I'm you slut -- your whore. I'll do anything you tell me to, anytime, anywhere. I'll fuck anyone you want me to in any way you want me to. I'll suck cum from anyone too -- any man, any woman. Fuck me. Fuck my ass."
She shifted slightly towards the edge of the bed so I was standing and her ass was hanging over the edge. Mel dismounted Rachel's face, and took advantage of the situation; she reached beneath me and thrust two fingers into Rachel's ass; it took little effort since the entire area was wet with pussy juice. Rachel shrieked and went wild, suddenly thrusting into me with renewed effort.
That was all it took. I blasted over the edge, announcing my cum to the girls with only seconds of warning. I hammered my last several thrusts into Rachel as I felt Mel do the same. Then, I had body-wrenching spasms with each jet of fluid that left my body and flooded into hers. Rachel matched my cum with her own ejaculation. For almost a minute the room was silent and no one breathed. We held our breath, as our climaxes hit and we savored being on the peak edge, and then there were two people gasping and passionately kissing. Mel moved around and joined us. I was surprised at how passionate Rachel and Mel were together, not that I minded.
I rolled onto the bed and pulled both women to me. "Oh, wow! That was intense!" I announced, still craving oxygen. I felt Mel pull away, but didn't think anything of it until Rachel jerked in my embrace; her eyes flew open. Mel was at Rachel's pussy, and I could hear the sucking sounds in the sopping wet area as she sought the mix of cum and female juices from her pussy. Rachel's legs came up in supplication and her hands went to caress Mel's head as she cleaned her.
Rachel intoned through another round of panting, "Oh, please, eat me Mel. Eat my pussy. Suck every drop of cum from me. You can even bring it up and share it with me. I'd love to swallow Jim's cum. Bring me some when you're ready. Oh suck my pussy." She continued as long as Mel did. Mel then rose obviously holding fluid in her mouth and in a French kiss thrust the mix of fluids into Rachel's mouth.
I pulled Mel to me and she shared the last of her fluid capture with me too. As unusual as it was, I liked the taste; the mix of our fluids, softened by Mel's saliva, actually tasted a musky delicious. I wasn't the least repelled.
Rachel had cum again while Mel ate her out, and we watched her float down from her high, stroking her body as she did.
When Rachel had recovered, she moved around so she could suck my cock. I still had the mixed juices from the two of us on it, but not for long. Given the situation, I hardened almost immediately. She rammed me down her throat, a full deep throat, until I was truly ready for another round.
Rachel then rose to me and said, "Fuck Mel! Make her your slut too." Both women grinned at me, and Mel nodded her assent.
Mel opened her legs, and I penetrated her in two strong strokes; she moaned and pulled me into her. We started a brisk pumping into each other immediately, driving each other to our next orgasms. Mel's breasts were rotating in a sexy way below me as I pounded into her. The entire bed shook. She grabbed her breasts and proved to me that she could suck on each nipple to pleasure herself. Then, she moved to accelerate her cum by rubbing her own clit. Rachel took over sucking and loving one of Mel's breasts as well as running her hands over her body.
I wasn't going to cum in record time since I'd climaxed only moments earlier, so we continued for quite a while until we felt others in the room. I looked over my shoulder to see Carl and Lynn standing next to the bed. Carl's cock had a sheen of pussy juice on it.
Lynn said in a teasing tone, "Hey, bring this party into the other room. It's ten minutes until midnight, and we all want a big communal fuck in the living room to celebrate the New Year."
I yanked myself out of Mel. Mel squeaked and had a small climax as a result of the sudden move. Rachel, I noted, had promptly thrust her right fingers deep in Mel's cunt, nearly fisting the open cunt. The women waited while Mel floated down.
Mel shot me a glance and said, "We're not done. You owe me one." We both grinned lecherously at each other. She took my hand as I pulled her to her feet, and we followed Rachel into the living room.
Karen was perched atop Robbie's cock with Bev sitting on his face. They were doing a slow motion 'fuck-and-eat-out' as Bev described to the other two what was happening in Times Square on the large plasma television.
Mel gestured to Karen and then replaced her on Robbie's cock. No one gave her any argument since they'd just gotten engaged. She explained, "I need everyone of my lover's cocks in me this evening." After a pause, she added, "Oh, I so enjoy my sluthood."
I pulled Carl aside and whispered in his ear; he nodded and pulled Rachel to him. He lay on the floor and indicated to Rachel that she should mount him. She did; however, I came up behind her and pushed a finger into her ass. She groaned in passion. Karen passed me a tube of Astroglide, and I lubed up Rachel's ass and just as fast penetrated her. This was her first two-cock penetration. Her back arched into me, and she fired off an orgasm. "Ooooooooooooh," was the long wail of pleasure she emitted at the DP.
Bev continued to sit on Robbie's face, now stroking Mel's breasts and occasionally leaning in and sucking on one or the other. I could hear her moan and cum occasionally, in response to Robbie's talented tongue and lips.
Lynn and Karen were in a sixty-nine with one another. I heard Karen telling Lynn how good her girl juice tasted mixed with Carl's cum. After another moment I heard Lynn commenting to the joy of eating Karen and Robbie's cum mixed together.
Rachel had a massive orgasm about one minute before midnight according to Bev. I yanked out of her ass, leaving her to collapse on her husband as she felt the rapture from her midnight orgasms. I still had a wrought-iron cock ready to do some damage; I went to Lynn who's pussy was nearest to where I'd been on the floor. Karen pulled back, grabbed my cock and steered it into Lynn's gaping hole.
Lynn and I pumped about five quick thrusts into each other, and I felt her fire off into the land of bliss. Karen had moved around and cradled the two of us as we heard the TV announcer yell, "Happy New Year." Lynn pulled me to her and we kissed passionately, and I repeated the process with Karen.
"This is THE absolutely BEST New Year's I have ever had in my entire life," Karen announced. Lynn had a big grin on her face too. There were a few "Me too's" from around the room.
I'd heard Robbie announce his cum into Mel's pussy about the same time Lynn fired off. I looked over and the two of them were kissing tenderly as Bev hugged the two of them.
As people settled down, Mel came back to me leaving Bev to settle down on Robbie's new hard-on that she had revived with a stellar blowjob. "You and I are not finished," Mel said pulling me from Karen and her mother's arms. She led the way back to the bedroom and fell backwards on the big bed.
"I'm a little bit lubed up now," she grinned at me. "Robbie really filled me, but Bev captured some of it. I want my other love's juices in there now." She lay on her back and held her arms up to me.
"I'm feeling tender to you. Is that OK or should I gear up for rough like we were doing before?"
"No, I want tender loving too," Mel said in a sweet tone.
We moved together, and I gently slid into her tunnel. She was right, there was a significant amount of cum in her that became froth as we pistoned together. The foam oozing from her cunt flooded our pubic areas. We ignored it as we just started to kiss tenderly, nibbling on each other's lips and ear lobes. When we could no longer ignore the froth, we had to laugh at the 'fruits of the evening.'
"I love you, Mel," I whispered to her as we thrust together. "I'm envious of Robbie that he'll have you as his wife. I can't think of a nicer couple."
"I love you, Jim." Mel said as she gently bit my lip and chin. "I will always be available like this to you -- always. Robbie and I talked and he's not only OK with that, he encourages it. He knows how we feel about each other."
We spent some time doing sensual French kisses with each other. We weren't really mashing our faces together as we kissed so much and doing gentle open mouth kisses where our tongues caressed each other and became one more organ of pleasure for the two of us.



Not unexpectedly, we both finally arrived at the place where we wanted to climax with each other. We didn't say anything to each other; we just came together, culminating our love-making session with the sweet tenderness and ecstasy unique to two people that deeply love one another.
We lay there in each other's arms for what seemed to me a long time. We became aware of the sounds from the living room -- a varying crescendo of moans, shrieks and sexual words tossed out at various times by each of our other lovers.
Finally, I said to Mel, "Shall we join them? At least see what's happening?"
She hugged me. "Yeah, I supposed so. You're so nice to cuddle up to though."
"You sure Robbie's OK?" I asked.
"Absolutely. We talked earlier. He's in love with everyone, but mostly me. He'd marry the whole lot of us if it was legal."
We went into the living room arm in arm. Robbie was pounding into Rachel's pussy as Lynn sat on her face. Both women were in the zone, having frequent little climaxes. After a minute I could tell that Rachel was building to another one of her world-class, show-stopping, Richter ten earthquake climaxes.
Carl was on his back with Karen riding his cock, her breasts swaying in rhythm with her downward thrusts into his body. Bev was atop his face and we could see his tongue dancing along the lips of her pussy. She had her eyes closed enjoying the sensation. Karen was holding tightly to Bev's breasts, often pinching one or the other nipple.
As our eyes shifted back across the room, Rachel's body went into spasms. She let out a long wail of pleasure as it exploded within her. Lynn moved to the side. Rachel rose and clutched her entire body around Robbie, who also seemed to be cuming in her cunt. We could see her stomach muscles contracting in huge spasms as her body writhed and she ground her pussy into his cock. She could barely breath, her panting so loud everyone in the room looked to see if she was all right. Rachel's eyes were rolled back in her head, and then ever her legs to seemed to be in spasm behind Robbie's back, yanking him deeper into her. Finally, the event passed, and she fell back to the floor in total exhaustion.
Six other voices in the rooms said, "Wow!" together. "That was spectacular," Karen said turning back to Carl and Bev; "Now, I want one of THOSE!" Bev's pussy got in the way of Carl's response; however, we could see his hands move to Karen's clit for a moment and then he pulled her forward and rammed a finger up her ass. Karen's eyes shot open, and she started to jerk herself hard on both his cock and finger as Bev pinched both nipples and drove her tongue deep into her mouth.
Karen peaked and came in an orgasm as well, not quite as strong as Rachel's, but just as pleasurable. Karen squealed and squeeked, shrieked and moaned in such a high pitched voice I thought she could break glass. She pushed Bev from her face and pulled herself into Carl's body, using the occasion to ram her body down on his and drive his jetting cock even deeper into her body. "Ooooooh myyyyyyyyyy Gooooooood!" she exclaimed several times; "I loooooove yoooouuuuur cock!"
As they floated down from their climaxes, Mel and I snuggled together on the couch. Bev came and joined us. "You guys finished?" We both nodded.
Mel added, "Totally out of juice and energy."
"Me too," she said and lay her head across my lap, my flaccid cock against her cheek. "You smell divine," she said sucking me into her mouth to taste what the aroma suggested. "And you taste good too. Yum. Yum. Jim and Mel and a little Rachel."
Robbie and Rachel were snuggled together with Lynn stroking the two of them. Carl and Karen were still coupled together and cooing quietly to one another.
"What a great way to welcome in the New Year," I said repeating the thought someone had stated earlier.
A chorus of "Hear, hear!" and "You betcha's!" echoed around the room.
Someone clicked off the television that had been muted, then the rest of the lights and the couples and groups faded off into the various bedrooms for the night. Eventually, Mel, Lynn, and I spooned together in the big bed and went to sleep. I asked Mel whether she didn't feel she should be with Robbie, but she said no, there was plenty of time for that later, and she wanted this time with her sexy mom and me.
Everyone slept happy.
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Chapter 14 -- New Year's Day Frolics For the Eight Then Back to "Normal"
I had a strange sensation during my mediation at the beach the next morning -- New Year's Day. I really got into my meditation -- in touch with my Inner Self. When I replayed the messages after I'd stopped, they were the same ones I'd had before -- help someone other than yourself, be a friend, love, and be thankful -- plus a new one: 'You are complete.'
When I thought about those words, they did indeed describe how I felt. I was openly in mad passionate love with five women, and they loved me back with their hearts and souls: Lynn, Karen, Lynn's daughter Mel, Karen's mother Bev, and Karen's sister Rachel. Mel's new fiancé and Rachel's husband Carl were my good friends, and intimate friends with each of the women -- a fact I enjoyed. I guess I was complete.
I'd brought Bev with me to the beach that morning. She was sitting holding her knees and looking out at the Gulf of Mexico when I was ready to go. I held out my arms, and she rose and came to me, hugging and kissing me, then we walked the length of the beach with our arms around each other.
When we got back to the house, no one else was up. Bev and I went into the living room, stripped off our clothes and partook of a nice quiet lovemaking session on the sofa. Bev was a little loud when she came, and I expected everyone to appear at the doors of the bedrooms, but everything remained quiet. I'd cum with Bev, and we just lay there coupled and talking quietly. She was leaving the next day.
I asked her, "So, I never did ask. Did you go without underwear for the month you were away?"
"I was wondering when you'd ask. Yes, and it felt sinful and delightful. I swear half the world knew. I know some of the men I work with -- the straight ones anyway -- looked at me with a new glint in their eye. I think I was oozing sex appeal for the month."
"Well, don't stop on my account," I said, giving her a little thrust with my semi-hard rod. "Maybe you'll get lucky."
She squeezed her pussy around my tool, and I nearly shot out of her. "Now, there's an idea," she said. "I did feel I wanted to fuck most of the men I met during the month. I could have been a real slut at a couple of Christmas parties, but I held back."
"Everyone including you happy?" I asked. "We've had a busy time since you arrived -- even busier since Rachel and Carl got here."
"I'm a VERY happy woman. My only regrets are that I didn't find you all years before. I think of all the sex I could have had if I'd adopted this life style earlier." She started to stroke my body and face with one hand.
"I guess I could say the same thing. This was all the law of attraction at work as far as I'm concerned. I wished to be loved, and I got all of you. I hope I return more than I get."
Bev rose over me slightly without disconnecting and then kissed me passionately. "Oh, you do -- you do," she assured me.
Later that day, Robbie and Mel said goodbye to everyone and left to spend Mel's remaining day at Robbie's apartment. Both thanked me for everything, and I felt that our relationship was strong. Mel wouldn't be back until Spring Break.
Bev captured Karen and Rachel and took them shopping; something a mother's supposed to do with her daughters from time to time.
Carl, Lynn, and I sat around on the patio for a while then Lynn started to come on to Carl and me. We were both responsive to her needs, and soon the three of us were in the bedroom stripping her clothes from her pert body and then shedding our own.
Lynn pulled us onto the bed, turned, and inhaled Carl's growing cock into her mouth. She waggled her butt in my direction; I didn't need a second invitation. I started lapping, and tonguing her very exposed clit and pussy. She was dripping and clearly had been thinking about a sexual union with us for longer than the few minutes since we'd come in the house.
Carl told Lynn he wanted to fuck her and not blow off in her mouth. Lynn nodded but didn't let go of his ice hard dick. I had hardened just watching the two of them and being able to perform cunnilingus on her. Finally, I couldn't wait any longer and I rose and thrust my cock into Lynn's pussy. She moaned with delight into Carl's cock. I started to pump into her, aiming to please and pleasure her as she passed the same on to Carl.
Carl finally held Lynn's head and pushed her up and off him. "I'm too near. Let me cool off for a minute." He reached down and started to massage her breasts; Lynn brought her body more over his face so he could suck on them while I was thrusting into her doggie style.
After a while, Lynn moved even further forward, pulling herself off me. She positioned her pussy over Carl's cock and sank down on him. She reached back and grabbed my rod and started to masturbate me then she said, "Do my ass while we fuck."
"My pleasure," I responded. Lynn was very wet and many of her juices still coated my cock, so aided only by a little saliva I spit on her ass I could work my way into her while Carl was in her cunt.
When we were both well inside our respective holes, Lynn said, "Now, I really want to be fucked by you guys. NOW!" With that she started to wiggle and move her body around urging us to stroke into her. Carl was also sucking on her breasts. I got turned on by the whole scene.
Lynn had a couple of small climaxes, and then her Big One started to arrive. She started to spasm into Carl's body, I could even see the contractions of her abdominal muscles as she leaned forward, threw her arms around his neck, and started to violently hump his cock. As she started this, I could feel muscular contractions in the tunnel I was in.
Lynn's voice was screaming release, "Oh fuck, Oh fuck, Oh fuck ... OH MY GOD ... Ooooooooooh" and on and on as her release to heaven swept over her. She often moaned when we had sex, but vocalizing was Karen's thing and usually not hers.
I couldn't stand it any longer, and I released my jets of cum into her ass, hammering the last several thrusts into her squirming body. Carl was trying to hold her still so the two of us didn't lose penetration. As my last jet erupted from my body, the two of them jerked away from me, and I got expelled from her ass; my last shot and a couple of dribbles covering Lynn's ass and falling onto Carl's balls.
Lynn pulled her legs back and dropped onto Carl, yelling in little shrieks. She couldn't get him any deeper. Finally, her sweaty body fell forward, and he caught her in a hug, her breasts flattening across his chest.
"Ooooooh, my God," she exclaimed, "that was a GREAT FUCK. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. I needed that." She turned and held one arm to pull me to her. I went and hugged her hot body that remained impaled on Carl's cock, reaching in and mauling one of her breasts as it rose off Carl's chest. She leaned up and kissed me passionately.
"I watched you guys do this to Rachel last night," she said, "and I've been horny for a double fuck ever since." Lynn was still panting as she spoke. She paused as we all caught our breath and added, "Now, I'm not so horny. In fact," she added, "I'm pretty happy." She grinned at the two of us. She wiggled her cunt into Carl, and then pulled up and away from him; there was definite "pop" as her pussy came off his deflating rod. Lynn rolled beside him and let him cradle her in his arms.
"I'll get us all some washcloths," I said, leaving the bed. I returned with a couple of warm ones a minute later, passing them out to my bedmates.
We all cleaned up, dressed in our shorts and t's again, and were back sitting on the deck a mere twenty minutes after we'd left it to come in the house. Lynn was nestled between the two of us on one of the large chaises beside the pool. She reiterated her thanks to us for the sexual interlude we'd just provided her. I commented on how seldom I thought women thanked me for any sexual contact; whereas, I thought guys always were grateful for whatever they got. This provoked a long discussion about sex, and its frequent use as a household currency.
Karen, Rachel, and Bev eventually returned from their shopping trip with enough shopping bags to fill the entire rear seat of Karen's car. Lynn joined them in the living room, and a fashion show of sorts started as they shared their discoveries with her and then Carl and me. Lynn considered this a big bonus since Karen and she could usually wear the same clothes.
Carl and I got a round of beers and returned to the patio. I finally asked, "You OK with the last few days and all? You seem to be, but I'm just testing again. It's not everyday a man watches his wife become a lead player in an orgy."
"Oh, hell yes," he said with a big grin. "This will be a tough act to follow when Rach and I get home tomorrow. I mean we'll have kids and all my relatives around -- they would never be into anything like this. The only time we'll really have to ourselves is at bedtime. We'll just have to be more inventive than we've been. As for frequency, I've had more sex in the last four days than I did all last year; well, it seems like that anyway. We're just going to celebrate it more now too."
"Is there anything you want to do that you haven't?"
Carl responded, "Not that I can think of." He paused in a thoughtful manner, "I've fucked my wife, her sister, her mother, a nineteen-year old, and another woman my age eight ways from Sunday and I've eaten more strange pussy than I ever have. I've done anal. I've had fantastic blowjobs including being deep throated. I've fucked in your bedrooms, living room, kitchen, your patio, and your pool;" he gestured to the pool. "Hell, it'll take me a month to recover from this -- and I'll be grinning every day and no one will know why."
"Yeah," I said, "you might want to be careful who you tell about this kind of stuff. Many people don't carry as liberal attitudes about sex as we do. If you want to talk about it, call me up and you can replay the entire trip with me. For that matter, any of us will be your sounding board if you want to blow off some of the heat." I paused, "By the way, Karen is superb at phone sex and I bet she'd take great pleasure in bringing you off over the phone." I laughed at the delighted look on his face.
"What am I good at?" Karen asked as she slid onto the chaise next to me.
"I was just explaining your oral skills at phone sex, and how you'd be delighted to help your brother-in-law get off when you're here and he's in Denver."
Karen rose and slid onto Carl's chaise, "Well I don't have to wait until he's in Denver do I?" She took a hand and slid it up his leg and into his shorts. Carl straightened as she grabbed his cock.
Carl said in an embarrassed tone, "Errr, we had a little bout with Lynn while you were gone. I may not respond right away."
"Oh, that's OK," Karen said as she unzipped his pants. "I'll just play here for a while ... and think about phone sex ... and you masturbating and cuming all over yourself while we're talking ... and I'll be fingering my cunt ... and putting some fingers in my little hot box ... and thinking about how nice your cock would feel ... in my mouth ... and in my warm, moist pussy ..."
We could see Carl's rod hardening as Karen pulled it out of his pants and slowly stroked it with her hand. He might have thought he wasn't ready, but Karen had a knack of overcoming odds like that all the time. She kept cooing sexy thoughts to him as she stroked his cock and occasionally kissed him, sometimes running her tongue around his face.
She went on, "I love this cock, and I'll remember what it looks like ... and feels like ... and how it can shoot cum all over me ... and inside my mouth ... or deep inside my pussy ... or up my ass. I'll remember how it shot cum into my mother's hot, moist, open pussy ... and into Mel's young, tasty pussy ... and into Lynn's beautiful tight pussy."
"Maybe I'll have to help you remember what we all tasted like ... and how I'd clean all the pussy juice and cum off your cock after you'd cum in one of the fine looking women here ... or how you'd suck the juices from my pussy after we'd fucked ..."
Carl couldn't stand it any longer. He picked Karen up, his cock sticking straight out from his open zipper, and carried her into the house. He kicked the door to the guest room closed; it was the closest bedroom, and he was not a man to be put off at this point.
Lynn, Rachel, and Bev came onto the deck and looked at me with a "what's going on" look. I explained that Karen had been teasing Carl sexually -- asking for a good fuck and that finally he couldn't stand it any longer. They all smiled.
I added as an afterthought, "I'm sure he wouldn't object if you all joined him."
The women looked at each other AND then headed for the guest bedroom shedding their clothes as they walked along. Before they got there, I heard one of Karen's louder orgasms float through the closed door. I heard Carl wail loudly as well. The new arrivals would be disappointed.
A couple of minutes later I was called. "Oh Jimmmmmmmmm," Bev called out. "Can you come in here and help us?" Rachel appeared nude at the door, "Weeeee reeeeeeeeealy need you." I got up showing great reluctance and went to meet my end with the two remaining unsatisfied women in the house. I, too, stripped my clothes off as I entered the house.
When I entered the guest bedroom, Karen was splayed out on the bed and Lynn and Carl were down by her pussy cleaning the cum from where Carl had made his most recent deposit. Karen was enjoying the attention and writhing with little climaxes still making her jerk around and pop off.
Rachel knelt on the floor in front of me and took my cock into her mouth and commenced to deliver a wonderful blowjob. She had honed her ability to deep throat a cock and was using her new skills with great agility now. Bev stood beside me and rubbed her nipples across my chest, and French kissed me when I wasn't watching the erotic scene on the bed.
Finally, I asked, "Do you want to be here with them or take it to another room?"
Rachel pulled off me and said, "Big bed -- other room." We left Lynn, Karen, and Carl, and went to the other side of the house.
As we reached the bed, Rachel and Bev lay next to each other and presented their sweet pussies to me. I plunged my tongue into each one, spending a minute with one and then a minute with the other. In the interim, they were smoothing and stroking one another. What a nice mother-daughter relationship I thought.
Bev reached her little orgasmic plateau and popped first, aided by Rachel's stroking of her clit. We then returned the favor to Rachel, bringing her to a climax. I kept my oral attentions going back and forth.
Finally, Rachel said, "I want you to come up here ... kiss me ... fuck me." I didn't need a second invitation.
Bev said, "We made love this morning. You get him now." I slid into Rachel's open pussy and she wrapped her legs around my body and pulled me deeper into her cleft. Bev stroked my back and Rachel's breasts. The sight picture of Bev sitting beside us, naked and rubbing her pussy, Rachel splayed out beneath me using her hands to pull me forward so I slapped into her pussy, was one I shall never forget.
At one point, Rachel asked for Bev to move so she could eat her pussy. Bev shifted and lowered her pussy onto Rachel's tongue. I could see the tongue vibrate as she tried to deliver sexual delight to her mother.
Rachel built. I urged her to cum. She said, "Noooooo, I'm going to cum with you ...when you do. Cum in me. Fill me. Explode in me. Give me your juice."
I increased my pace. Her words and the sight picture excited me to a peak again. I slammed into her, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room. Then, I felt my fluids start to leave my balls, following the trajectory through my body, triggering the rapidly rising feelings of ecstasy that were exploding within me. I came, thrusting deep in Rachel's pussy as my jism spurt into her. She was with me; her body arched and her breathing stopped as she caught her own orgasmic wave. I finally fell onto her; rolling us to our sides so we were nestled against Bev.
We panted and stroked each other, again remaining connected. Our kisses proved our love to each other. Bev joined us.
Rachel finally said, "You know, I meant what I said last night. I will be your slut -- your whore -- any time, anywhere, anyway you want me to be. God, you are a magnificent lover. I am so grateful for what you've done for me this weekend -- and for Carl -- for us. You've turned me into a raging sex machine. All I want to do is fuck all the time. Carl and the kids better get used to some unusual events around how we live and what we do." She grinned at me.
Bev chimed in, "I couldn't have said it better myself." She leaned in and kissed Rachel then me. "I would love the job as 'Jim's Slut'. I hope you have several positions available. Can I apply for one of those positions? I hope the job frequently involves your cock in my cunt or your tongue deep in my pussy."
"All right!" I said. "You're both hired. You join an exclusive team of wonderful women, and you'll be called upon from time to time to display your wares and your expertise. Now, let me up, I have to play host, and it's the cocktail hour."
We strolled nude into the other part of the house where our clothes had been discarded, picking up and dressing when we found one of our own things. Carl, Lynn, and Karen were there too, although Carl looked a little tired. My observation was that all six of us smelled like sex -- that lovely aroma.
After dinner and some liqueurs, the whole group of us were pretty mellow. We took a walk around the neighborhood then came back to the patio. We put on some jazz and had it playing over the patio as we went into the pool -- naked, of course. The men had revived with our rest and the passage of time so when the time for choosing our bedmates we all reverted to the groups we'd had in the afternoon. I was just as glad since I figured I wouldn't see Bev or Rachel for a while, and I wanted to spend their last hours with them before they left. I knew Lynn and Karen felt the same way about Carl.
Our lovemaking was soft, loving, and unrushed. I pleased both women. After it was over, Bev, Rachel, and I curled up together in the big bed and went to sleep, each of us feeling good about ourselves and loved.

*****In the morning, I woke to go to the beach. Bev had urged me to take Rachel since she needed the last bit of time with me. Bev reminded me that she had a week prior to Rachel's arrival to be around the girls and me.
We sat close together at the beach, touching one another and being quiet as we closed our eyes and listened for what our Inner Voices might want to tell us. We stopped as the sun started to turn the gray clouds into brilliant oranges and reds of a spectacular sunrise. We walked to the dunes again, spread out the blanket in the cool morning air, stripped our sweat suits off, and made love much the way we had the night before.
Rachel came over me and rode me to our mutual heavenly orgasms. We lay together staring up at the morning sky after our union and our climaxes were over. When it was time, we dressed and went home. We said little to each other.
Unlike the other days of the holiday, today the house was a buzz of activity. Rachel ran off to shower and dress. Bev was flitting around collecting her possessions and packing for her flight back to Boston. She said she was off to Rome the next day after to see the fashions for the coming fall. Lynn and Karen were fixing breakfast for everyone, and I joined them to lighten the work. Carl had established a corner of the living room as his packing zone and been, to quote him, "trying to stuff ten pounds of shit into a five-pound suitcase." Rachel finished packing on their bed; she was quiet.



Everyone ate on the run. At most, there were only three people at the breakfast table at any time.
When the time came, we loaded the suitcases in my car, Lynn and Karen kissed everyone goodbye, and I drove our three departing lovers to the airport. I parked at curbside, and we checked the bags with the curbside porters. The two flights were on time; Bev's flight left about 15 minutes before Carl and Rachel's.
Carl came up first and gave me a big hug and firm handshake. "Thanks buddy. I will NEVER forget this week -- ever. You've done so much for me, for Rachel, for us, for Bev, for us. I'll never be able to repay you. Know that our home is yours anytime you are heading our direction." He hugged me again and stepped away.
Bev was next. She had a small tear in her eye. "Oh, I shall miss you so again. I don't know when I'll be back, but I will." She kissed me hard, and then hugged me with all her might. "Oh," she said, "just think of me roaming around Europe ... without any underwear and thinking lascivious thoughts of you ... God, I love you." She kissed me hard again then backed away. She grabbed hold of Carl's arm and pulled him towards the terminal door.
Rachel had tears rolling down her cheeks and big doe eyes as she stood there looking at me. She choked up. "Oooooh Jim!" she sobbed and threw herself into my arms and madly kissed my face. My shirt soaked up her tears.
I tried to comfort her and offer words of solace about her departure, promising that we'd get together again -- soon. She cried all the harder. I talked to her softly for several minutes, assuring her that I loved her and that I would not forget her in the short time until we saw each other again. She gradually got a hold of her emotions, blowing her nose and wiping her eyes in a little ragged tissue.
Finally, I said, "We said it all last night, and I'll say it again now: I love you. I'll always love you. The Universe wants us to be soul mates, and so we are." We kissed.
Rachel looked at me with her big doe eyes again and said, "I love you." She hugged me close then looked at me again, almost as if she were taking a mental photograph. Then, she turned and ran to where Carl and Bev were standing by the open door to the terminal. She never turned around; she just pulled Carl's arm around her and pulled him to her as they disappeared through the door. Carl waved to indicate that things would be OK.
I sighed, got in the car, and drove home to Lynn and Karen. We were all quiet for the rest of the morning as we returned the house to "normal". Lynn and Karen both had to go to work the next day, and I'd promised my editor a rewrite of three chapters by the end of the week, yet I couldn't bring myself to go and work. Somehow, I found myself with a cold cup of coffee staring out over the bay late in the morning.
The two girls came and pulled me up and into the car without telling me where they were taking me. It was to the beach, my place of restoration and revitalization. We started walking, and they got me talking -- commenting on other people, the surf, shells, the birds, and lots of things we saw and heard. Ultimately, we did the whole beach in each direction.
The three of us talked about our feelings and how we missed the people who had left and how we loved each other. We were each other's rocks that day. We kissed and held each other. We stopped at St. Armand's Circle on the way home and sat outside on the sidewalk at the Crab n' Fin, enjoyed a couple of glasses of wine, and a mid-afternoon lunch. I started to feel more complete as the afternoon wore on.
We toasted those we loved and then we toasted our love for each other. We loved each other and had a whole new year in front of us to make our resolutions come true.

* * * * *Author's Note:
Two additional stories in The Extended Family series have been written:'Jim Meets the Coeds' and'Mel's Wedding,' in that order. I hope you also enjoy the following episodes.
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*
I was lying on my back watching one of the most beautiful women in the world move seductively above me -- our naked bodies coupled together. Her breasts swayed and swung as we moved into one another. We'd already made love -- for I could see the fluids from our earlier coupling oozing from her pussy into this second session of our lovemaking. I could feel the erotic pleasure as her tight cunt started to spasm around my cock. I reached forward and rubbed her nub -- her clitoris. We both entered our orgasmic states together. She moaned and let out a long, soft "Oooooooooh" of pleasure as she peaked. I grunted my last thrusts into her and then moaned my own satisfaction with the world as I fell back into the soft bed. Finally, she fell on my chest, her long dark hair rolling into the space between our necks as we cuddled together. This was one of my tougher 'assignments' for The Company. What did I do to deserve Katrina?
I was recruited into The Company back in the 1980s. I'd always had a James Bond fantasy so when I was approached I felt like a life-long dream had been realized. Further, the way it was all explained to me didn't make it sound very dangerous - just the right amount of risk to be ego gratifying. I'd do a small delivery task every now and again -- no risk, no bother, but of great service to the country.
At the time I was a management consultant at McKennitt & Company. I was working mostly at the old AT&T before it was broken apart. I was an expert in information technology and combined with an MBA I was a hotshot consultant. My clients were all struggling, at that time, with integrating technology into their businesses and I knew how to do it. I'd just gotten a client in London and was working hard to convince the consulting firm I worked for that we should open an office there that focused on technology and that I should be one of the U.S. staff that worked in it.
I'd been promoted a couple of times in the firm and told there was no reason I wouldn't make partner -- the ultimate goal - before I turned forty-five. On a couple of occasions I'd been asked if I thought I could manage starting a new "Greenfield" consulting practice office in Europe; I enthusiastically answered, "Of course." How naïve!
I can still recall the initial meeting with The Company. Jim Haight, my boss, asked me to be in the office one Friday for an important meeting. He was vague, but we often were with each other since we had so many other balls in the air. I scheduled Friday in the firm's office. At the appointed time, Jim stopped by and asked me to join a 'prospect' and him in our private luncheon room.
Jim introduced us: "Dave Krall meet Kyle Thurman. Kyle, David." We shook hands. Neither Jim nor Kyle offered the name of his company, which I sort of thought was odd. I figured I was playing Number 2 to Jim, so I rolled with the lack of information.
Jim set the stage. He turned to me and started, "David, we've had a unique relationship with Kyle's organization for almost twenty years. He's going to propose an opportunity to you that we in the firm hope you will accept. We want you to know that several good things will occur if you do: first, you'll be fast tracked to partner -- even faster than the track you're on now; second, you will find the monetary rewards far exceed your expectations; and lastly, you'll be doing a great service for this firm and your country. There are other benefits but those are the major ones. Now, hear Kyle's pitch and I'll be back in a few minutes to help answer any questions." He smiled, nodded at Kyle and me, and slipped out of the room. I was VERY curious at this point but open to whatever the idea was.
Kyle waited for the door to shut. He was direct and blunt; "We would like you to work part-time for the Central Intelligence Agency. You're about to start working in Europe and, I'm told, will open your company's first technology office in London as well as travel around the entire continent doing your consulting work. There's a lot going on over there in terms of intelligence gathering -- that's what we do; you could help us. We'd train you, of course. One key point is that you can tell no one." He looked me straight in the eye and then emphasized the point, "NO ONE." I think I nodded my comprehension. I had a vague vision of being blindfolded before a firing squad if I ignored Kyle's emphatic warning.
He went on, "We've done a VERY thorough background check on you. You're smart, creative, athletic, culturally-sensitive, and fast-thinking -- just the type of person we need on our team over there." He paused then asked, "Any questions so far?" My ego did a little jig that I'd been recognized as the boy wonder that I am.
Finally, I asked, "What would I have to do specifically? Do you want me to be a spy?" An image of me looking remarkably like James Bond flashed before my eyes.
"No, no. We don't use that terminology -- too vague, for one. You would meet certain prearranged contacts throughout Europe as part of your consulting travels. These individuals would pass along 'information' to you in various forms or you might pass along something we'd like to get to them. Sometimes you'd never even see them. Most of the time you'd bring what you're given back to London or Boston with you and pass it along to someone else -- me, for instance. Other times, you'd be called to make an assessment of that information and pass your assessment on to someone else. Sometimes you'd be put in an ... errr ... delicate situation, and asked to assess all going on around you and report that later to someone else too. Often, I'll be your contact but there will be others I'll introduce you to. Much of the information you'd deal with would be in your area of expertise -- computers and information technology. Oh, and you'll always be well briefed ahead of time as well as debriefed after your assignments."
"What about my family? My wife and kids?"
"They're NOT to know you have this 'alternate profession.' You'll still be doing consulting work and your speaking engagements. You could just consider this part of that work, in fact. They'll be with you in London. Your wife will want to work and she'll be assured of a meaningful job in McKennitt, I'm told. She may travel around too but she won't have these 'special' assignments. As far as anyone not in the know, you'll be an eager consultant starting the overseas practice office for a successful U.S.-based company." This was news to me but I was happy that my idea had not only been accepted but that I was going to be the guy heading the new consulting unit. The vision of the firing squad dimmed.
Jim came back in the room leading a waiter with a tray of food for the three of us. We waited until we'd been served and the waiter left the room. I asked Kyle quietly, "How much does Jim know?"
"Jim knows the general nature of your assignments and will be a mentor to you in both your consulting work and your work for The Company. He should never know the specific nature of your work for The Company unless you are told you can include him in your thinking, however, he can always be asked about general questions and protocol. He's my backup and you may even receive assignments from him; those assignments you can discuss with him." Jim nodded.
"Am I the only person in our consulting firm doing this? It doesn't sound like it."
Jim answered, "No, there are about twenty others right now. A couple of others will join you in opening the London office plus we'll hire some others over there -- both straight consultants as well as individuals that have these 'dual roles.' You'll know who's who in your office but that's all. Usually you won't know anyone else's assignments nor should you concern yourself with their split roles. Their assignments will be invisible and just another consulting engagement. This is exactly how it will appear in your own European work as well."
"How's that work?"
Jim went on, "Well, you'll be given an assignment. It will appear to come from a company of good repute. You'll take it on as you would any consulting assignment. The only difference is that when you spend your time -- your billable hours if you will -- you'll be spending them for The Company and be carrying out that assignment. You'll submit invoices and expenses just as you would normally, and they'll be promptly paid. You're administrative staff will be none the wiser. By the way, sometimes you'll bring one or two others with you as part of your work 'team' but usually you'll work alone."
I was trying to think of all the other questions to ask but the whole idea was scrambling my brain. Finally, I asked, "Will I have to carry a weapon? A gun?"
Kyle's eyes squinted at me and then he responded very slowly, "When the time comes, you'll be trained in EVERY skill you'll need. And, yes, there will be some initial weapons training here in the States. Everyone in The Company takes it."
*****
It took nine months to get the family and me to London. During that time my wife Stacy quit her job in logistics software and joined McKennitt Consulting, ecstatic that she was now a consultant at a significant pay increase from her previous systems development work. She quickly joined a couple of ongoing projects and started to make a good contribution, confirming that the firm had made a wise decision to bring her on.
We waited to move to London until the summer so our teenagers didn't have a break in their schooling; they were both pissed to be pulled away from all their friends but we knew they'd eventually love living overseas. By the time we got to London we'd arranged living accommodations with a live-in housekeeper and sitter. Someone still had to oversee the teens when Stacy and I were away on consulting assignments.
In the nine months before we actually moved to London, we were getting ready both on the home front and in the consulting firm. I also started receiving significant training from The Company, initially in the States and then in Europe. The CIA had a special weapons training facility outside of Kansas City; I spent three weeks there -- being home on the weekends. By the end of the time I'd learned about a wide range of weaponry as well as concealment techniques. That said, I couldn't hit the ground with a bullet if I was aiming for it. 'Officially,' the firm made $60,000 from a Kansas City-based pharmaceuticals company.
I started to travel to Europe, including London, about once a month before we moved there. I negotiated for office space, hired some consultants, lined up legal and accounting firms, and made sure any permits or licenses we needed were requested. I also needed to get work permits for the group of us that were going to move to England from the U.S. Of course, we also needed clients and I started an aggressive marketing campaign too, aided by a couple of colleagues from the home office and from the firm's accounting services office in London.
On my third trip overseas I started doing "real" work for The Company, I was given a packet to deliver to a contact in Paris. I flew a red-eye into Charles de Gaulle airport, took a cab into Paris, sat in the assigned sidewalk café having a coffee and reading the "correct" magazine. A very Parisian man with a cane meandered in and sat next to me, said the right greeting after which I got up and left, leaving the packet behind on a chair. When I looked back as I walked away he and the packet were gone. I headed back to the airport and flew on to London and my other business.
Between that visit and another, I was taken with Paris and ultimately I talked the firm into also opening a technology office in a business center there. Noteworthy is that one night a year later, Basque terrorists blew up the building next to our office and destroyed their target as well as our office. C'est la vie.
My fifth trip to Europe I was instructed by Kyle to meet a woman who was to be my "handler" in West Berlin. The Berlin Wall was still up and actively patrolled by the East Germans and Russians at the time; we were still on a very confrontational footing with the Soviets not to mention all communist satellites in Eastern Europe. I flew on British Airways from London to West Berlin for a morning "seminar" on information management the next day. Of course, I didn't give the seminar but I did meet Katrina Grüder.
Katrina was a tall, leggy, dark haired woman in her late thirties. She was a truly striking individual and someone you would do a double take or triple-take to look at because she was so pretty. When I met her she was wearing a very short, tight little black dress with fringe along the bottom that amplified the swish of her hips when she walked. She was also wearing three-inch spike heels that also accentuated her trim legs -- my great weakness. She had a large purse the size of Denmark.
We met in the bar of my hotel late in the afternoon I arrived, supposedly for drinks and dinner and in fact that is what we did. I felt an immediate chemistry with her and I was pretty sure she did with me as well. I tipped the matré d' to give us a quiet table where we wouldn't be overheard. He was very accommodating and gave me a big wink once he saw Katrina.
Sitting over our wine and then our meals I couldn't help but stare at her. After dinner, I apologized, telling her she was certainly one of the most beautiful women I'd ever met. She blushed and then held my hand for a while. Anyone watching would have assumed we were romantically involved and I certainly did nothing to dissuade them of that assumption.
After dinner, Katrina said we had a little business to discuss before we allowed anything further to take place. She gave me a silly grin that I took to mean she wanted something further to take place. I just nodded and let my mind wander.
She leaned forward in a conspiratorial manner, which it was, and whispered to me, "I will be your contact in Eastern Europe, when you go there -- which will be a lot I'm told. You'll travel under some fake identities. I need to take your picture later so we can make up the various IDs you'll need. I will basically be your contact over here, even on many of the assignments you'll have in the West. You can verify all this with Kyle by the way." Her voice had the lovely characteristic of a German accent every now and then, otherwise her English was impeccable.
She went on in her hushed voice, "We'll meet again next month in Milan for three or four days; I'll have a lot to tell you then about one or two assignments and how we'll work together. If anyone asks about that trip you're going to market to Montedision -- the Italian chemical company. They're based in Milan and we'll actually pay a visit to one of our 'friends' there to make you legitimate." She passed me a single typed page; "Here is your itinerary for that trip -- dates, hotel, flights, taxis, etcetera."
Katrina leaned across the table and kissed me. I kissed back. I noticed several people in the restaurant smiling at our display of affection. She said softly again, "We were talking too seriously for two people that are supposed to be romantically involved. If we're being watched, a kiss always will deflect attention except from the most ardent voyeurs." She laughed.
My brain was buzzing with questions and options, not only about the assignments I was to be given but also about the kind of relationship that Katrina and I would have with one another. I loved my wife and we'd been married over twenty years; yet our relationship was stale and we both accepted that many things were missing in it. Katrina was a sudden complication in how I thought about that other relationship. Further, I'd REALLY enjoyed our kiss.
We settled up and left the restaurant and she asked to go to my room to freshen up and take my picture. She was clutching me closely to her in her very European fashion. We rode up in the elevator together, she leaned in a kissed me. "I'm sorry if I appear forward," she said, "but you make me want to do that." She blushed again.
I asked, "Boyfriend?"
"Not for the last couple of years," she said. "I just haven't found any body that fascinated me," she paused and shot me an oblique look, then added, "Until I met you tonight." She kissed me again.
"I'm very accepting of all the affection that I can get," I said. "I am flattered and honored at your feelings. You should know that you make my heart beat faster." I paused and said quietly, "You know I'm married, I assume?"
"Yes," she said softly. "I've read your whole file. That makes no difference to how I feel. I know a lot about you ... a lot." I remembered that comment later; it helped explained how fast some things happened.
We arrived at the door to my hotel room and I opened it and let her in. I had at least left the place reasonably neat - I thought. Wrong. The room had been tossed. Clothes, drawers, and the loose appliances that had been in the room were strewn from one end of the room to the other in complete disarray. Someone had been searching for something.
Katrina grabbed me and whispered in my ear, "Don't say a word." She pulled a device from her purse and waved it around. She gestured to me to pack up and leave the room with my luggage. I nodded. I searched for things they might have taken -- some spare cash, my laptop, my Filofax, client files -- but everything of value seemed in place. I packed things up and we left the room.
Half an hour later I was in a new and better room on a different floor with apologies from the hotel staff about their lapse in security. Katrina had accompanied me through the room change but no one had questioned her presence.
After we closed the door on the new room, she pulled the small electronic device from her large bag, turned it on and swept the room. When she was through, she looked at me and said, "We're OK to talk in here. No bugs. There were in your other room."
"Does all this happen often?" I asked.
"I think you were being checked out by someone local. Could have been the East Germans. They don't like it when someone they don't know comes to visit, even to West Berlin." She pulled the curtains on the windows even though we were on the eighteenth floor.
Katrina pulled a camera from her bag and posed me in front of a plain wall. She took a dozen pictures then put the camera away. "I'll have alternate IDs for you sometime -- maybe by your next visit."
"What now?" I asked.
She shrugged and said, "We dance with each other." She made a little dancing motion and gave the fringe on her skirt a sexy swish. I was a goner.
I turned on the radio and quickly found an FM station playing some of the smoothest and most romantic jazz in the world. I came back to Katrina and we started dancing. Katrina walked up in front of me and pulled my arms up and around her shoulders. She wiggled in close to me, then looked up and kissed me again. We stood there in the dimly lit room kissing and hugging for quite a few minutes. I was distracted by thoughts about the East Germans torturing my body but those faded the longer we danced..
After we'd "danced" for about fifteen minutes, getting closer and closer to each other until you needed a crowbar to pull us apart, she grabbed my chin and pulled me so I was looking straight into her eyes; "Will you make love to me? I am REALLY attracted to you. I've never done this before ... just warmed up to someone on a ... first date. You're hot. You think I'm hot -- I think. Let's ... errr ... strike while the iron is hot." She laughed slightly at her own humor.



I was not in an arguing mood. Besides this was partly in the name of Uncle Sam and I've always thought of myself as patriotic.
As the mellow sounds of Stan Getz floated across the room, I reached up and started to undo the long zipper on the back of Katrina's little black dress. While I was doing that she was slowly pulling my necktie off and then unbuttoning my white button-down collar shirt. Steam was rising from our bodies.
We reached a point where she shrugged the dress forward and it fell down her arms, leaving her almost naked from the waist up except for a lacy bra that was doing little to hide Katrina's 36C assets. I rapidly disposed of the bra. We came together again in our 'dance;' Katrina rubbed her naked breasts across my chest, apparently enjoying the feeling of the thin crop of chest hair I'd cultivated there over the years.
For a long time we looked in each other's eyes, searching for meaning, love and understanding. We swayed gently back and forth in time to the music -- our hips pushed together. There were frequent kisses. After a few minutes, Katrina stepped away and let her dress shimmy down her long legs to the floor. She kicked it to the side with one of her spike-heeled pumps. Now I could appreciate the full length of those legs, their perfect toned shape right up to the small thong she was wearing, and how they were cloaked in the dark shaded nylons with lace at the tops leaving an alluring band of skin between their tops and the thong.
She reached for my belt and slowly undid all the connections holding my pants on my half-naked body. Soon they joined her dress in the corner along with my underwear, shoes and socks and her thong, shoes and stockings. We continued our dance, now finding even greater pleasure as we rubbed our naked bodies together, appreciating the skin-on-skin contact as our chests and legs made contact with each other.
I knelt before her and leaned in and ran my tongue up her thigh toward her trimmed pubic hair. I felt Katrina shudder as I did this; I repeated the gesture on the other leg -- then went back and forth, slowly getting closer to her slit.
Finally, I aimed my tongue at her moist pussy. Already I could smell her aroma. I knew what she would taste like from that lush odor of sex and seduction. I couldn't resist if I'd wanted to. My first foray into her nest produced a long moan; she reached and clutched my head to her -- spreading her legs slightly to afford me greater access.
"Oh, my God David. You're wonderful. Don't stop. Don't stop. Do me. Bring me off. Make me climax. Oh, I am soooooo yours tonight ... Oh, Don't stop." She just kept talking her mantra as my tongue found an increasing number of points of interest.
Katrina climaxed. It was an amazing event, first because her breathing stopped as her back arched away from me; second, because she reached down and clutched my face to her well-slathered pussy, she ejaculated a small amount of girl juice into my face -- it also ran down her legs. She finally emitted a long, low-pitched wail: "Oooooooooooh" -- then released me and fell backwards so she was sitting on the bed shaking her head in disbelief.
She pulled me to her. "Oh you dear man, THAT was mind blowing." She leaned into me and kissed me, her hands searching and then finding my hardening rod. As we kissed she fondled and jerked me around, feeling me harden.
"I want you inside me ... NOW," she insisted. She hitched herself up the bed and pulled me with her. When she was content with her position, she spread her legs and pulled my cock to the entrance to her vagina. I pushed into her, burying only an inch of my cock before pulling back out. I pushed in again, this time adding a fraction of an inch to my penetration. Katrina was raising her hips to make me go deeper, yet I resisted. I pulled out and then inserted again, adding only a further fraction to my depth; and again ... and again.
I continued in this manner, managing most of the time to avoid sinking too deep into her until I was ready. Finally I worked my way to full penetration, the mushroom head of my cock nesting next to her cervix as I rested at full depth against her body. I was harder than steel. Katrina was panting again and close to another orgasm if I was reading her correctly.
"Let yourself go," I whispered to her as I started to thrust in and out of her glorious warmth.
On my fourth long stroke into her cunt she spasmed again. She wrapped her legs around my body and pulled me into her tightly, stopping my motion with her full body hug. She went motionless for thirty seconds and then recovered, kissing me passionately as we paused. "Oh my God, David. I may never leave this bed. Oh, do some more of that ... those ... this." She pushed her body into mine again.
I picked up where I'd left off, doing long slow strokes -- pulling out until just the ridged head of my cock was held by her pussy lips and then slowly pushing back to full depth in her magnificent body. Each time, she moaned and arched to meet my penetration. After a while I stepped up the pace. I held myself above her, arms locked, so I could look at her -- study her face, her expressions, see how the passion affected her. She reached up so lovingly and caressed my face and neck. She was watching the same expressions on me.
"Cum in me," she finally said. "Shoot every drop you have to give deep into me. I want your cum." I dropped and kissed her, running my tongue around her lips and face. I sped up my thrusting and she acknowledged by using her legs to urge me faster and deeper into her body.
The course was set. A few moments later I whispered to her, "I'm cuming." I pounded into her, our bodies rubbing together in that luxurious feeling of intercourse. I could feel my semen start its journey through my ducts, speeding towards my cock head, creating pleasure every inch as it sped towards her pussy. Then I ejaculated into her body. Already my body was arched and I had thrust as deep into her tunnel as I could, my deposits leaving my body at the doorstep to her womb.
Of course, she was cuming at the same time. Her upper body was arched off the bed completely -- an act that pushed her groin firmly into my body, ensuring deep penetration. The pleasure washed over her and I heard the moan from her yet again: "Ooooooooooh God." I was grunting with each jet of cum that left my body. Somehow I remembered to breath in all this, although with some difficulty.
I collapsed onto her body. We were both now drenched in the sweat of our lovemaking. Our bodies smelled of sex -- a wonderful aroma that pleased my nostrils. I rolled us to our sides so I wouldn't weigh too heavily on her and we could both use our hands and stroke each other. We did -- we stroked and smoothed each other, remaining coupled together -- my cock still deep in her vagina. Our groins were especially wet and moist from the leak of pre-cum and fluids around the area. Our kisses seemed more intimate than before as well, yet we were more superficial for a few moments as we caught our breaths.
The radio was still on and the jazz still mellow and romantic. I remember a romantic NancyWilson piece playing as I started to make oral love to Katrina's breasts, something our rush to couple hadn't really allowed me to do. Katrina was very responsive and I think that if she hadn't stopped me I could have given her another orgasm that way.
The erotic stimulus of loving her breasts, being able to see her entire naked body next to mine and still impaled on my shaft, plus a long dry spell at home worked together to make me hard again after only a few moments. Thus, after we'd been working at 'after play' with each other for fifteen or twenty minutes, I started to slowly thrust into her tunnel again. She questioned my actions but responded as we lay side by side. I kissed her passionately.
After my tentative thrust proved to be legitimate, Katrina said softly, "Let me be on top this time. I want to make love to you this time." She rolled us so I was on my back, and without breaking our coupling pulled her knees up beside my body so she could ride me and, as she demonstrated a few minutes later, be in control of the situation.
The low light in the far corner of the room shed a beautiful soft glow over Katrina's body. I hardened just at the sight of her kneeling over my prone form. Her tousled dark hair hung down over the two of us, her ringlets falling on my face and chest when she lowered herself to kiss or lick me. The light highlighted her high angular cheekbones, physical characteristics that enhanced the beauty of her face. She stared at me, watching, with her big full green eyes. She had full lips that, like mine, were not used to the beating we were subjecting them to.
Katrina had a long slender neck that allowed me to see the muscles and tendons as she moved. I noted she was in good shape and well toned as well. Beneath that beautiful neck there was a smooth and flawless chest swollen with two magnificent orbs of flesh that were topped with large areolas and erect nipples -- erect mostly because of my sucking and licking on them for the past quarter-hour. Beneath those, Katrina's flawless skin led to her flat abs, again visibly flexing as we thrust into each other.
Then there was our coupling. I could lie on my back and look down between us, between the smooth arches of her legs, and see where my cock penetrated into her body. I could watch her neatly trimmed pussy slide up and down my shaft -- my visual observations matched to the wild sensations I was feeling through my cock and body. I marveled at the transition from her abdomen to her pussy, the lips that pulled away from her body as I extracted and then contracted again as I thrust into her. I could see the fluids -- our fluids -- oozing over my cock, coating it with lubrication so that our union would be more pleasurable and more likely to be repeated.
Katrina came forward and let her hair float down my chest; I pulled her forward into a soul kiss. We both wanted to consume each other, yet save one another for another day -- another encounter.
Katrina talked to me, "I want us to cum together again. I liked that. I want the rest of your man juice deep in my cunt. I like being on top; I like you looking at my body. My body was put on this planet for you to look at -- to make you harder so you can fuck me better while you look at me. Look at how my breasts sway and jiggle as I fuck you -- do you like that? Don't you like it when you can suck on my breasts and feel your cock in my cunt at the same time." She went on and on, each sentence inspiring me to harden and to thrust into her. She was calling forth the last of my cum from deep in my body.
She was successful and I let her know when I was seconds from arrival. I could feel the signals from deep within. In my mind it was when my fluid first surged into the ducts that carry it towards the external world. A wave of pleasure starts from deep within and builds. Next I knew the entire orgasm washed over me and I exploded upwards into Katrina's body. She was already arched over me, her breathing stopped as she savored her state of ecstasy.
As the waves of pleasure passed from us, she fell into me -- showering me with kisses and smiles. "Oh, we are going to have such fun together," she said. "This may be the best time of my life -- just even tonight." She smiled and ran her tongue into my mouth.
We lay together for a long time, wide-awake, just enjoying the further sensations of our contact with one another.
Around midnight Katrina got up and went to the bathroom. I heard the shower come on for a while then she appeared naked again in the bath doorway. She came to me and kissed me again. She dressed, came and kissed me one last time; she said, "Until Milan," and then quietly slipped out the door -- pulling it tightly behind her.
I slept fitfully, on the one hand reliving our complete erotic encounter over several times and on the other integrating what had just happened into the rest of my life.
In morning I caught a flight for London.
*****
The month passed quickly. I was back in our Boston Office for most of the month. I had a couple of short trips, ostensibly to give seminars. In fact, I spent two days with The Company in Florida receiving scuba training and a couple of days in Langley, Virginia, getting an overview of the political situation across Europe and Asia.
I saw Kyle during my time Stateside and he verified all that Katrina had told me. He also told me I was to bring my tuxedo with me to Milan and thereafter on all trips. He said I should expect to do some serious socializing on many of my trips, emphasizing that some of the people I met would eventually be our key "contacts."
The family and I spent the long Memorial Day weekend in Maine before I left for the week in Italy. We had a nice weekend until the kids started to fight hook, tooth and claw with one another; eventually we had to separate them with one sitting in the front seat as I drove and the other with Stacy in the backseat. The weekend did little to enhance our relationship.
I had a red-eye TWA flight into Malpensa airport - outside Milan, and then a taxi ride into the posh downtown section. I checked in at the Grand Hotel Et de Milan and was escorted up to their Superior Suite. The hotel staff was expecting me, and the fawning and doting on my every need was apparent from the time I walked in the door. I noted in the room that Katrina's luggage was already present in the room but there was no sign of the beautiful woman.
I stretched out on the king-size bed to nap -- red eyes had that affect on me. Two hours later I awoke with a warm woman snuggled in behind me and holding me close to her taut body. Katrina kissed my eyes open and looked at me endearingly. "I was wondering when you'd wake up. I've been here an hour and all you've done is snore. Just like a man." She hopped from the bed, adjusting her casual skirt and top as she did.
"Oh, I feel so groggy. I know I've got to get up or else the jet lag will be worse. I even took some melatonin too." I stumbled into the bathroom and splashed some water on my face to wake up.
Katrina got me out of the hotel, dressed in casual togs. She walked me a few short blocks to the Cathedral or Duomo, a beautiful structure with the most intricate spires and statuary on it. I was notably impressed, particularly that the Duomo's construction started in the 1300s. Americans really have no sense of history yet. We sat in the Duomo Square and talked.
"You and I are going to be a couple for The Company -- a month ago we discovered one another through a friend in London and a cocktail party we both attended at her flat," Katrina announced. "We will be perceived by many of our contacts as a pair who are serious about each other." She looked up at me from her veiled eyes and added, "That's not entirely untrue, you know?" I kissed the palm of her hand then wrapped her hand around my kiss.
She smiled at me and went on, "To the public I am your mistress and a well-to-do interior designer that has clients throughout Europe. Sometimes we accompany each other on our trips, such as this one. I actually have a meeting at a fashion house and a top-end interior design firm this afternoon. You will be in training while I am gone." She gestured towards a four-story building across the plaza. "You will go there at one o'clock -- the door by the corner there," she pointed. "They will recognize you. Wear what you have on; they're probably watching us right now. They'll work with you until five or five-thirty. I'll meet you back in the room around six or so. We have dinner plans and then we're going to La Scala -- I hope you like opera; we have a box for Romeo and Juliet. It starts at eight. Black tie." I nodded.
She went on, "There will be another couple in the opera box. The man is Colonel Ivan Rostofsky of the Soviet Army. The woman is his mistress -- Alyana Kursoff. They are both here on holiday from Moscow for the Opera and to see Milan. He may suspect your dual role, but you will not be anything other than a very successful young executive for now. We will not be seeing them other than at the theater tonight; although we might get together with them for dinner or another occasion later in the week. Rostofsky is working on the Soviet equivalent of our Star Wars System -- the software and systems engineering end of things on their entire missile defense. We hope he'll become a valuable asset in the future."
"What does Alyana do?" I asked.
"Purportedly she's an artist with her works in demand. I have only seen two of her things and I was impressed. She does have talent but I don't know how much she does or sells."
"And how do we know them?"
"Ah," she said. "I met Alyana when I was redoing a penthouse in her building in Prague. We struck up a friendship. That was two years ago. These things take time. When she's not with Rostofsky in Moscow, she spends time painting in her studio in Prague. He goes there some weekends to be with her." She paused as a street vendor tried to sell us some watches but moved on when we shook our heads negatively at him. "She is well traveled. I had cocktails with the two of them about three months ago in Berlin. Since then we've talked a couple of times, the last call planning tonight's rendezvous at the opera."
"Well," I said, "I hope I don't screw anything up."
"Just be yourself," she said with a kiss and a hug.
At one o'clock, after our continental lunch, I walked in the doorway of the building Katrina had pointed out to me. A young woman behind the desk nodded to me and indicated in English strongly flavored with Italian that I was to follow her. She escorted me into a locker room and indicated I should change and put on a martial arts kimono outfit she presented me with. I did.
Ten minutes later a young Asian man came and introduced himself, and gestured me into a room more appropriate for dancing, except there were mats on the floor that indicated it was, today at least, a martial arts training room. We spared and he taught me some chilling moves in ninety minutes. He told me to shower and change back into my casual togs for my next lesson.
I then spent another ninety minutes starting a more in-depth firearms course, going over what I'd learned in Kansas City as well as introducing me to several small weapons I hoped I'd never have to use due to their clearly lethal nature. Their practice range was two-levels below the street and well soundproofed. I shot about a hundred rounds as my lesson continued and my instructor critiqued my shooting style.
The last hour of the day was spent in a briefing about the Russian missile defense project and Soviet politics, including a run down on then General Secretary Leonid Brezhnev. By five, I realized how important my work was really going to be. I was going to be far more than just a simple courier of routine memos between low-level people. I was expected to be a major source of information to Uncle Sam about Soviet defenses. How could I do this and play at my consulting work?
The room was empty when I got back to the hotel. I was starved and called room service and ordered up a cheeseburger in my fractured Italian. I wasn't entirely sure what I'd get. I also got a salad for Katrina in case she wanted something to eat before we went out. I dozed on the sofa until room service arrived, ate my burger, and dozed again. Katrina came back just after six, appreciated my ordering something for her and wolfed down the equivalent of a Cobb Salad.
"Well, what can we do for an hour?" she asked, looking devilish at me.
"I can think of many things. Do you have anything on your mind?"
"Ooooh yes," she said as she approached me unzipping her long skirt. "I have missed you -- my lover -- for a whole month. Now we are going to have a very rushed making love session. Tonight, after the opera, you will take longer and be more sensual with me than you will for the next hour."



"Are those instructions straight from The Company?" I asked with a smile as I started to unbutton my shirt.
"Oh, yes," she said. "You have to do exactly what I tell you. No deviations. No excuses." She peeled off her blouse, draping it carefully over a sitting room chair in our suite. "The Company wants a couple 'serious' about each other -- this is what they'll get. I think they said, 'Oh fuck' too." She grinned as she undid her bra, unfurling her magnificent orbs. She rubbed them, stiffening the nipples, then aimed them at me and made little sounds as if she was launching missiles at me from them. I like playful!
I shed my shoes and socks, dropped my pants and turned in my nudity to her. She came naked into my arms, grinding her hips into mine. "Oh God. Make love to me. Here! Now!" She pulled me to the long sofa then sank to her knees as she pushed me down. Katrina inhaled my cock into her mouth and started to give my cock a unique oral experience. She bobbed her head up and down on my hard rod then sank down taking my entire length into her mouth and throat. How she didn't gag I wondered but I was not in a questioning mood. I was somewhere in earth orbit.
After a few minutes of her work, I was trying to decide how I was going to cum but Katrina settled the issue when she came up over me. She straddled my legs as I stretched them in front of me on the sofa. She reached down took my steel rod and inserted it into her pussy, sinking down slowly yet in one long stroke to absorb me totally into her lithe body. She stopped when our groins ground together, closing her eyes and obviously enjoying the fullness I created in her. Then we started moving into each other, instinct taking over our rational thinking.
We rushed. Not because of the time or our appointment but because we both wanted rapid closure to our union. We'd both missed each other in the month I'd been away -- a lot, and now was our time to rectify that situation. We slapped together, her pussy sliding up and down my stick with increasing intensity and frequency.
Finally, we came together, my jets of cum splashing into her body as her cunt ground into my body. We couldn't get close enough or kiss each other enough or touch each other enough. We had too few hands, too few pussies, and too few cocks to satisfy our lust for each other.
After we'd recovered from our short fling, we showered together washing with care all our hidden nooks and crevices. Dressed in evening attire I thought she was the prettiest woman in the world; she told me I was certainly the handsomest. We even stopped for a minute and looked at ourselves as a couple in one of the room's floor to ceiling mirrors; we both took a mental picture so we'd never forget the moment. I never have.
*****
La Scala is a magnificent and ornate building, the main part over three hundred years old. The crowd was sophisticated and rich, obviously use to their pleasures. We were the first to arrive in our box seats, however, five minutes after our arrival the curtain behind us parted and two equally attractive people joined us.
Ivan Rostofsky was a striking man in his tuxedo -- tanned skin, square jaw, close cropped hair and a military bearing. Yet in thirty seconds he destroyed my mistaken image of a Soviet Army officer for he was not only cordial, he was actually warm and friendly -- almost fun loving. This was a man I would like to have as a lifelong friend. I hoped my first impressions were not to be disappointed later.
Alyana was everything you would design into the perfect mistress if you were creating one, in fact I couldn't help but notice the striking similarity between Katrina and her. Both were tall and well built, well endowed, athletic, with faces of model quality. Alyana had dark reddish hair that verged on making her a brunette. The women hugged and greeted each other warmly, talking briefly about how it had been too long since they'd last seen each other. I sensed genuine friendship there. When introduced to me Alyana came close, brushing her breasts against me; she kissed my cheeks three times and she smelled good. Yum.
The crowd below us in the main seating finished filling the rows and the lights dimmed. We took our seats and ceased the banal small talk we were engaging in. Katrina pulled her seat close to mine and clutched my arm to her. I noticed Alyana was doing the same with Ivan. We had quickly settled on calling each other by first names rather than titles or ranks.
Even though I knew the plot, the characters, the ending, and the fact that the delivery was in a language I couldn't understand, the opera was spectacularly presented and deserved the standing ovation the audience and we gave the cast. I actually had tears in my eyes it was so well done.
At the break, we were served champagne and wine in our box. I was glad The Company was paying for this -- the box and all cost us about $2,000. Our conversation over the intermission got beyond the trivia. Ivan asked about my work and I explained my consulting work to him. He seemed impressed. He asked how I'd met Katrina and I told of our mutual friend's cocktail party in London and our rapid infatuation with each other. He provided a similar story about his connection with Alyana several years earlier. We both knew the other was married to someone else but those facts went conveniently unmentioned in an almost conspiratorial fashion.
I got Ivan to talk briefly about his work -- lo and behold he was an officer with the Soviet Army! He was evasive without seeming so. I accepted his story about heading a computer group that worked on robotics and machine control at face value. In my mind, I could easily appreciate that this was exactly what he did. He failed to mention missile trajectory analysis and intercept, but that was minor omission. Ha!
After the opera was done, we chatted briefly about the performance and then bid each other goodbye with promises to meet again, perhaps even in a few days. Katrina gave Alyana our hotel and room number and suggested dinner in two evenings. Katrina and I walked the short distance back to the Grand Hotel Et. I noticed other couples in the lobby reception area also in tuxedos and evening dress; the hotel must be a popular launching place for La Scala.
In the room, Katrina dropped her evening cape and came into my arms as soon as the door shut. Our lips met and we stood romancing each other. We were making little purring noises into each other's kisses and hugs.
Eventually I pulled down the front of Katrina's evening dress, something I'd wanted to do all night long since the cleavage of her formal attire had been tempting me all evening. I expanded the area I was loving from just her face and neck to her chest and breasts. In seconds I'd raised both her nipples to screaming erectness, using my hand roughly on her tender orbs as I enjoyed the feeling of her treasures, particularly the feeling of her erectness across my palms.
Katrina finally took the initiative. She unbuckled my pants and pushed them down, grabbing and massaging my penis in her hand. Still in her evening dress with her top exposed, she knelt and took me into her mouth again. I hardened rapidly as I watched her attentions to my shaft.
She backed us up to a mahogany sofa table, shifting a lamp to one end of the table so she had room to recline on it. She lay back across the table and hiked her dress up. I was surprised to find she wasn't wearing any underwear, not even a thong. It was now my turn to deliver her pleasure again. I dropped in front of her, inserting my tongue directly into her open vagina, adding my fingers to the mix as I became more ardent in my attempt to deliver joy to her.
I thrust my fingers in and out of her cunt at a very rapid rate with a staccato precision designed to excite and inflame. My attentions worked and she came, clutching my head and hand to her cunt as her climax washed over her. Her moans were quiet and almost sighs rather than words or sounds uttered in passion.
Then I had an idea. I pulled a small bottle of champagne from the room's small refrigerator and opened it. I moved to Katrina and dribbled some of it into her mouth. She lapped at the liquid. I let some run over her naked breasts and licked and sucked the bubbly fluid as it ran over her body. She seemed to be enjoying my ploy.
Then I took a mouthful of the liquid and again knelt before her beautiful pussy. I leaned in and injected the bubbly fluid into her cunt. As I did I could feel the bubbles expanding and tingling in my mouth. I could only imagine what they might feel like deep in her body.
Katrina exploded in a massive orgasm, ejecting the champagne from her body and pulling my head tightly to her cunt. Her body almost flew off the table her climax was so strong. Finally she said, "Oh my God, are you trying to kill me. That was the most intense feeling I've ever had."
"Do you want more?" I asked with a slightly lecherous grin.
She thought for a moment with an emerging smile on her face then said, "Yes. Yes, I do."
I took the last swallow of champagne from the small bottle and again put my mouth to her vagina and squirted the chilled, expanding bubbly liquid as deep into her body as I could.
Katrina shrieked and squeaked. She held on to me for dear life, her legs squeezing my head -- her hands clutching my head, her clit and pussy all at once. I could see the liquid oozing from her vagina and bubbling as it reached the air. I leaned in and sucked the liquid from her cunt, applying a heavy dose of tongue and sucking as I did. She orgasmed yet again with a long moan, "Oooooooooh fuuuuuuuck."
As she floated down from her high, she pulled me up to stand in front of her. I moved forward and slowly inserted my penis into her vagina, sinking in slowly and enjoying the friction of our union. We savored the fullness and tightness of the event. I could feel a few bubbles still active around my shaft.
Katrina locked eye contact with me as I thrust into her body, our foreplay with the champagne all but forgotten. She pulled one of her breasts to her mouth and tongued her own nipple, returning it to the hardness I had elicited a few moments earlier. She repeated the process on her other breast.
"Fuck me," she whispered to me. "Make love to me. Drive you cock into me."
I drove into her, pounding her pussy and enjoying the sensations and visuals of her breasts circulating across her chest in the same tempo as my thrusts into her body. I was gentle since she was still lying on the sofa table, sitting up slightly so we could kiss and she could watch me pumping back and forth into her body.
Then Katrina surprised me as she started saying dirty and erotic things to me as I thrust into her. "Would you like to fuck Alyana? Can you imagine the two of us side by side here waiting for you to fuck us? Two willing females that want your cock buried in us -- that want your cum dripping from our pussies. Imagine your cock thrusting into her cunt ... then you move over and thrust into mine ... then back in her warm pussy ... then back in me ... then ... oh shit, ... I'm going to cum again."
She succumbed quickly to her own visualizations. The sex talk pushed me over the edge; we both came. I made a few exaggerated thrusts into her body as my climax rose in my body, finally ending with deep, full-length penetrations as I sent jet after jet of semen into her lovely warm tunnel.
I could feel the muscles lining Katrina's vagina spasm and work in concert to milk my cock of every last drop of fluid as I spurt into her. Her spasms heightened my pleasure even more. Our eyes remained locked with each other's during our cums, even though our breathing stopped. Finally, we gasped to regain our breath as our climaxes passed. Katrina's eyes rolled into her head in appreciation of our moment of pleasure and she fell back against the hard polished surface.
I pulled a handkerchief from the breast pocket of my tuxedo and wiped my cock as I pulled it from her dripping pussy. I arranged the handkerchief into a pad and presented it to her; she grinned at me and then held it to her pussy as she pulled her legs together, dismounted from the table and tottered into the large bathroom off our bedroom, her dress around her mid-section. I followed, pulling my formal wear from my body and depositing it in a nearby chair. When I was naked I went to the bathroom too.
Katrina was sitting on the toilet draining herself of my cum. I went to her and pulled her dress up over her head and off of her body, leaving her naked. I pulled her up and to me. She protested slightly as I took her in my arms and carried her to the large bed in the bedroom. I positioned her in the middle and then sank down in front of her, again lapping at her pussy.
"Oh, David, are you sure you want to do that. I haven't washed yet. I'll be a mix of us -- our fluids. Your cum." She giggled and added, "Leftover champagne." I continued lapping, searching for each rivulet of fluid in her pussy. When I was through I rose and came to her. She opened her mouth and I French kissed her, thrusting my flavored tongue and spittle into her mouth. She moaned as she stroked my chest.
"My God, you're exciting," she said. "I really got a lot more than I bargained for when I signed up for you. This is tremendous." She grabbed my head and pulled me into an open kiss again. "Oh we taste so good together. I can taste myself and I can taste you. Our love juices." She thought for a minute, "Much better than champagne."
Katrina maneuvered down to my groin and inhaled my flaccid cock, this time sucking the drying fluids on it into her mouth. "Yummmmmmm," she hummed into my organ. She pulled away for a moment; "I can taste us here too. My God we taste good together." She worked me over ... and over ... and over ... and then I became hard again ... and then we were fucking again, this time in our big bed. My body again moved over her welcoming nakedness and I thrust into her, milking every sensation I could achieve from her lubricated tunnel. Katrina's legs were locked behind my back, pulling me deep into her love nest.
We moved in unison, shifting to our sides facing each other for a while so we could both watch our connection as we worked into each other and used our hands to fondle and rub one another. I reached down and massaged her clitoris after a while; Katrina had a small orgasm looking deep in my eyes.
Then we started to pound into each other again. Five minutes later Katrina whispered to me, "I'm going to explode shortly. Fuck me hard, really hard. Give me the last of your cum for today." She paused then added, "If Alyana was here, you'd give us both the last of your cum. Fuck her. Fuck me. Oooooooooooh fuck."
That thought triggered my orgasm too. This time I had to arch into her, the full pressure of my body into pushing into hers. We panted and gasped then I fell into her welcoming arms and the cushion of her large natural breasts. We rolled to our sides again and cuddled in the dim light. We remained coupled and gradually let sleep overtake us.
*****
Katrina woke me from my deep sleep about seven o'clock. "You have an all-day training session starting at eight," she said; a point I noted she'd failed to mention the evening before.
"I'm going to cut class and make love to you all day long," I muttered into my pillow, adding, "after I sleep another ten hours."
"No you're not," she said bouncing naked around on the bed so the entire bed acted like a huge trampoline. "Get up. No sex tonight unless you're up and out of here soon."
"I'll be a monk. I need to sleep," I groaned.
"No you don't," she said. The covers were stripped from my nude body and I felt her curvy body snuggle up against me. Now she was getting all lovey. She rubbed her breasts against my back. "Come on. Limited time offer -- you get to shower with me and smooth all my curves and interesting places if you get up right now."
I rolled over and pulled her to me in a kiss. Afterwards I told her, "Excuse my morning breath. Let's shower. I want to rub you all over."
She pulled me up and we showered. When I started to get more romantic notions she pushed me away; "Later tiger."
"OK ... Kat. Can I call you Kat?" I asked.
"Yes you may. It's an affectionate term coming from you and I love it. In fact, I love you." She gave me a big wet kiss with a big smile then exited the shower leaving me to finish up. I realized I hadn't heard those words in a long time -- a long, long time.
*****
I walked through the door of the mysterious training facility exactly at eight a.m. I noticed there was nothing outside the building that identified its purpose or affiliation. It was just an ordinary office building that fit in with the architecture surrounding the square it was on. The same receptionist escorted me to the door of the locker room with the same instructions as the day before.
At mid-day over lunch in Duomo Square with my martial arts instructor, I was thinking of how I'd describe this day to my wife, Stacy: "Well, two hours in the morning were spent warming up with body hardening exercises, learning the kill zones on a person's body and then practicing them and learning defenses against them; followed by two hours learning how to take apart and reassemble an AK-47 assault rifle blindfolded and then firing about a hundred rounds on a secret underground firing range in the middle of Milan. How was your morning, Honey?" I laughed out loud to myself; Wan Suh, my instructor, gave me a funny look.
After lunch I spent another hour of martial arts training, followed by an hour of introductory Russian (I now had to learn the language), an hour about Soviet defenses and their military, and my first hour about knives and knife fighting. At the end of the day, much to my surprise I was ushered into a room with a secure video conference link in it; Kyle was waiting to talk to me. He said he was just touching base and letting me know that he had received some nice reports about my progress in both training and fitting into The Company. Overall it was a short call that made me appreciate the sore muscles I had from my workout sessions earlier in the day.
Katrina (Kat to those that loved her) was waiting for me in the hotel room, reading a paperback book about Russian history -- in Russian. I was impressed. Over dinner I learned that she spoke five languages fluently, including her native German and English. She also shared a little about her growing up, education and how she became affiliated with The Company. She explained that most people in The Company veil their past; they don't want anyone to be able to pick up a trail that could perhaps lead to their untimely end during an assignment or perhaps threats or blackmail through a family member. She explained that she was normally that way but because of our emerging relationship, she was being more open with me.
I found out she'd been married for four years in her early twenties but the two had rapidly grown apart, particularly in their politics. She'd joined The Company after that, in part looking for something more exciting to do with her life.
After dinner she led me on a walk around the City, in particular around The Galleria -- a multi-level, glass topped, shopping mall in the center of Milan. It was lively, noisy, musical, entertaining and full of interesting shops. I was surprised to learn it had been built in the nineteenth century, and here I thought Americans had invented the shopping mall.
Our walk eventually brought us back to the hotel where we retired for the night and made sweet love to one another. After our session we cuddled together savoring the passion and the tenderness we'd shown to one another.
During our lovemaking she'd again invoked the image of me fucking Alyana. I asked her if that thought excited her too and she said, "Oh most definitely. I like sex in case you didn't notice. I'm probably bisexual, at least if the right woman comes along. She tempts me. To tell you the truth, he does too -- Rostofsky; plus knowing that the two of them are in an illicit relationship makes them even sexier to me. Does this bother you?"



"No, quite the contrary," I responded. "Alyana is a ... dish. I'd love to try her some time but I find I'm much more interested in you and making you happy. I'm very happy the way our relationship is developing. I don't insist on exclusivity -- I guess I can't; I mean I'm not that way so why should I expect you to be."
"There may be a little more to this than meets the eye," Kat said quietly. "Sex is a powerful tool in the work we do, perhaps more than the most powerful weapons we have. You are sexy -- sexier than Rostofsky. Alyana was attracted to you; I saw how she watched you. This may be a way to open the relationship with those two. It's just an option."
She went on, "And, just because it's a tool for us to use doesn't mean that our feelings for one another need to change. In fact, I will guard against that." She snuggled into my naked shoulder; "I'm really falling for you -- hard. I guess I'm allowed that freedom in how I work." She turned and pulled my head to her and we kissed again. I was speechless that this beautiful woman liked me.
I had a lot to think about as I drifted off to sleep with Katrina nestled on my chest.
*****
Wednesday morning Kat woke me with a glorious blowjob. I nestled into the disarray of the bed covers and enjoyed the entire event, savoring her licking up one side and down the other, her fondling of my rigid pole, and finally watching how she could make my entire rod disappear down her throat while she licked my sack with her tongue.
I whispered to her, "Come over me -- let me be 'in' you." She shook her head as she maintained contact with me. Eventually, she rose and said, "No, this morning is just yours. I'll claim my time later." She grinned and slithered down my pole again.
Eventually, while I was deep in her mouth, I fired off a massive orgasm that filled her mouth and throat with my cum. On purpose, she allowed the tiniest rivulet of cum of dribble down her chin. She swallowed then came and we French kissed. I was on cloud nine.
"Come on, get up," she finally said with enthusiasm. "We have appointments to keep and miles to go before we sleep. The dress this morning is business attire."
We dropped Katrina's evening dress and my tuxedo off at the concierge for dry cleaning on the way out of the hotel in the morning. It seems both had champagne and pussy juice all over them.
An hour later I met Lucio Giovanni, the chief information officer for Montedison Chemical Company. A smartly dressed Kat waited for me in the lobby of the huge office building where their corporate offices were housed. Lucio was a total gentleman and a gracious host to our initial meeting. After we'd talked and I'd listened to his issues in the company, I made some suggestions and he agreed to some consulting work to take place in his group as well as a two-day seminar for the company executives. He called in several other associates and we worked out the dates and details. Now I could return home having actually sold some consulting work.
I rejoined Kat just before lunch and we taxied back to the hotel, changed into casual clothes, grabbed a quick lunch at a little bistro (at her instruction), and then we had to go to another one of her mystery 'appointments'. I was expecting another round in the building off Duomo Square but she surprised me.
She led me back to the hotel but rather than enter she talked to a valet who disappeared while we waited on the sidewalk. A minute later a silver turbo-charged Porsche 911 Carrera pulled up to the curb. The valet hopped out and held the door for Katrina as she got into the driver's seat. Amazed at the car, let alone her 'surprise', I got into the vehicle and we began our exit from the City.
Kat was a skilled driver -- aggressive yet cautious in the heavy traffic around the City. As we got out on the A4, the equivalent of the autobahn, she opened the car up, routinely rolling through traffic at over a hundred miles an hour -- or rather almost two-hundred kilometers per hour. On the outskirts of Novara, Italy, she took an exit and headed south in the rolling hills near that town, a few more turns and she pulled into a gated driveway. She had an access card that opened the gate; after she drove through she waited until the gate was secure again then proceeded.
At the end of the winding drive, the land opened up and I saw not only a mansion of immeasurable beauty but also, to one side, a large oval test track with several cars whipping around the twists and turns in the middle of it.
"This is your afternoon of driving school," she explained. "You think you know how to drive. Well, you don't. You might by six o'clock. I'm actually here for a refresher. Come on, we'll get you set up."
Four hours later I was dripping with sweat after my session with Guido. He started by having me just drive around the town for thirty minutes while he evaluated my driving techniques and approach. Then we were back in a small classroom beside the track and he critiqued my skills, and talked about evasive techniques and the things I was going to learn how to do: drifting, J-turns and intentional spins in my own car, spinning and dumping another car, right-seat driving, and shooting from a vehicle. He said he'd wait until the next time for a few other maneuvers such as jumps, rolls and some other advanced subjects. Then we were on the track with me wearing a helmet with a headset in it and Guido yelling from beside the track through the headset in my ear: "Brake! Turn! Brake! Gas! Floor it! Twist! Reverse! Throttle! Drift! Slide! Turn!" I'm not sure I did any of the exercises well, but by six o'clock I was sure I'd worn an inch of rubber off every tire as well as dented the sheet metal on the car I was in and a couple of others that Guido drove in our various "exercises". I also was sure I smelled like burning rubber.
Katrina was sitting on a low fence beside the building when we finally stopped; she was a picture of loveliness -- her trim form in profile as I approached and her beautiful hair pulled back in a ponytail and tucked through the back of a baseball cap. She also looked like she'd had a work out. She introduced me to Biacci, her driving instructor and the four of us chatted for a few moments about how to study and practice the driving lessons we'd had.
I drove the Porsche back into Milano with Kat giving directions. I was aggressive and made the forty-mile trip in about forty minutes -- probably a record given that it was the middle of rush hour.
As we were driving I asked, "And what does tomorrow hold in the way of classes?"
"You're back at Duomo Square for most of the day -- a repeat of yesterday pretty much. I thought we'd have dinner with Rostofsky and Alyana if you're up for it." She shot me a sly grin. "They're still in town. She left me a message at the hotel; I called there just before you finished. Their suggestion not mine."
"You sure I'm not going to blow this whole thing -- being an amateur and all. I mean I've now proven to myself that I can't drive, can't speak Russian, can't fight, don't know which end of a knife to use, and only hit the bulls eye with a hand gun when it's three feet away. I think I'm a passable lover and I do love you, food and wine -- in that order. Now are you sure?" I swerved into the fast lane and accelerated up to 200 kilometers per hour, rapidly closing on a Mercedes in front of me before I darted back into the center lane.
Kat laughed. "Oh yes! You sell yourself short in everyone of those pursuits. Plus you're not going to move from novice to black belt overnight -- it took me well over a year of very hard work. I'm still learning languages; German and English are my strengths -- at the others, I struggle -- particularly the Russian. I'm not good with knives either; you have to be really nimble and anticipate better than I do. You'll get the handguns down eventually -- all of sudden it all clicks and you start hitting things you're aiming at. As for driving, it does take practice and you just started four hours ago on some of the toughest stuff any of us will face."
"Well you buoy up my soul," I said. She didn't know that verb and gave me a puzzled expression. I clarified, "You make me happier than I probably deserve to be." I darted across three lanes of traffic to catch a long open slot -- horns blared but I was long gone.
*****
That night both Ivan and Alyana may as well have been with us. We both invoked their names during our lovemaking. I enjoyed the role-play.
As I was making powerful thrusts into Kat's responsive form beneath me, I told her to shut her eyes; "Now imagine Ivan banging his engorged cock into your sweet pussy. Giving you orgasm after orgasm, climax after climax, pleasure after pleasure. Your juices mixed and frothing as he thrusts into your cunt. Can't you feel his goodness -- enjoy his cock -- his big beautiful cock as it brings you to yet another orgasm." Kat shuddered and rolled her hips into me as she had a shockwave ripple through her body. I kept going.
Eventually, we traded placed and I ended on the bottom. Kat said, "Now close your eyes. Reach up and feel Alyana's big bouncing breasts -- she wants you to suck on them, to make the nipples erect, to lick them all over. She wants your cock in her furry pussy -- deep in her cunt. She wants you to cum deep in her, squirting your man juice all over her womb. She might even like you to stick you cock up her ass -- give her a good dose of anal fucking. Now cum in her. Jerk you cock off into her body ... all over her body. Make her slippery with your juice. Ooooooh fuck meeee!"
That was it for me. The feeling of Kat's body loving me plus the added stimulation of our describing yet other lovers with us made me cum -- and cum big into her body. I shot off jet after jet of semen deep into Kat's body. She loved it. We watched each other as we rode through our well-synched orgasms together -- our open eyes now locked on one another, occasionally sweeping across our bodies and looking at where my cock was buried in her cunt. We froze in that interlocked position until our bliss past.
"You really think we'll have sex with them tomorrow?" I asked as we floated down from our high.
"Yes," she said, "Yes, I do."
"I want to be in the same room. I want to be able to see you and have you see me. I want to watch you make love with someone else."
"It won't be making love with Ivan. I'll be having sex with him -- at least at first. I make love with you. I may make love with Alyana -- I won't know until then. You may make love to her or have sex with her; it depends on how you are feeling towards her. Either way, enjoy yourself -- have fun. I know I will if it comes to that. We'll come back to each other at the end of the night -- that's what I really want. The first is work with perhaps some pleasure; you are pleasure - and little work." She laughed and hugged me tightly.
"Will you initiate or will she? Or he?" I added.
"It'll just happen some how, if it happens at all. Follow my lead."
"Did you even do it with multiple partners before?" I asked our of curiosity.
"I've been with two men a couple of times. That was nice and sexy. I felt well fucked afterwards, but that was long ago near the end of my first marriage. I think my husband thought if he watched me with another man it'd excite us more. It did, but it didn't resolve all the other problems we had." She paused then asked me, "Have you ever had group sex?"
"Yes," I answered in a hushed voice as I bit her ear lobe. "About ten years ago for over a year or so with my wife and a guy she worked with. He was getting divorced and the two of them discovered they really liked each other. It was a big turn on for both of us, and of course for him too. We sometimes tried kinky things, up until he moved away to take another job. Most of the time it was good old fashioned fucking and we all loved it."
"I like your kind of kinky," Kat whispered as she ran her tongue into my ear. "I think you and I like the same things. I think we're good for each other right now." She slid down my body and wrapped her lips around my cock. "Yummmm," she said, "our mixed juices again. I DO like the taste."
We made love again and then slept in each other's arms.
*****
Katrina came with me in the morning to Duomo Square. We spent two hours together with Wan Suh, my martial arts trainer. He had the two of us sparring together. Katrina was very good and I kept getting slammed onto my back. I rationalized that I was learning defensive moves as well as how to fall.
We both spent the rest of the morning on the firing range. Our weapons instructor suggested I adopt the nine-millimeter Glock 30 as my weapon of choice. The handgun was relatively light weight (a pound and a half) due to its poly frame, was semi-automatic, and normally used ten-round magazines. It was also deadly. I thought back a few months ago when I could probably have been counted on the anti-handgun side of any legislation; now here I was working out with one and almost a card-carrying member of the NRA. Well, not quite!
I nodded my acceptance at the recommendation thinking that I'd never really be put in a situation where I'd need a handgun, let alone an assault rifle that they'd also trained me on. At least during our target practice that morning I'd started to hit the core of the target with increasing frequency. The instructor explained that I was getting used to the recoil of the weapon as well as the sights. Actually, I thought of it more like the Space Invaders video game my kids had a few years earlier. The instructor also fitted me with a soft leather holster that held the gun comfortably in the small of my back; with a little adjustment I could actually sit comfortably and not ever feel the weapon. That said, I still left the Glock in its locker at their firing range.
For lunch, Kat and I sat on the steps of the Duomo and shared a small bottle of wine, an Italian bread loaf and some cheeses we bought from a small store nearby. When we were through we walked around the block with our arms around each other; we kissed a lot too. I was falling in love with her -- deeply in love.
After lunch I spent two hours with my Russian language tutor. I explained that I was meeting an important couple from Russia that evening and needed some standard phrases to be polite; she was very helpful in getting me to learn the basics and a couple of advanced phrases. I recalled how well both Ivan and Alyana spoke English and marveled at their skill. I didn't learn any phrases dealing with orgies or other sexually rich situations.
I spent another hour in the gym both listening to Russian language tapes on headphones and working out on the weight machines. I noted that I'd lost five pounds in the week - amazing how sex can help you lose weight.
The last part of my day was spent with an older gentleman that was an expert on Russian history, politics, and their military and defense systems. We split the time between these areas and he gave me a small paperback history book (in English) to digest when I was on my own time. Katrina slipped into the room about ten minutes before we were through and listened attentively to the last part of my lesson.
The two of us strolled back to the hotel with our arms around each other. We were to meet Ivan and Alyana at seven-thirty so there was no need to rush. In the room I started to romance Kat but she reminded me that I should save my stamina and juices for later; I reluctantly let the matter pass but not without a passionate kiss from her.
While Katrina bathed and dressed, I made some telephone calls to London and the U.S., touching base with Jim Haight, my consulting boss, and letting him know I'd sold some work at Montedison. He was very happy. No mention was made of the other side of my life. I also called room service and arranged for cocktails and hors d'oeuvres to be delivered to our room so we could host our guests before dinnertime, as well as serve some liqueurs for after dinner. Our suite was certainly spacious and posh enough to entertain; further, except for dried cum and pussy juice streaks along the mahogany table top, everything was neat and in order; I cleaned those up lest our guests think us untidy. I also made some dinner reservations in the hotel since it had a five-star restaurant. I'd showered after my workout so it only took me a few minutes to put on my freshly cleaned tuxedo and be ready for our guests.
About a quarter-to-eight the room phone rang and the desk clerk announced that the concierge was escorting our guests to our room. I thanked him and told Katrina of their arrival. She appeared in the doorway and her beauty took my breath away. She was wearing tall narrow, strapless heels and a long dress that was slit up the side to her waist. As she walked the amount of leg it revealed couldn't help but stimulate any male libido. I tried to peak to see if she was wearing a thong but she slapped my hand away. Above her waist the dress hugged her generous bosoms and only the tiniest of spaghetti straps seemed to frustrate gravity's attempt to strip the entire dress from her. Her beautiful dark hair was in a twist. She was wearing a simple yet expensive looking diamond necklace that looked like it had cost a fortune. I pointed to it; she said, "On loan, but if anyone asks you gave it to me today to celebrate our month together." She came and kissed me.
There was a knock on the door and I opened it and welcomed our guests into our suite. Ivan gave me a warm handshake and hug, then thanked me for hosting the dinner the women had set up. As I sized him up I realized in the better light that he was probably ten years or so older than I was, and possibly in better physical shape. I imagined that the military rearing mandated that he exercise regularly.
Alyana was as equally stunning as Katrina. She was wearing a midi-length cocktail dress also with a slit up her thigh and a deep v-neck that allowed a full appreciation for her robust cleavage. From time to time the dress would part or dip allowing a revealing look at her shapely legs or the fullness of her bosoms. I had to hand it to Kat, however; she won the award to the most ostentatious display of sex appeal in the room. I just wanted to stick my head under her dress.
Katrina came over to Ivan and put her arms around his neck and 'welcomed' him to our 'home' in Milano; the kiss she gave lingered slightly longer than protocol would call for, but then again to hell with protocol. I was in a shorter kiss with Alyana at the time. This was an interesting woman I would love to explore more thoroughly -- and I mean geographically. She watched me with great interest as we parted; I felt I was being studied to see if I was worthy.
I seated our guests and got us all drinks from the well-stocked cart. Katrina served the hors d'oeurves. We sat and talked of our activities in Milan. They had toured that day, including a visit to the Duomo and the smaller church blocks away to see Michelangelo's Last Supper. I described my visit and pending work at Montedison in more detail that I really knew; at least it seemed I'd been working hard during the visit. Kat mentioned her working visits to the offices of Armani and La Vardera Interior Design, fielding several questions about both places and her work.
When the proper time came, the four of us descended to the restaurant. Over dinner we talked about Boston and London; Alyana had visited those cities several times in the past two years. She recommended several restaurants I needed to know about in London. While we dined a pianist played light numbers from a secluded corner of the majestic dining room. At one point I asked the maitre d' about the famous personalities of history that had stayed and dined in the hotel. He regaled us with stories of popes, Hitler, Mussolini, czars, presidents, kings, queens and other heads of state for several minutes, leaving us all awed that we dined in the shadows of such great company.



After dinner, I invited Ivan and Alyana up to our suite for after dinner drinks and perhaps to dance or just continue talking ... or whatever. They both nodded to each other with smiles and returned to our suite with us. Room service had cleaned our cocktails away and left an array of ports, cognacs and liqueurs for our enjoyment.
I got us each a liqueur, dimmed the lights and put on some jazz on the room's stereo. I went to Alyana and invited her to dance. She gave me a glowing smile of acceptance, set her drink down and drifted into my arms, her silken form molding to my body. Ivan and Katrina joined us in swaying to the music; they were close and then I watched as she kissed him several times with increasing passion. It was a natural move and not a word was said. Alyana's lips seemed to suddenly melt into mine and the two of us were suddenly more in an embrace than dancing.
I reached down and picked up her liqueur -- Grand Marnier, took a generous sip into my mouth and then French kissed her, injecting the warm, orange liqueur into her mouth. She moaned appreciation to me as she received the liquid, pulling away only when it was clear my delivery was finished. "Oh, David," she said with her cute Russian accent, "that was so stimulating ... in so many places in my body besides my mouth."
She pulled me back into her and thrust her tongue back into my mouth. Eventually, she whispered to me, "Do that thing you did again." I repeated the process with her liqueur, this time taking longer to stroke her lips with my tongue and to kiss and nibble on her neck and ear lobes after I'd delivered the nectar. She purred to me, "You can do THAT anytime you want. You have a talented tongue. I can feel that ... below," she gestured with a drop of her eyes to indicate that she was feeling our kisses in her pussy.
"Yes," I admitted shyly, "my tongue can deliver pleasure many places. Would you like me to explore further with it?"
Alyana nodded slowly watching my eyes again and we French kissed. Over her shoulder I saw Ivan slide the spaghetti straps from Katrina shoulders. Gravity did its thing and the top of the dress fell forward revealing Kat's bounteous breasts. Ivan was on them instantly with his hands and mouth, sucking, tasting and exploring every facet of their beauty. I felt a surge in my cock as the two of them got into each other. Houston we have lift off!
Alyana turned and watched the two of them for a minute with me before she brought my hand to her still covered breast. "Please," she said by way of invitation to her body. Never one to turn down an invitation from someone as beautiful and as talented, I unzipped the dress and helped Alyana shrug it off her body. Suddenly she stood before me in her sexy heels, her shaded thigh high stockings and a pastel colored lacy thong. Like Katrina, she wore no bra. She slipped into my arms again and we kissed passionately. I allowed my thumbs to rub her breasts and nipples -- then my palms -- and then my mouth.
As we parted, Alyana helped me remove my jacket and then, slowly, my formal wear. As she did I watched Ivan and Katrina slowly disrobe one another too. God, I love looking at women's naked bodies. I appreciated my own lechery.
Eventually I was nude. I removed Alyana's thong and pulled her to one of the love seats in the room. I had her sit on the chaise as I knelt on the oriental carpet in front of her, gently parting her legs to look at her spectacularly beautiful pussy. I ran a finger over her slit, blowing on it gently and taking care to burrow into the lips that cloaked her clitoris with a lone finger. She moaned and pulled me closer. I was surprised at how wet she was; I speculated that she had been thinking lascivious thoughts over dinner too.
Gradually, I lowered my tongue to her wetness. The aroma of her sex was stimulating and pleasing; her musky scent an invitation to explore and probe in any way I could. I barely touched her body as I let my tongue touch lightly from knee to navel, from hip to hip. She thrust her hips into me to try to get me to make firmer contact with her cunt.
I circled the area once more and then ran my tongue lightly along her slit, absorbing and tasting for the first time some of her secretions -- a heavenly nectar that pleased my tongue. I kept my light touch, avoiding her gyrations into my face. Then I suddenly sank three fingers into her pussy at the same time I latched on to her clit and bit hard but not with intent to harm. Alyana climaxed immediately -- just the response I was hoping for. "Oooooouuuuu," floated from her open mouth as her eyes rolled back in her head and she gasped for breath. She had locked her legs around my head and held me stationary against her groin for almost a minute.
When I came up for air I noted that Katrina was fellating Ivan -- he had his head back and eyes closed, and was fully enjoying her ministrations to his long cock. I watched as she munched up one side of it and down the other. If she'd asked he would have told her anything she wanted to know.
I returned my attentions to Alyana, moving up beside her and caressing her breasts and upper body now that I'd delivered the first significant pleasure to her for the night. "Are you multi-orgasmic?" I asked softly so the others wouldn't hear.
"I'm not sure?" she replied as she thrust her tongue into my mouth with passion and lust. "Oh, please fuck me. I want your ... your cock in me," she finally managed to say as she continued to pant from her previous orgasm.
Instead I made love to her breasts. I clutched them to me, pushed them together and sucked on them, I poured some of her liqueur over them and lapped it up as I focused on her nipples and large dark areolas, sucking and pulling on them with my lips. I alternated between rough and tender, between a soft light touch and a rough abusive touch. Alyana couldn't seem to get enough of me. She moaned through almost every change I made regardless of what I started to do to her.
She came again, purely through my stimulation of her breasts. I wasn't sure she did but she panted a lot and then told me she'd had a wave of pleasure pass over her. I felt her breathing change and her breath grow short -- even stopping for a few seconds; she pulled her legs up and her head went back. There was a soft moan and then she relaxed and I continued on her breasts. She whispered to me, "Oh you did it to me again ... more ... more. I have never cum just from ... just from my breasts." She looked very happy. She was multi-orgasmic for sure -- my favorite kind of person.
I shifted to her neck, face and ears, pouring on the heat and attention to her lovely body. Finally, she shifted and started to pay attention to me. At first she just grabbed and held onto my semi-hard cock. Just that little attention made it swell. She cooed in a whisper in my ear that this was the largest cock she'd ever held; I felt a surge of pride with that statement although I never thought of myself as anything other than average.
She watched Katrina and Ivan in their oral attentions to one another, particularly Kat fellating Ivan -- even deep throating him. She worked on me, taking me into her mouth but her attentions were amateurish and not someone skilled at the deed. I am a patient lover and coached her softly; "Take just the head in your mouth and suck it, use your hand to masturbate me for a while," "Try to take me all the way in your mouth -- stop just short of gagging. Let my penis tickle the back of your throat," "You're doing fine -- take more in -- a little more -- that's good; now suck hard -- suction me like a vacuum cleaner." Gradually she got the idea.
She looked up at me at one point and said, "I want to take all of you in my mouth. How does Katrina do that?"
I softly talked to her about her gag reflex and how to turn it off for a few moments -- to surpress it as she pushed the head of my cock into the tunnel of her throat. She tried and gagged. Tried again ... and again ... and finally for a few seconds got all of me in her mouth and throat. She pulled off of me with a look of triumph on her face.
"I did it," she said with a grin. I nodded appreciatively. She tried it again and this time it had all the right sensations and feelings that should have been there. The head of my cock slid right to the back of her throat and only stopped because her nose was against my pubes. She moved back and forth a few times, almost testing herself to see if she'd gag but she didn't. Instead she delivered a huge shot of pleasure to me and I hardened from ice to titanium steel.
"Oooouuuuh," she said as she pulled off of my again, a string of pre-cum and spittle extending from my cock to her mouth, "someone likes what I just learned to do." She jerked her hand up and down on my cock as she looked into my eyes.
I reached my hands out to her and pulled her up so she would straddle me; "I think it's time that I put my cock in your cunt -- time that we fucked. We need to enjoy this pleasure tonight -- perhaps a couple of times." She smiled and showed her enthusiasm for the idea.
Alyana moved over me as I sat on the love seat, her soaking wet pussy moving above my rod. She held my cock as she slowly settled down onto me -- very slowly. Then she started to bounce up and down as she allowed me deeper and deeper into her warm, velvet depths. When I was fully inserted -- as deep as it was humanly possible to be -- she moved her breasts to my mouth; "You've filled me up with your cock, very full - now suck on these. When you suck, I can feel it in my cunt. You may too."
She was right. As I sucked and bit on her nipples her cuntal muscles spasmed and contracted around my cock with only a slight delay in time. I'd bite and a fraction of a second later her pussy would contract. I could create my own pleasure and leave some behind for her.
At one point, she whispered in my ear, "No one has ever made love to me so nicely and as hot as you have. I hope we have the opportunity to do this many times. I love this -- just love this."
She was a passionate lover, bouncing with enthusiasm on my cock as it pistoned in and out of her lithe, beautiful body. At one point she pulled off of me and turned around, had me re-penetrate her and then started to move up and down on my cock again. She was performing for Ivan and Katrina, who paused and watched her sexy side show.
I watched Katrina and Ivan; he was over her in the missionary position with his arms extended, thrusting into her for all he was worth. The slap of their bodies echoed across the room, overshadowing the light jazz that continued to drift through the room. Katrina had her legs over Ivan's shoulders ensuring that he could drive deep into her. They both looked intent on their act.
Alyana watched the two of them as well then turned to me and said over her shoulder, "This is better than any pornographic movie, isn't it? I like us all making love in the same room. I like watching them fuck. I'm sure they like watching us fuck as well. This is very ... erotic." Alyana pulled off of me and remounted me so we were face to face again. I slid into her warm pussy with ease. We started thrusting onto each other again, this time with greater intensity.
"Alyana, you are going to make me cum in a very short time unless you slow down or stop. Are you close to cuming again? I would like us to cum together," I said softly.
"You cum when you are ready. I am ready but can wait for you. Now ... that ... I know ... you ... are ... near ... it ... makes ... me ... ready ... to ... cum ...Oooooooh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" She increased the power of her thrusts into me and I did likewise into her. She exploded only a second before I did. I felt the powerful clenching of her pussy muscles around my cock and that's all it took to bring me off and into a glorious orgasm. I spasmed into her arched body, pushing my jets of cum into her.
As I finished I watched Ivan climax into Kat's body. The two of them arched and fell together in their place on the sofa, their bodies now covered with a fine sheen of sweat over them from the exertion of their fuck. There was little hugging or kissing, just exhaustion, relief and vocalizations of satisfaction. I watched as he started to rub her tits somewhat roughly.
Unlike the others, Alyana wanted to kiss me powerfully and passionately. I responded to her needs with both passion and tenderness, cuddling her blissful body into mine, as I remained inserted near her womb. "Oh," she said, "I like remaining coupled with you. This feels special and I like it. You make me feel special." She kissed me again and then very quietly whispered to me so the others couldn't hear, "Oh you are a divine lover -- can you make love to me again before we leave. I shall always remember tonight."
I wasn't sure if she meant it or whether this was what a good concubine told her lover. Who cared? Nonetheless, I wasn't to argue with her conclusion and I certainly wanted to please her again. We rested, reaching back and capturing our cognacs. I again administered my oral delivery of her drink to her several times; I could feel her pussy clasp my semi-flaccid cock as I did -- there was a direct connection between her mouth and cunt. I was surprised that I was just discovering this, although perhaps it was just that I was taking time to learn this new skill.
Alyana seeped fluids onto me making us squishy and wet. I ignored the problem but it seemed to bother her. Finally, she said, "Should I clean up? Do you want me to get clean before we do anything else?"
I finally said, "No, I'll clean you up. Or perhaps Katrina will."
Katrina heard her name and looked over at the two of us. "Do you need me other there?" she said. I nodded. She turned to Ivan who was lying beside her on the sofa, "Ivan excuse me, I think they need me. You watch."
Katrina came over to us, ignoring the cum running down her own legs. She knelt next to us and nudged me out of Alyana; Alyana shifted into an almost prone position next to me on the love seat, her pussy out past the edge of the unit. Immediately, Kat jammed her mouth over Alyana's pussy. I could hear the sucking noise as she started to extract our fluids -- my cum and Alyana's secretions - from Alyana's pussy. Alyana went into orbit, clutching Katrina's head to her pussy without displacing her mouth.
A banshee scream rose from Alyana, "Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee." The keening melodiously floated through the room as she surrendered to Kat's lesbian tongue and mouth. Even as I watched, my flaccid cock rose with interest at the lurid display of sex before me.
I watched Ivan start to stroke his cock on the sofa as he watched the two women. Finally, he said to no one in particular, "I have never ... never in my life ... watched anything as sexy ... as erotic as what Katrina is doing to Alyana. I shall treasure this moment as long as I live. When ever I masturbate it will be this scene that I see." He milked his cock, coaxing it back to life. I was stroking my own shank too.
Alyana came not once, but twice due to Kat's attentions. Once on her tongue alone and again after Kat added her fingers and then sunk her entire fist into Alyana's cunt. Alyana was becoming a very limp woman. She reached for me and clutched my hand to her breast, urging me to fondle and kiss her mounds, as Kat loved her pussy. I moved forward and sucked on them as I watched Katrina work her tongue deep into her folds and then her entire hands. Alyana came again, clutching me to her for dear life.
Kat looked at me with a satisfied, job-well-done look on her face, turned and went back to Ivan. Ivan had done a masterful job of resurrecting his flaccid dick, yet Kat inhaled the piece and brought it to full attention. Once hard, she mounted Ivan and started to ride him rather than afford him the dominance he'd had before in the missionary position. She rapidly reached close to her top speed; I could tell she didn't want this to last too long. She wanted him to cum as soon as he could.
I was hard too just from watching the two women together. I pulled Alyana down to the floor, stuffing a sofa pillow behind her head. I pulled her legs up and over my shoulders and entered her cunt with my engorged rod. I savored the ecstasy of my penetration as I sank deep into her warmth again, however, this time I began moving with the urgency to deliver -- to bring her pleasure -- to cum -- to have her cum.
Alyana again began her little squeaking sounds, louder this time and in sync with the vocal emissions from Katrina only a few feet from us. I looked at Katrina and made eye contact with her -- we held each other's eyes for a crucial few seconds and I knew we were each wishing pleasure, joy and happiness for the other. Then our attentions shifted back to our partners.
Ivan started swearing in Russian -- calling Kat names I guess. I didn't know enough Russian slang to be sure. I took a cue from him and started to talk to Alyana as I looked down at her sweet face, "Are you my slut? Are you the fuck I can have anytime I want?" She nodded vigorously at me. "Can I call you any time, any place, and expect you'll fuck me any way I want? Fuck others if I want you to? You're my slut!" She nodded at me again. She appeared totally submissive and would agree to anything I wanted her to be.
"Just make me cum," she whispered to me. "Keep giving me orgasms and I'll be anything you want. I'll do anything, any time, anywhere. Just call me and I'm yours. I'm your fucking slut -- your whore. I love your cock in me. Oooooooooooh. Teeeeach me how to make love to you -- how to bring you pleasure. I only want to bring you pleasure in life. I'm yours."
I was a bit worried at her total submission but that didn't stop me from continuing to pound into her and tell her I loved fucking her, bringing her to orgasms, and feeling her fluids all over me. I talked about how we tasted together and how I liked that taste and wanted more of it. I suggested we make a perfume of our juices and sell it. She liked that idea and thrust into me harder.
We came together with a little bit of planning and communication. Our explosions were nearly simultaneous again, and they were wonderful and exciting. I thought for a moment as the pleasure faded away that there was probably no such thing as a bad orgasm. It really was a moment in time when you thrust your body through the veil of this life into heaven for a few seconds.
I fell onto Alyana and we smothered each other with kisses and hugs. We rolled to our sides so we could fondle and rub each other, yet we remained coupled again. Our bodies were not only drenched in sweat this time, they were drenched in cum and our body fluids for Katrina had spread some of her findings around the area as she'd foraged for our juices earlier. I noted that the room smelled like sex -- a delightful aroma.
I noted that Katrina and Ivan were finished. I could still see his deflating cock lodged in her pussy as she straddled over his nearly prone form and they hugged and kissed. I heard her telling him what she liked in after play.
"There is a shower large enough for two of us at a time just off the bedroom," I announced. "If you two want to go first, why don't you. We'll wait until you finish." I felt Alyana clench my flaccid cock with her pussy as I finished my suggestion. I gave a gentle thrust back into her body.
Katrina pulled off of Ivan, a dollop of his cum falling onto the carpet. She scooped it up, clutched a hand over her nether region to stem further 'accidents,' pulled Ivan up with the other one and led him off to the shower.
After the door had shut and we heard the water turn on, Alyana said to me, "You are the best lover I have ever had -- not that I've had many, but you are a dream come true. You are tender and sensitive and sexy and erotic and ... well you focus on me and not yourself. I meant what I said, if you ever need a woman call me and I'll find a way to get to you." She kissed me. "You are amazing. I shall never forget tonight." She paused and looked at me tenderly, "Am I allowed to love you?" I nodded, kissed her and we hugged for a while.



I suggested to her that she could have any man in the world she wanted and she could turn him into the kind of lover she wanted. I assured her that all she needed to do was to teach someone how to make love to her the way she wanted. She was skeptical but said she'd try it with Ivan. I told her, "Talk to him. Tell him you want him to do this or that with his hands, his tongue, or his cock. Praise him. Listen to what he tells you too. Be experimental. Be daring. Try different things." We kissed passionately again.
I told her, "If I was built differently, I'd make love to you all night long. You are magnificent and your body is a temple to worship in -- and on, too. I could stay here forever and find eternal happiness here." I kneaded her breast then leaned and sucked a nipple into my mouth. Her body jerked as she responded. I really meant what I said to her; I felt all the right warm and tender thoughts I was supposed to feel towards her -- towards the woman I'd just make love to. We'd gone beyond just raw sex for the pleasure of it.
"There will be other times in other places when we'll get together. I hope Ivan enjoyed his time with Katrina. I can tell she enjoyed him. I like the group sex; I liked doing it in the same room together so we could watch each other. I bet Ivan did too. There'll be another time."
I extracted myself from Alyana's pussy, watching a rivulet of white cum start to seep from the hole I'd left in her pinkness. I found my briefs and folded them into a pad she could hold against herself as she rose and went into the shower. Katrina and Ivan appeared with towels in the bedroom doorway indicating they were through, so I led Alyana into the shower -- giving her a shower cap for her beautiful reddish long hair. We washed each other, leaving no body part unattended to. There were a lot of kisses and smoothing that occurred too. Finally, we had to turn off the water lest the hotel come to see why the shower had been on so long. We took turns drying each other then joined the others in the living room.
Ivan was dressed; Katrina was wearing a skimpy robe that did little to hide all the things that gave her sex appeal. I had a towel around my waist as I helped Alyana find her clothing and dress again.
When we were done, Ivan and I shook hands and looked each other straight in the eye -- appreciative for the evening we had enjoyed. The women hugged each other and then each of us.
I said, "Until the next time." I grinned at each person.
Ivan laughed and said, "I hope they'll be a next time. This is a night I'll never forget."
"Me too," Alyana said quietly as she looked warmly at me.
Ivan looked at me and added so the women couldn't hear, "Sometime we should talk - just the two of us. You do things I need to learn." He ginned at me and I grinned back and nodded.
"A lunch sometime when we're all in the same City," I said to him.
Katrina put her arm around me and the two of them said their last goodbyes and left our suite. It was a little after midnight.
As the door shut, Kat pulled me around in front of her and sank her tongue into my mouth in the most passionate kiss I'd had that night. "Oh, you are a keeper," she said. "You won their hearts and minds and sex organs. They'll follow you anywhere."
She pulled me towards the bedroom. She said, "I hope you can get it up one more time because I need you ... really need you to make love to me ... to end the day with me." I nodded in understanding.
After a long cuddle time and some time with Kat paying a lot of attention to me, including reciting some lurid stories about what else she'd like to have happen between the four of us, I hardened sufficiently to penetrate her moist pussy. She flooded as we made love and then she came ... and came again ... and finally we came together.
She pulled me over, keeping me locked in her tunnel, fluffed up her pillow - and me - and then we went to sleep together.
*****
Katrina and I spent Friday morning in martial arts training again. This time I was the aggressor and was able to flip her time after time. It did inspire confidence. After a rotation on the weights, we spent the rest of the morning on the firing range. I was getting comfortable with the Glock 30 and my accuracy was slowly improving. This time they asked me to carry the Glock with me from now on. They gave me all the proper papers so I could carry the dissembled weapon on an aircraft and could carry it as a concealed weapon throughout Europe and at home in the U.S.
Kat and I went back to the hotel, made love one last time before I had to leave then showered together -- our kisses raining down on each other almost as much as the droplets of water. We dressed and packed. She was heading back to her home in Frankfurt in her Porsche but she drove me to Malpensa Airport first. We stood behind the car, my luggage at my feet, and kissed goodbye and held each other close for a long time. It was a tender time and we both had tears in our eyes. I presumed I'd see her in a month or so but there was nothing scheduled.
I walked into the terminal and fourteen hours later my TWA flight landed in Boston. I was back in my other life.
*****
The next four weeks were a blur. I found I had to focus on three things during that time: my family, the move to London, and my consulting work -- not always in that order. I reconnected with Stacy finally and over a romantic dinner I'd arranged one night we agreed we had to try harder to please one another.
Stacy was self-actualizing in her new job with the consulting firm and it was helping her sense of self worth and now our love life. She'd been given responsibility for a major piece of work and, as was her way, was totally throwing herself into it, almost to the exclusion of the kids and me. After our dinner and heart to heart talk, the kids and I got a lot more of her time and attention. I really wished there was someway I could share with her my other role, tell her about The Company and even bring Katrina into our relationship.
During the next month, we also went to some orientation classes about moving to a foreign country. We even got the kids to go. The consulting firm agreed to pick-up the tab for all four of us to make a trip to London to see the City, see the place I'd picked to live, and for the kids to see their new school. Four weeks later the entire family landed in London, staying in a small hotel along the north side of Hyde Park. The kids were in shock about having to relocate, however, they liked the school they'd be going to and even got to talk to some other American kids that had relocated and were having a great experience suddenly living in that City.
That was also the trip where I hired a very competent British woman to oversee our technology consulting operations -- an office manager named Gillian. The same week we received approval for our company to do business in the United Kingdom as well as similar approval from the French authorities. I made several visits to my client in London -- British Petroleum, and also made some marketing calls to several others. All in all it was a successful trip. Nonetheless I wished I could have seen Katrina.
Back in the States the weather was deteriorating after a great summer. We found some long-term renters for our house so we wouldn't have to sell it. My consulting work was spent preparing for one more trip to Italy and London before we moved. I did a couple of other speaking engagements too.
One event was noteworthy. I mentioned to Kyle during one of our rare talks that I missed the target practice I'd been undergoing with the Glock 30 as well as the martial arts sparing. The next day Jim Haight, my consulting boss, came to me and suggested that I take my Glock and drive up to North Reading the next day and meet a man named Sebastian Rand. He suggested I bring my exercise togs too.
Sebastian met me at the address Jim had given me that turned out to be an outdoor firing range. Sebastian -- he preferred Rand - was as big as my house and had visible muscles I didn't even know existed. He and I chatted and he explained that he was now my weapons and martial arts coach; he said he knew exactly what I needed. He ran me through some of the exercises to care for and repair the gun again - in the rare case that it jammed, then we went into the range and he oversaw me firing about two hundred rounds. His critiques on technique were helpful and I started firing the best I done up until then. He said the next move would be to practice on moving targets and he'd arrange that for the following week.
Rand also had me follow him in his car to a gym. We were the only two people there as he unlocked the facility and led us into the large hall, turning on the lights as we entered. We ran through some drills and then a refresher on kill zones and basic hand-to-hand techniques. Then we started on some new moves and practiced those. By the end of the afternoon I was exhausted and sore from being tossed on the mat so many times. His offense was much better than my defense. He commented that the following week we would get back into knife fighting; I promised I'd bring my letter opener.
Before we parted Rand gave me a printed page with a daily workout regimen on it. A quick glance indicated I'd be spending at least two hours a day doing intense physical activity. Everything on the list looked like it was aimed at hardening my body in some way.
Three weeks later I'd lost another five pounds and replaced a few of the remaining pounds with hard muscle. I was starting to see muscle tone in my chest, abs and arms that I'd never seen before. The flab was disappearing. I also felt more confident in a knife fight but was going to have to be really careful to avoid someone that really knew what they were doing. Finally, I was actually getting to a point where I could hit a moving target with the Glock and not blow my toes off.
I was now doing intense exercise daily, including a long fast run. Stacy, of course, watched me start my exercise and weight routine; I decided I'd do the drills first thing in the morning before I went to the office. She started to join in on the days she was home. At six o'clock one morning, I suggested a five-mile run to the kids; they both rolled their eyes and pulled the covers up over their heads.
Then I headed back to Milan and London for a two-week stint. I crossed-over to my other life.
To be continued, and believe me the next part of the story is VERY exciting. Remember to vote and leave comments. Thanks.
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I arrived in Milan on the TWA red-eye. Just outside customs a beautiful dark haired woman leapt into my arms and smothered me with kisses. Katrina had found me. I was back in my other life.
She led me out to short-term parking. She had the Porsche Carerra and had me at the hotel in about thirty minutes. The Grand Hotel Et de Milan is probably the eighth wonder of the world. It seemed every valet, doorman and clerk remembered us by name and helped us check in again. We had the same suite we'd had two months or so earlier.
Once we were alone, Katrina stripped me, pulled her own clothes off, and led me into the large shower. We kissed and hugged under the steaming water as I shed the grit and grim from the trip and tried to get a handle on what time zone I was in.
She led me back to the bed and I was worried I was going to have to beg off until she announced, "You and I are going to take a two-hour nap!" There was no arguing with her pronouncement. I was asleep in two minutes cradled against her soft bosoms. I awoke to Kat's kisses. She'd let me sleep an extra half hour. I was embarrassed because I'd drooled all over her breasts during my intense nap. She laughed it off and kissed me some more.
Now I responded to her seductive body. She was as equally desirous of me as I was of her. We both skipped a lot of our foreplay and just coupled. I came up over her and sank my hard penis into her wet vagina and we made love. We really did make love -- I couldn't think of anything else to call it for in that brief time we shared ourselves with each other, what we were really doing is telling each other 'I love you.' We were soft and gentle with each other, made sure to deliver the pleasure the act was designed for, and then cooed and fondled each other in our after play. We took another shower then put on casual clothes, bought a simple lunch at an outdoor restaurant, and then walked to the Duomo Square building. I felt like I was on cloud nine.
They were kind to me at the training center that afternoon. I just had some language training in Russian again and a class on disguises, makeup and using false identities. People smiled at me in the halls; I was becoming known by the regular staff. I finished at five o'clock. Katrina came and retrieved me from my last class -- I was temporarily a blond female when she stuck her head in my 'disguise' class. We went back to the hotel and changed into jogging clothes, and went for a fifteen-kilometer run. After we cleaned up, enjoyed a room service dinner in the room and made love again, we slept through the night.
In the morning, Katrina and I spent two hours in martial arts training with Wan Suh. Kat commented on my muscles and trim form as she flipped me up in the air; as usual she showed me no mercy. Then I cleaned up, put on my 'consulting suit', and headed off for the rest of the day to Montedison. I didn't finish there until after seven. By the time I got back to the hotel it was late -- we skipped the run but repeated the other activities of the previous night.
The next day I did an all-day seminar on management information systems at Montedison. There were about a hundred top executives in the room. Simultaneous translation of my remarks was used to help those less familiar with English. I received a lot of favorable comments. The chief technology guy in the company signed me up for a couple more talks as well as some serious consulting work.
That evening, Kat and I did the fifteen-kilometer circuit again, cleaned up and ate at Centro Ittico -- one of the more exclusive restaurants in Milan. The seafood cuisine and service were superb. We walked back to the hotel the long way, cutting through La Galleria for ice creams even though we were dressed in evening wear.
Thursday I spent all-day at The Company's Duomo Square building: body hardening for two hours; firing range for two more -- now with moving targets; short lunch; Russian language training; and knife fighting -- now with sharp weapons and not the toys we'd used in my earlier training with Rand. At the end of the day I checked in briefly with Kyle over the secure video conference link. Katrina came in during my call and said hello to him.
Friday morning we were back at the driving school. This time I was taught how to take a car over various kinds of jumps of varying distances and how to make controlled rolls in a car, actually rolling a car completely over -- having it right itself and being able to drive away at a high rate of speed. We reviewed many of the driving techniques from two months earlier and also covered high-speed chase maneuvers and evasive techniques, including ramming and 'drifting' a pursuer's car. There was also a lesson about how to drive and shoot at the same time. I wasn't using the Glock -- it would have penetrated the car we were sparring with; instead it was a paintball gun. After two hours and many pointers I was actually doing pretty well at hitting a moving target; the other car was covered with paint splatter. We ended the day in a kind of demolition derby activity: Katrina was in one car, I was in another and there were two other vehicles and we all had paint ball guns; I'd learned my lesson well for I was the last vehicle running as I tore around the track in a victory lap -- parts falling off my paint splattered car every few feet.
As we drove back to the City, Katrina said, "You know you're probably ready to start doing some real Company work. You're in shape, you have the basics mastered, and you've got a solid base of work in Europe to justify your travels if anyone asks. Keep that in mind. I bet you'll be getting more serious assignments soon. I'll help if I can -- if they let me." I nodded; a little terrified at the thought that I might have to actually use any of the training I'd been given.
We spent that Friday night in Milan in our formal wear at the Auditorium de Milano for a classical music concert. As usual, Katrina turned heads in her dress; I was simply the guy that was escorting the most beautiful woman in Europe. After the concert we made love to each other and then slept in the comfort and peace of each other's arms.
Saturday morning we checked out and drove the short distance to Lake Como, Italy, stopping and shopping at quaint little shops along the way and eating a late lunch in a romantic little trattatori. We checked in for one night at the Villa D'Este, one of the finest hotels in the world. We took a long run along the lake's shore front, staying near the water whenever we could. We came huffing and puffing back to the hotel about dusk. Dinner was romantic and an inspiration in the large, ornate dining room. The hotel had been built in the sixteenth century; you couldn't help but appreciate the history that the place had witnessed. And, of course, we made love -- the porch doors in our room open to the lake. I suspect a few other rooms heard our noisy lovemaking; no one complained.
Sunday morning we ran again, not quite as far then we cleaned up and started driving. Katrina told me she was going to "take me home." Frankfurt was about 380 miles away on the other side of the Alps. We flew and did the journey in five hours, making only one fuel stop. The trip was like a travelogue of places I hoped to spend more time at some day: Lucerne, Zurich, Basel, Freiburg, Strasborg, Heidelberg, and finally Frankfurt. She lived in Weisbaden just west of the City.
Katrina had a beautiful apartment overlooking the central park in the center of town. After we had stowed our luggage in her place, we walked the park, stopping in a beer hall for the mandatory stein of German dark 'bier'. We laughed and I was the happiest I could remember being in along time. We walked some more, but the City was shut tightly for the Sunday. We went back to her apartment and made love to one another, cleaned up, went out to eat, came back and made love again, and slept in her bed spooned together. What a jet propelled day. Best of all was that we got to talk a lot as we drove; we really did love and respect each other.
Monday morning we both flew to London. McKennitt & Company had a long-term lease on a flat in South Kensington so that was where we headed from Heathrow. We dropped our things, walked around the neighborhood eventually doing a long brisk walk around Hyde Park and Green Park, then on to Piccadilly Circus and Leicester Square, up to Oxford Circus and back down Oxford Street to Marble Arch, then back to the flat cutting across Hyde Park again. Everything seemed so close together. I showed her where our office was going to be. We ate at a small Turkish restaurant and then retired for the night.
The next day I left Kat sleeping in the flat and went off to a client for the day. Remarkably I sold some more business. Things were looking up. When I got back to the flat, Katrina was looking very preppy and very domestic in gray slacks and a sweater. She was reading her Russian book. We cuddled as she told me about her day prowling around the area and making some interesting "arrangements" she said I'd find out about soon enough.
We ate at a popular Thai restaurant near South Ken and headed back to the flat. I noticed the lights were on when we got near the place. I looked at her with a questioning glance; she just grinned back at me.
As we entered the flat, Alyana came bounding into my arms -- hugging me closely and kissing my face wildly. I was astounded. Eventually, the two women hugged and kissed too. I noticed their kiss was more than just a friendly buss.
"How? ... What? ... Why? ..." I stuttered to her -- really to both of them.
"We talked a week or so ago and I told her you were coming to Milan and London. She decided she just had to do business in London and so here she is. At our disposal," Kat grinned lecherously at me. Alyana grinned too. I guess I was smiling pretty broadly too.
"What about Ivan?" I asked. "Won't he be jealous or concerned?"
"I am here with his blessing," Alyana stated firmly in her cute Russian accent. "He said I learned so many good things from you the last time I should come and see what else you can teach me. He liked that I swallow all of him, for instance, and the thing we did with the liqueur. I also am making him a better lover and he knows this and likes it -- so do I. He sends his hello to each of you and his regrets at not being here. He said 'next time', and to tell you Katrina that he will be a better lover to you the next time thanks to what he is learning."
I pulled both women to me and kissed them. "Well, what are we doing standing here. We have to teach this women some new things to take back to Moscow!" I escorted them towards the bedroom.
*****
If there was a heaven on earth, it was being in bed with both Katrina and Alyana. Both were beautiful women in their full ripeness of life. The naïve viewpoints and youthful inexperience were mostly gone, replaced by sophistication and joie de vivre. To top it all off, both women were in love with me and, I realized, I with them.
My long cock was buried to the hilt in Alyana's warm and willing pussy. She was riding me slowly and sensually as Katrina sat on my face and let me eat her moist pussy to my heart's content. The two women were kissing and loving each other from the clits up. That said, I could still feel Alyana's fingers come to rub and massage Kat's clit from time to time and I knew Kat was returning the favor.
Alyana was the first to cum. I could hear her tell Kat that she was near ... then very near ... then I felt her spasm around my cock. It took every bit of effort I could muster not to blast my cum into her pussy. Fortunately, as she climaxed she froze -- her breathing stopped and all motion stopped, save for the remnant muscle twitches inside her. I was able to hold it together and the urge passed. Alyana went into a passionate embrace with Katrina to celebrate the event.
The two women changed places and Kat came and sat on my steel rod for a while. She knew I was near and also that I didn't want to ejaculate so soon in the evening. She was kind and only jousted with my rod occasionally -- enough for both of us to keep our interest. Eventually, she let herself go when Alyana massaged her clit for an unusually long period of time. The response was amazing, particularly since I had 'cooled' a little. I could feel her muscles in a new light since I wasn't as close to orgasm as I usually was when I felt the same muscles milking the cum from my cock.
As Kat came down from her high, she said softly to me, "I've had you all week. Alyana needs you. Love her. Cum in her. Make her feel like a real woman." She lay beside me and pulled Alyana from my face and into a prone position between us. Katrina leaned in and passionately kissed her, several fingers inserted deep in her pussy. Alyana squirmed in the kiss.
I replaced Katrina at Alyana's lips, kissing her passionately. She was almost delirious with the passion we were providing. Kat kept massaging her cunt and suddenly Alyana exploded into me as another orgasm hit her hard. She clutched me in an almost death grip as her body rose off the bed and spasmed in her ecstasy. She finally moaned her rapture, a long "Oooooooooh" followed by her silence as she fell back to the bed in the passion.
I brought her legs up over my shoulder and sank my cock back into Alyana's body. She was still spasming from the orgasm Kat had delivered to her, so it was with great pleasure I felt her welcoming clenches as I started to move into her. She groaned as my girth made it back to her full depth. "Oh David, I love it when you are as deep in me as you can go. Hold it right there and let my cunt massage you."
I held still and received an unusual experience from her. She milked me with her pussy, quite intentionally but using the muscles that I thought only came instinctually into play during an orgasm. What a talented woman. Gradually she expanded the muscles she brought into play, her hips finally moving only slightly as she tried to bring me pleasure.
She apparently brought herself more pleasure than she intended for it was only two minutes later that I watched her eyes roll up in her head and her breathing stop as another climax rippled through her body. I could watch her abdominal muscles contract and spasm, feel her cunt clench my cock, and, of course, her legs went into wild twitches behind me as she pulled me into her. I remained motionless and let her pleasure herself on my rod.
I looked at Kat who was laying beside us -- a glorious wonder of beauty and nudity. I asked, "Do you have any lubricant?" She nodded and scrambled to her bedside table, producing a relatively new tube of Astroglide.
I flipped Alyana over onto her stomach and pulled her mid-section into the air. I don't think she understood what was about to happen. Kat watched with a gleam in her eye. I put the cool gel along my rod and rubbed it in with a couple of strokes, the gel giving me a new level of arousal. I then put a tablespoon or so at the opening to Alyana's ass. In one smooth move I put my cock at the entrance to her dark tunnel and thrust into her; she rose up in complete surprise. "Uuuuuuuugh," came from her lips. I pulled back and thrust again ... and again ... sliding deeper on each thrust as her muscles relaxed and she got used to the idea of my penetration.
Katrina went to Alyana's face and kissed her. "Is this new for you my darling?" she asked.
Alyana's head shook with great force in the affirmative. Finally, she spoke, "I didn't think people really did this except in pornographic movies. Oooooooh my. This is ... is ... interesting ... is ... nice ... be gentle with me. I've never ... done this ... before."
It only took a minute for her to really get used to my rod in her ass. I moved gently but with authority, making long strokes and feeling her entire body twitch and clench as I moved.
Kat had slipped beneath Alyana and was sucking and palming her breasts. I softly said to her, "Put your fingers into her pussy. Finger fuck her."
Through my sensitive prick I could feel Katrina's fingers make a penetration. We were only separated by Alyana's peritoneum - one finger then two and then three. Alyana was groaning more loudly and now in little spurts of sound, "Oh ... uh ... ah ... oh ... ouuu ... eee." Each change of sound accompanied some new motion that either Katrina or I rained down upon her body.
Alyana came again ... and again ... and again -- she was most definitely multi-orgasmic. Katrina and I were now conspirators to see if we could destroy this woman with pleasure after pleasure. If you'd asked, we were rapidly succeeding. Alyana was dissolving into a mass of quivering flesh whose sole purpose was to have a never-ending sequence of orgasms lasting from that moment to the end of time.
Finally, I could hold off no more. I nodded to Katrina that I was near and she blew me a kiss. "Cum in her ... deep in her ass. Give her one more orgasm." I felt Kat's other hand move to massage Alyana's clitoris as I started to hammer into her ass. My climax was one of the most intense in my life. I exploded into Alyana's ass -- a full load of cum jettisoned from my body into hers in only a few intense injections. Every nerve ending in my body triggered in the pleasure mode and I was swept into heaven for a long time -- unbreathing, unmoving, just a shuddering mass of male flesh impaled into a shapely female ass.
I fell forward and forced Alyana down on top of Katrina. There was some rolling and wiggling and finally no one was being suffocated and we were in an optimum position to continue. I pulled out of Alyana's pretty butt, still rock hard but spent. Kat passed me a washcloth so I could wipe myself. I watched a dribble of my white cum seep from Alyana's ass and run across her cheek towards the sheets. Before I could wipe it, Katrina lapped the fluid with her tongue as she gave me one of her "I'm evil" looks. Sexy evil she was.
As the two of us recovered Katrina said, "How come you've never done that with me?" I shrugged.
Amazingly I was still hard. The sensation of cuming hadn't resulted in my usual male flaccidness. Instead I felt as though I needed to cum yet again. I decided to take advantage of the situation.
I pulled Kat in front of me -- face up. I wanted to watch her reaction as we did this. I found the gel and re-lubricated my rod then pushed her legs back until I could see the dimpled entrance to her dark tunnel. I pushed slowly into her, only sinking in an inch or so until I met resistance.
"You have to relax. Just think of this as a new way for us to make love - a new hole to try. Have you done this before?"
"No. Never. I've had fingers in there ... and a small dildo ... but you're huge."
I pushed a little harder and stroked a breast, gently pinching a nipple. The distraction proved to be just what was needed. I sank in past the muscle that had blocked me a moment earlier. I started to slowly thrust, going deeper with each inward push.
"Oooooooooooh myyyyyyyyyyyy Goooooooooood!" she exclaimed through clenched teeth. "This IS different."
Alyana lay and watched us, lightly stroking the swollen lips around her pussy. I nodded to her and gestured with my head towards Kat's pussy. She understood and leaned forward taking Kat's clit in her mouth and smothering the nub with the rough friction of her tongue. Kat about leapt off the bed she twitched so much. Both of us held onto her for the ride.
"Oooooooouuuuuuu, you'll destroy me. Oh, waaaaaay toooooo muuuuuuuch sensation." She was panting heavily as she watched me thrust into her ass and watched Alyana's mouth and tongue on her pussy. She had a look of lust, a look of passion, a look of love on her face all at once.



The feeling rapidly came back to my engorged cock. Suddenly I was in danger of too much stimulation. I didn't care. I was put in this world to have all the climaxes I could muster and tonight I was enjoying some of the most erotic ones I'd ever have.
I build up a rhythm. Alyana somehow kept her mouth near Kat's clitoris and also inserted most of her hand in Kat's vagina, moving in concert with my stokes and then in opposition. Kat was writhing wilding around the bed -- firing off a small orgasm every minute or so. She kept moaning and groaning her passion to us.
Finally I could stand it no more. I realized I was about to have my second cum of the night. I warned the women and sped up. My explosion was equal to the one only a few moments earlier when I'd been in Alyana's ass. It seemed that I came and came and came -- a river of fluid leaving my body and flooding into Kat. She had her largest orgasm of the night, ejaculating some of her girl fluid onto Alyana and me. Alyana immediately moved in and started lapping at the fluid that had jetted from Kat's pussy.
Eventually we all fell together again. I was in the middle cradling both women to me. I could feel the small amount of pubic hair that each woman had left as decoration against my thigh; the moisture from their cunts coated my thighs and rubbed off onto me; I could feel the erect nipples from each of them pressed into my side and chest; their tousled locks of hair flowed around my neck and head, a delight to smell and rub my cheeks into. Then there were our kisses, shared back and forth for a long time as we all cooled down from our passions.
Finally, Alyana said, "See I've only been with you both for two hours and you've taught me lots of new things to take home. What we did ... when I do it with Ivan ... it will boil his blood. He may never let me leave his bed. Sooooooo sexy." She giggled and kissed my neck.
Katrina had one arm across my chest and was gently stroking one of Alyana's breasts, not so much to excite but just to be in some type of erotic contact with her. Alyana realized she could do the same and did.
"I can leave the two of you if you want," I said softly.
Both women grinned at me and said almost in unison, "Not tonight. We have tomorrow while you're at work."
*****
I'd been back in Boston for a week when there was a major turning point in EVERYTHING.
It had been a good week. I'd savored the memory of Kat and Alyana and the times we shared. I'd also sold more work at British Petroleum and landed a new client -- one of the savings and loan associations in The City -- London's financial district. I'd also barely managed to do the minimum to keep up with my workout regimen -- except for the sex. Were those replacement calories?
Stacy had had a good week too and we shared a mellow Saturday, doing a few things to help the kids with their school work and driving them around our suburban town to shop and see friends. Late in the afternoon I suggested a movie and Stacy accepted my offer enthusiastically. Our sixteen-year-old daughter, Kiley, even decided to come with us since she'd wanted to see the movie too. We drove over to the Natick Cineplex 20, parked in the crowded lot, went in and enjoyed the movie.
After the movie it was dark and we were heading back to the car. We'd been forced to park pretty far from the theater and the parking lot was not well lit. Suddenly we were confronted with two young thugs with stockings pulled over their head, I turned and there was a third behind us. One of them said, "Wallets ... and you sweetie ... you come with us," he pointed at my daughter and reached to grab her arm. The one behind us grabbed my wife's purse.
I broke the arm of the boy who'd taken my wife's purse first. The kick came so fast he didn't even have time to react. You could hear the bone snap. I stomped on his instep and landed another kick in his groin with my other foot, my entire body in the air, and he went down in great pain.
I turned to the one that had been approaching my daughter. He had her arm and she was trying to resist. He let her go and backed away slightly and then suddenly there was a long switchblade knife in his hand. He started dancing around towards me. "Want me Dad. Come and get me Dad. You think you can protect your little cunt from us, don't ya. Well you can't. I'll cut her like I'll cut you." He started towards me.
In one smooth move I'd grabbed his arm, made him release the knife, and hurled him through the glass of the passenger side window of the car next to me. He was out cold and there was suddenly a lot of blood dripping from an open gash on his head.
The third kid should have run but instead he reached in his jacket and produced a small handgun. "You think you can mess with me and my friends, I'll kill you -- I'll kill you," he screamed. He started to raise the gun to fire at us. He was too late; the Glock came out of its holster just the way I'd practiced a thousand times. I made only one shot; it caught him in the shoulder and spun him away from us. I saw the blood splash from the exit wound just the way I'd been told it would. He fell on the side of his face, unconscious, his gun clattering away from him and under another car. The whole confrontation had taken about twenty seconds.
I quickly frisked each of the three thugs, making sure there were no more handguns on the scene. The threat eliminated, I turned to make sure Stacy and Kiley were all right. Their jaws were hanging open as they looked at me in awe. Then Stacy started to stutter as she sank to her knees and dissolved into tears, "You ... you ... you have a gun!"
Kiley broke into tears and fell down on her knees next to her mother almost in shock. "Oh Dad, you saved us." I pulled Kiley up, hugged her tightly and then leaned her against a car next to me. "Listen. LISTEN. Both of you. Don't speculate about what happened here or why I have a gun. The police will come. Tell them exactly what you saw. DON'T SPECULATE. I'll explain my ... my gun ... and my actions later. Now, Kiley run ... RUN to the theater and have then call the police then get back here right away." I looked at the passed out guy in car with blood streaming from his head and the bleeding form of the kid that had had the gun; I shouted to Kiley, "Tell them we need an ambulance too." She took off at high speed.
The Natick Police cars screamed into the parking lot a few minutes later. I attracted them with wild waving and stopped them from penetrating the crime scene. I showed them the three thugs. All were still alive, two just barely.
I explained what had happened briefly and that I had a handgun and that I'd taken the clip out of it. I showed the clip in my left hand. I turned and hiked up my jacket with one hand so the cop could extract the Glock from its holster. I noted he used two fingers; he dropped it into a plastic bag and he put it in his squad car. Stacy and Kiley were not taking their eyes off of me; both appeared in shock.
Another cop handcuffed the kid whose arm I'd broken and tossed him in the back of a squad car. The kid yelled in pain and he was still groaning from his sore nuts. They pulled the kid from where I sent him through the window and laid him out on the ground. He was still unconscious, his face was kind of pulpy but the bleeding from a broken nose and a slash across his forehead had almost stopped. He came to about the time they got him prone; they cuffed him and had another cop guard him as they waited for the ambulance.
The kid that I'd shot in the shoulder was now sitting up leaning against a car holding a pressure bandage against the wound; another cop was guarding him. He was almost delirious. He kept saying, "I wasn't going to shoot. I just wanted to scare 'em."
Meanwhile I'd recounted our confrontation for a second and then a third time. Another officer found the open knife under a car and then the kid's snub nose .38 special. He marked where he'd found them. Someone was taking pictures of the scene, including the broken window the kid had gone through, the thug's gun, and the knife. I told Stacy and Kiley to avoid letting anyone not in uniform take their picture.
Finally an ambulance arrived and took two policemen and the two thugs I'd really hurt to the hospital; the police car with the guy I'd kicked in the nuts left to go to the police station. A crowd had gathered but we tried to keep things pretty low key and so did the police. The police agreed to let me drive my own car with Stacy and Kiley to the police station. As soon as we were in the car, Stacy looked at me with big teary doe eyes and said, "What is this all about? How come you had a gun? You don't like guns! And ... and ... you can fight. You ... you ... know ... karate or whatever that was. And ... the knife. Oh God." She broke in hysterical sobs, so badly that I had to pull over to the side of the road and comfort her for a few minutes. Kiley wasn't doing much better in the back seat.
I still didn't explain my skills or weapon. I said, "I will tell you shortly but not while we have to see the police. Wait until after we see the police -- then we'll talk. You tell them just what you saw -- no more, no less. Don't speculate. Don't make up stories. Just tell what happened as you saw it. Tell the truth." She nodded through her sobs. Kiley said haltingly through her tears, "OK Dad."
The police station was a beehive of activity; everyone was waiting for us. It was a rough Saturday night in Natick. I noted that there was two State cops waiting to talk to us along with the locals. I asked to make a couple of phone calls and my request was quickly granted; I was the victim not the accused at this point. My first call was to Jim Haight; fortunately he answered on the third ring even though the hour was late. I explained what had happened and where I was. He said he was "on it" and I didn't need to call Kyle or anyone else.
Next I called home to Kendra, our oldest daughter. I explained we'd been in an attempted mugging and that things hadn't worked out for the three guys that tried to mess with us. I didn't go into details, but asked her to stay at home and to be ready to help comfort her mother and sister. She readily agreed.
Stacy, Kiley and I were escorted into one of the interrogation rooms rather than leaving us in the hallway. Two detectives and two uniformed State cops accompanied our entourage. I suggested that I be interviewed separately since I was the one that had fought with the thugs and that someone could also interview my wife and daughter to hear their story. One officer thought that was a good idea and so I left with one State cop and him while his partner got some water for my family.
Detective Wittman had a relaxed interview style but I realized immediately that he could bore right in to the nub of the situation. He had a cassette recorder that he put on the table and put in the record mode as soon as we entered the room. He said the date and time and who he was with then he began the interview, "I was in the military and I thought I was highly trained in my day. I still keep up with it -- somewhat." He patted his paunch. "I would have never thought of taking on three toughs like you did. You in the service? You military?" The State cop was clearly just going to listen and nod.
"No," I said softly, "just a cautious citizen." He squinted at me in obvious disbelief. So did the State cop.
"You had a Glock in a hidden holster -- but all the right permits. Don't see too many of those around here. Pretty lethal weapon. You could have blown the kid into the next State with that thing -- but you didn't. You hit soft tissue -- just nicked the bone. That was nice of you."
"Yep," I said. "I sort of like the Glock. Light weight for its power. Didn't start carrying until a month or so ago. Just-in-case kind of thinking. Guess I was right. Kid was about to shoot at us -- told us he was going to kill us. Didn't want to use deadly force unless I had to.
"Yep," he said. "You're pretty cool given what happened. I'd be high on adrenalin if I was you."
"My heart's racing," I said. "I just hide it well. I was pretty much on 'automatic' during their attack."
"Yep," he said. "How'd you disarm the kid with the knife?"
"Oh, that wasn't too hard. He didn't know how to use it. He came at me off balance; all I did was help him along. Might have over reacted a bit but it got the job done -- he ceased being a threat. I'm glad you found the knife; I didn't see where it went when he went through the window." Wittman nodded. The State cop actually smirked.
The extension phone in the room rang and Wittman rose and answered it. He listened for a minute then excused himself. The state cop and I just looked at each other until Wittman returned.
Wittman came back about five minutes later and said, "Mr. Krall, thank you for your time and for putting up with our procedures. I know we'll want to talk to you again and there will certainly be a time when these guys go on trial for armed robbery, attempted murder and a few other choice felonies. Turns out they'd done a couple of other armed robberies tonight before they got to you. If we can avoid calling you we will. Please come and join your wife and daughter. I hope we haven't inconvenienced you much. Sad event. Sad that kids think this way."
I shook his hand and that of the surprised but mute State cop; I thanked them for serving and protecting. We walked back to the first interrogation room. I could hear the words of support and care to Stacy and Kiley from the other State cop and the detective as we walked in. They were very solicitous.
Detective Wittman exclaimed that a friend of ours was waiting in the lobby and would be sure we got home OK. He walked the three of us out, then stopped and said, "Oh wait. I nearly forgot. Your handgun." He ducked into an office an came out with the plastic bag containing my Glock and the ammunition magazine. "Here, you better not leave this one behind. Expensive weapon." I thanked him and slid the gun -- without the magazine -- back under my jacket into the empty holster. I pocketed the magazine. I realized that something very unusual had just happened in order for me to get my handgun back so soon after using it.
When we went through the doors into the lobby a very concerned Jim Haight was standing there with his wife Marylou who I'd met quite a few times before at McKennitt Consulting social events. Lots of welcoming and soothing words were said along with lots of 'what-gets-into-kids-today' statements. We all walked outside. As Marylou, Stacy and Kiley walked towards our car, I pulled Jim aside. "What do I tell them? The gun? My reactions? My skills?"
"We'll come with you. Meet you at your house. I'll do the explaining." Jim patted my back.
At the house Marylou helped Stacy get coffee for us all. Kendra our oldest daughter joined us, she was horrified at what had happened and was just learning from Kiley that her father had overpowered three thugs -- shooting one of them. She was actually holding and comforting her sister; neither wanted to be out of sight of me. Kiley was still teary -- for that matter so was Stacy who was playing hostess sort of on automatic pilot.
When we were all in the living room, Jim began. "The full story of what happened at the movies tonight started about a year ago. 'We' needed someone with some very special skills in Europe. We picked your husband for many reasons. You, Stacy, are one of them as you'll see." She nodded but looked puzzled.
"The 'We' in my statement is not just the consulting firm. The other part of the 'We' is ... well, it's the Central Intelligence Agency." Stacy gasped. Kendra's jaw dropped open as she looked at me in awe. Kiley whispered, "Cool" under her breath. Marylou just nodded. I could tell she'd been here before.
Jim went on, "David assumed his patriotic duty and, when he was asked, said he'd work with both organizations. For almost a year he's been splitting his time. So far he's had a few assignments and he has done very well. Nothing dangerous or too exciting, believe me. Most of the time he's been in training. That training included learning how to use and carry a handgun -- rather routine for the kind of errands we get involved in for The Company. Some involve large sums of money -- for instance, he delivered half-a-million in cash to a contact in Paris for us in his first assignment."
I thought, "I did?"
Jim went on, "He also learned how to deal in a knife fight, high speed and defensive driving, many different kinds of martial arts, and he's becoming pretty skilled at the Russian language."
Kiley said, "Really cool, Dad." Kendra's jaw was still hanging open.
Stacy was numb. Finally, she said, "The trips ... to Europe ... are they ... what are they?"
"Oh, many have been consulting related," Jim said matter of factly. "David has spent about half his time at various training facilities while he was over there, particularly near Milan. He's also made contact with someone that we hope will eventually provide us with some ... errrr, information in the near future. He also has a 'handler' over there. I don't travel as much as I used to but I can assure you he is in good hands."
Stacy turned to Marylou and asked, "How did you cope ... I mean when Jim was doing this? Or did he?"
Marylou said, "Oh, he did. I worried a lot at first and then I learned he was really good at his job. On the way here, Jim told me that David is truly exceptional and highly skilled for what he's doing and going to do. I guess it's sort of like James Bond in a way. I don't know the details but he says the government has a lot of faith in him." I thought my true self had finally been identified.
Kiley said, "Really, really cool." Kendra couldn't take her eyes off me.
Stacy turned back to me, "Why didn't you tell me?"
Jim intervened, "He was sworn to secrecy -- even from you. Especially from you. We wanted a buffer but our plans have changed. Now it's all right if you know as you'll see in a minute."
He looked at Kendra and Kiley and studied them for a full minute without saying a word. They were now more alert and stared back at him, but not rudely, allowing him to make his assessment. Finally, he said, "Kendra, Kiley - you have learned something tonight that is VERY important -- to you, to your family, to you Mother and Dad, to the rest of your family, and to your country -- the United States. You must NOT ... must NOT ...tell ANYONE what your Dad does other than that he is a management consultant and that he's going to run a satellite London office for McKennitt & Company. You must NEVER mention the Central Intelligence Agency or even hint to anyone that your family has ANY affiliation with it in any way at all. It could be VERY dangerous for your Dad, your mother, and you. Do you understand?"
Kiley stated with authority, "Yes, I do. I will never say anything." We all believed her and I knew my kid; she would never breath a word of it.
Kendra answered next, "I will never breath a word of this, but I will want to talk with my Mom and Dad about it." Jim nodded his approval with that caveat.
Jim said, "Now there's one more piece of business that I need to transact. I was hoping to do this next week in the office when Kyle Thurman, a man at the CIA that David knows, could join us." He looked at me and winked. I was now puzzled with where he was taking the conversation.
Jim turned to Stacy with a smile, "Stacy, we'd like you to come and work for the CIA too. We need you in The Company too."
Kiley said, "Really, really, really cool." Kendra fell backwards on the sofa in a near faint.
***** Two Months Later
Stacy and I were both lying on our backs panting and gasping for breath. I could actually feel the endomorphins pulsing through my body, deadening the pain and heightening my euphoria over the exertions of the rare sunny morning. The past few minutes had been exhausting, a real test of our physical stamina. Our trim bodies were hardening from where we had them only a few months before. We'd just finished fifteen minutes of wind sprints back and forth across Regents Park on the north side of central London.



Finally, Stacy stood, still panting and extended a hand to pull me up. I groaned and let her pull me to my feet. We were wearing running singlets, shorts and running shoes. She said, "Race you back to the flat! Five ... four ... three ... two ... one ... GO!" She took off and I was close behind her.
I had to admire her. She was forty-two and yet she still had the trim figure she'd had over twenty years earlier when we'd married. She still had one skirt she'd had as a teenager and wore it with pride, always mentioning that her waist measurement had not changed. Her long legs pumped along the pathway, more muscular now than ever in her life. Even her upper body was starting to show signs of toning with the weights we were using each day. Her blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail. The one concession to motherhood she showed was her enlarged breasts; small when we married, they'd grown thanks to her birthing and nursing our two daughters. I never tired of looking at her wondering how she could have known I was husband material when she was only seventeen when we'd first started dating.
I pulled along side her and told her I thought it unfair that she could run so easily. I weighed at least sixty pounds more than she did and was six inches taller. I cited these statistics as reasons for my apparent sluggish behavior. We had just run about ten miles plus done the wind sprints. Now we had a mile to get to our flat in the St. Johns Wood section of London -- the American Ghetto some called it because so many employees of the embassy and American financial institutions lived there to be near the American School in London. This was where our kids went too; we were unique in that we weren't connected with the embassy or companies like Citibank.
Stacy won our race, pulling up about a quarter mile before the flat so we could walk off the run. We finished some stretching exercises in the small courtyard outside our flat and went in. Kiley was just getting ready to leave for school; her older sister Kendra had already left. We wished her well and kissed her goodbye.
"What do you have today?" Stacy asked.
"Nothing crucial until after lunch at BP," I responded, happy that I might actually have the morning to catch up.
"I'm open all day," she said. "Sooooo let's take a shower together ... and maybe play a little. It's been a while since I've felt so randy. I think watching your tight butt run around the park got me all horny." She ran her hand up my bare arm and caressed my sweaty neck.
I was surprised at her initiation of a sexual liaison. This hadn't happened in a long time ... years. I guess the exercise was having some other benefits. I pulled her to me and kissed her, then pulled the singlet up over her head followed by her sports bra.
Stacy's nipples were hard and erect from the cool down from our run. I sucked one and then the other into my mouth as she cradled my head as we stood in our bedroom. She moaned a little to show that I was hitting the right spots. Not that I bored with her lovely breasts but I decided that I wanted her nude. Thus, I reached down and undid the laces to her running shoes and pulled them from her feet along with her socks then pulled her nylon running shorts and briefs down her legs in one smooth move.
As she stood there in her nakedness I leaned in a kissed the area just above her tuft of pubic hair. Stacy purred and stroked my hair. As my tongue started to search the area for points of interest she pulled me up then stooped and took the necessary steps to make me naked too.
As my rising cock came into view she took my sweaty stick into her mouth. I asked, "Are you sure? I'm all sweaty."
She pulled off briefly and said, "More flavor. You taste good -- manly!" I was back in her mouth. This was unusual; Stacy didn't give blowjobs. I was rock hard in a minute -- to hell with the shower first. To hell with getting caught up at work too.
I pulled us to the bed and fell into Stacy's pussy, lapping and licking all those little grooves and crevices and skin flaps that make a woman interesting to a man. Of course, there was all that familiar female nectar oozing from her pores too. I could stay her forever and live on that juice. Stacy's orgasms were usually small and showed she was still in control of herself. When she popped off I was surprised for I thought this was a little more energetic than usual and she had an air of abandon as she let herself go.
I rose and mounted her. She welcomed me with words of love and endearment, "Oh David, I love you so. I really love you. I know we've slowed in how often we do this ... we have to fix that. This is wonderful. I love fucking with you ... making love with you. Oh, that's the spot. Keep thrusting just that way ... just ... that ... way ... oh, shit ... I'm ... gonna ... cum ...Oooooooouuuuuuh." Her legs wrapped around my back and pulled me into her pussy. I am a sucker for romantic talk as we make love. As I felt her start to spasm I let go too, sending my semen into her body and moaning my own words of love for her.
We were all sweaty again thanks to our efforts and the ease with which our athletic bodies were able to adjust to new exertions. I rolled us to our sides, trying to remain coupled with her. We both started to stroke each other. I'd occasionally lean in and suck her breasts.
"David," she asked, "I need to ask you something really personal. I know you'll tell me the truth -- you always do." She paused and looked at me a long time. I guessed what was coming and braced myself for it. "Are you ... are you having an affair with someone? I sort of know there's been someone else for a while. I don't feel threatened; I should but I don't. What's going on?" She kept stroking my chest and neck, not missing a beat.
I was silent for a while thinking how to cushion the answer. Finally I spoke aloud, "Yes, her name is Katrina. You've heard her name a couple of times -- she's my handler. She's pretty, smart and yes, I love her. She also has a Russian friend that we've been with -- Alyana. I love them both." I paused and added, "And I love you too."
I paused and studied Stacy. She was accepting and taking in what I told her without judgment or comment at this point. She nodded for me to continue.
"You're right to not feel threatened. It's not that I've stopped loving you -- although I wish our love life had more ... zest in it. Like this." I gestured to our naked bodies and smiled at her. "I could have been more attentive too and I don't want to make excuses or cast blame. I'd just like to say that I love you ... and I love Katrina ... and Alyana. You're my number one." I kissed her.
"When can I meet her ... them?" Stacy asked softly.
"Errrr, ummmm, are you sure you want to do that?" I asked.
"Yes, most definitely. We all love the same man. I am thinking that we should all like ... no love each other too." She paused. "I don't like family secrets. Secrets of State are one thing, but inter-relationship secrets are a bad thing to have around. I think they undermine all the relationships."
"I'm sorry if I violated your code of ... whatever," I said with genuine regret. "I've been looking for a time and place to tell you about Kat and Alyana. I just didn't find it yet. I'm glad you sensed something was happening."
"Oh, don't be. I would have done the same thing I suppose. Remember when I started that relationship with Bill. I guess you knew we liked each other a lot, but we'd had a couple of sexual bouts before we made it a threesome. You were so tolerant and loving back then, how can I be anything but the same with you when the tables are turned." She hugged me and added, "I just don't want to become superfluous in your life. This is a wake-up call. Thank you."
She thought for a moment and went on, "You ended up liking Bill. I'm sure I'll like Katrina or Kat as you just called her ... as well as Alyana. Do you want to tell me about them? Two of them, huh!" Her eyebrows went up.
I did. I opened up about the women and how I'd come to have an intimate relationship with them. The relationship with Alyana was particularly fuzzy because of her connection with Ivan Rostofsky, one of our targets for getting information about Soviet defenses. I told Stacy that one of the reasons I'd been mute for so long was this complication and my stricture on talking outside The Company. Now she understood.
"Tell me about your times together," she asked. "I want to hear about your sexual times." I felt her pussy clench around my cock as she made her request.
I went slowly, studying her interest and response as I talked. Apparently she was turned on by my recounting of some of our times together, particularly the group session in Milan. I could feel her pussy pulse as I spoke, then start to seep fluids around my deflated cock. Then, of course, I noticed that I wasn't so deflated.
Next I noted that I could move around in her pussy and feel interesting twinges and stimuli to my ever-excited prick. I hardened and then we were fucking again, side by side, my cock moving in and out of Stacy's dripping pussy as I talked about our orgy and teaching sex tricks to Alyana.
Stacy came over me, lowering her breasts to my face so I could lick and suck on each breast and nipple. Her areolas seemed unusually large and excitable as I tried to fit the entire area within my mouth. As I bit I could feel her pussy clench around my cock.
Stacy picked up the pace, slamming her foaming cunt against my hips -- driving my cock deep into her inner recesses. She had an almost wild desperation to fuck -- to come on my cock -- to capture my fluids in her body. She was telling me all this as our bodies drove together.
Then I felt the automatic ripples of the muscles inside of her start. First they rippled down my cock, pulling me into her body then they went in both directions ensuring that I was sufficiently stimulated to ejaculate. I was. The waves of pleasure swept over us at the same time. Our breathing stopped for a short time as the spasms hit and washed through us.
Stacy collapsed on my chest, rubbing her erect nipples into my body for a few moments as she relaxed onto me. I hugged her tightly and told her how much I loved her and how grateful I was that she was who she was: my girl friend, my wife, my lover, the mother of my children, an extremely competent consultant, and an agent for the CIA.
*****
Katrina was nervous coming to London the following week to meet Stacy. I have to admit I would have been terrified, more so than even the riskiest spy mission I could envision. She handled it with élan, however.
Stacy had gotten the kids to go on sleepovers at friends' homes for the weekend. Since we'd hosted several of them it wasn't a problem when they disappeared and to tell the truth I think they were glad to be out of the house and away from their parents. She'd also given the housekeeper the weekend off, insisting that she not be present in the flat for the weekend. Stacy had also insisted that Katrina stay with us. Out of some sense of propriety and with Kendra's approval, she turned Kendra's room into a guest room.
I got back from work just a few minutes before Katrina was expected. Stacy was home looking like a million bucks and the perfect hostess. She'd come home from the office a couple of hours early to be sure the flat was in order and to make 'arrangements' and see the kids off to their friends' homes for the weekend. She was wearing heels and a short dress that showed off many of her assets to best advantage, plus she'd done her long hair into a sexy twist. I could smell some kind of roast as I came in the door.
Stacy flattened herself against me, grinding her hips into mine. "Hello, you sexy man." She kissed me with a passionate kiss. "You look worried." I nodded. "I'm not going to eat her -- or fight with her -- or challenge her -- or anything embarrassing. I want to make a friend. And this might shock you, I might even want to meet a lover." She gave me a lecherous grin.
"Oh wow," I mumbled as I thought of the implications of her last statement.
"So, just relax. We won't be bothered until Sunday afternoon when the kids come home -- if they do. I'm open ... very open to just about anything that might happen. I want us all to be friends, lovers, and to grow with each other. I hope Kat feels that way too." I nodded.
The doorbell rang. Stacy kissed me again the headed for the door with me close behind.
Katrina looked stunning. Even Stacy was taken back with her beauty. There was a long silence as we all looked at each other with smiles of satisfaction on our faces. Finally, Stacy broke the silence by pulling Katrina to her and kissing her on her cheeks the way women do, "Katrina come in. Our home is your home. David, get her suitcase." I pecked Katrina on the cheek and picked up her bag. We gave her a brief tour of the flat and then I was banished to the kitchen to get drinks for the three of us.
I couldn't really hear the conversation from the living room, only a word every now and then as the two of them talked. So much of communication is non-verbal. I stood and listened. Stacy's tone was all welcoming and solicitous; Katrina's was curious and almost apologetic. I could feel some bonding going on so I was slow with the wine.
As I came into the room with my tray, I served Katrina then Stacy and then stood before them and toasted, "To the two most beautiful women in the world ... who I love with all my might. Thank you both for being the people you are and for being open to ... to this crazy arrangement." Both women laughed and drank.
"There's nothing like hanging your linen out in the open," Stacy said looking at Katrina. She smiled and reached and held her hand. Katrina actually got a tear in her eye.
"Thank you both. Thank you for accepting me the way you do. Stacy, this is awkward. I mean I knew David was married when we started. I never thought ..."
Stacy interrupted her, "Oh stop. We're adults with sexual urges and drives and needs for love and affection -- sometimes wherever we find it. The past decade has been a ... a boring period in our marriage. I want to fix that now and you are part of that fix -- for the short term -- for the long term. Alyana may be too. I'm sorry she couldn't join us but perhaps it's better that we do this slowly -- incrementally."
Katrina nodded and I could see her squeeze Stacy's hand in gratitude.
We shared some hors d'oeuvres and then Stacy's wonderful roast with all the trimmings. I felt all of us relax more as the evening progressed. Katrina helped us do clean up.
There was that awkward "what next?" question on everyone's mind as we finished in the kitchen. Stacy fixed that by stating, "Well, I'm getting ready for bed. You two can talk or whatever." Without another word she disappeared down the hallway towards the master bedroom. Katrina and I were almost speechless.
Katrina spoke first, "I love her. She's soooo nice. No wonder you married her. I'm surprised you let her get mixed up with The Company. I know you had to tell her but it could have ended there; she didn't have to go on payroll."
We chatted a few minutes then it seemed like we should all head to bed. I hugged and kissed Katrina, somewhat passionately but I think neither of us wanted to push the issue and risk hurting Stacy. She went into the guest room and I made sure she had towels and knew where the guest bath was.
I walked into the master bedroom. Stacy was just getting into bed in her t-shirt. I saw a flash of her naked butt as she scooted under the covers. "What are you doing here?" she said to me with genuine surprise, "You're supposed to go and make love to Katrina. You haven't seen her for over a month."
"I can't do that," I said. "It wouldn't feel right with you being abandoned in here."
"Then go get her. Get her in here. We'll be together -- the three of us. We both want you anyway. I'm horny and I bet she is too. Go on. Go get her." I studied Stacy to be sure there were no hidden messages as there are sometimes in a marriage; I detected none.
I opened the door to Katrina's room with only a brief knock. She'd taken her top off and was standing in bra and slacks. I walked to her and kissed her with passion; she responded well. Finally, I said, "Come to bed with us. We both want you. I need you. I love you."
"Oh David," she said and hugged me tightly with tears in her eyes.
I pulled her belt open and helped her shed her slacks. I reached around behind her as we hugged and released the catch on her bra, pulling it forward off her body. Then I stooped and tugged her delicate thong down her legs, kissing the area around her pussy since I was right there. She stood before me naked except for a beautiful strand of pearls around her neck.
I picked her up and she put her arms around my neck. I carried her beautiful naked form into our bedroom and carefully placed her on the bed next to Stacy. Stacy peeled her t-shirt over her head and tossed it beside the bed then leaned over and tenderly kissed Katrina on the lips. Kat put an arm around Stacy's neck and kissed back.
Stacy said, "Now THIS is your official welcome to London."
Katrina said softly, "Thank you for being you, so much." She looked at me, "Thank you both."
I sank to the bed pulling Katrina's legs over my shoulders and running my tongue around her pubic area without going near her slit. I could see Stacy starting to massage Kat's breasts and then I watched her mouth one of her nipples. The two women then kissed some more. I reached over and inserted some fingers into Stacy's pussy, not at all surprised that it was so wet with the anticipation of our encounter; she moved to allow me greater access.
Katrina started writhing beneath our concerted efforts. I knew her well enough to know that she was holding back, perhaps in nervousness over her visit; I didn't want to allow her that luxury. I re-doubled my efforts on her love chamber, bringing every technique I could think of to bring her to a royal peak. I explored her with my fingers and found some textured skin deep in her on the front of her vagina; when I started to massage this area I could watch the eyes in her head roll up to the ceiling and feel her groin muscles all clasp and release in synch with my attentions. Someone had told me that some women have a "G-spot" that is highly stimulating and I guessed that I had discovered one in Katrina.
I focused on my new discovery with several fingers as I smothered her clitoris with my mouth, using my tongue extensively. When I was at maximum effort and I saw that Stacy was sucking and pinching Kat's breasts with great attention, I finally felt Katrina's body start to rise off the bed, pushing towards me. Next, I felt the walls of her vagina spasm around my fingers then ripple up and down. She let out a little shriek of joy then locked my head between her legs and came -- hard. A couple of jets of her ejaculate washed over my face and chin; her hand tried to hold my head and hands motionless against her flooding pussy; her breathing peaked and stopped. Katrina held this pose for twenty seconds then collapsed in a heap back onto the bed, fully relaxing the hold she had on me and, as I looked up, the hold she'd had with her other arm on Stacy's head.
"Oooooooh my God," Katrina said in a nearly desperate voice, "you ... both ... what can I say. You sent me to heaven. Ouuuuuuuu wow!" She looked at Stacy with big eyes and pulled her so she could kiss her lips. I took that as my cue to come up and kiss her too; I was welcomed with a huge embrace and passionate kiss. "Oh I love it when I can taste me on you; it's almost as good as when I can taste the two of us." She turned to Stacy, "Do you do that with him?"
Stacy said, "No, but I'm taking your comment as a recommendation." She reached across Katrina and put an arm around my neck and pulled me to her lips. I French kissed Stacy across Kat; Stacy ran her tongue deep in my mouth, hitting my gums, tongue and both cheeks in her thorough examination. She then pulled away and said, "I can taste Katrina on you ... and I like her taste." She smiled at me then lapped my chin that was still dripping with Kat's girl juice. "Yummmm," she said, "how have I managed to miss this all my life?"



I moved between Stacy's legs to repeat my performance. I'd visited this nest often in all our years of marriage; it had a comfortable aroma and taste, yet given the newness of our situation I felt like I was discovering this beautiful woman for the first time. As I started to lick and suck, I suddenly found I had company; Katrina snuggled into me in her nakedness, licking and sucking on Stacy's clit and pussy as she started her own explorations. I watched the erotic act from a unique closeness; Stacy had shut eyes and lay back to enjoy whatever we did to her.
I moved up and made love to Stacy's flat stomach and abs, then the areas beneath and to the side of each of her breasts, and finally to her chest and neck, then after a long passionate kiss I delivered all the love I could to her breasts, pulling and sucking as much of her mounds into my mouth as was physically possible, tonguing her nipples and areolas, and using my rough hands to send my messages of love and passion to her.
I'd been told that a woman always knows how to make love to another woman better than a man. I was not proved wrong in those many minutes we loved together. Katrina brought Stacy to a shuddering climax better than anything I'd produced in her that year. Stacy's entire body spasmed as she came, her arms slapping the bed in a release of pent-up energy just shy of a nuclear detonation. Her body arched into the two of us and she emitted a string of epithets: "Ooooooooooh fuck. Fuck me. Ooooooh eat my cunt -- suck my clit. Oooooooooh shit. Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. Ooooooooh." She was panting like a wild animal, her eyes rolling around in her head.
I moved up and kissed her. She practically devoured my mouth and then my head as she pulled me into the kiss. Wow! What a passionate person. I briefly thought, where has this been for the past twenty years. I've been bringing the wrong friends home.
Kat came up and joined us, madly kissing Stacy who returned the favor with the same enthusiasm as she had my attentions. We caressed her body, smoothing her breasts and body as she floated down from her astronomical high. As she returned to something near 'normal,' she looked at each of us and said, "Thank you both. That was ... one of my all time best peaks." She panted some more then added, "I've never ... never been with a woman before." She looked at Kat; "I hope it won't be the last time. You ... thank you my darling ... thank you." I actually felt proud that I had gotten Katrina to come and join us, however awkward it seemed at first.
Both women realized that I hadn't cum so I became the next focus of sexual attention that wonderful night. Stacy knows that I much prefer vaginal orgasms to blowjobs. That said, I was the subject of two women giving me the most sensational blowjob (blowjobs?) I'd ever experienced. Kat was deep throating me and showing Stacy how to do that; the combination of the expert and the amateur was almost too much, but I somehow held off my cum.
Finally, Stacy came and kissed me. "I want to watch you and Katrina. Cum in her. I'll have you more now that I've found you again. Make love to her. Make love to her ... and you make love to me." She kissed me and nudged me towards Katrina who had heard her speak.
I pulled Katrina up beside us and we both kissed her. I rolled over one of her legs and assumed a position where I could slip my titanium shaft into her dripping pussy. We'd loved enough that it was a familiar place to be and we coupled easily. I pushed deep into her then lowered myself and kissed her tenderly.
"I love you," I said to Kat -- looking deep into her eyes.
I turned to Stacy and pulled her to us with one arm; "I love you," I said as I kissed her too. She smiled back at me tenderly after our kiss.
Somehow it wasn't important that I last a long time only that I express my love and affection to these two women. Eventually we came together, our climaxes extreme pleasures that pleased us both -- and pleased Stacy who'd been masturbating beside us as she watched us fuck. She'd somehow managed to be in synch with our release as well. I fell between the two women and cradled them to my chest, whispering words of love to the two of them. The three of us fell asleep that way. I felt I was in heaven and I learned the next morning that they did too.
*****
I spent most of the following week alone in Copenhagen giving a seminar and marketing to a couple of companies in the City. I was pleased with the results of the trip. It was a successful week for McKennitt & Company. Our new office now had a dozen consultants and several contractors in it besides Stacy and me; we were a growing concern. We were growing so fast, in fact, that I was thinking we had to get larger office quarters than what we were in.
While the business was great, the sex was the greatest. Stacy had left that Monday morning with Katrina to go to Milan. She was spending the entire week at the training facility; plus the two women were together every night. Oh, my mind went wild.
I got home Thursday night. Our housekeeper-sitter had retired for the night but the kids were still up watching television. We paid an exorbitant price to get about a dozen American TV channels; this was how our kids stayed in touch with what was going on in the United States. Two new channels had started a year or two before that captured the kids' attention: something called MTV and another called CNN. They were watching some new group called Duran Duran in something called a music video on MTV. In the interest of fatherhood I sat and watched with them, but my thoughts were in a hotel room in the Grand Hotel Et de Milan. I hoped my lovers were having the time of their life; I found myself smiling at the thought. Kiley gave me a funny look.
I spent most of Friday at a new client in The City of London, whizzed through the office giving cheer and goodwill to everyone for the weekend, and then headed home. The housekeeper was heading off for the weekend at her sister's again, which was fine with me. The kids were also on their way over to friends' homes for the weekend. I wondered if they were getting sufficient parental attention. I ate the dinner I'd been left then started to do my real and fictitious expense reports on the dining room table.
About eight o'clock I heard a cab pull up in front of the house. Stacy came in and threw herself into my arms and showered me with kisses. "Where are the kids?" she asked. I explained they'd gone for sleepovers again. "Good," she said, "I'm VERY horny and I'm going to fuck your brains out. Come with me." I was a willing soul but worried about the loss of gray matter.
Ten minutes later we were joined together by my favorite appendage and extending our love making so we could romance each other. As we did she started to tell me of her week.
Yes, she'd had all the great training at the CIA training center off Duomo Square in Milan. She'd also spent a day on the test track near Navara too and felt she'd be a ruthless driver because of it. "But," she said, "that's not the best of my time in Milan." She gave me a big lecherous grin and lapped her chops. Finally, she blurted it out, "I met Alyana. The three of us made love -- WOW! No wonder I'm so horny. I love them but right now I really love you ... and I'd love your cock in my pussy. We ALL voted you the guy we'd most like to fuck." I was pleased with my landslide victory in the elections.
Stacy pushed me over onto my back and remounted me, sliding down my very erect penis until her warm vagina was jammed against my pubic bone. She had her eyes closed savoring the penetration. "Oooooh, you are just so great," she said. "And I am ... I am in a rush to cum ... so you can wait ... or ... you ... can ... cum ... with ... me." She exploded and I followed right behind her, our sweaty bodies flowing together when she fell into my arms.
As we lay in the afterglow of our orgasms Stacy told me about all her evening times. Kat and she had arrived in Milan at mid-day Monday, so the rest of the day had been spent in small arms training and some martial arts practice. That evening the two of them had a 'romantic' dinner at the hotel and then made love to one another. She said, "Both of us wished you'd been there."
Tuesday she'd been in her training alone most of the day; she'd met two other 'students' but there hadn't been too much communication. When she got back to the hotel she opened the door to the room Kat and she were sharing to find Kat and another woman sitting and talking in the suite's living room. She said, "Kat had called Alyana in Moscow and told her about me ... and I guess about us ... I mean the weekend the three of us shared. Alyana got on the next airplane to Milan. She wanted to be part of 'us'."
"Well," Stacy said, "I had to show her Americans love the Russians. So I walked up to her and kissed her -- I mean I really kissed her. The kind of kiss that lights up the sky and makes your pussy glow red." She grinned at me. "Alyana kissed back. Then Katrina joined us. And then we were all nude on the bed making love -- lots of sucking, tongues, fingers, and a few toys that Kat produced from her suitcase -- oh, and lots of orgasms. We finally came up for air around nine o'clock, dressed and went and got dinner. Then we went back and did it all over again." She shot me another sly grin.
She went on, "We did it again on Wednesday, but Alyana had to leave on Thursday morning, so she left and that night -- last night -- just Katrina and I made love. She's really very tender and, oh honey, I am in love with her." Stacy leaned in and kissed me.
"Are we OK?" I asked tentatively.
"Oh, yes my darling. Just thank you for understanding my explorations ... and my new lovers. They're your lovers too -- Katrina especially. And I love them, I really do. We formed a real bond over the week that wouldn't have happened if you'd been there. The awkwardness that she had when she arrived a week ago is gone completely. We really are a threesome -- I guess a foursome if Alyana is around."
"Thank you," I said and kissed her nose. I bent my head down and started to mouth one of Stacy's breasts. "So go on," I urged her.
"One thing I sense. Alyana is very in love with Ivan Rostofsky too -- probably more than you if that's possible. I know you're OK with that but I can sense it. I also learned that you are her sexual mentor, with his blessing. That sort of clarified some things in my mind. She said that he was very taken with you, not sexually I might add, but professionally and as a friend. She knows he wants to see you again sometime soon."
"Maybe he'd make it a fivesome," I tossed out.
"Well if he's the man she described him to be ... well, I could be persuaded ... as a matter of National defense ... you know ... I could fuck his brains out too." She grinned at me but also checked to see what my response was.
I nodded as though that was another one of her great ideas, however, my cock gave away my true feelings. I was still nestled in her pussy but I'd deflated. As she started to talk about adding Ivan to our mix and screwing with him, I suddenly turned rock hard again.
Stacy looked at me in surprise, "Oh, that idea excites you too. Well, it excited me when the three of us talked about it two nights ago as we were all there aching for some cock -- yours and Ivan's. I thought, oh hell, why not try him -- in the name of better international relations of course." I pulsed inside her and she started to rise up and down on me with greater vigor, bringing me to full steam. "Why as Alyana talked about him I could almost feel his long, engorged cock penetrating me ... then sliding back and forth into me with his power and strength -- then his excitement at fucking me -- and then the wash of his cum through my body as his strong arms pulled me into a kiss." She kept talking this way for a few more moments.
That was it. I'm a sucker for dirty talk. I exploded some more cum into my wife's soggy pussy. She came too and then we really collapsed.
"Thank you," I said, "I've had my brains fucked out."
"My pleasure, kind sir. It's the new specialty of the house." She paused then added, "Oh and good news, next week we're both going to Milan to be with Kat."
*****
Four Months Later
I was scheduled to give the keynote speech at an information systems conference in Copenhagen the following week. It was winter in Europe and it was usually pretty cold. I'd prepared a witty talk as well as lined up some client work that would keep me in that beautiful city most of that week earning consulting revenue for the firm. It was then that I got a call from Ivan Rostofsky.
"Hello, David my friend. I see you will be in Copenhagen at the IS conference. I will be there too -- but alone unfortunately. I am wondering whether you can spare me some time -- dinner perhaps as my guest."
"Ivan. I would be delighted. I have nothing booked on any of the evenings that week. I will be in town the night before the conference starts and only have my days booked there with client work. How about we meet on Tuesday night? I'm staying at the SAS Royal Hotel."
"Excellent. I will call you the day before and arrange our meeting place and time. I'm not sure where I'm staying yet. I will be in touch." He paused then said, "Until then. Warm regards from Alyana and me."
I bid him regards from Katrina and me and we hung up. I pondered the call and what it meant. I called Kat's contact number and left a brief message for her telling of the call and meeting the following week.
*****
Ivan had gotten a room at the same hotel. We met in the lobby on that Tuesday night and started walking to the Gødt, one of the most famous restaurants in all of Scandinavia. Fortunately, the weather had moderated; that said, it was still overcoats and gloves at night.
He was not one to beat around the bush and thus as we started walking the blocks to the restaurant he started to talk about the women and how much he appreciated the time we had in Milan when we had our foursome. He also acknowledged my time with Alyana a couple of months later as well as the time Alyana had spent with Katrina and Stacy.
"You have taught Alyana many things -- things that she uses to please me." He looked at me with a sincere expression on his face, "I guess I am not creative when it comes to sex. I think I was when I was twenty but now that I am fifty-one I think my years of being in a cold and boring marriage have taken their toll -- or perhaps it has been the military life. Alyana is trying to teach this old dog new tricks."
I asked, "Tell me about your marriage, if that's all right to ask about?"
He nodded. "I married when I was twenty-one; her name is Maria. Young officers in the Soviet Army were supposed to have a wife to help in their careers and to have children. We have no children. She became a doctor but I think she is bitter because she could not build a specialty since we kept having to move around the country so much. She does have a stable practice in Moscow now, mostly pregnant women and birthing babies. Our first years together were nice but then the passion turned to ice. We have not been together, in a sexual way, for a long time." He looked at me to see if I was going to judge him in any way; I did not and so he continued.
"I met Alyana three years ago and fell in love. Why she loves me I am not sure? She's twenty years younger than I am. I know she loves you also, but that has only seemed to increase her love for me -- how could I complain my friend." He patted me on the back as we walked. "I think Maria knows I have a lover. For all I know she might too, although she seems tired all the time with her work. I guess I gave up on the marriage a long time ago. I should divorce but just have never bothered. She is a nice friend - sometimes. Did you know that eighty percent of the marriages in Russia end in divorce. A sad state of affairs. Not much love in my country."
"How can I help, Ivan? You know there are books that give lots of ideas. I have read several of them. The Joy of Sex has been around for about ten years; it's a lover's bible and has lots of fun things to try. I'm sure there are others. I bet it's been translated into Russian too. I mean everyone loves to make love." I laughed.
We reached the restaurant and soon were seated in a small alcove with some excellent wine. Ivan was enjoying playing host and I relaxed in his presence. We both had seafood, their specialty, and the tour books were correct, the cuisine was truly wonderful.
Eventually, Ivan brought the conversation back to my relationships. "How do you do it David? You have all these women in love with you. And from what I can see through Alyana and a little with Katrina those days in Milan, there is no jealousy or worry between any of you -- not even this Stacy, your wife. Do you have a secret?" He leaned forward so he didn't miss any answer I might give.
I thought of how to answer him then started, "I love them ... each of them for who they are, not who I want them to be. If I start judging them, I stop loving them. I don't try to change them but I may try to teach them new things or encourage them in some way. I mean all of them are successful career women so why do they need me trying to intervene in their lives more than I might. We're each individuals with our own lives and we find joy and happiness sharing our lives with each other."
He was listening carefully so I continued, "As for jealousy, you have to realize what it is -- it's a fear that you'll lose something you possess that has value. If you realize the love you get is not a possession or a right, but is a gift from the person that gives it to you then you can't lose it -- it's not a possession. You may grieve if it stops, but you can't hold onto it any more than you can hold on to a beam of sunshine. Instead be thankful and try to put more into the relationship to make the people that gift you their love and trust want to keep doing so. If you do that you'll never have a jealous thought again nor will they. Place the other person's happiness above your own. Set them free and you set yourself free."
Ivan nodded and I went on, "The other thing I do is to try to purge negative things from how I think or what I say. It's amazing how this affects your relationships with people. If you're a negative person, people don't want to be around you; if you're positive and upbeat people will love you. If you're in the middle, I guess you're normal." We both laughed.
We continued talking as we walked back to the hotel. Ivan pulled me into the hotel bar to continue; I felt he was hanging on my every word.
Eventually we got on politics. Reagan was acting very hawkish towards the Soviets. I admitted that I was not happy with his stance and wished he'd soften his approach. "Too much saber rattling" I told him. "It takes us to the brink opposite each other again and again. Why can't we all just sit in a bar and be friends ... and fuck each others lovers." I grinned at him. I thought he'd fall off his stool laughing.
"You are right, my friend," Ivan laughed, "our politics should be more like your description of how to love and appreciate those who love us."
I asked Ivan what he wanted out of life and what he expected. He surprised me by talking about how he'd hoped for a beautiful retirement but now realized that he'd get a rather poor retirement pension from the military in a few more years and then they'd forget him. He said, "I'll become like an old rusty tractor left in the field; I did my duty while I had too but now ..."
"But you know so much about software and programming and all. Those skills are in high demand -- at least in the west."
Ivan said, "Ah, they should be in Russia but the young people capture those jobs today. The government tolerates old soldiers like me in the field, but even they are moving young kids into jobs like mine. Don't forget we have a managed economy and we're not managing to bring it into the computer age very well."



"If you could work in the west -- say after retirement, would you? If you could make a lot of money would you?" I asked.
"Oh, in a flash. Except for Alyana I have no strings. Maria ... she'd probably be happier if I left. My job ... lots of young guys ready to take it over and they might even do better at it than I do. Friends ... a few but Alyana is the most important to me and I think she'd come with me. That's all. So, yes, for more comfort and ease I'd leave Russia. I might never go back."
"Let me see what I can do for you Ivan," I said. "Now, it's late and I have to shine with my clients tomorrow. You said you were leaving. Are you going to the C-SIMS conference in Paris in April?"
"No. Should I?" he asked.
"Yes, you should, if nothing more than to hear the wonderful presentation I'm going to make on Expert Systems," we both laughed; I added, "Let me see if I can find any "deals" for you between now and then."
"Wonderful, my friend."
We hugged goodbye and I wondered if we were turning a dangerous corner. Sooner or later I was going to have to ask him to do the deed and probably reveal that I was employed by an un-named yet well-known government organization.
The next day Katrina flew in and we had a long lunch in Tivoli Gardens near our hotel. The weather was unseasonably warm and sunny that day and I was pleased to find that the young women that worked in all the surrounding offices flooded into the park at lunch, stripped to their panties and lay in the sunlight. The whole park was full of nearly naked women. Katrina chided my wandering eyes and laughed at my obvious erection.
We solved the erection problem by going back to the hotel and making mad passionate love all afternoon. We broke for dinner and then did it again. We were both happy with each other.
We also strategized about Ivan Rostofsky and what we could offer to entice his transfer of information to us, and possibly his defection. We both saw more value in his long-term presence in the west where he could be an adviser regarding Soviet defenses. I expressed my own concern regarding my own position and the potential dangers I saw. She nodded in agreement.
*****
One Month Later
Kat flew to London and we met at our flat. She brought her "bug tool" but we found the flat was not under surveillance. This was a good sign; it meant Stacy and I still hadn't been 'discovered'.
Katrina had a big smile on her face as we started meeting. I have some news for you -- both good news and bad news. Which do you want first?"
"Good news," Stacy injected into the conversation.
"I've negotiated a deal for Stacy, you, me ... and for Ivan." She paused for effect, "EACH of us will each get $10 million tax free if we can deliver the software for the Soviet defense system -- what we've been calling their 'Star Wars Program' -- similar to the one in the U.S."
My jaw fell open. Stacy fell back in her chair, her eyes as big as saucers. I think I said "holy shit" about a dozen times.
"Now for the bad news," Katrina finally said slowly. "This is one of the most dangerous assignments I've ever heard about. It goes far beyond just shuttling memos and bits of information and mis-information from one person to another. Their program is huge -- millions and millions of lines of code all in an arcane machine language. One guy in The Company I talked to said that if it was printed out on paper it'd probably fill a two-story house floor to ceiling. I'm at a loss to think of how we could get all that out of Russia let alone out of the secure facility when Ivan works."
"What about microfiche or a micro-camera?" I asked.
"A possibility, but a very time-consuming process to take all those pictures. You get about fifty lines of code on a page -- there'd be hundreds of thousands of pages."
"If it was put on a disk or a reel of tape, what was your expert's estimate on size?" Stacy asked.
"He didn't mention it. I don't know what the compression ratio is. I'll ask and that's a good idea."
"So," I started slowly, "someone has to ask Ivan to defect, get the code ... smuggle it out of the country ... and ... come along with it."
"That about sums it up," Katrina said. "Further, it can't be me. I'm on profile with them. They don't mind me wandering around Western Europe doing whatever it is I do, but I can't cross the border without being double-teamed. Even my courier days are over."
*****
Stacy came with me to Paris for the April C-SIMS meeting. I gave my speech and suddenly Ivan appeared to congratulate me. The two of us walked out of the auditorium and I found Stacy and introduced them. I could see that Ivan was impressed with her and vice versa. We made arrangements to meet for dinner at our hotel - the George V, a grand hotel and restaurant. Ivan was openly impressed.
Dinner was a grand affair. I watched with delight as Stacy and Ivan flirted incessantly with one another. He rapidly became enthralled with her and she with him. I knew we were making progress when I saw lots of touching and rubbing happening on their side of the table. Stacy was her most sophisticated and sexy self plus she'd dressed to all but reveal her breasts to him. Ivan responded well to her challenge.
After dinner we invited Ivan up to our room for an after-dinner drink. He was more than happy to follow Stacy wherever she was going to lead him. We'd left the lights dimmed and the radio playing some soft jazz, so the room was already 'romantic' when we all walked in. Stacy sashayed into Ivan's arms, putting both hands behind his neck and whispering, "Dance with me." He started out politely, however, she pushed her body into his as much as she could -- from chest to knees, making a definite connection at hip level. I smiled to myself as I saw Ivan's eyes go wide at her first contact; Stacy can be very convincing.
To help get things started, I excused myself, ostensibly to go to the bathroom. Instead I went and turned down the large bed so it was ready when they were. I gave them about ten minutes and then slipped back into the living room of our suite to see what was happening.
Stacy had Ivan's cock out and in her mouth. She was practicing some of the things that Katrina had taught her about giving head and deep throating someone. From what I could see, she'd learned her lessons well. Ivan stood there with his pants around his ankles and a wide-eyed expression on his face. He was totally enjoying himself and, for that matter, Stacy looked like she was having fun too.
"If you keep that up you won't get what you really like," I finally said to Stacy. She paused and looked at me, nodded and then started to pull Ivan towards the bedroom by his erect cock. Of course he couldn't walk with his pants around his feet, so a rapid shedding of clothes by both Ivan and Stacy took place. Eventually a naked Stacy led a naked Ivan to the large bed. I shed mine as well and soon all three of us were in the bed together with Stacy in the middle. Stacy focused on Ivan, massaging his cock and pulling his head to her breasts. This gave me an opportunity to launch myself into her pussy, licking up the delicious nectar that her body produced when it was in heat. She was in heat big time -- there was a lot of nectar.
I suggested that Ivan and I change places and he seemed to like that idea. He proved to be better at cunnilingus than I gave him credit for. Only a few minutes after our switch he brought Stacy to her first orgasm of the night. She clutched onto me then pulled my mouth to hers as she spasmed into the orgasm; I could almost feel the blood from her intense kiss.
"Ivan, fuck me," she finally said. "Bring that big, beautiful cock of yours to my pussy and sink it into me. I want to feel every inch of you in me ... and I mean right now."
Ivan shot me a glance to see if I was still in full approval of what was happening between Stacy and him; I nodded encouragingly as I prepared to lean in and suck on her breasts some more. I knew that Stacy loved having her nipples sucked and lightly bitten and I intended to satisfy.
Ivan moved into position and then sank his long rod into her body. Stacy sighed with pleasure as he sank to his full depth in her body. Then he started a gentle in and out motion, apparently content to watch the erotic scene unfold before him. I sucked on her mammalaries. Stacy had another small orgasm, as she was prone to do when she was in a heightened state of sexual arousal. Ivan nearly lost it.
I whispered to him, "Ivan, don't cum. When you feel you are getting near, pull out and we'll swap places." He understood and nodded as he started to thrust into her again. Stacy was becoming a writhing mass of hot flesh on the bed. Two minutes later I heard him grunt and saw him withdraw, the purple head of his cock suddenly swinging into the open air. Stacy moaned and then the moan extended as I thrust into her vagina with my own hard rod.
Ivan managed to position himself so Stacy couldn't reach and fondle him; he wanted to cool down whereas she wanted cum all over her and deep in her body. We'd get there but not on her timetable.
I felt my cum arriving but pulled out before my body went on full automatic and I couldn't stop. I whispered, "Ivan, your turn." He took my place again burying his cock in Stacy's pussy. Stacy came again, writhing, arching, panting and moaning as she did. Ivan kept his nice steady pace right through her release.
I rose and got our tube of Astroglide from my suitcase and returned to the bed. I motioned for the two of them to roll over so that Stacy was on top of Ivan. She did, tucking her knees up beside his prone form as she started to pound into his pelvic region with her own. I stopped her briefly as I lubricated her little pucker hole; then I pushed her down over Ivan and pushed into her with my steel rod. We'd done this before but not for a long time so Stacy knew to relax; in only a few seconds I slid deep into her ass. She not only gave a little shriek but also had another orgasm. Ivan's eyes were huge as he understood what we were now doing.
The two of us developed a technique of alternately thrusting in and out of Stacy's body, each of us in the hole we'd selected. She came again ... and again ... and then a third time with the two of us pushing into her and smoothing all over her body. I reached around at one point and massaged her clitoris right above where Ivan's cock was moving into her body. That was one of the three.
Ivan finally said, "I am very near my friends. I must release or my whole body will explode from the planet."
I nodded at him and said, "Me too."
Stacy said, "Thank God. I can't take much more of this. Finish me. Fuck me. Fill me with your cum -- both holes ... all holes. Shoot in me or all over me, I don't care which, just do me!"
Ivan groaned and thrust his body up into Stacy. Through her peritoneum I could feel the final thrusts of his cock into her body. I knew from the intensity that he was cuming deep in her cunt. Stacy started to spasm, not only in her pussy where I could feel it but also with her rectal muscles. The spasms rippled through her entire body. I shot my full load of jism deep into her bowels as I added my final thrusts to Ivan's. Stacy had her most intense orgasm of the decade, shrieking and moaning as she jumped around between the two of us with body-racking twitches and spasms.
Finally, she fell forward onto Ivan, pulling his face to hers and smothering his face and upper body with kisses and tongue. We were all in a high state of bliss.
I pulled away, leaving the two of them coupled. I slid off the bed and retrieved some washcloths from the bathroom. I waited to have them drenched in hot water before I wrung them out and brought them to my bedmates. Ivan appreciated the effort immediately and thanked me.
Stacy rolled off him onto her back, her legs spread in open invitation. I could see the two rivulets of cum starting to ooze from her body orifices. I had no aversion to cum so I sank down and put my mouth over her entire vagina and sucked. I couldn't see Ivan's face, but Stacy told me later his jaw dropped open in amazement and awe. Stacy threw her head back and rode me as I ate the cum from her pussy; in the end she climaxed again, this time holding onto Ivan for dear life as the pleasure swept through her body.
I took the washcloth I'd brought for Stacy and then cleaned her up. She just lay back in Ivan's arms and enjoyed my ministrations. Eventually I tossed the cloth on the floor and came up and kissed her. She came into my arms and we kissed passionately. It told her I loved her deeply and that I was pleased we'd been able to bring such pleasure to her.
Ivan apparently took this as his cue to leave. I nudged Stacy; she rose and went to the nude Colonel before he'd found his clothing, "You could stay the night with me if you want."
"No, Stacy," he said, "you and your husband need time to savor the love you have for each other. With your indulgence I shall join you tomorrow for breakfast; please call me when you are ready for my company."
She kissed him tenderly and whispered "Thank you" to him. He left five minutes later.
Stacy came to me in all her sexiness, pulling my cock into her mouth to harden me again. Finally, she rose over me, dropping her moist pussy down my cock; "You know I never get tired of making love with you -- any way at all. What Ivan and you did to me was intense and I loved every second it and I look forward to a repeat performance some time soon. That said, I'm content when it's just the two of us making love or fucking or screwing or whatever it is depending on our mood."
I kissed her and she kissed back. Then she added emphatically, "Now fuck me -- hard!"
I did.
*****
The next morning, Stacy and I met Ivan and a small and relatively unoccupied outdoor café just down the street from the hotel. The three of us got our pastries and liquids and sat in relative silence. Stacy finally leaned in and kissed Ivan and said, "Thank you for last night. It meant a lot to me. I can tell you like me." She gave him a big grin as he started to protest the use of such a weak word for what had happened.
Eventually he said, "I could love you forever Stacy. Who knows, perhaps I will."
We ate and watched the commuters racing by to their jobs.
I mustered up my courage and finally broached the most delicate of subjects with Colonel Ivan Rostofsky, head of Soviet Missile Defense Software Systems. "Ivan, I need to talk to you about something very sensitive. It concerns your job and ... well the future of you in Russia and ... who knows, maybe what happens between our countries for the next thousand years."
Ivan looked intrigued. Stacy understood the cue and said, "This sounds like 'men talk,' please excuse me while I look at that little newspaper stall just down the way." She got up and left the table.
I continued, "I have a proposition for you that you may just want to reject out of hand. I hope you'll listen all the way through this with me and ... and not lose your temper ... and certainly I hope not reject our friendship." I made sure he was with me and went on, "I have explored the job situation and have a very unique offer for you. The benefit is that it will provide you a bank account with $10 million in United States currency."
Ivan's jaw dropped open much as mine had when I'd heard the amount. He was numb. I waited a moment for the idea to sink in.
I eventually went on, "The quid pro quo for that money is that the United States government would like to have the software code you and your group have developed for the missile defense system." I let the entire proposition sit on the table for a minute before I went on. Ivan frowned.
"We'd talked in Copenhagen about how loving people is sort of like politics. I'd like to think that such a move would help put a damper on the Cold War and help improve U.S.-Soviet relations. My guess is that when we saw what you have, we'd stop worrying about our own Star Wars project or whatever we call it."
"Why do you say that David?" Ivan asked suspiciously.
I laughed, "Well I understand software and information systems -- in fact I am almost a world-class expert in parts of this industry. Someone told me that your programs are probably millions and millions of lines of software code." Ivan nodded in agreement; I went on, "Well, unless you are phenomenal, walk on water, talk to God, and probably come from another solar system, you can't have that many lines of code unless it is riddled with hundreds -- even thousands -- of errors. What you have is basically useless; it can't drive a missile defense system. Well, maybe it can, but you're as apt to shoot the top off the Kremlin as you are to bring down an incoming ballistic missile with it." He nodded slowly in agreement.
I went on, "If you were to 'leak' the code to us, we would see all that was wrong with it. Believe me, I don't think the United States is any further along. In fact, I guess based on the news and blabbing congressmen that we're much farther behind. That makes us edgy and thus we have our fingers closer to the trigger for World War III. If we knew what you had was basically a pile of shit, we'd back down." I smiled at him. He nodded some more.
We were both quiet for a long time. He thought about the whole proposition. I could see him weighing the pros and cons of the deal.
"Where would I go afterwards? The U.S.?"
"I think you can go anywhere in the world you want to go. My guess is that, at least for a while, you won't be too welcome in Russia. Maybe after a decade you could go back; people have a way of forgetting. We'd provide you a complete identity change if you want it -- even plastic surgery."
"What about Alyana ... and Maria?" he asked.
"Alyana can come too. No problem. We can give her a new identity too. That said, Stacy, Katrina and I want to see you twp and be with you both often." I smiled at him. "As for Maria, the less you tell her the more protected she'll be. She can't say anything about what she doesn't know about. I doubt even the KGB will hurt her except for some injections of truth serum that will prove she doesn't know anything." He nodded and thought some more. Over his shoulder I could see Stacy browsing magazines at the newsstand on the corner.
"What would I do? How do I smuggle out thirty-five million lines of code that exist on three separate mainframe computers?" Ivan asked.
"We haven't got the slightest idea," I said, "I guess that's part of how we'll earn our millions. We've talked about it and tapes seem the most logical way, but ..." I shrugged.
"David, I am not proud to admit that your proposition intrigues me. I am likely to do what it takes to earn that money. I will eventually miss Russia -- at my age I think I could never go back alive. Let me think about this and we will be in touch somehow." He paused then added, "You might wonder whether I will talk to anyone else about this. We seem to have some trust with each other; I want you to know that I will never speak to anyone of this other than you -- not Alyana, not Maria, no one."
"Thank you, Ivan. I know this is not the easiest situation I have put you in and for this I am sorry. That said, I cannot picture you in your retirement playing chess in front of a gray projekt apartment complex. You need love and sunshine; I think Stacy and I can help you find that path."
We stood and he hugged me like a brother. We looked closely at each other's faces. Then he walked down the street towards Stacy. I watched the two of them embrace, kiss, talk briefly, kiss again, and then Ivan walked away on his way back to Moscow.
*****
Katrina flew in to Paris and we spent the night together. The first part of the evening she de-briefed us. I tried to repeat every word and phrase and nuance I'd sensed from him. Suddenly I learned why Katrina was a handler. With Kat, too, we could be completely open about our sex and love making the night before. She understood and even grinned at us as we told her of our erotic escapades.



The second part of the night we created our own erotic escapades. Somehow I came three times that night -- twice in Katrina and once in Stacy. My seed was sure being spread around. The three of us slept together all entangled and in the afterglow of our lovemaking. We were all very tender and loving with each other in the morning; what a nice way to wake up. Eventually, Kat returned to Frankfurt, Stacy headed off for two days at the Milan training center, and I went back to London.
*****
I returned a call I'd had from the computer guy in The Company. He was more nuts and bolts than I was and he was probably going to be one of the guys that would pick apart whatever Ivan could get to us. He told me that based on Ivan's remark about 35 million lines of code and making a reasonable assumption of ten bytes per line, and knowing that you could put about 80 to 120 million bytes on a half-inch wide reel of tape, the math worked out to be about five or six reels of tape. A reel of tape was about fifteen inches around in its protective case.
Now I needed to think through how to get a box of five or six tape reels out of the Soviet Union. Hummmmm!
Stacy and I kicked the problem around over the weekend. She had the same response I did. "Hummmmm!"
*****
Stacy came up with the winning idea for how to move the tapes out of the Soviet Union. I had a couple of ideas for how to get hold of the tapes themselves -- with Ivan's cooperation. We ran some scenarios and fine-tuned our ideas. Over the summer, we sent a message to Ivan on the Katrina to Alyana channel.
I met Ivan at a computer fair in Vienna in late September. He was onboard with the idea of defecting and helping us get hold of the tapes. He was still worried about repercussions on his wife or Alyana but decided that they'd manage just fine if he told them nothing. I offered again to provide either of them a change of identities if he wanted them; he asked that we prepare one for Alyana and one for himself.
We then talked about the nitty-gritty of getting the tapes out of Russia. I described Stacy's idea to him and he thought it would be a good one, however, his concern was how to get the tapes from his secure building to our hands. Finally, we came up with a solution. Ivan would have to change his schedule a bit but it would probably work. We also needed to meet again before our caper. I gave him a small camera to use until then.
The following month I was in Brussels for two days at another information systems conference where I was the keynote. Ivan found me and slipped the camera back to me. We didn't even acknowledge each other except for a sixty second conversation. He said everything was all right and disappeared. I nodded and we returned to our 'normal' lives.
*****
In mid-November, Stacy and I arrived in Moscow playing the role of out-of-season tourists. We were no longer David and Stacy Krall either; we were Ralph and Edna Morgan from Omaha, Nebraska. I was much older, a arthritic and used a cane; my long, shaggy salt-and-pepper hair and mustache a testament to my years of hard work. Edna was an aging portly woman with dyed red hair, droopy breasts and wide hips; she had to sway when she walked to carry all her extra weight. Edna even had some photographs of some of her long distant cousins that were Russian; part of our sightseeing trip to Moscow was to see if we could look up her relatives. We both spoke a little Russian (more than we let on) and we certainly had our strong mid-west accents.
We carried a Styrofoam picnic cooler with us with some western steaks in it on dry ice that we had brought 'all the way from Omaha'. We wanted to share these beautiful cuts of meat, a specialty in Omaha, with the relatives we were to meet. Customs thought our import was interesting but paid us no mind. I made careful note of the departing customs and immigration section of the hall we were in as well as the name and rank of the customs clerk that handled our arrival into Russia.
We got a rental car at the airport and drove into the City and checked into the Moscow Hotel, a modest hotel by western standards but probably the best in the Soviet Union. We spent the first day taking a tour and walking around the Kremlin taking pictures with all the other tourists. We even just happened to walk by the office building where Ivan worked to make sure we really understood the physical layout he'd described to us.
The hotel was accommodating and got us more ice for our cooler. Ivan slipped into our room on our second evening in Moscow. We all had thought about having a sexual encounter but we were all too keyed up and nervous over what we were doing, so we just hugged and wished each other success. Ivan left with the steaks. Later that night we broke the cooler apart.
Inside the Styrofoam walls, bottom and top of the cooler were six computer tapes - exact replicas of the backup tapes now routinely kept in Colonel Ivan Rostofsky's office. The pictures Ivan had taken with our little camera were of the original backup tapes with all their stickers, scrapes and markings. The physical appearance of the tapes from the cooler was identical to those used in the daily backups. The tapes, however, were unreadable due to a 'malfunction' of the recording head on the nine-track tape unit. Further the reels were of a polymer plastic that would not show up on airport or immigration x-rays. The tapes could be used to make another backup but no material on any of the six could be read or deciphered. Each tape had been wrapped in a protective plastic before it was sealed in the special Styrofoam.
We were fortunate that Ivan had an office that faced a small park on the outside of the building rather than the interior courtyard of his complex that was protected by building security. Directly beneath his second floor window was some shrubbery. This was the good news. The bad news was that there were surveillance cameras everywhere. We'd figured this was the case but it still made our job more risky. Ivan had started months earlier to arrive at his office about five o'clock in the morning; thus, we'd at least have the cover of darkness for our swap.
On the crucial morning when our caper started, Ivan arrived at his 'usual' time. He did not turn on the lights in his office that day. Instead, Ivan pushed the vent window of his office open and lowered the six tapes of entire missile defense software system on a spool of piano wire we'd given him. Ivan's fingerprints were not on the tapes, just in case; however, the fingerprints of several computer operators were intentionally left there as a potential diversion should we be caught.
Ivan waited in his office with the lights out until a dark car paused outside his window for a few seconds then pulled up six replacement tapes. He put these in the secure safe in his office and locked it. According to plan, the car disappeared and so did Ivan. He left his building complaining of a sudden headache.
Stacy and I -- excuse me, Edna and I -- had rented the largest car we could find, ostensibly to drive around Moscow and some of the suburbs to see relatives. What we wanted was horsepower. Officially, the Morgan's were going to return the car at the airport and catch the early flight to Vienna on Aeroflot. We checked out of the hotel exactly at five a.m., driving away with our luggage. We'd wiped the room down.
At 5:10 a.m. we drove past Ivan's office with our lights off. I stopped on the road near his window. Stacy was out of the car, had picked up the tapes, left the replacements and was back in the car in less than thirty seconds. We'd rehearsed the swap many times. We pulled away trying not to call attention to ourselves in the light traffic.
But we had been seen. Just as we turned a corner two blocks down from Ivan's large, dull building where we'd stopped, I looked back and saw a security car come barreling out of the building's courtyard heading in our direction. I floored it and raced away, taking two rapid corners in hopes of evading our pursuers. Stacy was holding on for dear life. The security car was more powerful and kept getting closer. I doubled back with a couple of more turns but could not shake them.
When the powerful pursuit car was just about off our rear bumper I saw in the rear-view mirror that the guard riding in the front seat was leaning out his window with a pistol. I shouted to Stacy, "Get down. Gun!" We both ducked as the rear window of our car shattered and a bullet pock marked the front window between us.
I slammed on my brakes and the pursuit car slammed into our backend, knocking them more a kilter than us since we'd expected the collision and were braced for it. I accelerated away from them again, but they were still in close pursuit.
Stacy pulled my Glock from my holster and chambered a round. We'd only brought one gun and a couple of magazines. She popped up over the seat and fired pointblank into the windshield of the following security car. Their windshield pocked into a spider web of cracks. They dropped back a little then decided to make a run at us. They caught up to us again and moved out to pull abreast of us; several more shots whizzed through our car, puncturing the windows. We stayed low, as we'd been taught. Stacy fired two more shots at them.
As their car was almost beside me I hit the brakes hard and yanked the steering wheel in their direction, just as I'd been taught. Two amazing things happened within two seconds. First, as our car braked and rotated it solidly kissed the rear quarter-panel of their car as they sped by us, sending it careening off its straight course, over a dividing strip of grass, and into the courtyard of an apartment building where it collided hard with several parked cars. Now they were out of commission. Second, our car continued its rotation and as I accelerated again we started to move rapidly away from our pursuers in our desired direction. The car's rear end was crunched, the left front fender badly dented, and most of the glass had been shot out of our vehicle.
We left the City to the southwest then headed north to the airport. Traffic was moving rapidly at the early hour and starting to get heavy and so we were able to blend in with all the other cars - except for the damage to the car. Fortunately, it was still dark so the condition of our car was not as evident as it would be in daylight. That said, we did stand out and there was now probably a police broadcast about our vehicle. I thought about ditching the car but thought I'd risk trying for the airport since we were managing to drive at more than a eighty miles per hour -- thus the time to make the trip would be short.
As we drove Stacy leaned over and swept the glass from the back seat. She then rolled into the back and stripped her "Edna suit" off. She balled up the padding, clothes, support hose, dowdy shoes, and wig into a tight ball and stuffed them into a shopping bag we'd brought for the purpose. I could smell her make-up remover as she used it to strip her face of the facial putty, wrinkles and hair she'd acquired for her role. When it was safe and we were away from other cars I lost my mustache, wig and my bushy eyebrows as well as most of my make-up. Stacy had changed into a trim black haired woman wearing touristy clothing. When she was through she rolled back into the front seat. She held the steering wheel and pushed on the accelerator with her left foot while I stripped off my shoddy clothing in favor of a trendy sweat suit, sneakers and dark hair. She added my clothing, toupee and disguise to the garbage in the bag.
We made the airport without incident and left the car in a long-term parking lot rather than the rental car return lot. This might buy us some time. I found a trash can and disposed of our disguises and my cane. We rummaged in the rear seat of the car for a few seconds and repacked the tapes and our remaining clothing into our other luggage. We walked into the terminal just as several domestic flights disgorged their passengers into the arrivals concourse. We walked back outside to the taxi line and waited our turn to take a taxi back into Moscow. We were heading for the main train station. An hour later we left Moscow on the morning train to St. Petersburg and were playing the tourist role again.
Stacy and I -- now with new identities as Jeremy and Beth Evans from Denver, Colorado, were now part of a tour group about to visit St. Petersburg for one day, see the Hermitage and Winter Palace, and then continue on to Helsinki, Finland. On the train we got our tour badges out and placed them on our luggage. Another American asked if we were just joining the tour; I explained that we'd been on the tour that came through a couple of days earlier. I leaned in and said in a confiding voice, "I got the shits! Diarrhea. Kept me on the pot for two days. Terrible. Had to stay over at the hotel -- cost us a pretty penny too. Don't drink the water unless you boil it!." He looked horrified and broke off our conversation after thanking me for the advice. Stacy and I curled up and slept during the eight-hour train ride and prayed a lot.
The entire tour was bussed from the train station to the Ermitage House, a nice hotel that was only a modest walk from the Hermitage and Winter Palace. We ate in the hotel restaurant trading banalities with a couple from Little Rock, Arkansas. Edna carried the tapes hidden in her large purse. After dinner we said goodnight to our companions and went to our room. The hotel delivered two boxes to us at our request. One was about the size of the cooler we'd had earlier and the second, with a little work, became a proportionally smaller. Things were working according to plan.
Stacy stayed in the room the following morning while I played tourist, then I stayed with the tapes in the afternoon while she went out and did the same thing. We had dinner sent up to the room pleading fatigue and shaky stomachs.
Stacy had tightly wrapped the tapes in plastic wrap. In the afternoon, I mounted them with standoffs inside the larger box. The tapes did not touch the large box except via the thin white supports and hangers. With the same care and precision I'd inserted the smaller box so it set atop the supports. It was a close fit but nothing appeared to touch the tapes.
That evening, Stacy pulled a bottle of 'shampoo' and a bottle of 'conditioner' from her suitcase. I added my shaving cream and deodorant to the mix. Unobserved, I stole a bucket from the maid's closet down the hall. Stacy was the chemist; she mixed our concoction of chemicals in the bucket and we watched them turn into a bright white liquid and start to expand. When the brew was the right consistency, we carefully poured the expanding mix into the space between the two boxes and over and around the carefully wrapped tapes, carefully tilting and shaking the boxes and tapes to eliminate any air pockets. We'd done this a dozen times before in our practice runs.
Half an hour later, the white gooey mix had expanded and solidified into a substance that looked and felt like Styrofoam but was about fifty times stronger. We peeled the cardboard away from all sides and the inside, and admired the perfect picnic cooler and top that we had made. I rounded a few corners with some abrasive we'd brought and we banged the cooler up a bit with our shoes and some dirt to give it a well-worn look. I also added an old handle that we'd brought with us, completing the unit.
"Now for the export," I said. I grinned at Stacy and left the room armed with a roll of Russian currency. Downstairs I sat at the bar and enjoyed a local vodka. I nursed the drink until I had a chance to talk to the bartender alone; I gestured him over. In my best Russian I explained that my wife and I wanted to take some caviar home -- some really good caviar, even Beluga caviar if he could find it. I pulled my wad of rubles from my wallet and flashed it to him; he understood perfectly and excused himself. He came back and asked, "How many do you want? They come in small jars. We have twelve." He made a little box with his hands. I shrugged and indicated I wanted all twelve. He said the price would be thirty thousand rubles -- about a thousand dollars. I nodded and extracted a little more than that; he counted it slowly, giving me a questioning glance when he was through and saw the overpayment. I explained that we needed ice to keep the caviar cold. He nodded appreciatively then disappeared again. I went and got the cooler.
The barman helped me pack the Beluga caviar in our cooler. He also recommended I have ten thousand more rubles at the border to facilitate getting the rare fish eggs through Russian immigration control. I thanked him for his advice and took the full cooler back to our room.
Stacy had cleaned up our chemical 'lab', ditching empty bottles and excess Styrofoam from our production down the hotel's incinerator chute, and getting the cleaned bucket back in the maid's closet. We both looked at each other and rolled our eyes; we hugged and then got into bed with our clothes on. We were still hundreds of miles from the border and I felt like I had a blinking neon target on my back.
In the morning, our tour moved on and we were with them. We boarded a nine o'clock train to Helsinki. Three hours and a half later the train pulled into a border-crossing checkpoint. Two very bored guards came through our car checking passports and the things everyone was carrying from the country, only not very thoroughly. One guard looked through our cooler, frowning as he saw we were absconding with their caviar. I passed him a roll of bills and said, in my broken Russian, perhaps this would help ease our export of some of his country's fine caviar. I held his gaze. He thought for a minute, then pocketed the money and moved on to check the family in the next seats ... and then the next. Fifteen minutes later the train left the checkpoint and ten minutes after that we were in Finland. Our blood pressures came down significantly; finally I could breathe again. I was sweating profusely even though the temperature in the railcar was quite chilly.
Kim met us at the train station in Helsinki. The three of stayed in a suite in the Hotel Kamp that night. She debriefed us thoroughly on every aspect of the mission -- talking separately to Stacy and me. She inspected the cooler and we refilled the ice in it from an ice machine down the hall from our room. She liked the idea of the caviar.
Stacy and I were shaking we had so much nervous energy to burn off. I couldn't ever remember being so scared or in a state of tension for so long, and knowing that it could mean death if we were caught. We all hoped that Ivan had been able to follow his plan to leave the country. We didn't know if he'd brought Alyana with him or not.
Kim cuddled the three of us in bed that night and helped us get to sleep. Her idea of helping us get to sleep was to fuck my brains out and then bring Stacy to about five orgasms. We returned the favor. It was a sleep of the just.
*****
Six Months Later
I was lying on a chaise beside the pool of our Villa pretending I was reading a book. Next to me three of the most beautiful women in the world lay dozing in the warm sun on deck chairs, each wearing only the skimpiest of bikini bottoms and all coated with a fine sheen of suntan lotion. Their tanned breasts were all aimed skyward at a sunny warm sky dotted with little puffy cumulus clouds.
Stacy, Katrina, Ivan and I had taken our usual run around the island in the morning, each of us trying to maintain our buff fitness. Alyana was more content to ride an exercycle in the Villa's small gym and workout on the weights there. We were all very supportive of her efforts and encouraged her. We'd hired a physical trainer and a martial arts instructor that came in once a week and worked with each of us. I finally earned my black belt; Stacy was a ways behind me, however, we practiced together on the beach most days.



The large Villa we'd bought sat on a bluff overlooking the shimmering aqua green Caribbean Sea on the island of St. Croix. A few sailboats dotted the water between the islands that punctuated our horizon. The five of us had decided to live together and were now official residents of the U.S. Virgin Islands. We'd picked this island because it had good flights, an enviable climate, and was U.S. territory. Further, there were entertainment and a thriving social life in St. Croix's two main towns of Frederiksted and Christiansted, not to mention at many of the resorts in between.
Ivan was sitting at the patio table with papers spread out before him, each held down by some kind of paperweight. He had just started to invest his millions in the stock market and he was enthralled by the performance of his portfolio; he was actually doing quite well. We'd turned him into a capitalist! He was writing a software program on his new 'personal computer' that would not only track performance but also project stock performance. He thought he might try to sell the software to a company like Microsoft.
Ivan was also consulting to a mysterious branch of the U.S. government that was intently studying thirty-five million lines of code that made up every aspect of the Soviet missile defense system. He did mention one time of their shock over the number of errors in the software; they questioned whether the programs actually ran on the Russian computers.
Alyana and Ivan had opened an art gallery in Frederiksted. Alyana was proving her merit as an artist as her work was starting to sell at premium prices. She was the happiest I'd ever seen her and was always torn between being in the gallery or in her studio. We'd created a studio for her on the north side of the house because it had the right light. We'd all posed in the nude for some of her paintings. What a kick!
Katrina had started Caribbean Interiors, an interior decorating service for the entire chain of islands. She'd leased the retail store next to Alyana's Gallery so the two of them could be close for lunches and commuting back to Villa, although the ride was only fifteen minutes in one of our Jeeps. When Alyana wanted to paint at home, Kat could also cover both shops. Thanks to the advertising plan that Stacy and I had created for her, the calls were now coming in; unfortunately we lost her every now and again when she had to travel to another island for a decorating consultation. Kat was featured in a recent article in a newspaper that is widely read on most nearby islands; it proved her clients loved her and gave her business a real shot in the arm. One offshoot is that she is working on her pilot's license so she can get around more easily.
Stacy was enjoying our 'empty nest' for the first time in seventeen years. She was learning Spanish and French, had taken up piano again after a long hiatus, and was getting painting lessons from Alyana. Kendra had started her freshman year at a New England college and Kiley was in a private prep school not too far away. Both were happy and loved Mom's visits as well as coming down and staying at the Villa with us, although so far they'd only been down once for a few weeks before school started.
I was in the process of writing two books on my first personal computer. I loved having a word processor in my den. One book was non-fiction and on management information system; the other was a fiction novel based on the actual events in my life over the past two years. I'd started by writing a short story to capture the essence of what happened and then thought I'd expand that into a full-blown novel. Jim Haight and his wife had visited us about a month earlier and they had put me in touch with a literary agent; she loved the short story and was pestering me for drafts and chapters of the novel now. (This is an edited version of my short story.)
It was a Friday and officially the weekend. The two people we'd hired to work at the Villa were now gone, having left us a meal for tonight and suggestions for the rest of the weekend. The husband-wife team lived in the gatehouse to the Villa at the other end of our long and winding driveway.
As I looked around, I thought how lucky we all were. First, to be alive after stealing one of the most important secrets a Super Power could obtain from another. That said, it was unclear to our contacts whether the Russians knew a theft had actually taken place. No one seemed to have chased us except for the security guards. Given the rampant crime in Moscow they might have thought they were dealing with local thugs rather than spies. The car at the airport could be explained away for any number of reasons, including pure vandalism. Ivan's disappearance could be more attributed to a bad marriage and threatened career than espionage or defection. Ivan had left a note for his wife claiming he just couldn't take the pressure of his bad marriage any more and that his future at work was being taken over by younger and smarter men; as far as anyone knew, he just vanished -- the note had sounded vaguely suicidal. In fact, he and Alyana had used their fake IDs and left the country. Of course, the 'backup tapes' were secure in his office, so there was no reason to suspect they'd been stolen.
One note of interest amused all of us and gave us pause for thought. President Reagan announced the United States' Star Wars project about the time Jim and Marylou were visiting, however, it was a dramatically scaled back version of what insiders expected. Apparently some information had reached American strategists that showed the U.S. was not in as much of a competition with the Soviets as we thought we were. The Cold War apparently ratcheted down a couple of notches thanks to what we'd done.
*****
Alyana and I set the table while Stacy and Kat worried the last preparations to serve dinner. Ivan tended our bar on the patio. The five of us sat down and joined hands. We'd actually been tending to our spiritual needs as well as our physical needs since we'd all 'retired.' I said our grace, such as it was: "Thank you, Universe, for the love in our lives, our health and fitness, the abundance in our lives and the beauty that surrounds us. Keep us open to the next great possibility. Remind us to reach out and help others, and remind us to be grateful for all that benefits us. And lastly thank you for creating this unique circle of love." I paused then added, "And so it is." The others repeated the phrase with smiles all around.
This was the six-month anniversary of our Moscow caper as we sometimes called it. I pulled a bottle of champagne from beneath the table and popped the cork, letting it sail into a swaying palm. After I'd poured each of us a flute of the beverage so we could toast our success, I also produced a plate of Beluga caviar -- caviar than had been carefully exported from the Soviet Union by Stacy and me in a cooler that we still had as a souvenir of our efforts. Everyone cheered and we all hugged.
An hour or so after dinner, the magnificent hues of orange and pink splashed across the darkening sky. The cooling breeze drifted across our patio from the Sea and little dots of light from the boats and other islands started to dot the horizon.
Stacy was bouncing up and down on Ivan's cock, both oblivious to the rest of us watching their sweating bodies. Katrina was teaching her to vocalize what she was feeling and thinking more. Stacy was talking to Ivan; "I love your cock in me ... My God your cock feels good, right there ... Right thereeee! ... Oh, rub it ... touch my clit ... Oooooooh! ... Oh, shit, I'm gonna cum! I'm ... I'm ... I'm ... cummmmmminggggggg!" I watched her body spasm, her hands on his chest as her muscles rippled her pleasure. Ivan grunted and came too, thrusting up into her arched form as he pulled her hips down on his. We were working on him to be more vocal too but this was not one of those times.
I was lying on a large chaise by a huge palm holding Alyana on one side of me and Katrina on the other. We were naked too, and to be frank about it, I was fucked out. I'd had joyous, mind-blowing sex with each of the women and we were all savoring the afterglow and joy of our lovemaking together. I was so glad that Ivan and Stacy had waited until the three of us could watch; I never tired of watching Stacy's naked body and to watch her making love with one of the four people in the world that loved her was a golden opportunity.
Stacy and Ivan collapsed next to each other on the other chaise. Stacy blew me a small kiss and gave me a big smile of gratitude. They stretched out next to each other; she snuggled into Ivan's muscular body.
After some whispered conversation, Stacy and Alyana changed places. For all the good sex we shared, we all knew that Alyana was deeply devoted to Ivan and he to her. We all loved the variety we shared but we had our favorites. Stacy didn't mind in the least sharing me with Katrina, and I didn't mind sharing Stacy with Katrina either. We made a comfortable triad and on most nights the three of us slept together as did Ivan and Alyana.
Gradually the sky darkened and everyone but me slipped away to their beds. I slid into the pool and floated on my back for a while, gazing up at the crescent moon and watching the evening constellations appear in the night sky. Finally, I thanked the Universe one more time for our safety and good fortune and then went to join Stacy and Katrina in our large bed.
###
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Chapter 1 -- Jim Visits Mel and Three Coeds: The Extended Family Expands
"What was that about, Lover?" Karen asked as she welcomed me back into the living room with a hug and kiss. I'd been sequestered in my den and had just spent about two hours on the telephone with the editor and soon-to-be publisher of my two most recent self-help books, both written after a long dry spell and a lengthy time spent doing research.
"Well, I have to go to Ohio for a week. They're in the final edit stages and want me up there to work with their editor on last minute changes at the start of the week, and then to proof the galleys from their print house at the end of the week. It's a tight timeframe for them." I really didn't want to be away from the two loves in my life even for a few hours, let alone a week. My two lovers were Karen and Lynn, and now we'd been together for three years.
Lynn had actually fled to Florida from near Cincinnati, Ohio, leaving a drunk and abusive husband behind. I'd been her mentor and then her lover ever since her arrival in the state, when we'd been introduced through friends. Her best friend Karen from her new job had joined us shortly thereafter to make our triad complete. Since then, Lynn's divorce had been completed and she'd had a promotion at work.
While the three of us had quickly developed a robust intimate relationship with one another, that relationship had extended to include Mel, Lynn's daughter who was a senior at Ohio State; Robbie her fiancé; and Karen's sexy mother, Bev. Rachel and Carl, Karen's sister and brother-in-law had also joined our relationship, moving to Sarasota, Florida, to be close to us. Bev was in the fashion industry and traveled abroad a great deal.
"Do you have to prepare for the trip?" Karen asked.
"No, just show up with my laptop and the latest version of both books. They're trying for a side-by-side release and want everything to be perfect." I added, "Plus, Paul, my editor, said they'll want me to do a bunch of book signings around the big cities and appear on television here and there to tout the books. I'm going to meet their PR person while I'm up there."
"My TV hero!" Karen said as she came back and kissed me again. Lynn walked into the room and Karen turned to her, "I'll have you know we've been fucking a major author and television personality;" she gestured at me as she held me close.
"Oh really," Lynn said, "and how's that work?" She came and put her arms around the two of us.
I explained again about the books and the likelihood of a book tour and appearing on television talk shows in a few places to push the books for the publisher. Suddenly, I had two women hugging and kissing me. It wasn't that we didn't do this kind of thing a lot; it was that I always responded to their sexy bodies when they pushed them against me and rubbed their breasts around my body. I responded, as always.
Next thing, we were back in our big bed, and I was on my back with Lynn impaled on my rod, and Karen sitting on my face allowing my tongue and mouth to pleasure her. Both women were also rubbing, smoothing, sucking, and kissing above me; I could feel them move around but Karen's loins limited my view. She was unusually juicy today, and I was enjoying her tasty effluent to my heart's content. Somehow, when I concentrated on eating and sucking on her, I managed to have the intercourse last longer and be more pleasurable. Thus, I was doubly pleased.
Several changes were made so that each of us got to try their favorite positions and receive the sexual favors from the other two. My two lovers ravished my prone body, taking turns inhaling my rod and licking the juices from each other off of it, sitting and riding my shaft, and allowing me to pleasure them with my tongue. Then my body decided it'd had enough ravishing -- it just wanted an orgasm; some days I'm like that.
At the time I came I was in the missionary position over Lynn, slamming into her cunt with her feet up over my shoulders. Karen was sucking on one of her breasts as one of Lynn's hands held a few fingers in her pussy. I exploded into Lynn's pussy, having given fair warning of my imminent climax. After our well-synchronized orgasms, Lynn caught my prone form, and we rolled to our sides, allowing Karen and me to smooth and stroke her. We lay together in the warmth and love of our mutual afterglow.
"I'll miss you guys dearly while I'm away," I told them, kissing each of them. "Somehow I know you'll comfort each other during that week," I smiled at the two of them. They both grinned lecherously at me and at each other.
"How far are you going to be from Columbus?" Lynn asked.
"Ooooh," I said, "right there! I know what you're thinking, I should see Mel. I'll probably be within a couple of miles of the campus. I know she's near there."
"Right," both women said at once. There were those lecherous grins again.

*****A night or two later, Karen, Lynn, Robbie (Mel's fiancé) and I were all floating nude in the pool after making love on the patio deck. Robbie was a regular visitor and was as in love with the women as I was, plus he was engaged to Lynn's daughter Mel, a senior at Ohio State. Robbie and the women all worked together at the same company -- Emptive Aerospace; Robbie had recently become their comptroller.
Mel had asked Karen and her mother to keep Robbie's horns short, in other words to fuck his brains out at regular intervals. We all like Robbie, and the women had developed him into a "stud muffin," as they called him -- someone they could count on to be a good and caring lover that delivered huge amounts of pleasure to them. Robbie had the enviable trait of being able to cum over and over again with only modest recovery times between his shots. I was mostly a two - maybe three-shot guy, by comparison.
Robbie usually came by two or three evenings a week for some loving. One of the women would see him at work and always extend an invitation. Other times, he said that the phone sex with Mel was spectacular and he admitted to enjoying two or three orgasms on various days with her as they verbally stimulated each other during phone sex. I knew she was good at that, because she called me every once in a while just to stay in touch.
Today, he'd come by and joined us for dinner. After dinner, the four of us had gone into the living room. We'd initially paired off, Robbie with Karen, and me with Lynn. He and I had carefully stripped the clothing from the women, removed our own, and then eaten them to several orgasms as they lay side by side on the oversized sofa. When we were done, they both joined us on the floor and we had a side-by-side fuck fest, Lynn and Karen changing between the two of us partway through so they could "sample" each of us.
We all found it very stimulated to be in the same room making love. The visual stimulation of another couple was not only erotic, it was inspiring, and we discovered new techniques and new ways to please our partners by watching each other. There was often a lot of talking back and forth between us as we fucked. That alone could bring me off.
Sometimes, as we'd done that night, three of us would 'gang fuck' one of the others -- particularly one of the women. Of course, it was all done with their consent, but we role-played a lot, even to the extent of dressing in costumes to help make our fantasies more realistic. We were developing a closet with our costumes in it for all of us to play with. This got used a lot, especially in the foreplay stage of our unions.
We'd ganged up on Karen that night. I eventually ended up in a rapid fuck of her pussy until Robbie and Lynn came and gathered around us. Robbie gestured to Karen's ass, and I pulled her down on top of me further thus exposing her rose bud to him. He put a little Astroglide on himself and then slowly worked his way into her ass. Karen was surprised but glad at the additional penetration, moaning and groaning with every new inch he added to his depth in her ass.
The two of us set up a rocking motion in and out of her, sometimes in sync and sometimes moving in opposition to each other. The more we did it, the louder Karen shrieked. She's very vocal and proceeded to tell us all about it. "Oooooh fuck -- fuck me! Fuck my pussy, Jim. Fuck my ass, Robbie. Lynn, suck on my tits. I am sooooo fucked. I'm such a slut. I love being fucked. Don't ever leave me; just keep fucking me over and over again. Let's get a fuck machine to fill in for when you guys are tired. Oh shit. Ooooooh shit. Oh, I'm ... I'm gonna ... I'm gonna cum ... nooooooooow!" She exploded, and the rest of us were still happy to continue turning her into a pile of jello.
We kept pumping into her body and sucking on her tits. Karen started again, "Oh, I want everyone's cum ... in me ... on me ... in my mouth ... all over Lynn. I want spunk. I want man-juice deep in my cunt ... in my ass. I want ... oh shit ... I'm gonna cum again ... Oooooooh shit." She spasmed again, and I could feel her cunt clenching my cock.
Again, we kept going, and Karen started talking to us all again. "Ooooooooh, right there. Oh, Robbie, faster. Jim, faster. Pleeeeeeeaseeeeee! Make me cummmmmmmm again. Oh. Ah. Eu. Eeee. Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit." This time she exploded into a thousand little pieces of light, shrieking near the top of her lungs until her orgasm shut her down, and she collapsed on my chest. Robbie pulled out of her ass, still hard as rock. I let her enjoy my fullness in her even though I hadn't cum yet either.
"How can you guys hold off?" she asked as her breathing came back to her. She was panting in her afterglow. She rolled off of me and started to lightly stroke her clitoris, not so much to achieve orgasm as to continue the heavenly feelings we'd been delivering to her.
Lynn was sitting smiling at our group, having pulled away from Karen on her second orgasm. The way she was sitting was most provocative and very revealing of her slit that only a few minutes before had Robbie buried in it.
"Would you like a turn?" I asked Lynn. She smiled and nodded enthusiastically, rubbing her breasts to full erection again.
"Most definitely," she responded. "Who's on the bottom?"
"I guess I am again," I suggested. Robbie nodded in agreement.
Lynn came over and mounted me, leaning in, and kissing me passionately. The move exposed her rosebud to Robbie. and he was quick to move in behind her and start the process of working his large rod into her ass. Like Karen, Lynn started to moan and jerk around as he joined me in having her impaled on his cock.
When he was fully inserted, we started to repeat the process we'd done on Karen. Karen, in the mean time, leaned against the sofa and watched our lusty sex fest with Lynn; she was still stroking her clit.
Robbie and I played with our pace a little more, alternating slow and fast, in sync and not, as we toyed with Lynn. Lynn came once then again and then yet again in only a few moments.
"Are you in heat? Do you like being double fucked?" I panted into her ear as she leaned into me, accepting Robbie's cock in her ass and my rod in her cunt.
"Ooooooh. You know I do. I am your slut -- Robbie's too. This slut loves to be double fucked and triple fucked ... and if you emptied out the bayfront bar, I'd fuck everyone at the same time if I could ... if that's what you wanted your slut to do." She spasmed as a little orgasm swept over her.
"Oh shit," she said as the climax passed, "that was wonderful. Oh, next week you are going to be with Mel. I hope you fuck her brains out. I hope you spread her legs and sink your big beautiful cock into her tight little pussy and just pound away the whole week you're there. I hope you make it hard for her to walk to class. I hope you leave her covered in your cum so she goes to class dripping in your man-juice."
That was it; I was done. I had only seconds to announce my climax. I made several wild thrusts into Lynn as I felt the hot cum surge from my balls and race through my body to my cock. I was deep in her body when the first blast left my swollen cock and washed down the walls of her velvet love tunnel. As I arched into her, forcing her body upwards, I could feel the final thrusts from Robbie, as he sent jets of his spunk deep into his future mother-in-law. Lynn fired off too in a hail of jerky little sounds that flowed from her silken tongue. Amazingly, Karen seemed to cum along with us; I watched her double-up and sink to the floor, clutching her own hand to her cunt as she pulled her legs up, smiled sheepishly at me, and rolled in a ball to her side. I reached out and smoothed her head; she purred gently to me.
The four of us lay in a pile for a moment then gradually extricated ourselves from the pile of flesh. I continued to cuddle Lynn, and Robbie went and embraced Karen, pulling her into a horizontal hug that made the two almost one. We lay there cooing to one another.
Robbie finally said, "You know, I'd love to come to Ohio with you next week and see Mel, at least for the weekend. Would you mind if I came with you?"
I laughed and said, "Of course, not. You're her fiancé. Of course, you should go and see her." I thought for a moment and added, "Perhaps we should both see her and give her a taste of what we did tonight." Robbie liked that idea, and both Karen and Lynn encouraged us to go and leave Mel breathless and well fucked before we came home.

*****The following Friday, Robbie and I caught a noon flight from Tampa to Columbus, Ohio with a change of planes in Washington. Robbie was telling me about Mel's housemates as we floated along at 35,000-feet. "They have a nice house about three blocks from the campus -- an easy walk," he said. "The house is a little beat up, and I helped them repaint the dining room when I was there a month ago."
He went on, "There are four of them: Mel, of course, and her old roommate from the dorms, Sarah McKinsey - a cute redhead -- pint sized, probably five-foot-one; she's a little shy. Chris Beckman is next; she's pretty, an ash blond, stacked, and could be a model just like Mel. Last, there's Holly Woodruff; she's a little on the chunky side but still cheerleader material. Holly and Chris are working on their master's degrees in biology and poly sci, if I remember correctly. Sarah's an electrical engineering major and, of course, Mel's a business major. They each have their own bed and bath in the upstairs of the house, and then there are all the common rooms downstairs. There's even room for parking their cars in behind the house."
About six o'clock, I pulled into the driveway of Mel's house and parked. Robbie and I walked around to the front door and rang the bell. A beautiful gal in jeans and an athletic t-shirt opened the door. "Robbie, how great! Does Mel know you're coming?" She pulled him to her and hugged him.
"No, this is a surprise," he hugged the pretty co-ed and clearly enjoyed the body contact. "Chris, this is Jim Rice. He's also a close friend of Mel's."
Chris said with a lilt to her voice, "Oh, I know who Jim Rice is." She came over and plastered her statuesque body against mine and gave me a huge welcome hug. "It's such a pleasure to meet you in person. We've heard ALL about you." She pulled back slightly and gave me a big grin. I guessed that Mel was the type to kiss and tell.
Robbie asked, "So, where is Mel? Is she around?"
"She had a marketing seminar until six," she checked her watch. "It's just six now and we'd planned on going out to dinner together, so she should be back here in about fifteen minutes unless she gets way laid -- or should I say 'laid along the way'?" Chris looked at me with what could only be described as a shit eating grin. Now, I was sure that Mel kissed and told.
"Come on in. Mel will be thrilled you're both here. Can I get you a beer? Some wine -- we have both colors?" Robbie accepted the offer of a beer, and I requested a white wine with a couple of ice cubes. Chris escorted us into the living room, and then left to get our beverages. I noted her trim backside as the pretty blond disappeared around the corner into the kitchen.
Robbie gave me an unofficial tour of the downstairs just before Chris arrived with his beer and my wine. I noted she'd gotten herself a red wine. She asked, "How come you didn't tell Mel you were coming? What if she'd gone down to Florida?" she laughed at the thought.
"Well, I did talk to her, and I know she was planning on working on a paper over the weekend," Robbie said. "I guess we'll screw up her schedule a bit, but hopefully she won't mind. I have to be out of here early on Monday morning. Jim is staying until next Friday -- possibly longer depending on his publisher."
"Publisher?" Chris asked.
"Yes," I answered. "I've just about completed two self-help books. One on surviving and thriving in tough times, and the other on polyamorous relationships -- an extended family, if you will, but more from a love-in-action point of view. We're trying to finish up both manuscripts completely on Monday or Tuesday, send them to the printer and have galley proofs back on Thursday. My hope is that I'll finish editing those by the end of Friday. I may even have to stay over next weekend if we don't finish."
"Where are you staying?" Chris asked looking at the two of us.
"Robbie's staying here. I thought I'd get something nearby since I have the car. At least I know Ohio State doesn't have a home game this weekend, so I figured I could get a room just about anyplace."
"Yea, you're probably right," Chris responded; and then she squinted her eyes a little and looked at me sort of funny again. "You know you could stay with me. I have a big bed." I blushed at her unexpected offer. Not only did Mel kiss and tell, she'd advertised for me.
"I'll ... errr ... I'll let you know on that one," I replied giving her a nice smile. I felt a stir in my pants at the thought of a night with Chris.
Chris laughed. I wondered whether I could keep up with the sexual prowess of this pretty young woman.
Another young woman came bounding through the front door. She yelled, "I hate fucking thermodynamics!" and I heard the sound of a pile of books crash in a corner of the hallway, and then a pretty, pint-sized, redhead with perfect bosoms danced into the living room chanting, "... and it's the weekend ... the weekend's here ... oh, I love weekends ... and it's the weekend." She saw Robbie and I standing there with Chris, and suddenly froze in position, embarrassed by her little dance of joy.
"Oh, dear," she said.
Chris said, "Gentlemen, may I introduce Sarah."
"Robbie!" Sarah exclaimed and came bounding into his arms with a big kiss and hug. "What are you doing here?" He explained our trip, and his being here with me as a surprise for Mel.
Sarah turned to me after she understood who I was, "Oh, my God. You're Jim Rice. Wow, I never thought I'd get to meet you in person. This is an honor." I guessed that Mel's advertising verged on idol worship; for that, I was most appreciative.
I bowed to Sarah, took her hand in mine, and kissed it in seventeenth century fashion.
I heard the front door open and close again. Mel stuck her head into the living room and did a double take and then a triple take. "OH MY GOD!! WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?" Since I stood nearer the door, Mel came flying into my arms and kissed me, and then bounced into Robbie's arms as she smothered him with kisses. The other two girls stood and watched her impromptu performance.
"Now, that's what I call a good welcome," I finally offered as Mel slowed down in showering Robbie with kisses. She pulled me to her as well and kissed me again -- hard. There was no doubt that both Robbie and I had a special relationship with this gorgeous young blond. You don't get kisses such as we were getting otherwise.



Chris said to Sarah, "I'm jealous. She never kisses me that way."
"Me too," Sarah said with her arms crossed below her generous chest. "I feel sooo left out. Will you kiss me?"
Chris leaned in and kissed Sarah, as Robbie, Mel and I watched. It was a tender kiss with just a flick of the tongue. Sarah kissed back, carefully putting her hand on Chris' arm and then smoothing up her arm to her face. While it was theatrical, we all got the message.
"You guys are so hot," Mel said, "and you're making the three of us hot. Careful or you'll turn the living room into a seething mass of orgy-indulging flesh."
"Sounds good to me," Chris responded.
"Me too," Sarah added with a tone of hope and expectation in her voice.
We turned as the front door opened and closed one more time. A pretty woman came into the living room also with a pile of books that she carefully placed in one of the chairs as she sized up our group.
Then she lit up like a Christmas tree, "Robbie! How nice. I didn't know you were coming this weekend. Mel never said anything."
Mel said, "I didn't know. My lovers just pop up everywhere -- spur of the moment. Can't keep them away from my lithe body." She ran her hands up and down her body in a sexy gesture.
"And you are?" the young woman looked at me still being held closely by Mel.
"I'm Jim Rice, and you must be Holly?" I said looking at the girl and moving to shake her hand. She was pretty, and I was drawn to her hands for some reason, they were beautiful - long tapering fingers with delicate polish on them and a little design that had been repeated on each nail.
Holly expounded, "Oh, good grief! You're really Jim." She looked at Mel who nodded. "Oh ... wow ... we've heard so much about you. Wow. You're actually here. Oh, my ..." she took my hand and shook it, and then looked at her own hand like she'd just shaken the hand of some celebrity and planned to never wash again.
We stood and talked for a while. Holly and Sarah kept staring at me. Finally, the new arrivals got some beer and wine too, and we had seconds. Eventually, I offered to take everyone out to dinner at the restaurant of their choice. We ended at a steakhouse on the edge of town. The six of us sat down to eat, Chris on one side of me and Sarah on the other. Robbie was across from me surrounded by Mel and Holly.
It wasn't long until I felt Chris' hand on my thigh, rubbing up and down. I looked deep into her eyes, and she just looked back innocently. I decided to allow her to pleasure me, if that was what she wanted to do. I felt quite old compared to all these 'kids.' Suddenly, my eyes popped open further because Sarah also started to run her hand up and down my thigh in a slow, sexy motion. I got horny instantly, and I sure hoped Mel planned to satisfy both Robbie and me tonight.
Increasingly, the strokes of my legs by Chris and Sarah made forays into 'dangerous territory' -- coming quite close to my sleeping penis. I smiled politely to them and looked for discrete opportunities to adjust the rising bulge in my pants so I could be more comfortable. I wasn't sure whether I was being teased or hit on.
The dinner conversation was animated as each of the women talked of their courses, profs, and various aspects of campus life. It felt to good to re-touch that side of academia even though I had been absent from it for over thirty years. After a while Sarah, Chris, Holly, and I started talking about my two books and my life as an author. They were particularly interested in the book on polyamorous relationships -- loving, intimate relationships with three or more people.
As we talking, they surprised me by admitting that none of the three of them had boyfriends, although all seemed to have dumped the ones they'd had either the previous spring or over the summer. Each sought more 'mature men' as they each confessed to me rather than college guys full of testosterone and their own egos. Those comments led to a discussion about dating and then back to loving relationships.
Mel reminded them that I lived with two women. That in turn led to a lot of questions about how we lived together and even how intimate we were. I opened up about our own polyamorous relationship. Mel confirmed to the group without my having to wonder that Robbie and she were part of the loving extended family, along with one woman's mother -- Bev, and her sister and brother in law -- Rachel and Carl. There were still more questions from the others about how we thought about things and the inevitable question about jealousy.
I talked about our lack of jealousy, aiming my remarks mostly to Chris who'd asked the question. "Love and caring are a gift. You can't hold onto them. You can hold the one you love, but if they stop loving you, you can't make them regain that loving feeling. Jealousy arises from fear of losing something you have or seeing someone have something that you want. Well, if you can't make someone love you, why be jealous of someone that does have that love. Instead, why not share the love you have. If you reach out to others in a loving way, you expand the love in the universe. No jealousy there. If you try to hold onto something that is a gift rather than a right or a privilege, you'll drive it away from you -- you'll kill that love. If you respond in kind -- with expansive love -- you'll find the universe gives it back to you tenfold."
"Doesn't it bother you when Robbie makes love to your Lynn or Karen?" Holly asked.
"Well, for one, they're not 'my' anything. You make my relationship with them sound possessive. It's not. We are romantically and deeply in love with each other, but none of us have insisted on exclusivity or put any restrictions on each other. In fact, we want each other to reach out to others so we grow and expand through relationships with interesting others. We respect and honor each other. Most of all, I want a good life, joy, and pleasure for each of them -- for Robbie, Mel, and the rest of our extended family too -- for anyone. So, when Robbie loves the same person I love, I find it wonderful that he can bring joy and pleasure to them too. I'm not jealous; I'm grateful!"
"Oh, wow!" Holly said sitting back in her chair and looking at the others. "That's beautiful. You just changed my whole life with what you said. I could live with that philosophy forever."
"Me too," Chris chimed in. She added, "If you're around next week, I'd love to talk with you more about this. I want to think about it for a while first, however." She gave me a lovely smile and softly kissed my cheek.
I let Robbie drive back with Mel beside him. I sat in the backseat with the other three women nestled in around me and on my lap. Each took time to kiss me tenderly, tell me they so appreciated my talking to them over dinner, and that they really wanted me around for the coming week, particularly if I didn't have to be at my publisher's offices. All said they had more questions for me. I was a little worked up by the time we got back to their house.
As we disgorged from the car, I said to Mel, "Where's a good motel near here? I should check-in and leave you guys to your evening or whatever."
Chris latched onto my arm and held it tightly against her breasts, but not particularly in a sexual way. "I'm even more serious now than I was before; I want you to stay with me -- really." Then, she got a little shy. She leaned in and kissed my cheek again and hugged me to her body.
Mel looked at the two of us. "Well, I was hoping you'd be close to me --within reach, so to speak. If you stay here -- for the whole time you're in town -- you'd make us all very happy." Three other heads nodded in agreement.
"Or, you can stay with me. I also have a big bed," Sarah stated bluntly.
"Or me," Holly added shyly.
"I am honored by your offers and all that they imply. Are you all really implying you want an intimate relationship with me? Do you really mean that? We've barely met."
Three heads nodded in the affirmative. Sarah said, "We feel we've known you for years, at least in my case. Mel never stops talking about you, who you are, and how you think. As the song goes, 'You Had Me From Hello'." The rest nodded in agreement.
"How can I bring the maximum amount of joy and happiness to you while I am here?" I had a new mission in life. I really wanted to please these women - to make them happy. I hoped there wouldn't be any turmoil because of my visit and their apparent desire to be with me.
The three women looked at each other, and I detected a lot of unspoken communication took place. Finally, they all smiled and Sarah said, "Go with Chris tonight. We'll plan the rest of the week as we go along if that's all right with you." I nodded and grinned back at them.
Mel said, "We're pretty open with each other. There are no secrets amongst the four of us, Jim. Although I know he's never mentioned it, Sarah and I shared Robbie on his last visit here." Sarah smiled shyly again, and I saw a romantic glance at Robbie. "So, you see, we share more than just clothes." Robbie looked pleased with the memory.
"I am open to new relationships with each of you, but I want them to be a loving, caring relationships that bring happiness and joy to you. I don't want you to feel regret or guilt over anything we might do or say to each other. Is that OK with each of you?"
Each young woman nodded. Chris still held my arm to her full breasts.
Mel announced, "Well, Robbie and I haven't seen each other for a month, so please excuse us for the rest of the evening. Jim, if you decide to join us, you know that you're welcome." With that, she pulled Robbie out of the chair he was in and the two of them headed for the stairs.
Chris put her arms around my neck as we stood in the doorway and gave me a mind-blowing kiss that about took the top of my head off it was so hot. "Will you stay with me now?" she asked. I nodded and we went upstairs too.

*****I am not a 'wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am' lover; not that I haven't had my zipless fucks in my life. I just prefer to really know who I'm in bed with. While Chris wasn't quite at that end of the spectrum, we'd only been in each other's presence for about four hours. I needed to get to know her better. A minute or so later, I concluded I had to find a different way to learn about her than my usual approach.
After Chris shut the door to her bedroom, she floated into my arms. We kissed, and then I started kissing in the v-neck of her blouse and worked my way up to her neck actually walking behind her and lifting her long locks of blond hair to gently blow on the back of her neck and kiss her beautiful nape where small wisps of hair tickled my lips. I continued my journey around her moving still higher, focusing on each of her perfect ears, gently licking and biting around her ear and her lobes as I romanced her. She stood there swaying with her eyes closed -- her hands at her side.
On her face, I kissed each of her closed eyelids, whispering to her about how beautiful I thought she was in both body and spirit, and how I looked forward to our union. I ran my tongue around her lips ... and then down her neck to the vee of her blouse several times.
Chris entered a state where she was purring and panting at the same time. Every now and then, she'd sigh deeply or moan. Finally ,I un-did the buttons on the front of her white blouse and pulled the fabric from her jeans. I left it on her, however, just allowing the front to open and expose her lacy bra and more of her lovely smooth skin. I ran my tongue and mouth into this new territory, kissing and licking along the way. I paid particular attention to her navel, where she had a small gold loop; I bit and pulled on the loop with my mouth as she moaned again. Her hands were now running through my hair as she pulled me to her.
I moved behind Chris and kissed the nape of her neck again, this time, however, gently sliding the blouse from her arms and placing it carefully on a nearby chair. I kissed all over her back, feeling her muscles clench and release, as I touched sensitive areas. Finally, she whispered on word, "Please." I un-did the clasp of her brassiere; she shrugged the flimsy material off her arms and tossed it on the chair. Still behind her, I kissed the areas where the fabric had encircled her body, moving slowly around her.
Instead of jumping in and latching on to a breast, I started at her shoulders, moving between her shoulders with my tongue and kisses as I moved back and forth across her body. Gradually, I got to where her sexy mounds started to rise from the plain of her upper torso and then I moved to their undersides, again kissing where her bra had provided the support to her orbs. I could almost watch as her nipples rose in her excitement. I blew gently across each of her breasts.
Chris orgasmed. It wasn't a huge, mind-blowing orgasm, but it was an obvious climax that swept over her body. She said, "Oooooooh, fuck, this is nice," squeezed her legs together, pulled me to her body ,and held me tightly for a moment. Through her, I could feel her pleasure pass. Her eyes opened, and she looked at me and said, "I can't believe you did that to me, and you haven't ... you haven't even touched my breasts. Everything Mel said about you is true. Don't stop." I smiled back at her and then kissed her eyelids closed again.
Now, I allowed myself to find her breasts. They were perfect, erect, and full, topped with large areolas and wide nipples that already stood a half-inch from the surrounding roundness. I encircled one and then the other with my tongue, holding off on her nipples. I kissed and smoothed them against my cheek. If the adage that 'more than a handful is wasted' is true, then Chris was wasting a lot.
I moved in to her peaks, running my tongue around her areolas and then her nipples as I alternated between her prizes. She purred even more and held my head to her youthful torso. Eventually, she pleaded with me to go further, to go the next step. I ran my fingers around her waist, pulling at her belt buckle, and then fumbling on purpose to prolong our evening.
We could hear the bed in the next room banging against the wall -- Robbie and Mel were hard at it; occasionally we could even hear a shriek. They hadn't wasted any time. The sound made Chris moan again.
She allowed me to take my time in undoing the buckle to her jeans, and then slowly the button and zipper to them. I ran two fingers inside of the material, smoothing her abdomen down to what felt like a lacey thong or pair of panties. Finally, she could stand it no more, and she shook her hips hard in a twisting and jerking motion, forcing her jeans to slide down her legs and exposing her lace-enclosed pussy.
I pushed the jeans off of her legs and stood back to admire my handy work and her body. Her long shapely legs had all the sex appeal I could wish for. They tied to her flat stomach and abs, and pointed to her majestic chest where her breasts waited for more fondling by me. This was a beautiful woman.
I knelt before her and ran my tongue around the edge of her thong, staying away from where I knew she wanted me to be. I moved behind her, kissing her cheeks and romancing the little dimples in the hallow of her back -- the dimples of Venus. She almost fell into my arms in a full swoon.
I inched her thong down her body a fraction of an inch at a time, baring her light colored pubic hair that for the most part remained untrimmed. I ran my tongue around the edge of her triangle of pubic hair, and then up and down her thighs. She kept moaning and reaching down to me, running her fingers through my hair when she could.
I stood before my naked lover and nudged her to her bed, gently holding her as she sat and reclined with her pussy at the edge of the mattress. I knelt and put her legs over my shoulders. I inhaled her aroma and carefully tongued my way around her nether region, slowly zeroing in on her moist slit. In the dim light from beside the bedside lamp I could see the droplets of nectar she'd ejected -- I could smell her erotic and womanly secretions. I really wanted to dive in but maintained my slow pace of advancement on her body.
As I circled her pussy I un-did my own shirt buttons and shrugged it off my shoulders. I un-did my pants, but left them on until I could stand again.
When my tongue actually touched her slit and carefully licked from nearly her rosebud to her clit, Chris climaxed again. It was sudden and more earth shaking than her first climax. She just uttered, "Oh, Jim," and squeezed my head between her legs for a moment. She arched her back slightly. Finally, she said, "I didn't know I could do that twice in one night, and we haven't really started yet. Keep going. Don't stop." I don't think she opened her eyes, but her pleasure was unmistakable.
I pulled the lovely flaps of skin surrounding her clitoris and vagina into my mouth, tonguing and lapping at them. When I focused on her clit, she jerked and rose off the bed. One at a time, I added the fingers of one hand to the mix, fingering and rubbing her clit with them before I inserted them into her body. I found what I thought was one of her erogoneous zones on the interior front of her vagina and put special pressure and massage effort there as I bit lightly on her clit. She climaxed again, pushing her body into my face and hand just before she reached down and clutched me to her region. She emitted a long "Ooooooooooooooooh," as she came.
I moved so I was thrusting my tongue in and out of her body instead of my fingers, and then I'd switch and switch again. I worked her up near another peak when I took one wet finger and slowly inserted it into her rosebud. She came yet again even though her last climax had only occurred a minute earlier. This time she was more vocal, "Oh! Ooooooh. What are you doing to me? Oh, I've never had anything back there. Oh. Oh. Are you ... sure? Oh shit. Oh fuck. I'm going to cum again. Ooooooooooh fuck. You ... keep ... making ... me ... cum. I love you."
As she regained some element of self control. She said, "I'm losing count. I can't believe you keep making me cum, and you're not even in me yet. Please come up and fuck me. Put your penis in me. Please. Please. Please."
I stood and quickly shed my clothing. I had become almost fully erect. Chris grabbed my cock and quickly put her mouth over the entire head and swallowed most of me. I could feel her tongue roaming around the head as her hand twisted and masturbated me. That wasn't why I was here, however.
I pushed her back and she scooted up the bed to be more in the middle. She opened her legs and I could look deep into her moist beaver. Her vagina was a dark hole from where my fingers and tongue had been a moment earlier. I knelt before her and aimed my hard cock for that hole and gently thrust into her. We both groaned. Chris put her arms around me and pulled my head to hers; we French kissed with passion and love oozing out of our every pore.
I thrust into her body slowly and with strong, deliberate strokes. She rose to meet each of my forward moves with one of her own; she was a very active participant in our lovemaking. Her hands came up and massaged my chest, breasts, and nipples, making me erect there as well. For a few moments, we were frantic about our coupling, unable to penetrate deep enough, to meld our minds together, to totally merge together.
I got near a peak and stopped. Chris looked at me with the question in her expression. I explained, "Chris, I don't want this to end just now, so I'm letting my urge pass then I'll start again. Some people call this Tantric sex; however, there's a lot more to that than just holding off an orgasm. This will extend the pleasure for both of us. Because you are built differently, you can keep having orgasms, but when I have one I need a recovery time." She nodded and then I felt her vaginal muscles massage my cock. She grinned at me mischievously.



My urge to climax passed, and I slowly restarted pumping into her body. She moved with me again, this time rolling her hips into me for greater stimulation. I rolled us to our sides so I could use my hands. I leaned in and bit gently on one of her nipples at the same time I ran my thumb across her clit. The combination was too much for Chris and she shuddered, almost violently, pulling on my neck so hard I had to move to her as she spasmed in another orgasm.
When it was over, her eyes flickered open, and she looked at me with a wide gaze of awe. "Oh, youare the most wonderful person I've ever met. I'm going to drop out of school, and we're going to do nothing but screw until I die -- which probably won't take too long because what I feel is too good for this life." She smiled and kissed me hard.
After our kiss she said, "I get that you can make yourself last indefinitely, but I want you to cum in me. I want your cum to fill me. Some other time we can make it last all day. Right now I want to bring you pleasure -- I want you to orgasm too." I was thinking the same thing, so I was happy with her suggestion.
I mounted Chris and started to thrust into her with increasing intensity. Now, I became a man on a mission. Her long legs came up, toes pointed, and at first bounced around beside me until she wrapped them behind me and started to use them to pull me into her cunt with all her might. The night filled with sound of our bodies slapping together. With certainty, the rest of the house could hear our mounting crescendo.
Suddenly, I could feel the familiar twinge in my balls -- a tightening and then a surge. I whispered to her, "I'm cuming." She just nodded and kissed me hard again. Then, I could feel the jets of fluid being propelled through my body towards my rigid cock, and then just as she arched her body into me in another orgasm, I came. We both came in an explosion of fireworks, at least that's what I saw. Blinding flashes of light and huge waves of pleasure as I fell into the abyss -- into heaven.
We collapsed together and rolled to our sides, still connected, sweaty, and panting. Between our gasps, we told each other how much we enjoyed being with each other. I told Chris I loved her. She told me I was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened to her. We hugged and kissed some more as our peak slid away from us.
After a few minutes of cooing words of loving and caring to each other, I asked Chris to tell me more about herself. She opened up and told me about growing up, her past boyfriends and what she'd liked and hadn't, how she'd lost her virginity in early high school, her hopes for future relationships -- now tainted by the hour we'd just spent together, her career goals, and even more. We kept smoothing each other, just enjoying the feeling of each other's skin, and how we'd remained coupled after our lovemaking.
She got me talking to. I had a longer history being about thirty years older. I talked about Nancy, my first wife and the love of my life for many years before she died of bone cancer. I told her about my kids and their families, my careers, and in more detail how I'd developed a philosophy of life that included expansive love and allowed everyone the freedom to be what they could be.
I could almost watch as Chris fell deeper in love with me than what our lovemaking had inspired. Then we heard the banging on the bed in the other room as Mel and Robbie started to crank into another fuck fest. I smoothed Chris and asked, "Do you want to join them? To watch?"
Her eyes got big and round. "They'd let us?" she asked in awe.
"It's very erotic to be watched -- and to watch someone else while you are doing the same thing. Come, I'll show you."
The two of us uncoupled; however, I was not fully deflated in part due to the wonders of modern chemistry. I'd taken a Cialis at dinnertime, but I hadn't been expecting quite this arrangement.
Chris and I tiptoed naked out of her room and down the hall to Mel's door. We opened it and tiptoed into the room. Mel sat atop Robbie and bounced up and down on his long cock, her large breasts gyrating wildly in sync with her bouncing. We could see his rod as it extended into her body. She turned,, saw us, and smiled; "I was hoping you guys would come and join us."
Chris was unsure what to do. I steered her onto the bed and onto her back beside Robbie and then slid into her again, pumping gently. Her eyes were big as she watched Mel continue to pump on Robbie's prick. I hardened as I also watched and also felt Mel smoothing my shoulders and back. Mel and I kissed, and this inspired Robbie to lean next to him and kiss Chris, who seemed to welcome the advance.
Mel is vocal and more like Karen -- the vixen I'd left at home. She started to talk to us, "Oh Chris, don't you just love his cock as it slides into your pussy? He's long and thick, and he can deliver such pleasure with it. Don't you like watching Robbie and me fuck? Can you see how my pussy surrounds his cock and pulls it into me? See how my labia lips pull in and out of my body as we fuck. Can I touch you clit? Let me massage your clit."
She leaned over and put her hand between the two of us, searching for and finding Chris' clitoris. Ten seconds later, Chris came in a nice warm orgasm that surrounded all of us. She moaned her thanks and appreciation to Mel and to the universe as the intense wave of pleasure swept through her. I could tell the Sapphic act had moved Chris even further into a new stage of her life; one where sex would play a more prominent part.
I rotated us so that Chris was on top of my body, side by side with Mel, and able to look down at both Robbie and me. I could reach up and fondle both Chris' breasts as well as Mel's; Robbie could do likewise and did. Chris moaned in her lust as Robbie's hands first found her and fondled a breast. Mel then pulled Chris to her and kissed her -- a kiss that turned into a long open-mouthed tongue lashing to each other. Chris became a seething mass of sex -- she was a fuck machine that wanted nothing more than sensual pleasure from any person, in any way. I whispered to her, "Do you want to try Robbie's cock?" She nodded blissfully, yet looked at me to be sure I was all right with the switch.
I indicated to Mel that she should switch with Chris. She dismounted Robbie and circled the bed as Chris shifted so she was over Robbie's long cock. I watched with awe as she slowly lowered herself onto his steel rod. Just the erotic act made me harden further; Mel fondled and lapped my cock before she rose and came over me, repeating the act that Chris had just done. Mel fell into my arms and kissed me wildly.
"I love to have your cock in me," she said. "I've missed you. Robbie and I love to fuck, but I love to fuck you too. I'm so glad the two of you came in here. Robbie has a new toy, and I have my comfortable lover back inside my cunt. Can you feel his cum in there? He came a lot inside me. I might have gotten rid of some of it, but not all of it. I think we're going to fuck all night long and just forget about sleeping." Mel went on and on, driving all of us into a state where our minds were on fire with sex and lust for one another.
Chris finally spoke, adding to Mel's comments, "This is so pornographic. I love watching us all fuck each other. I am full of cum ... and I didn't empty out. I'm leaking all over Robbie, and he's making a froth inside me. Oh, this is wonderful."
I said to Mel, "Fast or slow."
She looked at me and said, "Fast. I just want you to cum in me. I want your juices. We can do slow some other time. I need cock now."
I nodded my understanding, and we sped up our thrusting into each other. Chris saw our move and duplicated the pace on Robbie. I would have never thought it possible, yet the four of us came simultaneously in one mind-blowing act of quadruple pleasure. The four of us all moaned and shrieked as we finished slamming our bodies together. The joint act heightened the arousal and pleasure for all of us.
Chris was writhing around on top of Robbie as Mel repeated the process on me, each woman grinding out the last bit of pleasure from our loins. We watched how we each arched, held our breath in pleasure, peaked and collapsed. Chris finally said, "I will NEVER forget this night as long as I live. This is the hottest thing I can imagine -- the hottest and wildest thing I have ever done." She reached out and stroked Mel and me, as she lay prone on Robbie's chest, her legs tucked up beside them.
Mel said quietly, "The night's not over yet."
As Chris unfurled herself from Robbie, Mel stopped her and pushed her down between Robbie and me onto her back. Mel nudged me and the two of us repositioned ourselves between Chris' legs. Mel took her turn first, leaning in a sucking the frothy rivulet of Robbie's and my white sperm that leaked from Chris' vagina.
"Oh my God!" Chris exclaimed as she felt Mel's mouth smother her cunt. "Are you sure? I've got two loads of cum from two different guys in there." Mel sucked all the harder, then relinquished her find to me. I moved in and sucked on her too, but Mel had gotten the lion's share.
I wasn't satisfied, so I pulled Mel up into the middle of the bed and spread her legs and dove in to feast on her leaking pussy. Chris watched in fascination, hypnotized by my act. Finally, she moved down so her head was beside me at Mel's nest. I moved away and allowed her unfettered access to Mel's pussy. Chris leaned in, licking and sucking a woman's cunt for the first time in her life. After a few minutes she surfaced, licking her lips. "That's the best!" she exclaimed. "Why has it taken me over twenty-four years to suddenly discover that a cum splattered pussy tastes good." She grinned then leaned over and kissed me.
She turned to Mel who had now snuggled up to Robbie, "Thank you for this -- these last few minutes, but thank you even more for sharing Jim with me, with us. I've learned more about making love in the last two hours than everything I knew before." She hugged me. Mel smiled at us. Robbie was cupping and stroking one of her breasts.
"I'm just a wild fuck machine with this man," Chris said hugging me.
I pulled Chris up and indicated that we should leave Mel and Robbie alone. The two of us walked naked back towards Chris' room. Holly was standing in the hallway about to go downstairs as we came out of Mel's room. Her eyebrows rotated up to nearly her hairline and her mouth fell open as she saw our naked bodies. She looked at Chris, "Did you guys ... did you ... were you ...?" She couldn't string the words together to finish the question.
Chris grinned at her as we walked by and simply said, "Yes!"
Chris flopped down on her bed and rolled onto her back to welcome me into her arms. I knew a good home when I saw one and so I let her snuggle me into her warm bouncy bosoms and smother me with kisses. I kissed back. Gradually, we fell asleep.

*****Saturday morning Chris woke me up with a glorious blowjob. I allowed her to do it long enough to get me to a full erection, but then I moved up into her body and we had a delightful morning fuck.
It was still early, and I had developed a habit a long time ago of finding a peaceful place and meditating. I explained my need and asked Chris about where I could go. She had an idea, and said we should dress in our jogging clothes and then follow her. Ten minutes later, I followed her taut body out the door, and we started to jog towards the campus. There were a few cars about, but it was quiet for a Saturday morning. I suspected that most college campuses were the same.
Chris led me to the huge stadium that seemed to be the centerpiece of campus. We ran around to various doors until we found an open entranceway into the place. A minute later, she led me onto the center of the football field. The place was huge, awesome in fact, and quiet as a church. Chris told me it could house a hundred thousand people for a concert.
I went to the fifty-yard line and assumed my meditation position. I briefly watched Chris adopt a similar position about ten feet from me. I slipped into my meditation and shut the world out. I listened for what the Universe -- my Inner Self -- had to say to me. In the end, I knew I was loved and appreciated, and I also knew I was to pass along those same feelings to others. When I decided to end my meditation, I was surprised when I looked at the clock on the scoreboard that thirty minutes had passed.
Chris continued to meditate, and so I remained quiet. She came back into this world ten minutes later, blinking in the morning light. I gently pulled her up into an embrace and looked deep into her eyes. "I love you," I told her. "You need not reply or act differently. I don't want you to change. I am happy and joyful with you the way you are. I don't expect anything in return. Just know that I love you."
"Oh Jim," she cried into my shoulder, "I love you too." She held my head and kissed me. Gradually, we became aware of our surroundings again although I did have a brief vision of making love to her on the fifty-yard line. I was sure it wouldn't be the first time that had happened. She read my mind, grinned and said, "Maybe at night, if we can sneak back in."
I laughed. She pulled me back into a jog and led me through the college campus, pointing out various buildings such as a dorm, a lab, the English building, or whatever. The place was huge and impressive. I would have felt lost there as a student -- just a number.
We wound our way back into residential neighborhoods, and then suddenly we were back at the house. We sat on the front steps and cooled down for a few minutes, and then Chris announced she wanted to make me breakfast.
We went into the kitchen, and she produced a nice breakfast of waffles with some bacon on the side. I couldn't keep my eyes off her pretty little back end; I kept thinking lascivious thoughts about how I'd like to make love to her in lots of unusual places, including the kitchen. I could tell she was having the same ideas.
After breakfast, during which we'd spent a lot of time looking gaga eyes at each other, Chris led me back to her room. It didn't take long, and soon we were making love again. Every now and then, the bed would thump against the wall, but I ignored the sound. To others, however, it was a wake-up call. Eventually, I heard Mel's bed thump against the wall as Robbie and she started to duplicate our act.
Then the door opened slightly, accompanied by a soft knock. "Hey guys. Can I join you?" It was Holly.

*****Chris looked at me and smiled. I shrugged from my position above her. Chris looked at Holly who had on a long and unbecoming terrycloth robe, and said, "Well, not if you're wearing that!"
Holly dropped the robe and stood there naked. She said, "I'm not as pretty as Chris or Mel. After I saw you guys naked last night, I lay awake just about all night thinking about sex and masturbating. I'm aching for the real thing. I hope I can impose. I need ... help."
Chris held her arm out to her, and Holly came to the bed. I pulled out of Chris, the purple head of my cock advertising the high state of my arousal. Holly sat on the bed, and Chris helped her to lie down between us. She reached in and stroked Holly's breasts. Holly looked surprised, but pleased with the attention.
I stroked Holly's body with a light touch; I told her, "Holly, I think you're beautiful. You have curves and bumps and breasts and lovely hips like the best model in the world. What more could someone that loves you want? Stop measuring yourself by some other standard. Think of yourself only as a loving piece of the Universe -- of God. Thank you for sharing yourself with me ... with us."
Chris leaned in and kissed Holly on the lips. "I love you Holly, and I agree with Jim. You are pretty. There are millions of guys that'd give their left nut to be with you right now -- ESPECIALLY now." Sshe allowed her arm to reach down and caress one of Holly's breasts. Holly moaned and smiled at the same time.
I leaned in and kissed around her pussy, initially without going near her furry nest, but then applied my efforts to delivering pleasure through cunnilingus. She squirmed and writhed with pleasure beneath our tongues. I offered Holly's pussy to Chris; she paused and looked both shocked at the offer and indecisive as to whether she'd accept or not. Finally, I pulled her down towards Holly's cunt and reminded her how Mel had tasted the evening before. She nodded.
Chris proved inexperienced about eating a woman, but Holly didn't know the difference anyway. I moved down and made some soft suggestions in Chris' ear. As she continued, I moved behind her and inserted my cock into Chris' pussy; she pushed back into me to ensure a deep penetration. Holly finally came in a little climax that she said was near the top of her scale.
I moved up, and nudged Chris out of the way; I gestured towards Holly's generous breasts, and Chris got the message. I started to penetrate Holly, and then felt a barrier. I paused. Mel had been the last person I'd felt that barrier with when she was a virgin and had asked me, by way of her mother, to deflower her.
"Holly?," I asked; she nodded. "Are you a virgin? Are you sure you want me to do this?"
"Yes, I am, and I am very sure I want you. I've thought about it. I've heard Mel talk about you. I know she and you ... that you were her first. I've fucked my hand all night long dreaming it was you. I want YOU. Please, just do it." Chris was shocked at first.
I didn't wait or argue, I just pushed past her restriction as gently as I could. I felt nothing but tightness in her box. She winced in pain, but didn't cry out or ask me to stop. I froze when I reached full depth into her vagina.
"I feel so full ... down there. Thank you. I just went from girl to woman -- and I love you for doing this for me." Holly had tears of happiness in her eyes. I got all choked up. I looked at Chris; she was sitting seductively near the two of us, watching us with a curious look. Nonetheless, she had a tender expression on her face and was holding one of Holly's hands tightly in a gesture of love and support.
"Holly," Chris said, "the pain will pass in another minute or so. Jim will be gentle. He'll start pumping into you. Are you on birth control?"
Holly shuddered a little then answered, "Oooooooookay. And yes, I'm on the pill. Have been since I was sixteen. All those wasted years, I could have been fucking." She thrust her pelvis up into me, driving me still deeper into her vagina. She winced slightly. I waited for her to get used to her new station in life.
Chris said, "I didn't know you were a virgin. I just thought ... well, that you didn't like sex or guys particularly." Chris nodded to me after a while, and I started to gently move in and out of Holly. She was tight, and I was worked up; this wasn't going to take long, yet I wanted to please her. I really wanted Holly to have an orgasm while I was in her.
"Chris," I said softly. She nodded. "Can you help bring Holly off? Rub her clit." She shifted slightly so she could reach into the area where I had penetrated Holly. She allowed her hand to grasp and hold my cock on one of my upstrokes then moved to Holly's hidden clitoris. Holly arched as soon as Chris touched it, not in orgasm but in over stimulation. Chris started to rub as I became more ardent in my strokes into Holly's body. Chris and I were each rubbing one of Holly's breasts, toying with her nipples and cupping her spongy tits and pinching her nipples.
I sped up slightly. Holly's rocket took off. She soared into orbit as the two of us watched and listened to her explosion. She screamed, "OOOOOOH FUCK! TRE ... MEND ... OUS!!! I am so fucked. I love this. Oh shit. I can't believe ... Oh shit." As near as I could tell, being deep in her pussy when she came, three separate waves of orgasm washed over her in the ninety seconds she lay on the bed twitching beneath us. I blasted my own cum into her cunt on the second wave when her pussy muscles twitched wildly around my cock, making sure I knew that the red carpet was out for all the fluid I would care to deposit. I left a lot. As I was coming down from my high, I felt her start another cycle of spasms. She continued to moan and jerk around beneath me.



I pulled her into a hug and embrace and rolled us to our sides. Chris snuggled up behind Holly. She was becoming more comfortable not only being naked around her housemates, but also being in physical body contact with them.
As we floated down, I saw Chris look to her door. Mel and Robbie were standing there in robes. "You guys all right?" Mel asked. Sarah appeared behind the two of them, also in a robe.
Holly answered, "Oh better than all right. I just lost my virginity and ... IT WAS WONDERFUL." She yelled the last part of her response. Everyone smiled.
Mel came forward, and I pulled out of Holly so Mel could hug her and sit beside Chris and her. I moved to the side. Sarah stared at my flaccid cock for a moment, and then went and hugged the naked Holly too. I noted she was careful in placing her hands not to go near anything sensitive. I wanted to toy with her, so I came in my nakedness and sat right beside her. I took one of her hands and moved it to one of Holly's erect breasts. I said, "She'd like it if you used the whole palm of your hand as you push into her areola. When you push the nipple in with your palm she gets additional stimulation."
She looked at me horrified for a second, but then allowed me to steer her hand. Holly looked at Sarah and said, "It does feel good. Thank you. I'm learning a lot about sex ... and loving ... and myself ... and everything in the world from this lovely man." She leaned over and kissed me, holding Sarah's hand to her floppy breast.
Chris leaned in and kissed Holly again then leaned past her and kissed Sarah. Sarah looked shocked. Chris laughed. I said, "Just because you get kissed or fondled by another woman or do the same to them doesn't make you a lesbian or homo or whatever made you recoil. What you just got was another person's love -- just at that moment in time. There's not enough of that going around in the world. So accept it, and pay it forward." Sarah relaxed and actually smiled at each of us. I could watch the nervousness ebb from her body.
Robbie came over to the bed, his robe doing little to hide his swinging cock. He knelt on the bed and went to Holly and kissed her as well. "I'm glad you've joined the club we're all in. Anytime you want to try someone different, I know Mel will share me with you -- particularly if she can be there too." He smiled at Mel, who nodded agreement.
Holly look astounded with the offer. She said, "Well, maybe later."
Chris moved up to her headboard, leaning back on her pillows; she pulled Holly up between her legs so she way lying back on her body and cradled her in a comforting move, her arms wrapped around her friend. She told us, "I lost my virginity at some beach years ago to some guy that was drunk - I was pretty wasted too. There was no crowd around to congratulate me or hold me or love me. I just felt dirty and guilty. You guys are so wonderful; I'm so glad we're all together." She hugged and kissed the side of Holly's neck. We were all touching her in some way now.
Holly suddenly teared up at Chris' comment. "You know, I do feel loved by all of you. I love you all." A little sob escaped her lips, and she smiled through it; sort of laughing she said, "I'm so happy," and wiped her eyes. Chris hugged her tightly again and started to lightly stroke Holly's breasts with one finger.
The others finally left the three of us alone. Holly said she wanted to dress. We both talked with her to make sure she was all right with what had happened.
Chris melted into my arms after Holly had left. "That was truly the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." She had tears on her cheeks now. "I mean ... I know you love her ... and that you love me. I didn't feel you loved me any less because you made love to her ... I was grateful that you did it ... that you made love to her ... because I love her too. Am I making sense?"
"Oh, yes," I responded. "You are just learning one of the most important lessons in the world. When you really love someone else you put their needs, wishes and wants above your own -- even when their pleasure happens to be with someone else. To me that's a very high state of awareness ... a very high spiritual plane."
Feeling Chris' naked body against mine had made me hard again, almost as if the minutes with Holly hadn't resulted in an orgasm for me. Chris felt me too, and soon crouched over me aligning her pussy with my cock so we could join ... and then she allowed her velvet warmth to swallow my cock. We were very tender with each other this time. We were passionate, but it was the warm fuzzy kind that permeates to your greatest depth to let you know you're loved and live in a loving universe. We orgasmed, and then just cuddled for an hour.
Finally, we showered together in the small shower stall amidst giggles and laughter over our antics to try to share the spray from the terrible showerhead. We dressed and went down to join the others and have lunch.

*****Mel was slouched over her laptop madly pounding on the keyboard; she had a pile of textbooks open next to her. She shot me a weak smile, but went right back to her project. No one else was in sight.
"Where is everyone? What are you working on?" I asked.
"Well," she said, "with my blessing, Robbie is upstairs hopefully pounding his cock into Holly for the first time." She grinned at us. "I'm working on a paper that's due Monday morning, and Sarah is out at the grocery store loading up for the coming week. We decided we're going out to dinner again tonight, but cocktails are here at six or six-thirty."
We all heard a scream of joy from upstairs and looked towards the stairway. We laughed. Holly hadn't figured it out yet, but she was a screamer.
Chris fixed me a turkey sandwich with some leftovers from the kitchen. We sat around the dining room and chatted about the City and what would be fun to do that afternoon.
Eventually, Robbie appeared. He'd pulled on some jeans but was barefoot and had no shirt on. He came up behind Chris and leaned around and kissed her cheek. "Thank you for last night," he said to her. "I hope you had as good a time as I did. I love the way your whole body shudders just before you climax. I wish you could teach Mel that move." She smiled up at him and told him she'd have to think about how to do that.
Chris got up and helped him get a sandwich. "You guys need lots of energy," she said, "you have lots of pussies to keep happy in this house tonight." We laughed.
Holly appeared at the door a few minutes later. She had that 'well fucked' look of contentment on her face. She said enthusiastically, "I never understood what 'afterglow' meant, but I sure do now!" She came and sat on Robbie's knee and ate part of his sandwich. Occasionally, her robe would part exposing her pussy to me; it was matted with cum and girl juice. She turned to me, "Thank you so much, Jim -- and Robbie. Today, you've changed my life so much for the better. I'll always remember today. I've got to go thank Mel too; be right back." She disappeared to where Mel was working.
"Chris and I are going to go see a couple of galleries if anyone is interested in joining us," I announced loudly. No one leapt at our invitation, so we slowly faded out the back door, took the car, and drove away. It turned out we both liked contemporary and modern art, so we gravitated to a couple of new galleries she knew that featured those genres. Chris also took me by the building that housed the art and design departments at the university, and we roamed the halls there looking at the exhibits and several works in progress.
We got back to the house just at six. Mel had just finishing her paper. Robbie looked asleep on the sofa with his head in Holly's lap. She had a book in her lap, but softly stroked Robbie's arm, clearly in a loving gesture. Sarah was also in the living room with several books spread out before her on the coffee table, obviously trying to master several points at once. Everyone looked content, and I marveled at the uniqueness of the relationships we were forming. Sarah had come back with a full load of groceries while we were out and put them all way. Chris pulled me aside as we shed our jackets; "It's Sarah's turn now. Please. Go be with her. She needs to learn what you've taught me too." I understood her concern and wish.
"I believe the drinking lamp is lit, ladies and gentlemen -- and I use those terms loosely. Starting on my left, what can I get you in the way of liquid refreshment?" I took drink orders from everyone in the room, including Robbie who was now awake and cradled in Holly's arms. She looked like the cat that had swallowed the proverbial canary, she was so happy.
I prepared a tray of glasses, opened the bottles as called for, and brought the entire set of drinks into the living room and set it on the coffee table as Sarah cleared her things. I poured for Sarah first and presented her the glass as I knelt in front of her; I pulled her to me as she took the glass and told her, "Sarah, take this wine with my love." I kissed her softly as the others watched. I tried to make the kiss as steamy as I could, and she accepted it the way it was offered, and returned the kiss in favor. Things did get steamy for each of us.
I served the others, but not with the kisses as I'd done Sarah. Mel had slipped into the kitchen and fetched some cheese and crackers that we all started to wolf down.
"Where are we going for dinner?" Chris asked.
"Give me five minutes online and I'll tell you," I said. Mel pointed at her laptop that was still set up on her study table. About five minutes and a couple of phone calls later I'd made our dinner arrangements.
"OK everyone," I said, "I am out to impress. We are going to BOMA - The Bar of Modern Art -- on Eleventh Street. They are picking us up in the stretch Hummer at seven-thirty for dinner and dancing. Upscale dress is required, I might add."
"Oh, great!" said Mel, "I've always wanted to go there but couldn't afford it." A similar chorus of "me too" echoed around the room from the other girls. Most of the room checked the clock on the mantle to be sure there was time to get ready.
BOMA lived up to the reputation it had touted online. The band was good, the paintings and art engaging, the food above average, and the service friendly and jovial. The women had scurried around and made themselves look spectacular. Mel, particularly, looked like a luscious flower you'd want to eat on the spot -- in more ways than one. Her dress was slit up the side and gave the illusion of making her sex available just for the asking. Chris' dress displayed the availability of her generous breasts while not quite allowing anyone to actually see her nipples. She confided in me that she'd used double-sided tape to be sure things stayed where they were supposed to stay.
Sarah was wearing a micro-skirt cocktail dress with spaghetti straps. The sequined dress was skin color and more than one head in the place did a double take to see if she was wearing anything. The dress displayed her ass to great advantage and proved that you could be an engineering major and still have a tremendous amount of sex appeal. Holly wore dark slacks with very sexy four-inch spike heels; on top she had on a beautiful top that left a bare mid-drift. One felt an invitation to put one's hand under the fabric and smooth her generous mounds -- I know because I kept trying and she had to slap my hand away all night.
The club featured a salsa band that night. I felt as though I raised the average age in the club by quite a bit. We all danced and several guys kept ogling the girls and looking for an opening to ask some of the girls to dance. Finally, a good looking but nerdy guy asked Holly to dance. She looked so pleased, and I was so glad; her day was complete -- she'd appealed to some stranger. At various times of the night, the women snuggled into my arms for hugs and kisses, sometimes two at a time; Robbie got the same treatment. Several of the men that were leering at our table were amazed at how physical the women were with us, such as stroking our legs or hugging and kissing us. Robbie and I usually had at least two women hanging on us or dancing with us. We loved it.
Chris told us later that one of the handsome men that she danced with asked her about our group, and ultimately what Robbie and I had that attracted two women each, and had us changing our kissing partners constantly. Chris said she smiled and said, "Oh, those two can fuck like machines. We're all so satisfied we just keep trading them around our circle." She laughed and said his jaw had dropped open, and he never said another word other than to thank her for the dance.
The limo brought us home, we piled out of the long vehicle, and we went into the house. Everyone but Sarah and I went to their rooms; I pulled Sarah into the dimly lit living room. I went to their liquor closet, poured a glass of Grand Marnier and came back and joined her. At my request she'd put on a local jazz station that had some really mellow dance music playing. I pulled her to me and we started dancing.
After a few minutes, I reached to the coffee table and took a sip of the orange liqueur, leaned into Sarah, and pulled her into a French kiss with me. As she opened her mouth, I injected the liqueur I'd just sipped into her mouth. I could almost feel her passion and lust explode in the thirty seconds we held that kiss and she savored the liqueur-based kiss.
"Oh, my God, that's sexy," she whispered as we parted. She was back in my arms and on me in a second. Eventually, she asked, "Would you do that again? I really, really liked that."
I took another sip of the liqueur and injected it into her willing mouth. Although not as much of a surprise to her as it was the first time, her response was even more amorous. She ground her hips into mine. She pulled away, looked me in the eye, and said, "Oh, I love mature men!" She practically ate me whole with the next kiss.
Thirty minutes later, I was buried to the hilt in Sarah's sweet pussy. I had romanced her and continued slow foreplay with her just as I had done with Chris the night before. I was hard put to think about which woman responded better to my attentions. Sarah loved it, and we were both so horny by the time I penetrated her, she had fluids running down her leg and had cum half- a-dozen times. She also never knew she was multi-orgasmic until that night.
We talked and cooed at each other as we fucked. This was a hot young woman. I couldn't comprehend why she was so attracted to me, even allowing me to approach her initially since I was over thirty years her senior. However, I was not going to argue with our destinies. I loved this young woman too, and she certainly showed me every sign of deep caring and love as well.
We exploded together. Sarah let not only most of the household know about her orgasm, but also a sizeable portion of the City. Her response inspired me to fill her pussy with extra cum, and only a few minutes later, we both were aware of how much fluid we had running out of her cunny and onto my body as she knelt above me. Fortunately, she thought it humorous and adventurous.
I rolled her onto her back and proceeded to devour her soggy pussy, sucking and swallowing most of our mixed juices. During my gesture, I realized that she had ejaculated and much of the fluid I lapped at came during Sarah's cum. She proved tantalizingly delicious.
We made love again. This time, I watched as her ejaculate flood the area between us. I'd wisely gotten a towel from the bathroom so that neither of us had to sleep in the 'wet spot'.
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Chapter 2 -- Jim Visits Mel and Three Coeds
Sarah was a very sound sleeper. When I rose in the early morning, I tiptoed from the bedroom so as not to wake this beautiful young woman. I put on my running clothes in the hallway and crept downstairs. Just as I reached the living room and started to put on my sweatshirt, I heard motion upstairs -- the creaking of floorboards and the latch of a door. I waited to see who was up to let them know I was going out for a run.
Chris appeared; she was naked but carrying her running clothes. She came and kissed me, and thrust her hips into mine. "You sounded like the two of you were having a good time last night. It took every bit of will power I had not to bust in and join you. Please wait for me to get dressed; I want to run with you." She pulled on her jogging togs, and we were out the door. "Come on," she said, "let's run ... and go get in touch with the Universe."
We traveled the same route we'd done the day before and ended sitting Indian style on the fifty-yard line inside the quiet stadium as we each meditated. Chris impressed me, that she so willingly did this; I thought I was the only weirdo on the planet. We hadn't really talked about her spiritual interests. I slipped into a different plane and left this world for a while. The awareness I had as I started to return to consciousness was to love everyone and to feel comfortable with my new friends and lovers as I added them to my extended family.
Chris had been waiting patiently for me as I blinked my eyes open. When I acknowledged her, she came and knelt with me and held me. We kissed.
"Do you feel daring?" she asked. I nodded with a grin.
"Well, come with me," Chris said and pulled me over to one side of the stadium. We vaulted the wall into the seating area, climbed the stairs in the lower tier and then took one of the wide staircases upward, and that another still farther upward. She led me through a doorway, and we ended at the very top row of the huge stadium, right next to the press box where the cameras and announcers look down on the playing field. There was a wind baffle in front of one of the doors about five feet wide that blocked visibility to the field and protected the press box door; I guessed its purpose was to keep wind gusts from racing into the press box. Behind the baffle, we were completely hidden except to someone almost on top of us.
Chris pulled her sweatshirt up over her head, followed by her sports bra. I did the same with my clothing. She came into my arms, rubbing her erect nipples across my chest. We both moaned. She yanked my running shorts down and grabbed my semi-erect penis and wrapped her lips around it. I had not showered since the night before. Suddenly, she went "Yummmmmmm. I bet what I'm tasting is you and Sarah. Your juices taste divine. I must clean out her pussy the next time you fuck her." I hardened right up hearing those remarks.
Chris pulled her own running shorts off. We lay our clothing on the part of the bench seat behind the wind baffle; Chris lay back atop the clothing, and I straddled the bench and inserted myself into her pussy, pulling her legs over mine. As I pulled on her legs, her body thrust onto my cock; I started a slow rhythmic motion going deep into her. I could look into her eyes, I could watch her full breasts oscillate with our motion, I could look down -- as she could -- and actually watch my cock disappearing into her cunt on my in stroke.
God, she was sexy. I told her so, and she smiled and urged me to go faster. I did. She talked to me as we fucked: "I love to see your cock going in and out of my pussy -- my cunt. I love it when you pull almost all the way out, sometimes I can even see your mushroom head or the ridge around the head, and then you penetrate me again. Each time you penetrate me is like a new experience for me. God, I lust for you like I've never wanted anyone else. I never want to stop fucking you. I want to carry your cum around in me all day -- hell, all year! Cum in me. Give it up. Cum. Oh shit. I am so fucking horny right now. God, you turn me on. Ooooooooh noooooo! Cum, now, quick!"
I did. She did. We did. I love verb conjugations when they all refer to having a mind-blowing orgasm in a public place. I briefly imagined the entire stadium rising to their feet and cheering as we came. Everyone would be yelling "Encore! Again! Do it again!"
I un-arched and opened my eyes from my orgasmic high just as Chris did the same thing. I leaned into her and kissed her however, given our starting position, the move forced us to uncouple. When I rose from the kiss, I could see the rivulet of cum starting from her pussy.
I knelt next to her and pulled her legs over my shoulder, burrowing my mouth into her pussy. Now, I noticed we were visible to most of the stadium had anyone come in and looked around. I sucked a lot of our juices out as she watched and moaned. Just as I was about to stop, Chris moaned and whispered, "Oooooooh fuck" and came again; she clasped my head between her legs for thirty seconds as she peaked. I didn't stop lapping because she had just injected a whole load of her nectar into her pussy area; I sucked that from her, and only then did I stop.
We dressed and retraced out steps down and out of the stadium. Before we started running, Chris and I held each other close. She looked at me, "Jim, I love you. I can't believe I didn't even know you two days ago, and now I love you. You've also made me love me more too. And you've opened my eyes to the love around me in the other women and in Robbie. I guess I'm suddenly a 'love slut'." She smiled at herself.
I kissed her tenderly. "If you are a love slut, then I'm one too. I'm so glad that you feel this way, most importantly that you feel comfortable loving and sharing with the others instead of being guilty, jealous, or possessive."
"Oh, I could be possessive," Chris said as we broke into a trot, "but I know I can't offer you all the things that the others in your life provide you. I know you like variety. I know you like to know that the people that love you can love the other people that you love -- God that's a tongue twister; you know what I mean." I nodded as we trotted down a campus path.
She went on, "I am so glad that you have other people that love you and fill your needs -- and it makes me love them too, even the ones I haven't met. I know you feel that way about me too. I know if I were to fall in love with someone else, you'd love that person too and urge me to follow my bliss with him -- or her. I really think you've changed all of us by giving us this philosophy. None of us will ever have a traditional relationship again."
As we crossed one normally busy street that was almost empty at this early morning hour, I said, "Giving love away and sharing is not a zero sum game. If you give it away, you don't lose it. Instead, you get tenfold back. The more you give; the more you get. I often don't understand why most people haven't discovered this. It works with charity too and lots of other emotions and things you share with people. The more you give away; more you get back. One of my friends calls it the 'Law of Circulation'."
We got back to a house that was still sleeping soundly. Chris and I went up to her bedroom, showered, and lay nude together in her bed, lightly stroking and fondling each other. I was trying to decide whether to get a little more passionate with her when we heard a scratching on the door. Chris said, "Come in," and Sarah peaked in. We gestured for her to join us in bed. She had on a short robe that showed off her beautiful legs, but shed that so she was nude as well as she snuggled in beside me. Now, I had two beautiful women to stroke and smooth. Oh, life is hard some days.
We were talking about life and the world when about half an hour later we heard another soft knock, and this time a very-naked Mel came and joined us. Since my sides were all taken, Mel snuggled up behind Sarah and took over some of the stroking and smoothing that I'd been doing to her. Sarah purred. Finally, Holly joined us -- she stripped off her PJs and got behind Chris. I thought, my God, now I'm in bed nude with four naked nymphs -- how lucky can a man get?
Eventually, Robbie found us all. He stood in the doorway and took in our little tableau with a big grin and an inflating penis, then came and took the last available slot on the bed behind Holly. Holly shifted so he could lay his rising cock between her legs; eventually, he penetrated her and started to hump into her slowly as the rest of us shifted position and watched. Chris rotated away from me so she could stroke Robbie's balls and cock as he thrust into Holly, and she could kiss and cuddle Holly who was rapidly on another journey to the new heaven she'd found that weekend.
Watching the sex act next to me made me hard too. Sarah was quick to notice, and her hand stroked me until I became a steel rod again. I turned to her and slid into her pussy, Mel helping hold her open and stroking her breasts and clit as I started to pump into her. Sarah was primed and fired off into an orgasm almost immediately.
I paused to give her a chance to recover; kissing her and telling her I loved her. She reached down and pulled me from her pussy; "Do Mel. Fuck Mel," she told me. She pulled my cock in the direction of Mel's pussy. Mel winked at me and then started to move in my direction; however, she paused in front of Sarah and lowered her head to Sarah's wet pussy. She leaned in and sucked and licked. Sarah hadn't bathed since our trysts the night before, plus she'd fired off at least one round of juices as we all lay in Chris' bed. Mel got it all. Finally, she rose, lapping her lips, and said, "Yummmm! Cum and pussy juice. My kind of breakfast!"
Mel then pushed me down and mounted me, slithering her went pussy down my hard rod in one long, slow move of delightful penetration. At the bottom, when I was fully in her tight cunt, she brought a breast to my mouth; I willingly accepted the challenge and sucked it in with all my might. I could feel her pussy spasm around my cock as I did so. Mel said, "Oh, my God, you make me tingle ... all over. Do that and I'll cum in thirty seconds." She did, and so did I.
Watching and feeling the whole house full of sex addicts together in one bed, fucking and sucking one another was too much visual and thought stimuli for me not to cum -- and even remain hard. I shot my load of pleasure into Mel. When she came and she dropped onto my chest, pulling away slightly only to rub her nipples around through my chest hair, something she'd discovered brought us both pleasure and stimulation when I'd taken her virginity in Florida a couple of years earlier.
Sarah watched as she stroked her own clit in a lazy, masturbatory kind of way. When Mel and I parted, Mel started to look around for a tissue. I started to move to suck and lick her clean, but Sarah stopped me.
"Don't!" she said firmly yet with a smile, "I've never sucked a pussy before, but I've seen you do it, Chris do it, I've had it done to me, and now I want to try." With that, she moved down and put Mel's shapely legs over her shoulders and buried her face into Mel's beautiful pussy. We all heard the first loud slurp of juices as her inexperienced mouth started to vacuum up the fluids in Mel's cunt. Both Mel and Sarah moaned loudly in happiness over the event. Sarah was aggressive in her cleanup efforts and a few moments later, Mel climaxed again. Sarah rose and kissed her; looking most pleased with herself. Her mouth and cheeks glistened with the excess of Mel's juices.
"I can't believe how good that tastes," Sarah exclaimed happily. "I've got a new hobby! Sign up sheets will be on the refrigerator this afternoon!"
While I'd been fucking Sarah, I'd heard Holly climax loudly behind me. I wasn't surprised when I turned on the bed to see what was happening behind me and saw Robbie buried to the hilt in Chris jettisoning his last pulse of semen into her body. The two of them had just cum as well, and with Holly watching and encouraging the pair, the three of them were enjoying the afterglow of their late morning fucks.
"I need a rest!" I proclaimed. "Isn't Sunday supposed to be a day of rest?"
"No," Holly announced, "It's a day dedicated to fucking, eating pussy, and catching up on all the homework that you didn't finish last week I'm afraid to say. I've got a paper on genomics due tomorrow; however, if anyone wants to fuck or eat pussy I will gladly breakaway and take a study break." She grinned at us all, and we laughed in our languor over her remark.
Holly reluctantly pulled away from her side of the bed and sashayed out of the room with a sexy waggle of her naked hips. Mel got up, pulled Robbie from Chris' vagina, and led him from the room holding onto his flaccid cock. We laughed at the popping sound his exit made; Chris' groaned over his departure, and the rest of us laughed. Sarah departed next pleading homework. Chris and I snuggled in together until my stomach growled; "Oh my," she said, "Someone needs some instant energy. OK, it's lunch time."

*****I curled up on the living room sofa with a book in the afternoon. Most of the women were locked away in their rooms plunking away on their laptop computers or with their heads in some textbook. I took a walk to the campus bookstore in the afternoon and bought a couple of Buckeye souvenirs for Lynn and Karen as well as some magazines and books. On the way back, I found a flower shop and bought some flowers for each of the women in the house. I'm a romantic at heart.
Back at the house, I took the flowers and made rounds handing out the bouquets. I started with Mel. She was reading a marketing textbook, and Robbie was stretched out on her bed with a paperback book. She gave me a big hug and kiss of thanks. Chris went over the moon with her gift; she promised me a wild evening in the very, very, very near future. Sarah wanted to give me a blowjob on the spot in order to say thank you; I thanked her for the thought and told her she didn't need to reciprocate yet; I'd take a rain check.
Holly was different. I found her sitting nude at her desk working on her laptop when I went into her room with the last bouquet. She turned flashing me her entire beaver and with a big grin said, "Oh good, someone's here to fuck and eat pussy." Now, I'm a sucker for naked women and dirty talk. I spent about a half-hour eating her tasty pussy and turning her into a quivering mass of cock-eating flesh. After her fourth orgasm, I bid her a temporary goodbye so she could study some more. She was lying naked on her bed still shuddering from my attentions to her.
Holly said on my way out of her room, "You know Mel described how happy you made her. I think I first heard about you two years ago when she was a sophomore, and I was a junior. I didn't believe her. I thought, 'No one can be that good.' I was sooooo wrong! You are magnificent." She paused and pulled her knees up to her chest in a self- hug. "I'd follow you to the ends of the earth the way I'm feeling right now. I feel so loved by you, and I love you so much in return. Thank you, thank you, thank you." She flashed me a loving smile.
I went back to her bed, sat down, and held her close for a few minutes. Finally, I said, "I apologize for interrupting your study time, but I think your break is over. Time to finish your paper; otherwise, you won't have time to spend with all your lovers later." I grinned and kissed her forehead. She gave a huge sigh of resignation. I rose and left the room, going back to reading and perusing the magazines and books I'd bought. I smelled of Holly.
Around six the rest of the house appeared, hungry, and thirsty for dinner and wine or beer. Robbie and I offered to make a pizza and beer run. An hour later we were sitting on the front porch of the old house finishing a pizza and having an animated conversation about global warming and how to reduce our carbon footprints. Mel finally announced that this was her last evening for a while with her fiancé so they were going to sneak away and leave the rest of us 'to our own devices'. Before he disappeared, I reaffirmed that I'd drive him to the airport early the next morning.
The three women and I were left with a potentially awkward decision about where I would spend the rest of the evening, and where I'd sleep. Sarah came and kissed me and thanked me for spending time with her the night before and insisted that she would be happier if I spent time with either Holly or Chris -- or both of them. "Besides," she said, "I have about two-hundred pages in a laser technology book I'm supposed to have read by tomorrow, so I'd better get going." With that she disappeared to her room.
Chris and Holly looked at each other and at me. Chris said, "How about the three of us go and entertain each other?"
Holly smiled and added, "The last two days were my first group sex experience, and, I really, really like it. I am honored that you included me. I guess I'm an exhibitionist at heart, but you also taught me how much fun sex can be. I think I've discovered I'm also bisexual over the past two days. I like the taste of pussy! Let's go!" She hopped up from her seat and pulled Chris and then me to our feet. We ended in Chris' bedroom, since she had the larger bed.
"I have an idea," I said; both women looked interested. "I want us each to think of something very unusual and creative to do while we make love and sometime tonight while we're in bed you do it or make it happen or whatever. You may use 'toys' or other people or just about anything to create pleasure for one or both of us, it just has to be unusual -- even kinky." I went on, "No pain or embarrassment either, just good clean sexual fun." They both nodded slowly, and I could see the wheels in their heads start to whirl as they tried to think of ideas. I cheated, I already had an idea from a sexy story I'd read on some website the week before.
As the three of us stood next to the bed, I reached over and slowly started to unbutton Holly's blouse. She watched my fingers with an air of detachment. I gestured to Chris to join me. She moved behind Holly, lifted her hair, kissed the nape of her neck and ran her tongue up behind Holly's lovely ears. Holly actually started to purr. When I had her blouse open, I bent down and ran my tongue around the visible cleavage I could see where her brassiere held her globes in position. Chris' hands came around her and rubbed her bare mid-drift, occasionally arching up and stroking the enclosed globes.
Finally, Chris slowly removed the blouse from our darling girl. As her shoulders became bare, we each leaned into a naked shoulder and kissed and licked, moving up her neck -- one of us from the front and one from behind her. The purring got louder. Chris unlatched the catch to her bra, but instead of stripping it from her I just let it hang along her arms, almost but not quite revealing her enlarged nipples to us. I kept using my tongue aggressively around her chest and neck. I could see that Chris was doing the same to Holly's back and torso, almost giving her an oral massage.
Holly was barefoot and wearing blue jeans. I moved down to her navel and licked along the beltline of her jeans then undid the buckle, catch and zipper that held them in place. Chris' hands reached around Holly and grasped the fabric on the side and, in an oscillating motion from side to side, slid the jeans down Holly's legs. I held Holly's hips to steady her, licking her mid-drift some more as I did so.
Holly stepped out of the jeans when Chris had them down by the floor. I could hear her panting in her sexual excitement; I was surprised since we had yet to touch any of the areas society has dubbed as taboo or sexual. Chris looked a little bothered too, and I was starting to have sexual urges.



I gently slid Holly's bra down her arms without touching her skin. She gave a huge sigh of relief that I finally started moving into one of her erogenous zones. Chris came around and joined me in front of our lover; she took Holly's left breast and I took her right. We both started to romance our lover with our tongues, our lips, our fingers, our hair, anything we could think of. Holly stood with her legs apart for stability, her hands at her side -- but occasionally reaching to stroke one of us, her head was back with her eyes closed. She appeared to be in a sexual trance, just absorbing the erotic sensations we were providing her. This went far beyond anything we had done that morning to please her.
Holly had an orgasm sweep through her. She squeaked loudly and tried to grab our heads and hold them to her breasts. She captured Chris' head but not mine. Her hips thrust forward, but there was no body there to push back. After she peaked, a low wail came from deep inside her.
Chris and I went back to her breasts, and worked our way lower, making eye contact and dropping our focus by unspoken agreement. Holly had on a bikini brief with an absorbent pad stuck inside to catch her drippings from her fucks earlier in the day. I chuckled as I pulled them from her, thinking of all the fluids she would have dripping from her before we let her sleep that night.
As she stepped from the delicate briefs, I led her backwards until she sat on the edge of Chris' king-size bed. Her head was still back with her eyes closed in total submission. I pushed her back until she was prone. I looked at Chris and posed an unspoken question to her. She smiled at me in happiness and dropped between Holly's legs. She gently ran her tongue up Holly's right thigh; Holly jerked her legs up above her and held them in the air, exposing her pussy for maximum availability. Chris adjusted and moved her tongue a little closer to Holly's pussy. I could see her waggling her tongue through Holly's natty pubic hair. Holly was already writhing about.
I pulled Holly up slightly to make her more comfortable, putting a pillow under her head so she could watch us if she wanted to. Chris moved into Holly's slide, making sure to run her tongue deep into the little flap of skin that protected her clitoris. Each time she did this Holly jerked wildly and sometimes slapped the bed covers with her hands. Finally, Holly came again, shrieking in a long, loud moan as the spirit of pleasure attacked her body. "Ooooooh, my God!" she screamed.
As she floated down, she opened her eyes and looked at the two of us, still dressed and still desirous of bringing her pleasure. Her eyes almost pleaded with us to continue and to never stop delivering the kind of pleasures we were capable of.
I asked Chris, "Can you do that again while I go and get something?" She nodded. I left Holly's breasts and slipped out of the room.
In the kitchen, I got a fruit pop from the freezer. I peeled the paper from the cock-shaped ice stick and thrust the strawberry flavored ice into my mouth to take the edge off its coldness. I raced back up the stairs to my lovers. Chris was madly thrusting her tongue into Holly's cunt, fucking her with her tongue. She looked at me with a puzzled, expression when she saw the popsicle stick in my mouth; then, suddenly, she knew. She backed away from Holly.
I knelt before Holly and ran my ice cold, strawberry flavored tongue up her slit. She jerked doubly hard and moaned loudly. I stuck a couple of fingers into her pussy to be sure she was ready for what I had in mind. She was. I poised with ice pop ready to penetrate her and looked at Chris; she nodded, encouraging me to do the deed. I did. I thrust the popsicle into Holly's cunt in one smooth move.
Holly's body came vertically off the bed. Every muscle in her body contracted. She orgasmed and spasmed and jerked and writhed, all at the same time. Her shriek might have alerted the campus police ten blocks away. I pulled the pop from her cunt with a rapid jerk. Holly yelled in pleasure, "Oh, my God, you're trying to kill me - THAT was intense!"
Chris came back to Holly's vagina and blew hot air onto and into her pussy, running a couple of fingers deep inside her, even holding her vagina open to her warm breath. I sucked on the pop, enjoying Holly's juices. Chris looked at me and nodded again as she pulled away. I again thrust the ice pop into Holly's pussy and got much the same reaction as before. "Oooooooooooh, shit! Ooooooooooh, fuck!" She came again, only ninety seconds after her previous spasm. I jerked the pop from her cunt again.
Chris and I repeated the hot and cold cycle again with the same results. Holly was a shuddery mass of jello-like flesh in the middle of Chris' bed and now her cold pussy tasted like strawberry. How nice! Chris and I looked at each other with satisfied looks on our faces.
A weak little voice from the middle of bed floated over to us, "Don't I get fucked? I'd love to have some cock too." Chris and I burst out laughing over the plaintive plea.
"Go to it, Mister," Chris said to me as she started to unbutton my shirt. I pulled her blouse out too, and we proceeded to strip each other down to complete nudity. How nice. We admired our handiwork and share several passionate kisses. Chris grabbed my cock and put it in her mouth; she sucked me to complete hardness and then aimed me at Holly's exposed pussy -- she acted as if she were firing shots at her quim.
I knee walked up the bed and thrust my cock into Holly's sticky, strawberry flavored pussy. She shrieked with pleasure and then squeaked loudly during my first several thrusts into her. Her sounds actually made me harden further than Chris had left me, but then fucking does that to me.
I pulled Holly's legs over mine so we could both watch my cock moving in and out of her body. She watched with great interest. I leaned in often and smoothed or pinched her breasts and nipples. They were swaying wildly as we fucked.
Chris moved up to suck on one of Holly's breasts. At the same time she was doing this Chris opened her legs in front of me and started to massage her clit with one hand. God what a provocative sight: Holly with my cock buried in her tight pussy and breasts swaying, and gorgeous and naked Chris masturbating and showing me her open cunt.
Finally, Chris couldn't stand it any longer, she reached over and on one of my strokes out of Holly's pussy she grabbed my cock and pulled me out and to her mouth, sucking mostly Holly's juices from my cock. "My God, this tastes good, even a little like strawberry. Holly, I'm going to be knocking on your door a lot. You are divine, and I love your musky scent too." She thrust my cock back into Holly's pussy and went back to masturbating, then repeated sucking Holly's juices off me again ... and again. Her sexual creativity inspired me.
I couldn't hold off with all the sensations and sight pictures. With only a few seconds warning I blasted my wash of cum into Holly's tight pussy. When I'd given my "I'm near" comment, Chris had moved into stroking Holly's clit in high gear. Thus, Holly fired off in her orgasm about the same time I did. I could feel her recent virginal muscles ripple uncontrollably around my thrusting cock. Then, I was as deep into her body as I could be, clutching Holly's body to mine as I filled her cunt to the brim. Through my orgasm, I watched as Chris brought herself to a climax a few seconds or so after we had ours.
We fell together as our climaxes past. I remained in Holly and asked her to allow me to stay for a little while so I could her enjoy her warmth and tightness. She looked so content. I pulled Chris' sexy body against us, and we worked out how three people can soul kiss each other at the same time.
I withdrew from Holly at Chris' insistence. She lapped me clean, and then moved into Holly's cunt and sucked the combined mixture of my cum and Holly's juices. When she surfaced, she had cum and cunt juice all over her cheeks and chin. I wasn't about to remove the sexy juices from her; I found the sight of them stimulating and attractive. I leaned in, and French kissed her.
Holly slipped from the bed to use the bathroom, as Chris and I started to get into it. I wasn't even aware of her absence until she reappeared sucking on a grape popsicle. She looked at me. I guess it was my turn in the barrel somehow.
Holly knelt over me and pulled the ice-cold stick from her mouth and inhaled my cock.
"Oh my God, Holly!" I shouted as her ice cold tongue and lips encircled by semi-flaccid cock. She sucked me clear to the back of her mouth and every square millimeter of her mouth was absolutely frigid. The stimulation to my warm cock was tremendous. I wasn't even sure whether it was deflating or expanding the sensations were so severe. I could have even cum and not known it. Turns out, I didn't.
When she pulled off me, Chris' warm mouth enveloped my cock, and I went to the other extreme. The cold had now made Chris' orifice seem like a hot sex pocket in her body. Chris deep throated me, forcing my cock all the way into her mouth and throat until her nose was pressed against my pubes.
Chris yanked her mouth from my cock and Holly immediately took as much of me into her icy mouth as she could. Chris moved by her and coached her in how to deep throat me. Holly made a couple of attempts, and then started to succeed in suppressing her gag reflex so she could get me all the way down her throat. Even her throat felt like the middle of an Arctic winter. She pulled off me, and then Chris and Holly changed places again. I could feel the cum boiling in my insides and wanting to head for outer space.
This time, they let me air-dry a little -- each of them blowing softly onto my sweating cock. It was stimulating yet gave me a chance to cool down from my imminent climax.
Chris was sitting with her pussy wide open to the world as she waited for us to decide our next moves. Suddenly, Holly thrust what was left of the grape popsicle into her cunt. Chris rolled back on the bed with the wooden handle of the popsicle sticking out of her pussy. She slammed her hands into the bedcovers, clawing at the covers, yet amazingly leaving the stick inserted in her. She clearly had an orgasm, maybe even ten times over. She was whining and moaning so loudly we thought the others in the house would intervene.
A couple of minutes after Chris' climax passed, Holly grabbed my butt and pushed me to Chris. Holly reached down and plucked the popsicle from Chris' pussy, lined me up and pushed me forward so I willingly penetrated into Chris. "Oh, my God! Again!" I shouted. Chris' pussy was ice cold -- as cold as the iced grape popcicle that had just been inside her. Now, I knew -- I hardened into a diamond hard cock, and I felt ready to cum.
I thrust hard and fast into Chris, trying to use the friction to build up some heat between us. It didn't work. She used her legs to jam me into her cunt too. To her, I was a fiery stick that seemed to sear the inside of her cunt; to me she felt like dry ice, surrounding me with an icy glove.
We lasted through about two minutes of hard and rapid fucking before we exploded into each other. Our orgasms were stupendous. We both shouted our glee and passion and the dirty words to emphasize our union: "Oh, you beautiful icy slut. Feel my hot cock in your cunt. I'm going to spray you with hot cum ... fill you with fire juice," and from Chris, "Feel my iced cunt. Iced juices are there for you to suck. Fuck me. Drive that cock into me. Fill me with your hot man fluid. I want your cum. Warm me up. Oh, you feel divine. Oooooooooooh, noooooo!"
I forced myself to remain in Chris' pussy after I blasted my hot load into her, and we each felt the temperatures in our cock-pussy regions slowly return to normal as the minutes ticked by. Chris told me she could actually feel my warm semen erupt from my body and wash her insides. She clenched me to her and said, "That was soooooo sexy ... and so loving. I want to feel that again sometime. What a rush!"
Holly sat in a provocative pose beside the two of us looking most pleased with herself. Finally, she said, "Hey, I got two for the price of one." She bent down and started to suck our combined juices from Chris' pussy. Chris was jerking around the bed and enjoying the sensations. I watched the sexy show wishing I had more resilience. The two women pleased themselves, and then the three of us curled up and slept.

*****Robbie nudged my naked body about five o'clock in the morning. Holly and Chris were beside me also naked, but neither awoke or showed any care in the world. "Time to take me to the airport." I nodded and slipped from my love nest between the two women. I watched as Robbie knelt on the bed and tenderly kissed each woman goodbye even though neither awoke to his love. I'd tell them later.
I shaved and showered, dressed, and then drove Robbie to the airport. Helping Robbie get back to work seemed more important than my morning meditation; I figured I might find a time later in the day. I entered the high-rise building downtown holding my publisher's offices well before normal starting time. I treated myself to a latte and sticky bun of some kind from the Starbucks in the lobby. Upstairs in their offices, I'd even beat the receptionist to work. After thirty minutes, someone retrieved me from their lobby and took me to a corner conference room that looked out over the entire state we were up so high. I sat in a chair looking out over the rolling Ohio plains and slipped into a meditation. People left me alone, so I actually felt I completed my transcendental time with the Universe.
I had never met my editor face to face, but we'd had many telephone calls and e-mails. Paul Davies was a tall lanky man that I already knew was serious about his job and a stickler for perfect grammar -- unlike me. Together, we were a formidable team -- I handled the content and he perfected the form. With his help, I was about to launch two books we hoped would be well received in the market and that people would find interesting enough to buy and read; the one on polyamorous relationships would probably be controversial and seen as salacious.
After cordial greetings and some appreciation for meeting together face to face, we started on the two manuscripts. We focused on the smaller book first -- the one on surviving in tough times, walking through comments and edits page by page. By five-thirty we'd finished the book, and I downloaded our day's work to a memory stick for him to pass along to the printer. They would prepare the galley proofs, hopefully by midweek. We parted company, and I headed 'home' to the girls' house.
Holly was home, but no one else. She gave me a beautiful hug and lots of kisses to welcome me 'home.' I almost felt I was home with Lynn and Karen she was so welcoming. I told her how creative I thought she'd been the night before, praising her for her ingenuity in our lovemaking. She beamed. I was watching this wallflower blossom before my eyes. She was changing from a shy and reticent individual into a self-assured and assertive woman who knew what she wanted from life, particularly when it involved sex. I was so glad for her.
She played 'wife' and got me a wine cooler at my request, and we sat and talked. Mel came back from her afternoon seminar looking washed out, and glad the day was through. I got hugs and kisses. Sarah arrived in a flurry of activity, kissed me, and disappeared to swap books before she joined an evening study group; she waved goodbye on her way out -- wolfing down a piece of leftover pizza. Chris arrived last giving all of us hugs and kisses; she held Mel in her arms and thanked her for bringing me into her life. I blushed.
I took the three of them to dinner at TGIFridays. It was fast and efficient, and the food was predictable. The waitress carded all of us -- me included; I left her an extra tip. Back at the house I expressed my wish to be alone with Mel for the night. Everyone looked glad for that decision, and I think it was not unexpected.
Mel and I both read for a while in bed -- naked, Mel nestled in the crook of my arm with me lazily stroking her breasts. We kissed a lot, yet she finished a couple of chapters in a book she was supposed to have read by midweek.
As we lay there, each of the other three women knocked politely on the door, came in and kissed us both goodnight. Every one of the kisses was hot and steamy, and each woman was nearly naked. The parade of young bodies together with Mel's nakedness resulted in an erection that Mel pledged to purge from the planet.
Well, it didn't happen right away. It took Mel the better part of an hour to finally conquer and eradicate that erection. Meanwhile, she seemed to succumb to a half dozen orgasms and then, as I came with a real mind-blower. We didn't push the envelope further that night; we just curled up and went to sleep with my love stick buried in her pussy. What a pleasant way to go to sleep.

*****I was in love with Mel -- not to mention her housemates. As the week went on, everyone was very solicitous to everyone else and so in the evenings and overnights I spent "quality time" with each woman and no one appeared jealous or possessive. I could feel a joyous veil of love over the entire house.
I developed a routine of rising early, running to the stadium with Chris, meditating for half an hour, running home the long way, cleaning up, and going to my publishers. While we'd finished my first book in one day, the edits on the second book, the one on polyamorous relationships, took longer. Further, the print shop had some malfunctions and so the galley proofs of the 'surviving in tough times' book didn't appear at the publisher's office until Thursday afternoon. I would have to spend the weekend and part of the next week with the girls. I think in the military they call this a 'tough duty station'.
I called Lynn and Karen and gave them the news about having to extend my trip. They took it in stride and told me they missed me. I asked whether they knew I was extending the family even further with Mel's housemates, and they said they'd guessed as much even before I left since they knew me and knew Mel's living arrangements and friends through conversations with her. They both made me promise to 'tell all' when I got home; as Lynn put it, "We want to hear about your two weeks up there stroke by stroke." The two of them howled with laughter at that comment. They both assured me that they were happy and that they would call Robbie or Carl (at my urging) to keep fulfilled and in shape for my lusty return. They seemed happy which made me glad my trip wasn't a disappointment for them.
I finished the final galley proofs of the 'surviving in tough times' book on Friday, finding few errors or printing problems. These were easily fixed with a long conference call with the print shop, and the book officially went to press. That afternoon, the press agent for the publisher came up to Paul Davies' office and the three of us talked. It turned out that the following Wednesday afternoon I could appear on a statewide network TV channel and talk about the two books. I reluctantly agreed to do so, although I'd never appeared on television before. Paul assured me it would be a good thing, and that I'd do just fine. My anxiety level rose just thinking about it.

*****Chris was the only one of the women who didn't have a major assignment due on Monday, so the two of us spent a very romantic weekend together, occasionally joined by one of the "honey three" as we started to call them. I remained 'fucked out' all weekend between Chris and all the visitors to our bedroom. They made me feel right at home, and I wasn't the least bit homesick.



Saturday night, I took everyone to a late dinner at a real dive my editor, Paul Davies, had recommended to me. We sat around having a few beers and dancing while everyone took a study break. The place was dark, smelled of stale beer, and was full of mostly underage Ohio State students. I joked that I raised the average age in the place by about ten years. Mel and Chris were hanging on me, often kissing me, and running their tongues into my ear. Sarah and Holly sat close by except when all five of us hit the dance floor.
Several guys were watching our group dynamics and looking for an edge where they could cut a couple of the girls from our group. Finally, one guy asked Sarah to dance; the guy and she put on a real show of dirty dancing. After a couple of dances they came back to our table. He was just getting ready to make his 'big move' when Sarah sat in my lap and thrust her tongue into my mouth. She looked me in the eyes and said, "Let's go fuck, I'm horny!" just loud enough so her dance partner could hear her comment. The guy's mouth dropped open. I'll never know what stories he made up to rationalize his failure to score.
Holly was having a ball watching the whole scene; later she confided that she'd never had the confidence to go to a place like that even with a crowd. She sat on my lap for a while too, and we nuzzled as the guys continued to watch with jaws dragging on the floor. I told the girls they were really stroking my ego; they all promised to stroke something else later.
At least that night, we all partook of sexual pleasures from each other. One man with four women seems like a dream, but when you want to please everyone you feel guilty that you don't have a sixty-second recovery time.
That night I lined the women up by twos. One woman was eating another while I alternated doggy style between the two whose pussies were in the air. Overall, this approach created quite a few orgasms. I managed to hold off for a cycle as the women changed places, and then I blasted my load into Holly's pussy as she was going down on Sarah. The two women actually came together, a testament to thinking globally and acting locally.
We all petted, sucked, and stroked for a while, and then I recovered. The second time that night I blew into Mel, coating the inside of her cunt with a lovely white wash of my white cum. Chris finished with most of it when she'd sucked it from Mel's pussy. That night Chris, Mel, and I slept together. In the morning, Chris slept in and I showed Mel where we could fuck in Buckeye Stadium -- the same place Chris had shown me a week before. She loved the risk we took and promised to take Robbie there on his next visit, even if it were in the middle of a raging snowstorm. Her comment made me hope that Robbie was buried to the limit in either Lynn or Karen; I wanted them to be happy with their sex life even when I wasn't there.

*****Paul Davies, my editor, called on Sunday afternoon, and invited me 'and a friend', if I had one, to dinner with his wife and him. I accepted figuring that I could find a date from among the four women. Chris accompanied me out to the suburbs to Paul's home. He and his wife were both in their early forties: Paul a tall lanky man who was good looking, and Eleanor, his wife, a beautiful woman with prematurely graying hair. She had a sexy swishy style that appealed to me; she was also a 'toucher' -- often putting her hands on mine or my arm or shoulder or somewhere on my body as we talked. At the time, I didn't think anything of it.
The two of them served us a very fine Italian dinner. Our dinner conversation was often between Chris and Paul, talking about the complexity of finding good authors, editing and then publishing their works in a way to make a profit so they could repeat the process with another author. Eleanor, or El as Paul called her, and I got in a conversation about polyamorous relationships. She was skeptical whether what I'd researched and wrote about was feasible in anything other than the Mormon Church, and even then she doubted it was practiced today except some rare cases.
Chris heard enough of the conversation between us to hold off talking to Paul and changed her focus to listening to El and me. I finally suggested to El that she listen to Chris for a moment. I turned to her and said, "Chris, tell Eleanor what kind of relationship I have with Mel, Sarah, Holly, and you."
She grinned and looked at Eleanor who still had an evident skepticism about multiple people being able to be in love with each other. She started with a gleam in her eye, "Well, I'll tell you the juicy parts first. Last night Jim fucked four of us. It was wooooondeeeeeeerful!" She rolled her eyes to heaven to show that she felt the event had moved her in that direction. Eleanor's jaw dropped open; Paul looked most interested and leaned forward. He didn't know this about me.
She went on, "Right now, there is Jim and four women in our house; Jim is visiting for two weeks. Mel, one of my housemates, and he had a prior intimate relationship, particularly since one of Jim's long-term lovers is Lynn, Mel's mother -- they live in Sarasota with another woman named Karen -- and her sister Rachel also loves Jim, and Karen loves her brother-in-law -- I mean sexual love too. Mel is a senior at OSU and so is Sarah, another housemate. Then there's Holly; she and I are grad students working on our masters. We all love Jim -- a lot! And what he helped us discover in the week he's been here is that we all love each other too, and I mean romantically as well as in a physical way, but most of all we love Jim and the loving life style he's shown us."
Eleanor fell back in her chair almost in shock. If the chair hadn't been there, she'd have fallen flat on the floor. Her jaw went slack as she absorbed all that Chris had told her. Chris looked pleased with her concise description of the relationships we'd formed. I reached over and held El's hand; "Are you OK?" I asked. Paul actually looked pleased we'd shocked his wife.
"Wow," Eleanor looked suspicious at where I'd touched her and said. "You ... you ... you have all these women that love you?"
"Yes," I said softly; "There are others that Chris didn't mention. There are also a couple of guys involved; we like each other but none of us are gay or bisexual."
"And ... and ... and ... you have relations ... sexual relations with all the women?" she asked hesitantly.
"Yes, I do. We do, and we love each other. We care deeply about each other and go out of our way to do all the things you would hope a lover would do for you, and I mean besides all the sexual stuff. We look for ways to help, ways to promote the person's career, ways to keep their bucket full of love, ways to help them grow and expand personally -- even if that means encouraging them to have relationships with other people."
Eleanor was now studying Chris and me. After a minute, she directed a question to Chris, "And you love this man? He's maybe thirty years older than you are!"
Chris responded, "Actually he's thirty-two years older than I am and yes, I love him deeply and with all my heart. I've never said it quite that way before." She reached out and took my hand and kissed it.
Eleanor turned to me, "And you love Chris ... and all these other women?"
"Yes. That may seem hard to understand, but I have always thought that you could love more than one person at a time. I was married before -- my wife died about five years ago. She loved me and another man for a while, and I learned that I actually felt richer for that experience, and I know she did. I grew so I liked having him around, even when they made love for I knew that act made her happy."
"You ... you weren't jealous?" El asked now out of more curiosity than shock.
"No. Whenever I tried to conjure up jealousy I thought of how happy the relationlships made Nancy and that made me happy that she was happy. I really loved her. Now, I love Chris, Mel, her mother, and several other women. We have committed to each other in a way -- no ceremony. Oh, and I don't even want to put this on the same basis as the Mormon Church. I want each of my lovers to grow personally and spiritually. If they grow away from me or I from them, I want them to feel comfortable to move on into the world they find and hope they are richer for having been with me for a while. On the other hand, I will work hard to love and keep them with me; it makes me think about how to be a better and more interesting person."
Chris actually knelt beside my dining room chair and kissed me; "I've never heard you talk about what you want for me this way. That's beautiful."
When I looked back at Eleanor she was hypnotized watching Chris and me. "You two are beautiful together -- although its May and December, or whatever." She paused for a moment then asked, "And, this is what your book about 'polyamory' is about?"
"Yes. It's about relationships involving multiple men and women that love each other. It doesn't have to be a free-for-all sexual orgy, but that's not ruled out. I talked to some groups that were almost celibate. Our 'extended family' is a fairly lusty group of individuals, so we may be towards the other end of the spectrum."
I went on, "When it's just Lynn, Karen, and me, we're getting to be like a regular married household. We don't make love all the time -- frequently, but we each have other interests and hobbies we pursue. One of us might miss a night or two of sex a week, although the three of us sleep together."
Eleanor looked between Chris and me then looked at her husband. "Well, I have to admit the whole idea excites me in many ways. I know Paul knows women he'd like to have a relationship with, and I confess I've known a couple of men since we've been married I wouldn't have minded a tumble with."
I commented on her remarks, "To me the goal isn't sex, although like most of us, I have done that from time to time. The goal is to make someone you care about happy and pleasured, and to keep yourself stimulating to the people that love you. I seem to have a knack for identifying whom I'd like to have a long-term relationship with in a fairly short time period; thus, I can start to move a relationship in a direction even before the other person might sense it. With Chris and me, we both knew pretty much right away, plus Mel had been very open to Chris about her relationship with me and what my overall 'status' and philosophy were, so Chris seemed ready to love me almost sight unseen. I don't like to see people hide facets of their relationships from each other. If you feel you have to hide something, you're not in alignment, and you need to work that out."
Eleanor shot a glance at Paul then asked out of the blue, "Do you still like Marjorie or Margaret or whatever her name is?"
Paul looked directly at her and answered, "Yes, I do. Her name's Marjorie; however, except for flirting occasionally we've never even had an 'improper' word with each other. What about you and Gary?"
Eleanor looked guilty. "Well ... we've had some improper words. Last week, he asked me if I'd go out with him some time soon ... hinting that we take an extra long lunch. I know he wants sex ... or love ... or whatever. I just don't know where we go next." She looked at Paul for guidance.
Chris and I were transfixed by their conversation, our heads jerking from one end of the table to the other as though we were watching a tennis match. They were making some major changes in their life and life style as we talked.
Paul thought about El's comments and then said, "You should go with him. Take an evening -- a night. If you don't, you'll always wonder what he'd be like. If you keep having an affectionate relationship with him, bring him home and let the two of us make love to you. We'll figure out what to do after that."
Eleanor looked at Paul with awe in her eyes. He returned her gaze. She finally said to him, "You should do the same thing with Marjorie." She grinned widely then added, "Maybe we'll end up with the four of us here some night. That'd be really exciting, plus I think Marjorie and Gary might like each other." She grinned lecherously.
I could tell it was time for Chris and me to say goodbye. We made the right noises to say goodbye. Paul and Eleanor escorted us to the door. Eleanor wrapped herself around my body and said to me after a long kiss, "Thank you. Thank you so much. You just changed our marriage so much for the better. I knew we were drifting apart and wanted other relations ... our desires weren't being met in each other. You helped bring that all out. We'll fix that and expand our family now. We can get on with being honest with each other again." Paul stood beside her and nodded. He shook my hand firmly, briefly kissed Chris, and we said goodnight. When I looked back, Paul and El were in an embrace on the front step.
In the car driving back, Chris held my hand against her thigh. She was very thoughtful then asked, "You really do love me ... love us ... don't you?"
"Absolutely," I replied. "I just want to bring you and the other parts of my extended family together so you all know each other better." She nodded in acknowledgement and what I was to learn later was total acceptance of the concept.

*****Chris and I made very tender and sweet love to one another that night. There was no rush, but there was passion. Our love subsumed our lust. We joined and appreciated how well our naked bodies fit together and how well we could stroke and please each other. We rushed to the end, just prior to our climaxes. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
We ran together in the morning, took time to meditate, showered together, ate breakfast together, kissed each other goodbye and both commented on how "domestic" the whole morning appeared to be going. I went to my publisher, and Chris went off to an early class.
I spent the day on galley proofs from the polyamorous book, but didn't come close to finishing. Paul Davies told me how much his wife was impressed with Chris and me, and what great sex they'd had after we'd left them alone the night before. He also went out of his way to introduce me to Marjorie; she was a beautiful young woman and, taking a quick cue from their chemistry, I guessed their relationship would mature quickly in the coming weeks. Around five-thirty, I packed up my computer and brought about a hundred pages of proofs home with me.
Chris was there with gray stovepipe slacks, loafers, and a matching sweater on. Her hair was held back in a black headband. She looked sharp ... and domestic. I told her so, and she laughed and basked in the comment as she kissed me hello.
She held me as we stood in the living room; "Do you know how happy you've made me feel since you've arrived? I feel I've grown in ten days into a completely different person. You've made me ... mature, I guess. And, yes, I feel very domestic, but most of all I've moved from accepting my singlehood to feeling so totally loved ... loved by everyone around me. I feel so different -- so full of joy. Do all your women feel this way?"
"I'm not sure," I responded. "We can ask Mel, although she has Robbie as her primary focus -- that'll make it different."
A preppy Mel waltzed into the living room as we were talking; "Did I hear my name?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered. "Can you join us for dinner ... out somewhere?" Chris would like your comments on a few things about our ... my relationship ... with women."
She laughed and pulled Chris up from her seat and hugged her, "You're feeling 'wifely' aren't you? I can tell by how you're dressed." Chris smiled and nodded. Mel went on, "I did too -- still do with this man. What's happened is you've found a life mate according to society's rules. You'd like to get pregnant and have babies by this man and set up home and bake cookies. Well, you can do all those things, but know that all those messages come from social norms. Ask what you really want, and you'll find you want a fantastic long-term love affair, a 'full bucket', and freedom to pursue your bliss -- to self-actualize and have a career. These days playing wife won't let you do that. The 'wife at home' model will get old real fast."
Chris nodded and accepted her feelings with a smile; "So you've felt this way too."
"Oh, hell yes. This is the man who made me a woman -- I gave him my virginity. I REALLY wanted to play wife with him. Fortunately, he nudged me in the right direction to pursue my larger bliss. While he made me a woman -- lower case, I'm the person that has to make me a WOMAN! -- all upper case." She hugged us both, then kissed me hard, looked at me and said, "Thank you lover!"
After a chat and a couple of texts to Holly and Sarah, we realized that we were on our own for dinner. Both Sarah and Holly were wrapped up with academics for the evening. The three of us went out for dinner; as usual, I felt great pride at escorting these two gorgeous women.
After dinner, the three of us got naked and settled into Chris' bed. Both women were reading texts as I edited galley proofs. We did this for an hour; we even set the clock so we would force ourselves to stop and 'relax' for the rest of the night. Thus, at ten o'clock immediately after the buzzer went off, I had two women sucking on my cock, and I had fingers buried in each of their pussies.
We got creative about how to spread one cock between two women. We each got fucked and had plenty of orgasms before we nestled into one another and went to sleep, each one of us washed in the love of the others and the love of the Universe.

*****Two days later, on Wednesday morning, I awoke about four o'clock. It was chilly and dark out. I lay awake worried about appearing on television that afternoon. I thought of all the really, really bad questions that the TV host would ask me that I'd stumble on and that would make me sound like a sex maniac or imbecile instead of a thoughtful author and researcher that happened to be living the life style I wrote about.
Mel leaned in and kissed me. "You're awake," she stated. I nodded. "You're worried about this afternoon?" I nodded in the dark again. "You might not listen to this twenty-one year old, but I am old beyond my years; you will do fine. Don't let whoever interviews you rattle your cage. If they ask you a bad question, rephrase it and answer the question you want to answer. That's what the politicians do; you can do it too."
She pulled my head to her breasts, and I happened to note that one of her semierect nipples just happened to end up in front of my lips. I latched on and sucked, feeling a certain relief at the erotic stimulation. Thus, the two of us happened to end up fucking in the early morning as a naked and satisfied Holly slept soundly right next to us.
When we were through, I kissed Mel and let her go back to sleep. I got up and padded around the house naked as jaybird, getting a very early breakfast and organizing my briefcase. Eventually, I tiptoed up to Chris' room where my clothes were. In the dark, I found my sneakers, running clothes, and a sweatshirt. Half an hour later, I was in the OSU stadium on the fifty-yard line doing my meditating. When I came back into this world, Chris was next to me also meditating. I waited silently for her to finish.
As she finished her time with the Universe, we both looked at each other. There was a little light, yet we could tell we were looking at each other. Chris said, "You know this is a once in a lifetime opportunity. Do you want to make love to me, right here, right now?" She pointed to the fifty-yard line next to us.
I did, and she did, and we did, right in the middle of the Buckeye Stadium on the fifty-yard line. We used our clothing as a bed. After our climax, we cuddled briefly and looked up at the lightening night sky; Orion was poised overhead, but slowly some stars were disappearing in the brighter sky. As we re-dressed in the chilly morning air, the sky started turned a beautiful midnight blue hue. We hugged, both well satisfied.



We trotted back to the house. Chris tried to add her reassurance regarding my television appearance to what Mel had told me only a short time earlier. I felt nervous and on edge. At home, we showered together, and I went off to the publishing house, still hoping to finish the galley proofs that day. Even with all the love I felt for Chris, Mel, Sarah, and Holly, I missed Lynn and Karen and wanted to see them again. I finally felt homesick.
I spent the morning making proof marks on the printed pages I'd been provided. I finished the book before noon. Paul and I went to lunch, and then I headed to the television studio for my mid-afternoon interview before a live studio audience. My palms were sweaty, my knees were knocking, my pulse was racing, and I kept having to urinate.
At the studio, a young and pretty production assistant came and retrieved me from reception and took me to the makeup room. "We'll just touch you up a little so you don't reflect too much under the studio lights," she explained. Another woman came in and proceeded to work on my face for ten minutes. As she finished, a young tech came in and fitted me with a wireless microphone. The first girl escorted me to a waiting room with six-month old magazines and torn chairs.
The door burst open about half-an-hour before show time and Maggie Moore came bursting into the room. Maggie, I had been told, was the hottest thing on TV in the Midwest. Her show was syndicated and ran on all the channels in the state from three to four o'clock just prior to the nationally syndicated Oprah Show. She was big stuff and destined for a national slot on one of the major networks.
She was cordial and friendly, and actually helped reduce my nervousness. She told me a few of the questions she planned to start with so that I'd have some time to think about them. She firmly told me that she wanted to be provocative, yet not cut me off at the knees or ruin our chances with the book. She looked me in the eye and said, "I want you to look good. I'm not the kind of emcee that's out to make you look bad. If we get in a blind alley for some reason, I'll sense it and take us in a different direction." She actually gave me a hug and told me not to worry, just be relaxed, and it would all be over within thirty or forty minutes of when we started. She was the expert. Only then, did I figure out that I was the key attraction on this afternoon's show.
She led me up to the studio. A man in shirtsleeves was explaining to the audience how they should applaud when the "applause" sign came on, and laugh and go Oooh and Aahh when they felt like it. He explained the mechanics of the show, and told them how the cameras would be moving around and often taking pictures of them. The audience, mostly women, all instantly adjusted their hair and checked their makeup.
I was given a seat where I could watch the start of the show from the wings of the stage. Then, I got the surprise of my life. Mel, Chris, Sarah, and Holly all suddenly appeared in the studio, each dressed to the nines. They came to me, and each woman hugged and kissed me and wished me luck. I noticed a camera taking pictures of the five of us, although we weren't on the air. There was a lot of touching and public loving; we ended with a group hug. After their loving wishes were completed, the four of them melted into the audience where four front-row seats appeared to already have their purses and coats on them. They'd gotten there very early to be able to hold those front row seats. God, I loved them.
The audience got revved-up by the announcer, canned music started playing, everyone stood and started cheering and clapping, and Maggie Moore came out and did her little dance that was apparently her trademark entry. She stood and did a short monologue that provoked lots of laughter, and then talked about who would be on the show that day and what we'd be talking about. It felt weird to hear my name mentioned; my God, I would be on television in seconds! I tried to suppress my urge to run out the side door.
I could hear some commercials playing in the background. Maggie's production assistant came and stood by me. She explained that when it was time she'd give me a nudge; I was to walk out, hug and kiss Maggie, and sit in the big beige chair next to Maggie's desk while she interviewed me. I suddenly had to pee again, but it was too late. I held my legs together.
Maggie went into a more extensive recitation of my background and my qualifications as an author and sociological researcher, and then she said, "And now, please give a warm welcome to Dr. Jim Rice." The production assistant gave me a large shove to Maggie. Amazingly, I strode confidently onto the stage and into the bright lights as the audience applauded. I gave a Hollywood hug and kiss to Maggie who gestured me into the large, beige chair.
After her welcome, Maggie started, "Jim, you have two books about to come out any day right?" I nodded, and she went on, "One is guaranteed to be a best seller if your readers understand what a 'polyandrous relationship; is. Right?"
"I guess you could say that, Maggie. Our society is still fascinated by different sexual life styles and certainly a relationship with mature, multiple partners in it is bound to hold fascination for many. It did for me, and that's what drew me into researching this life style and many extended family units that live that way."
Maggie asked, "How many people live this way?"
"Well, we estimate that of the 77 million family households in the country that between a half and two-percent are based on an intimate relationship between three or more people. That means there are between about half a million and two million households in polyamorous relationships in the United States." The whole audience went "Ouuuuuuu."
"What's the basis for such a relationship, Jim, and what about jealousy?" Maggie asked. I responded much as I had to Eleanor Davies a few nights earlier and talked about love, and how it was inconsistent with possessiveness and jealousy, that jealousy was a learned response that could be changed, and that real love dealt with unconditionally loving your partners and seeking to make them happy.
I happened to catch Chris' eye, and she was smiling at me confidently, sitting forward on her seat in rapt attention. She looked beautiful, and I felt her smile calm me. When I shifted my gaze to Mel, Sarah, and Holly, they too were sitting on the edge of their seats leaning forward.
Then, Maggie tossed me a curve ball, "Jim, don't you live in a relationship like this? Before you answer, I want to show our audience a little film clip one of our cameramen caught about fifteen minutes ago." She gestured to a monitor next to her desk. Up on the monitor came a two-minute clip of Mel, Chris, Sarah, and Holly hugging and kissing me, and wishing me good luck on the show. I was truly shocked and temporarily speechless. Suddenly, I saw that the picture had changed to a live shot of the four women sitting in the studio audience, each looking sophisticated, educated, sexy, and very much her own woman.
Maggie gave a brief exclamation of the clip, "Ladies and gentlemen, you just watched a film clip of some of Jim's extended family wishing him well on this show. It was taken about ten minutes before we went on the air. Who are these women Jim?" She gestured to the four girls in the front row.
I looked at Maggie trying to figure out what her next three questions were going to be, but nothing came to mind. I thought I was sinking fast. "The gorgeous women you refer to are part of my extended family, as you put it. I love each of them dearly, and I hope they feel the same way about me."
Maggie tossed a question out to the four women, "Ladies, are you in love with this man?"
A chorus of "Yes," "Absolutely," "The man of my dreams," and "I can't imagine anyone better," echoed through the studio up to the stage from my four lovers. The rest of the audience gave a huge round of applause. I wasn't sure whether they were applauding the girls or me or both ... or for that matter why.
Maggie turned to me, "How can you manage to keep these women happy?" Then, she added, "and satisfied?" The audience laughed, but leaned forward with curiosity.
I laughed too; I was getting into this TV thing. "Well, for one I believe in better living through chemistry. There are some marvelous drugs for men on the market that enables us to have improved endurance, staying power, and recovery time. Fortunately for me, the times they all ask for simultaneous satisfaction are rare, but not unheard-of. Lastly, we all love each other, and they are forgiving of me being a mere male of the species -- complete with all my limitations." The mostly female audience broke into uproarious laughter.
I'd apparently turned the table on Maggie; she appeared speechless. "Do you mean you've made love to all four of those women at once?"
"Yes," I responded. I didn't elaborate.
Maggie sat back in her chair and looked into the camera. "Ladies and gentlemen, we have a very unique person with us today. Wow!" She segued to a commercial break.
I was nervous about where she was going next, so when we returned from the station break and Maggie re-introduced me, I jumped in before she could ask another question. "The premise that a man or woman can only love one person is one that an increasing number of people challenge on many levels -- emotional and physical are just two of them. Intellectually, you can imagine it by realizing that you can have two or four or six children and love them all. For some reason, when it comes to our 'mates' we limit ourselves to only one, yet if you think about it there's no particular reason for it other than some artificial societal norms. Historically, it might have been a necessity for survival of the race but that's no longer true today." I went on and talked about how the need for couples had been as a protective measure for women in olden days and that religions and even the pagans institutionalized monogamy. "Now that women are independent and almost on an equal footing with men that is no longer necessary in many societies."
"Are you a Mormon?" Maggie shot at me.
"No, I'm not," I responded, "although I did interview several Mormon families or clans as part of my research. I am spiritual as are several of my ... errr ... 'friends.' I meditate daily and believe, as many do around the world, that we are working towards a unity with a Universal God -- a God that is within us and around us." I talked about how the Mormon's viewed group marriages as well as some Biblical viewpoints on the subject; those slants on the subject seemed to satisfy Maggie and her audience.
"Wow," Maggie said. "You are truly a unique individual. I must say I admire you for creating an independent life style for yourself. Don't you think it's terribly biased towards satisfying the male, though?" I saw the bait on the sexual bias question and thought for a second about how to dodge the bullet.
"Actually, Maggie, I'm the lone male in an all-female household. If anything I'm probably the one at a disadvantage. I should point out that one of the women is engaged to a young man that is part of our extended family."
Quick as a flash, Maggie looked out at the four women and asked, "Which one of you is that?" I saw one camera rapidly swing around to focus on the girls again. A man with boom microphone raced over to hold a mic near Mel. Mel raised her hand rather tentatively. I noticed on the TV monitor that the camera immediately zoomed in on her face.
"You are?" Maggie asked.
"Mel." She wisely didn't offer a last name.
Maggie posed the question, "So you have two lovers?"
Mel answered, "Yes," firmly and with authority.
Maggie asked, "Well, how do you split your time between them?"
"I've never seen it as a problem," Mel smiled and answered forthrightly. "If I'm with Jim, Rob ... errr ... my fiancé can be with one his other loves. Or vice versa."
"Do you feel ... taken advantage of? Or, how can I say this, sluttish?" Maggie asked.
Mel was on it, "Oh no, quite the contrary. I feel more loved and cared for than anyone else in your audience except my friends. I know I have two hunky men and all my friends that I can always turn to and absolutely count on in any situation, any time, anywhere. They will move heaven and earth to restore me to happiness and joy, and I will do the same for them. You don't find many people that you can say that about today. Our relationships are far from shallow sexual trysts that take place and blow away on the next wind. No, we have deep feelings and commitment to each other; more I might add that I've seen in many marriages -- including my parents." Mel nodded authoritatively; I was proud of her.
Maggie was speechless again, and the production girl was practically jumping up and down and waving her arms trying to get her attention for a commercial break. Finally, Maggie got a hold of herself and cut to the break.
After the commercial break, Maggie had composed herself and started wrapping up with me, "Jim, you are one of the most interesting guests we've had on this show. I'm also glad you brought your ... family with you to be in our audience." Maggie turned to the camera, "I'm going to ask Jim to come back in a few weeks so we can talk longer about polyamorous relationships and other relationship subjects. Meanwhile, Jim's book comes out next week, here's what the cover will look like," she held up a mock-up of the cover the publisher's PR person had apparently given her, "so please get a copy starting in a week or two. Jim, please stay with me." Maggie reached over and touched my arm in an intimate manner. She went on, "We have a special singing guest with us today, Ohio's own Lori Harding who's going to Hollywood as part of the next American Idol competition." The audience broke into spontaneous applause, and all attention shifted to a side stage where a small band started the introduction to a rock and roll ballad. Lori did have a pleasant voice. I just sat back and watched; figuring that my part on the show had been pretty well completed.
After Lori Harding's song, Maggie left me and walked out to greet her with a wireless mic in hand. The two talked for a couple of minutes, and then the band started playing the show's closeout theme song.
Maggie gestured me over. I came and met Lori, caught a pretty a good kiss from her, and then we stood as the audience gave us all a round of applause.
I heard a voice from back stage shout, "Your off." The production assistant rushed up to me, "Thanks, you were great." She pulled the microphone from my rear belt loop and lapel. Maggie came up and said, "You were perfect. This will be a famous show thanks to you. I hope we help your books sales. I'm so glad your Mel and friends were in the audience. She was great. I hope you bring her the next time."
"Maggie," I said, "they are each their own person. I don't control them. They are not 'my' anything except a person I love." I smiled at her, so I didn't come across as harsh or tutorial. She got the message and nodded. She added, "I wish I were part of your harem. Maybe we should talk more about that next time." She caught my shocked look and gave a giggle; the famous Maggie Moore had just propositioned me. She hugged me goodbye in a meaningful way, and then walked away with an extra waggle of her hips.
The girls and I stood in the wings getting ready to leave. The assistant asked us to stay if we could so that some of the audience members could ask informal questions, if we were OK with that. I looked at the girls, and they all thought it was all right. We stayed, moving out into the corner of the studio where we could be seen. As we stood I whispered to them that they might get some unpleasant comments and that they should prepare themselves to be called names and such. They all looked at me soberly upon that realization.
The assistant walked on stage, caught everyone's attention as they prepared to leave, and announced that we would take informal questions. We were mobbed. Many women in the audience came up and asked me what drugs I used, how to get her husband-boyfriend fired up, and some other VERY intimate questions. We spent over half an hour talking with the small crowd. I also had several business cards thrust at me with open-ended invitations to get in touch with them if I were in town again and 'lonely'. No one said anything derogatory to me.
The women were also fielding a whole lot of similar questions, except I thought they were at a more intimate level: "What's it like to make love to two guys at once? Were you always a lesbian? How do you choose who goes with whom? Are you bisexual, and how do you know? Don't you mind it when Jim goes off with one of the other women? Do you mind being with someone over twice your age? How'd you ever get started -- I want to do this? When Jim said you were spiritual, what did he mean? Do you have orgasms?" I actually heard some laughter from their group as they got into good side discussions. Sarah was the only one that had a bad experience; she said some woman told her she was a sinner and would burn in hell for what she was doing. I hugged her and told her she'd have a whole world of company, and that I'd hold her hand in any case. I think she got a little rattled by the Bible thumper.
Although it was early, we all went for dinner at a steakhouse. We had an animated conversation that went in a dozen different directions at once. Much of what we talked about was based on questions the women had asked of them that they had trouble answering. I helped them logic out the answers, showing them how a few basic principles can serve as the basis for resolving their dilemmas. I suggested that every time they found a difficult question that rather than try to answer it, they look at the underlying principles and values they apply in their lives regarding relationships and how they live.
Holly asked, "Can you give us an example?"
"Sure," I replied. "One question I heard someone ask you was 'How do you decide who pairs off with who?' Well, think back to our behaviors over the past week. Did we ever have an issue with this?" They shook their heads 'no'. "We started to operate on a couple of principles or ground rules: one was threesomes or more-somes are just fine -- we don't limit our lovemaking to only one other person; another was that a woman to woman encounter is just as valid as one between a man and a woman; another was we don't always have to be in the room when some of the others of us are making love; and another was as long as we care and love the person, it's all right to have a sexual encounter with them."
I went on, "So, I have to go home tomorrow. What do you all do? Well, based on just a few of those principles, you can have girl-girl relationships or encounters with all of you; you can enjoy Robbie when he's visiting again since you all expressed your care and love for him; or if one of you developed a loving and caring relationship with another person you might include them if the others felt the same way to him or her." The heads were nodding, as they understood.
Mel said to her housemates, "We talked about things like this in Florida a couple of years ago. It helped me get a philosophy of life as well as understand how I fit into society without blindly adhering to its mores."
Chris said, "I know you're leaving, and I just want to go on record to tell you I'm really going to miss you. I know we'll all feel that way. Having each other in our open relationship will help, but it won't be same with you gone."
"I'm not sure when I'll be back; however, Thanksgiving is about five or six weeks away and all of you are invited down." I grinned at them; "This year will be the Third Annual Thanksgiving Day Orgy." I started eating and left it to Mel to explain about the event and who the participants were. The others all looked interested.



Back at the house, I suggested that instead of a group session I wanted to spend individual time with each woman. This was my preference, and they all seemed content with that. I went off with Sarah first. We made tender and gentle love to each other; this seemed to be the mood she was in, and I adjusted to it. Although I didn't cum, I was able to bring her to several climaxes that really pleased her. We hugged and kissed, and I told her goodbye.
I went to Mel next. We loved, and I could please her as well. We both knew I'd see her in a few weeks at Thanksgiving, so we weren't as sad about my leaving as maybe some of the others were, plus Robbie was due back in Ohio in another two weeks. I asked her to spread him around a little so the others got some physical loving. She agreed, and said she'd probably have a hard time not sharing him now that he'd been intimate with all the others. I left her two Cialis tablets for him to use while he was there, and we had a good laugh over how a twenty-seven-year old man could become a sex monster with those pills; she was pleased with the concept. I kissed her goodbye.
My third visit of the evening was with Holly. She was teary about my departure, and I spent some time cheering her up. The fact that I had my cock buried in her warm pussy seemed to be the best remedy for her sadness, however. We really got into our lovemaking and worked up a sweat as we tried a dozen different positions and paces. I brought Holly to several orgasms before one of her more majestic climaxes rippled through her moist pussy in a way that milked my cock. I exploded into her with a full load, her shrieks and my moans echoing through the house. I lay with her for quite a while, holding and smoothing her as we talked about her life and future. Finally, I kissed her goodnight and goodbye.
Chris was my last stop and my nighttime companion. She was in bed naked reading when I walked into her room in the nude. I got a happy smile. She said, "I hope you haven't washed. I want to suck you a bit, and I hope you have some extra flavoring from Holly and the others." I nodded.
I lay beside her on the bed, and Chris moved over me into the traditional sixty-nine position. I feasted on the nectar from her moist pussy and relished her musky scent. Simultaneously, she was bringing me considerable pleasure as she sucked on my cock, even deep-throating me over and over again. Between my lust for her body and her taking me fully into her mouth and throat, I knew I'd better stop her or I'd explode down her throat; I wanted to be buried in her pussy when I came -- a matter of personal preference.
"Come around," I told her. "Sit on me or let me come over you. How can I bring you the most pleasure?"
"Come over me," she said. "Fuck me -- hard. Even be rough. I want to know I've been fucked when you finish. Ravish me."
She spread out beneath me, raising her legs bent at the knees to give me maximum access. I jammed myself into her body, and she shrieked in a combination of surprise and perhaps pain. I immediately started to hammer into her, slamming my body into hers. The headboard started to slam against the wall. She orgasmed almost immediately, but I went on unphased.
"Bitch," I told her, "I am going to fuck your brains out tonight. You will be sore and full of cum when I am through. You're my cunt! My slut! You'll fuck anything or anybody I tell you to won't you?" She nodded, an evil smile across her face.
She retorted, "Yes, I will. You like to watch me fucking other people don't you? You watched Rob with his cock deep in my pussy, didn't you? That turned you on. You're a pervert just like me. I'm your whore. If you want, I'll go out and find a stranger and bring him here so you can watch him fuck me -- to put his big cock in my pussy and pump away and make me cum." Chris came again a victim of her own fantasies and images. "Ooooooooooooh, fuck!" she exclaimed as it washed through her. I kept pounding into her, adjusting my stroke so the headboard didn't rattle the wall quite so much.
"You're right. I like watching you get fucked. Sometime when we have more time you can bring another person in and fuck his brains out while I watch. I hope he'll have a monster cock. One that'll stretch you out and leave a gaping hole in your pussy. You know we'll all come over and suck you clean after he's dumped his load in you, slut! All of you are sluts. You just love to fuck anything that you can -- even each other. Isn't that right, slut?"
"Yes. Yes. Oooooooooh fuck," Chris exclaimed as she started to cum yet again. This time was too much for me. I exploded with her. Our backs arched, and I held my groin against her pussy so that I was buried as deep as I could get into her; she could feel every jet, every squirt, every drop, and every twitch of my cock.
The pleasure passed us, and I fell to the bed, pulling her to her side. "Oh Jim, I love you so much," she said. "I can see I'm going to be spending a lot of money on airplane tickets to come and see you, to come and fuck you. Will Lynn and Karen let me fuck your brains out? Oh, and Rachel and Bev? Who am I forgetting?"
"Of course," I said, kissing her tenderly. "You haven't met them, but they think and act just the way you do -- and Mel; all of you. They share. They'll join in. They'll clean you up with their tongues. They're older than you, you know, but they're just as full of love, lust, and sexual desire as any of us. We amaze each other sometimes. It's a huge myth that your sexual desire wanes as you get older."
We hugged and kissed for quite a while. Chris told me she was definitely going to come for the Thanksgiving Orgy although the rest of her family would miss her. She'd told me she came from a large family, so I knew it wouldn't devastate anyone that she was off visiting a 'boyfriend'. I felt proud to be categorized as her boyfriend and told her so.
Chris dimmed the lights, and we fell asleep in each other's arms again. Chris woke me in the middle of the night, and we made love again in the near darkness of her room, the streetlight outside her window providing the only real light to see by. In that limited light, Chris' large breasts, the curves of her body, the small patch of pubic hair, all were contrasting highlights and almost amplified because of the shadows cast across her beautiful body. I loved them all. I loved her.
This time our lovemaking was very tender. The words I told her as we loved were nothing like the coarse slurs and language we'd used with each other hours before, rather they were words of love, of caring, of commitment, and of devotion. We both came again, and then slept some more, again with my cum pooled in her pussy.
I'd set Chris' clock, and the small chime went off at six. It was still dark outside. Chris and I hugged and kissed for five minutes then she accompanied me into the shower. As I stood there with the warm water cascading over me, Chris gave me a most memorable blowjob. I allowed her to catch my load of cum, and it splashed into her mouth with a little of the shower water. I felt totally drained by the four women.
I dressed while Chris sat nude on the bed in a most alluring pose, her pussy fully exposed to me, and even her vagina showing a gaping dark hole when I could put my cock. She knew she was affecting me and loved every second of it. I came to the bed and ran my tongue up her slit; I inserted my fingers into her cunt and pumped slightly -- enough to capture some of her juices. "I'll have these to remember you by on the flight," I told her as I pulled my hand from her. She looked pleased.
We hugged and kissed goodbye, her beautiful, curvy, naked body pressed against mine. As much as I hated to go, I left the house and drove to the airport to catch the combination of flights back to Sarasota -- back to Lynn and Karen.
On the plane, I slept a little and even meditated. From time to time, I held my fingers beneath my nose and inhaled the musky aroma of Chris' nectar. I conjured up the sweet memories of making love to the four co-eds and dreamed ahead to what the Third Annual Thanksgiving Day Orgy might be like if all of them came and joined us.
* * * * *
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I awoke in the middle of the night and basked in the love I felt. I was nestled between two beautiful and shapely nude women both of whom slept comfortably and soundly next to me as they had almost every night for the past three years. The sheet had slid down and exposed Karen's taut breasts; she had one leg seductively outside the covers. On my other side, Lynn lay on her stomach uncovered by the bedding on this summer night; her blond hair was spread around her angelic face that was turned towards me. A dim nightlight from the bathroom provided enough light for me to see them in their beauty. The three of us had fallen asleep sexually sated after spending almost two hours together delivering mind-blowing orgasms to each other. When we'd decided to sleep we were each aglow with the perspiration of our lovemaking, but that had evaporated long ago in the warm night air of our bedroom. I silently said, "Thank you Universe," and allowed my body to snuggle against Lynn.
When I awoke the second time, three more hours had past. The digital numbers on the bedside clock let me know that first light would start in half an hour. I hitched myself down the bed leaving my two lovers abed.
Fifteen minutes later I walked towards the Gulf of Mexico from my car. Lido Beach is one of the best beaches in the world and it is only a short walk from downtown Sarasota, Florida. I lived right on the edge of the City in large house with Lynn and Karen, thus, I could be at the beach in less than five minutes from the house -- thirty minutes if I walked.
I sat near the edge of the surf in my cutoffs. I was shirtless, enjoying the feel of the warm night air as it glided towards the water that morning. Later in the day the breeze would shift and bring moist air from the water over the land; afternoon thunderstorms would tower over the State. This part of Florida was the lightning capital of the world.
I slid into my morning meditation, reminding myself as I often did of the components of affirmative prayer: acknowledge the infinite nature of God; align myself with that knowledge and know that I am a spiritual being having a human experience; affirm my unity with the abundance and well-being of the Universe and that infinity of Love; and accept with gratitude the prosperity and wealth the Universe has already provided me.
When I returned to this level of consciousness the sky was still midnight blue in the west, however, the eastern sky was bright heralding the arrival of a beautiful sunrise. I had been meditating for over half-an-hour. My Inner Voice left me calm and confident about the day and the many things I hoped to get done.
Back at the house I shed my shorts to enjoy my nakedness and let the dampness of the seashore and morning evaporate from my body. I made coffee, poured three glasses of orange juice, put out our cereal bowls and put the favorites in each one.
Karen came into the kitchen rubbing the sleep from her eyes. Her beautiful body made my cock stir even though I had no intention of making love with her at that point. She came and kissed me, pressing her nakedness against me again. She said softly to me, "Thank you for making love to me the way you did last night. You know, I never tire of you. You excite me every hour of every day. I love you." She held my face in her hands and kissed me, flicking her tongue into my mouth in a gesture of passion and heat and a reminder of our time together the night before.
I couldn't help but rise even further, my penis now arching out from my body giving every indication of interest in copulating again with my lover. Karen held my body in her arms at just the right distance so she could rub her breasts across my chest, thereby exciting her nipples until they were hard, erect points that delivered even more stimulation to me as I felt them I brought both hands up to her breasts and used my thumbs to rub across her areolas and nips.
"Watching you two is turning me on. Unless we're going to be late to work I think you'd better stop." Lynn was leaning against the doorframe brushing out her long blond hair. She was also nude and the sight of her lithe body made me harden even further.
Karen and Lynn locked eyes for a moment. Then they both simultaneously said, "Late for work."
They both pulled me back to the bedroom when they started in on me with a double dose of morning blowjob. They were leaning over me with their legs spread slightly and I was driving the fingers of each hand into each of their pussies. Their breasts swayed tantalizingly close to my mouth.
Karen moved up and French kissed with me for a few moments, then whispered to me, "Fuck Lynn. I had your cum last night." I nodded. She pulled Lynn into position beside me.
I moved over Lynn and gently inserted my hard cock into her slippery tunnel. She was ready and groaned her willing acceptance of my rod as I slid into her lover's sheath. Karen initially lay beside us stroking her clitoris then came closer so she could suck and tongue Lynn's taut breasts. We were able to kiss one another in this position and certainly took advantage of that fact.
Lynn was insistent and not in a mood to waste time. She wanted her climax and she wanted my cum. She told me so in no uncertain terms. Karen was teaching her to be more vocal in our lovemaking -- me too for that matter.
As I thrust into Lynn's body I was able to shift slightly to one side so I had a free hand. I used my fingers to thrust into Karen's hot box, synching with the pace I was driving into Lynn. We'd done this often before and we all liked it for often our horny trio could cum together.
Suddenly I felt that urge deep within my lower body. I knew my orgasm was imminent. I asked Lynn if she wanted my cum and she said, "Oh yes, every drop. Put it in me lover." She raised her head and kissed me, our tongues lashing out at one another. We both turned the favor to Karen as well.
I slammed ever harder into Lynn's cunt, my last dozen thrusts coaxing every drop of semen from my large balls into my convulsing cock. I jetted my love into Lynn. She moaned an "Ooooh fuck," and came with me. From beside us I felt Karen's legs squeeze my hand into her pussy as well; she came with a similar moan, "Ooooooh my God, that feels soooooo goooooood!"
I fell onto Lynn. We both pulled Karen to us. We were as close and as intimate as three people could be as we each gasped for air and whispered words of love to each other. What a great way to start the day.
We all lay there cuddled together until Karen said, "You know I have a nine o'clock meeting that I could still make if we leave all this behind us for a few hours."
Lynn let out a huge sigh then hugged me fiercely using her legs to pull me into her pussy one more time. I took the hint and dismounted. The three of us showered together. I left the two of them to finish dressing and went into the kitchen again in my cutoffs.
Lynn came into the kitchen as Karen and I were eating our cereal and reminded us that Mel and Robbie were coming over for dinner. Mel, Lynn's daughter and also one of my lovers, had graduated from Ohio State the month before and had taken a permanent job in the financial services support group at Emptive Aerospace -- the same company that Lynn, Karen and her fiancé Robbie Winters worked for. We hadn't seen too much of her since she'd arrived in Florida; she'd either been at work or sequestered at Robbie's apartment, most likely in the missionary position I thought.
Robbie also had not been around as much as he'd been when Mel was up at OSU. He would come by to see Lynn and Karen and have some love time with them. He was also part of our extended family (see the full story on the Lit website), and I found myself missing his youthful exuberance and enthusiasm for life.
Karen and Lynn left for work after breakfast. I noted that Karen could probably make her morning meeting on time but just barely. I started my day. I had another book I'd started about relationship building and I still had a lot of research to do before I actually started to bang out the text for it.
*****
I had just finished making a large salad for all of us when a cold pair of hands covered my eyes and a sweet voice said, "Guess who?"
It was Mel, of course. She melted into my arms and pressed her curvy young body into mine. I responded, of course; I always did with Mel. Here I was in my mid-fifties being accosted by someone about thirty-plus years younger; I'd give her all day to stop.
We hugged and kissed, Mel thrust her tongue down my throat and whispered, "I've really missed you and tonight we're going to fix that."
"Why so busy?" I asked.
"We've been planning our relationship," Mel said. "You'd be proud of us. We've talked through all the things that couples seem to fight about and talking about our goals and how we think about those things."
"Like what," I asked with great interest.
Mel responded, "Well, we've talked about money, of course, and what we need to spend it on and how we'll save it and so on; sex, children -- both having them and raising them; household chores -- who does what, including sexual stereotypes and roles; how we'll resolve our differences when they do come up -- how we'll fight; how we'll handle work-fun balance; neatness; in-laws and lots of other stuff. Why we even talked about our relationship with all you guys."
Karen and Lynn had come into the kitchen while Mel talked about what Robbie and she had been resolving.
"I'm amazed," I said, "and very pleased. If you can talk openly about all this stuff ahead of time, it'll make it easier later when you have to face those situations or have decisions or arguments. Are you using some kind of book or something?"
Mel laughed, "Well, I have a questionnaire from an old issue of Cosmo that at least got us started. I found some other stuff on the Internet. We've made up a lot of the areas we wanted to talk about."
"OH," she screamed as she hugged Karen and Lynn, "I forgot. We also talked about a wedding. We want to get married on Saturday, August 29 down at the beach, sort of quasi-formal -- if you know what I mean. Robbie and I will be in regular wedding stuff -- white dress and tux -- and guests will be on the dressy side. What do you think?"
I watched with pleasure as the three females all started talking at once. No one stopped talking; but each was fully absorbing what the other two were saying. Robbie and I looked at each other and shrugged. Robbie poured us each some wine as the animated conversations went on with no fewer than two women talking at once. I finished the salad and Rob and I went out to the pool deck.
"I'm very proud of the two of you for talking through all that stuff," I told Robbie.
"Well, Mel brought it up and I was all for it. It took a lot longer than I thought it would. I thought it'd take a couple of evenings, but just as we thought we were getting near the end one of us would think of some area we hadn't talked about. My Mom and Dad made some suggestions too. Anyway, that's what we've been doing all month since Mel got here." He gave a huge sign and looked at me funny, "What'd you think, we were just doing nothing but screwing all the time?"
"That thought did cross my mind just this morning. Funny you should mention that." I grinned at him. We both laughed.
The girls came out to the patio carrying their wines. Karen was hugging Mel and Lynn looked mother-of-the-bride-ish. "We have sooooooo much to do," Lynn announced. She rattled off a list that included caterers, preparing the house for relatives and parties, creating a reception, and of course, everyone needed new dresses.
Mel rolled her eyes and said, "Mother! It'll all take care of itself. It's not a stress situation. Let's chill and make this really fun and not work." Lynn looked doubtful. Karen and the rest of us laughed at her worried look.
I went and held Lynn. "Darling," I said, "you worry about being as beautiful as you usually are. I'LL make the rest of it happen. I've been thinking about this on and off since Mel got engaged. Most importantly, I bet Mel and Robbie have been thinking about this and what they want to have happen is more important than any ideas we have." I turned to the two of them and asked, "Right?"
"Right!" both of them said. Mel added, "And, I don't want to talk about details or plans tonight. Just how much fun it will be." She paused, "Now, I'm hungry. Don't you guys ever eat around here? You never have good munchies."
*****
After dinner, Mel slid into my lap while we were still at the dinner table. We hugged and kissed. Robbie knelt between Karen and Lynn, and alternately engaging each woman in kissing and other romantic gestures. It wasn't too long before the three of them excused themselves and disappeared into the guest bedroom.
Mel pulled me into the master bedroom. We slowly stripped the clothing from each other, kissing the exposed skin of one another as we did so. Mel sucked on my nipples, a very stimulating and erotic gesture that made my cock inflate rapidly. I had taken Cialis at lunch so it wasn't about to deflate anytime soon either.
As Mel's firm, round breasts were exposed from her blouse; I balanced the weight of each one in my hands, feeling their firmness and the tightness of the skin across and around each breast. I examined the dark areolas, running my thumbs around the different textured skin. Then I lowered my head to her breasts and sucked each nipple into my mouth, using my lips and tongue to excite and stimulate. My God she was a sexy woman and I love her so.
We shed the rest of our clothing quickly and snuggled in next to each other on the bed. As we were kissing, I inserted my two middle finders in Mel's cunt and then started a slow finger fuck. I ramped up the speed each fifteen seconds until I was jamming those fingers into and out of her at a very rapid rate.
Mel's body arched and she vocalized, "Oh, my God. Jimmmmmmmm. What are you doing to me? Oh shit, Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum. Oh, don't stop. Oooooooooooh!"
Suddenly Mel's legs clasped my hand to her pussy, almost preventing any motion. I stopped my hand motion into her and just held tightly onto her, two fingers inside and the others pressing against the front of her pubes from the outside.
We kissed hard again and Mel pulled me into her. "Oh, Jim I love you so. I'm so glad we can do this -- that Robbie's OK with this and you are the way you are. I'm so happy with my life, all our lives, and what the future looks like." She kissed me hard again.
Mel scooted down the bed and I let her grab my cock and ingest it into her mouth. Her long blond hair fell around my balls and lower abdomen as she moved around. She was so talented at this aspect of our lovemaking now, I marveled at her capability. In seconds, she had me hard as a rock and writhing around the bed in exquisite pleasure. In a couple of minutes I had to stop her lest she bring me off in her mouth, something she had done often but I much preferred a vaginal cum shot when given the opportunity.
Mel knew all this and grinned at me as she pulled away from my penis after one more deep throat move that nearly made me explode. She came up and we kissed some more as I cooled down from the over-stimulation she'd provided. She put a leg over me and trapped my cock between my body and her moist slit then she rolled her hips fucking me between us. She tossed her blond mane around my face and chest.
Finally, to sate my increasing desire Mel reached down and fondled my cock one more time then positioned it at the entry to her vagina and slowly allowed her body to slither down my steel rod. The penetration was almost too much for me, but I held off and appreciated the velvety feeling of our union.
I had Mel's shapely and curvy legs tightly against my sides, her thighs slightly higher and in motion as she rode me. Her flat stomach rubbed against my own. When she would bend down so we could kiss, I could feel her nipples come in contact with my chest and then the pressure of her entire breasts as she mashed them into me. Of course, I could feel the warmth and wetness of her cunt as my rod oscillated into and out of her body. Every one of these moves and feelings pushed me higher and higher up the sexual satisfaction scale. I could tell she was getting near too.
Finally, we both went over the top and exploded into each other with magnificent orgasms. Our backs arched into each other. Our breathing ceased for half a minute as the waves of pleasure washed through our bodies and we tried to prolong their presence. Mel's cuntal muscles spasmed around my cock and milked my fluids into her. I was jammed tightly against her body with my own.
Then, within seconds of one another, all of these autonomic responses ceased and we came back to this level of consciousness -- this part of the Universe. I pulled Mel to me in a deep kiss and embrace. I told her I loved her and that I was one of her 'forever lovers'. We cuddled together for a while stroking each other all over as we remained coupled.
Mel finally asked, "You know who misses you more than anyone you can imagine?"
I wasn't yet on her wavelength, so I asked blithely, "No, who?"
"Chris," she said. "Not to mention the other girls, but mostly Chris. I talked to her this morning. She was almost in tears about not being able to be with you. She's still remembering her spring break down here."
"Well," I said in a more serious tone, "I miss her too. I haven't phoned and I know I should. I feel bad that we can be together but I don't know what to do about it, what with her workload and all at grad school. I think we talked a week ago though. I didn't realize she was ... stressed out about it."
Mel kissed me gently. "Well, she is. She's got another month or two and then she'll have finished her last courses and thesis -- she'll have her Masters degree. Do you know what she wants to do next?"
"No," I said, "we've never talked about it."
"She wants to come and be near you. She loves you." Mel kissed me again.
"Wow!" I said that'd be great. Are there jobs here ... things that will interest her? I hope she's not planning to work at Emptive Aero -- we have too many family members there already." I grinned at Mel.
Mel said, "I don't know what you do with a Poly Sci masters? Teach? Run for office? Work in government?" Mel said. "I can't believe we lived together for two years and I never asked her that question."
"I'll call her tomorrow," I said.
Mel thought for a while then said, "No, let's call her now." She looked at me and I nodded my ascent.
I picked up the bedside phone and dialed Chris' cell phone from memory; I turned on the speakerphone feature. In a few seconds we could hear her fumbling to get the phone to her ear. She said "Hello." She sounded distracted or sleepy; I couldn't tell which.
"Hi Darling. It's Mel and me calling to say hello."
"Oh, I'm so glad you called. I think about you ALL the time. I'm sad I can't be with you guys. I REALLY miss you and ... well, I'm so horny." She paused, "What are you two doing? Are you doing what I think you're doing?"
Mel leaned towards the speakerphone, "Not quite; we just finished a lovely fuck about fifteen minutes ago. We've been cuddling and talking about you so we thought we'd call. We both love you, you know."
"Oh, now I really, REALLY wish I was there. I'm about six or eight weeks from finishing. Did Mel tell you I want to come to Sarasota?"



"Yes, that's why we called. What are you going to do here? What do you want to do? Sarasota is not the big city -- it's mostly a resort town with a lot of elderly people in it. Can we help in some way?"
"Well, first, when I get there I am going to give you the best blowjob you've ever had and then we're both going to fuck each other's brains out for at least a day. I assume Lynn and Karen will go along with that. THEN I may already have a little something in my basket that will actually pay me handsomely but require some travel from time to time. So I think I'm going to be all set for a job, at least it looks that way. I don't want to tell you until I get there -- I think it's going to be a pleasant surprise. As for a place to live ... I'll have to figure that ... I have some decisions to make ... some things to think about ..."
"Before you finish that sentence, you should think about living here;" I said, "at least if you're interested in that idea. We have two empty bedrooms and some very large beds, as you'll recall. Think about it."
Chris said, "Oh wow. Karen and Lynn wouldn't mind? Can you be sure they'd accept me? I mean it's one thing for me to visit like I did on spring break, but another for me to live there." She paused again then added, "Look, I'll accept your invitation for a couple of weeks and then we'll see how we all feel about a three-female-one-male household."
"Oh great!" Mel practically shouted into the phone. She went on, "The other thing, Chris, is you have to save August 29. Robbie and I are going to get married that day and it's a big party. Put it on your calendar. You're going to be in the wedding but I'm not sure whether 'brides' maids' is the right term for what I'm thinking of because I want everyone I know to be involved. I'll talk to you tomorrow or the next and explain." She paused, "Right now, I think Jim's good for another round and I'm going to give you some motivation to come here by telling you to hurry!" We all laughed.
Chris said, "Do it now. Do it while I listen. I'll bring myself off. Tell me what you're going to one another. Please. Pretty please."
Mel and I looked at each other and grinned. She said, "We'd be delighted, but you have to talk to us too."
I could hear Chris put her phone into speakerphone mode. Chris said, "Well right now, I am taking every stitch of clothing off. There! Now I'm naked. I'm bringing my nips to ... oh, that feels good. I'm making my nips erect and rubbing them. I can even such on them." There was a short silence. "I'm rubbing my skin all over. What are you guys doing?"
I started, "Well, Mel just put my cock in her mouth and she's being pretty successful about getting me hard again. She's left me her pussy up where I can lick and suck. Just a moment I'm going to be busy licking our juices up from a while ago."
Chris' started, "Mel, suck that rod. Deep throat him." Mel did. "Rub his balls too. Don't neglect those but be gentle, just kiss and lick them." Mel did. "Now stroke that long pole -- keep stroking him. I'm fingering my little man right now -- my clit, and it feels soooo good I probably won't stop until I cum. This is so sexy. I have my eyes closed and I'm visualizing that I'm right beside you guys doing this as you two fuck."
Mel came off my rod and opened her legs to me. She said to Chris, "Jim's eating my pussy now. Ooooooh. He's ... oh, my God ... he's fucking me with his tongue. Euuuuu. He just lightly bit my clit. He's making me get near ... ooooooh ... I'm gonna ... I'm cuming." There was a long silence as Mel arched her back and leaned into me with her orgasm.
Chris picked up the slack in our erotic conversation, "Well, I'm right on the edge but I think I'll wait until you two guys cum together. I can just stroke and hold off and stroke and hold off."
I told Chris, "Chris, stick your fingers into your cunt. Hold the phone down there. I want to hear all those juices of yours flowing."
We were all silent for a moment then through the speakerphone Mel and I could hear unmistakable rhythmic slurping sounds. It was Chris' fingers thrusting into her cunt. I could visualize the act; I could even smell her unique musky sexual smell as we listened to the sound.
I was thrusting my fingers into Mel again and using my mouth on her cunt, searching for and using my tongue on her clit. The long-distance sounds still came from the speakerphone along with Chris' moaning and then pleading with us to get on with it so she could cum with us.
I was rigid and the head of my cock was a purple color from the stimulation Mel had provided and from what Chris and we were doing. I slid up the bed and buried myself into Mel's cunt. Mel gave a little shriek. "Oh, Chris," she panted, "Jim just drove his cock into my cunt. Oh, this feels so good. Oh God, he's hitting my G-spot." She shrieked again, "Oh. Wow. He just reached under me and drove a finger in my ass for a moment. Oh God this is so sexy. I'm so sexed up it's going to take me a week to get back to normal. Oh fuck. Oh, Chris, I'm going to cum."
I yelled towards the phone, "I'm going to cum too, Chris. I'm near. I can ... ooooh fuck ... Mel's pussy is starting to spasm around my penis. I can feel this ... I'm starting ... I'm on the edge ... oh, I can't stop now ... I'M THERE!!!!"
We heard a long shriek from the telephone as Chris allowed herself an orgasm. Mel was slightly ahead of me. I blasted jet after jet of cum into her warm sheath, adding to the cum I'd put there almost an hour earlier. I was groaning. Mel was groaning. Chris was groaning.
Finally, Mel said, "I'm sorry Chris I couldn't talk. I came -- big time. I just couldn't do anything other than make weak noises. Did you cum? I heard you, I think."
After a long silence a voice came over the speakerphone, "Oh yes, I came. I came with the fingers of one hand buried in my pussy -- thrusting in and out of me, and the fingers of my other hand rubbing my clit. It was nice and warm and wooly. Thank you guys. I had my eyes closed and I felt I was right there on the bed with you both. I'm so glad I was there just a couple of months ago; it makes it easier for me to visualize all this."
"Chris," I said, "we love you."
"Oh, I love you guys -- sexually, emotionally, romantically, spiritually, every way I can think of. All I want to do is be down there with you guys. Oh, I'm going to jill off every night from now until I do have the two of you in a bed somewhere. This was so nice."
"I'll call you tomorrow night and help you," I told her.
"Or I might call you too," Mel said with a grin. "Maybe I'll call you when Robbie and I are about to have a session and we can do something like we just did. He also misses you. He's getting more vocal about sex. I think Karen is teaching him some great vocabulary. They're n the other room in case you couldn't guess."
We talked a little more and then bid Chris a lovely night and dreamy sleep. We told her we'd hold her in our dreams. Mel and I snuggled up and fell asleep. I actually did dream of the two of them.
*****
The next morning I peeked into the guest room on the way to the beach for my morning meditation session. Robbie was cradling Lynn against his chest; her long blond locks cascaded down his naked body towards his flaccid penis. Karen was tight against him sleeping on her back, her head on his shoulder. The three of them looked like they'd had an exhaustive night; they were all sleeping soundly. I slipped out of the house.
An hour later I came back from the beach feeling uplifted and in touch with the universe at large. It was a good feeling. There was some morning fog that was only now beginning to burn off. I slid back into bed and spooned in behind Mel, my relaxed cock slipping behind her butt. She waggled back into me weakly letting me know she was just barely awake. She pulled one of my hands to her bosom and forced me to stroke her. I continued lightly stroking her, not to tickle but to arouse.
Mel and I made love again. It was soft and gentle; well, it would have been except for the last two minutes when we both really got carried away with our climaxes. We lay coupled together enjoying the afterglow of our session.
Karen came into the bedroom and slithered across the bed to where we were lying. She spooned in behind Mel and kissed the two of us. "We had a wonderful time with Robbie last night," she said to Mel. "Thank you for sharing him with us."
"He's not mine to share. He's his own man. I'm just so glad he loves you guys and feels comfortable letting me be with you and Jim." I felt the muscles in Mel's pussy squeeze my cock as she said my name. "We love you all and I know you love us -- as a couple and individually. Thank you all." Mel kissed me and then turned and kissed Karen.
We lay there for a while then someone suggested a group shower. We had fun identifying and washing each body part on each of us. It was a long shower. Turns out there are lots of body parts.
*****
Mel and Karen were wearing only bikini bottoms around the kitchen as we all put a breakfast together. Since it was a Saturday there was no rush and we decided to do a relatively big brunch of eggs benedict. I was mesmerized by the sight of four gloriously large breasts swaying from task to task as the girls worked up their part of breakfast. Both were obviously aware of the effect their near nudity was having on me and played me like a cheap banjo.
The three of us sat down to eat and had taken about two bites when we heard a shriek of sexual pleasure come through the door of the nearby guest room. Robbie and Lynn had apparently found each other in the morning light. We grinned at each other and kept eating.
After breakfast, I got a pad of paper and pulled Mel out onto the back patio. There was a boat of fishermen about two-hundred feet off the seawall, but it didn't seem to bother Mel or Karen who continued to walk around the patio without their bikini bras. Mel and I sat and talked about the wedding.
In an hour we'd made a first cut at a guest list and Mel's vision of the ceremony, catering, venue, dancing, music, photography and everything else we could think of. We even talked about who'd sleep with whom so that everyone was as happy as they could be. I said that I'd try to deliver what she wanted but I knew I'd have lots of questions along the way and we'd talk a lot.
"Just don't let my mother get stressed out," Mel said. "I don't want her to be a mother. She's one of my best friends and I don't want to back slide to a mother-daughter thing. I like this arrangement much better." She glanced towards the guest room and added, "I think Robbie does too." She laughed.
I nodded and told her to refer all questions to me. Karen came and sat with us and Mel ran through her thinking one more time. Karen thought she had great ideas and they hugged their mutual appreciation. I was in erotic orbit watching those four glorious naked mounds of flesh press against each other.
Lynn and Robbie eventually appeared. Robbie had his famous plaid boxers on and Lynn was nude. They both had that happy, just fucked look on their faces. I could also see two sets of binoculars being rapidly passed between the five fishermen on the boat anchored in mid-channel.
*****
Friday nights over the spring and summer Karen and Rachel switched places; sometimes Lynn went with Karen. No one actually posited that they should do this or that it had to be that day of the week; it just started to happen. Although I'd never watched it, I'd heard of a TV show called Wife Swap; as I understood the show I thought they were missing a key ingredient in their plot line but that would probably be carrying reality TV a little too far.
Rachel was Karen's older sister. Together with Carl, her husband, they had joined our extended family years earlier when they lived in Denver. Before that time, the sisters didn't talk too much and Karen was almost estranged from her mother, Bev Price, for no particular reason other than held over luggage from her adolescence. Carl and Rachel had four nice kids all pre-teen and unquestioning regarding that their Aunt Karen came to visit once a week while Mommy was away. They all had fun and Carl always knew if it was not a good night at the house for them to sleep together that he could come by any other time at our place and visit. Further, the fact that we played the role of baby sitters fairly often was also in the mix.
Years before when they first visited us, Rachel and Carl had been amazed at Karen's life style living in harmony with Lynn and me. They had come to visit over a long New Year's weekend and became part of our extended family life style. After that week they both decided to move from Denver to Sarasota to be near all of us and be closer family members. Over the year leading up to their move Rachel slimmed down and paid much more attention to her dress, motivated in part by her mother who was the head fashion buyer for Federated Department Stores. Carl had also started an aggressive exercise and weight program and really buffed up. Both were dear people and I loved them both.
Rachel still worked in banking and had managed a lateral transfer within Bank of America when she moved to Florida. The move enabled Carl to find a better job since he was able to job hunt with more diligence once he was on the ground in Sarasota. Carl was now a sales engineer for a software gaming company; the downside of the job was he was away a couple of nights some weeks.
The second Friday in July, Rachel came by the house after work. We hugged and kissed warmly. She lightly bit my ear lobe. "I hope you've saved yourself for me today?" she whispered in my ear.
"Oh, I think we all have," I responded. "Lynn is joining us tonight. I believe she wanted some Sapphic love tonight from you when I am weak and withered."
"Well, this will be a memorable evening," she said. "I'm going to change and take a dip in your lovely pool." With that she disappeared into the guest room. Rachel never had to carry clothing to our home; she'd not only left a wardrobe in the guest room but was part of a clothes swapping ring Karen, Lynn and Rachel formed informally.
Ten minutes later Rachel appeared in a knockout bikini I'd never seen before. "Wow!" I exclaimed. "You are beautiful in that, and I shall take great pleasure in removing it from your lovely body after dinner and ... well, whatever comes to mind."
"I'm all yours," she said, pressing her hips into my groin and making sure her breasts were right where I couldn't avoid them with my wandering eyes.
Rachel kissed me, pulled away, and walked outside to the pool. I watched every waggle, jiggle and jolt her body made as she walked away from me. What a luscious body. I could feel myself hardening just seeing her lovely skin. At the edge of the pool she executed a flawless dive into the deep end. She surfaced and just floated, enjoying the feel of the sun's rays on her body and the cooling action of the water.
I was getting us both some wine when Lynn came in from the garage. "Hi Lover." She came right to me and hugged me tightly and kissed me. "I've missed you all day."
"And I've missed you. We could have stayed in bed or played all day." I put a pretend hurt look on my face as I held her.
"Well somebody's got you mildly excited," she said as she felt my fullness through her dress. She looked around. "Oh, I see now! Rachel's already here and she's started the action."
"No, not yet," I said. "I'm just a victim of my own fantasies." She laughed.
"Well, I'm going swimming too. You should get with the agenda." She headed off to our bedroom to change.
Lynn in a swimsuit would stop traffic on the land, sea and air. Today was no exception. Further, and to be sure I would rise to the occasion, she dispensed with the bra and only wore the bottom of her bikini. She told me this was to avoid tan lines. I thought, "Yea, right!" Lynn, and for that matter Rachel are what you would call "stacked." Lynn has full mature breasts with large areolas and nips that rise to the occasion when properly stimulated; I was always trying to do that proper thing when she was around.
I'd put our wines and some cheeses on the patio table. I went and changed. All this was too good to miss. About a minute later, I joined the two of them in the pool. They were kissing and sensuously exploring each other's mouths and faces with their tongues. Three years earlier neither woman would ever have entertained the idea of a Sapphic relationship; now they were constantly seeking each other out for intimacy, passion and renewed commitment. The male members of the extended family thought the relationships were wonderful and a major source of contentment, companionship and eroticism in the extended family.
I dove in and joined the two of them. We shared kisses and hugs equally. Rachel and I stroked Lynn's beautiful round breasts since they were exposed. Lynn leaned back with her eyes closed, basking in the warm sun and the messages of love and passion we were both sending to her. Finally, she could take no more; she ducked under the water and pushed away from us. When she surfaced twenty feet away, she looked at the two of us and said, "No fair. I'm already turning to mush and the two of you are just sex devils sent to torment me. I'm thirsty and hungry."
Lynn led all of us out of the pool and up onto the patio to the waiting wine and hors d'oeuvres. As we nibbled on my prepared snacks a dinner cruise boat slowly motored by the house, about fifty feet off the seawall. Lynn made no attempt to cover herself; she just turned her back on the boat and continued to converse with us. Those on the boat could clearly see she was topless but could see little else except our animated conversation about dinner, her bare back and perhaps the swell of her breasts from an oblique angle. Eat your hearts out tour boat riders; I had a front row seat.
I had prepared some cold pasta and a large salad. As the dinner boat disappeared from view the three of us went in, appreciating the air conditioning, and had dinner at the kitchen isle. The sunset was spectacular that evening, a panoply of reds and oranges that gave way to majestic grays and deep midnight blues. The three of us were back in the pool after dinner, ignoring the adage about waiting an hour after you eat before you swim or whatever it was. This time we were nude and enjoying the feeling of each other's bodies when we encountered each other and as we watched the colorful hues of the sky fade to dark. Fortunately, both of my neighbors were snow birds -- they wouldn't reappear until November.
Eventually, I sat on the edge of the pool. Rachel started and then Lynn joined her in giving me a royal blowjob. They traded my stick back and forth between their mouths and, of course, I kept getting harder and harder. When I was "well done" I suggested that they come out of the pool so I could pleasure them as well. They both did and I led them to the oversize lounger that we had on the patio. I lay down and Rachel came over me, slowly lowering her dripping cunt onto my cock. We stroked a few times as I reached beside me and fingered Lynn's pussy.
Lynn then came up and lowered her pussy onto my face. I never tire of cunnilingus, particularly if I'm fucking at the same time. This is one unbeatable combination. Rachel and Lynn were holding one another over me and I could tell they were taking turns sucking on each other's breasts. I could easily run my hands up to Rachel's gorgeous mounds as well as stroke her clit. I practiced both moves. As I did I could feel her start her little jerks and her writhing that signaled that we were really getting to her.
Both women were talking to each other and directing me. Lynn was panting in no time and vocalizing, "Jim, jam your tongue in my pussy. Ooooh, just like that. Suck my juices. Ooooh right there! Milk my clit. Get my ... oh shit ... you're doing it to me again! Oooooh fuck. Oh, that feels good. Oh, Rach, touch me -- right there. Oh, fuck you guys ... you're making me get so close ... I'm ... going ... to cum."



Lynn came. My multi-orgasmic lover apparently took great pleasure from my tongue and suddenly spasmed, jetting a thimble full of her girl juice across my face. I loved her juice and this was anything but the first time I'd tasted her ejaculate. I lapped her all that much harder after she floated down from her high. Rachel had held and hugged her through her cum. She continued making little jerks with her body she was so affected. I took that as a good sign.
Finally, she un-straddled my head and rolled to her side, falling onto the pillows. She rolled around until she was beside me. She clutched my arm to her nakedness and kissed me deeply. I heard a little hum from her, "Oh, I'm still surprised when I can taste myself on your lips and in your mouth. I like it. I love how you taste -- how we taste." Rachel leaned in and sampled what I had to offer as well. She nodded with enthusiastic approval of the taste sensations.
Rachel moved up and down slightly watching the two of us as Lynn cooled down. I was still rock hard inside her as she straddled me. Lynn reached down between us, feeling again for Rachel's clitoris. When she found it I could feel Rachel suddenly jerk and feel her cuntal muscles contact in a single spasm. Interesting.
Rachel spoke softly to me as we got back into the hard fucking we were doing; "Fuck me. Drive that big beautiful cock of yours up inside me. Hit my passion spots. God, you drive me crazy. I love you so much. I love this. I love fucking you. Oooooh shit. That's the way ... right there." I was rotating my hips in a circle under her, lifting and dropping from under her. She'd drop onto me, resulting in my thrusting into her. Mel had taught me this little move. "Ooooh fuck!" Rachel gasped. "What are you doing to me? No fair using gravity."
Lynn brought her head to my union with Rachel. She forced Rachel to lean back slightly so she could lick her clit while I was buried in her cunt. From my point of view, this was very provocative. It took all my will power not to just blast my jism into Rachel's cunt as I watched Lynn's action. Rachel's eyes were almost closed from the pleasure she was receiving.
Rachel came. It was sudden. She started to warn us, "I think ... oooh, fuck! I'm cuming." I felt her cunt clench my rod. Lynn was massaging her clit wildly as I watched from my prone position. My will power sustained me through her cum. After she floated down, I started to thrust into again, more slowly and gently, allowing her to savor the pleasure she'd just had.
"Oh, Jim," Rachel said through her gasps, "how can you hold off? How can you not give me your cum?"
"Because, my Love, I want to pleasure you. I want you to have lots of lovely orgasms and I want you to drip your juices all over me and Lynn and the bed and anyone else that happens to be around."
She continued to ride me, now with stronger and more deliberate strokes. I could tell I wasn't going to last. Lynn saw the change too. She leaned and sucked on my nipples, an erotic gesture that sometimes can almost put me through the roof with sensation. This was one of those nights. I almost came from that stimulation alone.
Rachel was talking, "Jim, look at my body." She held her breasts together. "Can you imagine fucking my tits? We've done that before. Remember how you blasted your cum into my mouth and across my chest; how we smeared it all over my breasts and chest. Remember how Mel licked it off as you fucked her after you'd cum on me. Look at my tits -- my big beautiful tits that you love to lick and suck."
She went on as I increased the tempo of our thrusts, "Can you feel how hot my pussy is? Don't you just love the way I leak fluids down your cock? Can you feel my cum on your balls? On your cock? Don't you like the way your cock fits deep inside me. I like that. I like having your dick in my cunt. I love fucking you."
There was a long silence as she closed her eyes. I thought she was approaching an orgasm but then realized she was forcing herself to hold off. I said to her, "Cum. Cum, Rachel. Cum."
She looked at me, "No. I want your semen in my cunt. Jet me." Lynn whispered to us, "Why don't you guys just cum together. Look at my willing cunt as you do. I want to fuck both of you." She spread her legs and thrust three fingers into her cunt.
The sight picture of Lynn masturbating, Rachel's warmth and the sensations from her cunt, and the passion of the night were all too much. I announced, "Oooooooookay. I ... guess ... I'm ... cuming."
From deep within me I could feel my cum start its rapid journey through my tubing on the way to my cockhead. I was buried deep within Rachel making my final thrusts. She exploded over me, throwing her head and shoulders back, and jamming her pussy down into my body. We didn't need gravity for this. She rubbed her clit into my pubic bone a few times and moaned loudly. My boiling juice poured from my body into hers, flooding her pussy. She jetted a small amount of her girl juice onto me again.
As our ecstasy passed, Rachel lowered her body onto me, pressing her naked breasts to my chest. We kissed and hugged passionately. Lynn was masturbating next to us with wild abandon. I reached over and stopped her and said, "If you wait a few moments, one or both of us will do that for you."
Lynn grinned weakly and said, "No, I'm too close to stop." She paused momentarily, looked at us in wonder, and then came, "Ooooooh fuck this feels good." Long pause. "Watching the two of you cum together was so nice. I'm so glad you come over like this Rach." She leaned in and kissed the two of us. We folded her into our love nest. I remained deep in Rachel's pussy. Lynn wove her legs around mine.
Finally, Lynn said, "OK. You guys have to separate." I knew what she wanted. I helped lift Rachel up and we rolled to our sides. Lynn devoured my cock and in about two minutes had cleaned every drop of my remnant semen and Rachel's nectar from my rod. She then turned and pried Rachel's legs apart and buried her head in her pussy. I could hear her slurping up our juices from Rachel's hole. Rach lay back and basked in the feeling of being eaten out after several cums. Of course, she came again; Lynn was an irresistible force when she was eating pussy I'd learned. None of the women in the extended family could withstand her attentions.
Rachel moaned again and dug her fingernails into my shoulder as she came. It was exquisite pain. I leaned in and kissed her deeply, running my tongue around the inside of her mouth as she arched and let the pleasure wash through her. Lynn didn't stop; she kept thrusting her tongue into Rachel and then added fingers and then her entire fist -- twisting and thrusting her fist into her puss. Less than a minute later, Rachel exploded again. All I heard was "Oh fuck!" loudly as Rachel's body went into spasms again.
I leaned down and thrust a couple of fingers into Lynn's cunt this time. The distraction worked and Lynn abandoned Rachel's cunt and turned to join us. We all kissed.
Rachel kissed Lynn and told her, "Thank you so much for that. It was dirty and disgusting and I loved every second of it, and I can't wait to do it to you and have you do it to me again too." She grinned at Lynn then kissed her again.
Rachel then turned and kissed me too, now consciously running her erect nipples up and down the arm I was using to support her. The erotic gesture worked; I hardened. Little things like that turn me on and all the women know it.
Fifteen minutes later, I lay at the foot of the bed as Lynn got the full treatment from Rachel. Rachel had turned dominant and then gotten our toy dildo from the bedside table. The women each called the device evil for not only was it a long, erect cock, it also had a vibrator inside it. It was really a wonderful pleasure machine when used correctly. Rachel had mastered the device and was using its every feature to bring Lynn to some new high.
She pumped her hips just as I did, as Lynn lay prone and exposed to her attentions. The rubbery cock pistoned in and out of Lynn's body slowly and deliberately, occasionally rotating to touch different places within her cunt when that was what Rachel wanted the device to do. Lynn fired off a small orgasm; except for pausing for a few seconds Rachel kept up her fucking motions. I was getting hard just watching the two of them.
Lynn came again, this time with much greater emotion and response than her first on the dildo. Rachel showed no signs of slowing. I had moved and was sucking on one of Lynn's glorious breasts, raising the nipples to new heights. Lynn came yet again ... and two or three minutes later again.
Finally, Lynn said, "Hey, I want the real thing. No fair you're sitting there jerking off and I've got a rubber stick stuffed up my cunt." She grinned at the two of us.
Rachel backed away and moved to unfasten the unit from her body. As she did I realized I'd forgotten that a crucial piece of the device also rubbed against the clit of the user. No wonder Rachel looked so happy.
I moved between Lynn's legs and slowly inserted my warm cock into her even hotter pussy. Rachel had stoked her up to some new level of ecstasy that involved her internal nectar flowing out of her. After a few strokes I pulled out and lowered my head to lick the bounteous overflow from her vagina. It was divine. After a moment or so of collecting those juices, I let Rachel reinsert my cock into Lynn's pussy. Rachel was now the one licking around our union. I think Lynn came in a small way responding to Rachel's tongue on her clit.
We went at it like two driven people. Lynn was not to be put off. She was one wild woman, so wild that she surprised me. I hadn't seen her like this in months. She put her legs behind me and was pulling me into her with all her might. I wasn't resisting in the least. Rachel looked amazed at the effort we were expending.
Soon both Lynn and I had sweat pouring from our bodies as we pounded into each other. I was dripping onto her naked torso adding lubrication to our wet bodies. She was talking to me too; "Oh, lover, pound into my cunt. Make me a woman with your cum. I want your juice. You can blast into my cunt -- blast over my breasts -- or blast into my face. I'm the Burger King slut; you can have it your way. Oh shit, this is wonderful. Don't you like how our bodies are sliding together in our sweat -- sweat we're generating because ... because this is a hard fuck. I like hard fucks a lot; you can give me a hard fuck whenever you want. Oh God!"
I started to pull out of her pussy until just the tip of my rod was barely held by her vaginal lips, then I'd pound into her with all my strength plus her pulling me into her. I'd slam into her groin then slowly extract and repeat the process. I was harder than rock and higher than a kite.
I told Lynn, "I like to fuck like this. I like the feeling of my sweat running down onto your body. With heat like this, I know I'm in a good, deep, energetic fuck. Do you know how nice your body is? You have great breasts -- every guy in the state wishes he could be here looking at your breasts swaying as they pound into you. They'd love to suck on them -- pulling the nipples into their mouths and biting on them almost to the point of pain -- sweet pain." Rachel leaned in and did just what I described to Lynn; Lynn threw her head back and came. She yelled, "Oooooh fuck!" then was silent, holding her breath, as the orgasm washed over her.
Rachel and I started up again. I told Lynn, "I could feel your lovely sopping wet pussy squeeze my hard cock when you came. That was nice. I like that. You jetted some of your girl juice onto me too. I like driving into you and watching you writhe beneath me in pleasure. I'm your pleasure machine." Rachel reached down and massaged Lynn's clit with energetic strokes of her fingertips.
Then I could feel it start again, deep in my body. I think the head of my cock became more sensitive at just that instant. There was no backing away now. I gasped to the women, "I'm there!" The semen in my scrotum had started its rapid trip through my body. Only a few seconds and few hard thrusts later, I arched my back and gave my last hard thrusts into Lynn's body. Lynn came again, meeting my body with hers as we both made our driving thrusts into each other. I think we both uttered, "Oooooooh fuck!" as we came.
I fell onto Lynn as the last of our joint climax passed. I lay there and reached out to Rachel who I'd ignored for the past couple of minutes. "You OK?" I asked her.
"Oh, I'm better than OK. I came about the same time you did only with not as much fanfare. Thank you both for teaching me that masturbation is fun and acceptable, at least in this family." She paused and assessed the two of us, "By the way, you guys really know how to fuck -- hard! That was spectacular to watch. If you did that four times a day it'd be the equivalent of running the marathon."
"Well," I said, "I'll take that four times a day challenge right now!" I grinned at the women.
Lynn laughed and snuggled into me as we all cooled down; "You could probably do it, you sex fiend! And, furthermore, I'd be delighted to help you in your quest for greatness."
Rachel slithered down the bed and repeated the process of cleaning up me and then Lynn from all our liquids and cum that we'd created and had left in our nether regions. I cradled Lynn in my arms as she purred to Rachel's attentions.
I asked Lynn, "Can you cum again?"
"I think I'm cummed out!" she exclaimed. "Rach, come up here so I can kiss you."
Rachel scooted up the bed into Lynn's arms and they kissed tenderly. Lynn said, "Oh, this is great, I can taste all three of us. We get around! Yummy!"
We all cuddled for a few minutes then I had an idea. "Hey," I asked, "how about a swim?"
Soon the three of us were floating naked in the pool beneath a nearly full moon. This was a romantic and sexual peak: being satiated sexually by two beautiful women that seemed dedicated to my sexual and emotional happiness and then swimming with them naked beneath a beautiful moon. This was something I'd remember forever.
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The next morning I went to the beach alone and meditated. It took me a while to get into my accepting state and I was puzzled by the messages. It was almost like getting on a radio frequency where there were a dozen stations all broadcasting at once. I'd felt this way before and usually things sorted themselves out over the next week or so. I attributed my confusion to allowing my ego too great a role in my life rather than conscious study of my thoughts and actions.
Back at the house I puttered around the kitchen and garage for a while, cleaning up after some house projects. Eventually I went into the den and worked on organizing some of the things for the book about relationship building I was currently working on. Eventually, I heard someone moving around the kitchen, so I went and joined them.
Rachel was swaying her sexy hips around the kitchen. She was naked and I stiffened in response to her sexiness. She came and kissed me; I could still taste the three of us on her lips -- a nice touch early in the morning. She ground her hips into me, "God, you turn me on," she said.
"Well, the feeling's mutual you know."
"Do you want to do anything about that?" she asked, making a blatant "hit" on my innocent body.
"Yes," I said, "living room sofa." I followed her swaying girlie hips into the next room. She was leading me by holding onto my swelling cock.
I sat on the couch and Rachel knelt in front of me, sucking me into her mouth. She completed the job of creating a steel-like penis to make love to her pussy in only a couple of minutes. She rose and came over me, straddling my body again. I loved it when she did this because I could fondle her beautiful, full breasts, even suckling them.
Rachel slowly lowered her body onto my cock, making both of us enjoy a long exquisite moment as I slid into her cunt. I almost came from the sensation of that one act; I didn't realize how sensitive she'd made me.
She leaned in and dragged her tits across my face slowly, allowing my tongue to dark out and suck on one breast and then the other, to briefly grab at her erect nipples before they were yanked from my oral attentions. She repeated this several times yet managed to maintain a slow, tender fuck. Finally, she leaned in and kissed me hard. She told me, "I love you. I love doing this with you. I feel loved by you. Oh, this is so great. Thank you Universe!" She looked skyward.
I warned her I wouldn't last long and my intuition proved to be right. I thought of all we'd done the night before, the possibility of what Carl and Karen were doing, and, well, that's about all it took. Rachel muttered a few words of sex talk but by that time we were pulling into ourselves to celebrate the arrival of our orgasms. We spasmed together as I washed the inside of her pussy with my cum. She wiggled down onto me to be sure we had maximum coupling and then there were those waves of pleasure.
We lay there coupled together for a long time. Rachel finally stood up claiming her leg was going to sleep and she needed to move. She was holding her crotch so our juices didn't drain out of her onto the carpet. I pulled her through the kitchen and outside and into the pool; she shrieked with delight at the cool pool water as we went under water. I had actually taken a quick glance around before our nude bodies exited the house; no one was close by in the small bay.
We swam around. Rachel then surprised me with a question.
"Jim. What if I wanted to add someone to the family? A guy. Would that be OK? How would we do it or would we?"
"Tell me more," I said.
"There's a guy at work that I have really good chemistry with. His name is Ray Jennings. He divorced about five years ago and hasn't really gotten back in the dating groove. He's about my age, trim, fit, athletic, six feet, brown hair. After you've talked with him a little you'll walk away thinking, 'This is a really nice guy.' That opinion never changes over time."
"Do you know why he was divorced?" I asked.
"He said she left him for another guy. He made one statement that caught my attention; he said 'I really liked the guy too,' she just didn't allow for other possibilities in how to have a relationship."
"And you and he ...?" I tossed her the open-ended question.
"We've done nothing but feel close to each other and have deep conversations over lunch once in a while. That said, I'd sort of like to explore what he's like at deeper levels."
"What's Carl say?" I asked.
She laughed, "He said I should talk to you."
I laughed at Carl passing the buck to me. I thought for a while, and then said, "I'm not against it. Our numbers have grown. We should probably test the chemistry between Ray and the rest of us, particularly how he reacts to my life style with Lynn and Karen. We don't have to reveal everything to him unless he's acceptable and appears ready."
Rachel nodded.
I said, "We've got nothing special planned for tonight. Do you want to invite him over?"
She thought and said, "Yes. When we get out of the pool I'll call him."
*****
Ray was just as Rachel had described him. He was nice looking and extremely pleasant to have around. He wasn't shy on the other hand you wouldn't have described him as aggressive or even assertive. I could tell by watching that Karen and Lynn warmed up to him almost instantly. He was a good conversationalist and an attentive and active listener to whomever was talking. I was particularly appreciative that he had a spiritual side to his nature that he wasn't afraid to let show.
If Ray had any reservations about my relationship with Karen and Lynn it was hidden. He just accepted that the three of us lived together. He made no value judgments that I could see. Further, his eyebrows didn't even go up when Rachel came to me one time and gave me a big hug and kiss that went far beyond any 'sister-in-law' kind of affection.
Carl was especially engaging with Ray and I watched the two of them have a significant discussion about investment philosophy and a 'how to do' on exchange currency trading. Knowing Carl as I do, I could see there was a lot more being weighed than just portfolio management.
We did burgers on the grill with the guys standing around watching them cook while the gals all prepared salads and other side dishes. Eventually we all sat around on the patio and ate.
Mel and Robbie came by the house after an early movie. Mel gave me one of her body withering, full body press 'hello' kisses that I so enjoy. Again, Ray just watched with almost a detached air of amusement and pleasure in our performance. We'd waited for Mel and Robbie to have dessert. Mel was a twitter with her wedding plans and it was clear from our conversations that I was helping her implement most of her ideas. I even got a pad of paper and took notes to add to the many she'd already shared with me. Today she had an idea for a 'flotilla' of brides maids and groomsmen -- not just a couple of each but dozens of people from our families all at once standing up with her to share in her happiness. I liked her idea and told her so. For that I got a sloppy kiss.
After dinner we sat around for a while then Ray got restless, thanked us for the great dinner and camaraderie, and left us, collecting a few hugs and perfunctory kisses from the women and handshakes from the guys as he left.
We all walked back to the patio and sat around. Rachel started the discussion, "So what do you each think of Ray?"
"He's nice, but at least today he was on his best behavior," Karen said. "He's smart and articulate, but I didn't sense any passion in there except for his job."
Robbie added, "You talked to him more, but I have a 'plain vanilla' feeling. I'd like to get to know him better. What heats him up?"
I agreed with Rob and Karen. I turned to Carl; "What do you think? Not ready?"
Carl spoke, "We need something to get him unbalanced -- to see how he'd really roll with our life style and extended family. I'm not sure what it could be." He turned to Rachel, "Maybe you just need to come on to him and see how he reacts; what he says and does."
I could see some other alternatives but they might prove embarrassing for him or us if he wasn't appreciative of our 'extended' and sharing life style. After some further talk and input from the others, Rachel agreed she'd have a more cozy lunch with him in the coming week and see where things went.
*****
I had started to put together Mel's end-of-August wedding almost as soon as she picked the date in early July. I was on the phone for hours and on some afternoons I visited reception sites with my camera, auditioned bands and listened to folk duos. Mel came by one afternoon after work and I ran through my findings with her as well as showed her the pictures of some venues and ceremony locations. She made some choices and we wrote them all down.
I'd gotten four CDs of local bands but to me there was only one choice. Mel listened and I talked about the 'show' each put on. Without my prompting she agreed with my choice. It was a rocking six-man group called The Edge. I signed them up and gave them a thousand-dollar deposit on Wednesday, also talking to them about electrical and audio needs. I also firmed up the arrangements for the reception location and identified and locked in a company that could provide a tent, an arbor and the other accoutrements that Mel wanted for the actual ceremony on the beach.
I also made a trip to a very upscale store called The Whitehouse and bought both Lynn and Karen dresses for the wedding. Of course, this was with the full understanding that they were returnable within a week or two if they were unloved the way I wanted them to be. I also went to one of Sarasota's largest bakeries and talked to them about a cake and the unique needs for icing and design on it. I was actually having fun. I was worried we were forgetting some major part of all this so I spent the evening on the Internet making sure we hadn't forgotten anything.
One Friday I talked to Robbie Winter's parents about the rehearsal dinner, their guests and some of Mel's ideas. We had a cordial talk and they were wondering when and how all this was going to take place. They were from upstate and so I volunteered to help them find a nice place for the wedding group dinner. They were most appreciative and we all told each other we looking forward to the event. I locked in a private function room at the Chart House overlooking the Gulf of Mexico for them. The next week, I spent several hours with a florist I knew making plans for all the right arrangements to be at the right place at the right time. Lastly I called a friend of mine that was a professional photographer in London and asked Jeremy to come and do Mel's wedding. A couple of years earlier, he had married a woman named Alex that he was madly in love with; I agreed to fly them both over for the wedding -- he was a great friend and the best photographer I'd ever seen plus I really wanted to meet Alex.
After things were pretty well in hand, I typed up everything on the computer. Robbie and Mel came over for lunch, and along with Karen and Lynn, I made a 'formal' presentation of all the arrangements. They were amazed and pleased that just about everything was done. I had a list of some of the things I couldn't do, such as appear personally to get the marriage license that I gave to Rob and Mel. We also ran through several options I'd gathered for invitations and announcements.
Finally, with the four of them seated in a semi-circle, I asked them to close their eyes and envision the perfect dress that Lynn would wear. I asked them not to vocalize it but to hold the image in their minds until I told them to open their eyes. I rushed down the hall to where I'd hidden the dresses in my closet and brought Lynn's back to the living room. I held my breath and said, "OK now open your eyes and see how close I came." I gritted my teeth and crossed my fingers.
There was a long silence in the room as each person examined the dress. I knew Robbie would have accepted burlap as his fabric of choice. Suddenly Lynn was in my arms kissing me, "Oh Jim, it's perfect. It's so much better than what I was thinking. I was being dowdy. This is sophisticated and sexy and ... well, it's beautiful. Thank you." More kisses.
Basking in that success, I said, "OK, now you have to repeat the same process for Karen's dress. They all closed their eyes. Expectations were higher now that I'd had one success. I pulled Karen's dress out of my closet and removed its protective plastic sheath. "OK everyone," I said, "how's this one?"
There was an intake of breath, even from Robbie. Karen stood and came up close to the dress, examining every detail. "Oh, my God, it's perfect!" she exclaimed with a choked voice. "How did you do that? How did you know?" She actually had tears in her eyes. She came and hugged me too.
I realized they were both waiting for a response from me to Karen's questions. "I love you both more than the heaven and earth. Mel too." I looked lovingly at Mel. "So when I went to the best store in town all I had to do was think what I would be proud to have my lovers wearing. These were bought with love and caring. Plus it was a risky move but I thought I'd try it. They are returnable if you change your mind." They both kissed me and we had a group hug.
"What about Mel's dress?" Lynn asked suddenly turning to Mel.
"Ahhh," I said. "Monday morning at nine o'clock I am escorting Mel to Sarasota Brides. We have an appointment with Ms. Kampman the storeowner. Either or both of you may come or wait and be surprised the end of August.
Two voices in unison said, "We'll come!"
*****
We had a communal dinner the following Saturday. Carl and Rachel had gotten a baby sitter and we were all awaiting her report of her encounter with Ray. So far, except to smirk at the mention of the subject, she'd been mute. If Carl knew anything he was also being mute. She'd put us all off until after dinner. She told us with a grin, "This is going to be dessert."
I think we finished dinner in record time because of Rachel's bait. Finally, we were all sitting around the patio table with the dregs of our beers or wines. We all looked at Rachel.
She began, "Once upon a time," then paused with gales of laughter as the rest of us watched. "Oh, gang, I think he's a wonderful fit. Let me tell you the details." She laughed again.
"Wednesday, I proposed that I take Ray to lunch. He's taken me so many times I told him it was my turn to return the favor. So far, this was all very 'plain vanilla' except when I asked him I really invaded his personal space. I think I was about six inches from him and I reached forward and put my hand on his chest like this." She pulled Carl up and showed us what her body language had been. We laughed because Carl actually looked ill at ease with his wife being so close.
"So at lunch that day, as soon as we left the building, I took Ray's arm and held it really close, making sure to rub my boobs with it." She demonstrated using Carl again; this time he was getting into the role play.
Rachel continued, "There was no doubt I was coming on to him. But he played the part of the perfect gentleman. He held the car door for me so I gave him a beaver shot a la Sharon Stone as I got into the car, dropping things from my purse on the car floor as I did. Now I had a friend with a big smile on his face. When he got in the car I leaned over and kissed him. He was nice and kissed me back."
She went on, "I suggested we go to the Hyatt Boathouse. One advantage there is they have under cover parking so the car wouldn't heat up. So we drove over and parked under cover. We both got into kissing each other again and I could tell I was finally raising his temperature. He was bothered by all this and finally broke off and led us to the restaurant."
"We had an intimate lunch with me leaning forward and hanging on his every word. My leaning forward also meant that he could get a great view of my cleavage by the way. I could watch his eyes wander with my pair of distractions." She paused and jostled her breasts at Carl, "Oh this was so much fun."
Rachel kept on with her story as we paid rapt attention; "Well, we went in and ordered lunch. I started running one toe up his leg, he gasped and asked, 'What about your husband?' Are you sure you want to be doing what you're doing with me? Kissing ... and all?' I explained that we had an open relationship and a little about what that meant. I told him that I'd told Carl that I really liked him and that Carl was supportive of my making a new friend. He was surprised but pleased."
"He'd seen how we carried on last Saturday and wondered what kind of relationships we had. I think he meant all of us but it could be just how I interacted with you, Jim. Anyway, he seemed satisfied with my answer about having an open relationship. That was a pretty broad subject that could mean just about anything. He seemed to take that as an invitation not only from me but also from Carl. He actually pulled my feet into his lap and gave me a foot massage. I think it was a good excuse to rub his cock with my feet, although we had on way too many layers of clothing."
"Rachel continued, "We finished lunch and went back to the car. This time he was more aggressive -- FINALLY. We sat and made out in the parking lot for a looooong time. He got me pretty cranked up. Finally I massaged him through his pants and I could feel him harden up as I worked on him. When he was 'medium rare' I pulled his cock out of his pants and gave him a Grade A blowjob. I knew it was Grade A for two reasons: one, his eyes were as big as saucers and two, he told me so. He was VERY appreciative. By the way, I swallowed every drop." She leaned in a kissed Carl, who laughed and kissed back.
"Well, all of sudden he loses his stiff and plain vanilla personality with me. He actually becomes animated and talkative, and then gets all touchy feely -- even shares his FEELINGS. I was amazed. So as we get back to work we make a date for the next day to go to lunch." Rachel grinned lecherously and we all leaned forward."
She went on, "So Thursday at lunch, we go and check in at the Holiday Inn up in Bradenton. Once we get to the room we kiss and make out for a while, then slowly strip each other's clothing off. I am so wet my juice is running down my leg. Anyway, eventually we have a nice, passionate fuck. He's actually quite a considerate lover."
"Afterwards," she said, "we're lying there recuperating and he asks me, 'Will you tell your husband?' And I tell him, I already did. He was really surprised, 'What do you mean?' And I explain that I wouldn't be here with him unless it was OK with Carl and my lovers. Well, I think he's getting the idea but he asks to make sure, 'Others?' So I explain that I have some other relationships that are also important to me that I didn't want to jeopardize. I made it seem like it was just Jim at first but then started to use plural nouns and pronouns -- like 'them' and 'their'. So he knows it's more than just Jim ... and Carl, in the picture."
"And he was OK with that?" Lynn asked.
"Well, he thought about it a long time. I thought he was digesting it and testing to see whether it fit or not. Anyway, and here's the juicy part, he then tells me that he and his ex-wife were swingers for a while and that she actually left their marriage so she could move in with one of the guys they swung with. The other guy's wife apparently split the scene entirely. Anyway, he tells me he had trouble with the swinging because it was all very superficial; there was no commitment to each other, no romantic love, although there was a lot of sex and he liked that."



Rachel continued, "I explained in a vague way that Carl and I felt that way about you guys -- I referred to you all as our 'extended family.' He seemed very satisfied with that. He said he'd like to see you all again now that he understood some of the ground rules we played by. He also told me he wanted to be sure that Carl was all right with what had happened that day; he said, 'I'm not in the business of breaking up relationships. Quite the opposite, I want to see them be stronger.' I think his philosophy is OK."
I said, "Well, let's invite him back next weekend and see what happens."
Everyone agreed.
*****
Mel and Karen were nestled into my body. It was late. We were out on the patio and it was almost pitch black outside. A light in the house provided us just enough visibility so Mel and I could watch Robbie pumping into Lynn's body on the chaise only a few feet from us.
Lynn was talking to him -- a lot. "Oh, drive that cock into me. Pump me. That's it. Hit my G-spot. Oooooh. Stroke my clit. That's it. Fuck me. Oh I can feel your cock way up here. I want your cum. I want you to flood me. I want all your sperm -- all your little baby makers. Fuck me. Fuck your mother-in-law to be. Is that a thrill? Fucking me. Oh I love your cock in me. You can fuck me forever. Oh shit. Ooooh dear. I'm gonna cum. Oh fuck. You're gonna make me cum. Oh. Oh. Oh. Oooooooooooooooh."
Lynn exploded in a great climax. Robbie did too. We could tell as his back arched and he drove hard into Lynn's pussy that he was jetting his cum into her body. Her legs were locked behind his back, pulling him into her gaping pussy. His giant cock was buried to the hilt inside her.
The sights and sounds of the two of them fucking got me all horny again. I had fucked Mel just a little while earlier. Karen moved down and licked me clean and then even sucked our combined juices from Mel's pussy. Now she moved up next to me, spreading her legs and inviting me to penetrate her hot pussy.
I slipped my cock into her slowly, enjoying every fraction of an inch as I slid into her body. It was a hot, humid night so the slightest bit of exertion provoked a sweat. As we pumped into each other our bodies developed first a sheen, then a delicate dampness, and lastly the full-blown sweat of two hard bodies working into each other.
Karen had always been vocal and this was no exception. "You liked watching Lynn get fucked. Wasn't that hot. Hot fucking sex right next to you. Your girlfriend getting pounded right next to you. Look at Mel's hot body. She's still got some of your cum in her -- I didn't suck it all out of her cunt. Do you think her mother will suck the rest from her? Will she suck your cum from me? Ouuuu, I like your cock in me just that way. Pump harder. FASTER. Right there. No, just ... like that ... keep ... Ooooooooh."
I was close even through we'd started only a few minutes earlier and this was my second round. The sights and sounds of our group lovemaking always inspired me and my aging body to new heights. Of course the drugs helped too. I felt my circuits go on alert. The nerves and synapses echoed throughout my body, "orgasm imminent; orgasm imminent!"
Karen was babbling about her G-spot and how I was going to make her cum really quickly. I re-doubled my effort to pound into her. We both exploded in one of those rare earth-shattering climaxes. I swear we knocked the planet out of orbit. As we collapsed into one another, I heard Mel moan behind me -- she had just brought herself off with probably her twelfth orgasm of the evening.
As our bodies regained some semblance of normal functioning, Karen, Mel and I slipped into the pool to join Lynn and Robbie.
"Well, in less than a month," I ruminated, "Mel will be Mrs. Melinda Winters. That has a nice ring to it."
Mel was rubbing her breasts against my chest, clearly enjoying the stimulation and interaction between her nipples and my skin and sparse chest hair. She said, "That always has a nice ring to it." She kissed me and glided over to her fiancé, "Hey Robbie, can we keep fucking these nice people after we get married?" She kissed Lynn and then her fiancé.
"All you want babe. All you want." He was laughing. He was a horny stud of guy that had a bounteous supply of women available to him through our extended family. What's not to like about that situation.
He and Mel kissed then she glided back to me across the dark water, kissing Karen first and then me again.
*****
Even though it was almost midnight the following Friday, Karen entertained Lynn, Mel, Robbie and me with the story of what happened earlier that evening when she and Rachel had hosted Carl and Ray at our house for dinner and "dessert". Lynn and I had vacated so that the group would have a place to be that was without kids and also to baby sit Carl and Rachel's kids. Mel and Robbie had come over to baby sit with us and just hang out until the two couples were through.
Karen started, "Well, Ray arrived first and I gave him one of my soul searing, body melting kisses to welcome him. He looked most pleased. Carl and Rachel were right on his heels. I gave Carl the same welcome as Rachel ground herself into Ray. He was starting to get the idea that there was more on the menu than just dinner. I had on that cute little white dress and I wasn't wearing anything under it." I noted that she was now just in her bath robe and I could occasionally see one of her breasts or a flash of her shaved pussy.
She went on, "We got ourselves drinks and Rachel stayed plastered up against Ray for the rest of the evening. Carl doted on me from time to time, but I was serving up dinner so it wasn't until afterwards that we got to really play. By that time, I think Rachel had Ray's temp up to white hot; I think I actually saw him panting after her at one point. A lot of lust in the air tonight." I noted I was stiffening from her descriptions.
Karen continued, "So after dinner we went into the living room. Rachel got some of your Grand Marnier and I watched as she delivered a thimble of it to Ray in your mouth-to-mouth way. I thought he'd come unglued. He was all over her, checking to be sure neither Carl nor I had any objection. He was gentle but most definite that he wanted Rach naked."
"So hurry up, get to the good parts," Mel said.
"Well, Carl slid my little white dress up over my head and 'puff', I was naked. That was that. He and I went at it for a bit. He had me in the big chair as he ate my pussy -- my God he's good at that! I came a couple of times. By the time I looked again, both Ray and Rach were nude and he had his head in her puss. She'd just come at least once and was begging him for his cock in her pussy or mouth. I watched as he stood beside her for a couple of minutes and she gave him a wonderful blowjob. I started doing the same to Carl until he stopped me."
Karen kept to her story; "Carl got me down on the Oriental rug and started to drive his cock into me. Next thing I knew, Rachel and Ray were beside us. I could reach over and rub Rachel's clit as Ray fucked her. It was really hot. Rach was cranked up and kept cuming over and over again -- like once a minute. For that matter, Carl had me cranking off too, just not as often."
She grinned and went on, "Rachel said 'Switch' at one point. Ray didn't get it. Carl pulled out and moved so he was ready to thrust into his wife. Ray suddenly woke up to what was happening. He said, 'Really?' and we both nodded at him. He came over and put his rod into me -- nice fit; he's oversized like you guys are - very enjoyable. So he brings me off a few times. He tells me at one point that he's near and it was sort of a question -- like what should I do? I stopped us thrusting into each other so he'd cool down. He understood and backed down a step. Rachel then said 'Switch' again and we went back to our original partners -- Ray with Rach and Carl with me."
"This time I mounted Carl and Rach mounted Ray. Rach and I could lean into each other and kiss and fondle one another. I'm sure we put on a good show for the guys, because it was only about a minute or two later that they both announced that they wanted to cum. This time we let them. Carl exploded into me and we had one of those cums where you see stars and almost die -- I think the French call it 'la petite mort' or small death. Man, I was in heaven. About the time we were floating down, Ray and Rach came. Wow! Very interesting to watch what people do when they have great orgasms. They gave us a good show."
She went on and we were all paying rapt attention; "After that we all lay coupled together for a while, cooing at each other. We held hands and stroked each other's bodies. Ray was sort of apologetic that he wasn't into guys; Carl assured him that none of the guys went that way. He looked relieved."
Karen snickered and went on, "I think Rach sort of grossed him out for a couple of minutes when she finally pulled off of him and then went down on him again. I leaned in and sucked Ray's cum from her pussy as she cleaned him up. Carl and I traded places. Ray then got with the agenda and suggested I bring my dripping pussy over near him. I did and he ate me out, very tentatively at first. Then he got into it. He brought me to another climax. He does have a talented tongue."
"Did anything else happen?" Robbie asked.
"No, after that brief resurgence Carl and Rachel decided they had to go check on you guys and the kids. We got dressed and they all left with some great goodbye kisses and fondling by the front door. I even followed Ray into the driveway nude and kissed him goodbye after he got in his car. He was still cranked. I'm sure he went home and masturbated. What a waste. Next time I'm sure I'll get him to stay."
There was a long silence. I finally announced, "I am so horny after listening to that story that I would fuck a porcupine just for some satisfaction."
Lynn came over to me and rubbed her breasts against my cheek. "What kind of sound does a porcupine make? I'm horny too." She turned to the rest of the room and asked, "Anyone else? We're meeting on our bed."
Five minutes later I was buried to the hilt in Lynn. Mel was beside me with Robbie pumping into her. Karen was naked again and sitting up by the headboard masturbating as she watched all our group action. After a couple of switches of partners everyone seemed to cum. We dimmed the lights and everyone went to sleep nestled together.
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A Week Before Mel's Wedding
Suddenly July was gone and so was most of August. I'd somehow managed to get four more chapters of my new book written and self-edited and worried the details of Mel's wedding. We'd ended sending out about two hundred invitations, many to Mel's friends from Ohio State. So far we'd had only fifty "regrets" so this was shaping up to be a pretty large group.
A week before the wedding Bev Price arrived at Tampa. She flew in from Madrid, Spain. I met her at TPA's international arrivals hall as she came through customs and immigration. She let out a little shriek and threw herself bodily into my open arms. I hadn't seen her for over six months. People watched us kiss and hug; they were all smiling at our reunion. Bev was quite emotional.
An hour and a half later, Bev was naked in my bed and I was buried deep in her welcoming pussy. She talked to me, "You know I haven't worn underwear since you told me not to. I feel so sinful ... so available to all the men I meet. Ooooooh that feels good -- your cock, I mean. You know I'm your super slut don't you? Oh, don't ever stop. Don't stop. Keep thrusting into me. Right ... there ... Oooooh faaaaaaaaah-ck!" She climaxed.
I didn't stop banging into her warm cunt. A minute later she came again ... and a couple of minutes after that again ... and again. Bev had the remarkable ability to orgasm almost continuously if she relaxed and let the pleasure wash over her. Today, I was her pleasure. I enjoyed pleasing this lovely older woman. Well, not that much older than I was but about ten years or so. She came again. She was very ego gratifying if giving pleasure is how you measure your manhood.
Finally, when I was ready and on one of her more emotional highs I too exploded into her small lithe body. We were both shouting our fervor and love for each other. The bedroom was hot and we were both covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and by now, what with all our foreplay and Bev's ejaculations, lots of sexual juices. As we lay there Bev licked my face; before we started fucking it had been buried in her pussy bringing her to her first orgasms of her visit. Now she was enjoying my taste -- her taste mixed with my perspiration.
"God you are great fuck," she told me. I probably blushed and my ego soared further.
"You're not too bad yourself," I told her as I kissed her. "I love to see you go multi-orgasmic. From a guys point of view it's very rewarding."
"Well, from this girl's point of view it's a pretty good thing to be doing too."
We lay together for quite a while, just being quiet together. Finally, Bev said, "Jim, I've got to be serious for a couple of minutes."
"Go ahead," I replied.
"Well," she hesitated, "I've got a boyfriend. He's ..."
"That's great," I interrupted with a smile and kiss for her. She looked surprised.
"You aren't mad?" she asked.
"No, so long as he brings you joy and pleasure, and he loves you."
"It might mean the end of our times like this. I haven't told him about any of this. He knows that you, Lynn and Karen live together, but not much else about what's happened here -- not about the extended family."
"Well, I'm romantically in love with you and I put your happiness above my own. Go with love and joy. Know I'll always be here for you in whatever way you need me," I told her. I kissed her again. She kissed back -- hard.
"Oh, you are so disgustingly understanding. I love your philosophy of love and life because it's so different from how just about everyone else thinks. I'm a convert. Then when I'm involved in some dilemma you bring it to the situation and I'm surprised at how you feel and what the result is."
I said, "If you deal from a basis of love all else follows. Sorry I'm not being more demanding."
She said, "I don't know whether to tell him or not? Whether to involve him or not? We've been sleeping together for about three months and he hasn't asked me to be exclusive, but I think there's that expectation. He might be shocked and just disappear on me; I wouldn't want that either."
"Our relationships are all built on open and honest communication with each other," I replied. "That said, you could share too much information and hurt your relationship. Value the relationship then the communication. It's hard I know. Just know that I'm not going to put any pressure on you to do anything except enjoy things as they come to you."
We hugged tightly and then I started to rub Bev's breasts again making her nipples erect. I was enjoying myself and she seemed to be. We were looking into each other's eyes. Bev then closed her eyes and I could feel her spasm in orgasm around my cock -- just from my stimulation of her breasts and nipples. The event made me harden inside of where I'd stayed nested since our mutual orgasm of a half-hour earlier. Bev waggled her hips into me.
"Can you fuck me again," she asked softly.
"I can try and we'll see what happens."
I started to gently thrust into her. The stimulation of her warm, moist pussy did the job and I hardened in less than a minute to something approaching titanium enhanced steel. The Cialis was working too! I pulled Bev's legs over my shoulders and started to drive my cock into her body again. This time she popped off within seconds and then at even shorter intervals than she had in our first session. Of course, every time she came I was launched ever closer to my climax.
Finally, she warned me, "Oooooh Jim, I feel a big one coming." She was panting and glistening in sweat. I leaned in and lick a small rivulet of her juice from between her breasts. "Oooooh fuck!" she exclaimed.
I went with her that time. I felt her pussy spasm around my hard cock as the pulses of semen started to race through my plumbing, leaving huge bundles of pleasure at every nerve ending. I went into orbit again with this wonderful woman. I emptied into her folds as she arched her body into mine.
When we were through we lay there atop the bed panting. There was no rush to finish or wash up or anything. Just to enjoy our coupling and the moment.
I wasn't the least surprised when Robbie appeared. He knew Bev was arriving and the two of them had a special relationship in spite of a close to forty-year age difference between them. We both watched as Robbie shed his clothes.
I whispered to Bev, "I'll let you tell Robbie unless you want me to."
"No," she said quietly, "I'll tell him. And thank you." We kissed again.
I pulled my withered cock from her dripping vagina and headed to the bathroom. Robbie moved in and took my place. I heard him say to her, "Bev, I have really, really missed you. I love you so. I'm so glad you're back, even if it's just for the week."
Bev was pulling on Robbie's cock with one hand, milking the blood into it until it had the hardness of ice. She then pulled him towards her open vagina. As I left he had just slid his rod into her body and was starting a lovely fuck.
I took a quick shower slipped on some casual clothes and wandered into the kitchen. Mel, Karen and Lynn were sitting there talking about the wedding and some of the details. I kissed them all.
"Mom arrived safe and sound I see," Karen said with a glint in her eye. I grinned back at her.
Lynn went on, "I don't think you saw us. We went and peaked as you two were humping away. You guys put on a really good show. You should go on TV." I gave her one my 'over the top of my reading glasses' looks.
Mel said, "We just got here. When Robbie heard Bev was here he really wanted to see her. I urged him on. I hope he's making her happy."
"Oh, I think she's very happy right now. She's also very full." I paused and went on, "She has a boyfriend. She may have to trim back this part of her life to focus on that new relationship."
Karen nodded, "I knew. She swore me to secrecy because she wanted to tell you herself. She's been in tears over the fear of losing your love. I told her you wouldn't react that way."
"Of course not. That said, I don't want her to cheat on this other guy in order to love me - at least unless he's approving of it. What's his name? She didn't get to the details when Robbie arrived."
Karen answered, "Dominic. Bev calls him Nick or Nicky. He's a cross between Spanish, French and Italian -- all along the Riviera. That's where she met him. I think his family makes women's clothing and that's how they met. She's bringing him to the wedding. I think he arrives day after tomorrow. I also think he has more money than God since he's flying here in his own jet."
"Oh good, I want to meet him. Money aside, I want to be sure he's worthy of her love," I said with a big grin. The others nodded in agreement.
We started cocktails
*****
Five Days Before the Wedding
Dominic de Salva was one of the most handsome older men I'd ever seen. He was sophisticated, poised, gregarious, and clearly loved Bev. The two of them couldn't keep their hands off each other. Karen had arranged for them to stay at the local Ritz Carlton that was only a mile away.
The night of his arrival we all went down to Café L'Europe at St. Armand's Key and had dinner. Nicky treated us all. It was a very expensive dinner but he didn't blink an eye. He and I had a chance to chat across the dinner table where I learned he was fluent in five languages. I was still struggling with English.
We talked about authoring books and the stage I was in now with the book on relationships. I got him talking about the clothing business. They had a unique business model that let them be unusually responsive to fashion trends yet keep costs low. He told me he was glad that he and Bev had closed a very large deal for Federated Department Stores before they became romantically involved because he didn't want her facing a moral dilemma. I increasingly thought this guy was a keeper.
After dinner Nick and Bev faded away to the Ritz and the rest of us went back to the house. Robbie went off to catch up with some friends that had insisted on taking him to a strip joint called Cha Cha's by way of having some sort of bachelor party for him. Mel made him promise "no diseases!" Mel had temporarily moved in with us until wedding day to worry last minute details and to play the 'you-can't-see-me-in-my-wedding-dress' game with Robbie. I was fine with that. Lynn and Karen insisted that Mel sleep with me. They told me I couldn't sleep with them until after the wedding and that I should spread my lovely charms around. They reminded me that Chris and Mel's other housemates were coming too.
Mel was happy and smiling the next morning. I was worn out. The three women were walking around the house clad only in bikini bottoms again as we had breakfast. Nick and Bev arrived, looking very European and sharply dressed. Bev took one look at the nearly naked women and disappeared into the guest room, reappearing a few minutes later similarly dressed in a small strip of cloth that covered her pubes. I thought Nick's eyes were going to bug out of his head -- he didn't know which pair of boobs to look at first.
Gradually Nick got used to the nudity. He finally asked me, "Is it like this all the time here?"
"Oh, yes," I said, "we're pretty informal. They're a little over dressed because you were expected."
"I thought we were progressive on the Riviera. I can see I have things to learn." We laughed together. Nick added, "I shall enjoy my visit here very much." Bev came up behind Nick and kissed him after rubbing her breasts across his tongue.
After breakfast some of us went swimming. We were sitting around the patio when the doorbell rang. I went and answered the door. As I opened it, Chris leapt into my arms and smothered me with kisses. Mel had come partway into the living room to see who it was, she came and joined us, also kissing Chris and welcoming her. Then Lynn and Karen joined the fray.
Chris said, "I can see I'm terribly over dressed." She had on cutoffs and a t-shirt and flip-flops. She peeled the t-shirt over her head and we hugged and kissed again. I held her tightly and led her out to the patio and introduced her to Bev and Nick. Our close relationship was obvious. For that matter, it was plain that Mel and I had a close relationship too.
After we'd sat for a while talking about her trip and where she'd stopped in her drive down, the women went off to help Chris unload her car. She'd accepted my invitation to stay with us for a while. She was moving into the guest room that fortunately had a large closet. She still hadn't told me what she was planning to do or what her job arrangement was. She said she had just a couple of more details to work out and that's all. I allowed her, her privacy on the issue.
Nick and I sat and watched the scantily clad women disappear. He said to me, "You have a special relationship with all the women? Yes?"
"Yes, Nick I do. I love each of them dearly."
"You sleep with each of them? Yes?" He asked again.
"Yes. That is the level of love we have."
Nick was very thoughtful for a long time and I let the silence pass. I figured out where he was going and I couldn't see how to duck his next question.
"Beverly has this relation with you as well?"
"In the past, yes," I answered. "She told us about you and how she is devoted to you."
"So you don't ... how you say, cheat?"
"No, Nick. We don't cheat on each other. We are very open and honest with each other. We have a lot of trust. This, for us, is what love is all about. We give each other the freedom to build relationships with other people; we are the richer for it when they bring them to us or bring what they've learned to our relationships. We grow and evolve that way."
He nodded and thought about that for a long time. We watched a white heron come and stand along the seawall for a long time.
Karen came out of the house, still topless, and put her hands on Nick's shoulders and told us, "You guys have to stay here. Mel is going to model her wedding dress for us. No peeking." I thought that strange because I had helped Mel pick out the dress, along with Karen and Lynn of course, but I nodded my acquiescence to her request. So did Nick.
Nick finally said, "Thank you for being honest we me as well. I now know I can always trust you to share such intimate information with me."
I told Nick, "I love Bev. It would hurt me a great deal if what I told you resulted in anything other than a closer relationship between the two of you. I know it would hurt Bev as well -- all of us that love her."
Nick leaned forward into my personal space, "Jim," he said, "please do not worry. I love this woman more each day. What you told me allows me to know the depth of her love for me. I can see what she is giving up to be with me. I see how the other women respond to you. You engender love. Just being with you I am learning a small bit how to do this. Thank you my friend." He reached in and squeezed my shoulder in friendship.
*****
Three Days Before Mel's Wedding
Chris and I slept together the night she arrived and the night after that. She got me really cranked up both nights and I guess I returned the favor. Mel came and joined us on Wednesday after most of our sexual antics were through and we were again grounded in each other's love. We slept together, our naked bodies entwined together.
The next morning Chris went with me to the beach for my meditation session. She was skilled at meditation and made her own time and place in the serene surroundings of the early morning mist on the beach.
After we'd both finished our quiet times, I took Chris into the dunes and we spread out a blanket and made love again. I didn't cum but I brought her to several lovely orgasms and this was pleasure enough for me. We slipped on our swimsuits and walked the beach after our interlude, stopping often to kiss passionately as our words of love and caring became inadequate to convey all the emotions and feelings we were trying to impart.
About lunchtime, Chris rode up to the airport with me and we picked up Mel's other two housemates from Ohio State -- Holly and Sarah. Holly was now about twenty-five; she was retaining her robust cheerleader body. She was now working on her doctorate in biology and was specializing in nanotechnology from a biological perspective. Sarah was about twenty-three and a pint-sized redhead; I often called her my 'firecracker' a term she'd come to love having me call her. Sarah was working for Lockheed in Marietta, Georgia, helping to design a new fleet of fuel-efficient corporate aircraft.
We drove the women to the Holiday Inn on Lido Beach where they were staying for the wedding. We helped them move their luggage to their room. Then suddenly, somehow, we were all naked and I was getting a magnificent blowjob from Holly and Sarah while Chris looked on with lecherous fascination; I looked at her to be sure she was all right with what was happening. She saw my look of concern and said, "I had you the last two nights and this morning. They get you this afternoon. We'll have a lot of time later, even after the wedding. Make them happy. Make each other happy. Love each other. I'll join in -- don't worry." She sounded genuine and was even encouraging.
Soon I had Holly impaled on my cock. I noted that Chris had moved in and was eating Sarah's pussy; both women were moaning. As Holly and I fucked she reminded me that barely a year before I had taken her virginity on a momentous night for her. I was glad it had been a tender and loving group experience that Holly had shared intimately with Mel, Robbie, Chris and Sarah at the time. Then Holly popped off about five orgasms in a row, her last one was a mind blower. She froze and stopped me from pumping further into her body. "Oh God, if you do any more I'll just die. Wait a few minutes. Go do Sarah for a while -- or Chris. I'm fine for now." She shuddered as she pulled off my erection.
Chris and Sarah separated. Sarah moved beside me and we kissed passionately as she milked my cock with one of her smooth hands. "Come fuck me," she said. She lay down and I sank my erect rod into her in one smooth motion. Chris moved behind Holly and cradled her exhausted body into her own, smoothing Holly's supple breasts.
Sarah and I went at it with great intensity. At one point I was over her with her legs over my shoulders, thrusting into her with every bit of energy I had. We were both looking into each other's eyes with an interesting mix of passion, lust, tenderness and love. We whispered things to each other as we fucked: "I love you. I've missed you. No one makes me feel this way. Oh fuck me. Bring me off. Give me all your cum. Cum for me. Can I make my firecracker pop. Fill me. I'm near. I'm getting very near."
Finally, I could feel Sarah's cuntal muscles swell and grab at my sensitive and swollen penis, urging me to make my deposits of semen into her vagina. She was cuming ... and then so was I. The waves of pleasure swept over me - her. Our eyes were still locked on each other as we watched each other's orgasms. My cum swept through my body and into hers, flooding her with everything I had at that moment. She pulled me down and we mashed our mouths together in a passionate kiss.
We lay together still coupled and rolled so we faced Holly and Chris. They were both voyeurs, watching our pleasures and now our afterglows. Holly applauded, "THAT was quite a show. If you'd been doing that to me I would have died. I'm so worked up over seeing you that I'm overly sensitive. You know you gave me about five or six climaxes, but give me a few more minutes and I'll be ready to go a little further."



"Well, I may need a little recovery time too," I said. "Although the sight of the three of you naked and available seems to be working a miracle on me, combined, of course, with my little pills." They laughed. Chris came over and kissed me; actually that understates the event. The kiss started as a gentle and tender rubbing of lips, our eyes open to watch our lover, then our tongues alternately darted around each others lips and just barely into mouths, then our mouths were wide open and inviting. As we kissed I could feel my rod being inhaled into someone's mouth. I almost came just from the combined stimulations and feeling of love and passion I felt in that instant.
After Chris' rocket of a kiss I looked down to see Holly sucking on me, licking up all the juices from the fuck I'd just completed with Sarah. She looked very happy. Sarah was lying against the headboard lightly fingering her clit as she watched Holly and me. Holly persisted as the minutes went by. Chris went to Sarah and added her own hand to Sarah's masturbation; they kissed tenderly.
I hardened and when Holly decided I was ready she pushed me back on the bed and mounted me. She draped her large breasts near my mouth and encouraged me to suck on her tits and to make her nipples erect. I did. We fucked. At one point both Chris and Sarah came and each took one of Holly's breasts in their mouths and made love to just that part of Holly's anatomy. Holly was back in the mode of firing off an orgasm every minute or two. They were big and satisfying orgasms that stopped her for half-a-minute or more every time. I didn't let up.
I gave little warning when I ejaculated into Holly. Actually, we ejaculated into each other. As I came I felt our union flood with fluid from her body. Both Chris and Sarah dove into our groins to clean us and savor the juices from our union. Holly and I were both exhausted and just lay there exposed to our voyeurs and helpers.
I suggested to Sarah and Chris that they bring each other off since there still seemed to be a lot of girl testosterone or whatever it was called in the room. The two of them moved into a sixty-nine position with each other. I could see each woman using not only her mouth but also fingers and occasionally most of their hands on each other's pussies.
Sarah blew into a climax with great intensity. She was huffing and puffing and gasping for breath. Chris looked satisfied with her work. After Sarah recovered, she returned the favor, bringing Chris to a passionate Sapphic orgasm. The two of them moved to cuddle against us on the big bed. We all dozed and just basked in the love we felt for each other. The room had that luscious aroma of sex.
*****
Two Days Before Mel's Wedding
Over the summer Ray had become a frequent visitor and a welcome friend and participant in our lovemaking. He was loving and caring to all of us and we could watch him expand and grow as he received our affections. I had often worried about my ability to satisfy the household of women that often occurred and he was a welcome adjunct to the few males in our midst. I genuinely liked him and enjoyed his presence. Robbie and Ray often played a round of golf either late on some afternoons or mid-day Saturdays; Carl sometimes joined them when his DIY and "honey do" projects allowed.
Overall, it was interesting to watch all of us grow and evolve. I'd become more spiritual and loving as a result of our extended family and the warmth it provided. Lynn had regained her confidence and independence after the end of disastrous marriage and a rebuild of her life. Karen had started as a highly independent person and now willingly gave up some of her self-centeredness to reach out to me, Lynn and the other members of the extended family; further, she'd rebuilt her relationships with her sister, Rachel, and mother, Bev.
Mel and Robbie had both matured and grown in so many ways I'd lost count. Part of it clearly had to do with their age, yet most young adults don't participate in an extended family. They grew and flourished with the love we all gave them. Their maturity amazed me sometimes.
Now I was seeing much the same phenomena with the other young adults we loved: Chris, Sarah and Holly. Two days before the wedding the three of them were sitting outside wearing only their bikini bottoms. It was a hazy, hot, humid Thursday and they loved the sunshine and frequent dips in the pool. Karen, Lynn, Mel and Robbie were there and I expected Ray any moment. The three women had not yet met Ray but everyone else was giving him a glowing report card.
Chris came up to me. She said, "It's interesting being in this family. I know I'll like Ray just because you all do. A year or so ago if you'd asked me if I'd entertain having sex with some guy I hadn't even met I'd have called you crazy. Then I did just that with you. So did Sarah and Holly. We've never regretted our decisions that week you first stayed with us." She gave me a little peck on the lips to show her love.
I told her, "There's no requirement you sleep with Ray. Don't think that's the rule of the family. You make your own judgment in your own way; the same with the others. We were pretty careful and cautious with how we brought him in. It was Rachel's recommendation. If you decide you want to, that's fine; if you don't, that's fine too."
"Oh, I know that," Chris said. Sarah came and listened to our conversation too. "I know I'm an independent, free spirit, and that the actions I take are my own responsibility. You've taught me well." She laughed and also gave me a peck on the cheek. "I'm pretty sure I haven't blamed anyone for any of my stupid mistakes since you taught me about the 'blame game' and how to avoid it."
Ray walked out on the patio. He'd heard the last few words of our conversation. He asked, "Blame game? What's that? Someone playing? Can I join in?"
I put my arm around his shoulders and turned him towards Chris and Sarah. Holly came and joined us too. "My gorgeous friends, I'd like to introduce you to Ray Jennings. Ray this is Chris, Sarah and Holly, my loves, late of Ohio State and now scattered about the country -- well, except for Holly who's back there working on her doctorate and Chris, who is going to be staying with us for a while -- a long while I hope."
"My pleasure ladies," Ray bowed, took Chris' hand and kissed it and repeated the procedure with Sarah and Holly. He seemed un-phased by the fact that they were all topless, nubile young women with full ripe breasts pleading to be kissed and sucked -- but that was probably just the way I was thinking.
"Now, what's the blame game you were talking about. You mean blaming others for something?" Ray asked.
"Yes," I responded. "It's when you do something you don't like or make a decision that later turns out poorly then you assign the blame for that unsatisfactory result to another person. We all do it once in a while, but some are more adept at it than others. When you don't do it, when you take responsibility for your own actions, I think that's being quite mature."
"Whew," Ray said. "I'll have to watch myself with this bunch." He was smiling. I thought to myself that I'd never heard Ray play that game nor particularly beat himself up about too much, even his divorce that we knew had been a heartbreak for him a few years earlier. Somehow, he'd put his luggage behind him and moved on. He very much lived in the "now".
I got Ray and a couple of the girls refills on their beers and soft drinks. We then sat around the table and had a discussion about what made a person 'mature'. I was pleased that our entire group was made up of independent, open minded, creative and responsible adults. I guess like attracts like.
Late in the afternoon Rachel and Carl arrived with their four year old. The youngster went swimming as we all played lifeguard. Carl and Rachel donned swimsuits and took a dip too, Rachel was clad only in her bikini bottom like the rest of the women; no one seemed to be making anything of the near nudity, including the four year old who was also only her bikini bottom.
As dinnertime rolled around I fired up the grill and we did hamburgers and hot dogs. Bev and Nick arrived and joined us too. There was lots of laughter and joke telling as well as ribbing of Mel and Robbie about their impending wedding and becoming a 'married couple.' Somehow, I thought, even they had moved beyond all the myths and stigmas associated with that label.
That night I slept with Chris and Holly. Sarah had decided to go with Ray back to his condo. I admired her courage for trying this new relationship after only a few hours. I now realized how much faith they had in our relationship when we'd all met a year or so earlier. Then the faith they had when I invited them to extend their relationship with the others in the family and now with Ray. I hoped all went well.
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The Day Before Mel's Wedding
Friday I'd come back from my morning meditation and had decided to snuggle back into bed with Holly and Chris. Both were still asleep so rather than try to return to my position between the two of them I snuggled in behind Holly. I confess I fell asleep again until I awoke with another warm body snuggling in behind me. It was Sarah.
I whispered, "Where's Ray?"
She said, "He had to run a couple of errands. He'll be back in an hour or two. He was all fucked out so I had him drop me back here." She grinned at me making sure there was no doubt what she was there for.
I turned and we hugged and kissed. I could tell she'd had a wonderful night and I was pleased that she and Ray had gotten along so well. She massaged my rod to a fairly erect state and then pulled me over one of her legs so I could penetrate her as we lay side by side. After that we lay facing each other and having a slow, gentle fuck right next to Holly and Chris. From their heavy breathing, neither was aware of what we were doing.
Sarah has a unique talent; her pussy rotates in a special way to pull you deeper and deeper into her, adding increased stimulation with every thrust. She was true to form in the dimly lit bedroom and had me shooting my cum into her body in only a few moments. She had an orgasm simultaneously with me, and the two of us panted and gasped as our waves of pleasure surrounded us. I cradled her in my arms in our afterglow.
As we lay there Holly's voice whispered in my ear, you guys are so cute together. She licked my ear and kissed me as I turned my head to say good morning. I guess at least Holly had been awakened by our lovemaking.
The day before the wedding rushed by. Somehow the telephone never stopped ringing. Ray and I kept getting dispatched to run errands, mostly about making the house presentable for guests that chose to come by. About five o'clock, dressed more presentably for the public, about a dozen of us went out to Lido Beach where we joined a gaggle of other folks from Robbie's side of things and did a walk through of the wedding led by the New Age minister that was going to perform the service. It was there for the first time I met Robbie's parents, a lovely couple right out of Middle America.
Everyone came back to the house for cocktails and then about seven-thirty we headed over to the Chart House for our evening celebration -- what euphemistically is called the 'rehearsal dinner.' We had a gay time, there were lots of funny toasts and witty remarks, and everyone was in a great mood. About ten o'clock, the party broke up. Karen and Lynn escorted Mel out and drove her home leaving me with Chris. Holly and Sarah went off with Ray. Robbie sadly watched everyone depart as he left with his parents.
Chris had an elegant and sophisticated air about her. She was wearing heels and a lovely summer frock on that warm August night. I suggested a walk down the beach so we left the restaurant and drove back to near where the wedding would be. We both tossed our shoes in the back of the car and I brought the blanket so we could sit on the beach. We held each other close as we walked down to the water's edge and kissed -- and kissed and kissed some more.
There was a half moon that was providing just enough light to see in the near darkness. The waves were quiet, yet often kicking up the phosphorescent glow so few notice. We could see a few figures moving in the darkness so we weren't entirely alone near the shoreline. Chris gestured towards the dunes, "Can you make love to me over there again?"
I picked up the blanket and led her to the hollow in the sand dunes back from the beach. We spread out the blanket again only this time we stood and helped each other disrobe.
"Oh I've missed you so these past months," Chris told me, "jilling with you on the phone is no where near as good as what we're about to do. I leaned in and alternately sucked her breasts into my mouth, exciting her nipples. She was pulling on my rapidly hardening cock.
"Come love me," she pleaded and she knelt, holding on to my rising rod and pulling on me gently.
She spread herself before me. The moon cast sensuous shadows across her body, highlighting the whiteness of her skin and the darkness of her areolas and nipples. Chris pulled me towards her, positioned me at her opening, and I slowly sank my erect cock into her body.
I was loving and gentle, leaning in often to kiss her and tongue her face, neck and breasts. We were experienced lovers that hadn't been together enough over the past months. We rediscovered each other's bodies, and our little quirks in lovemaking. Oh I am such a love slut for this woman, I thought.
We came together. I filled Chris' pussy with my man juice. She ejaculated too, jetting some of her liquid onto my cock and balls as I was buried to the hilt in her warmth. It was an exciting, romantic, passionate, tender, pair of orgasms we shared, and certainly wet and odiferous. We rolled to our sides afterwards, remaining coupled and basking in the afterglow of our climaxes as well as the moonlight. There was a lot of cooing of love words to each other as well.
When our afterglow seemed to have worn off, I took Chris' hand and pulled her up. We ran naked from the dunes and down to the Gulf of Mexico. Fortunately, I guess, no one was around. We splashed into the water and enjoyed the cooling and restorative effect it seemed to have on us. After our swim, we slowly walked back to the dunes so that we air dried as we walked. We dressed, returned to the car and drove home. Mel, Karen and Lynn were all sitting in the living room talking. They'd all changed and were wearing highly seductive sleepwear. Even though I'd cum an hour earlier, I could feel the stirring in my loins as I looked over these sexy women.
"You two have fun on the beach?" Karen asked with a knowing grin.
I nodded with a grin. "Always. You should have been there."
Lynn said, "Karen and I were just going to bed," she turned to Karen and emphatically added, "weren't we?" Karen nodded automatically. You and Mel need some time together. She looked at Chris and added, "Maybe with the two of you since you're some of her favorite people." She shot me a lecherous grin, rose and pulled Karen up. She put her arm around our housemate and led her off towards our bedroom. Karen waved at us over her head.
"Mel?" I asked by way of both invitation and testing to see where her head was.
She didn't answer me. Mel stood and came to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and planting a knee-knocking, sock-twisting kiss on me as she ground her hips into mine. I could feel my erection rise in response. Mel turned and repeated the kiss with Chris.
Chris whispered to her, "Are you sure you don't want to be with Jim alone? I can find happiness in the bedroom I know." She gestured in the general direction Lynn and Karen had gone.
"No," Mel said, "I want the two of you to make love to me. This is my last night as a single woman. I love both of you and I will continue to do so in the future. That said, as a rite of passage, I think having the two of you with me would make tonight memorable and erotic -- just what I'm in the mood for."
Chris and I both looked at each other and nodded with a sense of conspiracy about us. We had just agreed, however subtly, to turn Mel every which way but loose tonight.
Both of us helped Mel remove her baby doll pajamas. I led Mel to the sofa and sat her down with her legs outstretched. Chris sat on the floor before her and lowered her head to Mel's freshly shaven cunt; I could see her tongue already extended before she made contact with her lover's lips. I pulled my clothes off, then sat beside Mel and began making love to her breasts. Mel reached over and started to fondle my rising cock.
Mel had learned how to be multi-orgasmic from Bev and Karen. As a male, I was envious of her ability to experience orgasm after orgasm for an entire evening, yet still eke out one more tremendous climax as we came. This last evening of her singlehood she took full advantage of her talent. First with Chris between her legs and with me at her breasts she started firing off her climaxes. They were of varying intensity; some with her signature ejaculate and some not. She was vocal with most, but silently open mouthed with others as her climaxes swept over her.
Mel held my cock and masturbated me slowly. She looked at me with love; "Feeling both of you and loving both of you is part of what I want tonight. I'm not going to just lie here and be pleasured by you. I want to return the favors too." With that she pulled me to her mouth and began sucking on me. I hardened the rest of the way immediately and thoroughly enjoyed the sensations I thought her trademark until I finally had to stop her lest I end our session together before I wanted to.
Just as I stopped Mel's blowjob, she climaxed again from Chris' ministrations. I motioned to Chris to change places with me. I dropped down between Mel's relaxed legs and Chris moved to sit beside Mel. Mel told Chris to squat over her on the back of the sofa. Chris did and lowered her moist pussy to Mel's lips. I watched Mel stretch and lap Chris' pussy for at least half a minute as I rubbed Mel's clit.
Mel finally separated momentarily and said to no one in particularly, "I am eating out a pussy with Jim's cum and Chris' juice. This is wonderful. I love how you taste together, especially mixed like this. It's even salty." She latched onto the pussy again; this time Chris pushed down a little harder. Chris moaned and I think she came; I could see her legs flex to close around Mel's head.
I dove into Mel's pussy with my own brand of cunnilingus. Unlike Chris, I inserted a few fingers into Mel's cunt, searching for and finding her G-spot. I was relentless and in only a moment I triggered a large orgasm complete with a shot of Mel's tasty girl juice into my face. A minute later I watched as Mel thrust four fingers of one hand into Chris' cunt that was stretched out above her. Chris jumped almost a foot in the air and came again; this time I could see her juice drip down into Mel's face and hair. Mel's tongue lapped rapidly to catch it all.
After a few more moments in this position, I repositioned us. I put Mel face down on the floor with Chris stretched out before her. I jabbed my cock into her pussy from behind and got it thoroughly lubricated then, aided by some saliva, I gently worked my cock into her ass. She rose back in ecstasy as I did, her own hand rapidly fingering her clit. I thrust for quite a while into her until she came again. Most of that time, she just rested her forehead against Chris' pussy lips and allowed Chris to stroke her hair.
Chris finally scooted around under Mel so she could lick Mel's cunt as I thrust into her ass. I felt several fingers enter Mel's pussy through her peritoneum. I almost lost it thinking of all the ways we were fucking this beautiful woman.
At Mel's request, Chris shift back so Mel could eat her. I pulled out and went into Mel's pussy, again thrusting hard into her moist cavern. Two orgasms later Mel told me she wanted to sit on me while I fucked her. I liked that idea and we all changed positions. Chris lowered herself onto my face as Mel sank her very wet pussy down my shaft. I practically came right then. I had to ask them to hold still while the urge passed.
Chris was reaching down and massaging Mel's clit as we fucked. Mel kept popping off small climaxes as a result. She was moaning and talking loudly, urging both of us on in delivering pleasure to her. "Oh fuck. Rub my clit -- my button. Right there, keep doing that. Oh, Jim, my G-spot ... you're on it. More. Again, faster! Oh shit! Oh I'm ... I'm cuming again. Oh fuck." She went on and on.
I finally couldn't hold off any more; I told the women. Chris un-straddled my head and lay down next to Mel and me. She leaned in and kissed me passionately; "I hope you know I love you -- deeply, passionately, calmly, rationally, and every other way I can think of." She bit my ear lobe and did sexy things in my ear with her tongue. I could smell Mel on her face.
Mel was bouncing wildly atop my steel-hard shaft working us both closer to our ultimate orgasm for the evening. Finally, she screamed, "Ooooooooh fuck! Oh, God, I love you. I love you. I love. I love you both." Her back arched and she let out a long wail of ultimate passionate and pleasure.
I crested at the same time. I blasted my load of semen deep into Mel's pussy as I felt her cuntal muscles spasm over and over again around my prick. She sank for a last time all the way down my rod just as I started spurting, ensuring my seed went straight to her cervix and her eggs. Nature was wonderful that way; science, however, was at play -- Mel was on the pill.
We squirmed together in our pleasure. Chris reached in and helped Mel prolong her orgasm by gently stroking her clitoris as Mel floated down from her high. I floated down from my own high slowly, almost like a lazy parachutist on a hot summer day, occasionally riding an updraft to a slightly different new high. We both jerked and writhed into each other.
Mel nestled into my chest, rubbing her naked breasts into my own. I used my thumbs on her nipples to stimulate her. We rolled to our sides so Mel was cradled between Chris and me. She was still impaled on my cock. We stayed that way for a long time, however, I slowly deflated and Mel felt my gradual exit. She commented on it and then squeezed her cunt muscles, shooting my flaccid cock from her warm nest. The cold air was a bit of a shock.
Chris was on it instantly, sucking our juices from my rod and then lapping the overflow from Mel's juicy pussy -- "a cream pie delight," she called it. Mel jerked with little twinges of over-stimulation as Chris sucked and lapped. Finally she stopped and came up and shared her findings with me. We all cuddled together and then sleep overtook us.
*****
Wedding Day
Chris went with me the next morning to meditate at the beach. She also meditated. We sat about fifty feet apart for no particular reason. It was a warm, humid morning however there was a lovely breeze. We'd both worn swimming trunks and after we'd finished we went swimming in the Gulf. She rued not being able to swim in the nude as we'd done the night before; there were lots of people walking the beach in the morning air.
Karen, Lynn and Mel were buzzing around the house when we got back. There were hugs and kisses all around. I could tell Chris was studying us and how we interacted. She'd been with us for five days around Spring Break, but I don't think she'd realized that she might be returning to some sort of permanent or semi-permanent living arrangement with us. I had the feeling she was still checking us out.
The five of us had a group hug and we said thank you to the Universe for this wonderful day. Mel was glowing. I could still smell her sexy musk; she hadn't showered since our lovemaking the night before. When I called it to her attention, she grinned and said, "I know. I wanted to enjoy all that cum and cunt juice as long as I could." She kissed me hard.
I suggested that Chris take Mel, Karen and Lynn to The Met, a day spa on St. Armand's Key for a manicure and pedicure. They both liked the idea but wondered if they could get an appointment.
"Why you don't think I'd make a suggestion like that without having given it some thought do you?" The women all looked at me in awe. "You all have an eleven o'clock appointment there and it's all prepaid -- fingernails, toes, hair, mud pack with limes, you name it. Just do whatever you want while you're there." I thought for a moment and added, "Well maybe not 'anything' you want." I got lots of kisses. Mel headed off to shower and dress for the spa.
Lynn was at loose ends. The wedding wasn't until six o'clock and that was about nine hours away. She wanted to do something but there was little to do at the house -- we'd done it all the day before. All the festivities were somewhere else. She straightened a bit since we knew we'd have some visitors, but no big crowd of people we had to do anything for other than coffee, soft drinks or wine. Karen wasn't quite as restless but there was clearly an air of anticipation around the two of them.
I had an idea brewing that I wanted to float by Robbie so I slipped off to my office for a couple of long telephone calls and some computer time. An hour later, I had only one last step and I needed Nick for that; I called and left a message for him, suggesting that he and Bev come by the house when they could. About three, Nick and Bev came through the front door with hugs and good wishes for us all.
I pulled Nick aside and explained what I wanted to do and hoped he'd participate. Not only was he willing he was positively enthusiastic about my idea. We agreed to keep it a secret except to a very few people, Robbie being one of them.
We snacked on some leftovers from the day before when the house had been full of people. The women had come back about two-thirty looking beautiful and very pampered. Each had also had her hair done professionally. The women all went off to the master suite about four o'clock to start to dress and do hairstyles and all. Nick and I sat out on the patio drinking. I did enjoy his company.
"Jim," he started, "I have been thinking about the relationships you have with all these women. In one sense I am envious. I can see you give a lot of love and get a lot in return, and I don't mean just physical lovemaking."
He went on, "I have thought a long time about what I am about to say to you." He paused and looked me straight in the eye, "I know you and Beverly love each other. I also love Beverly and I know she loves me. She told me this just this morning and I believe her."
He hemmed and hawed a bit, looking for the right words to express his thoughts; "I do not want to deprive Beverly of the love she receives from you by making her a chattel of mine. I do not want to form a break between the two of you for I know you love her and that she loves you as well as me. She is her own woman. I plan to tell her today that it is all right with me and that I will not be jealous if she continues to have a relationship with you." After a long pause he continued, "In fact, I find it highly erotic to think that the two of you from time to time might make love to one another -- that you also find her attractive and loving."
I waited to be sure Nick was through then spoke; "Nick. Thank you for your thoughts. I like you a lot and you know I love Bev. I don't want to do anything -- and I mean anything -- that would result in her unhappiness -- or yours. I worry that if we were to continue with the sexual side of our relationship, it might eventually harm the relationship the two of you are just now building." He nodded and I went on, "Thus, I think for a while I will let her feel the freedom you are about to grant her but I will be cautious about doing anything to jeopardize the love you are growing between the two of you."
I went on, "Sometime you may personally feel comfortable joining our family. I know you are loved and respected by everyone. That would make a big difference to me -- and to Bev, I know. No pressure. Just think about it."
I put my hand forward and we shook hands warmly. I think my response had relieved a large amount of tension he was carrying.
*****
Two stretch limousines appeared at the house at a quarter to six. By now Mel, Lynn, Karen, Chris and Bev were each dolled up to the max. I quickly took more of photographs of the group. I'd been taking candid shots all day long so these added to what I hoped would be a special album of candid shots for Mel and Robbie. Mel looked especially radiant in her bridal gown and veil. I urged them all out to the limos. Mel herded Lynn, Karen, Chris and Bev into the first limo and launched it towards the beach where the service would take place. Mel and I got in the second limo. By plan, we were to arrive about ten minutes later so that everyone else would have time to take up their positions for the ceremony. Nick had driven ahead in his rental car.



Mel spoke to our limo driver and then pulled me into the long car. The driver looked back and grinned, then shut the blackened interior window between us. He pulled away slowly. The darkened windows prevented anyone on the outside from seeing in. Mel and I were in our own private compartment.
Mel melted into my arms. "Hold me tight," she said. I did.
She went further, "I'm going to do something very naughty that I've wanted to do for years." With that she reached down and unzipped me and pulled my cock from its resting place. In seconds she had me hard and was mouth fucking me with all her consummate skill. I rapidly undid my pants and slid them down my legs.
When she judged me ready, she pulled up her wedding dress. I was surprised to find she wasn't wearing any lacy underwear. Beneath the white petticoats and all, there was just Mel.
Mel moved in front of me and straddled me on the luxurious leather seat. She positioned me at her opening and I slid right in to her. "Are you sure?" I asked.
Mel nodded. "Oh yes! I've wanted a 'limousine fuck' all my life and I'm not going to miss this opportunity. In case you didn't notice, I planned ahead -- that's why I'm not wearing underwear. Besides neither of us can cum. Sorry. This is just a tease. It's still fucking even if we don't cum." She leaned in and kissed me. We fucked, on her terms, for a couple of miles, the driver taking a long, circuitous route to the pavilion. When we got near, Mel stopped, kissed me one more time then rolled onto the seat beside me. She began fluffing up her gown and making sure she was presentable.
"Zip up," she said as she kissed me one last time. "Just remember to think of my wet pussy the rest of the day." She gave me a lecherous grin then pulled out her make-up kit and started to touch up her lipstick and make-up where I'd smeared it somewhat. At least there were no slippery juices emitting sexual odors to add to the occasion; at least I didn't think so.
I struggled getting my erect penis back in my pants without doing damage on the zipper. I noticed a ring of fresh lipstick around my rod about four inches down from the tip. Mel's, of course! I got my self back together soon enough, being sure to zip and do my own check of how presentable I would be to everyone. I was fairly presentable except for the large bulge in my pants. I hoped every eye would be on Mel.
The limo finally stopped by the large Lido Beach pavilion. I could see the arbor and flowers set up near the shoreline as well as over a hundred-and-fifty chairs arranged in a concentric quarter-circles with an aisle splitting the two sides. A large contingent of wedding party was already seated and obviously in animated conversation with each other. Two folk singers were providing some light entertainment for the occasion and I could hear their melodies waxing on the light breeze as we got out of the car. The weather was hot and humid, but the promised rain had stayed inland that day.
Sarah and Holly, Mel's other housemates from Ohio came and hugged and kissed me with great abandon. Nick was standing there watching me with continued amazement on his face as all these beautiful young women kissed me passionately. Ray was there to greet us too looking buff and trim in his tuxedo even though he was barefoot.
I had my "to do" list and started by getting the procession arranged. After some prodding and nudging I got the order right. Rachel's two youngest kids were the flower children. Both had baskets of rose petals that they were to scatter across the sand as they walked down to the arbor. Rachel gave them a nudge and then fell in behind them with Carl, her husband, to keep giving the youngsters encouraging words and instructions about the flowers. Rachel had also given me a toe-curling kiss; I felt very loved.
Next were Chris and Holly followed every twenty feet or so by Ray and Sarah, Bev and Nick, and Karen and Lynn. As the bride's procession got near the arbor they were not seated. Instead they all formed a quarter-circle around the arbor on one side facing the other guests. Robbie, his parents, several cousins and an aunt and uncle, and some of his college and work buddies had already formed a quarter-circle on the other side of the arbor also facing the guests.
Mel and I hugged and I got really choked up at the whole event. She was too. She said, "Don't you dare start crying on me. I'll dissolve completely." We laughed at each other. I told her I thought she was the prettiest girl in the whole damn country and that I'd really enjoyed my 'limousine fuck'. She gave me that lecherous grin, took my arm and together we started down the sandy aisle -- both of us bare foot as were most of the other wedding party members.
All the guests stood and applauded as we came forward. The folk singers were singing some love song that I was having trouble hearing the words to over the applause and the sound of the surf. We were all grins and smiles at everyone. As expected, Jeremy was there taking pictures with great abandon. I saw a beautiful photographer I guessed to be Alex also taking pictures from the side of the arbor to get another angle on our procession.
As we arrived at the arbor Robbie stepped forward and took Mel's hand. I went and stood between Lynn and Karen. The New Thought minister appeared from behind the arbor. Much to my pleasure, he had a small microphone on that was amplified so that the guests could hear him as well as Robbie and Mel over the sound of the surf. He gave a short meditation then the folk singers sang a mushy song as Robbie and Mel faced each other holding hands.
Then the minister got serious. He talked of love with patience, forgiveness, commitment, intimacy and understanding. He talked of harmony, freedom and growth. Lastly, he urged them to be spiritual and not religious, to give all the love they could to the world because it was in such short supply. He then turned to all the guests and asked if we were all willing to make the same commitment to this couple that they were making to each other. We all said, "We do." He then launched into some of the traditional wedding ceremony. Notably absent were promises to "obey" or the phrase "forsaking all others" -- I could see Mel's strong touch there but I doubt anyone noticed since there were so many other added portions that were not part of the traditional ceremony.
Suddenly, he was asking the question and I heard Mel firmly state "I do" and then Robbie's equally bold "I do". The minister then gave the magic phrase, "then by authority granted to me by the State of Florida, and with these witnesses present, I now pronounce you man and wife." He turned to the couple, "You may now kiss each other. Go with Grace, Love and the God within you."
Everyone cheered as they kissed and then we applauded. I kissed Lynn and Karen. The folk singers launched into a gay Irish marriage song, the words to which I again could not understand but everyone seemed to think it was appropriate. Jeremy and Alex were taking a thousand photos as we milled around by the arbor, then they pulled us into logical groups and took the requisite family shots. Somewhere along the line I actually got to say hello to him and to officially meet Alex. We promised more time later that evening as well as the following day or two.
Eventually, Jeremy dismissed us all, declaring that he had all the pro formas completed. We all walked barefoot up to the limo and the parking lot and found our shoes and cars and headed off to the Sara-Key Yacht Club only a mile back up the road. The club had a beautiful view of the City across the bay and that afternoon a spectacular view of several towering thunderheads about ten or fifteen miles inland. The sun was promoting their build up as well as providing unusual light to emphasize their beauty, power and mass.
*****
I could write pages about the wedding reception but I won't do it here. It was fabulous and everything we hoped would happen did. My cheeks were sore from laughing and smiling so much.
At one point Bev, Nick and I took the stage asking that the Winters (who I'd talked with during the reception), Mel and Robbie join us. Lynn and Karen stood close by the small stage wondering what was happening. I announced, "Young couples don't always have a lot of money to take a great honeymoon and without some help that would be the case here. Robbie's parents, Karen, Lynn and I have all pooled some funds for a nice resort down in the Virgin Islands for the rest of the week. I think there's probably a joke there but I'll let it pass." Everyone laughed.
I went on, "The reservations are made at the best resort down there. All you have to do is get there." Mel looked worried. "Oh, wait!" I said with great theatrical a do. "Mel's close friends Nick and Bev Price happen to have a jet at the Sarasota airport." I passed the microphone over to Nick.
Nick spoke with his beautiful European accent, "Mel and Robbie, we love you. Tomorrow morning you both will take my Grumman Gulfstream Five to St. Croix. The plane will be at your disposal for the week. It will bring you back here next Sunday morning. Oh, so many newly weds also visit Cancun, we sort of made an arbitrary division of your time -- so your last two days of your honeymoon you'll fly in the plane to Cancun and stay at Sandals. We hope this all meets with your approval and that all this gives you a lifetime of great memories."
Mel was jumping up and down she was so excited. Robbie had sort of been clued in so we could make sure that it was OK with at least one of them. All the guests stood and applauded the new couple. We did yet another champagne toast to them.
We didn't close the place and we weren't the last to leave, but we did have a good time. I got to spend a few minutes of quality time with Jeremy and Alex. I invited them to come by over the following days and to 'hang out' with us. They readily accepted.
I also spent some time with Sarah and Holly. I danced with each of them and they each told me they would love to have a 'limousine fuck'; now I knew for sure - Mel was the kind to kiss and tell. Holly was especially teary recalling the time less than a year earlier when she'd given me her virginity. Ray came and danced with the two of them too. I could tell by his behavior he was especially enamored with the two of them. I was happy they'd all found someone they cared about and that obviously cared about them.
I danced with Lynn, Karen and Chris too, and of course Mel. Mel thanked me so much for the honeymoon. She and Robbie had been going to spend three days at a Holiday Inn on Fort Meyers Beach; it would have been OK but not nearly as memorable as having a private jet at your disposal for a week and guaranteed rooms at St. Croix and Cancun.
Robbie came up to me at one point and thanked me for organizing the honeymoon. He gave me a big hug. Then he gave me a serious look right in the eye and said, "Next time you make love to my wife you'd better finish the job. She tells me she's been horny ever since her limo ride over to the beach with you." He burst out laughing, apparently over the look on my face. We hugged again and he was off to the party again. I like girls that kiss and tell.
Eventually Mel and Robbie slipped away. Lynn slid out the back too to go help Mel get the last of her things from the house. They rode away in the limo.
Karen and I danced as lovers do, cuddled close to one another. I told her I loved her and she returned the favor. Chris and I repeated the performance. Several people that didn't know about my relationships appeared curious at all the sequential displays of love I experienced. The limo came back to the Yacht Club and the three of us rode home cuddled in back of the limo. By the time we got there Mel was packed. She and Robbie bid us goodbye and took the limo up to his apartment.
Lynn, Karen, Chris and I stripped down and went skinny-dipping in the pool. At one point we all cheered the great wedding and what a success it had been for everyone. Lynn thanked me for taking over so many of the prep duties. As we talked on that starlit night, there was a significant sexual tone to the night. I wasn't sure what to start with whom and so I hesitated a moment.
In that brief time, Karen went to Chris and kissed her tenderly on the lips. This was a 'knock your socks off, make your blood boil' kiss. Lynn came and did the same to me, reaching under the water and fondling my cock as she kissed me. I was enthralled watching Karen and the younger Chris embrace.
Then, to my surprise, Karen and Lynn changed places. Lynn moved into Chris, cupping her bare breasts and sucking on each before moving up and in her own way passionately kissing Chris. I could hear the heavy breathing. Karen moved into me, rubbing her breasts across my chest and stroking my hardening rod.
Karen whispered to me, "You take Chris again tonight. Lynn and I want to be together if that's OK with you." I nodded. "We just want everyone stoked up -- that's what this is all about. Stress relief, so to speak. Someday, real, real soon, however, we both want Chris all alone to ourselves -- like tomorrow." She grinned at me. She sank down in the water wrapping her legs around my back. My erect cock penetrated her pussy and I sank in to the hilt. Then, all too suddenly, she pulled away and floated back to Lynn and Chris. I heard her say to Lynn, "Come and let's make love. Leave these two to the other chaise."
I floated over and rescued the panting Chris. She turned to me, "Wow. I'm really turned on."
"That was the idea, darling," I said. "They wanted us steamed up. Come and let me love you. We climbed out of the pool and took the vacant chaise. Lynn and Karen were in a sixty-nine on the other one, with the moaning just starting from each of them.
I had Chris lie down and I knelt on a mat in front of her, pulling her long shapely legs over my shoulder. I plunged my tongue into her pussy and started to suck her wonderful juices from her body. I loved doing this for her -- for me!
"Chris," I said, "think back to how you felt when you were multi-orgasmic, how relaxed you were, how trusting. Make yourself feel that way right now. I want to bring you to a lot of orgasms real soon." Even in the dim light I could see her eyes close and feel her relax.
I went back to tonguing her slit, pulling her labia into my mouth, sucking on her clit and the small protective shields of skin. Chris started jerking and writhing beneath me. Then she came with a long, low-pitched moan that went on for a long time.
I did not let up as I ate her and sucked her juices. Her next orgasm came only a couple of minutes later and was noisier and more explicit. "Oooooh Jim. You're going to make me cum again. Oooooh fuck. Like ... right ... now!" She oozed some girl juice into my face that I lapped up immediately.
I added some fingers to what I was doing to her, thrusting them in and out of her pussy, "I want you to cum and cum and cum all night long."
"Jimmmmmmm," she moaned, "you're ... OH FUCK ... you're making ... me ... cum ... again!" She exploded into another small climax again emitting a small amount of ejaculate.
I started to vibrate my fingers in and out of her pussy as rapidly as I could. All I could really do with my mouth as I did this was blow hot and cold air on the region. I got the desired response again. Chris yelled, "OH! EU! AH! AH! Aaaaaaaaaaaaah! Fuck!" and came again. I could feel the rapid contractions of her cuntal muscles against my fingers.
Now I had my mouth back in there lapping up her glorious secretions. That added to my continued finger thrusts brought her off again almost immediately with similar vocalizations. This time I tried to work my entire fist into her pussy. She shrieked but allowed me to push and stretch into her. I guess I was hitting the right spots again for she peaked yet again this time flooding the area with girl juice. I rotated my hand inside her.
Chris said, "I'm a blithering sex machine and I'll turn into nothing but green goo if you keep that up. Come up here. I need some cock in there. Fuck me -- hard!" She pulled on my shoulders to urge me to come up.
I knelt between her legs and let her fondle my cock a moment. I put my cock head at the entrance to her vagina. She was sopping wet and well lubricated. I jammed into her with one sudden stroke. Chris was so worked up she orgasmed immediately. I held still and let her wave of pleasure wash through both of us then I started pumping into her.
I could hear the sloshing sounds of someone's hand in someone else's cunt from the adjacent chaise. There was a lot of groaning and slurping going on over there too. I could see the shadows of Lynn and Karen; even in the dim light they were erotic and stimulating to see.
I drove into Chris harder. She had her legs wrapped behind me yanking me into her. If she could have opened up so wide that I had to fall into her body, she would have taken me in. We pounded together, her hips moving and rotating into me as I thrust and hammered into her. I could tell Chris was postponing her orgasm until I came -- and cum I did.
I exploded into her hot pussy, sending wave upon wave of my jism coursing into her body. She flooded again with her juice. We were both on very high sexual peaks. We both stayed there and slowly coasted down the slope back to this level of consciousness and feeling. I was in seventh heaven and told her so. She said she felt the same.
We kissed and nestled in together in the warm night air. There seemed no particular need to go indoors to bed. The chaise was comfortable, the air warm with a slight breeze, the insects absent, the stars beautiful and our sexually sated lovers appeared to be ready for sleep beside us. We rolled to our sides and enjoyed the pleasure of our afterglows then we fell asleep too.
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The Day After The Wedding
I opened the front door to welcome Jeremy and Alex. Jeremy was one of the top photographers in Britain and perhaps all of Europe if not the World. His work was now being sought after almost as much as Annie Liebovitz in the U.S. A year or two before he'd done a photo shoot of the Queen. Alex was his new wife, a beautiful American woman. Jeremy told me the two of them were actually distant relations and had met and fallen in love over a period of time at several family weddings.
Jeremy and Alex were in the States for three weeks. They were spending a week in Sarasota around Mel's wedding having a "holiday" as the Brits called it then they were off to Los Angeles and New York for one-week exhibitions of some of Jeremy's work. He had a book coming out with photos of famous personalities; his publicist was taking the opportunity to not only tout the book but also increase recognition of his 'name brand'.
As we walked through the house towards the patio I could see Chris out on one of the chaises basking in the late afternoon sun -- topless of course. Oh well, we'd see how the two of them responded. We came out chatting and Chris turned to us and then stood. She didn't blink or blanche even for a second; she came and participated in the introductions even giving the two of them brief hugs. Jeremy was clearly enthralled with the partial nudity. Alex seemed amused at her husband's reactions.
Lynn and Karen came from the house and further introductions were made. Everyone had met the evening before but with so much partying going on, this was really the official meeting for most of them. Lynn and Karen were in their very brief bikinis that left little to the imagination. Now Jeremy's tongue was lolling out the side of his mouth -- well practically.
After assessing the mode of dress, Alex asked if it was all right if she took in more sun than her three-quarter length sleeve dress was allowing. Lynn told her yes and asked if she wanted a bathing suit. Alex thought and looked at the brevity of the clothing around her and announced that a European approach would be fine. With little ado she pulled her dress over her head leaving her clad only in lacy bikini briefs -- she'd been braless under her dress. Now MY tongue was the one doing the lolling!
Alex had a flawless body and spectacular breasts. Well, almost as spectacular as everyone else's. Chris and Alex lay out in the sun talking animatedly about the wedding, what it was like to work with a 'famous' photographer and about Jeremy's forthcoming book. Jeremy, Lynn, Karen and I sat in the shade holding a similar conversation.
At one point Jeremy ran out to his car and retrieved his computer with the photographs from yesterday's wedding and reception. We all gathered around and looked at them. He had been busy overnight loading them from his camera and had even found time to Photoshop several of them.
True to form, Jeremy's photos were spectacular. They were a stunning and memorable collection that Mel and Robbie would treasure forever. What was remarkable was that Alex's photos were as good as and in some places better than Jeremy's. She was a good student. I told her so, as she stood behind me leaning over my shoulder to see the computer screen, her naked breasts occasionally grazing my shoulder or the side of my face. I was really getting horny. I noticed that Chris was doing the same thing to Jeremy.
Overall we spent over an hour pouring over the shots. Jeremy was taking notes about which shots to keep and which to archive. By the time he finished it was well into the cocktail hour. A flurry of activity by the women produced some fine wines and hors d'oeuvres for all of us. We insisted that Alex and Jeremy stay for dinner and they were pleased with the idea.
By cocktail time all the women were topless, a sight that Jeremy and I were thoroughly enjoying in an almost conspiratorial manner. There was a lot of flirting going on too and I could watch Jeremy redden and lighten depending on what was going on.
Over dinner I asked Jeremy about other types of photography he'd tried during his career. He confessed that his landscapes and press photography were routine yet better celebrated than he thought they should be. He also admitted to doing some erotic photography earlier in his career.
At that point, Alex jumped into the conversation and said, "Well, you did some erotic photography only a month ago if you recall. I still think it's some of your best work even though I was part of the subject matter." She leaned in and kissed him passionately.
Jeremy hemmed and hawed, not sure what to say at that point. Karen said, "Can you show us some of that? Do you have it on your computer?"
Jeremy looked at Alex with a perplexed look on his face. There was some unspoken communication between them that appeared to be settled when Alex said, "Oh, go ahead and show them. Everyone here's seen people making love. These are the most loving people in the world. Show them!"
Jeremy said, "Alllllllll right!" somewhat reluctantly. Alex brought him his computer.
The computer screen lit up the back patio as the last rays of the sun faded in the western sky. We all clustered around the screen again. I was fortunate to again have Alex's breasts close by; this time Karen was the one draping her bounteous breasts over Jeremy's shoulder. I could tell Alex was amused and perhaps even aroused at the near nudity.
Jeremy called forth the right file and then his graphics program to display his art. Up on the screen came a shot of he and Alex in a passionate embrace -- both were apparently nude. The lights and shadows highlighted the muscles and curves of their bodies as they embraced. It was one of the sexiest shots I'd ever seen. It showed passion, intimacy and commitment all in one picture. Everyone on the patio went "Wow!" and expressed other sentiments of appreciation and awe.
The next photograph was a frontal shot of Alex. She was completely nude and reclining in deep shadows, every key part of her anatomy was exposed to the camera -- and thus to the viewers. In the photograph she was masturbating and clearly enjoying the eroticism of the moment. I think everyone on the patio starting panting. Alex looked pleased with herself when I looked up at her to see if she was embarrassed. She wasn't in the least. She winked at me.
The third photograph showed Alex's mouth wrapped around Jeremy's penis. In the photo you could only see the look of pleasure on her face. Again shadows and light angles had been used to make the photo more seductive and less pornographic. Several others showed the same scene from slightly different angles and with slightly more or less depths of penetration of her mouth. In one her tongue extended in an erotic gesture to just touch the tip of his erect and wet cock.
The next series showed close ups of Alex's gorgeous pussy. From photo to photo her labial lips were slightly repositioned or showing different degrees of wetness. In several the nub of her clitoris was clearly visible, demonstrating the arousal she was experiencing when the picture was taken. As the pictures slowly came and went on the screen, Alex started to quite intentionally rub her breasts across my shirtless back and neck; I could feel her nipples harden as she delivered the stimulation to each of us.
A series of shots showed her breasts and her torso from different viewpoints, again the use of light and shadows heightened the eroticism of the shots. In some pictures, either Alex or Jeremy's hand stroked or pinched to arouse her nipples and excite the viewer. To my right I could see Karen duplicating to Jeremy what Alex was doing to me with her breasts. Chris was looking over his other shoulder and I could see her hand inside her bikini bottoms fingering herself as each erotic picture revealed itself on the computer screen. Lynn was rubbing her own breasts as she stood behind us all.
Then there were a series of shots with the two of them copulating. First was a close-up of Jeremy's cock just entering Alex's moist pussy; the mushroom head was barely visible as the penetration apparently started. The next several shots showed the shaft at increasing depths into Alex's open pussy. My own cock was now as hard as the ones in the photographs; I surreptitiously adjusted myself to be more comfortable but I heard Alex snicker behind me. She whispered in my ear, "They're really 'hot' aren't they?" I nodded. Alex rubbed her breasts against my cheek.
There was a long series of shots showing the two of them fucking in the missionary position from different angles and with different light and shadow combinations. Some shots were fuzzy and Jeremy would remind himself that he needed to delete this one or edit that one. In most shots the viewer could see the penetration of Alex's vagina by Jeremy's large cock. Now both Chris and Karen were rubbing their breasts across Jeremy's bare back. I could see their nipples were erect showing the level of their arousal. The more they rubbed, the quieter Jeremy got.
In the next series of shots Alex had mounted Jeremy. The penetration was clear, even with the shifting light and different shadow angles. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies from photo to photo, in quite a few Jeremy was arched forward so he could suckle on Alex's breasts. The sequence was some of the most erotic I'd ever viewed, and I thought myself a connoisseur of good pornography.
In the last sequence there were clearly orgasms taking place by both of them. There then followed a couple of shots of Alex's pussy with Jeremy's white creamy semen seeping from the vaginal opening. In one shot, Alex had her head back in abject pleasure and satisfaction. That was the last shot of the file.
The computer screen went blank. There was a long silence then Lynn said, "I've never been so horny in all my life. I need to be fucked." Chris was peeling off her bikini bottoms; Karen was doing the same next to her and nodding in agreement.
Karen turned to Alex, "Can we borrow Jeremy for a few moments? We'll be right behind you on the lounger." Alex nodded her approval and pulled my head into her breasts. I sucked and licked on each one of her taut mounds, enjoying the different weight and feel from my other lovers. Lynn came and kissed the two of us very passionately. Seconds later the two women were stepping out of their bikini bottoms and underwear.
I looked across the patio to the large lounger where I watched Karen sink her pussy down on Jeremy's very erect cock. Chris sat beside the couple rubbing Jeremy's chest.
Alex spread herself out on our chaise; "Fuck me! Make love to me Jim -- Lynn." I positioned myself at the entrance to her vagina and rubbed my hard erection around the wetness she had exuded as we watched Jeremy's photos. Seconds later I sank my penis into her in one smooth stroke. This was lust at its best. I thought that I barely knew this woman but that I was a close friend of her husband and partner. As the waves of pleasure washed over me I succumbed to the lust and decided to just enjoy the coupling and not worry about whether she was ready for this union; she seemed to be. I didn't want either of them hurt by what was going on and certainly not their relationship.
Lynn became vocal as she watched us: "Fuck her Jim. Drive that cock deep into her lovely body. Cum deep in her. I want to suck all those juices from her cunt. Pump. Thrust. Drive into her. Do it. God, you two are so sexy together."
Alex whispered up at Lynn, "Can you do me a favor?"
Lynn looked with lust at Alex, "Anything."
"Then sit on my face while Jim fucks me. I want to eat you. I want to taste you."
Lynn straddled Alex's face in a way so she was facing me. I could paw at either woman's tits, cupping them, pulling them, sucking on them, stroking them, and loving them. Both were responding with a rare eagerness and enthusiasm.
Alex reached an orgasm before anyone else in our trio. She clenched her legs together by way of telling me to stop thrusting into her for a moment. I could feel her muscles and the rolling of her hips as she came. She squealed from beneath Lynn.
Lynn was the next to cum. We also heard Karen's vocal urgings and her shrieks of pleasure from the adjacent lounger as she climaxed. I watched as Karen and Chris changed places; Chris rose above Jeremy and slowly sank down on his cock. What an erotic show.
I could feel myself nearing an orgasm and decided I'd just let myself go. I started to hammer into Alex. She pulled her legs up higher affording me deep access to her love tunnel; it was clear she was getting maximum stimulation from our union. Then I was there. I gave a fast warning but it was unnecessary. Alex spasmed seconds before the blasts of semen from my cock filled her cavern. We arched into each other. Lynn had one of her small climaxes too. Finally Alex cried out in pleasure.
I remained remarkably hard. I withdrew from Alex after a few moments of our afterglow enjoyment. Lynn sucked me into her mouth and hardened me again. I indicated that she should find a position of pleasure. She spread out below me and I thrust into her, ready to reach a second peak.
Lynn said, "Alex. Bring that full pussy over my mouth. I want to eat and suck your juices." Alex rose and moved over Lynn and I watched as a huge dollop of cum dripped out of her pussy into Lynn's open mouth. Lynn lapped her lips in pure enjoyment of the event.
I watched Chris bouncing up and down on Jeremy's cock. Karen was sitting on his face enjoying his cunnilingus at the same time Chris sought his ultimate pleasure. The voyeurism made me even harder.
Lynn popped off two orgasms and then I felt my climax arriving. I mentioned the fact and Lynn raised her hips a little further from the bed to welcome my thrusts. We were comfortable lovers and came together. As Lynn cooled down with me still inserted in her pussy, she brought Alex to another climax. Alex looked at me the whole time she was cuming with a sense of awe in her expression.
"MY GOD!" Alex finally yelled out as she climaxed. She fell into my arms. I rolled the two of us up beside Lynn who cradled both of us against her satisfied body. We were all panting and barely breathing at that point. We were hearing the same sounds from the adjacent chaise.
Finally Lynn said, "Those were the hottest photographs I've ever seen. Wow. I couldn't have waited."
Alex said, "I never saw them with other people. When it was just Jeremy we'd get hot enough. But with you guys it was like a whole new experience -- a big sexual experience. I've never done anything quite like this before. I know Jeremy hasn't either. Thank you both."
"I should thank you," I said. "You were trusting enough with us to share. Are you OK with what just happened? To you? To Jeremy?"
"Oh yes," Alex responded. "I think it's really hot. We'd talked about a threesome or getting together with another couple. I just didn't think it would be with you guys, at least until I realized that all of you are lovers. I was envious. Now I'm not and I'm glad you included me. As for Jeremy, I bet he's in seventh heaven -- he just got to fuck two gorgeous women. What's not to like?" She looked over at the exhausted trio on the other chaise.
Alex paused and then spoke over at Jeremy, "Hey, Lover. You OK? You happy?"
Jeremy responded almost immediately, "No. I think I've died and gone to heaven. I married an angel and now I've found three more and I just had my way with two of them. You OK?"
"Very much so, Lover," Alex replied; she paused then added, "Can we do this again tomorrow?"
We all laughed then five voices all said, "YES!" in unison by way of reply to Alex.
A few minutes later all six of us slithered into the pool, enjoying the contrast of the cool water and the warm night air. Jeremy and Alex cuddled together and cooed at each other for a while. I took that as a good sign of their happiness and the strength of their relationship. Chris came and touched base for a while. I expressed my happiness at her enjoyment of her lovemaking with Jeremy; she seemed relieved in some way.
Lynn and Karen snuggled together in the spa at the end of the pool. I watched as they each brought each other off on the side of the spa. Chris was again snuggling with Jeremy, and Alex had come back to my arms, dragging her breasts against my chest in a most erotic way.
I invited them to sleep with us on the patio or in the guest bedroom. Karen and Lynn took one chaise; Chris led Jeremy to the guest room where she was staying; Alex and I opted for the other chaise for a while. As we cuddled and readied for sleep I told her about my meditation sessions on the beach at dawn. She said she wanted to come with me.
*****
Alex slipped her dress back over her naked body the next morning, as we got ready to go to the beach. I pulled on some shorts. The sky was just starting to lighten in the east. We drove out to Lido Beach, parked and walked down near the shoreline. No one else was evident on the cool, moist morning.
Alex sat quietly staring out at the Gulf of Mexico while I meditated, opening my mind to messages and feelings. I felt warm and loved; I wanted to share those same feelings with Alex and all the others in my life. When I was through meditating, Alex and I walked up the beach. A few early joggers and walkers joined us, but for the most part we were alone.
I noticed that as the light wind blew Alex's dress would occasionally rise, displaying her thighs and even her pussy to the world. She laughed when I told her and said it felt delightful to be without 'knickers' and that she might never wear them again.
We went into the dunes and I spread the blanket we'd sat on when I meditated. We had a beautiful lovemaking session; tender and gentle -- smoothing each other and kissing with all the tenderness and care we could offer to the other. We came together again and then lay in the morning air enjoying the sensation of the sea breeze blowing over our naked bodies.
Eventually, we felt we should rise and return home. No one else appeared awake when we got there. I listened at the door of Chris' room and could hear the exertions of a couple making love with one another. I smiled at Alex and told her; I could tell she was pleased that Jeremy was having another opportunity with Chris.
I peaked in at Karen and Lynn who had apparently gone to the master bedroom sometime during the night. Both seemed fast asleep, their naked bodies splayed across the large king-size bed.
I pulled Alex's dress over her head and lost my own shorts, explaining to Alex about the house rule about nudity being the favorite mode of dress. She liked the sound of that. We curled up on the couch and started to talk.
"I'd feel horny all the time if I didn't wear clothes," she said.
"Well, that's the idea. We all like the sight of each other's bodies. Chris, Lynn and Karen are bisexual, so they like the ability to see and feel each other's nudity when were not formally engaged in some sexual activity."
"Are you bisexual? I didn't know until yesterday that I was -- or could be if I was excited enough. God, what a turn-on all that was last night."
I chuckled, "No, I'm not, but I am tolerant to the presence of other males making love next to me or even to the same woman."
"Wow. How ... explain that a bit."
I went on, "Well, we might be at each end, or together sucking on breasts, or one in her pussy and the other in her ass. That can get pretty intimate since lots of body parts touch."



"I've never done anal. What does it feel like?"
"You'll have to ask one of the women," I offered. "They tell me it's as erotic for them as vaginal intercourse. I think they prefer the latter, but as a change of pace we do the other. I've had a dildo in there but I don't think it's the same for a guy."
"Maybe you and Jeremy can show me later," Alex speculated. "I'd like that. I feel so 'sexual' with you all. I suddenly want to do everything I've missed and all the things I like over and over again. I feel like a sexpot."
"Well, you are a sexpot," I told her. We kissed and fondled each other. Eventually I dropped between her legs and started to enjoy cunnilingus with her for the first time. She tasted divine even though I could taste my own seed still in her pussy. A few minutes later I brought her to what appeared to be a very satisfying orgasm.
We returned to just cuddling and nuzzling. Alex commented on how nice I tasted with our juices smeared all over my face.
Lynn and Karen padded into the living room holding hands. Both women were nude. They each had a look of sexual satisfaction spread over their face. I asked, "What time did you go to sleep?"
Karen answered, "The first time about midnight but we woke up for about ninety minutes when we went inside and we made love again all during that time. It was great. I'm surprised you guys didn't hear us; I think I did a lot of yelling."
The four of us went into the kitchen and began preparing breakfast. Jeremy and Chris joined us almost immediately from the guest room; both looks sexually sated. Jeremy reiterated his approval of the dress code of the house.
After breakfast we took coffee cups and went and sat in the pool.
Jeremy had an idea that he wanted to try out on us. "I would like to take erotic photographs of you all. You've seen my work. I want to see what the six of us can come up with that will give us beauty, enjoyment and stimulation later."
Lynn said, "We'll be your models if we get a copy of everything." She paused, "Oh yea, I don't want to star on some porn site either!" We laughed and he gave us his assurances on the latter point.
I offered, "There are more of us, too. Carl and Rachel. Ray, Sarah and Holly. Robbie and Mel, of course, but they're gone all week." I didn't mention Bev.
"That'd be splendid if Carl and Rachel would participate too. I'm already designing some shots in my mind." Jeremy was really excited at the prospect. "Can I get a tour of the house? Somehow I missed that. I want to see what you have in the way of lighting, windows, and all that. I might want to pick up a few things to help out."
Karen said quickly, "Let me show him." She moved to get out of the pool. Jeremy got out too. The two of them dried with nearby pool towels then Karen pulled him into the house. I wasn't surprised that the tour of our home took nearly an hour. Karen looked very satisfied when they reappeared on the patio deck.
Jeremy slid into the pool again and swam over to Alex. He said in a loud voice, "We've been captured by sex maniacs, darling. There's no chance of escape. We're doomed to stay here and fuck our brains out forever." He had a wicked grin on his face as he kissed her.
Alex feigned, "Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Whatever will we do? I guess we'll have to be creative and stimulating and give in to all their wishes and demands. Oh, how nice. How nice!" She kissed him back then stood and rubbed her breasts together and kissed her own tits.
When we got out of the pool for a second cup of coffee I called Carl and Rachel and explained about our erotic photo shoot. I told them about Jeremy's photos from the evening before. They were on extension phones in their home. Finally, Rachel said, "I'm so wet just thinking about all you did and that we might do tonight I actually have juice running down my leg. You guys make me so horny. I LOVE IT! I can't wait. We'll be there. I'll get a sitter."
My call to Ray, Sarah and Holly produced a similar response. They were just about to leave for some beach time and said they'd all come by late in the day. They pledged that they'd all arrive horny and rarin' to go.
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Jeremy had found a photo shop that would rent him a light kit that consisted of three photoflood lights with white umbrella reflectors, several smaller spotlights, and a reflector. The photo store clerks were reluctant to make the rental until they realized who he was. Several of the clerks knew his work and reputation and were overjoyed to meet him and just shake his hand. I helped him load the kit into the trunk of my car and then helped him set it up in the bedroom when we got home.
We also created several more makeshift reflectors and backdrops from white sheets hanging on clotheslines around the room. We also repositioned the bed so he could shoot against a blank wall with neutral color on it. He used some of the lights we had, cleverly building reflectors for them from some old box cardboard and aluminum foil. He talked as he worked, explaining that when he was just starting out he had no money for any of the 'fancy' equipment, so he devised ways to either make it out of scraps or do without it by using available light and shadows.
He finished and declared the bedroom studio complete after about an hour. The sun was still bright outside and he said he wanted to take some outside shots when the shadows were longer and the sky more inviting. He had bought a suitcase of cameras and strobes into the house; Jeremy started to select cameras and lenses. He carefully explained to me the purpose of each piece of equipment. I was getting a real education.
When the sun got low in the sky, Jeremy asked for some volunteers to be nude models along the seawall. All the women volunteered. Jeremy picked Lynn. He posed her along the seawall in a place where he could go out on the dock and take pictures of her looking back against some foliage. He took about fifty pictures, coaching her into different positions. He repeated the process with each woman.
While he was shooting Rachel and Carl arrived as well as Ray, Sarah and Holly. Soon the women were either nude or just wearing bikini bottoms. I mentioned that we had to be careful of tourists riding in boats near the seawall, however, no one seem particularly concerned whether they were seen by the general public. Oh well, there goes the neighborhood.
Jeremy posed all seven women in several group portraits that were cute and alluring. Then as the sun's shadows lengthened even more he pulled the two chaises together near our yard plants and had the women all lay on their sides, initially spooning into one another. He took some shots looking across their bodies. He pointed out to me how you saw the layers of skin almost like looking across a mountain scene where you see different ranges of hills; only in this case the hills were the hips and breasts of the women depending on how he posed them.
Carl, Ray and I stood around watching Jeremy work. I noted that we each had a hard on.
We took a break for more cocktails and dinner. We cooked up some salmon on the grill. Jeremy worked beside the patio table uploading the photos from his cameras into his computer. When he was through he showed us all the work. I was amazed. I'd watched him take the various shots, but here was beauty, sensuality, lust, sex, and even innocence captured in one photo or another. They were spectacular. I watched him burn a back-up disk almost immediately and carefully store it in his camera bag; I'd had a hard disk fail about a year before and it took me months to reconstruct my lost files, so I appreciated his cautiousness with the technology.
I asked Jeremy if he was ready to use our bedroom studio that we'd constructed that afternoon. He said, "Yes," and led us all into the bedroom. He talked with us all about what the camera sees and how shadows and light as well as alluring poses and even veiled or partial exposed body parts make for better erotic photographs. He took Alex and posed her in a highly pornographic pose exposing her breasts and pussy to the world via the camera with all the lights on full. Then he turned off some of the lights and aimed others across her body, particularly so her breasts cast shadows across her chest. He took her dress and draped it over her legs and one arm. In those simple moves he transformed the scene from blunt pornography to erotic photography. We were all amazed.
Armed with his tutorial he asked us to double or triple up on the bed and to 'do what comes naturally.' Chris was standing next to me; she kissed me deeply and whispered to me "I've been waiting to have your cock in me all day. I had fun last night but I want you tonight -- at least once anyway. I want you to do Alex again too; she likes you -- a lot!" We kissed again and I could feel my temperature rise.
Jeremy took a few photos of Alex on the bed just the way he'd posed her. I pulled my shorts off and then moved Chris with me over the bed to Alex; we both kissed her naked body. Chris was wearing a loose thin robe that she'd let drift open exposing her nakedness underneath. Both women reached for and fondled my cock bringing me up to 'erect' status. I watched as Carl fingered both Sarah and Holly on one side of the bed while Ray locked lips with Rachel, Lynn and Karen in a tight foursome. I heard the constant sound of the camera shutter clicking
I moved so my legs hung over the side of the bed and positioned Alex so her back was to me; I could fondle her lovely ass. Alex sat on my hips, her wet cunt enveloping my cock. I heard her emit a loud sigh of joy. Chris leaned in and kissed her then kissed me. She pulled the robe partway off her body and lowered her head to where my cock penetrated Alex. I felt her tongue move from my shaft onto Alex's body; I could feel Alex stiffen as Chris tongued and sucked on her clitoris. Alex muttered, "Oh fuck that feels good!"
Alex turned and put the fingers of one hand into Chris' pussy, jerking her upward in a rough move that made Chris moan loudly. Chris was multi-orgasmic and I knew it only took a couple of moves like that in the setting we were in to start her on such a journey. I whispered to Alex, "Don't stop doing Chris. She'll start cuming a lot if you keep that up."
I turned to Chris, "You going to cum for us baby? We want you're cum -- your girl juice. Give it up. We want you. Do you know you're loved? We love you. We love your body. We love your orgasms. We love the way you cum." As I talked Alex kept jerking her fingers in and out of Chris' body. On her seventh thrust, Chris reached down and clutched Alex's hand, holding it with all her might as her body trembled and shook; her first orgasm of the night washed over her. There was a loud moan from her lips and then her frozen stillness as the pleasure overtook her body and transported her to heaven.
Alex turned partway around and looked at me with a pleased look on her face. She bounced up and down on my cock a bit as her husband took a few more photographs.
I looked around and saw that Rachel was atop Ray's hips, his cock buried deep in her cunt. Lynn sat on his face with a look of ecstasy on her face. Jeremy changed the lights slightly and I heard the rapid clicks of the camera shift towards that side of the bed. Karen was kneeling beside them masturbating as she watched the action and kissed Lynn as she rode Ray's mouth.
Beside them Carl was thrusting into a very willing and excited Holly who was letting off little shrieks as his cock hit her G-spot. Sarah lay beside her ready for Carl to enter her as well. I realized that Carl was switching back and forth between each of them, spending five to ten thrusts in one partner before he shifted to the other. They were all worked up quite a bit. I watched as Jeremy shifted to that side of the bed, again adjusting the lights to increase the shadows across the threesome.
Alex pulled off of me. I turned and mounted Chris who emitted a loud moan of satisfaction as I sank into her hot pussy. Alex reached between us and massaged Chris' clit again, this time driving her right into another orgasm. I had to use my willpower to resist cuming. I thrust further into her and this time made a series of very rapid and very deep thrusts into Chris -- she exploded again, this time crying her passion to everyone in the room.
I pulled out of Chris and pulled Alex in front of me so that she was on her hands and knees in doggy fashion. I leaned down and ate her pussy for a minute, listening to her mewing as I apparently hit many of her 'right' places. After a few minutes of enjoying her taste I moved behind her and thrust my cock into her pussy. I repeated the minute of rapid hard thrusting I had just done on Chris; Alex exploded as well -- cuming with a torrent of girl juice that flooded down our legs. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Ooooooh fuck," she exclaimed as she came.
We were all sweaty now and we all seemed to need a brief rest. We fell together next to Chris who was still panting from her orgasm of a few moments earlier. We watched the others with interest.
Ray was now deep in Karen, pumping into her for all he was worth. She was urging him on with her crude sex talk, "Fuck me. Drive that cock in me -- all the way to my tits. Do you like how my tits shake when you fuck me? Feel that warm pussy surrounding your hot cock. I like cock. I like your cock. Fuck me harder. Harder. Hit my G-spot. Oooooh right there. Ooooooooh fuck, I'm gonna cum. I'm cummmmmmming!" Lynn and Rachel were beside the two of them gently kissing each other as they rubbed their bodies together. The two of them were whispering little love and lust things to each other but I could barely hear them.
Carl had pulled Holly up over his face as Sarah rode his cock. Holly had had at least a half dozen climaxes that I could count and Sarah appeared well on her way to catch up with that number. Carl was a considerate lover and was using all his skills to make the two girls happy and satisfied.
I felt lips around my cock and watched as Alex engulfed my member. I had a sheet entangled around my legs. Jeremy must have liked the picture for he shifted back to his wife as she fellated me. Chris was kissing me as I let a lazy finger drift up and down her wet slit.
"Come fuck me Alex," I finally said. She happily mounted me, lowering her breasts to my mouth. Chris leaned in and sucked on the one nearest to her as I suckled the other. Alex had her eyes closed enjoying our lustful attention to her mounds and nipples. I closed my eyes for a minute as I enjoyed her breasts; I was surprised when I opened them to find she was cloaked in Chris' thin robe. Jeremy was shooting from behind me to capture the threesome.
I heard Carl's voice announce his climax and then felt the entire bed shake, rattle and roll as he and Sarah erupted into each other in fairly violent orgasms. Both of them fell together moaning and groaning in the pleasure of their peaks. Holly had her arms around both of them, kissing both of them.
Ray succumbed only seconds later, blasting his load into Lynn, who was now beneath him with Rachel sitting on her face. Rachel came almost immediately. I watched as she extended a hand to her husband and they both held hands tightly as they floated down from their climaxes. Karen cradled Rachel in her arms in a most un-sisterly manner.
Alex talked to me as she shed the robe; "I want you to see my body. I want you to make wild passionate love to me. I want your cock, your cum, all your juice. I want Chris to watch us cum and then you're going to cum in her. I want to help you fuck her -- to make love to her. Oh God, I think I'm in love with you both. You bring me such happiness and job. Oooooooh fuck me."
As Alex started her cum, her vaginal muscles started to clench and release over and over again in rapid fashion. They were actually milking me for all I was worth. I couldn't hold back. My pleasure circuits fired at full force, taking every drop of semen in my body and surging it through my rock hard penis until it exploded full force deep inside her. We both gasped and grimaced as our orgasms took place. My back was arched and I had forced my cock into her with every ounce of strength I had.
Gradually our muscle spasms relaxed and we folded into one another. Alex lay down across my chest, her eyes open. She took her arm and pulled Chris in so she was tight against us then leaned over and kissed her. She made a huge sigh and lay her head down on my chest again, her breathing still uneven and heavy from our exertion. Chris stroked her in a comforting and loving gesture.
I watched Jeremy moving around the three clusters of lovers on the bed capturing the afterglows and the post-orgasmic looks and actions each of us made in our own way.
I uncoupled from Alex who lay between Chris and me with her legs spread. Jeremy was there to capture a shot of my semen seeping from her vagina. Unlike some of the photos he'd shown us the night before we had multiple players and we seemed to shift into gear for Round 2 about the same time.
Chris moved to Alex's pussy and tenderly nibbled, licked and sucked on her, capturing my cum and Alex's juices. I heard an occasional "Yummy" from her as she moved around down there. Alex was writhing occasionally as Chris started to make something happen for Alex and finally she had a small orgasm, clutching me to her for dear life as the pleasure rode through her body.
As she came down Alex said, "My God, you people are fabulous! I may never leave. I haven't had so many orgasms in such a short period of time. Jeremy," she called to her husband, "you've got to leave me here in 'Climax Heaven'. Oh, and stop taking pictures and come and make love to me. Enough pictures. It's time you got involved with your subjects."
Jeremy sighed and clicked off a few more shots not only of Alex but also of all of us in our various positions. He turned off the photoflood lights and moved some of the reflectors out of the way. He took down some of the backdrops we'd put in place, leaving the ropes we'd strung across the room to be removed later. Finally he removed his own clothing and looked for an open spot on the bed."
Alex extracted herself from Chris and stood a kissed him, their nude bodies pushing tightly against one another. Jeremy's cock was standing straight out from his body before she caught it between her legs. I don't know how he'd manage to make it through the past hour and fifteen minutes of our orgy and remain the consummate photographer. He was clearly through with that role now, however.
Rachel came over and joined Alex and Jeremy. I heard her say, "Come with me. There's more room in the guest bedroom. We can go there." She led the two of them off in that direction.
I heard Ray suggest to Lynn and Karen that they go into the living room to find more spacious surroundings too. The three of them departed, Karen leading Ray while holding on to his very erect prick.
Chris moved over me and slipped my cock into her mouth, cleaning the last vestiges of my union with Alex from my unit. Her actions of course made me harder than titanium steel. I was ready again. She moved up and sank her pussy down on my cock delivering in one smooth move a shot of pleasure for the two of us. She started a slow roll with her hips. I reached up and fondled her taut breasts.
Next to us, Holly mounted Carl and duplicated Chris' hip action. I heard some whispering from the trio and felt the bed shift as they disengaged.
The next I knew Chris' eyes shot open as Carl rubbed his lubricated cock at Chris' back door. She bent forward over me and I could feel Carl surge forward and enter her ass. Sarah and Holly watched as they held and rubbed each other.
Carl and I alternated our strokes into Chris, driving her higher and higher towards what turned out to be a colossal orgasm that racked her body and turned her into a blithering mass of satisfied flesh. Carl pulled out as Chris laid panting and gasping on my chest going "Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God" over and over again.
He leaned in and kissed her tenderly. Chris said in a dreamy voice, "Oh thank you so much you guys. Carl. Jim. You guys are wonderful. Give me a chance to rest. Go deliver pleasure elsewhere. Pleeeease!" She smiled dreamily and rolled to the side. I picked her up and put her head up on one of the pillows; we kissed tenderly.
Carl was about to mount Sarah when I turned around. Holly and I looked at each other and smiled. I said, "Come to me, Lover!" She scooted across the bed so she was partially next to Chris who continued to watch us with her eyes at half-mast. Holly raised her legs in a welcoming gesture and I slid my cock into her. We both moaned at the pleasure that move gave each other.
I started to pump into her slowly, pulling almost all the way out and then thrusting into her. On each inward thrust Holly would squeal or squeak her pleasure. This was where I wanted to cum next. Holly wanted me. Chris was satisfied beyond description. Sarah was get a royal fuck right next to us by Carl and was fully enjoying the coupling.
"I'm all yours Lover," I whispered to Holly. We leaned in and kissed passionately as I lay buried to the hilt in her tight pussy. "Are you my virgin all over again? I still remember that night and every move we made together." I thrust hard into her and she squeaked. She pulled one of her breasts up to her mouth and licked her own nipple -- very erotic.
"Oh, Jim," she cooed, "I'll never forget it either. You were so loving. Everyone was. I can't believe I ended up losing my virginity and being held and loved by you, Robbie, Mel, Chris and Sarah all at the same time. I'll just remember it always. When I masturbate I think of that night and you cuming deep inside me ... making me cum vaginally for the first time. Wow." I thrust into her and she squeaked. Her magnificent breasts shook.
"I'm going to cum in you tonight. Very soon in fact. Do you want me?" She squealed.
"Oh yes, cum in me. I want every drop you have to deliver. Squirt off in me. If you get me just right I'll squirt off on you. I think I've developed a new skill." She smiled up at me as I drove into her again. She squeaked.
"Let's see what I can do." I intensified my thrusts into her, clearly driving towards the goal of orgasm in the not too distant future. I watched Holly's breasts sway and gyrate beneath me as I surged into her -- stroke after stroke.
"Oh Jim. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuuuuuuuck me.
Squeak. Squeak. Squeak. Squeak. Holly's little sounds were getting more intense and closer together. Chris continued to watch us with that dreamy smile on her face.
Finally I said, "I'm very near. Where are you?"
"I'm ready. Cum!" Holly responded.
I slammed into her about ten more times, feeling my body move past the point of no return. My orgasm had started deep within me. I could feel muscles and glands start to flex and eject. The fluid in me raced through my body and up and out my cock and deep into Holly's welcoming pussy. I was pushed to the maximum I could be into her body. Her back was arched pushing back at me.
Our breathing stopped. Mouths opened in that last breath before the height of pleasure hit us like a speeding locomotive. We were on heaven's doorstep and the angels sang. Then the moment started to subside. I had to breath -- my body crying out for oxygen. I took a huge breath, gasping for air. Holly duplicated my gesture.
I held myself above her on my arms for a minute more then I had to unlock my arms and lower myself onto her. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me tightly. I remained embedded in her cunt, my cock still feeling the after shocks as they rippled through her body. My God she was a wonderful lover.



Apparently Carl and Sarah had finished about the same time we had. I had been totally oblivious to their climaxes I was so focused on Holly. In an impetuous move I leaned over and kissed Sarah. She smiled back at me afterwards and gave me a sexy wink. Carl grinned at me.
Holly and I scooted up the bed to be next to Chris. We remained coupled together, a point that didn't seem to bother Chris. She was the most content I think I'd ever seen her. She smiled at me and said, "Thank you. Thank you so much. I've made a decision I'll tell you about tomorrow. A good decision." She leaned forward and kissed me, then kissed Holly. "I love you both so much. My heart aches with all the love I feel for everyone." We held each other tightly.
Carl eventually had to go. Rachel and he had a baby sitter so they couldn't stay all night. He bid us goodnight and slipped away. A few minutes later Rachel came in and kissed us all goodnight too. She looked content and well fucked. I asked, "Jeremy?"
She said, "Very happy -- with Lynn. Ray's with Alex and Karen. I think everyone's nodding off. I'll call you tomorrow." She slipped into the rest of the house and a few minutes later I heard the front door open and close as they left.
Sarah nestled in beside Holly who was tight against me. Chris was snuggled into my other side. I leaned across and flicked the last of the lights off and we drifted off to sleep.
*****
In my meditation at the beach the next morning I was touched with a sense of expansion, of growth, of sharing love more broadly in many different ways. When I stopped meditating I felt very much at peace with myself and with the world -- a great harmony and happiness. I walked the beach just to think and enjoy the morning.
When I got home Karen and Lynn were getting ready to go to work. I went and kissed and hugged both women, telling them I loved them and wished them a happy and loving day at work. They both had good jobs and I was so grateful they thought of my abode and arms as home and their primary relationship.
After they left I sat on the patio looking out across the bay and nursing a lukewarm cup of coffee. Alex came out in her naked splendor. I stood and embraced her as she wrapped her arms around me in a glorious hug. I could feel her full breasts against my naked chest and enjoyed the trust and love that came with that act.
I pulled her into the overstuffed chair with me; she sat on my lap. I asked her, "You OK? It's probably been a bit unusual compared to your usual routine."
She answered with a kiss to my cheek, "Well, I think I'm still a bit jet lagged for one. For another, I've had the most enjoyable sex and loving relationships with everyone. Lastly, I've had more orgasms in the past two days that the prior year -- so has Jeremy. I think you've broken us out of our rut. I'll never be the same again and I shall be eternally grateful." She took my hand and placed it on one of her breasts. I started to gently massage her.
Next I knew I was sucking on her breasts as she watched in fascination. I pulled her off the patio and into the vacant living room. She sucked on my penis until I reached requisite hardness and then she spread her legs and I sank my cock into her moist box. We made love with a sense of abandon, often looking into each other's eyes.
We had modest orgasms compared to some of the mind blowers of the night before. That said, I doubted there had ever been a 'bad' orgasm. I shared that thought with Alex and she gave a delightful laugh.
I dropped to the floor in front of her and sucked her pussy, enjoying the mix of our juices once more. She had a delightful musky scent and nectar that I just loved to savor. I brought her to yet another orgasm.
After even the afterglow had passed, I pulled her back outside, checking for any boats or fishermen near the seawall. We slipped into the pool, allowing the water cooled by the night air to wash over us. She stayed in contact with me for a while and I continued to enjoy our skin on skin union.
Sarah came out of the house rubbing her eyes. She looked like a woodland nymph as she slipped into the pool water and swam over to us. I stood and we hugged and kissed. She kissed Alex in a sexy way too, their naked breasts pressing together in their embrace.
Alex ventured, "I never realized I had the latent potential to be bisexual. The idea of a Sapphic relationship turned me off, in fact; somehow that all changed here. I don't understand it."
Sarah answered her, "I felt the same way and I've thought about it a lot since my first experiences. I think it has to do with feeling loved and then wanting to return that love to the person that gives it. You feel comfortable with all of us, I guess. You become more open to possibilities, more willing to explore and experiment. You are willing to stress the paradigm you live in even to the extent of finding a new one."
Sarah and Alex kissed again, this time a little more passionately.
Holly came out and surveyed the scene in the pool. Chris was right behind her. The two of them slipped into the pool as well. Everyone exchanged kisses and hugs. Chris was especially affectionate to me and clung to me after the others had done their morning welcomes.
I looked at her and asked, "So you decided something? Can you tell us now or is it for sometime later?"
"I can tell you now," she said as she slid in front of me and kissed me.
"I'm all ears," I said.
"When I arrived two weeks ago I wasn't sure I could handle this life style, share you, share myself, and lots of other questions you might expect when you think about a polyamorous life style. Some I couldn't even articulate; I just had a fuzzy questioning feeling deep inside."
She paused and looked up at me with her big green eyes, "Now I know I can commit to you -- and to Lynn, and to Karen, and to your extended family, and to this life style." She broke into a big grin. "Oh, dear man, you've turned me into a sex maniac and a love muffin." She kissed me passionately.
"I never doubted," I said. "And a correction, if I may. It's not 'my' extended family -- it's just 'the' extended family. It's as much yours as it is mine. I'm the old fart of the family, but everyone owns this. We all create this family, contribute to it, and make it what it is. It's our ultimate responsibility."
Chris really kissed me hard after that. I kissed back and felt my temperature rise.
I added, "Let me say one more thing, for all of us, I'm sure. I am ecstatic that you are here, now, and that you think you'll stay here for a while. You're welcome forever. Know that this is your home as much as mine or anyone else's. This is where you are loved and where you will always find support, caring, and devotion. Thank you for being here." I pecked at her lips.
"One more thing," she added with a sly grin, "I have a job down here. It's really close to home. I may not even have to commute very much."
"Huh?" I asked, puzzled by her cryptic remark.
"I am your new editor!" she beamed at me.
"How'd you swing that?" I asked surprised and pleased with the turn of events.
"Well, remember that about ten months ago we had dinner with your editor, Paul Davies, at his home. You were up there doing the final edits and print proofs for your books on polyamorous relationships and surviving in tough times. I was taken with the idea of editing. I mean what do you do with a master's degree in political science? So about four months ago I called Paul and re-introduced myself. He remembered me and so we had lunch together. I described what I was thinking about and asked if there might be a home for me doing long-distance editing, not only of your work but other books as well. He liked the idea and over the next couple of months we kicked it around. He understood I had to finish my masters and that I wanted a little time off before I started. Anyway, he made me a job offer and I accepted. I'm to start working with you on the relationship book that your working on now; I start whenever you're ready -- all I have to do is call Paul and let him know." She broke into a big grin and kissed me again. She added, "Somehow, I have to remain objective through all this, particularly working together with you."
I grabbed her to me and swung her around in the water. "That's super wonderful!" I told her. "Come and let's celebrate!" I got out of the pool, dried off briefly, and fetched a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator. The others had been listening to most of the conversation. We gathered around on the patio, with plastic cups, and toasted to Chris' decision to be with us and about her new job. There was a lot of kissing and hugging going on. I'm sorry, nearly naked women hugging and kissing still turns me "on". I lit up like a Christmas tree I was so "on".
*****
Jeremy and Alex had moved out of the motel and into our abode for the rest of their week in Florida. We had a lot of fun and a lot of sexual times together too -- morning, noon and night. On the following Sunday I drove them up to Tampa so they could catch a flight from TPA to LAX. Jeremy had a Beverly Hills gallery opening with some of his work the next day and evening.
During Alex's and his week with us Jeremy had often sequestered himself away to work on the wedding photographs as well as the group session we'd had on Monday evening. He said he wasn't through but would give us what he had so far. He wanted to be sure to have something worthwhile for Mel and Robbie. I offered to pay him but he turned me down cold. He said he couldn't begin to repay the positive, life-changing week he and Alex had experienced.
I had talked to him at length one day about our philosophy of living together and sharing one another -- putting the others' happiness ahead of our own and making the concept of unconditional love a daily event we practiced. Alex had joined us and the two of them soaked up every word. The two of us had made love to Alex after that talk.
On the drive to the airport we talked about our relationships from a spiritual perspective as well, particularly dwelling on the idea that we co-create our own lives with the God force within each of us and all of us. Jeremy properly noted that this meant that you had to take responsibility for your own life -- you were no longer able to play the "blame game." I pointed out some verses in the New Testament that buttressed this perspective on life.
At the airport, Alex got all teary and even Jeremy was a little stoic. I invited them back -- anytime -- to be part of the extended family or just to come and know they had a home in Florida. We hugged and I kissed Alex -- a lot. Jeremy looked pleased we said such a thorough goodbye. People on the sidewalk at the departures terminal watched with interest at our PDA.
Jeremy handed me two CD albums. Each he said had three or four CDs in them. "The blue one is for Mel. The red one is for you and whoever you want to share it with -- everyone I hope." He laughed and added, "I still have work to do on both albums. It'll take me at least a month but I'll send replacements with more Photoshop versions and edits to what's there. Some of the light levels in the group event didn't come out as well as I'd hoped but I can adjust it at home."
I gave him another hug and launched him towards the terminal. Alex kissed me one more time. I patted her lovely ass and aimed her to follow Jeremy. The two of them looked over their shoulders one more time as I got in the car and drove away.
Remarkably on the way home my cell phone rang -- it was Mel. She was calling from Nick's Grumman Gulfstream V. They had opted to clear customs in Fort Meyers and were now inbound for Sarasota. She asked if we could pick them up at Dolphin Aviation -- one of the general aviation fixed base operators at the airport. She said the pilot had told her they'd be there in about thirty minutes.
I explained that I would be there waiting for them and headed for that exit off the Interstate. Mel snickered and told me they'd joined the Mile High Club several times. I could tell she was as horny as ever. I looked forward to seeing her and Robbie soon.
I was waiting at Dolphin as the beautiful corporate jet taxied in from runway 32. A lineman directed them to a parking stand and the engines spooled down. When they were just about silent the stairway at the front of the plane unfolded. Mel was standing there waving at me; Robbie was behind her. The first thing I noticed was that both of them had deep brown tans. Apparently they hadn't spent the entire honeymoon in their bedroom.
Mel came down the stairway and ran into my arms; "I've missed you so much but we've had a ball. It's a good thing we had our own airplane. We're loaded with souvenirs!" She was bouncing around in her happiness. Robbie came and we hugged too.
The pilots, Mel, Robbie and I all unloaded the airplane and filled my car. There was barely room for the three of us. Both of them talked at me -- simultaneously, of course -- during the entire ride home. I'd phoned Chris, Karen and Lynn on the way to Dolphin to alert them to the arrival of the honeymooners. Everyone was home from work when we pulled into the driveway. There were more hugs, highly animated simultaneous conversations, and lots of jumping up and down with glee. Everyone was having gales of laughter over some of their stories, particularly their recounting of their "mile high" adventures on the way down to St. Croix.
Nick and Bev came by the house that afternoon and we did a cookout. Mel sat on Nick's lap for a long time and thanked him for use of his jet. She told him some of their adventures. Later she told me he confessed that he and Bev has christened the airplane and joined the Mile High Club about a year earlier on a flight from Moscow to Milan.
Robbie and Mel passed out souvenir gifts for everyone including a lot of sex toys they'd found in some Caribbean sex shop. We had to explain several of them to Nick. All of us were rolling on the floor with laughter over each other's reactions to their gifts. Mel made us promise to try each "toy" at least once.
I loaded Jeremy's wedding pictures on my laptop and we spent some time admiring his fine photographic work and laughing as how he captured the fun and joyous spirit of the event.
Late in the evening Nick and Bev bid us goodbye. They were leaving for Europe early the next day. There was a lot more hugging and kissing. Bev whispered in my ear that she still wasn't wearing underwear and loved the "airy sensation" it gave her; she told me she was ready whenever I was. We grinned lecherously at each other, I patted her tight ass and they were off.
I drove Mel and Robbie home with the remainder of their luggage and parcels. We kissed and made plans for a more extensive get together the following evening. Mel ground her hips into me to remind me that she liked me -- lots. She said, "I've missed my friend. Can't wait until tomorrow." With that I kissed her goodnight and drove home.
When I got home Chris and I talked. We agreed that she'd officially start as my editor the following morning, so we were both looking forward to working on the manuscript about relationships that I had almost finished. We talked about a dozen other books she envisioned me writing too, so I could see I was going to have a lot of work to do under her editorial guidance.
I loaded some of Jeremy's pictures from our group orgy. We only got through one CD then we were all so horny we had to postpone seeing the rest of them. We enthusiastically headed towards the bedroom. The four of us made love-- Chris, Karen, Lynn and me. Everyone was content and satisfied when we finished and started drifting off to sleep. I felt so loved and loving as we cuddled together and kissed each other goodnight.
The next morning I went up to the beach alone to do my meditation. It was a time of contentment and peace. The Law of Attraction was working overtime in my favor. I silently thanked the Universe for my gifts and the things yet to come. Thank you Universe.
###
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Chapter 01: Fuck Buddies, Lovers and Other Complications
Q. How do you choose between four beautiful women?
A. You don't.
*****
I was having my third orgasm of the day; it was coming on slowly and I had almost reached the point of no return. We were in the executive conference room of McKennitt & Company. Everyone had left to go home hours earlier except for my personal assistant and me. She lay naked on the conference room table in front of me, our clothes scattered about the floor around us. Her legs were pulled up and her feet were just grazing my shoulders as I thrust into her warm pussy. We were both panting. I was in seventh heaven and apparently she was too.
I'm David Rogers - a newly promoted senior consultant at McKennitt. I'm thirty-two years old, a sandy-haired bachelor just under six feet tall, and based on what my PA tells me, I am a hunk. Personally, I have more than my share of insecurities to overcome but I seem to knock off one or two from the list every month or two.
My personal assistant is Pam Jennings, a late-twenties something blond beauty. She was assigned to my project about a year ago. We started flirting when we first met; however, it took about three months before we first slept together. Well, we didn't sleep -- instead, Pam pulled me into a large unused closet in the building and fucked my brains out over a lunch hour. Pam is gorgeous. She could be a model albeit for her 'home town girl' look. She's blond, blue eyed, with a trim figure.
Pam has a strong tendency, which I love, towards being a nymphomaniac and exhibitionist. Thus, our presence, at high career risk to the two of us, in the managing partner's conference room as we fucked each other with physical and vocal intensity on the long mahogany table.
The only time I saw Pam was during the week at work. There was no boyfriend-girlfriend relationship. We were co-workers and fuck buddies. We never shared our weekend activities except in the normal idle chatter as we worked together, usually with a few of the other people on the projects I was responsible for.
When I first arrived at work this morning, Pam had announced she was horny and pulled me into the small utility closet off the stationery supply room. She had delivered an absolutely exquisite blowjob to me within ten minutes. She ended with my long cock deep in her mouth as I shot off load after load of my sweet jism into her throat; she didn't lose a drop. When she was through she stood, adjusted her clothing, kissed me lightly on the lips and exited our secret room with a smile on her face, leaving me with a wet and deflating penis to contend with.
My second orgasm of the day came after lunch in a small unisex locker room the joggers use to freshen up after their runs. Pam had checked and found that no one had left any running gear near the room thus the place would be empty for the afternoon. She'd come and dragged me down the hall, locked us in the small room, yanked my pants down, sucked me to requisite hardness, and then pulled her skirt up and sat on my cock facing me. I guess she'd planned this for she wasn't wearing underwear. As we fucked she opened her blouse and unfastened her bra so I could feast on her luscious and generous breasts. Pam is probably a 36C and I love to suck and fondle her breasts until her nipples are screamingly erect. I could often bring her to orgasm just through stimulation of her beautiful mounds.
Our late lunchtime tryst ended when I jacked my semen into her wet tunnel. Pam had cum a couple of times before we came together, so I felt I'd done my manly duties of delivering pleasure to her. We used some paper towels to clean ourselves. Pam made an absorbent pad of toilet paper and put it inside her thong that she produced from a pocket in her dress. She assured me it would catch our drippings as she went back to work.
About five o'clock, Pam had stuck her head in my office and said, "I still want to fuck your brains out full tilt. If we both stay late you can finish the Sands Point Planning Project report and I can clear off a chunk of my workload. I was thinking we could christen the conference table in the MDs office; what do you think?"
I replied, "If we get caught, we're toast." She nodded vigorously in agreement yet with a big smile.
"And even on a Friday night, people come back in here all the time -- even late at night." She nodded in agreement some more.
I thought some more and said, "So this is a big calculated risk that at the time we choose no one will walk by his office on the twenty-forth floor." She kept nodding in agreement.
"And the janitorial people will have to be finished up there by the time we do anything." Pam nodded some more.
"And the guard would have to have finished his rounds up there." She kept nodding.
I wound down and finally grinned and said, "And, yes, I'd love to fuck your brains out up there in a few hours. In the meantime, how about some sandwiches or something for dinner? My treat." I paused, "Well, we can even bill it to the client."
Pam came and ran her finger seductively along my thigh, stopping just short of the rising hard-on I was beginning to nurse. "Be back is a while with food ... Boss," she said in her sexy, husky voice. She kissed my cheek and left my office and strolled out of sight with an extra waggle of her svelte hips. She never asked what I wanted for dinner.
I ploughed ahead with the Sands Point report. It was a financial analysis of a real estate deal on Long Island for a very well known area entrepreneur the firm had had as a client for over a decade. Thirty minutes passed in a flash and I was checking my data entries on a spreadsheet when Pam waltzed into my office with Chinese food from the food court downstairs. I parked some of my papers and we spread out our dinners on one end of my desk.
As we started to eat, Pam stated that something was missing. She got up and returned a few minutes later with two glasses of white wine -- from where I haven't the remotest idea. It did help to wash things down and I could actually feel some of the tension from the day fade as the food and drink bounced into my empty body cavities. After dinner, Pam reminded me that we had an appointment in a few hours and I again watched her leave my office with her sexy waggle.
A few hours later I had just wrapped up my last spreadsheet when Pam appeared at the door to my office. She vamped her way along my doorframe, pulling her skirt up and showing me lots of thigh. "Time to come and find the meaning of life, Lover!" she said to me. She came into my office and pressed her entire body against mine as I stood to meet her. We could both feel the inflating situation in my pants.
"What are things like upstairs?" I asked and gestured overhead many floors to where the twenty-fourth floor was.
"Janitor's done. Guard went through about an hour ago. We chatted. He's gone back to his desk downstairs."
"No one else around?" I asked.
"Just us horn dogs," Pam said with a lecherous grin.
Ten minutes later we were fucking on the mahogany table in the big boss' conference room. Outside the huge window of the darkened room was a spectacular view of the city. Enough light came in so we could see each other and appreciate the eroticism of what we were doing. The other side of the conference room was also all glass; only it viewed the hallway of the executive suite and some of the nearly priceless paintings the firm had thought to acquire.
After ten minutes of intense fucking, Pam had cum a couple of more times and I hit that point of no return. "Are you ready for me?" I asked.
"Give it all to me," she said and lunged up and kissed me. "Fuck me hard, Lover. Give me your juice."
I did. I blasted the last of my cum into her sweet pussy. Of course as I did, my breathing stopped and I arched back away from her as I sunk my cock deep into her body. I held that position for almost a minute as my orgasm swept through me.
Pam came with me. We'd fucked often enough that we could read each other's signals about orgasms. She was better at it that I was. This time she was spot on and reached her climax with me. She arched off the table as her 'big one' hit.
I pulled her into a seated position so we could kiss again and I could nuzzle and bite her breasts and nipples. She jerked and twitched as I delivered some post-coital pleasures to her. In the meantime I was deflating at a fairly rapid rate, in part due to nervousness that someone might catch us naked in the executive suite. I kept trying to think of a rational reason we were up there -- naked and fucking, but nothing particular came to mind except improving staff morale.
Finally, Pam squeezed her vaginal muscles and expelled me in a sudden slippery move. She laughed at her great talent. She had also expelled some of my cum and it was now evident in a large dollop of whiteness on the dark table surface. Pam rolled to her side so she didn't smear the glob and got off the table.
"My ass has splinters in it," she said with a grin. "But I still loved the fuck." She was rubbing her backside. I turned her around and massaged her back, shoulders and bubble ass for a minute, restoring some of the circulation. Pam then started to sort out her clothing from the pile on the floor and got dressed again. I was doing likewise.
Just as we finished the hallway lights came on. We both jumped. Pam said, "Quick, get over by the window." She was finishing the last buttons on her blouse and moved to join me.
We turned towards the open doorway just as one of the execs walked by. He paused at the door and looked into the dimly lit room. I greeted him, "Hi. We were working late and decided to admire the view from here rather than downstairs." Pam nodded. I thought about how lame that excuse sounded.
"Oh, OK. No problem. You're Jennings, right?" he asked.
"Yes, sir. Trying to finish up a client report tonight. This is Pam, my PA." I gestured to the buxom blond beside me and tried to smile as though nothing was going on between the two of us.
"Hi. Nice to meet you Pam," he said dismissively. "Well, I left all my things here while I took the wife to the theater. She's waiting downstairs. Excuse me and I'll be on my way. You'll lock up when you leave?"
"Oh, yes sir," I replied. Whatever his name was turned and walked away. It was then that I spotted the puddle of my cum mixed with Pam's juices on the glossy table surface. Could he have missed that? It was so obvious. I shuddered and searched my pockets for something to wipe up with. Nothing. I finally yanked a shirt tail from my pants, leaned across the table and smeared the juice in one frantic erasing gesture. The traces of moisture remained but the obvious nature of the stain was mostly gone. I tucked my damp and now odiferous shirt tail back in my pants. Pam looked on in obvious amusement.
"Shall we go back downstairs?" she finally asked.
"Whew! Yes," I said. It was then that I noticed that my heart was beating at about two hundred ticks a minute. "We almost got caught. What if he'd arrived back there five minutes earlier?"
Pam answered with a devilish look on her face, "Maybe I could have gotten fucked twice."
*****
Saturday, I'd been invited to watch a polo match out on Long Island near Westbury. I'd never seen a match except for a few brief moments in various movies, so I was looking forward to the event. I took the train out of the city; my friend and co-worker Russ Perry met me at the station and we drove together to the large estate where the match was to be played. He also worked in the City at McKennitt and had an apartment in town, but usually spent the weekends at his parent's waterfront home in Manhasset.
Russ had seen the game played before and made a valiant effort to explain the finer points of the game to me as we drove from the train station to the estate where the games were being held. He explained to me that there are four players on each team and they play chukkas of seven minutes. He commented that the history of the game went back to the sixth century B.C. The field is 300 yards by 200 yards and the goal posts at each end of the field are eight yards apart. He said the Westbury teams played games with six chukkas each, the breaks between used to change ponies (please don't call them horses!). He explained the Westbury league also used a handicapping system based on the skills of each player and wins in prior tournaments. He talked about offense and defense strategies, stopping only as we pulled into the large grassy area where we parked the car. The day was perfect; a bright blue sky with temperatures in the low eighties.
Russ led me towards a tent set up for the invited guests. Russ was an invited guest; I was a guest of a guest so I guess I qualified for the free booze. A couple of bars on each side of the large tent were rapidly passing out beers and other drinks of choice for the guests. Of course, there was no fee - most people here knew each other and Russ said it was bourgeois to take money for what you thought was a social event. Russ and I each got a beer and headed outside and towards a small set of bleachers where others were assembling to watch the start of the first match. Russ kept introducing me to various friends he knew along the way.
In the small bleachers we had a good view of the playing field. The two teams took positions and then the game was off with a flurry of whinnying horses and mid-field activity. Several chukkas later I seemed to have mastered the spectator side of the game pretty well. I let my eyes start to wander around the others in the small bleachers and those walking back and forth to the refreshment tent. Russ got restless too.
"Let's get some more beer and see if my female friends have shown up," he said leading the way down from our vista of the playing field. The sun was brilliant and I was actually glad to get in the shade as we strolled into the tent.
"Lisa!" Russ shouted with glee, "how are you? I'm so glad you guys came." Russ was pulling me towards a very pretty woman near our age. She was dressed to the nines in a flowery flock and, in spite of the fact that the entire area was grass, she was wearing heels. Russ introduced us and we shook hands.
Lisa explained mainly to Russ, "Emily's getting drinks." We turned just as a woman about my age approached carrying two glasses of wine. I was dumbstruck and suddenly in love. My heart stopped. Emily was a knock out. If Lisa was a ten, and I'd already assigned that score to her -- the maximum possible, then Emily was a twenty. She was a chart buster. Russ had fantastic taste in women.
Russ nodded and moved to give Emily a welcome hug. She was a gorgeous auburn haired, green-eyed woman with a trim figure and an elegant air about her. She was wearing a black and white polka dot summer frock, heels, plus she had a large brimmed hat. Further, she was wearing pearls that really offset her flawless tanned skin and the jeweled studs in her ears.
"Dave? Earth to Dave. This is Emily." Russ was talking to me from some other planet.
Purely on autopilot I put my handout and the two of us shook hands. I knew I was staring at her but I just couldn't stop. I was soaking up all her beauty for those cold, icy nights in my life when I'd need to be able to call forth and savor my memory of someone this beautiful that I'd actually gotten to touch, albeit briefly.
Interestingly enough, she was staring back. Finally, she asked, "Have we met?"
I regained my senses and laughed, "Isn't that supposed to be my line?" I paused and went on, "If we'd ever met I'm not sure I would have ever let you out of my sight again. So, since we've just been introduced I'm guessing that 'no, we haven't met.'" I delivered the 'line' with just the right touch of humor so it hopefully didn't come across as arrogant or so much of a line that I'd be dismissed out of hand. Fortunately, we both laughed at my humor.
Lisa and Russ were chatting beside us a mile a minute and it was clear that they'd paired off and that I was left with Emily. Emily and I kept looking at each other with a sense of awe. I finally asked, "Would you like to go see some of the game?" She nodded and we strolled out of the tent. I wasn't normally nervous around women but with Emily my knees were knocking and my hands were sweating, and suddenly I kept stuttering and getting my tongue in the way of what I was saying.
Instead of sitting in the rough bleachers we stood about fifty feet from one sideline and watched the ongoing chukka. I asked if she knew the game and was glad when she said 'no' so I could impress her with my meager knowledge of the subject. The guys with the red stripes on their helmets were still ahead.
After a while, Emily put her arm through mine. My heart stopped again then restarted going at about Mach One. My brain was in overdrive and I had adrenalin pumping through every pore of my body in excitement of sharing even this innocent touch with her. I put my hand on hers to show her I was glad we were touching. She gave me a delightful smile in return and squeezed my arm even harder in return.
Even as the game ended we continued to stand and talk. Emily told me about her marketing and graphics design background and how she was working for an ad agency on Madison Avenue in their creative department. She had a relaxed way of talking that invited deep listening; I was hanging on every word. I never wanted to forget this day. I knew this was a temporary fascination but I was savoring the moment. This angel might vanish in a second and fly back to heaven.
Emily had gone to Ohio State for two years undergrad and then transferred to the Ringling School of Art and Design in Sarasota, Florida. She told me she'd done a triple major, pulling together advertising design, computer graphics, and photography and digital imaging all into a coherent program. I was impressed.
She extracted my lineage from me as we talked. A graduate of the University of Denver, I worked in a dead-end job for a couple of years then returned and got an MBA at a school near Boston. McKennitt had recruited me as I was finishing my MBA and that led to my move to New York. Now I was a City Rat. I'd been with them five years and traveled a fair amount for them -- or rather its clients - mostly along the east coast of the U.S. I was pleased to tell her that at thirty-two I was one of the youngest senior consultants in the firm.
We traded a lot of other conversation then played who do you know and how did you get here -- with Russ? With Lisa? There were a few other connections and we both seemed to relish in these. While we talked and shared, another complete games of polo had taken place. We had also wandered around between the tent and our viewing spot beside the field several times, refreshing our drinks.
Late in the afternoon, Russ and Lisa came and found us. "Dave, we're going to head out. Can I drop you back at the train station?"
I started to reply when Emily said, "I need to take the train too. Can you drop us both off?"
Russ nodded and soon the four of us clamored into his car. Emily and I caught the 5:15 pm for the City. As we were in the tunnel I broached the idea of dinner with her.
"Oh yes, I'd love to stay with you for dinner," she replied. My heart soared; I was going to get to spend another couple of hours with her. I must have look pleased. She squeezed my arm again to show she approved.
We came up out of Penn Station and headed towards an early dinner at the Jazz Standard on East 27th Street between Lexington and Park. I'd been there once before and loved the place, although it was pricey. I rationalized the expense since it was for the most beautiful woman in the world. Further, on our train ride into the city we'd established that we were both jazz aficionados. I'd called from the train and had gotten us a rare reservation for the 7:30 pm set.



We ended up walking from Penn Station to the Club. We were on the early side for New York; this was probably why I was able to get us a table. When we arrived there was a very digestible quartet playing some pretty mellow jazz in the manner of MJQ. Emily actually jumped up and down with delight at their mellow tones as we were waiting to be seated.
"I am sooooo excited to be here," she said. "This is a dream come true. I've wanted to see this place ever since I visited New York for the first time seven years ago. Thank you. Thank you." She leaned in a kissed my cheek. I think I blushed but my immediate grin told her she'd struck pay dirt. I was putty in her hands.
Our table was on prime real estate. I guess the maitre d' figured out I was trying to impress and leaned a little my way. I made note to slip him an extra tip on the way out. Right at 7:30 pm the Judy Niemack Group came on stage. For the next ninety minutes she delivered rendition after rendition of some of the greatest female jazz I'd ever heard.
Emily appears to like it too. Her eyes were almost riveted to the stage except to look at me and often squeeze my hand in appreciation. The two of us were seated side by side. Judy's first song was "You'd Be So Nice to Come Home To" and my mind was wandering all over the place wondering what we'd do after the set ended. I REALLY had to see this woman again.
As the set ended there was a flurry of activity and we were encouraged to settle up our dinner bills and make room for the crowd attending the 9:30 pm set. I noted there was a line when we left. I slipped $20 to the host and thanked him for such a great table. I got a big 'thank you' in return as well an invitation to mention his name for a sure-thing future reservation.
As we walked outside I broached the delicate subject of 'what next?' with Emily. "There are a million things we could do now? What's your pleasure?" I asked with fairly low expectations.
Emily stopped our walk and came around in front of me. She rose on her toes and kissed me rather solidly on the lips -- then she took my face in her hands and did it again, this time with a lot more feeling. Then she did it again, this time pulling my body up against hers. I felt the slightest bit of tongue dart into my mouth then retreat. My temperature was spiking.
"I think it's time you showed me your bachelor pad in Soho. I doubt my place even begins to measure up. Soho is much more 'in' than Upper East Side." She grinned at me, and we restarted our walk towards the corner of Lexington where we could hail a taxi.
My heart was racing again and I was trying to remember where I lived -- oh yea, Thompson Street, and whether I'd left the place in reasonable order -- yea, probably OK for a single guy. We caught a taxi and were at my place fifteen minutes later.
I opened the door to my one bedroom flat, turned on a light but left the dimmer in the low position. I quickly cleaned up a few of the more obtrusive items cluttering the room -- a sweatshirt, sneakers, pizza box from a week before, couple of beer bottles, and such. Emily stood in the doorway and watched me with an amused look on her face.
Finally, I announced, "There. Now I am ready for your presence." I bowed and gestured for her to fully enter into my modest living room.
"Can I get you a glass of something? Wine?" I asked.
"Yes," Emily answered, "Another glass of wine would be delicious. And put on some music please; something we can dance to." I swung by my aging stereo and put on some lounge jazz then headed into the kitchen. Ninety seconds later I presented Emily with her wine. I brought my own glass in as well and we clinked glasses and silently toasted one another.
Emily took a sip and then set her glass down and came and melted into my arms. We kissed with all the tenderness and hopefulness of two new lovers. Somewhere in the midst of the kiss Emily got me swaying slowly in time with the music. Eva Cassidy was singing "I Know You By Heart"; we pulled apart only slightly so we could look into each other's eyes as we danced.
We weren't the dancers; we were the dance. We cuddled and practically made love to one another in our standing and swaying. Our kisses were exploratory at first, initially just sampling the visible portions of lips and faces, then we became slightly more assertive with one another, French kissing but with that same joy and tentativeness of our earlier kisses. We touched tongues and rubbed them together, savoring the joy and eroticism of the act.
Emily opened her mouth and allowed me to run my tongue around her lips and then met my appendage inside her mouth, almost acting to invite. She repeated the act on me. I started to rub her body and she mine. We were shy at first, testing each other's limits as well as the pace of our rising passion.
I shifted my focus to Emily's chest, the part exposed by her scoop neck dress. I ran my tongue around the pearls around her neck, allowing myself the privilege of licking down to where her cleavage started. Emily was well endowed and just in the right proportion to her height; her breasts had caught my attention early when we met but I was so mesmerized by her overall beauty I hadn't had the luxury of gazing on them with focus until now.
Emily watched my every act as she held my body. Not once did I feel her push me away or flinch in some way because I had come to some arbitrary limit she was about to impose. More than that, in several of my moves I felt her urging me forward, even accelerating my loving of her body.
Finally, I came back up to her lips and kissed her passionately yet tenderly. My heart was palpitating over this woman of my dreams and now here she was before me. I looked into her eyes as I reached behind her and touched the zipper of her dress that ran from her neck down to her shapely ass. My unspoken question was "should I?" Emily nodded then kissed me back, running her tongue into my mouth.
I slowly pulled the zipper all the way down her back until I reached its limits. I put my hand inside her dress and massaged her bare back. Emily thrust her entire body forward into me, pulling me tight against her entire body. Surely she could feel the erection I was harboring in my slacks.
As I undid the back snap of her brassiere, Emily pulled her arms out of the dress' sleeves. She remained tight against me, kissing me with her entire body now. A moment later she backed away from me and let the dress and bra slide down her body to the floor. She stepped demurely away from both, using one of her high heels to push them to the side.
My first thought as I saw her standing there in heels and a lacy bikini brief was that I'd suddenly ascended to heaven and was meeting the most gorgeous angel in all the universe. I smiled not in lust but in love and wonderment; Emily returned my gaze with the same emotions.
She reached forward and started undoing the buttons on my Oxford shirt. I started to help but she gently batted my hand away. This was a job she clearly relished. After she'd completed unbuttoning me, she pulled my shirt from my belt and helped me shed the cloth.
Emily leaned in a kissed my nipples, sucking on each one until it was erect. I thought that I should be doing this to her yet knew that we had hours yet and neither of us should rush.
My shoes, socks and pants were the next to go, putting me on a more even footing with her state of undress.
We came together again, our nearly nude bodies rubbing together. Emily stroked her breasts across my chest, raising her nipples to an erect state. She had a slightly devilish look in her eyes as she did this. I took both hands and started to massage and fondle her breasts, lifting each of her enchanted mounds and bending slightly to suck on the erect nipples and their large areolas. Emily groaned for the first time in our lovemaking.
We petted and stroked for quite a while, our moves fanning our rising passion. When I was practically ripping through my cotton briefs, Emily reached in and pulled my stiff cock from their confines. For a second, I thought I'd explode in her hand but then I got control of myself. I hitched my underwear down my legs and kicked them aside.
Emily knelt and started to lick my stiff cock up one side and down the other, often taking the mushroomed shape head into her mouth and running her tongue around the head and ridges. If I thought I was hard before she started, I became even harder. I thought of the expression about having a cock so hard that it could cut glass; I felt that way as she continued loving my rod.
Suddenly, she went down on me -- fully. One second I could look down and see her holding my rod with her hand and pumping slightly as she used her talented mouth on me, and the next I had disappeared all the way down her throat -- entirely! I was speechless and also driven right to the edge of climax. Fortunately, she stopped for about fifteen seconds and just let me appreciate her moist oral nest for my steel rod.
She pulled off of me and I pulled her up to me lest I explode at this premature stage of our lovemaking. I kissed her again then gently directed her to sit on my sofa. Once she was seated I knelt in front of her. I kissed her again then ran my tongue down her neck, across her chest, and onto one of her nipples. Emily was moving her pussy at me, almost begging me to go down on her. I did.
I pulled off her lacy underwear and tossed them in the area where her dress was. Emily pulled her legs up, opening herself to my talented tongue. I dove into her muff, jamming my tongue deep into her pussy. She had already expelled a significant amount of her feminine nectar and it tasted divine. I came up and told her so but quickly returned to her slit, lapping and running my tongue over the entire area. I couldn't find enough of her juices to satisfy my hunger thus I dove deeper into her, even using my fingers to pull some of her juices out for me to savor.
I zeroed in on her clitoris that was rising in a hardened state from the small flaps of skin that protected her pleasure zone. I licked and sucked on her pleasure nub. Emily went crazy. "Ooooooooh, deeeeeeaaaaaarrrrrrr," she exclaimed.
"I'm cuuuuuuuming," she finally whispered through her ecstasy. Her back arched off the sofa as I continued to thrust my fingers into her love tunnel and tongue her clit. She let off a weak squeak then I could hear her breathing pause for about half a minute as the climax washed over her body.
Finally, she said, "Oh, my God, that was wonderful. Thank you. Thank you." She looked at me with big doe eyes and said, "I'll give you all weekend to stop."
I finally rose up and said, "Oh, OK. All weekend, it is!" Emily pulled me up to her. She wanted me to kiss her. I fondled a breast and kissed her.
After our passionate French kiss she said, "I love the taste of me on you. It makes me that much more horny." She looked at me and at my stiff cock that was pointing straight at her then added, "If you don't stick that lovely cock in me right now, I'm going home."
Two seconds later she was impaled on my rod, her legs pulled back to her chest in total exposure and supplication to my initial thrust into her body. She let out a long, mournful groan of contentment and added "Ooooooh my God, that is sooooooo good. Fuck me. Pump into me. Cum in me."
We started to move together, Emily on the sofa with her knees held back and me in front of her on my knees thrusting into her with all my effort, strength and love. I was in heaven. The angel I'd found not only had chosen to talk with me and have dinner with me, but also she'd chosen to make love with me. This was heaven on earth. I was in the "Now" moment.
We looked at each other and both watched as my cock moved back and forth into her moist cavity. She was producing copious amounts of girl juice to lubricate our union. I think she pushed aside a small orgasm, perhaps even several; I watched her close her eyes and move her cunt up to meet a particularly deep thrust. Sometimes, I felt the muscles inside her vaginal move and clench as I slowly moved into her.
Then I knew I was going to cum. I whispered, "I'm there!" My body signaled to me that it was going on high alert and that all systems were "Go!" I felt my sack contract and send a surge of my cum into the ducts that would carry it to my canon -- then another surge, and another, and another. Suddenly I jammed myself into her body -- she thrust herself down on me and moaned. I could feel jet after jet of cum shoot into her body -- deep into her love chasm.
I had gathered up her writhing body, pulling her up to me in a gigantic hug of love and passion. Our chests pressed together, her breasts flattened against my chest as we kissed and tongued each other. Our orgasms washed over us. Yes, I was in heaven. I was also feeling love thoughts about this woman. I thought, "Oh, thank you Universe."
We lay together on the sofa for a while then I carried her into my bedroom. The two of us cuddled up enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking and the magnificent feeling of skin on skin. Eventually sleep overtook us.
I awoke the next morning and just watched Emily sleeping. She was on her back and her breasts were exposed to the angled light coming in the window. About half an hour later her eyes blinked open. She stretched and gave me a lovely smile. My angel was awake. She reached and pulled me to her and we shared a series of romantic kisses that grew in intensity and ardor.
Soon she had me hard again and then I was nestled between her legs and we mated. She was an active lover, moving her hips and groin wildly into my own thrusts of my spear into her body. There was no doubt in my mind that she did welcome, enthusiastically, our lovemaking. She was enjoying this as much, perhaps even more than I was.
Our orgasms arrived together again. After that we slumped back into the bed stroking and kissing each other and cooing words of appreciation to each other. I remained embedded deep in her pussy, at least at first, and then we could both feel my contracting eel slowly slither out of her body.
I suggested a shower and soon we were standing in my bathtub searching for body parts that weren't already clean enough.
I offered Emily a pair of my exercise shorts and a t-shirt. She accepted these as Sunday morning dress rather than put her pretty frock back on. I found a pair of flip-flops that were a little oversized for her, but she was at least able to get around in them. We went out and walked down the street to the nearby retail area and found a coffee and pastry shop; we splurged on breakfast and each had a doughnut with our coffee. I bought a Sunday newspaper and we went back to my apartment and lounged around reading the paper for a couple of hours, talking frequently about things in the paper that interested us.
I kept looking for flaws in this beautiful woman, just one thing that would burst my bubble and bring me back to earth. She was a dream, she must be. I couldn't find a single thing that was the least bit unsettling, abrasive, or even hinting that she was anything other than my wildest dream come true.
Around lunch, we made love again ending back in a sweaty pile tangled in with the sheets and scattered clothing we'd brought with us to my bed. After even the afterglow had passed we sat naked on the bed for almost half an hour and just stared into each other's eye, not saying a word yet trying to communicate on so many other levels with each other. Several times we both had tears rolling down our cheeks, other times we couldn't repress a smile, but mostly it was just us "being" totally with the other person -- no games, no egos, no expressed emotions, no promises, just the two of us and those lovely, beautiful green eyes.
In late afternoon, Emily put her dress back on and the two of us caught a cab up to her place on the upper-east side. She had a nice studio that actually looked out on a small half-acre park with trees in it. She changed into more casual clothes and then led me on a walk around her neighborhood showing me some of the things she liked. We held hands, had our arms around each other, and eventually almost got arrested for fornicating in public.
We went back to her studio and made love again. Oh, thank God I was young and virile. We worked ourselves back into one passionate mess again. As we lay there panting and savoring our orgasms and passion, we both expressed the thought that perhaps we should just do this every day, all day long, from morning until night and exhaustion overtook us.
We slipped our casual clothes on and walked down the street, probably leaving behind the odor of two sexually satisfied people. We'd been bad and hadn't showered since we both pledged one more round before I had to go home and sleep.
We found a little sidewalk bistro and had a bottle of wine and some Italian food. Sated with food we took the long way home by way of an after-dinner walk. After the sun had set over Manhattan, Emily was astride me, her beautiful body moving up and down my erect rod, her breasts swinging in tune with the rhythm of our lovemaking. Eventually I shot my load deep into her body and she collapsed across my chest, her erect nipples stimulating my own as she moved around.
About eleven o'clock, we both showered. I dressed again; Emily put on a light housecoat that she made sure kept swinging open to give me salacious views of her seductive body. She gave me all her contact information, mentioning that her cell phone wasn't working too well.
I dipped my finger into her cunt, collecting some juices to 'remember her by'. We kissed and I was gone, amidst pledges to repeat all this the following weekend.
*****
I felt I had to avoid Pam the following morning. Guilt? We'd never agreed to be exclusive and in fact she'd given me every reason to believe that she was bonking one or another guy on various weekends.
I managed to remain "pure" until the end of my lunch hour, which was really only two minutes at my desk as I wolfed down a turkey sandwich she bought for me at the building cafeteria. Pam then pulled me bodily with her to the utility room off the unfrequented stationery supply room.
Pam was horny -- as usual -- and ten minutes later I shot a full load of cum into her hot cunt. She had kept up a running commentary on the greatness of the fuck we were having, including its various attributes and how happy it made her. Some of her comments were crude but effective at inspiring me to an explosive orgasm.
When it was over I wondered whether I'd been too loud when I climaxed. Did someone hear us on the other side of the door? After we cleaned up I snuck out of the door after being sure, as best I could, that there was no one else in the stationery room. I picked up a pad and a box of pens and headed off towards my office.
Pam appeared outside my office at her desk a few minutes later. I noticed that she too had a pad and a box of pens. Well, I thought, here I am dipping my pen in the company ink well -- just what you're not supposed to do.
Late in the afternoon, Pam came in with my flight tickets for Kansas City early the next morning. I was heading out to sell and hopefully start a new consulting job for McKennitt at a pharmaceuticals production company there. Good news; bad news. If I was successful the following day, I'd be in line for another promotion and I'd be busy for at least a year. The bad news was I'd have to travel to Kansas City every week and be away from my new girlfriend.
Girlfriend! I hadn't used that term in thinking about Emily. I wonder if she thought about me as a boyfriend? I pondered that for a minute. At the end of the minute, I called an uptown florist and made arrangements for a bouquet to be delivered to her apartment. Her concierge would take them and have them waiting for her when she got home from work. I vaguely recalled her saying something about having to work late. I wished I could have seen her.



*****
Kansas City in the summer can be oppressive. The hotels in the City often brief you on what to do if you hear the tornado siren go off. Tuesday evening I was sitting and looking out the window of my five-star hotel savoring the day but watching the darkest, meanest sky I think I'd ever seen, fully expecting the hotel warning system to go off. I had the weather channel on the television and it kept making strange sounds alerting everyone in the viewing area that there were severe thunderstorms with a likelihood of tornadoes across the two-state area. It was six o'clock and the sky should have been bright blue, instead it was almost black. A torrential downpour was rapidly flooding every road in sight from my window. Traffic was almost at a standstill.
I had actually had a good day. The flight had been on time and I'd gotten to my prospect's place of work at eleven o'clock thanks to a rare direct flight and they're being in a different time zone than the east coast. I'd made a presentation about McKinnett, my ideas for their transformation project, and then the room of executives had escorted me to lunch in the company cafeteria. I had tried to read their faces but near as I could tell the vote was inconclusive.
Over my end of the lunch table I used my best sales training to elicit their objections about the project and to respond to any misgivings they had. At the end of lunch we all walked back to the conference room we'd been in, stopping along the way for 'health breaks' in the various rest rooms.
When everyone was reassembled, Les Menchen, the head honcho explained that they were very open about their decision making process and the sharing of information. He said they had no secrets from each other and thus they felt they could discuss the merits of my proposal in open forum if that was OK with me. It was and I told him I liked the sound of that kind of company culture.
Les then went around the room and each person commented on whether they wanted to go forward with the strategic planning and reengineering project I had proposed. In the end there were ten favorable votes and one negative vote. Les turned to me and said, "Can you persuade Grace that she should give you a positive vote?" Grace was an assistant vice president and one of the key players in the group. Unfortunately we hadn't sat close to each other over lunch, so I didn't know what reservations she had about the project.
"Grace," I said, "if you were the president of this company what would you want to make happen?" She was taken back by the question but smiled at my rapid promotion of her to the top spot.
"I'd want to fix our drug approval process," she said. "It takes us six or seven years to collect enough clinical information for the FDA and then we screw around another year or two getting it analyzed and massaged so we can submit it to them. I'd love to take two years out of that process. If we do, for each drug we bring to market we'd save about a million dollars a day in bottom line profit."
"What if we made that the first priority of this project -- to take two years off the clinical trials and FDA submissions process?" I asked looking at the other executives to see whether they even thought that was a good idea.
Grace nodded, "If you start there you have my vote. That one move can have greater impact on our financials than any other single thing this company can do except finding a new blockbuster drug in research."
I turned to the others in the room, "What do you say to that idea? We could run the general project in parallel with the work on clinical trials and submissions."
Heads started to nod. Les stepped in with a smile, "I like that idea -- but why not make two projects instead of just one." He turned to the execs around the table; "To sweeten the pie, let me add that I will fund these projects from my budget. Neither of these efforts will come out of anyone's budget. Does anyone have any objection?" Heads around the room nodded in unanimous agreement.
Les turned to me and shook my hand, "David, it looks like you've sold two very large consulting jobs here today. Let's end this meeting and you group leaders figure out how to get these started." He turned and dismissed the others.
Grace, Roger, Hank, and Evelyn all stayed to talk with me about project launch and next steps. We met for another hour and filled about ten flip chart pages with a huge amount of planning information. I scheduled individual meetings for the next day with each of them and then the meeting broke up. I headed to hotel to make some calls back to New York and also to spend the night on my laptop trying to organize the pages of plans and ideas for the two projects.
I called my boss and told him the good news about the sales. He was the most ebullient I had every heard in his praise for my work and efforts. I did feel proud. I'd expected to land a single consulting project for about $150,000; instead I had sold two multi-million dollar projects, the combination possibly the largest ever sold at one time in the firm. Visions of partnership danced in my head; I could be the youngest partner. All I had to do was keep the client happy for a year.
I was almost through typing up my notes when my cell phone rang. I answered, "Hello, David here," as I usually did.
"David, this is Grace Malloy -- we met today."
"Yes. Yes. Grace. Hi. What can I do for you? I'm not in the offices, I'm in my hotel."
"I expected that. I was wondering if you were available for dinner -- assuming this storm doesn't spawn a dozen tornadoes. I thought we should get to know each other since we're going to be spending a lot of time together."
"I would be absolutely delighted. My stomach is already growling, however. I'm an hour ahead of this time zone so I'm ready when you are. Where should I meet you?"
"What hotel are you at?"
"I'm at the Intercontinental -- what used to be the old Ritz Carlton. They have a very nice restaurant and bar here, plus valet and underground parking. You probably wouldn't have to get wet," I offered.
"I'll meet you in the lobby bar in thirty minutes. I'd be eternally grateful if you'd order me a Merlot and have it waiting."
"Your wish is my command. See you in a half hour." I clicked the phone shut.
To be continued...
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Chapter 02: Should You Have Sex With Your Client? Your Client's Friend?
This was great. I hated to spend dinners alone when I was traveling, particularly in hotel dining rooms. Because of this I often ended with a burger served up by room service and a beer or wine from the mini-bar. Instead the good-looking woman that had just become my client had invited herself to dinner with me at my hotel. She'd told me to order her a wine and that she'd meet me in half an hour.
Thirty minutes later, I'd secured a corner table in the lobby bar, a bowl of munchies (of which I'd eaten a third), and my Chardonnay and her Merlot when Grace appeared at the entrance. I hailed her with a hearty wave. She came across the room with a deliberate stride.
I paid more careful attention to her than I had earlier today. She'd been an executive at the table then, but now she was also a social companion. I had to be careful in balancing those roles.
Grace was probably five years older than I was -- late thirties I guessed. She had short, cropped brunette hair around her angular face. She had dark grey eyes that were actually sort of sexy. She was a sharp dresser and had a reasonably trim form, but her "suit" didn't reveal too much except shapely calves and slender ankles. She walked right up to me, giving me a brief kiss on the cheek. I was pleased but the kiss scrambled my brain about what kind of a working relationship we were forging suddenly.
"Since we parted I have had a nightmare of a day. You and this wine are breaths of fresh air in my life. Thank you for this." She took a generous sip of the wine, gave me a devilish look and said, "Be sure you bill this to your client." We both laughed and I assured her I intended to. She put her hand on my arm in an appreciative gesture. I rather liked the touch for it was both sexy and intimate.
We chatted over our wines and I ate another third of the munchies from the bowl the waitress had left earlier. I'd reserved a table in the main dining room; however, probably due to the storm raging outside, the place was mostly empty. As our reservation time arrived, we carried our second glasses of wine into the dining room and sat where we could appreciate the melodies that a very talented piano player was creating to entertain the diners.
Dinner went by in a rush. Our conversation flowed smoothly over all sorts of topics. She even asked about my girlfriends and I learned she'd been divorced for the past ten years and had had no children. She admitted she'd been a little gun shy of forging a new serious new relationship unless it was really untraditional in some way.
We sat and talked ... and talked ... and talked. And then the maitre d' was standing beside the table, "Mr. Rogers, we are most appreciative you and your guest joined us tonight for dinner. We would like to invite you to a table we have prepared for you in our lounge as well as complementary drinks. We are closing the dining room early this evening. The storm has gotten significantly worse and I wish to send the musician and the rest of the staff home early, before the roads become blocked more than they already are."
We were more than finished. I signed the tab and we walked down the hallway towards the lounge. Crashes of thunder and lightning punctuated the night. Often the lights in the hotel dimmed and flickered. The lounge had a large window that looked over Brush Creek. The waiter that came to get our drink order explained that the Creek was usually almost dry. We could see that the small stream was a nearly full, raging torrent of water surging towards the Missouri River. Unless the rain stopped, the Creek would be over its banks in minutes.
We got some cognacs and sat next to each other on a small sofa watching the storm rage outside. The lounge lights were sufficiently dim that we could see a lot through the raindrop splattered window. A television near the bar was on the news channel that seems to be talking exclusively about the weather and road closures and flooding.
Grace had been holding my arm since we walked out of the dining room and ever since we sat down. Now she turned to me and kissed me, tenderly at first but then with significant passion. My brain went into jumble mode again and a million conflicting thoughts went through my head. One thing for certain, I kissed her back with just as much passion as she was dealing.
I picked up my Grand Marnier and took a sip then turned to kiss her again. Her eyes were nearly shut as our lips came together. I thrust my tongue into Grace's mouth and she opened to accept my offering. Then, much to her surprise and amazement, I jetted the small amount of the fiery orange liqueur I'd sipped into her mouth as I moved my tongue around.
Grace let out a long, low moan. Her eyes had flown open as I'd delivered the fluid and now they watched me, somewhat in amazement. "Oh, you are some kind of lover," she told me with a smile. "I'll give you all night to stop that." With that, she was into kissing me even more. She stopped at one point and said, "You turn me on ... big time!"
I was wondering where all this was going when there was a huge clap of thunder and a lightning bolt right outside the lounge window next to us. We both jumped about a foot into the air.
Grace got up and went to watch the bar television at that point. I carried our drinks over and joined her standing in the middle of the deserted bar. The television announcers were reporting on closed roadways and the damage done by three small tornadoes that had already touched down as the storm raged across Kansas. Grace finally groaned when one area of the City was shown as virtually closed. She pointed; "That's where I live. I can't get home tonight."
I had my arm around her in a casual, yet professional manner. She turned and kissed me hotly again. "I think I'm yours for the night, mister," Grace said setting her empty liqueur glass on the bar with a determined clink. "Show me the view from your room." She took my arm and started walking me towards the bank of elevators on the other side of the lobby.
I gulped as we started walking. "Errrrr, OK," I said slowly. This just didn't seem right. I'd already told her about Emily and actually referred to her as my girlfriend. I'd mentioned I also had someone else close in my life too, thinking of Pam. Somehow, I guess that wasn't making any difference to Grace. The other thing that kept running through my head was that if I messed this up I was going to lose this huge consulting job I just sold earlier today. One of my colleagues told me his rule was 'never sleep with the client.'
We got on one of the elevators. As soon as the doors closed, Grace plastered herself against me, held my face in her hands, and jammed her tongue down my throat. Wow! This woman was passionate and had something most definitely on her mind. I was just horny enough that my memory of my weekend with Emily and my interlude with Pam only the day before were fast fading from memory. I thought briefly that it had to do with blood rushing from my head to my cock. The latter was starting to inflate rather rapidly as Grace rubbed her lithe body against me.
A minute later I fumbled through my pockets looking for my pass card. I got the door open and let Grace in just as a massive clap of thunder echoed through the hotel again. I'd left some lights on in the room; Grace hit a wall switch that turned some of them off then turned to me and we kissed again. This time she dropped a hand to my pants and started to rub my erection through my pants.
Soon that wasn't enough for her. As we kissed and tongued each other's faces, I felt her fumble with my zipper. Then her hand was inside pulling my rising cock out in the air. She succeeded without inflicting pain and then she was slowly masturbating me. She said, "Ooooh I think you're glad to see me. You feel great. I have plans for this tonight." She dropped to her knees and inhaled my rod into her mouth, licking and sucking until I was rock hard.
I reached over her head as she was locked on my cock and pushed the zipper on the upper part of her dress down as far as I could. I pulled the dress forward onto her arms but Grace didn't seem ready to give up holding onto my shaft and mouthing it aggressively. I finally nudged her in the direction of the bed.
Grace stood and in about five sweeping moves shed the dress, her slip, her bra, and her underwear. She stood before me nude except for her dark stockings and her spike heels. The latter adornments actually made her look considerably sexier than straight nudity. As she'd shed her clothes, so had I. We melted into each other's arms next to the bed.
We moved into a sixty-nine position. Grace's pussy lowered onto my willing mouth and I started to suck in her pussy juice and feminine nectar. My God she was delicious. As I focused on her, I was able to postpone any urgent actions at the other end of my body. Grace was practically deep throating me but my focus on her cunt enabled me to enjoy the sensations without cresting in an orgasm.
Finally, Grace said, "I need to be fucked. Come put this lovely cock in my pussy."
As we repositioned, I asked her one more time, "Are you sure?"
"Fuck me!" she ordered.
I jammed my cock deep into her with one bold stroke. I think she climaxed as I did. She moaned, her back arched and she pushed her whole body up at me. I started stroking into her as I pumped my rod in her.
"Harder, David. Harder," she said. "Oh fuck me. Oh God I need this. I just don't get enough cock in my life. Oh you have the most wonderful cock -- keep pumping it in there. Oh, fuck me -- harder."
Each time she said the word 'harder' I jammed into her so that our pelvic bones slammed into each other, almost to the point of pain. Several times I stood erect over her and slapped her clit with my hand. She was clean-shaven so there was no pubic hair to cushion my assault on her nether region. She jerked and writhed in pleasure each time I did this.
"Oh, my God. You are a divine lover. Where'd you learn to fuck like this? Oh, fuck me more ... more ... OH GOD ... MOOOOORE!!!!" Grace climaxed again. I was rigid inside her but not quite ready to explode. I could feel her vaginal muscles clench my rod and milk me into her as her spasms arrived.
I paused in our intercourse until her orgasmic wave passed and her eyes reopened and looked at me with an almost pleading glance. I started up again, hard thrusts into her; I guess I was mad -- mad at myself for letting myself get caught up in this potentially awkward situation, mad at Pam for not committing to a deeper relationship, mad at Emily for arriving late in my life when things were complicated, and just mad at the world. I jammed harder and harder into Grace. I didn't love her, I was using her. I was masturbating and she was a convenient receptacle for my semen.
Grace was approaching another orgasm and this time so was I. I roughly yanked her legs up over my shoulders so I could have full, unfettered access to her cunt as I fucked her. I hurled my body into her. 'Take that' I thought. Grace started to moan and I could feel the spasms in her cunt start again. I pounded into her, now relentless in my drive towards my own self-satisfying pleasure.
Then, suddenly I wasn't mad any more. Suddenly I really liked this woman and wanted to bring her pleasure. She wasn't just a fuck anymore but someone I cared about. As I reached the point of no return, I leaned in a kissed her again, running my tongue up and down her neck, into her ears, and then into her mouth. She met my moves with her own.
Then I exploded into her. All my pent up feelings and emotions exploded as I shot a full load of my man juice into her open pussy. She came with me this time. We yelled, moaned, groaned, cooed, rubbed and every other move you could think of to celebrate our climaxes. Then I collapsed atop her. Grace wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me tight to her naked body. My God, she was sexy.
I rolled off of Grace and we lay side by side, touching and panting. Neither of us said a word. Outside the storm was raging. Sheets of water pelted the window of the room, refusing to be ignored. Flashes of lightning followed almost instantly by their resounding thunderclaps let us know the storm was still right on top of us. As I lay there in my satisfied state, I somehow had the feeling that I was moving into the eye of a storm.
Grace eventually recuperated enough to go down on me again. There was no warning. One minute she was lying beside me, lightly stroking my chest as we panted. The next, my semi-flaccid cock was in her mouth and she was sucking me for all she was worth.
I looked down and we made eye contact; she looked up and pulled me out of her mouth for a second, "You up for another round? By the way, we taste good together. Nice mix."
I nodded. Her words made me harden. I let her continue her blowjob for a couple of minutes, just enjoying the feeling of arousal that she was rebuilding. Then I stopped her. I forced her back on the bed, flat on her back. I pulled her legs over my shoulders as I dropped and latched my mouth onto her sopping pussy. I'd tasted myself before, on other pussies including Pam and Emily, so this was no big deal. For Grace, however, this was tantamount to having an electric orgasm machine suddenly take over her body.
"Oh, Davieeeeee. Are you sure? Oh, God. That's ... that's ... truly won -- der -- ful." She spasmed in a small climax. I kept going, running my tongue along her slit and darting it and a couple of fingers in and out of her open vagina.
I was pretty sure I'd found Grace's G-spot. I used my tongue on her clit and my fingers in some talented moves on what I thought was the right spot. Grace exploded again. "Oooooh fuck!" she screamed as she threw her head back on the bedding.
I didn't stop and in less than a minute she peaked again. I love multi-orgasmic women. I love the ability to deliver pleasure to them and have them so appreciative. I guess it's an ego thing.
I brought her two more orgasms then she stopped me. She was panting like a thirsty dog. "Oh God, David. Where did you learn to do THAT? You are a woman's dream! I may never let you out of my sight. Then again, I might share you with some of my friends. How would you like that? My pimping you around? I can bring you some really nice pussy."
Of course that kind of talk hardened me right up again. I slithered up Grace's body, roughly mouthing and sucking on her breasts. I bit, albeit gently, both of her nipples just shy of her pain threshold. She squeaked in delight.
I rose and thrust my cock into her body again. We both moaned. After a few strokes, I pulled her to me and rolled us until she was on top of me. "I want to watch you fuck me this time," I told her. We kissed and she rose up over me, her legs were tight against my sides still clad in her dark stockings and heels. Sexy! She bounced in a comfortable rhythm as I reached up and fondled her flouncing breasts, often leaning up and sucking on her taut mounds.
Grace was beautiful: a mature woman but still tight in every way imaginable - tight and horny, my favorite combination. She started to rotate her hips and grind her pussy into my groin. I was getting near again.
I reached down and massaged her clitoris. Grace fired into an orgasm almost immediately. Her muscles spasmed and she ground her cunt into my cock and balls. She fired off a spurt of girl juice that flooded my groin. She fell onto my chest and I held her tight. She was gasping for breath. I had successfully held off, but next time I knew I wouldn't be able to avoid cuming.
As she regained her strength, she pushed up from my embrace and slowly restarted to move up and down on my cock. "I love your cock. I love how it fills me -- completely. You are such a stud. I love fucking with you. Fuck me. Fuck me." I took my hand and ran it through the puddle of girl juice she'd left on my abdomen. She watched as I then brought my fingers up to my mouth and sucked on her juices. I heard her whisper, "Oh fuck, you are sexy. You are just sex personified. The sex fairy. The sex genie. Fuck me, genie." She bounced harder and harder into me, driving herself -- and me -- towards another orgasm.
When Grace started to come again I went over the top. Her muscles started to spasm in her climax. I jammed up into her down stroke and whispered to her, "Here it comes, baby." She was already there and then I was too - my jets of cum shooting up into her body. The waves of pleasure swept through my body; I kept my eyes open and just feasted on her body writhing above me and into me.
Grace's breasts had stopped shaking as she froze into a still life of passion over me; her nipples were standing out almost an inch from her large areolas, proving the high level of sexual excitement she was feeling. She'd jetted more juice into where we were joined together; we were slippery and the lovely odor of sexual excitement and musk filled the entire room.
She lowered herself to my chest again and I cradled her head into the crook of my arm. She looked up at me, "I think I'm going to be sore tomorrow. Contrary to what you may think, I don't do this every night. In fact, I haven't ever had a night like this one." She kissed me and added, "I hope we get to do this again -- frequently."
I nodded in the affirmative. A sheet of water splattered against the window again and a lightning bolt struck very near by.
*****
Wednesday morning, I was up before Grace. I kissed her awake. "Go away," she said, "I was dreaming that I'd found the ideal fuck machine and it was bringing me orgasm after orgasm." She cracked one eye open and looked at me then added, "Oh wait, that wasn't a dream. I did find a fuck machine."
I ran a finger down her body, circling her breasts and nipples -- bringing them to an aroused state, and gently down over her stomach -- watching as her ab muscles contracted in the wake of the stimulation, and then into her shaved pubic area. I zeroed right in on her clit. "Oh fuck," Grace said. She reached and grabbed my hand. "I can't. I want to but I can't. You've got to let me rest -- to recuperate from last night. I'm a little bit sore," she pleaded with her big blue eyes. "Tonight?" she looked at me as she posed the question. I nodded and smiled at her.
I pulled her up and kissed her, then led her into the shower. We did our morning routines and I'd started to dress when Grace, came to me still in the nude; "David, I have a favor to ask. Will you go and get some dry cleaning out of my car and bring it up here. I can't go into the office wearing the same thing I had on yesterday. Guys might not notice but every female there would. I don't want to create awkwardness for either of us." She gave me the valet's claim check for her car.
I was mostly dressed, all but tie and suit jacket. I went down to the valet and explained that I needed some things from my companion's car. He was solicitous and led me to the vehicle. He let me in and I got the dry cleaning and I went back upstairs with it. No one blinked an eye.
Grace had decided her bikini underwear was too odiferous to wear. She'd washed it and hung it on a hanger in my closet. I laughed at her predicament. She had on the slip and her bra, but no stockings. Apparently the stocking had an odor all their own too. She fumbled around with the dry cleaning and picked an outfit to wear. We both finished dressing.
"Breakfast," I asked as I held her by the door. She shook her head no. "Too many breakfast meetings take place here. I'm going to slip out through the garage - unnoticed I hope. You and I have a nine o'clock meeting. Meet me at eight-fifteen in the company cafeteria and we can flow from breakfast into our meeting. You can get just about anything to eat you'd want there." I nodded agreement and she slipped out the door.



I puttered around on my computer for a bit, including my e-mails. Pam had sent me a short e-mail: "Miss you. Can you imagine what we'd be doing in our closet if you were at work today? Maybe I'll send pictures. XOXOX Pam." Well THAT was a confusing factor. I wouldn't see her until Friday. I typed back, "See you Friday. Wild storms here last night -- tornadoes? Hold that thought. Pictures always welcome. D."
I thought about Emily. I didn't have her e-mail. I hoped the flowers had made it to her. I called but only got her answering service; I remembered she'd said her cell phone was broken. I left a sweet message telling her I was thinking of her and that I'd be home from Kansas City around dinner on Friday if she was interested in getting together. I told her I had the weekend free and would love to spend it with her again, or as much of it as she had free. I said I'd call her from the airport when my American Airlines flight got into LaGuardia airport around dinnertime.
Then a wave of guilt washed over me. Didn't I need to pick one of these three women and just be a monogamous male? I decided I'd nurse that thought through the day, perhaps even talking to Grace about it later since she knew I had other romance options in my life.
*****
Grace and I had a nice and professional breakfast. Our talk throughout breakfast and throughout our morning meeting was nothing but professional and project oriented. I thought at one point that I could speculate as to whether last night had been nothing but a dream -- a wild wet dream.
I decided to play a bit as we started to break for lunch. As the two of us rose from the conference table in her office, I sniffed the air. She looked at me with a puzzled look. I said, "I think I smell pussy."
I looked at her. She suddenly cracked and looked very worried; "Do I smell? Oh dear." Then she caught my smirk. "Jerk!" she said and punched me hard in the arm. Her reaction made me laugh aloud. Fortunately she did too.
"You're fine," I assured her as I rubbed my arm. She packed a powerful punch.
We collected some of the other team members and had lunch. I went off and worked with a couple of the guys on Grace's staff in the afternoon. About six o'clock I came back to Grace's office with a roll of flip charts to collect my briefcase and laptop. No one was around but I noticed an envelope with my name on it sitting atop my briefcase. I opened the note:
"Hi. I'm looking forward to dinner and whatever tonight. I had to go home and take care of a couple of things. Call my cell and we'll arrange where to meet. Casual dress. Grace." She'd written her phone number below her flowery signature.
I headed back to the hotel. As I was driving I called her cell. "Hi David," she said almost immediately.
"Hi Grace," I said, "Everything OK? I had good meetings with Roger and Hank."
"Yes. I just want you around. I hope you can come by tonight. I was thinking I'd fix something here -- at my place, or we could go out. What's your pleasure?"
"You are my pleasure," I said in a sappy voice. She laughed. "I'm heading to the hotel now so I can become casual. Where do you live? What should I bring?"
"Bring yourself. Oh, and bring my undies from your closet; they're probably dry by now. You'll retrace your route back past the office from the hotel until that parkway dead-ends then turn right for about a mile and get on Interstate 435 heading west to Stateline Road. Take that south and call me. I live right near the Blue Hills Country Club -- you'll see signs. It'll take you a half hour. What about dinner?"
"Let me take you out. Pick your favorite restaurant," I said.
"See you in thirty," she said and we clicked off.
I pulled up in front of her house about forty-five minutes later. Getting casual took me longer than I'd thought. I'd also decided I should come prepared, so I put my briefcase, suit and dopp kit in the car in case I stayed overnight.
I rang the doorbell. I was standing there holding her panties to my nose and inhaling deeply when she opened the door. She burst out laughing. "Come in here and give me those before one of my neighbors figures out what you're doing." She snatched the thong from my hand.
We kissed, we hugged, we kissed some more, and we ground our hips into each other. She looked really nice 'casual'. Finally, we broke apart and she pulled me into the living room.
"Nice house," I said. "I like your decorating. Tasteful. The art is good -- very good. Hey, is this yours. Did you paint these?" I turned and looked at her in front of a painting of a vase and some flowers that really captured the spirit of the bouquet.
Grace looked pleased as she nodded. "It's one of my hobbies. I don't do enough of it to please myself."
"Show me others you've done, please," I asked.
Grace walked me through the downstairs pointing to half-a-dozen beautifully done pieces of art; there were flowers, landscapes, a portrait, several abstracts and a clown.
"These are really good," I exclaimed to her.
"You trying to get laid, buddy," she said. "Keep up those compliments and maybe you'll get lucky tonight." She gave me a sly grin. We both knew where the evening would end up.
Grace pulled me back to living room, "I set up some hors d'oeuvres and wine then we're going over to the country club for dinner. They have a pub there that'll accept 'casual'. We just have to behave ourselves during dinner. I think I'll have a surprise for you later too." She looked really pleased with herself and it was clear that she didn't want to tell me what she'd cooked up at this point so I let it slide.
She poured us both glasses of wine and we talked about work for a little while then I broached the subject of our relationship and my other friends.
"Grace, about last night. Well, I'd told you I'm in a couple of other relationships back in New York -- one's pretty serious I think." I talked more about where I hoped the relationship with Emily would go rather than where we'd left it Sunday night. "I just wanted ... well, I'm not sure what I want. I want to ... "
Grace interrupted me. "I know. Relax. I'm not seeking a romantic relationship. Well, that's not quite true. I am but I'm pretty unconventional. I don't care about your other relationships; I'd actually prefer to share you. I wish you well with your love life and I'll actually help you in them it I can. What I hope is that we can just spend some of our free time together when you're here. I know it's fleeting and temporary and all. I'm a 'no strings' person. I like you because you have other girl friends and love interests. It makes you more appealing."
"And that's really OK with you?" I asked.
"I feel very affectionate towards you - very. And, as you no doubt noticed last night, you turn me on -- big time. I don't think I've cum so many times, even in a week -- maybe even in a month -- oh hell, probably in a year. You really cranked me up. I hope you'll do it again -- real soon." She gave me that sly grin again.
I smiled back at her to show I was more than willing to meet her sexual needs. I told her, "Well, after last night you know I feel pretty affectionate about you too." I paused and added, "As well as a few other sorts of nasty emotions too." I leaned in a kissed her ear lobe.
"Now, now!" she pushed me away gently. "We have to eat."
"Can I eat you?" I asked straight-faced.
"Later," she said as she handed me my unfinished wine and changed the subject.
*****
The Blue Hills Country Club was, well, very clubby. The walls were plastered with golf memorabilia from past years including autographed pictures of some of the golf greats. I even recognized some of the names. It turned out that Grace had a twelve handicap; she explained to me that that was pretty good, especially for a woman. She promised to take me golfing some day.
We had a comfortable dinner in the club's "Nineteenth Hole". I speculated that every golf club in the world had a 'Nineteenth Hole' lounge. We had modest dinners.
As we were finishing dinner a pretty black-haired woman in golfing togs came up to table and joined us. Grace introduced Kim Fielding to me and vice versa. Kim was about five-foot-two inches tall, trim, and in her mid thirties. She was self confident, poised and did I mention stacked. Grace was probably a 34B, but Kim was about a 36D and on a small frame. The word 'succulent' kept running through my head. I watched the two of them converse and tried to keep my tongue from lolling out of the side of my mouth. Two drop-dead gorgeous women and here I was sitting with them.
After not too long the two of them excused themselves from the table and headed off to the ladies room. I nursed the last of my beer. Grace returned alone and I let her settle the bill and left to drive the few block back to her house.
As we drifted into the house, Grace flowed into my arms and kissed me passionately. She whispered one word to me, "Now!" I knew what she meant. She led the way to the stairs and subsequently up to her bedroom. She'd planned ahead. The bed was turned down and the lights were low, there were even a couple of candles going on the dresser and bedside tables.
Grace and I stood in front of each other and slowly unbuttoned and then helped each other off with our clothing. When we were nude we simple stood and admired each other's bodies before we shifted our focus to the bed. Things felt a little more relaxed compared to the night before.
I moved Grace to her back and then lowered my mouth to her breasts and pussy and everything in between. I worked to improve my skills at cunnilingus and this was no exception. I moved carefully, trying to maximize the pleasure she was getting from our mouth-pussy connection. Soon I was reward with her first climax of the night. Grace moaned and arched as the pleasure swept through her body.
"Now your turn," she said in a husky voice as she floated down from her high. "Lie back."
She reached into the bedside table and pulled out a paisley scarf. "Here, blindfold yourself. It'll heighten the pleasure when you can't see it coming." I allowed her to blindfold me then I settled back on the bed. "Hold your hands under you," she told me.
Her hands ran over my body then I felt her move and one of her breasts dropped into my mouth. I made love to her breast and nipple. She shifted and then I had the other breast. Then I felt her lean slightly and her hand was around my cock, slowly masturbating me. Grace moved around the bed a little. She whispered, "Stick your tongue out." I did and was rewarded to find her pussy directly over my searching mouth. She lowered her lovely pussy onto my face and I lapped at her juices. She pressed harder into my tongue.
Then I felt a mouth around my cock. I thought for a second it was Grace, but I could tell she wasn't leaning. My heart quickened. I spoke, "Grace? What's going on?"
"Hush now. Just enjoy the moment," she said softly.
The mouth at my cock lapped up one side and down the other, then dove down my cock all the way until lips and nose were against my pubes. I almost exploded. I felt a tongue come out and lap the soft skin where my rigid cock connected with my scrotum. I muttered, "Oh shit. If you do much more of that I'll cum."
My hands were free and I'd only committed to the blindfold, not to avoid touching. I ran my hands up Grace's body as she gyrated over my face. Then I reached down and felt a feminine head moving around my cock. I stroked my mystery woman.
Then my brain made a connection. "Kim?" I asked.
The mouth came up off my rigid pole; "Oh yes, you ARE a smart one, aren't you? Good guess and right the first time. For that you get to cum deep in my pussy. Of course, that was second prize too." The mouth slithered back down my cock.
Grace orgasmed thanks to both my careful ministrations to her clit and three fingers I had awkwardly jammed into her cunt as well as her heightened state of arousal. She clenched her legs together around my head. For a brief second I wondered if she squeezed hard enough would my head explode. I hoped it would happen simultaneously with an orgasm so I'd go out swinging. I briefly tried to think of what the obituary headline would be, but couldn't fit head, pussy and explosion into a compact sentence given my current state of mind.
Grace moved off of my mouth and came down beside Kim and me. I was still blindfolded. "Grace," I asked, "Can I take the blindfold off? I really want to see you and Kim. This is too erotic to miss." I felt Grace's fingers tugging at the knots she'd put in the scarf a few moments earlier.
I looked around the bed as the scarf fell away. Grace's tight body was sprawled next to me in its beautiful splendor. More important to me at the moment was to see Kim. She was nestled half on and half off the bed still lapping and sucking on my cock. I could see one of her full breasts as it flowed over her arm. The areola was almost the size of my palm, a real turn-on for me. Kim made eye contact with me but didn't stop her blowjob.
"If you keep that up you'll get a mouth full of cum," I said to Kim again. She nodded. I added, "And then I'll roll over and go to sleep." Still with her mouth on my cock, she shook her head 'no' to indicate, I guess, that they wouldn't let me sleep at all.
Grace whispered to me, "Kim is a VERY good friend as you can see. We tell each other EVERYTHING. I decided that I want to share you -- if you're willing ... and you seem to be. Now fuck her. Bring her some of your wonderful orgasms."
I nodded and turned to Kim, "Come up here. Trade places with me." She took one last long suck and deep throated me then pulled my cock from her throat and knee-walked up the bed until she could recline beside me. I shifted out of the bed and onto the floor. The bed was just the right height so that if I pulled her legs across my shoulders my tongue was buried in her cunt.
As I started my tongue lashing, Kim moaned. "Oh, fuck. David, you come highly recommended. I haven't had an experience like this in a very long time -- in fact never with someone I just met. Oooooooh. And, I just want to go on record I've never had a threesome. And ... Oooooooh fuck. I'm gonna cum!"
Kim's orgasm was delightful and juicy. One second her pussy area was almost dry except for the wetness I was adding as I licked, and the next it was flooded with the delicious pungent nectar from deep within her vagina. I continued to lap the juices and her pussy.
I pulled back slightly and looked at Grace who was gently stroking her slit as she watched us. I said, "Grace, come and try this -- if you haven't already. Kim is delicious." Grace looked a little intimidated by the idea but she scooted down the bed onto the floor and joined me. I moved aside so she could tongue her friend's pussy. She started tentatively then got into it as she decided Kim's fluids tasted good.
I moved up the bed beside Kim, leaving Grace to bring her to another climax. I moved in and took one of her large mammalaries in my mouth, licking and sucking until the breast tightened and the nipple was on high alert. I repeated the process on her other breast. Kim was running her fingers through my hair and talking to the two of us -- dirty talk ... sex talk.
"Oh God. Grace, eat me. Oh that feels so good. Why haven't we been doing this all the time we've known each other? Oh, right there! THERE! Use your fingers too; that's it. THERE! Just to my left. Use your tongue. Oh. Ooooooh. Ooooooooooooh. I'm cuming!"
As Kim came, I bit down on one of her nipples, hard but not to endanger. A shot of adrenalin apparently shot through her body. She screamed, grabbed my head and jerked me into her body as the climax Grace had caused rippled through her body. Grace looked up with a pleased look on her face. Her face was covered in girl juice. I was nearly smothered between Kim's globes.
Kim released her grip on me slowly as her climax passed. I moved up and kissed her, using my tongue a lot around her face, neck and ears. She was like a kitten and leaned into each move I made -- a sex kitten. She was actually purring at one point.
Grace tapped on my hip and I looked down at her. She gestured with one hand that I should put something into Kim's pussy. I was ready. All the beautiful naked bodies around had resulted in no diminishment in my hardness even though I had been putting my focus outside myself. I moved over Kim's legs and rubbed my cock across her slit. We looked at each other as I rubbed the accumulated juices onto my rod.
Kim looked at me; "Please!" she said. I gently pushed into her, trying to maximize my penetration on the first stroke.
She reared back, raising her hips into me; "Oh fuck," she exclaimed as my cock bottomed out in her pussy. "Oh. Oh. Oooooh, you are ... you are very fulfilling." She relaxed a little and I started slow, steady strokes into her body. Often I would reach in and stroke her breasts.
I turned to Grace who has moved to sit beside us on the bed and watch our lovemaking; "Grace, her breasts need your attention. A lot of it." Grace shifted and started to stroke and suck on Kim's breasts. The sight of the female-female action made it that much harder to hold back my own orgasm. Kim was squeaking with delight and talking dirty to both Grace and me too, and 'dirty talk' always turns me on.
"Oh I am never going back to having sex with just one person. Two is MUCH better than one. I LOVE having you suck my tits -- oh, my nipples ... oh, that's right. When you bite my nipples I can feel my pussy muscles contract. Dave, can you feel that? (I could and it was going to make me climax in a minute!). Oh, fuck me David. Drive that cock into me. Rub my clit too -- like that -- oh, just like THAT. Oh, wow! WOW! I'm gonna cum again ... real soon ... just ... about ... NOW!"
Kim climaxed. She wrapped her arms around Grace and pulled her into her chest and used her legs to drive me deep into her cunt and hold me there. The spasms of her pussy muscles had been about all I could take a minute before, now I was over the top. Surges of cum raced through my body, leaving a path of pleasure behind, and then they splashed deep inside Kim's nubile body. I think I stopped breathing for a while as my pleasure wave hit; next I knew I was conscious again and trying to be as deep in her as I could be as my pulses of juice finished. I was panting wildly, gradually getting enough air to sustain life. Kim seemed to be in a similar state.
"THAT was the best fuck of my life," Kim finally said in a loud voice through her panting. "Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you. Just stay right where you are for another few minutes while I enjoy the feeling of our coupling. Oh, this is really special." I leaned forward and smoothed both Grace and Kim, leaving my still erect rod deep in Kim's vagina. I could still feel little spasms race through her cuntal muscles and I found them exciting to experience.
Grace moved up and kissed Kim. She said, "You know I've never kissed a woman before -- like this, I mean -- with a sense of love, passion, sex, desire. This is nice."
Kim kissed her back and said, "I did in college, but that was a long time ago. I was in my experimental stage. I thought I'd outgrown it, but I'm glad I haven't. They kissed again and I could see their tongues start to move into each other's mouths. As they expressed their caring for each other, I could see their hands start to move and caress various body parts. It was very erotic.
When I was sure the afterglow had fully passed for Kim, I pulled out and snuggled in behind Grace. She waggled her lovely butt into my crotch to show her appreciation but didn't break the lip-lock she had with Kim. She did reach back and take hold of my partially deflated penis and start to stroke and fondle it.



After a while Grace rotated her body so she was facing me. Kim spooned in behind her and had her hands on Grace's breasts. Grace and I kissed a lot; I could taste Kim on her lips -- a nice flavor. Suddenly I felt a mouth surround my cock again; Kim had moved down and was trying to revive my love stick.
"I love the way 'we' taste on 'you'," she said midway through her efforts. I want more of this later after it's been in Grace again. She kept working and it wasn't too long before I was ready again. This whole threesome scene was boggling my mind and exciting my libido in entirely new ways.
When she judged me ready, Kim signaled to me that I should insert my cock into Grace's pussy. I mounted Grace and Kim moved up beside us so she could lick and suck on Grace's taut breasts.
I drove hard into Grace. Kim watched us for a while but had a commentary on how great we looked fucking beside her. I could feel her hands on my buttocks from time to time as she urged me to dump my load into Grace. Grace wasn't exactly quiet either; she often was telling Kim how great my cock felt pistoning in and out of her body and how she wanted a full load of cum from me.
All this talk, skin, fucking, feeling, and the sight of four full breasts vibrating to my strokes, brought me right up to a climax again. I warned Grace and she locked her legs behind me to be sure I knew she wanted me deep in her. A few seconds later I blasted a load of cum into Grace. She accepted with great passion, having synched her orgasm to mine.
I collapsed onto Grace's body. Kim was right there smoothing the two of us as we came from our pleasure stage into the afterglow stage. We were all kissing and fondling each other. I speculated that I'd died somewhere along the line and gone to heaven.
We had a few kinky moments when each of us took turns going down on the other two, lapping up the combinations of cum and juices that we'd smeared into our bodies. I was a lost cause but both women had a couple of more orgasms. Finally, everyone declared they were sated for a few hours and the three of us slept together in Grace's king size bed.
To be continued...
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Chapter 03: Emily and I "Get Serious" and Complications Grow
Friday, I caught the American Airlines flight for LaGuardia but had to change plans in Chicago. Every airport was a mob scene and I wondered about my sanity as well as that of the thousands of people I saw doing what I was doing. When the flight was taxiing into the terminal at LGA I tried to call Emily but all I got was her answering service. I left a brief message that I was back in the City and I'd call her later or she could call my cell; I left the number.
I was just coming through airport security when I saw Emily scanning the arriving passengers. She saw me and lit up like a Christmas tree. "DAVID," she screamed and started to run to me. I think everyone was turning to look at me but by then she was wrapped around me and kissing me wildly. I swung her around.
"What are you doing here? You are a delight."
"Well, I figured out which flight you should be on and I have a surprise I hope you'll like," Emily said enthusiastically. She added, "I mean besides me being here. I'm so glad I found you. I was afraid you might have taken another flight. I've got to get my cell phone fixed."
Emily led me out of the building to short-term parking. She explained, "I have a car for the weekend and we're going to take a little trip. Hopefully we'll get to where we're going before the sun goes down;" she glanced up at the evening sky.
I told her, "I'm yours for the weekend. I don't have to go back to Kansas City until Tuesday morning."
We tossed my bags in the back of her rental car. I saw she had a suitcase there too. I'd already figured we were going someplace other than the City and now I was sure of it.
Emily wheeled out of the airport making smooth changes from one parkway to another and then we were headed east on the Long Island Expressway. Fortunately traffic wasn't too bad. She turned off about twenty miles later and drove through Oyster Bay and then that town was behind us and we were headed for Bayville. Emily stopped at one point and we picked up a few groceries, a jug of wine, and some Italian sub sandwiches. I'd been here once before but never gone further than Bayville.
Emily passed through some large stone gates on Center Island Road. The homes that we could see were suddenly palatial. She said to me, "Look for Harbor Drive. It'll be on the right." A few minutes later we both saw the sign at the same time. She turned in the tree-lined street and drove a short distance to the end. She then pulled into the driveway of a beautiful two-story house with a hip roof. She parked in front and announced enthusiastically, "We're here!"
"I'm impressed, but where's here?" I asked.
"We're house sitting for the weekend. Well, actually we're mooching. This house belongs to a friend's parents and they're in Europe for a month. When I told her about you -- us, she offered us the place for the weekend -- she's off with her guy for the weekend somewhere else. I've never been here either yet I already love it. Can't you imagine living out here?" I nodded appreciating the implication that "living here" implied our being together -- for a long time in the future.
We got out of the car and Emily produced a set of keys and opened the front door to the lavish but tastefully decorated home. The interior of the house opened to a large deck at the back of the house that faced west. The sun had set but the clouds surrounding the sunset were bright and orangey with streaks of gray. We both gravitated through the house and into the backyard; we walked down to the water's edge. We kicked our shoes off and waded into the waters of Long Island Sound. I wrapped my arms around Emily and we just stood nuzzling one another in the knee deep water. My heart was beating fast again; I was in love.
As darkness overtook us we unloaded the car and learned about the rest of the house. We ended up eating our informal dinner on the back deck. I was amazed at how few insects there were. Emily sat right next to me; she said she had to have part of her touching me to be happy. I was happy with that too. Eventually, I put my arm around her and pulled her too me as the last light faded completely from the sky.
"Make love to me now," Emily said. "Out here. Here on the deck." She pulled me over to a chaise just barely large enough for the two of us, shedding her clothing along the way. I liked that idea and lost the rest of my clothes too. The two of us cuddled into one another, showering kisses on each other. Then there was a lot of tongue action and mouth action. Emily hardened me up, her sexy body dimly illuminated from a few lights deep in the house. Then I brought Emily into the game with a long cunnilingus session that she appeared to relish as she got on the step of having orgasm after orgasm.
We finally coupled, Emily mounting my prone form and skewering herself on my rigid pole until there was no further joining that we could think to do. We became as one for a few minutes. We rotated together for a long time, approaching heaven's doorway then backing away. Actually, Emily came a couple of more times as she helped me hold off. Then we mutually decided to end this round of our lovemaking and I blasted my cum into her body as she experienced her pleasure seizure over me.
Emily collapsed atop me, her generous breasts brushing her rigid nipples into my chest. The air had a chill to that fueled their erectness. I used my hands to stroke her as she rose and kissed me some more. We just couldn't get enough of each other.
Eventually we gathered our clothes and went inside, turning off the lights and locking the doors, as we migrated to the guest room Emily had chosen for us. We made love again then slipped into slumber land locked together.
*****
Emily and I made love first thing the next morning. There was a lot of staring into each other faces searching for feelings, emotions and words that made us grow ever closer to one another.
The house had a swimming pool and we found the water temperature bracing but acceptable, so we went skinny-dipping. As we swam we often just held each other as we treaded water and held each other, usually kissing or cooing at each other. Emily's body was so easy on the eyes that I often had a hard time looking her in the face; instead in my perpetual state of horniness I confessed that she just kept turning me on and cranking me up higher and higher up the sexually aroused scale. Emily said, "Good," and massaged my semi-flaccid penis some more.
We got out, dried off and Emily resisted my advance to make love again on the outdoor chaise. "We've got things to do and places to go," she said. We dressed and drove into Bayville where we found a shore side restaurant where we could have brunch. We sat and talked ... and talked.
"What's your philosophy about marriage?" she asked. If any other woman had asked me that question I would have run as fast as I could in the opposite direction; coming from Emily I only hoped my response to her question was adequate.
I started, "Well, I'm waiting for the right woman to come along -- if she hasn't already;" I looked deep into Emily's eyes and held her hands across the table with my own. I went on, "I want kids too but I don't want a dependent wife. I want a relationship -- a deep one -- with an equal not a subservient 'little woman.'
"I think two people who are really in love should be committed to each other's growth and development, even in areas they're not interested in. Members of the relationship should have the flexibility to expand themselves as they see fit. I don't want someone dependent on me for all their needs; I couldn't do it and they'd tire of it in any case. A couple should be two independent, unique beings that share themselves rather than give themselves to each other. And they'll keep other friends and develop new ones together and independently."
I went on, "There are a lot of 'standard' roles people try to fit around a marriage -- husband, father, lover, wife, mother, harlot, mistress, companion, friend, cook, housekeeper, babysitter, playmate, provider, supporter, and ..." I took a deep breath, "I can't think of any more right this second. But, I think they're all rubbish and I want to start all over again with whomever I marry. I don't want us to have fixed roles. How depressing to adopt a role and then try to fill it for the next twenty or forty or sixty years."
Emily was nodding encouragingly and smiling at me, yet with a thoughtful expression on her face. Finally, she said, "You've thought so much more about this than I have. I just sort of accepted that you moved from the excitement of courtship into a marriage. I guess I never thought about what it was like once you get there."
I ventured, "I have, in part I guess because I watched my older sister marry, have kids and then divorce. She tried to fill most the roles I mentioned and then figured out that she couldn't fill them to her husband's satisfaction. Bummer! He was doing the same thing. It was a house of cards. There was no flexibility in their marriage. It was rigid. More than that it wasn't based on trust or sharing or even a lot of communication. It was based on trying to be good performers in the roles they had fixed in their minds. Her husband eventually had an affair and the house of cards tumbled down -- no flexibility, no discussion about why, no self examination, no growth from the experience, just isolation, jealousy and then divorce."
Emily leaned forward and asked, "Where do you start with something like all this? What would you do differently?"
"Well, the people in the relationship both need a strong sense of self. How can you give of yourself to another if you don't know who you are? Then I think there has to be an open dialogue about expectations -- not to lock them in but to be sure everyone is on the same page from day to day. I mentioned flexibility and communications. I can't over emphasize the equality and independent identity each must maintain. Then there's the sense of love without jealousy and the sharing of peak experiences -- or just experiences with each other. To me THAT's what marriage is all about."
I added, "Just to emphasize, marriage is NOT about fixed roles, a static changeless framework, a closed sense of smothering togetherness, avoiding change, unequal status, conditional love, jealousy or possession of each other." At that I took a deep breath and said, "WHEW! Probably more about marriage and relationships and philosophy than you wanted to know."
"Oh no," Emily said promptly, "Exactly what I wanted to know." She came around the table and kissed me. Several other patrons looked at us with smiles as she did this. I hugged her. She went back and sat down.
"What about you?" I asked. "Did any of what I said put you off? I haven't asked, but I'd sure like to think of us as a couple beyond a couple that's had a couple of fantastic and sexy weekends together."
"Oh, David," Emily said as she grasped my hands tighter in hers across the table. "Oh, yes! We're a couple. I'm your girlfriend. You're my boyfriend." She had a tear in the corner of her eyes.
"Well," I stated, "it's probably easier to talk about all this stuff than to live it. The true test is in the doing." I paused and said, "Come, let's take a walk along the beach."
After our walk we drove around the area and looked at the stately mansions. This was a 'high net worth' area of the world. I guessed that some of the homes cost in the vicinity of $20 million to build. The more modest home we were staying in probably would be in the $4 million range.
In mid afternoon we went back to 'house sit.' Since the entire yard was protected except from the large bay the home looked out on, we went skinny-dipping again. Eventually I sat Emily on a towel at the edge of the pool towards the shallow end and ate her pussy for a long time. She just put her arms behind her to hold herself partially erect, put her face up towards the sun with her eyes closed, and let little waves of orgasmic joy sweep through her over and over again. I think I brought her to a dozen small climaxes over the next hour.
Not that I tired of cunnilingus nor her occasional jets of girl juice onto my face, but I finally just wanted to be 'in' her. I rose up out of the water and together we stroked my cock to some state of quasi-readiness. Emily was dripping juices from her beautiful cunt so I slipped right into her on my first try. We held each other as I stroked into her body, getting harder and harder with each stroke.
We came together, Emily emitting another shot of her cum into where we were joined. It was an unusual cum for me in that it lasted a lot longer than usual. Instead of a wash of pleasure that was over in thirty second, my joy seemed to last for several minutes in an almost undulating sweep of orgasm that became more and more intense even though my jets of cum had long since stopped shooting from my cock into her pussy.
Emily slipped into the water with me and still joined together we floated towards the slightly deeper water. "Oh my God, you are so wonderful," she told me as she kissed me. "Each time we make love, you take me higher and higher or to a new place I never knew existed."
"Me too, Emily," I looked deep into her eyes. "You know I'm falling in love with you don't you?" I asked softly.
She nodded and said, "Me too. I love you." We kissed tenderly and held each other as we floated in our little heaven.
*****
Monday morning as the elevator door opened on my floor I realized that I hadn't seen Pam for an entire week. I hadn't even talked with her. I'd had a brief and provocative e-mail exchange with her, more the type of thing to remind us that we were each alive although as was usual with Pam it was fraught with sexual overtones.
Pam saw me and gave a little squeal of delight; "Oh good you're here. I need you down the hall right now!"
I knew that meant she wanted a quickie in the utility room off the stationery supply room. Somehow I thought I should avoid such a liaison given my new 'boyfriend-girlfriend' status with Emily. I had been thinking on and off all weekend how I would tell her about Emily or how to change our status. I was at a loss except for bluntness.
Pam set my briefcase beside my desk and started to lead me back out of my office. I balked and said, "Wait, Pam. Things have changed over the past week or two."
She looked at me expectantly then as what I might be saying took root, her brow furrowed. "What's changed?" she asked in a tone of voice that was just shy of confrontational.
"Well, eeerrrr," I stammered, "I met someone interesting. I'm ... we're ... well ... it might be ... serious." I looked at Pam for understanding. There was understanding there all right, but not the kind I was hoping for.
I watched the color rise in her face. She'd been holding onto my left hand and she suddenly dropped it, looking with almost disgust and the fact she had touched me.
She started, "And I'm ... I'm ... just ... something you ... you don't care about!"
"No Pam, I do care about you. I even tried to get more serious with you a few months ago but, ... well ... you ... you rebuffed me. You said you didn't want things to change from our ... our casual status."
Pam had a huge sob then said, "Well I was wrong you shit. I do care about you and now you've fucked it all up with someone else." With that she broke into tears and ran from my office towards the ladies room.
I suddenly felt like shit. I didn't know that Pam had any feelings about me other than as a 'fuck buddy.' Was I that insensitive that I'd missed the signals she was sending? I took my suitcase into my office and tossed it in a corner then opened my laptop and sat at my desk and stared at my computer screen thinking of what I could do to rectify the situation with Pam. I certainly didn't want to do anything that would jeopardize my relationship with Emily.
Then my thoughts ran to Grace and Kim in Kansas City. Somehow I'd have to figure out how to return that situation to a purely professional one without jeopardizing the great bit of sales work I'd done there a week or so before. The two women were unbelievably horny and I felt my penis stir in my pants just thinking of the erotic threesomes we'd had for two nights the week before.
Finally, my boss came in and congratulated me face to face about selling the largest job in the company's history. A flow of other people started to arrive too, some asking to be on one of the projects. By mid-morning I had a list of great names of potential project participants and was outlining the projects and staff. I still hadn't seen Pam again since she went running off.
Finally I had an idea I thought might help Pam. I called a nearby florist and had a bouquet of flowers rushed to the office with a card that said, "Can't we be friends?" Just before lunch I saw Pam return to her desk in the open area outside my office; she was carrying the flowers. I watched as she opened the card and read it. I was looking hopefully from my office door.
Pam re-read the card then looked at me. She yelled at me, almost at the top of her voice, "NO!" and stomped off down the hall towards the ladies room again.
An hour went by and I didn't see Pam and the flowers just sat on her desk, unloved and unattended to. I didn't know what to do.
I met with my boss and outlined the projects, my fee and expense estimates, and my initial staffing plans. He made some good suggestions and I was back finishing my tweaks when I looked up and saw Emily being escorted to my office by one of the receptionists. My mouth dropped open. Behind her I saw Pam standing about thirty feet away staring daggers at the Emily.
I smiled at Emily and went to greet her with a sweet buss to her cheek. I whispered something to her that I didn't dare do anything more right at the moment. I guess she understood.
Emily said, "I know you're leaving for the airport soon. I just thought if you were here I could see where you worked. I had to walk right past your building and it was too good an opportunity to pass up. Plus, I've always known that Russ worked here too."
I showed her my office and my nice mid-town, lower floor view of the City teeming below us in mid-town Manhattan. We stood at the door to my office and I introduced her to a couple of the consultants and staff that worked in cubicle-ville just outside my office door. Senior consultants got offices, increasingly towards the corners of the building as you approached partnership. Corner offices went to partners.
Then my entire sense of well being disappeared. Pam was walking towards Emily and me with a determined step. I girded myself for what would happen next.
Pam walked up and introduced herself aggressively to Emily, "Hi, I'm Pam." Nothing further was offered in the way of Pam.
I politely explained, "Emily, Pam. Pam, Emily. Pam is my project assistant -- a person I would have trouble living without." I'd tossed the last comment in, hoping I would calm the waters with her a little.
Pam looked at me for a second in disbelief then said to Emily, "Nice to meet you. She turned and almost ran towards the ladies room again. I think she was starting to cry again. Emily watched her depart with a neutral expression on her face.
Emily finally turned to me and asked, "What time do you have to leave?"
I jarred my thinking from the potentially embarrassing situation that had almost happened and back to what Emily was asking. "I'm here another hour then it's off to LaGuardia."
She smiled at me, "I'll miss you -- a lot!" She squeezed my hand. We chatted some more and I told her about the job in Kansas City more than I already had. Finally, she thought she should leave and get back to her work.



Emily started to leave then asked to use the ladies room. I panicked but quite a few minutes had passed since Pam went in that direction. I aimed Emily at the right hallway. About then Rob, my boss, came back with a couple of final comments on my various estimates that I was going to go over with the client the next day. I got side tracked as I heard his comments.
Rob left with some final congratulations and a request to call him after I'd reviewed the numbers with Les, Grace, Roger and the others in Kansas City. I promised. As Rob walked away I realized I hadn't seen Emily for fifteen minutes but then the ladies room door swung open and she came out looking pert and happy. She came and bussed me goodbye again and said "'Til whenever." She walked out the glass doors towards the elevators. I was left wondering whether I'd dodged a bullet or whether it was still in the air.
I didn't see Pam again but I did notice that someone had collected the flowers on her desk and stuck them in water for her. I figured the less said the better at this point.
I picked up my boarding pass from one of the secretaries, packed up the things I wanted with me in Kansas City, and headed for the airport. I wouldn't get to KC until almost midnight.
*****
Tuesday morning, I was at my client's offices early. Patty Winslow, one of the group secretaries, told me that McKennitt had been assigned a block of offices since we'd be there so much. She took me around the corner from Grace's office and showed me where our offices would be. They were nice quarters and I staked out a room with a small conference table and set up my computer and started working.
I asked Patty if she could set up a thirty or sixty minute meeting with Grace, Hank and Roger. She came back just before lunch and said, "Meeting with the group at one-thirty -- one hour. In the meantime, Grace wondered if the two of you could have lunch?" I nodded and asked, "Right now?" Patty shrugged and said, "I guess so." I folded up a few things and followed her back towards Grace's office.
"Hi David," Grace said as she waved me into her office.
"Hi Grace," I said in a cheery voice. I really was glad to see her. I speculated about what she had on -- or didn't have on -- beneath her midi-length skirt. She was wearing a nice long-sleeved blouse with a big bow at the neck. Little skin showed yet for some reason I thought she was oozing sexuality. It's amazing what having a sexual relation does to one's imagination and perspective.
Grace motioned for me to shut the door. I did. She said, "Tonight, Kim and I would love to serve you ... dinner and drinks that is. My house. Six o'clock."
I paused and thought about my good resolutions over the weekend. "Grace, I am getting very serious about my friend in New York. I'm not sure ... "
Grace interrupted me, "David, we're not trying to steal you away from her. We just want you to be with us. Besides, you'll love hearing about how Kim and I spent the weekend." She gave me a big wink implying there was significant sexual content to her weekend. I admit I was curious.
I didn't answer right away. Grace came over and stood near me -- inside my personal space. "Just come over tonight and see how you feel then. We really do want to have dinner with you." Perhaps naively, I nodded and said, "I'll be there." In the back of my mind I briefly had a vision of a nuclear detonation.
A few hours later, right on the dot of six o'clock, I knocked on the front door to Grace's home. Kim opened the door. I had brought a bottle of wine as a peace offering and dinner gift of some napkin rings that matched Grace's decorating. Kim took the bottle and set it on a table in the foyer then she melted into my arms and pasted her body against me in a way that left little to the imagination about where she wanted the evening to go. The kiss she gave me would have melted steel and it certainly melted a good part of the resolve I'd had two minutes earlier.
As we broke from our kiss, Grace came from the kitchen. She repeated the passionate welcome, grinding her hips into me before she dragged her braless breasts across my chest. Even though we both had clothing on I could feel her erect nipples through the material. I hardened. Grace then kissed me using her very sensuous tongue to probe into and around my mouth. Somewhere in space there was a shattered box of resolve.
Finally, Grace broke our kiss. My temperature was approaching that on the surface of the sun. Grace said, "Come into the kitchen and have some wine. We're almost ready with our appetizers." I followed their two trim asses into the kitchen.
As we drank our wine the two women worked comfortably together preparing a salad and a little dish with trout and some light wine sauce. These were the appetizers.
Kim turned to me and said in a low voice, "Grace said you're getting serious about someone back home. We're so glad. Just so you know, we both hope it won't change our get togethers. We both really had fun last week and don't want times like that to stop."
I was struggling again with what to say. Finally, I blurted out, "Well, it feels awkward feeling my heart is in New York yet I liked the erotic evenings we had here last week. I'm not sure ... "
Grace interrupted again, "David, I repeat, we are not trying to steal you away. We just like your brand of sex. You seem like a free thinker. Think free about this, about us; about us - and your girlfriend. Have more than one girlfriend -- have all three of us." Kim had reached around me and was rubbing the rising bump in my pants with a pleased look on her face.
That idea stopped me cold. Suddenly I had a flashing vision of me simultaneously fucking three women. How was I doing that? It was physically impossible.
I looked up from my wine glass. Grace said, "Dinner is served." She led Kim and me into her dining room and gave us seat assignments around her walnut table. Then she brought the food out and I pushed aside thoughts of where the evening was going to replace them with a higher priority -- eating.
After dinner I helped with clean up and put away. Three of us working in her kitchen had the place back to pristine in only a few minutes. They then pulled me into the living room to talk. I knew I was in trouble because the room was dimly lit. Grace steered me to the sofa; the two women sat on either side of me.
I was a pushover. My resolve had melted having two pretty and mature women hot for my body. One second I had it and the next my tongue was deep down Grace's throat in a deep French kiss. Then I turned and repeated the process with Kim. I moved back and forth between the two women. Then my shirt started to be unbuttoned and was slowly removed from my body. I worked on Grace, pulling her top from her belt and then over her head. I repeated the process on Kim removing her designer t-shirt.
As I was kissing Kim, I felt my belt unlatch and my pants were opened. Fingers reached in and fumbled around in my briefs for my cock. Then I felt Grace's mouth engage my entire shaft. It was easy for her at this stage, I hadn't hardened fully and so she was able to bend and compress me into her mouth. We could both feel my surges elongate me as she continued.
Then I was kissing Grace, tasting my slight muskiness on her tongue. Kim had my cock in her mouth and was sweeping up and down on it, deep throating me with each down swing of her half naked body. I wouldn't last long if she kept that up.
"Can we take this to the bedroom," I finally asked. Kim pulled off of me in a sudden move that almost made me cum. We all stood and moved upstairs carrying our clothes. Once in the bedroom the three of us stood in a close triangle removing the last of each other's clothing. When we were nude Grace and Kim pulled me into the middle of the bed.
"I want to eat someone," I said. "Who's first?"
Grace said, "Do Kim first. While you do that I'll tell you what we did over the weekend."
I lay in front of Kim's trimmed blond bush and brought my head down to her labia, tongue fully extended so she could see my initial onslaught on her sex. I started my cunnilingus.
Grace lay beside us where I could see her trim form as I munched on Kim. She started talking, "Kim came over on Friday night and we barely got out of bed until early Monday morning. David, she's almost as good as you are in how she eats pussy. I'd cum a dozen times Friday night before we switched places. Except for our time together that week, I'd never tasted a woman before. I brought Kim to a lot of orgasms too. I loved tasting her, sucking all her juices up, driving my fingers into her cunt. Oh, a couple of times I got my entire fist inside her. I could turn it and when I did I think she'd have an orgasm."
Kim interrupted us from her reverie, "Yes, I did. I want you to do it again tonight. Maybe after David's cum is in there to lubricate me."
Grace leaned in and kissed Kim. "David, I never knew I has lesbian tendencies. Well, I guess officially their bisexual because I love you cock just a tad more than her fingers. In any case, we sucked and fucked all weekend long. We wore out two sets of batteries on my little electric friend." She bounded across the bed and returned a second later with a long, pinkish vibrator. She turned it on and lightly touched Kim's nipples with it; Kim jerked to attention and I could feel the increase in cunt juice that suddenly flowed from her body.
"Here," I said, opening up Kim's body so Grace could do something with the vibrator. Grace took the vibrator and drove it deep into Kim's cunt. Kim had an orgasm within seconds, a deep moan floating from deep inside her.
"Grace suck on me," I ordered. Grace inhaled my rod bringing me to a start of severe hardness in only a moment.
I rolled Kim over, the vibrator still humming away in her cunt. I pulled her ass upward and dropped a dollop of spit right on her ass, smearing it with my thumb until most of the liquid was at her opening. Grace watched with great interest.
I thrust my thumb into Kim's asshole, working its whole length inside her. She jerked and writhed. "Oooooooh fuck," I heard from the pillows cradling her head. I moved my thumb around, working to enlarge the opening.
I looked at Grace and asked, "Lube?" Grace now understood my need. She rummaged in her bedside table and came up with a little used tube of Astroglide. I nodded towards my rod. Grace sucked on me for a moment then put some of the cool gel on my rod. The slight temperature difference excited me even more and I got even harder. I kept my thumb working around inside Kim.
When I was lubed, I pulled my thumb from Kim's body and put my cock at her anal opening. I gently pushed forward, allowing her to get used to the idea. I could feel the vibrator whirring away madly in Kim's cunt. As I broke through the thick wall of muscles, Kim orgasmed again, this time shrieking her pleasure.
I started to thrust into her. Kim kept saying, "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Don't you dare stop. Oh fuck." About two minutes later she came again and a minute after that again.
"Grace," I suggested, "take the vibrator out of Kim and use your fingers." She did. I could feel the vibration stop and then feel Grace's digits filling Kim's cunt. They'd played enough over the weekend so that Grace knew where Kim's G-spot was. In seconds, Kim started to spasm again swearing fiercely.
"Grace," I suggested again, "if you move under us you can use your tongue on Kim's clit." I watched as Grace slithered under Kim's raised body then felt Kim jerk and rotate her body even more as Grace's tongue started to lick and suck on Kim's clit.
Finally, the tight anal sheath was too irrestible for me. I started to pound into Kim's pucker. As Kim crested again I came, my body expelling copious amounts of cum deep into Kim's rear. I let out a long, "Oooooooooh fuck" and was matched by Kim who expressed the same thought. We collapsed forward, yet I remained embedded in Kim's ass for a few moments.
Finally, I pulled out and grabbed a washcloth Grace had brought to clean up my appendage. Kim rolled over, a slight rivulet of my cum seeping from her ass. "My God, David, that was colossal. I've never done anal before; I always wondered what it was like." She turned to Grace and said, "Oh honey, you have to try this with him sometime."
Grace was playing with my flaccid cock as we talked. I hardened quickly just by watching the two women's bodies. Then the two women kissed and I watched as their bodies came together in their passion.
I was hooked. Sex had suddenly become my life force. I couldn't get enough of it. Love and Emily, well, those were different; sex went with those too but not in the same way I was currently thinking about it with Pam, Kim and Grace. Sex was the satisfaction of a base need. I could feel the compartments forming in my mind: Love and Emily in one partition and Sex in any way at all in the other partition. It was simple; I had solved my ethical dilemma.
I hardened and Grace pulled me to her. She wasn't up for anal sex quite yet so we had good, old fashioned, vaginal fuck. It was a little complicated for a while since Kim lowered her pussy over Grace's mouth and got eaten out while Kim and I kissed and I fondled her breasts. Then Kim mauled Graces breasts and sucked them to an almost painful state of readiness. Grace got in a mode where she was in one, long, continuous orgasm -- her body just pulsing and jerking from moment to moment.
I finally blasted my remaining cum into Grace's cunt and she reciprocated by jetting her girl juice all over her bedding and me. Kim brought herself off again just after that and cuddled into the two of us for additional loving.
We relaxed stroking and petting each other. Finally, I rose and started to put my clothes back on. "I've got to go back to the hotel tonight," I said, "All my duds are back there for tomorrow plus some stuff I need for a mid-morning meeting."
Kim asked, looking between the two of us, "Unless you mind Grace, can I go with David? I'd love to cuddle up with him overnight."
Grace smiled warmly at the two of us and said, "You guys go. I need a good night's sleep. I have a staff meeting all morning." She smiled coyly at Kim; "Perhaps you can even get a nice morning fuck before you go off to work. It'll change you attitude for the whole day. Besides tomorrow night ... well, perhaps we can do all this again."
Kim and I dressed and kissed Grace goodbye, taking the time to tuck her into her large bed before we left.
Kim followed me back to the Intercontinental Hotel. As I drove along I checked my phone messages. Emily had called several times but only left one message. In one voice mail, she said she had a 'surprise' for me and that I'd find out soon enough. She sounded happy so I figured that something favorable had happened at work for her. It was eleven o'clock and I debated about calling her back but figured I'd wait until tomorrow due to the late hour.
As I pulled into the hotel main entrance Kim was right behind me in her car. We let the valet check our cars and then Kim took my arm in a very cozy gesture and we walked into the hotel. Kim had her large purse that always seemed to have everything she needed in it, even a change of clothes.
There was only one bank of six elevators to the upper floors at the Intercontinental. They were in view of the reception area as well as the hotel's lounge area. Anyone sitting in the lounge area could look out and see who was headed up to their room and vice versa.
Kim and I were laughing at something silly one of us had said. I wasn't paying particular attention. We just walked into a waiting elevator. I pressed the button for the tenth floor and then the two of turned so we were facing outward. Kim had just leaned in to kiss me on the cheek.
The elevator door was slow to close. I glanced out into the lounge area and froze.
There was Emily! Emily!
Yes, no doubt, Emily! She was looking directly at me and rising from her seat at the edge of the lounge area where she could see the entrance as well as the elevator bank. She looked in shock. The elevators shut.
"Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit," I couldn't stop saying these words as I fumbled with the elevator control panel. Finally I gave up. I gave my room key to Kim; "Here. It's room 1024. I just saw Emily in the lobby. I'm cooked."
Kim looked sympathetic as she took the key. She said, "Oh shit," too. After a pause she said, "Will she understand? Should we talk? Can I help? Oh dear, I was kissing you -- we were kissing." The elevator doors opened and I pushed her out.
I hit the "L" button to go back to the lobby. By the time the doors opened there was, of course, no sign of Emily. She'd vanished.
To be continued...
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Chapter 4: Losing Emily and Then Surprises
I'd been coming back from an evening of debauchery, relishing in that 'fucked out' feeling. Kim, one of the insatiable women I'd been fucking was clutching my arm and kissing me as we got the elevator at my hotel. As I looked out in the lobby I saw Emily -- just as the elevator doors shut. She saw me -- and Kim - too.
Emily!
What was she doing in Kansas City? She should be in New York not here.
I rode the elevator up cursing myself for my weaknesses, my stupidity, my infidelity, my crazy philosophy about love and relationships, and ... well just for being me. I think I kept repeating "Oh shit" over and over again. Even Kim looked worried that I'd screwed up part of my life. I aimed Kim at my room and took the elevator back to the lobby.
I explored my head as the elevator descended; I'd only seen her for perhaps five seconds. Was it really she or a look alike? No, it was she. She was reacting to seeing Kim and me. Her facial expression changed. She was shocked at me -- us. 'Oh shit' I thought again. I thought, 'I've lost the love of my life.' I was almost in tears.
I raced over to the reception desk and asked the clerk, "There was a young woman, my age, blue dress, in the lobby over there -- by the lounge -- until about two minutes ago. Did you see her? Is she staying here?"
The young man looked skeptically at me and replied, "I'm sorry sir. I wasn't paying attention to the lobby. What was your friends name?"
"Emily. Emily Trent," I stated firmly to him.
He checked his computer; "I'm sorry sir, I have no one by that name with us tonight."
I turned and ran through the doors out to where the valet and taxi stand was. A taxi was just leaving the hotel grounds. I practically assaulted the valet, a young guy in a bright red uniform and hat. "Did a girl in a blue dress just leave in that cab ... or a car? Was that her?" I gestured towards the now long-gone cab.
"Yea. Yea it was," he said. "I didn't hear what she told the cab driver. She was crying; I did notice that."
I turned and walked in some tight circles trying to figure what to do next or what to say if she ever let me talk to her again. I pulled my cell phone out and tried to call her but she wasn't answering. I didn't leave a message because I couldn't figure out what to say. I didn't even know if her phone was working.
I went back in to the hotel and went up to my room. I knocked and Kim let me in. I went in and flopped in one of the chairs in the room.
"I think I just lost the woman of my dreams," I said. Kim came and stood behind me rubbing my shoulders. I ranted and raved. I cursed my stupidity for getting involved with Grace and Kim and thus what happened only minutes earlier. I wondered what Emily was doing in Kansas City, and how she had found me; I wasn't hiding where I went but I couldn't remember telling her.
I turned to Kim, "What should I do? What could I say that would make this right? Do you think I'll ever get her back?"
Kim asked, "Are you sure you really want this woman? That she's 'the one'?"
"I'm sure! I mean we've only been going out for a few weeks. We were getting to know each other and everything seemed so perfect." I paused and added; "Now I've fucked it up. I don't know where we would have ended up."
"And you didn't know she was here?" Kim asked trying to catch up with the situation.
"No. I don't know why she's in Kansas City. She's in advertising but I didn't know she traveled."
"David," Kim said, "Tell me why you're dating Grace and me? I mean beside the obvious. Sex, I mean."
I looked back at her for a minute thinking how to pose the answer. "Kim, I really like Grace and you. A lot. But it hasn't felt right from the start. Grace is my client. I just don't know how to say ... 'not now' to her ... or you. I've been letting my dick lead me around. It has been great but I keep feeling I shouldn't be doing this since I'm in the process of falling in love with Emily. If she knew, it would be different -- all different."
I paused and Kim came and sat on the bed in front of me. I went on, "I have this philosophy about personal growth. I tried to explain it to Emily a week or so ago too. It has its roots in a philosophy about open marriage. Simply stated, you can have your primary partner but you can have other partners too. The relationships should be based on love, communication, sharing, and care about each other's growth. I guess I wasn't thinking much about Emily's growth and I certainly wasn't communicating any of what was going on here with her."
I thought for a moment and then groaned, "Oh fuck. And then there's Pam."
Kim nodded; "You told Grace about her and she mentioned her to me."
"Well, I care about her. I could have even gotten serious about her but she didn't seem to want that. At least that's what she told me. Then she like went crazy on me Monday when she found out about Emily and that I was getting serious about her. I didn't get it at all. Oooooh," I groaned, "I have fucked up my life so badly."
Kim came and put her arm around me. I accepted the move as more sisterly than anything. "Don't worry," she told me, "we'll find a way through this. You'll find a way through this. Let's just think for a while about how to calm the situation down. For one, Emily probably doesn't even know about Grace. All she knows is that we were acting affectionate as we walked in from the cars and got on the elevator."
"Sounds pretty bad if you ask me," I volunteered in a glum voice.
"I won't recommend that you lie to her but you may want to hold back a little," Kim said.
"I may never even get to talk to her ever again," I said. "She looked shocked to see me -- to see us. I just read so much into those seconds when I saw her looking at us. Our relationship is toast. She wouldn't answer her cell phone when I called. She's pissed."
Kim patted the space beside her on the bed and I sat beside her. I let her comfort me but every pore of my body felt miserable. She pulled some pillows down the bed and we just put our heads on them and closed our eyes.
I kept waking up and I guess I kept waking Kim too. In the morning I got up feeling like a very large truck had hit me. Mentally I was just a wreck. My brain kept racing at solutions to the Emily problem that just weren't there. I left Kim dozing on the bed and went and took a shower. I apologized to her for not being up for a morning 'session'. She blew it off and urged me to concentrate on figuring out how to solve my more immediate problem with Emily.
I tried to call her again and this time left a message pleading with her to call me. I shuffled off to work.
By mid-morning, some of the other consultants on the project had arrived from New York. Russ was there along with four others. I spent time going over the project with them then took them around the building and introduced them to the others that were forming the two project teams. We went to Grace's office last; she had just returned from her staff meeting. She greeted us all warmly and then we started to leave.
"David," Grace asked nicely, "Could you spare a moment? I have a couple of questions." I motioned for the others to go on back to our assigned office space and then turned to face her.
When everyone was out of earshot Grace said, "Kim called and told me what happened last night -- with Emily. I am so sorry, so very sorry this happened. I feel very much to blame. I know you are feeling terrible right now and if there's any way I can help, please let me know."
I just nodded. I couldn't even think of anything to say to her. There was an awkward silence in the room then I just turned and walked back to my office and the rest of the day's work.
I tried Emily's cell phone again about five o'clock, but still didn't get an answer. Caller ID would alert her that it was me calling and she'd also know she'd missed a call from me even though I didn't leave a message.
About five-thirty I folded up my work and went back to the hotel. I was emotionally drained and now guilty because I hadn't accomplished too much all day. I flopped down on the bed and just lay there staring at the ceiling.
I tried to analyze my feelings and emotions. I was sad I'd shocked Emily. The scene she'd seen last night would have left no doubt in her mind that I was affectionate to and in some sort of intimate relationship with Kim. It had to do with where we had our hands, our arms, and how we kissed. I was resigned that I'd lost her and would have to keep searching the world for the perfect woman. I would miss the love I felt from her. I would miss the feel of her skin as we pressed our bodies together. The dreams I'd started building would have to be put on ice until a new 'someone' came along if there was ever going to be a new 'someone'. I grieved over the loss of our potential long, long-term relationship. I shifted into being angry with myself, particularly for my weakness in dealing with Grace that first night; I should have said 'No'. Then again, I did feel grateful for the fantastic sex we'd shared and for Grace's introduction of Kim into our sexual games. But if I'd lost Emily did I have to stop that. Maybe one of them was the perfect woman for me but I just hadn't realized it yet. Oh shit! Decisions; decisions.
As I paced the room, I realized that if I ever got to talk to Emily again I would have had to tell her about Grace and Kim sometime soon, just to clear the air. The little story I'd made up a mere twenty-four hours earlier about compartmentalizing my relationships based on how I felt romantically about the women at that moment just was ludicrous today. If I saw her again, I would have had to tell her about Pam too. I felt fortunate that my field of play at this point in time was as limited as it was; a few years earlier I was dating even more women at the same time, but then I wasn't serious about any of them.
I put on my running clothes and went down and started running along Brush Creek. I wanted to torture myself and see if I could cleanse any of my rapidly accumulating demons. I had an interesting line of thinking as I ran; it focused on my philosophy of life and relationships, and challenged some of the points given the situation and how I felt about Emily.
I started with the supposition that Emily and I were married. How would I have handled the advance that first night by Grace? I decided I would have postponed until Emily and I could have talked. I think Grace would have accepted that. We could have at least done a 'Clinton' and limited the extent to which we got physically involved that stormy night.
I asked myself if there was any benefit to a hypothetical 'us' from my relationship with Grace -- and by extension, Kim? I decided there could have been several depending on how things played out. Grace could influence my career with McKennitt; she was still an ally and willing to help me. I knew if things were to go well in KC that I'd be promoted to partner; and that'd be more money and perquisites too. If there were an 'us' -- Emily and me -- that'd work in our favor. A friendship might have developed between Emily and the other two women but I was uncertain about what that might look like if it had happened. There were always networking opportunities; Grace was high up in her company.
I was hot, sweaty and morose by the time I walked off the run and came back in the hotel. I went to my room, showered and stretched out on the bed. I hadn't gotten but a couple of hours sleep the night before and so I fell asleep. I awoke about two in the morning and paced around the room some more, thinking about Emily, Pam, Grace and Kim. I wondered if it was time to make a decision. Perhaps in Emily's case it was too late. What about Pam? Did she now want to be serious? Should I hang in there with Grace and Kim now that I'd blown the whole thing with Emily? Decisions. I was frozen in time and couldn't decide anything. I lay down and fell asleep again.
The next morning Grace stopped by my office; "You feeling any better?"
"No," I replied in a quiet monotone. "I don't know what to do? Whether there's anything I can do? I wish I could rescue the situation -- to back it up a couple of days and be able to replay it with some other outcome."
"Do you love Emily?" Grace asked.
"Yes. No doubt about it. I think she's the woman I want to be with for the rest of my life," I replied.
"Welllllllllll," Grace said, "don't make any plans for tonight." With that cryptic comment she turned and left my office. The way she made her comment I doubted there was any kind of sexual overtone to it. Perhaps we'd have some sort of talk and she could help me think of ways to woo Emily back to my arms.
I called Emily again on her cell but there was never an answer. I'd now left about a dozen messages at various times of the day and night. I wasn't even sure if her phone was working. Maybe I'd have to wait until the weekend; I'd take a huge bouquet of flowers to her apartment and see if the concierge would let me see her.
I went through Thursday's work on autopilot. I knew I wasn't being very efficient and I doubted I was effective either. I did mostly administrative stuff that was sort of mindless. My mind was racing with alternatives and scenarios for getting to see Emily. I didn't want to stalk her but I did want to see her; was there a balance there?
I spent a little time with Russ explaining some aspects of the project to him. He asked what was wrong and I just told him 'girlfriend problems.' He nodded and asked, "Emily?" I nodded and for now that was the end of that.
At five-thirty Grace stuck her head in my office door. She had a coy smile on her face. "My house at seven o'clock. You should most definitely be there. Eat before you come; I don't have much food. Casual." She turned and left before I could even acknowledge I heard her instructions.
I packed up a few things in my briefcase and headed back to my hotel. I changed and grabbed a sandwich in the lounge then drove to Grace's in my rental car. I pulled up to the house, parked and walked up to the door. I knocked.
Emily opened the door. My heart stopped!
I know I stood there on the stoop with my mouth hanging open for at least a full minute. My brain went dead again and was just failing to compute what was right in front of me.
Finally, she said, "Hello, David," in a soft voice that didn't betray any anger but it also didn't acknowledge any affection either, the way it would have a week earlier.
I finally said, "Hi Emily." I paused and said, "I guess we need to talk, huh?" She nodded and reached for my hand and pulled me inside.
Grace came from the kitchen with a glass of wine for me. She gave me a sweet kiss on the cheek and whispered to me, "Just tell her what you told me this morning." I nodded.
Kim came from the living room carrying her wine glass. She kissed me on the cheek too. It was hard to ignore her since she was wearing short shorts and a tube top that did little to hide her copious breasts. Her long sexy legs were definitely one of her assets as well. She was barefoot and reeked of sexual energy.
Kim and Grace disappear toward the kitchen -- both smiling. Emily and I went into the living room.
"Those two women think a lot of you, you know?" Emily said encouragingly.
I nodded. "I like them too." I sighed, "I guess things got a little deep, a little too fast down here over the past weeks. I suppose you know all that. How'd you connect with them?"
Emily said, "Kim got my number off your cell phone after you'd seen me in the lobby. She called the next day after you left for work and left me a message explaining whom she was and that she thought we should meet. She was persuasive. We met at lunch that yesterday, then last night and again over a very long lunch today."
I asked politely, "Why are you in Kansas City? This was your surprise, wasn't it -- from your phone message?"
"Yes. I have an advertising client here. Hallmark is a new customer of my company. I've been assigned to work with their marketing staff down here. This is my first week on the job. There's a colleague of mine here too. We're staying at the Westin downtown -- about three miles from your hotel."
"Wow," was all I could say. I smiled wanly at her. I was wondering if there was anything I could say to make all this all right.
There was a long silence between the two of us. We watched each other. I fell in love all over again and my heart ached.
Finally, I said, "Emily, I know this is probably a bad time to say this but I love you. I will always love you. I can't see how I can live the rest of my life without you."
Emily just sat and looked at me. Then suddenly she was in my arms and we were kissing passionately.
"I love you too," Emily blurted out. She added a moment later, "We need some ground rules. And, you know what, you'll probably be surprised at where we end up with all this. For right now though, please just hold me for a couple of minutes then we'll talk some more. This is where I wanted to be two nights ago when I came looking for you."
"How'd you know my hotel?" I asked as she came into my arms.
"Pam told me," she told me with a grin. "I saw her in the ladies room on Monday and asked her where you usually stayed in Kansas City. I didn't tell her I was coming here. It was just small talk."
Emily paused and then went on, "I could tell she was in love with you the moment you introduced us. I'm guessing that you two had a 'thing' going on too. She had that look."
I asked suspiciously, "Is there anything about me you don't know?" I paused, "Or want to know? I don't want to hide anything from you."
Emily said, "Yeah, I got a lot of details from Grace and Kim. I like them -- a lot. I don't want to hide anything from you eit ..."
"And you're not going to hit me with a vase or something?" I interrupted. "You were really shocked when you saw me with Kim." I kept holding Emily and looking into her lovely face. I stroked her hair as we talked. She had beautiful, natural hair and it was so soft.
Emily added, "Well, no; and yes I was sort of shocked -- just to even see you and with someone. I'd been waiting almost two hours. I ran back to my hotel figuring I should let you be with the woman that turned out to be Kim. I was more surprised than shocked and to be frank about it, there are some things you should know too -- about me."
I looked truly puzzled now.
Emily pulled away from me a little. She said, "This is kind of awkward for me actually. You see, Russ and I have been, ummm, errrr, you might say 'friends with benefits' for the past year. Even when we've been going out with someone else we occasionally get together. And, well, over the past couple of weeks we didn't make any exceptions to that practice."
I know I heard what she said. My brain processed her words about six times and I kept getting the same conclusion. Finally, I said, "Oh!" I couldn't think of anything to add to that profound comment.
We sat in silence looking at each other then I began to laugh. It started as a chuckle deep inside me that I tried to suppress given what I thought was the severity of the situation. Then I had a little snicker that slipped out; I even moved my hand to my mouth hopefully to cover the event. By then I laughed out loud and then I broke into a raucous gale of unrestrained laughter.
Emily was caught up in it too. She started to laugh and eventually joined me. Apparently she also saw the humor in the situation. I was already feeling better.
Kim and Grace both stuck their heads into the living room with puzzled looks on their faces. Emily gestured for them to come in and they did. Kim sat beside me and Grace sat in a big padded contemporary chair facing the sofa.
Emily said, "What you see here are two young adults who are having troubles giving up their old ways of behaving ... and in both cases with old friends. We both still love each other and we just need some new rules so we don't embarrass each other again." She looked at me and added, "So much for surprises." I hugged her and kissed her cheek.



Emily explained the relationship with Russ to Kim and Grace. She hadn't told them about that earlier since the two of them were trying to sell Emily on me and had always done most of the talking up until then. There were a lot of questions from them about Russ and what he was like. The fact that he had just joined me in Kansas City to work on my projects was not lost on Grace, especially.
We talked some more then Emily said that she wanted me to come 'home' with her to her hotel for the rest of the night. I thanked Kim and Grace with hugs and told Grace I'd see her tomorrow morning. The two of them pushed us out the door. As we were leaving Kim asked Emily, "So are you going to let David come back and play with us?" She had a lecherous grin on her face.
Quick as a flash Emily turned with a smile and said, "Only if I get to come and play too."
*****
We drove back to the Westin Crown Center. Emily led the way to her room and in only a few minutes she was impaled on my very erect cock.
"Oh, I love to make love with you," she told me. "We just have to get into a routine where we do this more often ... a lot more often." Now that we're both assigned to Kansas City maybe we just stay here all the time, especially on the weekends, and screw like this." She grabbed my butt with her pretty feet and helped me thrust hard into her body.
She yelled, "Oh fuck, I just made you make me cum." She moaned and sighed and almost stopped breathing. I didn't stop; I just kept thrusting into her through her orgasm. I felt her coming down off her high so I reached down and used a thumb to rub her clit as I watched her breasts swaying and undulating beneath me. She looked up and said, "Oooooooooh, I'm there again." This time she did stop breathing and I could feel her muscles clench my erect rod and try to milk the cum from it.
I let her float down from her highs, kissing her all over her face and neck, and using my tongue around her ears and neck. Then we French kissed and I started pumping again. I was hyper-erect. I could feel even subtle twitches from within her body.
A minute later we exploded again -- together. I'm sure the guests in the adjacent rooms had no doubt what had just happened. I helped them by spelling it out, "F" -- "U" -- "C" -- "K -- that was fucking GREAT. WOW!" I fell onto Emily and she hugged me tightly to her body with her arms and legs.
Eventually we rolled to our sides but remained coupled. She'd left a low light on and we were able to stroke and smooth each other's bodies and look at each other as our bodies returned to some state of normalcy. I told her I loved her again and she told me the same thing. I felt back on Cloud Nine and told her so.
Finally she said, "Aren't you mad at me -- and Russ? I thought you'd come unglued and instead you laughed. I ... well ..."
"No," I said interrupting her. "You and he have a special relationship. I don't expect you to give that up to be exclusively with me. I sort of explained how I feel a couple of weeks ago when we were out on Center Island."
"Tell me again," Emily said slightly incredulous at what I'd said. "I think I missed that part."
"Well I probably said something about my idea of a solid relationship being two independent people who are not ego-dependent on one another. They enjoy each other, they want to be with each other, but they don't expect their partner to be the exclusive source of all their satisfaction and happiness."
Emily nodded and I continued, "To me this means we each have friends we see for a variety of reasons, and maybe sex is one of them. Or maybe you like opera and I don't; why should you give that up? Find a friend, male or female, and go explore that interest with them."
She asked, "Should there be limits? Is sex too far? What's socially acceptable?"
"Well," I responded, "the divorce rate is up pretty high. Sexually based friendships are nothing new even though society is hypocritical about them -- they do them then said you shouldn't. I don't know how often illicit liaisons break-up a marriage but I bet the number is not insignificant. Imagine changing that paradigm so an outside relationship is acceptable -- even desirable. The partners might agree beforehand. There's no acrimony, hatred, or bitterness. Some itches get scratched and the main relationship keeps going."
"What would the 'beforehand' discussion be like?" Emily asked with a serious tone to her voice.
"If we'd only advanced more into this ourselves, I would have told you about Grace and Kim in someway. Perhaps something like Grace is coming on to me and I'd like to pursue the feelings she's raising. Further, I'd probably ask if you, and I guess Russ, would want to come along."
"Yes," Emily said.
"Huh," I said puzzled by her one-word statement.
"Yes," she said again, "Russ and I want to come and join you, Grace and Kim."
I looked at her again trying to understand the implications of what she was saying; Emily was breaking into a smile. Finally, she said, "See, I told you this all would end up in a place that would surprise you."
*****
Emily and I agreed we'd stay all weekend in Kansas City. We also conspired to get Russ to stay with us too. The whole thing sounded too good to be true. Emily felt the same way about life and relationships as I did. The way she put it was that we could be in love and in lust at the same time - maybe with different people.
I walked into my client's office the next morning with a spring in my step. Grace sought me out and saw how happy I was just by looking at me. She just said, "Good," winked at me and walked back to her office.
I saw Russ that Friday morning too. I speculated with him about the possibility of working over the weekend on the project to get a jump on things for a Monday morning meeting with Grace's staff. He reluctantly agreed to stay but said that he'd have to spend some significant time having phone sex with Lisa or someone since he was horny. I told him not to worry and he looked at me sort of funny.
I went and saw Grace and suggested that the five of us have dinner together: Russ, Emily, Kim, her and me. She smiled wantonly and agreed, inviting us all to her house providing we did take out. I clued her in that Russ was not yet fully on board but that everyone else seemed interested in his seduction.
Russ and I had lunch and I explained to him that I'd taken the liberty of including him in some dinner plans with Grace. He took it in stride and didn't apparently read anything into the situation. He was curious about where things stood with Emily but I was vague; I told him things appeared to be working out.
After work, Russ and I stopped in a shopping center near the company office and picked up some salad fixings, wine, and then stopped at a Thai restaurant and got several different takeout dishes. I had to explain that Grace sometimes had a housemate or two that we had to provide for.
I let Russ lead the way to Grace's front door. Emily opened the door. She was wearing Bermuda shorts and a scoop neck top and looked really nice. Russ stood there with his brain in a fog. It was interesting to see almost the same reaction I'd had the night before. He recovered much faster that I did, however.
"What ... what are you doing here, Em?" he asked.
"Oh, Grace and Kim are friends of mine -- and, of course, David." She pulled us into Grace's house after she'd kissed Russ.
Grace came around the corner; "Russ, David. Welcome!" She came up to me and did one of her full-contact kisses from knees to head, grinding her hips into mine. I ground back. Russ watched and then, much to his surprise, Grace repeated the identical kiss on him. I could see his eyes wide open in some state of shock. When they broke apart he shot me a look, as though to ask, "Should we be doing this with a client?" I just smiled blandly at him at though nothing was wrong. I'd been there a couple of weeks before.
Kim then appeared from the kitchen carrying two glasses of wine for us. She was wearing almost the identical outfit she'd had on the night before: short shorts, a tube top that left little to the imagination, a pretty necklace and at the end of her long sexy legs she was barefoot. Again, she oozed sex out of every pore in her gorgeous, lithe body.
She handed me both glasses and then said, "So this is Russ. Welcome Russ. Let me welcome you to Kansas City properly." With that, she moved into Russ' body and gave him her own version of a rocket exploding, mind-blowing kiss and hug. It went on for well over a minute.
When they broke apart, Russ said, "Wow! You guys are sure friendly here in Kansas City."
I handed him his wine and he practically drank it in one nervous gulp. We all took the food and migrated to the kitchen where we took turns laying the food out in dishes and then sampling portions of the various dishes. Dinner was over fairly quickly; at least four of us were planning on some serious after-dinner activities.
Emily and I sat next to each other on a built-in corner seat in Grace's kitchen and snuggled close together, kissing frequently. The others told us to "get a room" and we both enthusiastically agreed.
Russ finally asked Emily, "I take it that David and you are a little more serious than a week ago?"
She nodded and then told him, "Yes, but that won't change our 'friends with benefits' status. I just won't be quite as available as I was before though." Russ actually dropped his fork and a small drip of saliva ran down his chin as he tried to digest the full meaning of what she'd just said.
He looked at me and I nodded encouragingly to him. He finally blurted out, "You mean, you know about Emily and me? And you ... you'll ... you're willing ..."
I interrupted him, "Yes. If it makes her happy and is a supportive and growing relationship for her, of course I support it. The choice is really hers, however. She doesn't 'belong' to me." Russ' mouth was still hanging open.
Kim came and sat beside me in the corner dinette seat. I put my arms around Emily and her, one on each side. Kim pulled my hand further down and tucked it inside her tube top. I thought Russ' eyes were going to bug out of his head. I leaned in and kissed Kim then kissed Emily. Emily pulled my hand to her scoop neck blouse. I slid my hand down to her warm mounds.
Grace walked up behind Russ' chair. "For now, that leaves the two of us." Grace sat in Russ' lap and leaned in and kissed him. Russ by now was starting to recover his wits. I watched him quickly get into a lot of tongue action with Grace. This was the first time I'd watched her being romanced from close by; she clearly liked what he was doing. I could see his hands starting to move over her body.
Grace finally broke from her kisses with Russ; "All right everybody. Upstairs." She grabbed Russ' hand and pulled him up and led him through the dining room to the stairway. The two of them ascended quickly with her pulling him along.
As they disappeared from sight, Kim said, "Grace is really hot for his body." She turned to me and added, "You did well in picking him to be your number two guy on her projects. She likes him."
Emily said to her, "Big orgy or just the three of us?"
Kim laughed and said, "Let's leave the two of them alone for now." She looked at Emily and said, "Besides, I've wanted to taste you ever since I met you. I'm so glad this all turned out this way." She leaned across in front of me and pulled Emily's head to hers and kissed her. It was not a short kiss. I could almost feel the steam from it. When she was through, we slipped out of the dining booth and Kim guided us to the living room.
Kim dimmed the lights and drew the curtains so neighbors wouldn't get too excited over what was about to transpire. Kim and I pulled Emily between us and started to kiss and smooth all over her body.
Emily said softly, "I've never kissed a girl before -- a woman, I mean. You're nice." She smiled at Kim as we lifted her top over her head. I left the two of them to kiss again as I detached the clasp of Emily's bra and helped her shed the frilly device. I nestled my face into her breasts, licking and sucking on each. I heard her moan into the kiss with Kim.
Kim joined me on Emily's other breast and I moved up to kiss Emily's lips. She said, "Oh this is going to be sooooo much fun. I'm almost orgasmic now and we haven't really started."
Kim undid Emily's shorts and pulled them and her lacy thong down her legs. I looked down as Kim's uplifted face nudged into Emily's nether region. Emily spread her legs slightly to give Kim access. As I kissed her she moaned into my mouth.
We shifted and the naked Emily and I now worked slowly to disrobe Kim. Kim's large mounds were exposed almost instantly as we lifted the tube top from her. She held her arms up so we could pull it off. Kim is probably a 36D. She readily accommodated the two of us as we latched onto her breasts. Now it was her turn to moan as we sucked her nipples to a high state of erectness.
I undid the buttons on Kim's shorts and soon Emily and I pushed them down Kim's legs. Kim was hot; we could tell because she was issuing a strong sexual aroma that turned both Emily and me on. As we kissed and sucked I fingered Kim's very moist slit then brought my finger to Emily's lips. She tongued the small amount of feminine nectar as she stared into my eyes. We both kissed around the edge of my finger.
The two women stripped me next. My shirt and t-shirt were quick to go. I enjoyed the pleasure of the four breasts with erect nipples being dragged over my chest and back. My shoes, socks, pants and underwear were gone in seconds and I didn't have to lift a finger.
I was already excited so my cock was standing out from my body as Kim pulled my underwear off. Two tongues raced up one side and down the other of my member. They took turns sucking me into their mouths as I watched. I could have shot my cum all the way to China I was so excited. Instead I found myself using every technique I could think of to avoid ejaculating at this early stage in the evening.
We moved the coffee table aside. There was a very thick and cushy oriental rug in front of the sofa. Kim spread a sofa blanket over the rug so we wouldn't get rug burn.
"I want to eat Emily," I said. Emily stretched out on the floor and pulled her legs up slightly to give me maximum access to her pussy. I nestled in front of her. I watched Kim sucking on Emily's breasts and from time to time kissing her. My tongue dove into Emily's love nest, savoring her juices and her aroma. I never wanted to leave this place. She was divine.
I heard Emily moan and knew that Kim and I were bringing her to a swift climax. Her body jerked and writhed in front of me as her legs clasped my head to her groin. I looked up to see Kim lowering her pussy onto Emily's outstretched tongue. I fingered Emily's cunt gently as I watched her administer to Kim, her tongue rapidly stroking back and forth and around the juicy opening.
Kim was almost suspended in air; her eyes closed as she rapidly climbed a ladder to her own orgasm. She jetted a small amount of fluid into Emily's face as she came. Emily was surprised but I watched her tongue madly lapping the fluid from Kim's thighs and her own chin. I dove into her cunt again with my own tongue and she quickly climaxed again, holding my head tightly to her pussy with one hand. She had inserted fingers into Kim's pussy with the other and was pumping them in and out with resulting loud squishy sounds.
My own fingers found Emily's G-spot again and I used tongue on clit and fingers inside to hurl her into another climax. Kim dismounted Emily's head and came down and joined me at her pussy. I relinquished my tasty position to Kim and moved up to kiss Emily and make love to her upper body.
"My," I told her, "you ... you taste like pussy. I even believe it's someone I know." I lapped some of Kim's juices from her neck and face where she was glistening from Kim's climax. Shortly after, she pulled me into her face in a torrid kiss as Kim brought her off yet again.
"Oh, my God, you guys," Emily said trying to sit up. "I'm turning into warm jello. Let me reciprocate. Kim, you lie down here."
Kim said, "I just got here. I want some of this pussy. Give me a minute." Several minutes and two of Emily's orgasms later Kim shifted position. She stretched out on our make shift bed and Emily and I repeated the scorching sex that only a few minutes earlier Kim and I had inflicted on Emily. I lost count of the number of orgasms Kim had, and as Emily perched above Kim's mouth she also had a few more. I think both women were actually on an orgasmic high where is was hard to tell their climax from the other stimulation they were receiving.
I was almost the happiest I'd ever been. I brought pleasure to Emily and to my friend Kim many times over. The two women then decided it was time for me to lose some fluid.
Emily and Kim lay beside each other and instructed me to pump into one and then the other ten times each then to switch women. I was to use long, slow strokes so the fucker (me!) and fuckee (one of them) would feel the maximum amount of pleasure. The alternate fuckee (the one whose cunt I wasn't in) was free to kiss and suck on the other's body parts. I was told the fucker was to cum whenever the urge struck.
I started in Emily and much to my surprise she orgasmed on my ninth long, slow thrust into her body. I almost lost it since her cunt did crazy dances and clenches on my embedded rod.
As I administered the strokes to Kim, she lay back with her legs slightly aloft and her eyes closed. She moaned as I finished ten and shifted back to Emily. Emily thoroughly enjoyed the strokes as I made them into her body. At one point she pulled one of her breasts to her mouth and sucked on her nipple just to provoke me. Kim leaned over and sucked on her other nipple.
I moved back to Kim. Emily sucked on her right breast. I stroked and also used a thumb on Kim's clit. She came on the eighth stroke, using her legs to pull me into her. "Oooooh my God, you are fantastic!" she exclaimed. I smiled at Emily.
"I'm very close, Emily," I told her as I slowly penetrated her wet cunt. I fired off on my fifth stroke. I just groaned and closed my eyes. Emily caught me and also caught my orgasm fever. She brought herself off with me; I felt her cunt muscles spasming all around my cock. Kim sucked on Emily's breasts and then would come and kiss me.
I just lay with Emily, deep inside her. Kim was beside us with our arms around her. We were all panting and sweaty.
From upstairs, I heard Russ' deep voice cry out in an orgasm. Grace shrieked in pleasure too.
Some shifting took place and I felt Kim's hands extract me from Emily's warm vagina. Her lips encircled my cock and in seconds she'd cleaned me as well as excited me again. Emily and I watched as she went down on Emily, sucking my jism from her open pussy. Emily went right back into orgasm mode again.
"Oh, Kim, you darling. You've gotta stop. I have to rest the area for a few minutes," Emily finally told her.
Kim rose on her knees, her proud breasts still excited and erect. "Let's go see what Grace and Russ are doing? It's orgy time!" she said gleefully.
The three of us tiptoed upstairs towards Grace's bedroom naked as jaybirds. As we neared the door we could hear skin slapping on skin -- the lovely sound of energetic intercourse.
Grace had mounted Russ and was riding him, her pert tits swaying in rhythm to her oscillating motion above him. He was rising up off the bed on each stroke to meet her down strokes. As we watched, Grace orgasmed. She stopped and arched her back, her erect nipples pointing towards heaven as the event washed through her body. As she floated down from her high, she started again.



I had an idea. I walked by them to the bedside table and got the lubricant I had learned was there a week ago. I lubed up my cock and then got up on the bed behind Grace and between Russ' legs. I gently pushed Grace forward. At first I think she wondered what I was going to do and then it dawned on her. She said in a worried voice, "Oh fuck, am I really ready for this?"
"I'll be gentle but you have to relax." She stopped moving and just squatted with Russ' hard cock deep in her pussy. I slid a lubricated finger into her ass and just held it there letting her get used to the idea. After a moment and some in and out motion, I added a second finger. She moaned. Emily and Kim had come to the bed and were watching with great interest.
After Grace started to oscillate slightly in tune with my finger thrusts into her ass, I pulled out and carefully started to insert my cock. I pushed in until I felt her resistance and then slowly pushed and pushed, until suddenly I advanced beyond the ring of muscles guarding her gate. Grace climaxed. "Oooooooooooh!" she wailed. Russ and I both let her enjoy her high.
Gradually I started to move in and out of her rosebud. Russ also started to move in juxtaposition to my moves. Grace was writhing and groaning almost continuously as we worked ourselves in and out of her body to the maximum extent that we could.
Grace talked to us both at one point -- between climaxes; "Oh fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my ass. I LOVE having two cocks in me at once. Oh, we're going to do this a lot if I can ever walk again. Oooooh. Oh Russ, I like how your cock hits my G-spot. You and David are going to make me cum again real soon ... real ... soon ... like ... right ... NOW!"
Grace truly exploded. She jetted a huge amount of girl juice onto Russ' groin and came in a way so that there was no doubt this was like the Mount St. Helens' eruption for her. I could feel all the muscles in her anal sheath twitching and through her peritoneum I could feel her cuntal muscles rippling around Russ' cock.
I slowly pulled from her ass marveling at how her opening stayed available for a few minutes after my retreat. Kim even reached over and inserted a finger into Grace's ass; Grace jerked and writhed in response.
Grace fell onto Russ who was raining kisses and hugs all over her. She was clearly in seventh heaven and enjoying every second of his attention.
I was hot and sweaty and rolled to the side slightly. Kim pulled me towards her body and kissed me. "You, my friend, are a man of many talents. I can't believe you got her to do THAT. We talked last night and she didn't think she'd ever have the nerve to try it." She kissed me again.
I looked over at Emily who was watching the two couples on the bed. Neither Russ nor I had cum. As she figured that out, Emily turned to me and asked, "Will you guys do that to me? I've seen a 'DP' in a porn movie once but no one's been back there."
I looked at Russ who nodded with a smile at me. Grace rolled from his body and nestled in beside Kim who took up stroking her breasts and body in a sexy, erotic way. Just watching the two of them I got hard again.
"Who do you want where?" I asked Emily.
"I want Russ in my pussy and you in my ass. You seem to have that down pretty well." She paused as she mounted Russ who slid his full length into her neatly trimmed pussy. She turned to me, "And I want orgasms. Lots. Not just mine. I want your cum dripping from both holes. Now get pumping guys."
I lubed up again as Emily started to hump Russ until they had a good rhythm going. I tapped her butt and she stopped. I parted her pretty cheeks and repeated the process of inserting fingers that had helped Grace get used to the idea of anal penetration. Emily was moaning, cursing, writhing and moving all over Russ' cock as I pushed into her. Finally, I worked my cock into her rosebud's tunnel. She shifted back slightly to meet my forward motion and then suddenly both Russ and I were buried to the hilt in her body.
Emily moaned, groaned and wailed as the two of us started to oscillate in and out of her body. We started with almost microscopic strokes, almost twitches of our cocks in her body. We commented that we could feel each other through her interior walls. Emily said, "You think YOU can feel each other; you should see what it feels like inside here!" Everyone laughed.
We extended our strokes a little more, a quarter inch stroke, then a half inch, then three quarters, then an inch and then two, then three and then full length, long slamming strokes in and out of her gorgeous, hot, sweaty body. Emily came -- once, twice, three times and then again. She was panting, screaming, cursing, cooing, but always urging us on and on.
From beneath Emily I heard Russ finally announce, "I've got maybe a minute until I cum." That was fine with me, I'd already held off a couple of times by slowing my actions and adjusting the stimulation I was getting.
"Me too," I panted to the two of them as I reached around and pinched Emily's nipples with both hands. I felt her cunt muscles spasm around me as I twitched her nips almost to the point of pain.
Russ and I both sped up. The sound of skin slapping on skin reverberated around the entire room. Then I could feel my balls tighten. I was there. I moaned and kept slamming into Emily's ass as my cum raced from my balls to her ass. I heard Russ groan and then Emily. The three of us became an orgasming, climaxing pile of people on Grace's bed. Both Grace and Kim moved to stroke and smooth each of us, adding their kisses to those we were giving each other.
I was sure we'd raised the temperature of the room twenty degrees. I was boiling as I slid from Emily's ass. Emily rolled off Russ and snuggled between the two of us. Grace and Kim were on our other sides. We just fit, five abreast, across the large bed. Grace mercifully produced some warm wash clothes and we cleaned up from our endeavors.
We tried to sleep five in the bed but it wasn't working. Emily finally pulled me out and led me to the bed in the guest room. Russ looked exceptionally content with Kim and Grace wrapped in his arms. They looked pretty content too.
"Emily, I love you. That was the hottest sex I've EVER had in my entire life. In my wildest fantasies I've never dreamed of anything like tonight."
"Me too," she said. "I think I'll be a little sore tomorrow but I wouldn't have traded the past couple of hours for anything." She paused then asked, "Did it bother you that I kissed Kim? That I went down on her? Or me fucking with Russ?"
"No," I answered. "Did it bother you?"
"Oh no," she said quickly. "It's just sort of Sapphic and I've never done anything like that before. It was actually sort of nice but I want you to know that I still prefer cock ten to one."
I laughed and said, "Well tonight was the closest I've ever been to a guy. Our privates actually touched a couple of times. I would have freaked out if you hadn't been in the middle and been the target of our attention. I'll have you know I prefer pussy one-thousand to one."
We kissed and made out then dozed. We both made bathroom trips in the middle of the night. We made love, just the two of us then. We were both careful so we didn't wear out our sexual equipment all in one night.
To be continued...
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Chapter 5: Emily and I Talk About the Future
Saturday morning everyone slept in, although I did hear the sounds of sex being perpetrated from Grace's bedroom as Emily and I lay there cooing words of love at each other.
I was amazed at the range of emotions I'd been through during the week. I thought I'd lost my one true love, my soul mate. Then we found each other again. Now I was really motivated to talk to her, to make sure that everything that had happened and that all I thought about was communicated to her. I wanted to find out what she thought about the world too.
Eventually everyone got up and we had a sexy brunch. What made it sexy is that (a) none of us showered and so we still carried the aroma of our previous night's activities, and (b) we were all pretty close to naked in our dress. I managed to dip a different finger in each pussy. I was thus able to smell alternate fingers and compare the aromas of Grace, Kim and Emily, albeit tainted by other fluids we guys had left behind in the same orifices. Based on my research we did a sniff test and determined that we all smelled wonderful and we wanted more of the same for the rest of the weekend.
Russ volunteered to help Grace do a couple of home projects. Kim wanted to read in the afternoon. Emily and I went off to a nearby mall to shop. Ultimately our shopping trip ended when we picked up a house gift for Grace. We found a large park on the way back to Grace's house and the two of us just went and walked and talked for a couple of hours.
As we started walking I asked Emily, "Are you at all jealous of my friendship with Grace or Kim?"
"Hummmmm," she thought for a moment. "No, I'm not. Probably because I know they have no designs on your long-term future. Besides we now know each other and I trust them. I don't think they'd do anything to hurt me ... or you, for that matter. Probably, it's the sex but I have romantic feelings about them myself."
"How about Pam?" I asked.
Emily responded, "Right now that's a different story. I think we're competing for you. She'd like to lock you up and keep you away from me. Right?"
"Yea, I think you're right. You should know that I don't see a long-term relationship there unless that situation changes. We had a 'friends with benefits' thing but I don't want to pursue that anymore; things have to move one way or the other. I think it has to do with feeling 'possessed'. Things changed over the past few weeks with her. I'll be curious to see what she's like after I haven't seen her for two weeks straight. Her e-mails are all business by the way."
Emily said, "I liked Pam from the little we talked. If she had an attitude like Grace or Kim I wouldn't feel threatened."
"You shouldn't feel threatened anyway," I said.
"Oh, I know. I just found you and I want to see how we play out together without feeling I have to fight for your attention or affection."
"I feel the same way about you," I volunteered. "You are my dream come true and in so many ways I just didn't expect -- like our group sex activities. You blow me away."
"Well, I can just blow you too, but the others in the park might be offended," she said. We both laughed.
I asked, "Do you think our having a long-term relationship is doomed? I mean the past couple of weeks were a very odd start to a courtship: you caught me with Kim -- and Grace, and you've had your thing with Russ. I mean we agree to continue those but do you think that'll eventually screw up our ever getting more serious -- like getting married?"
Emily threw herself into my arms, "Oh, I love you. No. No. No. Nothing is screwed up. And if that was a proposal the answer is 'YES'." She shouted the last word. We hugged and kissed standing in the middle of the walking path.
I said, "You don't know how glad I am to hear you say that. We have so much to talk about and share, I can hardly wait. I have some tough questions that you need to think about. They'll help us understand each other and how we think."
We started to walk again. Emily squeezed me to her side; "Ask away."
I asked, "Do you get jealous?"
"Sure, sometimes. But it's not an emotion I court very often," Emily said. "Were you jealous when I told you about Russ and me?"
"No," I said. "I was actually happy for you, particularly the way you described it. You left room for there to be an 'us' and that was really all I wanted at that moment -- it's all I want now too."
"What about exclusivity?" she asked.
"Emily, I can't be all you'll ever need or want. I can't even come close. I have to admit the converse is true too -- I will need interaction with other people for all sorts of things. I don't expect exclusivity nor should you -- from anyone. The real world just doesn't work that way. As far as sex goes ... well, we could cut a deal but periodically, particularly for the next twenty or forty years of our lives, we'll run up against that arbitrary boundary. I won't hold you to it; just come home once in a while because I love you and need you." She kissed me.
I thought for a moment as we started walking around a pond again and added, "Right now I would have no problem being exclusive with you. It'd be awkward perhaps with Kim and Grace, but perhaps Russ could fill my slot. If that would make you happy -- or happier -- just say the word."
We walked in silence for a couple of hundred feet then she said, "No. Right now, with them, you don't have to change. I like them. I liked the sexual excitement we made for each other last night. Even if I wasn't here I would enjoy knowing that you were sharing in that; just bring some of it back to me." She shot me a sideways grin.
I stopped us walking and pulled her to me in a long kiss. I told her, "That tells me a lot about you. Oh, Emily I really love you. We are so in synch." We started walking again.
Emily squeezed my hand and asked, "How about commitment? How do you reconcile that with your philosophy?"
I answered, "Well, for one commitment means doing what you say you'll do. That's integrity too. When you commit to something I think you open up the door for unexpected and good things to happen." I thought a minute, "Commitment doesn't mean ownership or submission either. You can't really commit unless you're an independent person. I do commit myself to you and your happiness."
"Very good; I agree," Emily said. "I commit all that to you too. I wouldn't have thought of all that. So what about freedom and I mean in the context of a relationship? What are you free to do?"
"Oh, that's a deep one too," I said. "Freedom and responsibility go hand in hand. You can't get something for nothing. If I act responsibly towards you I get increased freedom -- meaning, I guess, that I can be independent in some way without fearing consequences around those actions. If I am irresponsible, like not calling or caring about you or being egotistical, I get consequences and those make me feel less free. The idea is to avoid an ego-to-ego clash and to create a win-win."
"You are GREAT," Emily said and punched me in the arm. "How'd you think through all this stuff? It's wonderful and I agree with everything you've said."
I told her, "Wait until you meet my parents and you'll see the source for some of this 'stuff'. Not necessarily the same philosophy, but the nudge towards critical thinking about key areas of your life. My Dad has a saying that goes something like 'if you don't have a compass you'll never know whether you're traveling in the right direction.' He'd toss me some values -- like you're doing - and ask me to think through how I felt about it and then we'd talk about it. He wouldn't try to convert me to his way of thinking but he might comment on disorganized or sloppy thinking. It used to be a game while we were driving somewhere."
"Will you play it with me?" Emily asked.
"Sure." I thought for a moment then said, "What do you think about love?"
"Oh Geez," Emily said, "You sure don't start with something easy do you. Let me think." She was silent for a couple of moments then she started slowly but seemed to gain confidence as she went along; "I believe there are different kinds of love. Of course there's romantic love that makes your heart flutter ... and makes me want to be naked and all over you and have your proboscis inside me;" she leaned in and kissed me as we strolled around a lake.
She continued, "Oh, there's family love -- parents and siblings - and the kind of love you feel for a close friend -- not romantic but deep caring and commitment. There's the love you feel for mankind -- I think it's called agape."
"But what do you THINK about it? What's it mean? Use 'romantic love' and not the others," I urged her.
Emily accepted my challenge and went on, "Well, romantic love comes in two flavors: passionate and ... uhmm, I guess 'mature'. The first one passes in a year or two otherwise our parents would still be pawing each other whenever we weren't around and we'd probably have many more siblings than we already have. Mature love is what grows in its place. To me that love is based on respect, empathy, caring, compromise, and at least some other shared values."
"Does it change over time?" I asked.
"Of course," she said. "But then I guess the myth has always been that if you get in a relationship with someone that it'll be static and unchanging. In fact, relationships do change over time. They twist and turn every which way."
"So besides respect, empathy, caring and compromise, what else holds a relationship together for fifty years?"
She looked at me as we walked and studied my expression. After thinking about that question she answered, "Communication and flexibility. If we aren't talking -- really talking -- neither of us will know how to adapt to the changes. I guess I'd say that periodically, in a good relationship, you sit down and renegotiate the deal."
"What do you mean by deal?" I asked.
"The roles each person is doing or sharing; the division of labor in the relationship; who gets to control what. What the operating principles for going forward are. Things like that," she said.
I gave her an opportunity to expand her answer but she was finished for now. I could sense the wheels of her brain still turning on the subject. I added, "Your response was great and we're in tune. I would add one more thought to the mix and that's to keep a sense of humor for those fifty years."
We walked some more and talked about what a perfect mate would be and what a perfect long-term relationship would be like. We also got on the differences about how men and women communicate and how to not have those differences be a barrier to a good marriage. I was amazed at how easily we talked about marriage when a month ago I had not even met this dream girl.
By the time we stopped and headed back to the house I think we'd walked about five or six miles. As we came in Kim was spread out on the living room sofa absorbed in her book "The New Earth" by Eckhart Tolle. She was still barely dressed, the t-shirt she wore barely covering her nether region.
"Hi. Where are Grace and Russ?" I asked.
"Backyard. She's got him up on a ladder cleaning gutters," Kim answered. "They've done nothing but work since you left - lots of little handyman jobs."
"I'll go see if I can help too," I said as I headed for the backdoor.
Two hours later Russ and I were just finishing some touch up painting on Grace's house trim. Grace hovered near us and helped by passing us brushes, paint cans, rags and such as when we were on her ladders. The back door opened and Kim said in a loud voice, "Hey everyone, it's COCK and TAIL time. Clean up and come join us. We've made dinner and hors d'oeuvres and we want your strong, muscular bodies again ... and again ... and again." We all laughed.
Grace went in to get cleaned up; Russ and I finished the last paint patches we were working on then put away the paint and cleaned the brushes. Russ and I took turns showering and cleaning up. Neither of us had brought a change of underwear with us so we went commando when we redressed.
When we were coming downstairs I heard Emily's voice call out, the wine and hors d'oeuvres are in here -- in the living room. Russ and I turned at the bottom of the stairs and entered the room.
Wow! Three naked pussies were lined up next to each other on the sofa. Emily and Grace were on either side of Kim, holding out glasses of wine to each of us. Kim was holding a plate of crackers and cheese. Each woman was wearing a dress but the dress was pulled up to her waist revealing all. Kim had also pulled the top of her dress down so that her breasts were fully exposed.
"Something to eat, gentlemen?" Grace said seductively.
"My favorite snack," I said as I knelt in front of Grace. I leaned in and lapped her pussy. She put the glass of wine beside hers on the adjacent lamp table. I just started to lap away, savoring her musky scent and the nectar she started to secret.
Russ was duplicating my actions on Emily who I noticed already had her head back and her eyes closed as she enjoyed his tongue action on her clit.
Russ and I both reached over and started to stroke Kim as we performing cunnilingus on Emily and Grace, respectively. We both inserted fingers into Kim's cunt and started to move them inside her independently from one another. Kim started to writhe under out attentions too.
Kim was the first to fire off. She started to urge us on in her own way, "Oh God, you guys are gonna make me cum so fast doing that. I can't believe I have fingers from two guys in my cunt at once. You're both great ... just don't stop ... Oooooooooh fuck. Oh, you guys are going get so lucky tonight. Ooooooooooh." Her back arched as she pushed her pussy onto our hands as we massaged and fondled her nether region.
Grace and Emily leaned in and both sucked on Kim's breasts as she came, heightening her pleasure. Kim was positively panting when she was through. "My God, you guys are great!" she exclaimed. "This is positively the greatest weekend in my entire life!"
Emily and Grace came within a few seconds of each other. Kim was holding both their hands tightly as they braced and then let the waves of pleasure overtake them. Each woman was holding her legs up so that we could tongue them to their maximum satisfaction. It was really an erotic sight.
After their climaxes, Russ and I rose and both made a move to undress. Grace said, "Not now guys." She looked down the sofa at the other women; "That really WAS just the appetizer. Come into the kitchen and we have some real food there. We'll play afterwards. Just think about what we can do afterwards." She sighed in partial regret at needing to stop our sexual games then stood and pulled me toward the kitchen after planting a wet kiss on my lips. The other women each covered up and redressed, remaining commando too.
Emily came and French kissed with me in the kitchen. "Yummy," she told me, "I can taste Grace's juice. I wish we could bottle that and take it home." We watched as Grace French kissed Russ, thereby appreciating Emily's fluids, to the same conclusion.
We drank and ate in the kitchen so Kim and Emily, who'd prepared the dinner, could be part of the conversation while they waltzed around doing last minute things and putting things on the plate. At one point Emily came and gave me the most wonderful 'full body' kiss in my life; in one breath it was tender, loving, passionate, sexy, erotic and emotional. Boy was I in love with this woman; I told her so and she kissed me again.
Dinner went by quickly. We were all compliments to our cooks as well as kisses and lots of pawing. Grace announced that dessert was actually being served a few blocks away. We cleaned up and piled in my rental car and drove to a mall where Grace led us to a Ben & Jerry's ice cream store. The five of us got our ice creams and squeezed onto a bench made for three people. We took turns seductively licking each other's cones and shaping the dishes into lewd replicas of phalluses. One of the women would then 'go down' on the ice cream shaft. They commented on how much better these tasted than the real thing. Russ and I feigned great jealousy and pain over those remarks.
We walked dinner off around the mall and then went back to Grace's home. Emily and Kim led Russ off to the guest bedroom. As Grace and I looked in a moment later there was a trail of clothes all the way to the bed. Emily was perched over Russ' face, her eyes closed as his tongue again worked its magic on her sweet pussy. Kim was working at inflating his rod.
Grace and I left a trail of clothes on the way to her bed. We stood and kissed, rubbing our bodies together and letting our hands stroke and fondle. Grace knelt before me and inhaled my cock into her throat. The first wave of pleasure that washed through me was almost my last for the night it was so strong a sensation. I had to stop her for a moment. We both moved to the bed and she went down on me again, this time masturbating me with one hand as she sucked and licked the top three or four inches of my cock above her hand.
I reached over with one hand and returned the favor to her, thrusting several fingers into her wet cunt. "I bet you liked walking around the mall without any underwear on. Did it occur to you that Russ or I could have taken you into a changing room someplace and fucked you right there in some store? Would you have liked that?"
"Oh my God, that's such a great idea. Tomorrow we're going to go and do that. I love taking risks and ... well, to admit it I like being an exhibitionist but I've had to trim my sails around here because so many company people are around. Sometime I'll visit you guys in New York and we can really put on a show for people. I always wanted to fuck in Times Square!"
Well THAT got me hard right away -- even more than her blowjob. "You're corrupting me," I told her. "I'm just your 'boy toy' -- your sex slave -- dedicated to delivering you pleasure anytime, anyplace. Times Square it is. Of course, we'll have to fight off the prostitutes."
Grace said, "Oh, I'll be your slut -- your prostitute. You and Emily can fuck my brains out -- that's all the payment I really want. I just want your cock in my cunt."
With that I repositioned myself and drove my cock deep into her cunt. "Oooooooh fuck, that feels so great. Fuck me. Fuck me fast. Make me cum. Make me one of your sluts. I want to lay in the middle of Times Square and have you pump your big fat cock into my cunt and make me cum."
I pounded into Grace almost at a gallop -- powerful stroke after powerful stroke. She raised her body to meet each one of my thrusts, emitting a shriek of joy and pleasure in synch with my thrusts. She came and I continued to pummel her cunt with my long cock, our bodies slapping together. She came again ... and a few moments later again ... and then yet again. Our bodies were soaked in sweat and soaked in the girl juice that Grace was emitting into our union on nearly every one of her orgasms.
Grace held her breasts for me, leaning down and sucking on one of her own nipples -- making it erect, pulling on her nips, squeezing her breasts together in a sexy move, trying to do all she could to deliver visual stimulation to me as I fucked her -- as I jammed my hard cock deep in her pussy.
Finally I could feel the cum starting to boil in my balls. The first wave of pleasure hit my brain from deep within my body and then my liquid surged through my ducts on its way deep into Grace's vagina. I set jet after jet of my cum into her as I arched above her, suspended in time, suspended in space, as the flood of pleasure washed through me -- through us. Again, Grace came, using her legs to pull me deep into her body.
We rolled to our sides, panting and smoothing one another. Grace looked endearingly at me as she stroked my face. I was lightly stroking one of her breasts. "You please me so much," she told me, "I really like it when you're here. I know Emily has your heart but I want a piece of it too -- not too much, just a piece."



I leaned in a kissed her passionately. I told her softly, "You already have it; you already have it."
We kissed and pawed each other for quite a few minutes, listening in part to the squeals and shrieks from the other bedroom across the hall. Finally I said, "Shall we go and peek?"
Grace nodded enthusiastically; "I love to watch other people fucking. It's sooooooo erotic and stimulating. Sometime I'd love to film you or Russ making love to me just so I could watch it later and see what I do, how I act, what my face looks like."
We peered in the other bedroom from the doorway. Emily was lying on her back on the bed with Russ slowly moving his cock back and forth into her pussy. There didn't seem to be any rush to his move, but Emily appeared to be enjoying him to the fullest. Kim had her pussy atop Emily's face; Emily's tongue was wavering in the air assaulting her slit and clit. Kim and Russ periodically kissed or tongued one another in the space above Emily.
"Grace, do you have a movie camera?"
She smiled and disappeared for a few moments. She returned with a little hand-held Canon video camera and handed it to me. I figured out the controls and then put the camera in record mode and moved closer to the fucking trio. For the next fifteen minutes I moved around the bed, zooming and videoing the writhing trio in a wide variety of positions and through orgasm after orgasm. Finally, after a long sequence in which Russ pounded into Emily, I captured the end of that scene as he came into their two uplifted open mouths, his cum splattering across their faces and down onto their breasts.
Kim and Emily kissed and shared the cum after Russ' ejaculations ceased and then rubbed their breasts together smearing the remaining cum over their upper bodies. Kim then proceeded to lick and suck more of it from Emily's ripe mammalaries.
"God that was sexy," Grace said. "The two of you sharing cum and all. I'll love watching that."
"I just don't want to see it on YouTube," Emily said. We all laughed.
Emily held her arms open to me and I went and snuggled into her warm body. Somehow I didn't mind that she was still slightly covered in cum and that she'd been banging her fuck buddy only moments earlier. The whole scene was so erotic and stimulating. We kissed and hugged. Russ, Grace and Kim went into the other bedroom.
I rewound some of the video sequence so Emily could watch Russ fucking her. We played it back on the small two-inch screen. She was fascinated. "I can't wait to watch it on your high def large screen," she told me.
"If you're ever out of town and I'm not, this'll provide me hours of pleasure," I assured her. It was, in fact, one of the best porn films I'd ever seen, no doubt due to the fact that I had a personal and physical relationship with each of the 'actors'.
I heard fucking going on in the other bedroom and reset the camera. Emily and I went in and I filmed Russ fucking, in turn, Kim and Grace. They went on a long time and finally I told them there was only about three or four minutes of tape left in the camera.
They made good use of those three minutes. Russ brought Kim to a mind-blowing orgasm as I focused on her face and torso as the pleasure stoked her body to a new high. He then repeated the process on Grace as I focused on his stiff rod bringing her to yet another orgasm. I panned out and caught her body writhing under his as she climaxed, particularly her facial expressions as she'd wished. In the last minute Russ exploded again into their upturned faces and bodies.
The trio collapsed exhausted from their exertions. Grace said to me, "Working under these intense studio filming rules is ruining my make up," she dabbed at some cum on her cheek and lapped her finger. We all laughed.
I explained that I was going to make each of us a DVD provided that we all pledge to never show it to anyone else. I guess we all had a lot of trust, because we all agreed that it'd be fun and sexy to have a memento of our weekend. Grace had some blank DVDs. I slipped on some shorts and got my PowerBook laptop from the car. Soon I'd started the process of uploading the video from the camera to the computer and burning the DVDs.
Emily had slipped on a light housecoat of Grace's as we watched some of the video upload in the living room. "What are the others doing?" I asked.
"They've all gone beddy-bye," she said with a smile. "We're the only ones up."
"Then come here," I held my arms out to her.
"Take these off," she said, tugging at my sole item of clothing -- my shorts. I did.
Emily went down on me. "You taste divine," she told me. "I can taste Grace on you; that's good. I like that flavor." She inhaled me again. We both periodically watched the computer screen where Russ was pounding into Kim. "I liked that -- the filming I mean. This is so sexy." She leaned up and kissed me.
I held her little housecoat open and pulled her over me. Emily straddled me and we made love on the sofa, her housecoat open in front revealing her large breasts to me as they swayed to and fro as she rode me. Occasionally, we looked beside us at my laptop that now showed Russ thrusting into Emily with great intensity. Very hot. Very hot indeed.
*****
Emily ended up going home on Thursday morning the following week after spending three complete days with her client. By that time we were truly fucked out and by 'we' I mean the five of us - Russ, Grace, Kim, Emily and me. We were all putting Cortisone cream on our body parts where we'd developed chaffing from screwing all the time -- and we were at work from eight to five or six o'clock each day1 Further, we all had sleep deprivation since the evenings and night were our prime time for our sexual romps. I think we were all looking forward to the next weekend since we could all take a rest from each other and recover some of our stamina -- not that another night of orgy activities wouldn't have been fun to do, mind you.
I told Emily I'd see her Friday night and that I'd come direct to her apartment from LaGuardia when I got in. She made me promise to spend Thursday night with Grace, Kim and Russ as she kissed me in the early morning and slipped away to catch her ride to the airport. She whispered to me, "Tell the girls you love them. They do love you, you know?" I didn't know and her remarks came as a complete surprise. I didn't know what to say but I sure wanted to have a longer discussion with Emily about this.
Thursday night after work, Russ and I took Grace and Kim out to a very romantic dinner at Harry Starker's Restaurant -- one of the top steakhouses in the country. We would have just been two couples out for dinner but we got noticed because the women took turns paying A LOT of attention to each of us. One table in particularly noticed that we were really a foursome rather than two twosomes. As they left, shortly before we were done, both guys gave us big smiles and thumbs up.
By prior agreement, Russ and Grace went back to her house for the night and Kim and I went to her condo in downtown Kansas City at The Manhattan. As we drove along we laughed about how I had a condo in Manhattan and she had one in The Manhattan -- over twelve hundred miles away.
We made soft and gentle love that night. I picked the word love to describe what we did because it was so tender, caring and thoughtful -- and, well, emotional. Somewhere late, when we were both cuddling after our lovemaking we both told each other we loved one another. Kim was very content with that and our remarks and cooing led to our making love yet again. We slept entwined in one another's arms.
The next morning we kissed goodbye and I went to do a half-day's work with Grace and her project. Russ greeted me as I arrive at the office and just said Grace and he had had a very powerful and emotional lovemaking session. I told him that Kim and I had too.
I went to work with Grace for a couple of hours and to close out our week with her regarding the consulting project. She actually rose from behind her desk and came and gave me a big hug; it wasn't sexy or seductive or even improper -- it was just a big hug. I embraced her.
She said, "I'm going to miss you guys this weekend. I know you'll be back Tuesday but I feel like we've been living together for a long time and now are being torn apart. I just want to tell you I love you and I'll miss you." She hugged me again.
I said to her, "Grace, I love you too and even though I'll be back with Emily, I'm going to miss you -- and Kim -- a lot. I have a new home here and it's with you." We hugged and kissed and fortunately no one walked by her office.
"Now," she said pushing me to arm's length, "we are working professionals that have not tried to fuck each other's brains out for two weeks and who haven't developed a huge affection for each other." She paused and looked at me to be sure I was on her wavelength and then said, "Now, I have some questions about the results of the first round of interviews and the flow charts you left for me to review."
*****
Emily threw herself into my arms as I arrived at her apartment. "Oh, I missed you so. It's like I haven't seen you for years!" I inappropriately reminded her it had only been about thirty-six hours since we kissed goodbye. For that I got slugged in the shoulder. I also got another kiss to make it all better.
I took Emily to a Vietnamese restaurant near her condo that I'd seen from the taxicab. The food wasn't actually all that bad and they didn't have cat, dog or monkey on the menu that made it an even better choice. We strolled back to her place. I showed her how to really drink Grand Marnier liqueur by sipping it myself and then jetting the sweet orangey alcohol into her mouth. The effect of my demonstration was just like turning the volume up on the radio. Emily was almost ready to rape me she got so horny -- and so fast.
She said, "THAT is one of the sexiest things I've ever had done to me, and I include all our prior weekend activities!" I bowed then started to unbutton her dress.
Over the next hour we made love about five different ways. I don't mean positions. I mean the kind of emotions that we shared as we loved one another and gave ourselves to each other. We were at first just horny and passionate, then we were sweet and loving, then rough and at rage with one another, then we were innovative, and lastly we explored tantric sex although we gave up after a while and allowed ourselves to cum together.
We lay together coupled by my deflating penis after our orgasms raged together and gave us a sweeping sense of joy and togetherness and love.
"Emily," I asked, "when you left yesterday you told me to tell Grace and Kim that I loved them. I did ... and I think part of me really does. It's just ... well ... before last night with Kim and this morning with Grace, I'd never used those words nor had they. Doesn't it change things? Make things more complicated, especially for us?"
Emily leaned over to me and kissed me on the lips very tenderly, "Yes, my darling man, it does. It makes things very complicated but life is very complicated. I think one woman can tell when another woman is really in love. You can see it in how she looks at a man, how she touches him and talks to him, how they kiss or hug, what she says about him to others and how she says it. Both of those women are in love you - Russ too if that takes the pressure off. But you are loved and you should return that love. I didn't want either of them to feel used, particularly after all the sex. Love does change things. In this case, I think it makes things better."
"Did you learn something about love you didn't tell me when we were walking around that pond?" I asked.
"Oh yes," she replied, "Love is NOT a zero sum game. We get so we think that we only have so much love to give. If I give love to you then Russ doesn't get any. If I give to each of you then Grace or Kim doesn't get any. In fact it's just the opposite, the more I give away, the more I get. The more love I make the more there is for everyone to have. There's no upper limit. In fact, I think one of my missions now is to love more people -- to spread love to those that will accept it."
I leaned in and kissed her. "So my loving Grace and Kim is good?"
"Do you love me less because you told them you loved them?" Emily asked.
"No. Not a bit. I think I love you more," I replied.
"Do you love Pam?" Emily asked with a sly smile.
"I'm not sure. I think for a while I did. Recently she's been acting funny. Besides, you said you thought she wanted to lock me up and keep you and me apart."
Emily said, "If you loved her would you love me less?" pushing the point.
"No. No, I wouldn't," I said emphatically.
"Then maybe the thing to tell her, to show her on Monday is that you love and care for her. Don't push her away. Instead embrace her in your thoughts. Share your love with her -- share our love with her."
"What if she wants exclusivity?" I asked.
"What if I did -- or Grace -- or Kim? What would you tell us right now?"
I explained, "I'd tell her what I told you a week or so ago on our walk around that pond in Kansas City -- that we can't be all we'll ever need or want from each other, that we need others in our lives. I guess with Pam I'd talk about jealousy and tell her my thoughts on that too, and also about commitment not meaning ownership or submission."
"How do you think she'd respond to hearing all that?" Emily asked.
I thought for a few moments, "I don't know. I really don't know. I guess she'd either buy in -- and be like Grace and Kim, or she wouldn't and we'd both know we had divergent values and beliefs."
Emily said, "Monday, I think you should have this discussion with Pam if she's receptive. See what happens."
"Emily, you are so smart and pretty and sexy and I love you so much. You are wise beyond your years ... and I want us to make love again." And so we did.
To be continued...
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Chapter 6: Adding Pam to the Group and Resulting Orgy
Much to my surprise Emily had adopted and even refined my philosophy about love and extending it to the people we care about. With that as prelude she'd told me to go to work and tell Pam that I loved her. Pam had been a potential girlfriend, but we'd fallen into the role of 'fuck buddies' instead and hadn't moved too far beyond that until Emily showed up in my life and I fell in love with her. Not that I couldn't fall in love with Pam too, just that my attention was diverted for a while.
Thus, Monday on the way to work I picked up a small bouquet of flowers for Pam. She was already at her desk when I arrived. I walked up and put my hand gently on her shoulder and held the flowers out for her. She whipped her head around, her blond locks flying through the air as she tried to focus on the flowers and me at the same time. She looked almost puzzled.
I said softly so no one else in the office would hear, "I've missed you."
She sighed and looked doe eyes at me; "David ... I've missed you too. And ... and ... and ... I just don't know what to think."
"Maybe this will help," I said. I reached and took her hand, brought it to my mouth and kissed her palm and then closed her fingers around the kiss. I looked her in the eye and said, "Pam, I love you."
There was a long period of silence, as she looked at me in utter disbelief. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes. Suddenly, she stood and hugged me then ran down the hall to the ladies room trying to stifle a sob. This was not quite the reaction I had expected.
I went and found a small vase and put some water in it for the flowers, and left them on Pam's desk. I was into my e-mail when Pam appeared at my door. She'd apparently regained her composure. "What about Emily?" she asked in a soft questioning tone.
"Pam, come and sit," I gestured to the chair beside my desk. "We need to talk."
As Pam said, I began, "Emily and I just spent about two weeks together and we're very happy together." Pam was taken back. The paradigm I was presenting her with clearly didn't work on her internal computer.
"But you just told me you loved me," Pam said.
"Yes, and I do. I also love Emily. And, I've met two very special women in Kansas City that I also adore." I paused and could see Pam was very confused.
I went on, "Pam, I'm not messing with you. All I'm doing is showing you that there is another way besides 'exclusivity' in deep relationships. I am committed to each of them but that doesn't mean we own each other nor does it mean one of us is subservient to the others or that we control each other. Also, there's no jealousy; quite the opposite in fact, strong mutual support, love and our mutual desire to participate in each other's joy."
"I like Emily," Pam said softly as someone walked by the door. "She's all right with this? And these other friends?"
"Yes," I explained, "they all have the same feelings I do. And we love each other. Emily is very fond of you, by the way, and would like to get to know you better."
"Oh wow," Pam said. "I've got to think about this." She rose suddenly. "I'll be back," she said and walked away. I noted that she at least wasn't mad any longer -- confused perhaps, but not mad.
I turned back to my computer rather than pursue her. I'd best let her think about what we'd just said to each other. I was pleased that she was in a better mood than two weeks earlier.
I had several meetings and was running around the office worrying about staff on the two Kansas City jobs. Russ and I talked for about half an hour too. As we were parting I invited him to join Emily and me for dinner and 'whatever' after work. He looked pleased and said he would. I left a message on Emily's cell phone.
Unsolicited, Pam delivered a turkey wrap and diet coke to me about lunchtime. She gave me a big smile as she did. I rose and kissed her on her cheek; I think I made her afternoon. She pranced away clearly in happy frame of mind.
About three o'clock she came back into my office, this time sitting in my extra chair. "I have a question," she stated. I nodded and she went on, "Do Emily and the three women know about each other? That wasn't clear to me. Also, are all these relationships physical?"
"Pam, they are all physical relationships as well as emotional relationships. We care about each other. And yes, we not only know about each other we make love together -- with each other."
Pam had a sharp intake of breath. There was a silence then she got up from my chair again and moved slowly to the door. She turned and said, "Back to my 'think time.'" She went back to her desk and appeared to immerse herself in a pile of old invoices.
Half an hour later she was back at my door; "I have another question. Are you the only guy?"
"No. It's a polyamorous relationship," I said. I didn't volunteer any further information. She turned and went back to her desk.
I called Russ and asked him if I could divulge to Pam that he was part of our polyamorous relationship. He asked the predictable question about how discrete he thought she'd be with the information. I told him I believed she would keep things quiet and may even join us. I knew Russ had always had the hots for Pam so this clenched the deal.
Pam came back a few minutes later. "What's a polyamorous relationship?"
I started, "Well, one writer called it ethical non-monogamy. Basically it consists of long-term, multiple, but stable relationships instead of the norm. The premise is that love isn't limited or a 'zero sum game,' instead 'Love is infinite,' and the more you give the more you get. There are lots of versions, but to me it is very much among independent and equal people. In this case, right now, there are two males and three geographically dispersed females. I could introduce you to some of them in the next week or so, plus you already know three of us."
"I do?" she asked.
"Yes. Emily, Russ and me." Pam's eyebrows shot up at the mention of Russ' name. She got a little smile on her lips.
I added, "I tell you this in confidence; it's expected that you'll be discrete with this information regardless of what you decide."
"Oh, I will; I will. I promise I'll never mention this." Pam nodded to confirm her commitment and returned to her desk. I watched briefly and she actually was doing work at an amazing pace. I think her brain was in high gear and McKennitt was getting the spillover benefits.
Pam came in about fifteen minutes later and asked, "How would I start? I mean I really like you -- even love you. I guess you know that. Russ I really like. But, ... I mean ... with the others? How ...?"
I said, "Why don't you join Russ, Emily and me for dinner tonight. No pressure and you can leave when you want or if you feel uncomfortable. I don't even know exactly what we're doing but we're meeting at Emily's a little after six."
Pam said, "Oh geez, that's fast." She turned and walked away without indicating whether she was coming or not.
A little after five I looked out and saw Pam packing up her things for the evening. She didn't look at me but I could almost see the wheels turning in her head. I stuffed the last of what I'd need in Kansas City in my brief case as I prepared to leave too.
As I came out of my office, Pam was standing there. She said, "Can I ride with you?" She smiled sweetly.
"Of course, sweet lady," I said as I took her arm and we walked to the elevators.
*****
We met Russ on the ground floor. Introductions weren't needed and he knew from Pam's presence that she'd opted in to the strange relationship matrix we were building. He gave her a big hug and kiss on her cheek. They both blushed.
Emily was already at her apartment when we got there. She was pleased to see the three of us and showed it by giving first Russ and then me metal melting kisses. She then turned to Pam and held her arms open in a welcoming gesture. Pam hesitated and then moved in and the two women kissed; at first it was just a friendly peck but it rapidly expanded to a passionate tongue-involved kiss between the two of them.
As they parted, Pam said, "Oh wow! I've never kissed a woman before. That ... that was great!" She and Emily smiled at each other.
I pulled Pam to me and told her I've been waiting to kiss her passionately all day long and I was disappointed when we didn't visit the stationery closet. Pam came and we duplicated the hot kisses already dispensed. After a couple of minutes, Russ tapped me on the shoulder. He then embraced Pam with an equally hot kiss.
Emily and I went into her small kitchen and I got wine for each of us. I could see that she had picked up some Chinese takeout on the way home.
Pam came into the kitchen followed by Russ. She was panting. She said, "I haven't done anything yet and I'm about ready to climax and I'm panting. What's that tell you?" We all laughed.
Dinner was relaxed and very informal. We laughed a lot over some things at work and Emily amused us with some 'advertising gone bad' stories. After dinner Russ suggested we walk down the street to get ice cream. Pam looked relieved that no one was going to jump her bones right then.
The ice cream trip took about a half hour. On the way back, I walked with Pam. I asked her, "Are you all right? Any problems? Change your mind? Postpone things?"
"No," she said. "I really like all three of you -- you especially. The idea of group sex is sort of boggling my mind right now but I have to confess I've read a lot of stories online about this kind of stuff and it really turns me on thinking about it. I'm ready."
I hugged her and then kissed her. Russ and Emily walked by and smiled at us.
Emily dimmed the lights back at her place and I stood in front of Pam and romanced her mouth then her face and ears, then her neck and arms. Russ and Emily were tending to each other only a few feet from us in the small living room. We watched as he removed Emily's blouse and bra, baring her large breasts and then helped her shed her skirt and slip.
I helped Pam pull her top over her head and then, as we kissed, removed her frilly bra. I opened the zipper on Pam's slacks and she wiggled them down her legs and stepped out of them. She checked Emily and Russ as Russ shed the last of his clothing, his large penis mostly erect and swaying in the wind as Emily reached for it and pulled it to her mouth.
I was the last one nude but only seconds behind Pam. Russ had sat on the sofa as Emily delivered him a blistering blowjob. I maneuvered Pam beside him and pulled her legs apart so I could bury my head in her pussy. As I did I watched Russ pull Pam to him and kiss her again, one hand starting to massage her pert breasts.
In spite of her evident nervousness, Pam was the first to cum. I knew her spots and took full advantage of what I'd learned about her over the months we'd played around at the office. She was almost mute until a minute before she came, then she'd started to mouth instructions to me, "Oh David, move your tongue ... now put your finger inside ... that's it ... left ... up ... oh shit, right there. Oh Shit! OH FUCK, I'M CUMING!"
I allowed Pam to collapse into Russ' waiting arms. I rose back on my knees and watched as he kissed and hugged her, one hand around her pinching her nearest breast. She was panting between his kisses. She finally said, "THAT was amazing. I've cum before -- lots. But the intensity of that was near a record. I think I'm nervous and I'm also sexed up. Watching you give Russ of blowjob while I'm getting my cunt licked is definitely 'hot'."
Emily said, "Switch around." She moved onto the couch in front of Russ and I sat on the sofa next to her. Pam immediately inhaled my rod, deep throating my rock hard cock. I groaned several times partly in warning of too fast a pace. Pam slowed down adding more saliva and slobber to her ministrations.
Emily and I kissed passionately, letting our tongues sample each other's mouths. She told me, "I can taste Pam on you. She tastes good. Before the night's out I'm going to get some of that first hand." I was stroking Emily's breasts. I told her I loved her with all my heart. I really did feel my heart wide open to love -- giving to Emily, to Pam, to Grace, to Kim, and, yes to Russ.
Emily arched and came with a long, low-pitched moan that left no doubt a pleasure wave had taken over her body. I kissed her hard and then bit on one of her nips to heighten her arousal. I heard a vocal, "OH FUCK" beside me.
I pulled Pam up, putting her next to Emily. Russ and I, almost by agreement, thrust into the women at the same time. There were moans of penetration pleasure all around - My God, what an erotic sight. Both women were holding their bent legs partly in the air, affording us maximum availability to fuck them as well as a side-by-side sight picture that was unforgettable.
At one point, I looked at Russ and said, "Switch for a couple of minutes." Pam's eyes got big as we traded places. Russ put his purple monster against Pam's moist opening and thrust into her cunt. I buried myself in Emily; we both purred. We varied the pace and the angle, the women showed each other different ways to pull our rods deep inside them then Russ and I switched again.
I jammed myself into Pam, surprising her, and then went through a series of very long strokes. I could feel my balls rumbling. I told Pam and she locked her legs behind me and pulled me into her. Emily leaned over and kissed her passionately with lots of tongue action. I sped up, pounding into Pam's cunt. We came together, Pam's orgasm cresting even higher thanks to Emily's care and kisses.
As the bliss passed over us I pulled Pam to me and kissed her. We looked at the couple next to us as Russ told Emily he'd be there in less than a minute. Pam whispered to me, "Let me go to her," so I let her recline on the sofa next to Emily again. This time, Pam embraced Emily and administered the kisses, the fondling and pinching of her breasts and giving her loving hugs. Emily came in an explosion that must have rocked the building if not the city. "OOOOOOOOOH," echoed from her mouth as she wailed through the ecstasy. Russ nearly echoed her wail two octaves lower.
We all collapsed next to each other on the sofa, a happy mix of arms and legs, tits and cocks, and leaking body fluids. I actually thought we were through until Emily started to shift around, moving ultimately between Pam's legs. I moved next to Pam on the sofa.
"Are you sure?" Pam asked her.
"Oh, never more sure of anything in my life," Emily told her as her tongue extended and she started to lick Pam's pussy and suck my dripping cum from her hole.
Pam came almost immediately. "OH FUCK that feels good," Pam exclaimed as she threw herself back into my body where I grabbed a breast. I ran my other hand down to her clit and rapidly massaged it as she rode through her orgasm. From her actions I knew I was driving her to a higher cum that just the cunnilingus Emily was giving.
Emily kept up the tongue action on Pam until Pam came again, although this time without the high intensity.
I then heard Pam ask Emily, "Can I return the favor?" Emily nodded and moved to recline between Russ and me on the sofa. Two minutes later Emily shouted out her orgasm in a wail of bliss.
Pam rose from Emily, her face and chin covered in Russ' cum and Emily's girl juice. "I never knew women tasted so good. And Russ you're definitely in my diet now. I'm shocked that I'm bisexual -- at least with you, Emily." The gals smiled warmly at each other and touched fingers in a sexy way.
We rested, sipped some more wine and talked. We were idly stroking each other's sexual organs and bodies. Whatever happened to be in reach was fair game.
Both Russ and I stirred again. Emily pulled me up and announced that she wanted some time with her lover and pulled me to the bedroom. I heard Russ tell Pam that he was glad the two of them could be alone because he wanted to get to know her better.
Emily and I made love and I was surprised how hard I eventually came in her body and how much semen I deposited in her tunnel. We lay there stroking one another after the climax listening to Pam and Russ' orgasm in the next room.
A few minutes later Pam came in and after a brief conversation the two women went into a sixty-nine position sucking the cum from each other. Both announced they loved the taste of the love mixtures they each had and the receptacles they had found for the fluid.
Russ and I both had to go home and pack for our early morning flight to Kansas City. We called for two taxicabs since we were going to different parts of the City. With great reluctance we got dressed and prepared to leave. Pam had decided to stay the rest of the night with Emily -- sharing the same bed and maybe some further touching.
I heard Emily ask Pam to stay with her for the week. The two women hugged and I confess my cock stirred again watching as their naked breasts rubbed against each other. I was going to have some fantastic phone sex with them during the week, well, unless Grace and Kim weren't busy.
I knew Emily wouldn't be in Kansas City that week but would the following week. She made Russ and me promise to carry her love and caring to Grace and Kim. We both speculated that we would need Pam out there for a few days the following week to help with some of the admin and graphics work on the project. Now, THAT would be a fantastic week.
We all had a lot to look forward to and I was so glad everything had worked out as harmoniously as it had. After all was said and done, I never had to decide between one woman and another. I had them all. In one sense it was ego gratifying to be loved by four women but I didn't think of it that way. Instead I felt I was lucky to have four women that accepted my love for what it was. Things felt well balanced and I could tell that what we'd started would last a long time.
Russ and I kissed Pam and Emily goodnight and told them we loved them. We left the two naked women to their passions. We all felt good about the world.
The end of this part of the story.
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Compared to some of my other stories, this four-part story seemed to require a longer lead in before the 'good parts.' Please be a patient reader through the first part of this chapter as it sets the stage for the later (and more fun) parts of Joyce's story. And even in this opening segment there are the mandatory sex scenes, tastefully done I hope. (My thanks to Jeriscol for his editing.)
I knew Joyce many years ago before she started her transition. If she hadn't of made the transition, I think she would have given up life, for she believed she didn't have much to live for. Today, Joyce is a healthy, outgoing mature woman, mother, and grandmother, whom I hope will think kindly of my fictionalization of her transformation. Many events happened just as I've written about them. Joyce did lead the unconventional life style that is the core of this story and that I was pleased to be a part of for a time. Since her transformation, we have always shared the same philosophy about relationships and life.
So Joyce, accept this story with all the love and fondness in my heart. I'll always love you. / Romantic1
*****
Chapter 1
I jumped as I suddenly became aware of the guy standing next to me. He appeared out of nowhere, and I wasn't sure I wanted to be talked to. He just said "Hello" and leaned against the wall next to me. I continued to nurse my second beer as I looked at him and decided whether to answer him or not. He was good looking, probably in his mid thirties. He seemed patient and didn't speak further. We both looked across the large living room at the animated crowd at Jay's birthday party. There must have been fifty or sixty people in the small one-story home.
"Sarah," I finally said, somewhat in embarrassment that the two of us were next to each other but not talking. "I work with Sarah," I offered, "That's Jay's wife." I blurted out the statements as I did computer data at work then chided myself for the lack of detail or invitation to chat further. Why can't I be a good conversationalist? Why am I so scared of guys? Nothing in my past would give rise to my irrational fear and shyness, but that's how I've always been; and yet, here I was initiating a conversation; what a rare event this was - very rare.
"Oh," he said by way of a wordy reply. He studied me carefully. I wondered what he saw. What was he thinking? Did I look all right? He sipped his long neck then looked at me again. "I'm Ray," he said softly. He held out his hand, and I automatically shook hands with him. His hand was firm and warm.
"Oh," I volunteered holding up my end of the conversation. My brain was almost blank except to nurse my insecurities. Here I was, given a lead in to hold a nice conversation, and I was blowing it. Soon, he'd get bored and leave me alone. They all left me sooner or later. Oh, why couldn't I say something witty or profound? I finally countered with "I'm Joyce. I went to Ohio State in Columbus; majored in computer science."
"Oh," he said carefully, studying me again. A long silent moment passed. I thought, oh my God he thinks I'm weird. He sees me as the true geek that I am. He's a nice person from the looks of him, and here I am the nerdy girl that'll never date and rarely even goes out.
"I'm thirty," I replied flatly trying to think of the next area of stimulating conversation we could have. Ray stole the moment by tilting his bottle back and taking the last swallow.
I was getting the hang of this now. All I had to do was give a little more information on what I knew and perhaps that would carry the moment, and we'd launch into stimulating conversation. I felt like running for the door and fleeing the party. Sarah talked me into coming; she shamed me into it really: "Joyce, you have to come. You never go anywhere or do anything. You work most of the time and spend the rest in your apartment. Come on. Get a life. Come to our party. Besides, Jay wants to meet you and they'll be some cute guys there." So here I am. I realized I was actually trembling inside at the thought of talking to a guy.
I turned to Ray and said, "I grew up outside Philadelphia. My Dad was an engineer, and my Mom worked part-time as dentist's assistant."
Ray spoke, but I couldn't tell whether it was a question or a statement: "You work for the same agency Sarah works for."
"Yes, I program client web sites, the fancy ones with animation, graphics and media, and complex linkages." I thought 'Oh my God, I'm talking -- with a guy I just met. Is it still too late to flee out the front door and speed away in my car? I looked at him with a worried expression. Was I saying too much? Was I boring? Was he going to leave or, worse, laugh at me?'
Ray studied me for a full minute when neither of us said a word. My mind was going wild worrying about what he was thinking about our conversation and me - conversation that was so difficult for me.
"Tell me to fuck off," he said flatly, "But you need a social mentor don't you?"
"Huh?" I responded, slightly dumbstruck by his sudden profanity. "What do you mean -- a social mentor?"
Ray said, "I don't know why, but you're very uncomfortable with me. Somehow I feel that's the case with everyone, else you wouldn't be trying to hide over here in this corner of the room. I bet this conversation is almost paralyzing you and that you've thought about leaving ever since you arrived -- right?"
I nodded slowly as his words sunk in. The thought of leaving still had appeal, but Ray had just changed the rules of the conversation game.
Ray spoke, "You're thirty. You should be at the peak of your social game. You're certainly attractive, but you hide it behind your drab bulky clothing. I think you need not only a social mentor, but also a fashion makeover too."
I felt anger rise up. I glared at him but didn't say anything.
"Good," he said. "You're mad. I can see the color rising in your neck and face. As I said before, tell me to fuck off when you want." He paused then reached and took my hand; "Come and dance with me. I like this song."
I went on autopilot and allowed Ray to lead me outside toward the back patio of the spacious house. I remained miffed at his remarks, but was all too aware that they were on target. On the deck, a boom box with iPod attached was providing endless dance music. I recognized a Bon Jovi song and turned and started the awkward gyrations that passed for my dancing. Ray laughed and matched my machinations, but joined in. Pretty soon I felt a little better, and I got into the rhythm of the rock. I tried not to think about the fool I appeared to be by dancing.
Bon Jovi gave way to some Sugarland and the two of us kept dancing with a dozen or so other couples. Then the music changed again. A soft love song by Eva Cassidy floated out across the deck. The dozen or so gyrating couples slowed to the soft chords and blended into each other in the kind of contact I'd never shared before in my life.
Ray held his arms out to me in a gesture to dance closely. I gulped and looked with horror at him. He wasn't the problem; I was. I ran from the deck out into darkness of the back yard, the damp grass anointing my sandaled feet with the night dew as I ran from the dance Ray had offered.
I found a stone bench in the shadows and sat alone. My head fell to my hands. I felt so inadequate in situations like this. I'd managed to avoid so many of them -- first in junior high school then high school and then college -- by being a brilliant and nerdy female that hid her feminine side behind sweat shirts and bib overalls. I'd always carried a laptop. After graduation, it was relatively easy to just 'be busy' for the few social offers that came my way. I realized there was a price to pay and this was it; social comfort at a simple house party eluded me. A couple of tears clouded my vision.
Suddenly, a voice spoke right next to me in the darkness. "I would guess that you don't like intimate contact - or that my very presence turns your stomach so much that the thought of physical contact with me in a slow dance is totally revolting."
I looked up at Ray's shadow in the dim light. I hesitated while he stood there. Finally, I said quietly, "No, it's not you. It's me. I've just never ..."
Ray's hands found mine, and he pulled me up from the bench and into his arms. He forced my right hand into his and wrapped his left arm firmly around me in formal dance position. I was stiff as a board. He reached up with his right hand and gently pulled my body and head even closer to him in a more intimate slow-dance. He said, "Relax. Loosen up. Go with the flow, just a little."
He swayed in time with the music forcing my stiff body to bend with his motion. I imagined I was like dancing with a board. Oh my God, I am terrible at this. I am not a dancer, and certainly not someone you'd want to dance so close to.
"Joyce," he said, "you smell good. I like this. Just loosen up a little more." I tried.
"More," he said. I tried harder.
Ray talked to me as we swayed, "What are you afraid of Joyce? Me? Intimate contact? Love? Friendship? Life? I think you've been hiding too long. It's time to come out of your shell. There's nothing here to be afraid of."
He didn't say anything for a few moments as we swayed to the rhythm of the rest of the song. I looked at him at one point, and it was clear he was waiting for me to say something in response to his comment. I started talking haltingly; "I'm so unsure of myself. I was never popular. I never went to dances or proms ... or even on dates. This is the first time I've danced with someone in more than a decade."
Ray looked at me and asked, "Are you afraid of yourself? Do you like yourself? Love yourself?"
Tears came to my eyes -- tears of sorrow and despair. "Noooooo," I shuddered as I answered his question. I looked down, avoiding eye contact with him.
Ray pulled me into his body and wrapped his arms around me tightly. I sobbed a few times into his chest trying to regain my self-control. I was always in control. Perhaps it was the beer. I'd let myself slip into that dark place I seldom went.
I steeled myself and pulled away from Ray. He produced a Kleenex from his pocket and offered it to me.
"Joyce, if you want to make your life something other than what it is, I can help you. I'm not going to force myself on you. We've only just met and spent about fifteen minutes together. In fact, I've given you a lot to think about. Think about the questions I've asked you and how you answered them. Call me when you're ready. There are no strings, no charge, and no obligation. I'm a friend."
He went on, "Whether you realize it or not, you are at a major crossroad in your life with many options before you. You have to make some tough choices, and you have to take action -- now -- if you don't like where you are in your life. Don't focus on what you believe are limitations and blocks to making some of those choices and actions; I assure you, there are many, many fewer limitations than what you are imposing on yourself. Instead, think about what kind of person you want to be." He paused, looked deeply into my eyes, smiled, and added for emphasis, "Think about what kind of person you really want to be."
Ray pushed a card into my hands and motioned for me to sit on the garden bench again. I sat on the bench and tried to read the card. When I looked up, he'd vanished. I wondered how he could completely disappear when only a few seconds had passed.
I looked at the card he'd given me; holding it up to the light so I could read it.
Ray SummerYour Life Coach 941-555-1566
I looked back at the house. Prophetically, Fleetwood Mac'sDon't Stop Thinking About Tomorrow vibrated across the deck, and the couples were deftly matching each other's dance steps in time with the strong beat of the song. I sat and listened to the words of the song as they wafted across the lawn to me. They carried a personal message.
What kind of person did I want to be? Certainly not the wallflower I'd become over the past twenty years; certainly not someone that could barely stand their own company. Maybe I would call him.
*
It took me four days to screw up enough courage to call Ray. I'd practically thought about nothing else and finally after my lonely morning coffee break at work, I dialed the number on his business card; he answered on the second ring.
"Hello Joyce," he said slowly.
"Errr, hello Ray, how'd you know who it was?"
"Because I know you want to change. You just don't know how. You had to work up some courage to call me, and I appreciate that you did. I think you will too."
I hesitated and said, "You're right ... and yes, I want to change. I don't like myself like this."
Ray spoke, "Meet me at Long Beach this evening at eight o'clock; straight out towards the water from the first parking area. You'll find me."
Before I had a chance to acknowledge his instructions, the line went dead. How presumptive of him. Maybe I wouldn't show up just to put him in his place. My anger flared again. A minute later I knew I'd be there.
Ten hours later, I walked across the sand at Long Beach looking for Ray. I wore my black oxford shoes and my standard white long sleeve men's shirt with men's dark long pants although the temperature was in the high eighties.
Ray was easy to find. He was in swimsuit sitting on a towel staring out at the setting sun, his muscular shoulders evident even in the dim light. Before I even reached him, he gestured for me to sit beside him. I couldn't believe he'd seen me for he'd never turned around. Further, he couldn't possibly have heard me approach over the sound of the surf.
I plopped down beside him Indian style and immediately asked, "Are we going to talk here? How do we start?" I was preparing a third question when he firmly held up his hand to command silence. He still had not taken his eyes off the glorious sunset. He gestured with his hand to the western sky, and I too turned to watch the golden and gray hues of the sunset as the sky above us deepened and darkened from blue to midnight towards black.
We sat for a long time this way. At first, I was uncomfortable with the silence between us. Then I thought about the things I could be doing with these lost moments. If I weren't getting taught something then these moments were wasted. Then I silently tried to get Ray's attention by changing my posture -- first to match his erect and alert posture and then in the more comfortable slouch I'd first adopted when I sat. I switched back and forth a few times and realized that his good posture was actually easier to maintain.
I fidgeted the first few minutes we were together, particularly as I struggled with thoughts about what he would tell me or ask, and whether I looked all right. Then my mind wandered around uselessly. I focused in on a business problem, a thorny programming issue I'd been dealing with when I left work. I solved that -- if I could remember the solution. Then we were just silent. Gradually the voice in my head ran out of things to think about; I focused on the dying sunset.
When darkness was nearly complete, Ray suddenly stood next to me. I stood as well. Without a word, he picked up his towel and shook the sand from it. I wondered what was to happen next, but I didn't dare speak unless he did. He led the way towards my car, stopping behind my little six-year old Honda Civic. I wondered how he knew this was my car.
Ray said the only words he'd spoken all evening, "Tomorrow. Same time. Beach. Think about what you learned here this evening." He turned and walked away into the darkness; barefoot with his beach towel thrown over his shoulder.
I slowly drove home thinking about what had happened. First, I went through a recitation of the facts from the evening. I'd arrived, found Ray sitting there, been commanded by a hand gesture to shut up, sat and watched the sunset until it was dark, then walked back to the car. Somehow those were unarguable, and I didn't think that those were what Ray wanted me to think about. I couldn't see any lessons there.
Then I started to intellectualize the possible lessons from the evening.
First, I had decided I wanted to change -- enough so that I finally called Ray, a man I hardly knew and yet, someone that seemed able to peer deeply into my soul in the few minutes we'd met at Jay and Sarah's party. Somehow I knew he was on my side and I trusted him.
Second, I had realized that it was hard to silence the voice in my head. It kept talking to me and trying to stop me from really thinking about changing myself -- doing a makeover. I'd have to watch that in the future and even find a way to turn it off or divert its attention.
Third, I'd figured out how to solve a tough problem at work. I still remembered the solution.
Fourth, Ray would not make this easy for me. I guess he would ask tough questions, and I'd have to think about them and figure out the answers. I suppose that if I were going to change myself, the changes and motivation couldn't come from him anyway -- it had to come from inside me.
Fifth, Ray could make me mad, but the source of my anger was ultimately me. I was frustrated with my insecurities and myself; how I'd drifted for almost twenty years neither opting for life nor oblivion. I'd allowed myself to become someone I didn't like and couldn't really tolerate much longer. I didn't feel worthy to be much of anything but a workaholic, and that only because it enabled me to avoid addressing the tougher questions facing me.
I realized as I drove home that at Saturday's party Ray had asked me to think about the kind of person I wanted to be. I hadn't thought much about any specific answers to that question, other than the self-talk about what I didn't want to be. I'd think about it some time soon.
I slept well that night but had vivid dreams of being chased by demons. In the morning the demons were gone, but so was half a night's sleep. I was at work early and was the most productive I'd been in weeks, particularly since I remembered the solution to my programming problem.
At eight o'clock that evening, I trudged across the sand at Long Beach to where Ray was sitting in almost the same spot as the night before. I watched him intently as he sat on facing the water all the way from the parking area where he couldn't see me; his back was to me the entire time. He never turned around but again gestured for me to sit beside him as I neared him. This time I sat and was quiet.
I was again wearing my work clothes, the dark khaki slacks with a men's white work shirt. This time I was wearing a baseball cap as well. It wasn't too feminine, but I was dressed practically, and I hadn't had to change clothes after work.
After we'd been sitting for five minutes in silence and my mind had quieted, Ray spoke with me in a near whisper; "What did you learn yesterday?"
I repeated a short version of the five lessons I'd extracted from sitting in silence with him for an hour the evening before: I wanted to change and I'd taken the first step; I had a voice in my head stopping me from changing; I'd solved a hard work problem; he would not make this easy for me -- nor should he; and the anger I expressed, was often more due to what my truth was, not what was actually said.
Ray listened intently watching me as I spoke. When I was through, I stopped and patiently waited for his reply. It did not come immediately. We went back to watching the sunset. There were more clouds this evening so everything was turning reddish-orange hues as the sun slipped from sight.
Ray spoke and said with a smile, "You did get the lessons I'd hoped for and a few others. You must not judge yourself or judge others by such a harsh yardstick. Learn to trust that things will work out well without you inserting your own measure of control."



A few minutes passed, and Ray asked slowly, carefully articulating each question, "Who are you? Who do you want to be? Are you willing to pay the price?" He watched me as he spoke to be sure I heard him. I nodded acceptance of the questions.
"When do you want my answers?" I asked.
"Tomorrow - Friday afternoon. Don't think about it; just give me the first things that come to you. I will pick you up at one o'clock. Bring walking shoes," he said. I nodded in acceptance of our 'date,' and that I'd have to take a vacation day. Since I never did anything personal, I had eight weeks of vacation time saved up; it'd be unique to use one of my saved days.
We continued to sit in silence until near darkness overtook us again. Ray again ended our time together by standing. He helped me up; shook out his towel then walked me to my car. As we walked I asked, "When I first arrived -- yesterday and again today - how did you know I was behind you?"
I could see just enough of his face in the light from the parking lot to see his enigmatic smile. He said nothing as he walked away into the night.
*
I thought a lot about his three questions as well as his advice to not judge myself so severely. Somehow, I found humor in the paradox to not judge myself yet to define the present 'me' and the desired 'me,' the gap, and then consider the cost to change in terms still unspecified. That morning, I took a fresh notebook and started a journal, almost a diary, and started to make lists in it about whom I was and whom I wanted to be.
Friday at one o'clock I was sitting on the porch steps of my condo. I had my journal in hand and my Nikes in a plastic grocery store bag. I was wearing my dark slacks and another white shirt with my black men's tie shoes, about what I would have worn to the office.
Ray pulled up exactly at one in a vintage silver Porsche 944. I was impressed -- I'd never been in a Porsche before. I started to walk around to get in the car; however, Ray got out and came around the car and opened the door for me. After I was seated, he carefully shut the car door.. I was nervous since this almost felt like a 'date,' and I hadn't been on a 'date' since a junior high school sock hop. All morning, I'd anguished over the few entries I'd made in the journal. There was nothing profound, but it was what I thought I was or wanted to be.
Ray was more conversational than in any of our prior meetings. "We're going to go down to Myakka State Park. Have you ever been?"
I shook my head "No".
"They have some interesting trails down there and on one of them, they have a high tower where you can climb above the tree canopy. You can see a hundred miles in every direction. I thought we could walk around down there and find a nice place to talk. If you're interested, there's also a neat boat trip where they take you out on the river for an hour or so and show you a hundred or so alligators -- some are really big."
I smiled at his idea to show approval and then realized, "Oh my God, this is a 'date' -- I don't do dates!" My stomach did a few lurches and burbles to let me know that it was crunch time. I would have to talk, in conversation, being witty and smart, with a male. I cursed several times under my breath.
As we rode I studied Ray. He was a trim, dark haired, muscular man in his late-thirties. He had a sexy dark stubble that day. He was wearing a black t-shirt and tan shorts. The only jewelry he had on, was a multi-function watch; I noticed it was Breitling. He had tan loafers on as well that almost matched the faded baseball cap he was wearing. He wore aviator sunglasses than totally hid his eyes; however, he did turn his head to look at me often. He was studying me again.
"Did you work on the questions I asked you?" Ray said to me after a few moments of silence.
"Sort of," I replied. "They're not easy to answer. I couldn't even answer who I am now. I think outsiders can answer better than I can."
"Did the questions force you to think about yourself?"
"Yes," I answered, "But it's embarrassing. Somehow it feels wrong, like I'm conceited, or something. Vain. Selfish."
Ray asked, "Do you want to reach out to others -- be more social? I feel that that's one of your 'Would-Like-to-Be' traits."
"Yes, it is."
"You can't share yourself with others if you don't love who you are. How can you expect others to love you, if you don't love yourself? There's a difference between being selfish and being self-centered so that you know yourself -- your needs, wants, ideas, feelings, emotions, and thoughts. In the former, you take and don't give. In the latter, you seek to understand yourself so that you can give to and share yourself with others." Ray looked over at me to see whether I was absorbing what he was saying.
I thought a long time then ventured a thought; "Do you think I've been selfish by not sharing myself with other people - by being socially remote? I have a hard time committing to myself as well as others."
"Yes" was Ray's initial curt reply. "Good that you see the larger impact of whom you've been. Have you ever heard of the Law of Circulation?"
"No," I answered, "What's that?"
"What goes around comes around. What you sow so shall ye reap. What you give, you get. If you give friendship and love, that's what you'll get in return: If you give rejection and icy coldness to the world, guess what you'll get in return?"
The words hit me hard. I said, "I was called the 'Ice Queen' by several people in college."
Ray went on in such a low voice that I strained to listen, "If you don't commit to others, you can't expect them to commit to you. Commitment is not an ownership issue. You don't have to give yourself away when you commit to someone. You do have to do what you say you'll do. Integrity is probably a better word."
I asked, "Isn't commitment also all about exclusivity in a relationship?"
Ray responded, "That's one of society's definitions. You don't need to abide by that if you don't want to. What if you loved several people simultaneously? Would you pick one and tell the others to get lost? What if you found someone else that you loved?"
"You mean ..." I stammered lost in thought for a moment as the impact of what he said sunk in.
Ray volunteered, "I had a relationship for several years with two women that I loved deeply -- and still do. I am totally committed to both of them. We lived together, loved together, and it was rewarding for all of us. We grew and matured together. Stacy had to move to the west coast to grow and follow her bliss. I still live with Kim. You'll meet her sooner than you think."
I sat quietly horrified. I was on a date with an attached guy.
Ray smirked at me. "You're wondering why I'm with you when I have a partner. When I saw you at the party, I instantly knew that I was to help you. I am attracted to you by some cosmic force; I don't love Kim or Stacy any the less. There's no other message in our relationship right now except for words you've unilaterally chosen to use for it. If you think this is a 'date,' note that I never called it that; right now I have other motivations, specifically to help you get self-centered and be more the person you can be. Also, the primary purpose of my getting you out is to get you moving, to change the scenery in your life -- to take you out of your comfort zone. We'll talk about that at the State Park; now alligators and boat, or hike and canopy climb?" I opted for the hike.
I was quiet, and Ray left me alone to think as we drove out into the Florida countryside. My brain spun circles around the fact that he was in a relationship, but then I realized he'd really not 'hit' on me at all; instead, he was trying to help me change and improve myself. I had some long moments, as usual, when my thoughts were about how inadequate I was and how it was doubtful that I could change in any meaningful way. I was doomed to be a single, lonely, nerdy woman the rest of my life, skilled in technology but shunning all relationships. I'd die lonely and never loved.
Twenty minutes later, he turned into the entrance to the State Park, paid our admission fee, and drove through to the first large parking area. He parked the car and pulled a small backpack from the back of the car. He'd brought water and some snacks. I put my journal in the backpack, and we both changed our shoes.
We walked about two miles through a series of different climes, including Savannah grass and tropical rain forest. As we crossed a footbridge over a small tributary to the Myakka River, we stopped and observed two large alligators basking in the hot sun. We were only thirty or forty feet from them. We hiked another mile and entered a large stand of palms of different varieties, many towering above us. We came to the Canopy Walk, two large towers several hundred feet apart with a narrow catwalk suspended between them about five stories above the ground. We climbed about sixty feet up the first tower then walked across the narrow swaying footbridge cutting through the middle of the tree canopy; Ray even got me to laugh and jest with him as we walked. On the other side of the catwalk, we climbed another sixty or so feet to the top of that tower, bringing us well above the canopy of palms. Placards around the catwalk and towers described the ecology of the area and what we were seeing. We could see both the Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic Ocean through the haze.
There was a small bench at the tower top -- an observation area. Since no one was around, Ray sat and gestured for me to join him. He opened the knapsack and handed me my journal.
"Now, my friend, who are you?" Ray asked. He sat back as though to bask in the sun and closed his eyes, yet I could tell he was about to hang on my every word. I opened to the first page of notes I'd made in the journal.
I started, "I am Joyce Carlton, age thirty, the only offspring of Paul and Ruth Carlton, now residents of Amelia Island, Florida. I am an unattractive dishwater blond, five-foot four inches tall, and weigh about 130 pounds." I felt very self-conscious talking about myself and looked to see the expression on Ray's face. He was stoic and expressionless.
I went on, "I grew up outside Philadelphia in a town called Chad's Ford. Dad was an engineer. Mom worked part-time as dentist's assistant. They were strict in raising me. I had a natural inclination towards computers, particularly since my Dad introduced me to them at an early age. I studied them at Ohio State. I've built them, taken them apart, fixed them, programmed them eight ways from Sunday, and I can make them do things that amaze many people."
I paused and took a deep breath ready to continue. Ray held up his hand and asked again, "Whoare you?"
I hesitated and then went on. "I have a five-year old car and a two bedroom condo. I live alone and expect to the rest of my life. I've never been in love or even gone steady -- maybe I'm unlovable. I'm a social failure. If I didn't work such long hours, I'd have a dog. Instead, I have a ferret named Wesley. I can talk to Wesley. I make about $80,000 a year. I have a mortgage on my condo and a healthy bank account. I think I'd like to travel, but I haven't taken the time. I ..."
Ray interrupted, "You've told me your lineage, physical characteristics, your career, education, salary, lack of social life, pets, and some important possessions. You still haven't given me an inkling of whom you are."
I sat is silence. I stared at the other entries in my journal. They all dealt with my lifestyle, hobbies, and other possessions I have or had that I thought important. None of the responses answered Ray's question the way he was implying.
I looked up at him with what was no doubt a helpless look on my face.
Ray said supportively, "Answer that question without reference to your gender, profession, body characteristics, race, religion, roles you've played, accumulated knowledge, opinions, likes and dislikes, or things that have or haven't happened to you. Now, who are you?"
"I don't know ... I'll have to think about it," I stammered then added, "Can you be anyone without using at least some of those categories?"
"Oh, yes," Ray affirmed. He paused and asked, "Now, what did you write down about who you'd like to be?"
"Well," I began haltingly, "I already know that I'm not supposed to use all those categories but here's what I did write down. It'd be fun to be pretty or even considered beautiful. I want to be athletically fit and healthy; smart -- but I think I'm almost there now; not afraid of social situations -- like Jay and Sarah's party; witty and a quick thinker; and have many friends that are loving. I'd like to be loveable - maybe even have a lover -- or two." I laughed and blushed at my own comment then went on: "I want to be a good public speaker; compassionate and caring; independent -- I sort of am now; musical -- I've always wished I could play a musical instrument; spiritual -- not religious; a sharp dresser ... and that's where I ended. I didn't work on the gap and the cost to change."
Ray looked at me and smiled warmly.
"I know, I know," I stated as I languished in my guilt and self-centeredness. "All very superficial and I'll redo the list thinking about the categories I'm not supposed to use."
Ray stood and moved in front of me, pulling me up to him so we stood face to face. In a surprise move, he put his arms around me and his lips found mine. I didn't respond too well to his kiss, more from inexperience than unwillingness. I put my arms around him and kissed back in a second kiss. Then my brain kicked in with about twenty simultaneous thoughts; "Oh my God, whatare you doing? You just kissed a man, stupid. You aren't worthy; he'll hurt you; you have bad breath; your teeth need brushing; you have a blotchy nose; he's already got a girlfriend; he's two-timing her - or you; he's your mentor -- so what; what if he wants to go further; whatare you doing?" My brain stayed in overdrive for another kiss and then failed completely leaving me for a moment in stunned silence as we looked at each other in a nice way.
He held me at arms length and said, "There is nothing on your list that you can't become within a year. Nothing! Many things you can become just by coming down from this tower of isolation and lies that you've built for yourself."
"Huh," I said not quite understanding what he was saying. I sat down again as Ray walked to the corner of the tower then turned back to me.
"Well, let's take your list one at a time," Ray said as he took my notebook out of my shaking hands. I sat down again. He said, "First, you have 'pretty or beautiful' on your list. Don't you see that you already are? You're gorgeous. You have a trim curvy body that most women would pay a fortune to possess; you have a very attractive face; you could be a model -- in fact, I'd love to have you model for me some time just so I could have lots of photos of you."
My brain started to fry some more, injecting more thoughts of unworthiness into the mix. For a fleeting moment, I thought he's just lying to me, but then I decided to just try to listen to Ray and not to the negative voice in my head.
He looked up at me and then continued, "You want to be athletically fit. I don't know what your criteria for success here is, but you surely hiked the two miles from the car to the tower at a good clip, and I detected no hesitation climbing all the stairs to get way up here above the canopy. I'd just keep doing what you're doing, unless you have some goal like to run a marathon or something."
I nodded acceptance of his assessments and tried to turn off the deprecating voice that kept trying to break through my awareness of its negative messages.
He went on, "You want to be smarter. I already think you're brilliant. You hold a computer science degree from a tough university, and hold down a demanding job that requires creative and nimble thinking. Further, you're paid well. I don't see what the problem is here, other than limitations that you are probably putting on yourself." " "As for being deft in social situations, well all you need to do there is decide to be some way other than what you are. We'll come back to that. As for being 'witty and a quick thinking,' I think you have what it takes, just not the self-confidence to believe you are already that way. I know ways to build your self-confidence if you're willing to work at it."
Ray continued, "As for being a friend and lover and having lots of the same, well, all you have to do is give away what you think you don't have."
"How's that again?" I asked.
"To have friends, what do you have to give away?" Ray posited.
I thought a second and said in a low questioning voice, "Friendship?"
"RIGHT," he shouted across the top of the palm canopy with his arms outstretched. A heron that had been perched on a nearby palm flew away from us with a lazy flapping of wings. Ray studied me and asked further, "And to be loved and have lovers, what do you have to give away?"
"Love," I quickly responded.
"RIGHT," he yelled again into the sky. Then he turned to me and admonished, "You already have a huge amount of friendship and love locked up inside of you. Believe me, it's in there. All you have to do is start to give it away. The results will start to follow."
"I'm scared of being hurt," I said in retort.
"So go get hurt," Ray said bluntly. "You don't even know what it feels like. Further, you'll be surprised at how fast you can get over it, particularly if you don't pull back into your shell. That's where having friends comes in too: They help you get through the heartbreaks, remarkably though; you can have lots of relationships and never have a heartbreak. Relationships all ebb and flow; if you believe that they will, they'll all just keep getting better and better."
Ray paused as I digested his treatise, and then he continued after glancing at my list again: "You want to be a good public speaker -- I can help you move in that direction and I have some friends that would be glad to coach you in this area. You want to be caring and compassionate; again just start acting 'as if' you were already that way and you'll find you already are. Those words -- actingas if-- are important; they'll help you start to change. Underline those words in your journal later when you write some of this down. Now, if you give away caring and compassion, what do you get in return?"
"I know, I know," I said jumping up and down as I raised my hand to speak like an eager pupil, "Caring and compassion!"
"RIGHT," Ray yelled out across the treetops again. He looked at my journal again and asked, "Independent? You said you were almost that way now; what's standing in your way?"
I responded, "I just feel so unsure of myself, as if I have to check in with someone else before I can really make a decision -- even on what to eat or wear in the morning. I just feel that I should be asking someone else."
Ray asked, "I'm guessing this is because your parents made the decisions for you before you left home? If you practice making decisions, you'll find you get really good at them and the feeling of needing help will go away."
"Even in college, I had pretty dominant college roommates that didn't help me be courageous."
"So what do you think it takes to be independent?" Ray asked.
I thought for a moment and very tentatively answered, "Just believing that I already am? Acting that way?"
"RIGHT," echoed across the palm tops again. Ray looked at me for a minute then said, "The next item on your list is 'musical' -- so make an entirely independent decision about being musical."
I thought for a moment and said, "I will buy a piano keyboard and I will find a piano teacher and start to take lessons." I added, "I do this being independent in mind and spirit and without the need to seek approval from anyone else."



"Very good," Ray said slowly as he grinned at me. He went on, "The next item on your list was being spiritual -- not religious. Tell me about that."
"I was raised in a non-practicing Catholic household. We went to church on the big occasions like Easter and Christmas and a few other times. I got the gist of it -- I'm a miserable sinner, Christ died for my sins, and I'll probably go to hell. The trouble is; I don't believe any of it. My truth meter sits at zero on all those ideas and concepts. I wasn't sinning, yet that religion is premised on the fact that I did or do -- even unintentionally and unknowingly. What a crock! I'm not sure what I believe, but that's not it."
"Do you believe in God?" Ray asked.
"Yes and no," I responded. "God is not 'someone' out there, separate from me. The God-force is in me -- in you, in everyone. There's no separate 'being' that judges us and has some of us go to some ill-defined heaven and others to some equally vague hell. We make our heaven or hell in how we live this life."
"Is there a source of evil in the world?" Ray asked.
"You'd think from the headlines that there is, but I think this is just we mortal beings screwing up. I don't think there's an evil force that acts counter to God. God is all there is. If we screw up, we're supposed to learn a lesson. If others screw up, we're supposed to learn those lessons too. I think that's why we're here -- to grow, evolve, and learn. There's no right or wrong except what we make or define."
"Well, I'd say you have a good start on being spiritual," Ray said squeezing my hand. "Few people have thought through what you just rattled off. I'd like to talk more, but we have someone to meet regarding the last item on your list so far."
I asked, "The last item?"
"Yes," he said. "You want to be a sharp dresser."
Ray led the way down the tower. My brain went into gear again, and I started to feel ashamed of what I'd said in my journal and how plainly I dressed. Further, I'd blurted out answers in ways I'd never done before. He was inspiring me to act unconventionally, and I wasn't sure I liked myself doing that. It wasn't a control issue; it was embarrassment.
As we started walking back to the car Ray said, "You have a tall order -- to stop thinking one way about yourself and start thinking another. Change your thinking; change your life. You have to unlearn some bad thinking habits you've developed." He turned to me and asked suddenly, "What are you thinking right now?"
"I'm sort of ashamed of how I feel. I'm not worthy of your attention."
He said, "The rest of the way back to the car, keep repeating the following phrase: 'I am worthy. I love myself. I can change to be anything I want to be. I make my own reality through what I think and believe.'" He waited while I repeated the statement aloud and then turned and started walking. I struggled to keep up as I repeated the statement.
I kept repeating the statement. At one point I thought I'd do it silently to myself; Ray yelled, "I can't hear you!" So I was forced to speak loudly as we walked the nature trail. When we got back to the car, I was almost hoarse, but I knew the words by heart.
As we got in the car Ray held the car door for me again. He said, "If you feel in doubt, ashamed, dependent, unworthy, or fearful, I want you to repeat that statement."
"I feel conceited -- selfish -- embarrassed," I admitted. "I don't like all this focus on 'me'."
"Stay there for a while until you love yourself," he said. "You don't love yourself and you don't feel worthy of attention -- that produces the embarrassment. Just believe that you do and repeat the words I told you."
We drove back to toward downtown. Ray pulled into the local Best Buy store and stopped. He turned off the car and looked at me.
"Huh?" I gestured.
"Go buy a keyboard. I'll wait," he said. He leaned back in the driver's seat and shut his eyes. He added from his relaxed position, "Oh, make sure it has eighty-eight keys on it and buy a sturdy stand for it."
I returned fifteen minutes later with a keyboard in a large box and a collapsible stand in my shopping cart. I knocked on the trunk of the car and Ray popped it open. He got out and helped me put the Casio keyboard and its stand in the trunk and carefully shut the hatchback door. I put the cart in the return slot and went to get in the car. Ray again held the door for me. Neither of us said anything. Ray started the car and drove another mile pulling into a music store.
He said, "There's a bulletin board with the names, addresses and phone numbers of piano teachers just inside the door on the left. Go get the names and contact information of three instructors that live near you." He handed me my journal and a pen. I accomplished his task and was back in the car in five minutes. Ray was waiting outside the car, so he could hold the car door for me. Again, we were silent as he pulled away. My brain started to tell me negative messages, and I repeated the mantra that Ray had given me.
We drove into one of the nicer parts of the City and Ray finally pulled up in front of a gorgeous home. I started to get out, but he stopped me; "Wait for me to come and open the door for you. Think of yourself as someone deserving to be waited on." He came around the car, opened the door for me, and then took my hand and helped me stand. "Welcome to my home," he said.
We walked in the front door, and I was immediately impressed with the décor and view over part of the Bay from this home. "Wow," was all I kept saying.
A beautiful dark haired woman in her mid-thirties came from the back of the house and walked towards us. Her casual clothing was stylish and made me feel it was exceptionally expensive and well chosen. "Joyce! Welcome. I'm Kim. I hope Ray has been kind to you today. He can be a tough mentor at times, believe me I know." She walked up and embraced me, giving me a full body hug. I stiffened and then wondered about the inadequacy of my clothing compared to hers and what was obviously my total lack of sophistication. I was a clod in the presence of beauty.
Kim said, "Come and have a glass of wine. You look remarkably relaxed for someone who's been hiking around the State Park all afternoon while being mentored by Ray." She laughed as she led the way towards the modern kitchen.
Kim didn't ask; she just poured me a glass of Merlot from an expensive looking bottle. She turned and handed it to me, allowing her hand to touch mine in the process. It was a seductive move, and I felt electrified by the touch. Ray watched and smiled.
Ray poured himself a glass and then turned and gestured that we were to make a toast. "To Joyce, a woman who WILL become exactly who she wants to be." We all sipped our glass, and I had to admit embarrassment at being the object of his toast. The voices in my head tried to start up about how inappropriately dressed I was, how beautiful Kim was compared to me, how poor I was compared to the riches this couple had accumulated, how I wasn't even able to converse on their level.
Kim jarred me out of my negative thought pattern when she said to me, "Ray tells me you need some fashion help -- that you want to move beyond where you are now in buying clothes and in how you dress." Ray stood beside us nodding in agreement. "Let me assure you that how you dress influences your whole perception of yourself. If you dress routinely and without thought, your self-image suffers and people will not respond to you as you'd like. If you have the perfect outfit for each occasion, you'll change how you think about yourself -- you'll feel on top of the world, and people will react accordingly. It's like Feng Shui for the body."
I stammered out, "But you've been doing this all your life."
"Oh, no," Kim said. "My friend -- our friend -- Stacy taught me just a short while ago when she lived with us. Before that, I wasn't very self-assured and I really didn't think about how I dressed. I mostly wore sweats and sneakers and looked pretty down market; that's also how I thought of myself."
Kim stood back and looked at me objectively. "Come with me; we're going to have fun. Bring your wine. Ray can join us in about fifteen minutes." She treated the last statement instructionally as she turned to Ray; he nodded in agreement.
Kim led me up a grand staircase and through a majestic master bedroom. She cut through a walk-in closet and dressing area and into the master bathroom. She handed me a new towel from a towel rack. "Take a quick shower in there and then dry off and come back to the closet. Don't dress. I'm picking stuff for you to try on." I followed her instructions, reappearing a few moments later with the damp towel wrapped around my body. I had not washed my hair.
"Stacy, you and I are all about the same size," Kim said, "So we're going to try on some outfits. Tomorrow, we'll go through your closet and make a shopping trip." She grinned with wicked anticipation at the idea of a shopping trip and then handed me a skin-tone thong from Victoria Secret still in its new packaging; "Here, put this on."
"I ... I'm not ... I've never ... worn a thong," I finally blurted out.
"Well, you are now. You'll get used to in a few minutes and never want to go back. They do wonders for your panty lines, and they feel so sexy," Kim responded. I was missing my uninspiring cotton panties as I modestly unwrapped the small triangle of cloth, stepped into the thong, and pulled it up my legs while I clutched the towel to my upper body.
"Here, give me that towel," Kim said holding her hand out. I reluctantly let go of the towel. She looked over my near naked body and finally said, "Nice breasts, well proportioned to the rest of your body. You should be proud of them. Stand up a little straighter." I did, and my breasts thrust out more in front of me. "That's it," Kim said, "Nice dark areolae too. Good. Sexy;" the compliments and cool air of the bedroom made my nipples stand out.
Kim went on, "Well, I know you're cautious in your thinking and a computer jock. That would mean you're pretty organized. Ray said you've done some fancy programming, so you'd be smart and practical too, creative, open to new ideas -- at least professionally. This would place you as either an autumn or spring person. Let's see you have natural hair on the darker side of blond and deep blue-green eyes -- interesting how they change color in the light." She held up several colored blouses to my face.
Kim stopped and peered deep into my scalp and into my face. "You have some orange tones in your skin, but I wouldn't call it ruddy." She stopped and looked me over, walking behind me. "Nice ass too," she volunteered; "No wonder Ray likes you -- he's an ass man." She laughed, and I laughed too, partly in embarrassment; I did feel as though I was on the chopping block.
She finally announced, "I think you are basically an autumn person." She studied my face again then said, "Yes, definitely autumn. Good skin tone. Stacy was an autumn person too. Let's see what we can find for you."
Kim led me down a short hallway to a spare bedroom and opened the closet doors. A rich assortment of clothing greeted us. Kim reached in and grabbed a rich aqua colored top. "Here, try this." I pulled it on over my head. I'd never worn anything aqua colored.
"Now for casual slacks, you could go back to your khaki's -- ideally, they'd be creamier in color, but what you have would be OK with this -- except they're too masculine. They should be tighter than you wear them and, well, not baggy. Look in the mirror there. See how the bright top brings out your skin tone. Here, let's try another."
Kim pulled a bright peach top from the closet and held it up in front of me. "Take that off," she said. As I did and passed the aqua top back to Kim, I saw Ray standing in the doorway watching us. He had a neutral expression on his face, as I stood clad only in the new thong. Something made it all right that I was on display for him. I just smiled at him, and he smiled back encouragingly. I accepted my embarrassment.
I slipped the peach top over my head and pulled it down past my breasts. I said, "This is a little tighter."
"Good," Kim said, "it'll show your assets off more. Don't be afraid to flaunt what you have. You're well endowed and that's good; plus the rest of you is trim." She turned to Ray, "What do you think?"
"Good color for her. She'd do well in oranges too and mid-range pastels, maybe a light green? She's autumn right?"
"Right," Kim answered him as she studied me.
"Nice ass," Ray commented in his unexcited manner as I turned towards the mirror. I looked over my shoulder and grinned at him. I was becoming more relaxed in his company.
"You're hot," Kim told me.
"I've never thought of myself that way and no one'sever told me that," I replied.
Ray offered, "You've got to think of yourself in a whole new way. You're a desirable person in every way imaginable -- mind, body, and spirit all work together. You are what you believe you are. Do you believe you're hot?"
I looked at myself in the mirror. My nipples were erect and clearly visible through the peach fabric. Beneath my flat stomach, some of my light colored pubic hair was visible around the edge of the thong. My legs were shapely. I liked what I saw, perhaps for the first time because Ray and Kim were coaching me in how to see myself. "Yes," I replied, "I think I might be ... hot that is."
Ray finally volunteered, "The timer went off on the oven. I took the lasagna out. I also set the table and I'm starved."
Kim pulled me towards the door, "Keep that on. Come, just as you, and we'll have dinner and talk."
I stammered, "But ... but ... I only have a thong on. My bottom is bare."
"Fine by me," Ray said as he turned and walked ahead of us and went downstairs towards the kitchen and dining area.
Kim turned to me and spoke, "A 'hot' dish like you might occasionally eat in what you have on. Think of it that way. Be sexy. Get out of your comfort zone ... in mind, body, and spirit."
I followed Kim and Ray to the kitchen. As they finished the last of the preparations, I sat on one of the vinyl covered bar stools. The cool seat stimulated me since there was nothing between my ass and the stool. I realized partway through another glass of wine, that I was getting turned on, and I was wet in my nether region.
Kim and Ray worked well together, plus, they were affectionate with each other. The two often reached out to each other for just a touch or hug or occasional kiss. Often, a kiss was given as a reward for doing some small thing. As they finished putting things in the serving dishes, I put them on the table in front of the tall windows that opened onto the bay. When we were through and ready to sit down, both of them gave me a kiss to say thank you for my serving. I was embarrassed but liked the attention. Oddly enough, the voices in my head had little to say about the kisses other than appreciation; they were still dealing with being 'hot' and trying to insist that the word was never meant for me.
Our dinner conversation was lively and animated. I slowly learned about Ray's growing up in a supportive and encouraging environment, which both challenged him and rewarded him for critical thinking. I learned he had spent ten years in the financial services sector doing foreign exchange trading and that he was now 'retired' and finding ways to give back to the society that had rewarded him so handsomely. He still traded, but his own money on his own time. Much to my surprise, the multi-million dollar house we were in was fully paid for by his earnings.
Kim turned out to be an interior decorator; however, in some unique cases such as mine, she doubled as a personal fashion consultant. She'd had a lackluster career through her twenties until she met Ray and Stacy. The three of them lived together for five years and to hear Ray and Kim share the experience, it was almost spiritual.
Their ménage a trois was certainly an interesting style of living and way of life that I'd never dreamed of. It seemed exceptionally supportive and giving as well as personally fulfilling. Our discussion wandered away from their threesome and left me with about a thousand questions I was curious about. I understood clearly; however, that the loving and sexual part of the relationship was shared equally between all members of the relationship.
As we ate there were several times the voices in my head woke up and talked to me. They were telling me how inadequate I was to be with dynamic people like this. Then my voices questioned how I was dressed -- or undressed at this occasion. They reminded me of my humble roots and tried to tell me many other messages. At one point, I repeated the mantra Ray had given me out loud, explaining why I was doing it; "I am worthy. I love myself. I can change to be anything I want to be. I make my own reality through what I think and believe." Both Ray and Kim encouragingly nodded to me.
Kim said to me shortly after that, "Joyce, it's hard to believe you create your own reality, but I assure you that you do. I work every day to reaffirm what you just said, and I try to live it minute by minute through everyday. Ray taught me to love myself and then to love others unconditionally. Through my making others worthy, I made myself worthy, including of my own self-love. Once I loved myself, I could love others -- like Ray and Stacy. I had to give up dragging a lot of the past along with me; I really try to live in the present moment -- not fretting about the past and not worrying about the future. Reality is not what you think; it's what you make it."
I asked, "How do you turn off your active mind -- all those messages? In my case, so many of them are negative and not supportive. When I'm at work they're all right, but any time I set out socially or go to have a social interaction, they start up and tell me some pretty negative things about myself."
Both Kim and Ray answered in unison, "We are conscious." They laughed at the coincidence of their responses.
Ray continued, "If you can teach yourself to hear the voices, to be aware of them -- to be conscious of them, then you realize there is another, more rational 'you' inside your head. This is the one that can say 'bullshit' when your mind starts to feed you negative messages, or tells you that you can't do something. It's the Spirit that says I refuse to believe or allow this negative limiting message. You'll be surprised at how fast those messages stop, at least at that instant."
Kim reached over and held my hand and squeezed it lovingly, "You've made a hell for yourself by listening to these messages. You can make a heaven for yourself by listening to another set of messages, about how you are loved, cared for, supported and valued in this Universe. The more you believe this; the more you make it true."
Each of their words came to me like refreshing breezes. I thrived on their advice as they explained further about their philosophy. I had not heard the term Carpe Diem until Kim explained it to me -- Seize the day. She said, "Really it should be seize the moment -- the 'Now' that we live in at this second. Give those moments your conscious attention and you can make them what you want them to be. Don't beat yourself up about the past and don't worry about the future; live in the 'Now.' One of our friends has a saying, 'Fate is what life deals you, and destiny is what you do with it.' You choose what to do minute by minute with what is before you."
We lingered around the dining table for over an hour after we finished enjoying coffees and a light dessert. Finally, Kim led me up to finish getting dressed. Kim insisted that I keep the blouse I'd been wearing. Ray said he'd drive me home. I let him open the car door for me as I got into the car and handed him my keys at my condo so he could open that door too. He helped me with my keyboard and stand, putting them just inside my door. As I turned to say goodnight, he pulled me to him gently and gave me a positively electric kiss. I kissed back and quite consciously told the voices in my head to keep very quiet while I enjoyed this moment. Carpe diem!



*
Kim came to my condo about ten o'clock the next morning to be my fashion consultant. She was ruthless. She went through every item of clothing I had, creating a huge pile on my bed destined for Goodwill. I had to admit the thong felt sexy, thus, all my underwear went into the trash. My bras were functional, but not uplifting enough to suit Kim. My sport clothes looked as if they'd been purchased at Goodwill; there was nothing salvageable. My blouses were too plain and most were not my color or 'sexy.' The men's shirts, she rated as unworthy of a feminine wardrobe. My slacks were too baggy, my shoes too functional and dreary, my few suits the wrong color and not stylish or trim enough, and my one bathing suit was more appropriate for someone fifty years older.
In the end, my closet and dresser drawers were almost bare. Kim pulled out a notepad, and we made of list of essentials that would get me through the following week, but with a completely new look. She and I filled seven large trash bags with my clothing and carried them to her car; there was no going back. We drove to a Goodwill bin and dropped the clothing off, and Kim drove us to a smart little restaurant where she treated me to lunch.
As we talked over lunch, I felt myself relaxing further into her warmth. I could tell she really liked me. When the little voice in my head raised the possibility that I was a nerd and not worthy of having a friend like Kim, I focused for a few seconds and whispered, "I am worthy. I am loved, and I am loving. Kim is my friend, and I am her friend." I had tears in my eyes at one point but blinked them away.
Kim heard me and was quiet as we sat. She held my hand again. She asked when I came back to our conversation, "Was that your voices telling you that you're unworthy in some way?"
"Yes," I replied still blinking my teary eyes. I just think you and Ray will disappear as suddenly as you appeared in my life, and I'll be back to the nerdy person I am -- or was -- or whatever.
"Darling, youare worthy. I love you. Ray loves you. There's a world that wants to love you, if you let them." Kim came around the table to me and gave me a big hug and kiss. It made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. My inner voices didn't know what to make of that. Somehow, the people in the restaurant didn't even notice.
"Thank you. Thank you both for all you're doing for me. I just can't ..." I started.
"No negative thoughts," Kim interrupted. "Just say 'Thank you,' and allow me to say, 'You're welcome.'"
After lunch, Kim drove us to the largest mall in the City. Over two hours later, we filled the trunk of her car with dozens of packages of new clothing that was smart, chic, sexy, and stylish. There were also four new pairs of shoes. Further, while I'd bought some of the clothing, Kim had insisted repeatedly, that I let her buy me this or that item she knew I'I had to have'.
Kim checked her watch and, as we drove back towards her house, said, "Now for a special treat -- a surprise from Ray and me." She drove a few more miles as I pestered her about where we were going and pulled up in front of a large and very pricey day spa. "You are just going to love this," she said as she pulled me into the building.
A beautiful receptionist dressed in a black blouse, stovepipe slacks and with three-inch heels met us and gave Kim a hug and kiss on both cheeks. In a beautiful European accent she asked, "Is this our special project?" She smiled at me warmly. Kim and I both nodded.
"Come with me," the receptionist said, "We'll start with your hair removal." A half hour later I had no superfluous hair on my body. At Kim's insistence my bikini area was smoothed away completely, an embarrassing event, but Kim assured me it was totally necessary. Stray bits of other body hair had been searched for and destroyed as well. My hope of a good moustache was gone as well.
Kim and I then spent about a half hour in the spa's sauna; I think I was medium rare when we finally left the hot room for the shower. Another half hour and I basked in the pleasure of a pedicure and manicure like none I'd ever had. Kim joined me for these events as she freshened her own nails. Then we spent about forty minutes in a relaxing massage, and then mud pack, complete with cucumbers on my eyelids. I actually fell asleep having delightful (even sexual) dreams. The spa attendant woke me and finished my part of those treatments and told me Kim was waiting for me in the salon.
Kim introduced me to Antonio, the spa's hairdresser. He was marvelous and very supportive as he started to work on my dark locks. A twist and snip here and there, some washing and blowing, some mousse and suddenly I had a different look. I'd watched it materialize as the three of us talked, but I couldn't believe the result.
As I sat in the salon chair, a woman named Margaret came over with a large makeup kit. She spent a few minutes analyzing my skin and talking about the careful application of eye makeup, rouge, and other facial products. She then spent twenty minutes doing my makeup as she recommended, talking all through the applications about how beautiful my facial features were and how she liked the way my cheekbones angled with my jaw. I accepted the compliments.
Kim had brought in some of my new clothes and shoes from the car. In the dressing room, I changed into cream-colored slacks, an expensive mango blouse, and light tan high heels. Further, she produced a pair of real diamond earrings from her purse that stopped me in my tracks. I put her earrings on to complete my ensemble.
As I stood looking at myself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror of the changing room, I couldn't believe the makeover. I actually broke out crying. My God, this woman was gorgeous. I couldn't believe I looked this way for the first time in my life! I turned and hugged Kim with tears in my eyes. She looked like a proud mother. Margaret dabbed at my face with a Kleenex explaining to me as she did how to repair tear marks on my facial makeup.
The voices in my head were going crazy telling me I was inadequate to the occasion; that I was a pretender and an imposter -- all this was all no more than a Halloween makeover. I closed my eyes and repeated the words 'Not helpful' about a dozen times before I made my thoughts of low self worth temporarily go away. Kim was watching me when I opened my eyes; she must have known what had transpired for she reached over and squeezed my hand in a loving gesture again.
We got back to Kim and Ray's house about seven o'clock. Ray was dressed in a tuxedo and welcomed me into his arms with a serious kiss, and a very loud 'Wow!' Kim watched us and looked pleased with how we greeted each other and I didn't feel guilty in the least about his attentions. I just appreciated the moment, although, I couldn't help wondering what she thought and why she smiled. I paused for a moment, and noted that I actually felt deserving of attention and flattery. How unusual!
Kim scampered off to change her clothes while Ray produced glasses of wine for each of us. I took Kim's glass into the bedroom for her; she was in the dressing room and yelled out her thanks as I left it on her dresser. Back in the kitchen, Ray gave me his full attention as I told him about the day -- weeding out my clothes, the lunch, shopping, and the spa and salon. He really was interested. He held my hands as I talked, and I enjoyed the physical contact. When Kim appeared twenty minutes later, she looked chic and sexy. She brought me a scarf that I could put around my neck to complement the outfit I wore. I kept looking at myself in their hall mirror to make sure who I was looking at.
"It's so much easier to love this me than the 'me' that arrived here yesterday," I said over my shoulder to Kim and Ray as we stood in the hallway. "I can't thank you enough for this makeover. I feel different -- even worthy. Now I just have to keep the voices at bay and change my thinking so I can change my life."
Ray escorted the two of out to his car and held the car doors for us as we got in. He announced, "We're going to the Club tonight. It's a special occasion. It's Joyce's 'Coming Out' dinner and dance."
The Club was the City's yacht club, and they provided us a dinner I shall never forget. I was fawned over and waited on as if I were the most important person in the world. Many Club members came by the table so that Ray or Kim could introduce me to them. I felt embarrassed at first, but slowly got used to the introductions and attention. I noted that many enquired about Stacy, and how she was doing in California. Many had the same air of curiosity about Ray, Kim, and Stacy that I had.
The live band was very good I thought. Not only did Ray dance with me, we danced as a threesome. Several members of the club also invited me to dance with them. I was clearly a hit and was enjoying my newfound popularity.
The voices in my head occasionally screamed "imposter, fraud, you're inadequate, and pretender." I'd feel myself slipping into that unhappy state and pull myself away. I repeated 'Not helpful' to my thoughts, on another occasion, I repeated Ray's mantra, on another, I just told myself that this is 'Now' and there's no reason for me to feel anything but joy at this moment: most of the time it worked. Ray sensed a couple of times I was in a down mood and talked me through it with some very uplifting words and a nuzzled kiss that took my thoughts off in a completely different direction for a moment.
I thought at one point how different I felt from forty-eight hours earlier. I think I had built my own hell and now, suddenly, I'd found this wonderful heaven. Overall, I was laughing and having a happy time -- possibly the best time in my life!
The crowd at the Club thinned out about eleven o'clock, partly because it was an older crowd. Ray indicated that we would leave too and go back to the house. Again, he played the perfect gentleman and held the car doors for us.
Back at the house I suddenly wondered how I'd get home since I'd been with Kim all day and many of my packages were still in the back of her car. When I raised the question, mentioning that I didn't want to impose and I could get a taxi, Kim came and held me closely to her in a big hug.
She pulled away and kissed me tenderly on the lips. I automatically kissed back, and then my brain went into orbit and my thoughts scrambled. Kim said, "Joyce, Ray and I would like you stay with us tonight. We want to love you and have you love us. You can set the pace and define whatever that means to you."
"I ... I don't ... I can't ..." I sputtered words for at least a minute as my brain reloaded the algorithms that allowed me to talk and apply logic to the situations before me. Kim maintained her embrace with me, but allowed me to look at her face to face. Ray came and joined in our hug by putting his arms around both of us.
I finally managed to gather my wits. I stammered, "I'm not sure I'm capable of what you want. I've never had a relationship -- with anyone -- ever! I don't know what it means to love or be loved, certainly not in a physical sense. Oh, I know about the birds and the bees and that that's part of it, but ... well, I just don't know what to do."
"Then just relax and let us love you and you do what you feel comfortable with," Ray said. "We'll take it slow and easy, and if you feel things are too slow or too fast, you say so." He looked at me with his instructional inquisitiveness again.
"Maybe," I tentatively replied.
"Good," he said. "Come and cuddle with me on the sofa." He looked at Kim and added, "With us." He pulled me from our group hug to the large sofa that looked out across the bay. Kim dimmed the lights in the room and then disappeared towards the kitchen. The moon was setting, and the lights from the homes and condos on the other side of the bay looked so special.
Ray sat and pulled me close beside him. He'd removed his jacket and tie, down to his dress shirt. He put his arm around my shoulders and turned me to face him. With one hand he reached up and held my chin and then leaned in and kissed me again. It was a heavenly warm and loving kiss that stirred me in every corner of my body. I kissed back. I really liked kissing him. I hoped that Kim wouldn't be mad at me.
Then I felt his tongue probe at my lips. He was going to French kiss me and I'd never had this done before, at least that I could remember. His tongue danced with mine and teased me to return the gesture to him. I did this too, experimentally at first and then I got into the spirit of the activity. He tasted good to me.
My thoughts were racing, telling me I was being used, all he wanted was sex, I was not good at kissing, and certainly not French kissing, and that I was insulting Kim and her wifely rights -- but they weren't married. I tried to argue with my thoughts, but these wouldn't go away. Finally, I pulled away; "What about Kim?" I asked.
Kim was standing in front of us with a smile on her face and a tray with three glasses of wine on it. She set the tray down and sat beside me on the sofa. Much to my surprise she reached up and gently held my face in her hands and kissed me on the lips again, and again, and again. Then we French kissed, and I noted that she tasted good as well. No one had said anything for many minutes.
I turned back to Ray to see what he was thinking about my romantically kissing his wife. Ray pulled me into a comfortable embrace where I was cuddled against his shoulder in the dim light. "Joyce, have you ever heard of the word 'compersion'?"
"No. What's it mean?"
"It means taking joy in the joy that your loved ones find in loving each other," Ray explained. "I am happy -- joyous -- that you and Kim kissed and loved one another. She feels that way when we kiss."
Kim said, "It's the opposite of jealousy. And just so you hear it from me, I am happy when Ray and you kiss. And if you go further, I'll be happy about that too, providing you are both happy with what you do together. I hope you'll both share it with me, but if you don't that's all right too."
Ray nodded in agreement.
"You both ... you've given me so much to think about," I said. "I never thought I'd be feeling what I feel or thinking what I've been thinking today. Please ... just give me some time to get comfortable with this."
Both of them leaned in and kissed me on my cheeks. We laughed together and sipped our wines. Then we were quiet and watched the half-moon settle into the horizon across the bay.
I snuggled into Ray's shoulder, and I held Kim as she snuggled into me. Gradually, I fell asleep feeling warm and loved -- for the first time in my life.
*
I awoke the next morning with a start. I was alone on Ray and Kim's sofa, a nice pillow tucked under my head, and a sheet and light blanket covering me. I was still dressed in my evening garb except for my shoes. I wondered whether my lovely hairdo and makeup had survived my sleeping on them through the night.
My inner voices kicked in immediately with their usual string of demeaning statements: "You were visiting someone and fell asleep on them -- how irresponsible! My God, you kissed both of them -- what are you weird? A lesbian? You're fostering relationship infidelity by kissing Ray -- you're bad! What makes you think they'll still respect you this morning after how you behaved last night? You're not worthy of having friends like them." They went on and on. I tried to quiet them with the mantra and some other words, but was unsuccessful.
Then I realized that I was listening to the voices, but for the first time I felt distant from them, as though I was an observer or distant listener to them. I could care about them -- or not. They were almost more of a curiosity to some deeper real me than the usual foreground thoughts that ruled my life. After a while in this new state, I muttered 'Shut up' to the voices and I repeated aloud Ray's mantra: "I am worthy. I love myself. I can change to be anything I want to be. I make my own reality through what I think and believe."
The house was very quiet. I could tell no one else was up and about but me. I stretched and thought with delight of all the things that had happened the previous two days. Kim was so nice to me -- and Ray. I really did feel close to them; the first people I'd ever felt that way about. Even as I was conscious, I worried about being worthy of their friendship.
I got up and found the powder room and freshened up, then went to the kitchen and poked around until I found the makings for coffee, juice, and pancakes. I really got into cooking and created quite a breakfast for the three of us. I decided I would serve them breakfast in bed so I made up a tray with the results of my handiwork.
I carefully carried the tray upstairs and then knocked on the door of the master bedroom with my foot. "Hello in there. Anyone awake? I have a surprise for you."
I heard mutterings and sputtering from inside and then Ray's voice said sleepily, "Come on in."
I opened the door. The room was dimly lit. But, I could see the two of them starting to stir about in the big king-size bed and starting to sit up.
"I am your humble servant, and I have fixed you a grand breakfast," I announced cheerfully.
"Oh, great," Kim said as she sat up. "This is wonderful!"
I immediately noticed that she was naked from the waist up, and I presumed she was entirely nude. Then Ray's body appeared as he sat up, and he was in the same state of undress. Why hadn't I thought about how they slept? 'Dummy ...' The voices were back.
I stood there holding the tray and wondering what to do. Ray saw my discomfort and said, "Here, Joyce. Set the tray down in my lap ... and then pull up those blinds to let in the morning sun." I passed the tray to him and went and raised the shades. Kim was rubbing her eyes to erase the sleep. She looked so beautiful ... and Ray so handsome as I watched them. I found the thought of their nudity exciting and stimulating.
Kim said, "Please sit and join us. Did you eat? Did you find everything you needed? I hope it was OK that we tucked you in here last night. You were so asleep and looked so pretty; we didn't want to disturb you further with a drive home." She seemed oblivious to her nudity, so I tried to ignore it too.
"Oh, it was fine and I slept so well. I had such a good time yesterday -- really, ever since I met Ray at last week's party. Thank you both so much." I sat on the edge of the bed near Ray's feet.
Ray was already halfway through his stack of pancakes. He said, "These are great. We should keep you around here all the time. We never do this, and I love it. Thank you, Darling."
It was a Sunday, a day I usually cleaned my condo, paid bills, and got a little bit better organized about work. Ray said, "We have the rest of the day. I propose we do some beach stuff before the heat of the day arrives and then come back here and appreciate the air conditioning and see what other ideas we can come up with."
Kim looked at me and nodded. "You have a new bathing suit to try," she reminded me. She took another bite of her pancakes.
Ray said to me as he sipped his coffee, "One of the things that will help your self-esteem, is to do some things that push you out of your comfort zone, not just once, but over and over again. I have a couple of ideas we could try down by the beach if you agree."
I said, "I agree, but how will those help?"
Ray said, "You've created a sheltered life for yourself based on your erroneous assumptions that you aren't worthy. You don't take risks, and so you stopped growing some time ago, at least in some important areas of your life. You're timid and believe you're not up to anything but the most expected and predictable tasks. I suspect you're like this at work too. If you can learn to cope with the unexpected, it builds self-confidence to move into new and risky areas of life. You succeed, and it becomes a bootstrap process building your self-confidence, your self-esteem, and your ability to take on life's challenges even more. You will stop feeling inadequate to the day and start to feel like you're really on top of things."



Kim nodded in agreement and added, "Do it. Take on the challenge of stepping out of your comfort zone. You'll be amazed at what happens in your life and how you feel about life."
I nodded my understanding and agreement to take on their challenge. "I'll try whatever it is -- I guess, but I hope you guys will hold my hand." They both nodded in agreement.
Kim put her plate back on the tray and slid from the bed. Her trim nude form walked down the hall towards the master bath. I marveled at her beauty and noted that I found seeing her entirely naked exciting.
Ray duplicated her move with his plate and cup. "Time to get ready," he said. "Give us a few minutes and we'll be ready." He slid from the bed right in front of me, his nude body becoming completely revealed to me as he drew back the covers. I inhaled and held my breath. This was the first naked male I had ever seen. Almost as if he knew this, he paused and let me take in the magnificence of his trim and muscular body, as well as his manhood. I admit to casting more than several glances at his swaying morning erection. Then he sauntered off towards the bathroom as well. I flushed with both embarrassment and excitement.
I gathered the tray and carried it back downstairs to the kitchen. I cleaned up a little and then went to Kim's car in their garage and found the package with my new swimsuit that I'd bought the day before. I changed in the powder room noting that the swimsuit was much, much, much more daring than anything I'd every worn before -- talk about being outside my comfort zone!
When I came out of the powder room, Kim was similarly dressed and pulling beach towels from a hallway closet. "Oh you look darling. Every eye on the beach is going to be on you. You are 'sex appeal' personified in a colorful suit. I love it"
"There's not much of it," I commented, as I looked down at all my exposed skin. "Do you think it shows too much of me? Will people laugh? Am I a turn off?"
"Hardly," Ray said as he walked into the hallway. "I love your suit. Of course, I'd love it even more if it and you were in separate rooms, but I'll take what I can get." Kim punched him in the arm with a mock attempt at anger.
As we drove to the beach, Ray talked about my first challenge. "We are going to do something you've seen hundreds of people do, particularly around this City." About the time, he finished his comment he turned into a parking space in front of a shop that rented jet skis. I raised my eyebrows.
Fifteen minutes later, wearing a life vest over my bikini, each of us sat astride a jet ski. Mine was bright red with white stripes. We motored slowly out of the marina into the vast expanse of Sarasota Bay. Ray opened up the throttle of his machine and pulled away from us. I then heard Kim's engine start to race and watched as she chased him a hundred or so feet behind him. I slowly pulled the throttle in until I was going at least a little faster, but not near fast enough to stay up with them.
Then I listened to a new voice in my head. It encouraged me to be brave and take a risk, to move out of my comfort zone. I pulled the throttle all the way in and held on for dear life. My jet ski rose up out of the water and accelerated forward over the small waves left behind by Kim's jet ski. My heart was in my throat, and I was afraid I'd die if I hit the slightest wave, yet I kept the throttle wide open and accelerated ever faster as each second ticked by.
Suddenly, I realized I was passing Kim. I quickly glanced over at her; she was grinning widely at me. We both shrieked with joy as we paced one another. I took my machine over the wake left by Ray's machine, gaining new confidence as I sped to catch up with him. He looked back at me and then pumped his left hand in the air in a gesture of support and congratulations to me for my speed. We both yelled.
We sped about the bay, occasionally jumping the wakes of the bigger powerboats that cruised by. I could feel the self-confidence pouring into my body each second. This was fun. I would have never thought to do something like this alone. Eventually, we motored back into the marina and returned the rental machines.
I was actually exhilarated by the past hour. "Ray, you are a dear," I said as I hugged him to me. "Thank you. I would never have done anything like this. That was soooooo much fun." He laughed, as did Kim who was standing next to me. They both were joyful over my excitement.
"Now we have an even greater challenge," Ray said as we got into the car. He turned to both Kim and I and said, "Our next adventure is one that will test both your fears and blockages in many ways." He refused to answer with his enigmatic smile again as we drove down the main street of the populated key we were on.
A mile up the road he turned into parking lot where the sign said, "Para-Sailing." My heart was in my throat again. I'd been in an airplane a few times, but tried not to think about the act of flying and all that it implied about physics, life, and sudden death. Fifteen minutes later the three of us sat in the small powerboat as it cruised out into the Gulf of Mexico where each of us would get a chance to parasail. I was holding onto Ray's arm for dear life.
I asked, "Do I really have to?"
He nodded, "Yes."
"Can I be last?"
"Yes?"
"What if I fall?" I asked.
"Can you swim?" He asked.
"Yes."
"Then swim."
My voices of fear and anxiety kicked into high gear. Even Kim looked a nervous over her solo flight on the little padded seat.
The charter operator gave us all a demonstration of some of the safety equipment and talked about what we should do in the unlikely event we ended in the water. We also learned some basic hand signals. I was not inspired.
Ray said he would go first. He donned the safety vest and the harness. Suddenly, a large parachute deployed off the back of the slowly moving boat and then Ray was whisked into the air. He laughed and cheered as he disappeared into the sky above us as he rose from the back deck of the boat. He went higher and higher until he truly was just a speck in the sky tethered at the end of a very long cable with that huge parachute holding him up.
The boat motored along parallel to the long beach. Eventually, the wench was reversed and Ray then recaptured from his aerial loft. As he got back in the boat, the aide unsnapped him and then snapped the lines and parachute onto Kim's harness as she sat on the small padded plank that served for a seat. Ray was vocally extolling the virtues of his short trip and saying how wonderful it all was. I was skeptical.
Kim had a slight panicked look on her face as the parachute plucked her up into the sky. Then she screamed with delight and joy, and disappeared to the heights the way Ray had. I watched her with an odd feeling in the pit of my stomach that I would have to be next. I wondered if it would be all right if I barfed from the parasail.
As Kim floated in the sky high above and behind the boat, the aide checked my harness and safety gear. He then turned on the wench to slowly reel Kim back to the boat. As her feet touched back on the boat, the aide unsnapped her from the parasailing apparatus and gestured me into position.
The parachute was snapped to my harness, the seat put under my rump, and then suddenly I was airborne. I screamed with panic holding onto the parachute lines with white knuckles. I could see Ray and Kim smiling and laughing at me as I was launched ever higher into the sky. I think my heart rate hit a thousand beats per minute.
I yelled periodically as I rose into the sky away from the earth, "Oh my God, I'm flying. I am so brave. I can do this. I can cheat death." I actually cried at one point I was so happy then cried in panic then laughed with joy. So many emotions ran through me in such a short time. I thought the jet skis were exhilarating; they were tame compared to being suspended beneath a parachute six hundred feet in the sky.
I looked around. I could see for miles. I was much higher than the treetop tower Ray had taken me to only two days earlier. I think I could actually see the Atlantic Ocean -- I was looking all the way across Florida to its other side. I looked down and tried to keep from panicking because there was nothing beneath my feet but air.
Then my ride started to end. I slowly felt myself being retrieved from my sky perch. I got lower and lower, and closer and closer to the boat.
Then suddenly I was back in the boat and in Ray's arms. He kissed me and held me at arms length and asked, "Well?"
"I never wanted it to end," I shouted as I hugged him. "THAT was wonderful." I pulled Kim into our group hug. I was so excited I could barely sit still all the way back to the dock we'd left from. I babbled about my ride and how I'd always remember the feeling of swooping and diving, and rising on the breezes, and screaming and praying and ... just everything. Kim too was bubbling over with excitement over the parasail ride. It had been her first too.
Ray and Kim laughed, and we had an animated drive to Long Beach where the three of us went running into the low surf screaming with delight and happiness. I was so elated. We swam and splashed around, still talking about our two rides of the day.
Late in the afternoon, we drove by my condo and I picked up my car and followed Kim and Ray back to their house. We all went diving into their pool to wash the beach sand and saltwater from our bodies then sat on their back patio and talked.
"Kim," I asked, "How do you always know what to wear? What colors go with what?"
She laughed, "It's simple -- I take a critical look at myself in a mirror. Most people don't; they check their hair and perhaps whether they have a piece of spinach in their teeth, but they don't really look at themselves and ask 'is this the way I want to go into the outside world? Is this the impression I want to make? Is this my best foot forward?'"
"So many people don't dress well," I said, "Do they all miss the boat?"
"Yes," Kim responded. "I think they settle for a low self-image. I've always believed that 'like attracts like,' so if you want nicely dressed people around you, then you need to be nicely dressed."
I nodded agreement.
She went on, "There's more. You can improve your self-image by dressing better and if you have a good self-image, I think you dress better. It's a two-way street. Is Ray successful because he dresses well, or does he dress well because he's successful? The answer is both! You have to do both and think both ways."
Kim asked, "You've been suffering from low self-esteem for years. How did you dress during that time?"
I shook my head, "Not too well. Look at the pile we made on my bed yesterday. That was how I dressed. I'd probably revert except all that stuff is now on the racks at Goodwill. Maybe I'll stop and buy some of it back." I grinned to show I was only kidding.
Kim told me, "From now on, try to dress two levels higher than you would have for whatever you plan to do. For instance, when you go to work don't think 'I need to wear something functional that'll just get me through the day.' Instead dress as though you are going to meet the Queen at the end of the day and won't have a chance to change. At first, it'll seem uncomfortable, and out of place, but over time, watch what happens around you in the office --how people respond to you and you to them."
"Even though I'm just sitting at a computer most of the day?" I asked.
"Most definitely," Kim answered. "Try it this week. See what happens."
Ray had been lying quietly beside us listening to our conversation. Suddenly he spoke, "Joyce, you have avoided social situations in the past. I believe one way you did this was by hiding behind your computer. Do you agree?"
I nodded and whispered, "Yes."
"Each day this week while you are at work -- at least five times during the week -- I would like you to create a social situation that you otherwise would not have had: ask a colleague for help or volunteer to help them; suggest lunch with someone; or ask someone to have a drink after work or just have coffee together. Do you understand?"
"Yes. That'll be a tall order for me," I said. "It's harder because you're asking me to be the initiator."
"Well," Ray said with a smile, "What do you have to talk about after today?"
I grinned and replied, "Jet skis and parasailing."
"RIGHT," Ray shouted across the bay. "And remember the Law of Circulation that we talked about a couple of days ago." Kim nodded knowingly, apparently recalling a similar conversation.
Ray stood, his trim frame silhouetted against the sky. "I am about to create a Mexican masterpiece for dinner. Would anyone care to bring their pretty bikini butts into the kitchen to keep me company? I can guarantee some great margaritas too."
Kim and I rose and followed Ray into the house.
Two hours later, we sat in the kitchen eat-in area, still in our bathing suits, but full of Ray's spicy enchiladas, taco chips and queso dip, as well as a generous number of margaritas. We were all laughing and having fun thinking about what else should be on my 'to do' list to build my self-confidence and self-esteem. Some of the suggested entries included climbing Mount Kilimanjaro, a safari, skiing in Chile, surfing in Baja after a hurricane, running a marathon, or doing a triathlon, bungee jumping, and sky diving (now that I'd mastered parasailing). We examined each one commenting on the role it would play in my self-development.
We cleared the table, and with three of us the dirty dishes and cookware got cleaned and put away in a flash. Ray suggested the hot tub and Kim readily agreed. I was naïve on the subject, but it sounded good. The three of us strolled out into the warm evening. Much to my unease, Ray and Kim both stripped off their swimsuits and naked, lowered themselves into the bubbling spa. They both looked back at me. I'm sure I had that deer in the headlights look.
I slowly undid my bikini bra and draped it over a deck chair then stepped out of my briefs. The night air felt exciting on my nude body, but perhaps that was just my imagination. I walked over to the in-ground spa and slid into the unit between Kim and Ray.
I had rarely felt myself a sexual being, but between the two of them, naked and feeling mellow, I felt my sex. The bubbles kicked up by the jets of the spa circled around my body, even stimulating the area between my legs. If I weren't in the spa, I knew I would have felt the sexual moisture between my legs that I rarely admitted to experiencing.
The three of us were silent for a while, just putting our heads back and looking up at the stars and the waxing half moon.
I felt Ray slide over beside me, his leg touching mine and bringing me back from my reverie. "Joyce," he said, "There's something else you need to experience that we haven't talked about." He looked into my eyes, and I knew instantly what he was proposing. I glanced at Kim, and she nodded encouragingly to me.
I said with a touch of embarrassment, "I'm a virgin." I thought for a moment and added, "I'm a virgin in so many ways. You are the first man I've kissed," I looked over at Kim and added, "And woman. I've never petted or necked or made out. No one has ever touched me in an intimate way, and I've never touched a man or a woman in an intimate way." I put my face into my wet hands, "I'm so embarrassed -- and I guess scared."
I felt Ray's arms go around me. There was no groping, just his embrace as he pulled me against his nude body. Kim came close to us too, and I felt her kiss on my cheek just before I reopened my eyes.
She said, "Being inexperienced is nothing to be embarrassed about. You decide what you want to do or not do, but we're going to start to introduce you to this rather important aspect of life."
With that, Ray lifted me up out of the spa and carried me over to one of the large padded loungers on the pool deck. Kim followed and nestled in beside me.
Ray whispered, "Close your eyes Joyce. Just enjoy the next few moments. Focus on nothing else other than your own pleasure. Don't let negative thoughts rob you of this sweet moment." I shut my eyes and then felt Kim's hot breath on my breast and then her tongue encircling my nipple. I guess my tip hardened quickly, because suddenly I felt her suck the nub into her mouth. A feeling of pleasure swept through my body resulting from her action. I think I pushed my chest towards her mouth.
Then, an even greater pleasure came over me. Ray had spread my legs slightly, and I suddenly realized he had just licked my entire pussy, from one end to the other. "Oh God," I muttered. A feeling of real ecstasy swept through me and I know I tilted my pelvic area towards his mouth.
Ray's tongue licked again, only this time the target was clear -- my clitoris. "Oh God," I said again -- about ten times -- as he pushed and prodded with his tongue on that little nubbin of flesh that I'd kept so hidden all these years. Then suddenly, I felt myself squirt and I came. I hadn't felt an orgasm in years; I hadn't allowed myself that pleasure since I'd been a freshman in college. Now, however, that elated sensation of pleasure swept through me. I groaned in pleasure into the night sky as I put my hands on Ray's head and held his head motionless against my pussy.
He was patient and gave me time to come down from my high. He started to lick me again, this time, driving his tongue in and out of my vaginal opening. I knew I was flooding with female fluid, and I wanted to say something, but Ray was so enthusiastic about what he was doing through the middle of all those emissions, that I just decided to be quiet. I opened my eyes several times to watch Kim licking, biting, and sucking on my breasts and Ray, as he made love to my pussy. Even in the dim light of the deck, the whole scene was erotic beyond description.
I couldn't believe the feelings of pleasure, ecstasy, bliss, rapture, and excitement that kept washing over my naked body. Several times, a voice would start in my head and I just shut it down instantly. As Ray had said, I wanted nothing more for these moments than the experience itself.
Ray made me come again. I think I ejaculated some more fluid, but he was unfazed by it. Kim and Ray changed places. Kim inserted two of her delicate fingers into my tight cunt and slowly moved them around as she licked and sucked on my clitoris and labial lips. Ray cupped one breast and fondled the nipple as he sucked and licked the other. I wondered why I had denied myself this pleasure all these years, but then refocused on enjoying the moment.
My cunt was sopping wet. I liked thinking that I had a cunt -- a pussy -- a cunny. I'd only ever used the medical terms for my private areas. This experience was too good, too grand, and too heavenly to use that vocabulary.
I thought to myself as I tousled Ray's hair as he sucked on my breast, I want to lose my virginity to this man -- tonight -- now. I want his penis, no his cock -- his rod, in me. I finally said to him, "Ray, please make love to me: Now!"
He brought his head up and kissed me most tenderly on my lips. We French kissed, and he lingered there for a long time. Kim maintained her ministrations on my pussy, bringing pleasure to me every second that she was there.
Ray pulled away, and I felt Kim move as well. For a fleeting second, I thought I was being abandoned, but then I felt Ray kneel on the lounger between my legs. I felt Ray's fingers gently enter my body. He was not rough, and I knew this would be a pleasurable experience. I could feel him pulling some of my lubricating fluid out of my vagina and spreading it over his cock. Next, I felt the tip of his cock as he directed it up and down along my slit.
He was gentle as he found my opening -- my vagina. He pushed into me, and I pushed up into him. I could feel him come up against a stop part way into me and then, there was a brief tweak of pain and he was deeper into me. He moved slowly; with loving concern for me -- I could tell. I opened my eyes, and we watched each other as he worked himself deeper and deeper into me. Then he was totally embedded in me. He leaned down, and we kissed.



Kim was holding me, and then we were kissing too. She told me, "You are so lucky. Ray is such a good lover. He's kind, considerate, and gentle. You need never worry about being hurt by him -- physically or emotionally; or me, Joyce, I love you."
Ray said, "Joyce, I love you too." He leaned down and kissed my forehead and then my cheek.
My eyes filled with tears. No one had ever told me that, not even my parents. My God, I was loved. I'M LOVED! Tears of joy rolled down my cheeks as I smiled at the two of them. I hugged Kim to me and kissed her.
Ray started gentle pumping motions as he moved his engorged cock in and out of my pussy. I was flooding. I could feel the fluids leaking around our union and lubricating me. I was meant for this. I was meant for fucking -- for making love, for having sex, for intercourse, for screwing. The initial discomfort of his penetration seemed to be passing. This was actually becoming enjoyable. I was beginning to understand sex for the first time in my life.
Kim fondled my breasts as we kissed. She also kissed Ray as they moved about my body. I enjoyed the sensations they were giving me, not to mention the sight pictures I had of them tending to my nude body.
After about ten minutes Ray asked, "Do you happen to be on the pill?"
I replied, "Oh, no! I never thought I'd have sex in my life. I never expected to be loved by anyone. No."
He nodded at me with a loving smile and said, "Then excuse me while I share myself with Kim."
Kim heard our words and rolled to her side beside me. She opened herself to him, pulling her legs up as he pulled out of me and shifted to be in front of her. I watched as in one smooth move he sank to his full depth into her. I couldn't believe she could take such a mass -- or for that matter that I had too only seconds earlier.
The two of them kissed and loved as their pace increased. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed around the patio in the evening air. We were in the near dark, so there was no chance we'd be seen, even by adjacent neighbors; instead, I was now the voyeur, watching as my dearest friends copulated right in front of me.
The slap, slap, slap continued and then I heard Ray warn, "I'm near. I'm there." I watched Kim as she nodded at him. Her hips rose to meet his as he made a few, last thrusts into her. I was fascinated watching them make love right next to me. I even reached over and smoothed Ray's back and then one of Kim's breasts as they fucked. Kim clenched my hand to her breast and then moaned as her orgasm arrived. It felt awkward, but I stayed in position.
I could tell Ray's orgasm had arrived too, for his back arched in an almost unnatural way and he made a final lunge into Kim's body. Their bodies hung in space, pushed into one another, for almost half a minute. They Ray collapsed atop Kim's panting form. He reached out and pulled me against the two of them.
"Joyce, Kim, I love you both dearly," he said.
Kim looked at Ray and stroked his face. She said, "I love you" as she looked into his eyes. What a wonderful couple.
Suddenly, I wondered what I was doing there. My voices returned with a vengeance. "You slut -- you let him fuck you. You lost your virginity. They don't love you; they're just using you for sex. You're their fuck toy. My God, you're a lesbian too -- you kissed a woman and touched her and let her touch you." They were getting set to start on round two, when I closed my eyes and repeated Ray's mantra aloud, "I am worthy. I love myself. I can change to be anything I want to be. I make my own reality through what I think and believe."
Suddenly, I was surrounded by flesh. Ray and Kim sandwiched me between their naked bodies, each throwing a leg over one of mine. Ray's wet flaccid penis lay across my hip. "Joyce," he said, "We love you. Just accept that -- don't question it. You don't even have to love us back. I know this is all new for you. Don't let those dark voices in your head tell you that you're a bad person, or that you did something wrong here. You didn't."
Kim spoke to me too, whispering in my ear her affection and how she'd felt when she'd lost her virginity. This is so much better and more romantic and loving, she assured me.
I nodded to their words and pulled them both to me and held them tightly. In my head I silently repeated to myself, "I have to change. I have to change. I have to change."
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Eventually, I'd gone home very late that Sunday night. I had to convince Kim and Ray that I was all right emotionally and that I wouldn't let my internal voices sweep me away. I brought all my packages too. I was keyed up and savoring the entire weekend, especially the sex. Since I wasn't sleepy, I put everything carefully away and even picked out the new outfit I would wear to the office the next morning. I think it was two o'clock when I finally put my head on my own pillow.
Needless to say, I thought a lot about Ray and Kim and all the things we'd done over the weekend --particularly losing my virginity. I actually did feel more self-confident. Further, when I thought of my two lovers, I felt all warm and wooly inside. I was surprised that I didn't feel sore from my deflowering, but I guess Ray had been careful enough so that I wouldn't be. I made a mental note to get some birth control pills; who'd have thought I'd ever need them.
I awoke amazingly refreshed at seven-thirty. I'd had some active and vivid dreams but had trouble remembering them. I knew at least one dream had been sexual with an orgasm involved. I thought I should start sleeping in the nude rather than the grubby t-shirts I'd been using and that Kim had allowed me to keep.
I showered and then started getting dressed in my completely new wardrobe. The thong and uplift bra were the starters. I then spent twenty minutes working on my hair and makeup -- about twenty times longer than what I had normally spent prior to meeting Kim. I chuckled to myself at how she was changing my life.
I wore light tan slacks with matching three-inch heels along with a flowered blouse. I choose some simple jewelry to go with it. I realized I was still wearing Kim's diamond earrings; I left them in my ears and made a mental note that I needed to return them. I smiled and thought I really just wanted an excuse to see them both again.
As Kim suggested, I stood and studied myself in my full-length mirror. I thought, "Wow. What a dish!" I liked my hair in the twisty style Antonio had showed me, my makeup, my dress, the heels -- the whole package. Now I just needed to garner some of that self-esteem I seemed to lack and make a go of it.
As I drove to work, I kept repeating Ray's mantra as well as variations that told me I was a pretty woman, that I was competent, and that I was friendly and outgoing. I needed some deeper convincing, but I would act 'as if' I was all these things.
I felt as though this was my first day at school. I got more nervous the closer I got to work. When I finally parked my car, I just sat in it for five minutes and tried to get my sea legs back. In the end, I decided to treat it as if it really were my first day at work, only I knew exactly where to go and what needed to be done for the fancy website I was building for one of the company's clients.
I strode into the office building flashing my security guard. He actually stopped me and checked my badge; something he'd never done before. At first I thought he hadn't recognized me, but then I realized he was checking me out. As I walked down the corridor to my cubicle, I became increasingly aware of heads turning behind me. I thought of Kim referring to me as a 'hot dish' and decided I'd hold that self-image for the next hour or so.
That idea was quickly blown apart when Dave, the guy in the cubicle across from mine, saw me and came over. "Wow! Joyce, you must have had one fantastic weekend. I mean you look fantastic ... not that you didn't look OK before, but like ... I mean I like your hair and, gee, you're different. I can tell right off the bat. I mean ... oh, anyway, just Wow!" He was stammering and sputtering so much, that I actually felt sorry for him.
I said, "Yea, some friends talked me into a makeover and some new clothes. It's the same old me underneath." I plopped down in front of my computer and started to fire up my technology so I could get to work. Dave stood there staring at me for another minute before he went back to his own cubicle. I thought, my God, do I really lookthat different. I guess I had one vote that I did.
One by one each of the guys in the office sauntered by my cubicle, even coming from other floors in the building. Each man made it a point at least to say, "Hi Joyce." A few added something statements such as, 'Looking good!' to their morning welcome. Normally, I slipped in and out of work completely unnoticed, or so I thought.
In mid-morning, Karen Weeks, one of the other developers in my department came by. She said, "I heard you had a new outfit and I had to see for myself. You are one fine lady. Tell me where you went, and how to get the same reaction you're getting from all these nerdy guys -- I'm jealous."
I laughed nervously and then thought of Ray's challenge. "Come have coffee with me, and I'll tell you my secrets - at least some of them."
Karen said, "Let's go," and off we went toward the Starbucks down the block. On the break, I explained about my new look and my shopping spree on the weekend, including the trip to Goodwill to rid myself of an unattractive wardrobe. In that one break, we actually laughed more than I had in the entire previous year.
Bill Wilde, one of the business development guys, stopped by my cubicle just before lunch and asked whether he could take me to lunch somewhere -- anywhere. After a short bout of voices in my head telling me how inadequate I was, I reluctantly accepted his invitation. He drove us down Main Street to a little Mexican restaurant, and we had a quick lunch sitting outside in the summer air. Fortunately, he did most of the talking and I just nodded encouragingly at him every now and then. He really thanked me when we got back to the office.
Several other people that I almost never talked to stopped by my desk in the afternoon 'just to say hello.' I was gracious and wondered what all the fuss was about. I had to admit by four o'clock, that I was finding 'small talk' a little easier than it was at the start of the day. I'd never been good at it before.
I called my doctor and got him to phone in a prescription for birth control pills to my local pharmacy. The little voices in my head had a field day with this situation, but I managed to subdue them.
About four thirty, I answered my phone; it was Kim. "Joyce, hi; can you come to dinner again? Casual or come as you are. Whatever." I accepted with enthusiasm.
I swung by the house and picked up some of my new casual clothes and my swimsuit -- just in case. I stopped by the drugstore and picked up my prescription, and then a wine shop and got a bottle of red wine on the way to Ray and Kim's. I arrived just after six thirty.
Kim welcomed me at the front door with a huge hug and a hot kiss. Ray repeated the process seconds later. I was a little unsure of myself after having been away from them for almost twenty-four hours. Secretly, I was sort of glad they wanted to pick up where we'd left off.
Kim read my mood; she said, "Though you left us and went home and to work, we still love you. Nothing's changed since last night. We both hope things are better since you've had time to think about it all ... Any reservations? Problems you want to talk about?" Ray saw that this was 'women talk' and headed for the kitchen with the bottle of wine I'd brought.
"I just feel a little nervous," I said. "I don't want to do anything to come between you and Ray, and I guess I want to protect myself too."
Kim said, "Joyce, you are naïve about sex, love and relationships, and we know that and respect it. We won't hurt you, yet we do want you to come out of the shell you've built for yourself. We want you to be a whole person. No more self sabotage by having such a low opinion of yourself and your social skills - and going out of your way to duck social situations or romantic situations."
I nodded and hugged her. I pulled away and told her, "You should know I got a prescription for birth control pills. I haven't taken any yet. I'm embarrassed to admit that I really liked our time together last night."
Kim said, "Don't be uncomfortable. We can talk very openly about sex with each other -- and with Ray too. If you're willing to experiment, to try new things, and to get out of your comfort zone, you can have fun, and love in ways you haven't even imagined yet. We'd like to show you some of those. If you're willing to fantasize and share some of your ideas and wishes with your partner or partners, you empower them to please you."
"Well," I said, "I like to kiss you -- to French kiss you and have you kiss me back."
We embraced, and Kim's tongue snaked into my open mouth. We kissed passionately for a few minutes until there was a masculine 'A hem' from the doorway towards the kitchen. We both stopped and looked up at Ray who was standing there holding two glasses of wine. I felt like I'd been 'caught.'
Ray smiled and said, "I've been slaving away in the kitchen, stamping the grapes and fermenting it to this fine vintage, and you two have been screwing around without me. What thanks I get!"
We both took our glasses from him and set them on a side table, and then I lip locked with Ray and thrust my tongue into his mouth. Oh, he tasted so good. Kim was right there too. We had a satisfying few moments, and my temperature went up ten degrees.
Ray finally came up for air. "There are hors d'oeuvres in the kitchen. Can we postpone this lovely activity for a few minutes?" Kim and I both assumed a pout, but pushed Ray towards the kitchen.
"Oh, your earrings," I remembered, quickly tugging on my ear lobes. I handed them to Kim.
Kim took them for a second then took my hand in hers and wrapped them around the diamond studs: "Joyce, people that love each other, give each other gifts. Please accept these as a token of the love I feel for you. I know you're struggling with that emotion and whether you can even return it to me -- to us -- and that's OK. Just keep these regardless of how you end up feeling, as a ... a memento from loving friends."
I got all teary immediately. "Kim, no one's ever given me anything like this." Sniff. "And you know that no one's ever loved me -- I haven't let them." Sniff. "And now you and Ray come into my life and blow me out of the water." Sniff. "And I'll never be able to pay you back with anything so nice. " Sniff.
Kim pulled me to her in a loving hug. She assured me that I'd have plenty of time to do things for her too. I put the glittery earrings back on. Kim watched and said, "They look so right on you. It changes your look from average to high class, and you, my darling, are one high class broad."
"I hope so," I said. "I've been trying to act like one all day."
Kim probed about how my day had gone, and I told her about the parade of people that had come by to see the 'new me,' getting asked for fashion and shopping help, and getting taken to lunch. Kim said, "You keep dressing like this and all sorts of wonderful things will happen to you. Just remember, you are a social creature, so don't say 'no' automatically -- say 'yes' automatically, then follow your bliss."
Ray fluttered around the kitchen finishing a pork loin tips covered with Hunan sauce laid over freshly cooked string beans. Later when we dined, I had to admit the meal was superb. Ray served us fresh fruit for dessert.
After we'd cleaned up the kitchen, the three of us stripped and went into the hot tub. Ray had left the exterior lights off as he had the night before so we could wander around the outside of the house and not embarrass ourselves, or their neighbors should they really peer into their pool area. After we'd dried off, Ray swooped me up, and carried me into the house, upstairs, and into the master bedroom area. I actually giggled as I held onto his naked body for dear life. Kim followed, laughing at Ray's attempt at machismo.
Ray laid me carefully on the bed and asked, "What is your pleasure, maiden?"
"You -- making love to me," I answered. "You don't have to be quite so careful tonight. I just got over my period, and I thought a lot about the timing since last night. I want you to cum in me. I want to see what it's like."
A little voice in my head fired off a stream of negativisms: 'Slut. You'll get pregnant and be abandoned. You are being used. You're not worthy of having friends like these people. These people only want you for your body. You only want them for their bodies and the sex, you slut.' I closed my eyes for a few seconds and ran through the mantra and several other more positive sentences about our relationship and love.
Kim lowered herself between my legs again and in thirty seconds had me squirming and moaning as her tongue found all my points of pleasure. Ray was French kissing me and rubbing my breasts. I slid off the planet towards the land of bliss.
I felt Kim's fingers enter my vagina. I was moist down there and I know I'd started to secret my sexual fluids again just thinking about what we were going to do. Kim suddenly found a spot inside me that sent me skyrocketing into the sky.
"Oooooooooooh, Kim, what are you doing to me? What's that? Oh jeeeeeeeeeeze!" I exclaimed as I panted and writhed on the bed.
Kim said, "That, Darling, is your G-spot. Nature put that there for Ray and me to use to make you cum over and over and over again. It's a little area on the wall of your vagina that is loaded with pleasure nerves. I think it connects straight to your brain right where you send instructions to the rest of your body about cumming."
She put her fingers back into me, found that area and lowered her mouth to my clitoris. I rose up off the bed in the most spectacular orgasm of my life. I yelled something out to them -- I don't even remember what, and collapsed in pile all aglow with sex.
"THAT WAS FANTASTIC!" I screamed as I regained some measure of sanity. I reached out for Kim as Ray cuddled me to his naked body. She came and kissed me.
"Oh, I can taste myself on you," I told her. I kissed her again and experimented whether I liked or could just tolerate my sexual taste. I finally said to her, "You know, I don't taste too bad -- especially mixed with the taste of you." I'd tasted something the night before, but only now was I cogent enough to make all the connections between what I tasted or smelled and what we were doing.
Ray moved away from me and down between my legs. I pulled them up again, and he went down on me, licking, sucking, and fingering me with abandon as he drove me back up the scale towards another climax. Three minutes later, I crested with another orgasm. This one too was about a Richter eight.
As I floated down, I felt Ray pushing his penis around my pussy gathering some of the wetness for our coupling. He then pushed slowly into me, inch by inch, working his cock into my body. Oh, this felt so good. There was no pain this time, only wonderment and pleasure.
Kim came down and sucked on one of my breasts, raising the nipple to a high state of alert. I was in heaven again. As Ray and I humped together, Kim whispered in my ear about how to make the experience of making love better. "As he thrusts into you, push your pelvis forward to meet him. That's it. Use your hands on his chest -- gently pinch his nipples; he likes that. Lock your ankles behind his back -- that's it; see how you can control him a little that way. You can pull him deeper into you that way. Deeper is better. You can even rub your own clit -- try it. Make yourself cum while he's still in there. It's OK -- it's not bad. That's it."
I was in heat. I just wanted to fuck and fuck and fuck. I wanted my orgasm. I got one -- a small one with Ray deep inside me as I masturbated my own clit. He kept up, and I could feel the tension mounting. I rubbed by clit faster to match his pace.
Kim was still whispering to me. "What you think about has a lot to do with how you cum. If you think nice warm fuzzy thoughts, that's the kind of climax you'll get. If you think thoughts about rough sex -- hard, pounding, and sweat-inducing fucking -- you can have some really hard climaxes and even ejaculate your own girl juice. You did that yesterday, more because it was your first time, but you'll learn to control it -- at least a little bit. Rotate your hips into him -- that's it. See how that feels different. If you hold that position, his cock will hit your G-spot sometimes and drive you wild."
He was hitting my G-spot, and I was getting near a big cum. The rough sex ideas were running in my head -- what interesting ideas. I started to use my legs to urge Ray to jam his cock into me -- to use the full weight and muscles of his body to drive deep into me.
Then it happened. A thousand fireworks exploded at once in the heaven of my mind. I know I ejaculated a lot of girl juice. I heard Kim giggle with excitement. The pleasure for me started way back, deep in my body. The walls of my vagina started to become more sensitive and tender -- not in a way that hurt, rather in a way that milked every ounce of sensation from the cock that was moving back and forth in me with a new urgency I was promoting with my legs.
Then the sensations reached my brain, and I went wild. I was having a colossal cum. My back arched so much, I think I lifted Ray up off the bed as he continued to pound into me. He announced his own climax, and I could feel his semen shooting from his cock into my velvet tunnel. Oh, I'd found heaven on earth. My hips rotated into his final thrusts, and then we stopped, frozen in our ecstasy, locked together through our genitalia and the body fluids we now shared. The feeling of some ultimate pleasure washed through my body -- overtaking my brain and every pore of my body.
And then all went black.
When I came to, Ray was cradling me against his chest and Kim was spooning against my back. They both smiled at me, and I felt their love.
Ray said, "What you experienced is calledla petite mort -- the small death.
"You blacked out," Kim said softly. "That can happen some times. It's all right, you only fainted for a thirty seconds. Do you feel OK?"
"Yes," I nodded, "Better than all right. I feel like I just spent a week in heaven. I didn't want to leave." I kissed Ray. "You, sir, are a divine lover. Do you do that to all your women? Somehow, I think you do. I'm so lucky that you chose me."
We cuddled for several minutes and I savored the warm, sexual feelings I was enjoying. Kim pulled from behind me and guided me to lie on my back. I didn't understand what she was going to do until she spread my legs and again went down on me, this time clearly with the intent of sucking Ray's cum from deep within me.
"Oh, Kim, are you sure? I'm all sloppy and smelly down there."
"I'm sure ... and you will taste and smell divine -- my favorite flavors and scents." I felt Kim's tongue dig deep into my pussy. Then Ray was beside her duplicating her actions on my pussy. He used two fingers to pull his fluids from inside me so he and Kim could lick at them.
Kim came up the bed to me and gestured to her mouth. My God, she was asking whether I wanted to take the fluids she'd sucked from my cunt into my mouth. I thought for three seconds and then nodded. "Yes," I said cautiously. "I'll try it." I was far from my comfort zone.
I opened my mouth, and Kim French kissed me, in the process depositing the mix of her saliva, my vaginal juices, and Ray's cum. What a wonderful mixture. It was musky and scented with my female smell as well as with Ray and Kim's odors. I loved it. I savored it as well as the kisses from her. Then we slowed again.



"Joyce," Kim asked, "Will you go down on me before Ray and I make love?"
She rolled onto her back and I slid down the bed slightly, first, to her generous breasts. I had kissed them earlier, but now I really got into licking and manipulating her nipples as she gave herself to me. When both nips were standing a half-inch out from her body, I slid lower still and centered myself between her legs. I had never had oral sex before; perhaps it was fitting that it was with a woman that I adored.
I lowered my tongue to her slit and started to experiment with what felt good to me and what I thought might feel interesting to Kim. She started moaning almost immediately, a fact that I took as a sign that I was doing a few of the right things.
"Tell me what to do," I said softly to her.
"Oh, you don't need help," she said. "You're doing just fine. Oooooooooooooooh."
I continued, discovering features about the female anatomy that I never knew. I found her clitoris and started to focus on that area. Kim was writhing around almost uncontrollably. Then I remembered about the G-spot. I took two fingers and gently inserted them into her body. I started searching inside for some noticeable locale, but I had no idea what I was looking for.
Suddenly, Kim's back arched and she froze in her paroxysm of joy. She had just had an orgasm and I'd made it happen for her. I was so happy. I leaned in and kissed her clitoris.
Kim fell back to the bed in a heap of satisfied womanhood. "Oh, Darling, youare magnificent. I may never let you go home."
Ray lay beside us watching with great interest. Kim reached out and squeezed his arm then turned to me. "Go down on Ray. Make him hard for me -- for us."
I sort of knew what she meant, but I had no idea how to start. Ray saw my discomfort and pulled me to him and kissed me. "You don't have to," He said.
"No," I said, "I want to. I just don't know how." I reached down and held his partially erect penis in my hand.
"Move you hand up and down. Squeeze gently -- that's it. Cup the end sometimes, even rub it with the palm of your hand -- or against your breasts -- or your tongue."
I re-centered myself so I could focus on his erection. I tentatively lapped the side of him. "Yummmm," I said. He tasted like me, and I guess I liked that taste.
I sucked on him a little, but he wasn't very deep in my mouth. He said, "Put more of me in your mouth and be creative in using your tongue and your suction. Use your hand to pump me as you do this too. You can be a little rougher; I'm not that breakable."
I adjusted my movements to meet his suggestions. The more I tended to him; the harder and longer he became. I tried to take him all the way into my mouth at one point, but I gagged and figured that wasn't such a good idea.
Kim was watching us and stroking her clit. After I had made him exceptionally hard, she came in beside me and whispered, "Let me show you how to do a 'deep throat.'" With that, she lapped up one side and down the other then slowly took his rod into her mouth and lowered her head until her nose was tight against Ray's torso. She'd taken the entire rod into her mouth and throat. She rose up off him and looked at me with great satisfaction.
"You have to suppress your gag reflex. It takes a while to learn. You open your throat to him and then you can do it. Try again."
I did, but I still gagged. I looked helplessly at her. She said, "Don't try any more tonight. We'll try again some other time." She looked at me and then at Ray. "I need some cock. I want a pussy full of your cum -- oh, and I want orgasms. As many as you can deliver."
Kim mounted Ray. They made sure I watched as she lowered her pussy down his very erect cock. Then she started her ups and downs, moaning and groaning with pleasure as she rode him. Ray could make some movements to meet her, but she was clearly in control and had to do most of the sexual thrusting movements. That said, I could see that she could make him thrust deep into her vagina, making every inch of him disappear inside her. I watched their coupling with fascination and awe as their bodies slapped together.
After a few minutes of their intercourse with Kim on top, Ray somehow rose up lifting Kim with him. He reversed their positions and lay Kim down next to me and took over control of the union. He was rough, massaging her breasts with his hands.
Kim talked to him -- dirty talk, "Fuck me, Stud. Fill me with the big, beautiful cock of yours. Give me all your juice. Can you feel how the walls of my cunt squeeze you? Do like it when I make myself tight? Am I tight like Joyce? She loved your cock too. We both love fucking with you. You can fuck us anytime you want. We are your lovers -- your sluts. Just fuck us over and over and ... oh shit. Oh fuck, I'm going to cum."
Kim locked her legs behind Ray and yanked him down into her with all her strength. He kept driving his long shaft into her just as he'd done with me many minutes earlier. Then they came together. It was carefully choreographed, and not the awkward 'should-I-will-he' orgasms we shared earlier. Instead, they both practically disappeared into each other as their climaxes took them away to some deeply shared heavenly place.
Ray finally fell atop Kim, and they rolled to their side towards me. Ray remained coupled in Kim. I spooned behind Ray and wrapped my arms around him. I could smooth Kim as well and did. We all just hovered there in our bliss for a long time, and I heard Ray comment that he'd slid from her hole as his rod contracted. Then I seized the opportunity to return the favor that Kim had for me an hour earlier.
I slid down the bed and positioned myself between Kim's legs, and now I was the one feasting on the mixture of Ray and Kim. What a heavenly elixir. Surprisingly, I brought Kim to another orgasm as Ray cradled her in his arms. After her climax, I just rested my head on her thigh where I could inhale the scent of her sex. Heavenly!
I fell asleep; we all did. I awoke twenty minutes later about midnight. I rose and covered Ray and Kim with a sheet. The room was neither cool nor hot so I thought that to be a good compromise. I tiptoed downstairs where I'd left my clothes and then paused. Instead of just getting dressed and going home, I took a pool towel and went out the back door, dropping the towel as I slid naked and unbelievably satisfied into their pool.
I floated on my back and looked at the stars and the last of the waxing moon. I reflected on how silent the negative voices in my head had been that evening: no shame; no insecurity; no scolding; no whining; no warning. Was I winning? Was I gaining control over them?
After a while I dried off, slipped on my shorts and blouse and drove back to my condo. I went right to sleep and as I recall. I had a smile on my face.
*
The week swirled by. I became more comfortable 'dressing up' to go to work. It took longer, particularly with my hair and makeup, but it seemed worth the effort. I was having mixed feelings about the increased attention I was getting. I was now sure I'd met every male in the company; they'd each come by my cubicle at least once and made some attempt at conversation. As Kim had pointed out, some of them were more nervous about talking to me than I was to them.
I spent each night with Ray and Kim, and we repeated the pattern we had started on Monday evening. We did eat out a couple of nights and on Friday night, went to an outdoor jazz concert in one of the exclusive shopping areas of the City.
Wednesday of my 'first week' while at lunch I went to a bookstore and got a couple of books on fashion and the application of makeup. I was learning all this from scratch or from what Kim taught me. Kim approved of the books and on Saturday morning, after I'd stayed over night in their big bed after our sweaty lovemaking, the two of us sat in the nude perusing and reading them and pointing out things to each other. Then we experimented in her master bathroom for another hour. Girl stuff. What fun!
Saturday afternoon, we hit the shops again, this time being a little more down market, but looking for reasonably priced clothing that looked like a million dollars. We filled the back of my car and then headed back to their house to try everything on.
I was standing in Kim's living room in my thong comparing two blouses at arms length when Ray returned from his golf game and suddenly appeared in the door of the family room where we'd spread out my purchases.
"How nice," he said. "Am I too late or too early for anything?"
"No," Kim said from the modern chair she was seated in. "You're just right depending on what you want to do. We're ready for some wine ... and what ever shall we do for dinner."
I sashayed up to Ray in my almost nude state and planted a big kiss on his lips. "Thank you so much for last night -- and all the nights this week. You've made me feel so unbelievably special and loved." We kissed, and Kim came and joined us for a three-way kiss.
"Ladies, let me clean up from golf and I'll worry the wine and dine questions along the way. Give me about fifteen minutes," he said heading upstairs.
As the sun set, we were dining in high fashion at the Crab and Fin just off the exclusive St. Armand's Circle. Each of us was dressed the nines. We had a sidewalk table and were enjoying watching the throng mill by the restaurant - as they watched us. A rather skillful piano played provided some additional atmosphere for the outdoor dinner crowd.
Ray asked me over our salads, "Are you still fighting the voices? Are you getting the negative messages you used to?"
"Yes," I answered; "But not with the intensity or malevolence that they used to have. I wish they'd stop entirely. I probably say your mantra fifty times a day, but that number is going down. I'm also making up some of my own." I grinned at him to show I was getting the message.
"What about doing something 'social' each day ... something that takes you out of your comfort zone?"
I replied, "I get A's for that challenge. Monday I had coffee with a girl at work, and then some guy I barely knew took me to lunch. I haven't eaten alone all week, and most coffee breaks, I chat with someone. Further, every guy in the company has come by to say hello to the 'hot' girl in development -- me! It felt awkward at first and it's been all small talk, but I am mixing with other people."
Ray nodded approvingly then asked, "And your style of dress at work?"
"Exceptional," I stated. "I am far and away the best-dressed person in the building. Sometimes I feel a little uncomfortable. I mean I'm dressed like I'm about to go to come to a place like this with friends like you two, but I'm only at work."
Ray laughed; "Don't stop. This coming week watch how the other people around you dress and compare it to what last week was like. I bet you'll see a difference. People will start following your lead, especially the women. This in turn will make the guys dress better since they want to impress the women."
Kim nodded agreeably a big smile. "I think you can go a long time on what you've bought last weekend and this. Keep being the fashion hound. Don't back off for at least two months and by then, it'll be a habit and you'll do it all naturally. " Ray asked another telling question, "And how are you feeling about yourself? Are you worthy of loving yourself?"
I was quiet for a long time as I examined the feelings within. Finally I said, "I'm feeling better about myself, but I have a way to go. I can at least see the path now where I didn't even know a path existed. Ask me again in another week or so."
He nodded and sipped his wine thoughtfully.
"Joyce," he said after a few moments, "There's one thing I need to teach you. It involves the Law of Attraction. Have you heard of it?"
"Sort of," I replied. "I remember there was a lot of hype about some book about it a year or so ago, but I didn't read it."
"Here's the gist," he started. "What you really want you get. What you don't want -- well, you get that too. A moment ago, I heard you wishing the voices would change or go away and that you'd like to over power them. By phrasing it that way and thinking about it that way, you actually empower them."
"Huh," I said dumbly.
"The key to getting what you want is to visualize exactly what you want and then start applying yourself and your talents to get it. The Universe will rise to the occasion and help you achieve your goal."
I nodded. I could appreciate that logic.
"What's important though, is to keep negative thoughts out of your head. The Universe doesn't know the words 'no' or 'not'. So it'll give you what it thinks you're asking for. If you said 'I don't want to be poor' the Universe says 'Got it' and produces 'poor' for you. A silly example but I think you get the idea."
I replied, "So when I've defined myself as a social misfit -- even though that's not what I want, the Universe has said 'Oh that's what she wants' and made me a misfit?"
Ray nodded, "Yes. This is why it's important that we hold positive images in our heads about whom we are and what we want, and not negative images or thoughts about what we don't want. The Universe, or the Inner Power, or God if you prefer will try to give us both or either."
"So when I think I want the negative thoughts about myself and my self image to improve, I'm actually given credence to their validity and making those beliefs stronger in my head?"
Ray said, "RIGHT!" enthusiastically and then looked embarrassed as he remembered the surroundings we were in. People at several other tables turned around and looked at us. The three of us laughed, but I got the message -- stop feeding the voices with my wishes they'd go away; instead, focus on what life would be like without them.
As Kim listened attentively, Ray added some more ideas. "Joyce, you define your own happiness or unhappiness. It's the patterns in your head, not the actual events or outside things that make you unhappy. The old adage 'Change your thinking, change your life' is really truer than most people realize. You have the tough job right now of changing how you think about yourself, how you think others think about you, and how you think about others. The Universe is a pretty supportive and loving place; come at these ideas with that as a foundation and you'll create some much better thoughts for yourself."
I answered, "I know. I'm struggling."
Ray went on, "The things that disturb you are not due to things that happen, but your opinion about them. You've described yourself as a social misfit, a point I think worth talking further about, since I think you're wrong. I suspect it's not that you are or aren't a misfit, it's that it bothers you that is the issue."
I nodded in agreement.
He continued, "You need to commit -- to me, to Kim, to yourself -- that you intend to change who you are and how you think about yourself. Commitment causes all sorts of things to occur that would never otherwise have occurred. Make that commitment to yourself and things will start to change in your favor."
I looked at both Ray and Kim and stated firmly, "I want to change. I want to be a better person -- a person I like. I'm willing to pay the price to get there."
Dinner was served at that point and the conversation wandered away from how to change my life for most of dinner. Some friends of Ray came by the table with their spouses and joined us for coffee. I was surprised at how easily they accepted me, even when it was clear I was the third wheel to Ray and Kim. They were interesting people, and I enjoyed their presence.
Well, I thought I was a third wheel until after the group bid us goodbye and wandered on towards the parking lots. After they were out of earshot, Kim said, "The really liked you. They're glad you're 'with us.' They know we miss Stacy and had been looking for another companion to complete our lives."
I was almost speechless. "You mean you picked me -- ahead of time?"
"No," Ray said. "I didn't know you were the 'one' until we were at the State Park. Then I saw inside you for the first time and knew that you were loaded with potential. To tell the truth, I wasn't sure whether to mentor you or not until that afternoon. After we got back here, Kim knew right away; she later told me she knew instantly."
"Oh that makes me feel so good -- to be chosen, I mean. But ... I mean ... what about Stacy?"
Kim responded, "Stacy and I were both pretty insecure and naïve individuals when Ray found us. We didn't know each other. Ray found Stacy first and then me about six months later. He mentored both of us and helped us grow in ways we'll teach you -- self love, unconditional love, becoming outgoing, becoming successful, and all that requires and means, and our appreciation for spiritual things. I have an endless list of things I've learned."
She continued after making sure I was all right with the way the conversation had turned, "We both loved Stacy and she loved us -- in mind, body, and spirit. Well after she found her sea legs, she needed to go to the Bay area. That's where she is now working for an advertising agency -- she's their art director -- one of the company's executives. We miss each other. We actually urged her to go -- for all sorts of reasons. She knows she's welcome back anytime -- even with you here. I told her about you yesterday when we talked on the phone. I hope that's all right with you."
"I guess. I mean I don't have liens on you -- or Ray," I said.
"Oh, but you do," Kim insisted. "Once we committed to you, we stay committed. We will help you change to be the person you want to be -- unless you tell us otherwise. It's extra special now because we have a sexual relationship, but we'd be doing this even if that wasn't the case." She smiled at me lecherously and leaned towards me, "By the way, have I told you how nice your pussy tastes?"
I'm sure I blushed and looked horrified. I wasn't expecting the comment in the setting of the restaurant with so many people around. Ray laughed.
Kim then addressed an issue I hadn't even thought of yet. "Joyce, some day very soon one of your co-workers or some guy you meet will ask you for a date. What are you going to do?"
I sat back in my seat. At first, I hadn't the foggiest idea what to do. I blurted out, "Say no -- politely -- I guess."
Kim shook her head. "Not that we want you to sleep around, but you should go out on dates -- socialize. Immerse yourself in the social life you've missed, otherwise you'll always feel that you missed out big on something as you matured. Just look at the values and personalities of the people you date."
"But what if they want to take me to bed?" I asked.
"Oh, I'm sure they all will. You are 'hot' and 'hot' means there will likely be a wistfully sexual component to every date. You can ignore it or do something about it."
"What should I do? I'm so naïve in this area. Certainly I'm not supposed to sleep with every date?"
"Oh, heavens no," Kim laughed. Ray rolled his eyes and then held his hands in a little prayer. "If you really like the guy on the first date, kiss him goodbye. That can be more than just a peck on the cheek, but for you right now, something short of a full scale make-out session with roaming hands."
I nodded as I logged the information.
Kim went on, "Second date you might go a little further, a good make-out session but with groping going on outside clothing; this if you really like the guy and see the relationship going somewhere. Third date, you might do everything short of intercourse. Fourth date, pull out all the stops."
"But ... but what about you. I am committed to you, and I love you both -- more each day. You're helping me. I don't want to do something that will be wrong here. I'm on unknown ground. How will you feel?"



"Oh no," Ray said. "We'll actually feel rather proud of you for handling these situations and stepping out of your shell." Kim nodded in agreement. "Remember, we talked about compersion a week or so ago. We won't be jealous; we'll be happy that you are growing and evolving in some new way."
Kim added, "We hope you won't forget about us. In fact, there's something we wanted to ask you ..." She shot a glance to Ray and locked eyes with him; I saw him nod affirmatively to her. "Joyce, I know this may seem capricious, but we'd like you to move in with us."
*
Living with Ray and Kim was like attending a school that you loved and could never get enough of. I couldn't wait for the next class -- and there were so many. Of course, there was the sex. That was my favorite part of our relationship. We made love all the time --spontaneously. I was usually the initiator since I'd become a sexual junkie about my newfound lusts and loves.
I asked whether I was their slut, and they said "Yes," but that they were also my sluts. We just liked every possible combination of sex that we could think of. We got really creative too, using every orifice in our bodies and finding fantastic ways to combine the three of us in pleasurable activities. By the end of my first month, I actually considered myself a fairly skilled lover. I studied theJoy of Sex, and a couple of other 'idea books' I found in Ray's library.
Ray broke down my 'curriculum' into the three parts I needed to work on: mind, body, and spirit. For my mind, Ray started teaching both Kim and I about work and business; he called it a mini-MBA, and this part seemed non-ending, but I could see its relevance everyday when I went into the agency that I worked at. He also started me on an aggressive reading program that included Plato, art and a review of basic science and biology.
To make my 'curriculum' more action oriented and to build my self-confidence and my sophistication, Ray suggested I sign up for flying lessons at a nearby airport. I started going two or three times a week for an hour for my flight lessons, weather permitting. This was a complex activity and not without some risk. Ray told me it would be a big confidence builder, and it was. I took to it like a duck to water. Further, I had to take a written examination on basic aerodynamics, weather and navigation; these helped by expanding my mind even further into new areas.
For the body part of my 'curriculum,' Ray laid out a fairly simple exercise program for me. Kim decided she'd duplicate what I was doing although she'd had her own program underway. I built up to where I was running five to seven miles four times a week as well as doing weights and stretching every day, usually in Ray and Kim's little gym.
Of course, as part of my body workout, we also maintained a very active sex life between the three of us. That was the favorite part of my education and life rebuilding activities, and I could always be counted upon to come up with fresh ideas to enhance everyone's learning in this area. To his delight, I often surprised Ray with a new thing to try.
Also, as part of the body curriculum, Ray and Kim taught me how to stand -- my posture had been pretty poor, and how to walk, particularly in high heels so that I wouldn't kill myself. Somehow, that part of my growing up was missing completely. I also had continuing lessons in how to dress, apply makeup and style hair.
Then there was the spiritual side of my curriculum. Ray taught me how to meditate. We went to a number of lectures on the nature of man, the laws of the universe, the Tao, and my reading pile expanded further with books, particularly on eastern thinking. Some of these I found very helpful in terms of over riding the voices (my ego?) that often returned to taunt me. I also started to maintain my journal my aggressively, making it not just a list of daily activities and events but more importantly, what I was feeling and emoting about what happened.
At the end of the first month of my flying lessons, I had taken the written private pilot's examination and passed with a 96 and I'd soloed -- been launched into the sky so I could fly alone to practice and hone my piloting skills. One thing I noted; flying was so consuming of my mental skills that the voices had no home. I could shut them out completely.
I arranged for piano lessons and once a week I visited Ms. Limbarten, a lovely woman in her seventies, who was patient beyond belief as she walked me through Book One. I tried to practice at least half an hour every day and I was advancing through the elementary stuff fairly quickly. More important, I was gaining a new skill that I was proud of.
I continued to expand my appreciation for fashion and subtly applied makeup. I mastered several different hairstyles that became easy and fast to do in the mornings as I headed off to work. My available wardrobe expanded significantly when I moved in with Kim and Ray. Kim insisted that anything in her closet or Stacy's was available to me, and they had some lovely and expensive clothes. Of course, I shared what I had with Kim and kept expanding my contributions to the clothes pool.
Ray was right about office dress. About a week after I started to dress up for work, my co-workers also started to improve how they looked. The original look of the place was pretty down market -- lots of t-shirts, flip-flops, grungy shorts, or punk jeans, with unkempt hair and usually unshaven faces. As the month passed, the guys started to shave more regularly and most got haircuts. The grungy shorts or jeans gave way to khakis or dockers, and the flip-flops yielded to regular shoes or sport sneakers. Sport shirts with collars replaced the t-shirts. Both men and women looked significantly better. I secretly thought, "I did that!"
Bill Wilde, my first lunch date, came by cubicle often and struck up a friendship that I encouraged. It was sometimes difficult for me to not hear the voices telling me of my inadequacy or reminding me how shy I was. I was becoming more conscious of the voices and often before they could pull me down into a state of depression or fear, I could conquer them and make them capitulate to happier emotions and the emerging and more confident me.
About a month after my transformation began, Bill asked me out on a date. I was shocked and really didn't know what to do. I stammered and stuttered a response asking whether I could let him know tomorrow. He said, "Of course."
I was so unbalanced by Bill's request that I went home early. I changed into my swimsuit and was doing laps in the pool when Ray appeared at the pool's edge, "Hey Pumpkin. What are you doing home so early? I thought you'd be burning holes in the clouds out near the airport."
I climbed out of the pool and got a towel and dried off a little then kissed Ray, trying not to get his nice clothing wet from my body and bathing suit. "I'm having a crisis and my brain went into 'fry mode' so I came home. One of the guys at work asked me out on a real date. I don't know what to do. I told him I'd let him know tomorrow." I was on the edge of hysterics, I had worked myself up into a frenzy thinking about this. "I am just full of negatives messages and bad vibes again."
Ray laughed and hugged my wet body to his, "Oh, my darling Joyce, you say 'Yes' of course and go and have a marvelous time. This is part of your 'coming out' and joining the rest of the world."
"But ... what if ... I mean ..." I started to sputter.
"You are a poised, confident, beautiful woman that does fascinating things like fly and study business and music," Ray started, "Every male in the country wants to take you out. Why does it surprise you that one of them finally screwed up the courage to ask you? Heck, he's probably more intimidated than you are."
Kim joined us on the deck. "Who's intimidated?" She asked as she came and kissed the two of us.
"I got asked out on a date," I said. "Ray's trying to make me feel good by telling me that the guy that asked me out is intimidated. Right now, I'm the one that's intimidated. Am I ready to date? I don't feel very confident or chatty ... or anything. And I'm not sure I'm ready to handle advances by someone."
The three of us walked into the house. Kim and I sat on the kitchen bar stools while Ray served us up some wine and hors d'oeuvres.
Kim asked, "What's the worst thing that could happen on this first date with a co-worker?"
I started, "Well, he might not really like me. He might jump me. We might have long awkward silences with nothing to say to each other. He might want to talk about nothing but baseball; did I tell you I know nothing about baseball or football or hockey or basketball or tennis or golf. It could become the most awkward date in the world. He might want to take me country line dancing; and I don't know how. Shall I go on?"
"Sorry," Kim said. "Nothing you said so far disqualifies you from going on a date with this guy. What's his name? Do you know him from work?"
"His name's Bill Wilde. He's doing business development at my company. He actually seems very nice, self assured, and suave. I'm not sure why he'd be interested in me."
"That settles it," Ray said slapping his hand on the kitchen counter, "Youare going on this date." Kim nodded in strong agreement. "Tomorrow at work you stop by his office or cubicle and tell him you're pleased to accept and just need to know when and where he'd like to meet. You don't have to have him pick you up here; you could use your old condo if you want."
I digested all this for a while as they watched me. Finally, I convinced myself that I could at least go through the steps of accepting the date from Bill.
Later that night as we went to bed, Kim and Ray got me all hot and bothered. We started to make out with one another. Kim said as she gestured at Ray's cock, "Why don't you give Bill some oral sex? I'm sure he'd love to feel your talented mouth on his cock." She nudged me towards Ray.
Ray said, "Oh, Joyce. I had dreams that you and I could do this together. Oh, yes, take my rod in your mouth. Isn't it great that we like doing this and we work for the same company? Oh, wow. WOW. Oh, Joyce."
"Are you going to let Bill cum in your mouth?" Kim whispered in my ear as she rubbed my breasts. I continued to suck and fondle Ray's large penis and balls.
"Let Bill fuck you, Joyce," Kim told me as she pulled me into a supine position. "Let him sink his big, beautiful cock deep into your wet, willing pussy and then fuck the hell out of each other."
Ray slid his long cock into me in one sweeping motion. My head went back as the initial spasm of ecstasy swept across my body. "Ooooooooooh," I moaned.
"Is Bill doing the right stuff to you Joyce? Do you like Bill's cock buried in you? Do you like it when he makes those long, full-length strokes into you? Isn't that what you like Bill to do to you? Tell him. Tell him what you like." Kim kept whispering words like this in my ear.
Finally, the role-play and reality merged into one mind blowing orgasm that started to sweep through me. I moaned again, "Oh Bill, cum in me. Cum deep in me. Give me your juice."
Ray shot his load into me, filling my already wet cunt with his cum. He groaned as he came and then pulled me into his arms as we rolled to our sides with his cock still buried deep within me. "Oh, Joyce, I love you so."
I was confused for a moment since I knew Bill wouldn't be saying anything like that, at least not so early in our relationship. Then my dream and reality became separate again, and I returned to earth and to the arms of my lovers. Well, not both sets of arms; Kim was buried between my legs.
*
As I went into work, the next morning, I walked through the part of the offices I usually didn't pass too often so I'd pass Bill Wilde's office. He was there at his desk. Although I felt uncomfortable and embarrassed, I accepted his offer and we set seven o'clock Saturday as the time and date. I gave him Kim and Ray's address and told him I'd be waiting at my friend's house. I didn't explain that point and he didn't ask.
Somehow, the rest of the week disappeared and then it was Saturday evening and under Kim's tutelage, I was superbly dressed and awaiting Bill's arrival. I was pacing and twisting a paper napkin so hard, I was leaving a trail of little pieces of napkin everywhere I walked. Ray and Kim had both schooled me on how to behave, reminding me of the many small points a girl learns in their teenage years rather than at age thirty. They both hugged and kissed me and wished me well and then at seven o'clock, they took their drinks and went to the back patio so they'd not be a factor when the doorbell rang.
The bell rang at one minute past seven according to the living room clock. I answered the door and was surprised that my feet would move and that I could actually mouth a few well-rehearsed words, "Bill, thank you for picking me up. This is so nice. I'm ready. Let's go. I've said goodbye to my housemates." I thought I should tell him that I have to be home by eight o'clock, but I bit my tongue and actually smiled at my own humor. He commented several times on how nice I looked. I did look nice!
Our date was actually fun. He held the car door for me everywhere. He took me to a new tapas bar on top of a downtown building. The view, including the sunset, was spectacular and our hors d'oeuvres superb. Then he drove us to the Esca at the other end of town for our entrée and more wine.
Somehow, I never had to think about the conversation. Bill talked and gently questioned me about things you talk about on a first date. I actually got chatty for a while and carried my end of the conversation without feeling my comments or the evening was a disaster. My confidence rose immeasurably. Bill was blown away when he found out I was working on my pilot's license and simultaneously studying the marketing and advertising industry.
After dinner we danced a few numbers, but he was apologetic about his lack of dance skills, and I certainly had little in that department, so we tended to watch and sway rather than participate. I was surprised when he made 'take me home' noises and settled the bill. When we got in the car, I was surprised that the dashboard clock read twelve thirty. There were no awkward moments; Bill drove me home and walked me to the door. I took the opportunity to kiss him on his cheek, give him a nice hug, and thank him for a great evening. I even added that I hoped we could do it all again sometime soon. He smiled broadly then turned and left. My 'date' was over!
I opened the door, and Kim was waiting for me in her PJs. There were squeals of girlish laughter as she said, "Tell me all about it."
And so I did.
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This is only a test, if this was a real life you would have received further instructions on what to do and where to go, this is only a test.
At thirty-five I had managed to avoid adulthood for over a third of a century. Much to my father's dismay and usually the pleasure of my mom, I lived at home. Oh, I'd been to college and had accumulated some knowledge that let me earn my keep by way of a job but other than that I was avoiding the serious side of life at all costs.
I didn't feel like an adult. I mean I spent my days at work, usually plugged into a computer handling customer service gripes about my company's software and helping them get things running. The job was textbook; all I had to do was follow the prompts on the computer screens and not get into an argument with the customer. Easy to do and I'm not the argumentative kind.
Weekends, I kicked back with a movie or some hoops or went to the beach in my old jalopy. Bennett was my good friend; he was less of an adult than I was and we'd sometimes just hang out in my backyard or play computer games. At least I was old enough to drink, although I'd given up getting smashed -- it just didn't feel good the next day.
Define adulthood? It has something to do with making your own responsible decisions. What happens when you are making no decisions about your own life? By definition, you're not an adult. Ergo, I am not an adult. And, if I am not an adult, I must be an adolescent -- that wonderful precursor to adulthood that, certainly in my case, can be extended almost twenty years.
Then I met Margaret.
Margaret was an adult. She lived alone, cooked for herself, bought her own clothes, decided what she'd wear each day without outside intervention, decided who she'd socialize with, and worked in a responsible job as a financial analyst at the same company I worked for.
Margaret had what I started to call a "rack" in high school. She also had brunette hair and a nice ass, but I was a "rack" man. Margaret took a new office down the hall from my cubicle when the finance group reorganized. I saw her at least fifty times a day and each time I saw her made me want to see her another fifty times. I could have just stared at her all day long; she had that kind of beauty about her.
For some strange reason, Margaret decided that she liked me. One day I was looking at someone totally unattainable, and the next day Margaret suggested that we have lunch together -- a move that I took as tantamount to going steady. We progressed from that lunch to touching. At first, touching had a subtle quality about it; neither of us wanted to admit that we were touching the other so it had to be incidental to what we were doing. Fortunately, we both used computers and one or the other of us took to being in the other's work area leaning over them, touching their shoulder or arm, or wrapping ourselves around them to point at something on the computer screen. I had the added benefit that when I went in her office I could look down her blouse or top and try to see more of her magnificent globes. Sometimes I think she knew I was peeking.
After a month of this foolishness, Margaret escalated things slowly, which was fine with me; I was in no rush to get anywhere. One day when we walked downtown for lunch she held my hand and even put her arm around me. I reciprocated of course. We kept doing that for a while. Then one day she kissed me after lunch to say "thank you." It wasn't a peck on the cheek, and it wasn't a tonsil tickler -- just somewhere between. I knew she liked me. I liked her. We kept having lunch together, and we kept kissing each other more and more but in a sedate way. It was nice and perked me up for the afternoon.
We had our first date in April. Dave Matthews Band was playing up in Tampa, and I asked her to go. She jumped up and down in glee over the whole idea, and I read this as a good sign. We enjoyed the concert yet even more I enjoyed the physical contact we had with each other the whole night, including a lot of kissing and hugging while all this great music washed over us. When I took her back to her condo I wasn't at all presumptive that something would happen, after all, I'd had a healthy relationship with my right hand whenever I felt the need for release -- that was usually once a day.
Margaret invited me in for a "night cap." I think the last "night cap" I had was a year ago with Bennett when he found two warm cans of Bud in the trunk of his car. Anyhow and with low expectations, I accepted her offer and followed her upstairs to her condo. We were both nervous, and I tried to think of what would make her feel better. Finally, I suggested that we dance.
Margaret liked the idea of dancing together and after we started so did I. We held each other close and made out. Sometimes we just stopped dancing and just rubbed body parts together, and French kissed. Margaret ultimately decided that she was 'super horny' and wanted some loving.
I was up for the occasion and helped her remove her clothes. Again, I was worried that I'd overstep some hidden boundary that I didn't know about, so I went very slowly. I'd toy with a button on her blouse for a long time, enjoying having my hand between those gorgeous globes that I only dreamed of seeing and feeling. She'd accelerate things by undoing the button; I'd read that to mean that I could undo all the other buttons. Then there was removing the blouse and then we repeated the process with her bra after I'd run my fingers and tongue all around the skin at the edge of the material. I noticed that Margaret started to pant. I don't know how I noticed over the sound of my own gasps.
When the bra came off I was in some corner of heaven. There, in plain sight for the first time before me, were these magnificent breasts, all round and firm, with large areolas atop them and then Margaret's nipples -- slightly inflated at this stage of things. Gesturing towards her chest, I asked her, "Can I suck on them?"
"That would be perfect," she whispered as she started to un-do the buttons on my sport shirt. I lost the shirt quickly.
We stood in the middle of her living room, half-naked, as I ran my tongue down her neck to her right breast. I circled the whole hemisphere, amazed at the divine geography I could cover on this woman's lovely body. I spiraled up her breast to the areola and then gulped the entire nub and nipple into my mouth. Margaret groaned and held my head to her chest.
After I made her right nipple erect and hard I repeated the steps on her left breast, maintaining consistency by using my hands to help support and feel her. She seemed to love every second of what I was doing. I drew this conclusion based on her mewing and cooing as I licked, tongued, smoothed, and pulled at her glorious tits.
I figured this was as far as we were going this evening so I had to be content with just the top of her body. Thus, I spent an inordinate amount of time orally loving her breasts. Of course, I'd come up and love her neck and face and lips and eyes too. She was swaying; sometimes in tune to the mellow radio station she'd dialed in, but more often in tune to her own body's rhythms.
I think at one time I brought her to a small climax. I was sucking hard on her left tit and rubbing her right breast really hard, pinching on the nipple to add to eroticism of the night. She started panting and then yanked my whole body into hers and just held me in a frozen state for about twenty seconds. Afterwards, she started gasping for breath and whispered, "Thank you, thank you, thank you."
I ran my fingers around her belt line as sort of test to see whether she wanted anything further to happen. In a flash, she'd unbelted her jeans and was pushing them from her long, lithe legs. All my systems went on full alert. This was a much better "date" than I'd expected.
As she undressed I kicked off my loafers and undid my jeans. I stepped out of them and into her arms. We both still had our underwear on; the only difference was that mine had a decided bulge in the front of them. Margaret rubbed her lower body into my bulge, and I rubbed back. My bulge got bigger.
"Let's go in my bedroom," she finally said, pulling me across the living room. I followed willingly and with an awesome sense of luck.
In her bedroom, all pretexts about why we were there vanished. We were there to fuck -- to copulate -- to make love -- to have intercourse. She pulled her undies from her body and turned to watch me lose my briefs. I flipped them atop her frilly underpants in the corner of the room. We looked longingly at each other's naked bodies in the dim light she'd turned on. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around her. We kissed, and it was one of the hottest kisses I'd every experienced -- no, the hottest. I melted.
Margaret pulled me to her large bed. She lay back and spread her legs. There was no pretext. Whatever we'd done before was foreplay. There were no more steps to be taken. I moved in front of her body and put my very erect cock at the entrance to her vagina, rubbing the tip around her slit to gather some of her lubricating juices.
She reached up and stroked my face, then lowered her hand to my neck and pulled me towards her. I sank into her body, my cock slowly just sliding into her until there was no more sliding to take place. She wrapped her legs around my back and held me close. Not only was I enjoying the warm sensations her pussy muscles were making on my cock; I could also feel her firm breasts pushing into my chest as we kissed. Those erect nipples were tracing out a very erotic message I was sure.
We started pumping into each other. The sensations were spectacular between feeling the heat from her pussy and enjoying the touch of her full sized breasts. I kept kissing her, her neck, her breasts; she kept moaning and using her legs to jerk me into her pussy.
I could feel my body go on orgasm alert. I whispered something to Margaret as a warning; something like, "I'm very near."
She just yanked me into her body all the harder and whispered back to me, "Give me all you've got. Cum in me. It's OK."
My orgasm started deep within me. I know the semen comes from my balls, but the pump and the stimulating feeling that it produces are somewhere deep inside and when it kicks into gear every corner of my body feels ecstatic. I felt my pump rev up and start its pumping action, sucking my juices from my balls and shooting it along my interior tubing. Every surge took me to some new level of heaven, and it was happening fast.
Margaret threw her head back suddenly. I thought how wonderful she could time her orgasm to mine. Then I started to gush into her body. Jet after jet of my cum surged into her cunt. I held myself stiff-armed above her -- my cock buried to the hilt, my breathing stopped, my eyes soaking up the beautiful sight of her body splayed out beneath me in full acceptance of my affection for her.
Some seconds after my last spasm I collapsed into her waiting arms and the cushion of those wonderful globes of flesh. We hugged and kissed with a different kind of passion, softer and more meaningful, less rushed. I remained buried in her cunt, and she kept me tight against her loins with her legs.
When I was finally able to speak I pulled up slightly and looked her in the eyes and said, "Wow!"
She smiled at me and said, "Wow, back."
I made love to her breasts some more as I occasionally squirmed my flaccid cock around in her pussy. She liked all that and kept me going with little remarks like, "More of that. Right there. Do the other one too. Suck on it."
Then I had an idea that I thought might please her. I wiggled out of her and she released her leg hold on me. I slithered down her body, running my tongue around both breasts and then down to her navel and then down to her very wet pussy.
"Oh, Rob," she said, "Are you sure you want to do that?"
I didn't answer. I just let my tongue slid up and down her entire slit. She jerked and writhed around me in response. She tasted good. I'd tasted myself several times before and decided it was no big deal providing I was bringing pleasure to my partner.
Apparently, I brought a lot of pleasure to Margaret. She seemed to float about a foot above the bed as my tongue wagged around her pussy, pulling fluids from her, tongue fucking her, and of course lapping and sucking on her clitoris.
A few fingers inside her sopping cunt and I was able to find her G-spot. Margaret's mind-blowing orgasm followed thirty seconds later.
"Oh my God, Rob," she said. "How'd you learn to do that? You have to stop ... before work starts on Monday." She laughed at her own humor, and the day-and-a-half of open time she'd allowed herself for continued activities.
After a few more minutes of my ministering to her, Margaret said, "You lie back and let me return the favor." With that she moved down my body and inhaled my flaccid and very moist cock -- moist with my cum and her own juices all over it. She had no issue with tasting herself nor my spent juices.
Margaret knew how to suck cock. I about came out of my skin in the first thirty seconds that she had me. I was panting and quickly started to reinflate as she worked me over. She delivered a wide range of sensations to my withered rod quickly bringing me back to full readiness.
She finally said to me, "Some day I'll finish you off completely -- even swallow. Tonight, however, I want you back in my pussy." With that she pulled off me and mounted me so that her breasts swayed down over my chest as she started to bounce up and down on my cock. The sight picture alone was worth masturbating to; instead I was getting one of the greatest fucks in my life. What a surprise this evening was turning out to be. Great music. Great sex. Great woman.
We both lasted longer this time around -- at least I did. Margaret came several times as she mashed her cunt into my cock and loins. Finally, I had a repeat of the explosion I'd had earlier -- a grand and glorious orgasm that swept through my body. Margaret again managed to bring herself off as I did. Things worked out nice that way.
We cooed and petted as she rolled beside me. We remained coupled. I expressed how what had just transpired was the highlight of my sex life and hence, possibly my entire life. She laughed and told me she was feeling the same way.
I stayed overnight with Margaret, and we repeated the whole sexual joining thing in the morning. We were both feeling pretty mellow about each other when I kissed her goodbye and headed for home.
The one bad thing about living at home is that when you come home after staying over elsewhere you get 'looks.' I got 'looks' from my Dad and then my Mother. I ignored them, offered no explanation for being out all night, and went off to my room, cranked up the stereo and lay back thinking about Margaret, sex and about the possibility of adulthood.
A few hours later, after a usual dinner with my parents, I did something very unusual. I decided to call Margaret to thank her for our date and just to tell her how much I'd enjoyed our time together. Apparently, it was the right thing to do. She assured me the feeling was mutual, and she looked forward to another date in the near future.
Monday morning I got started earlier than usual, stopped by the supermarket on the way to work and bought some flowers. I got to work before most of my colleagues and before Margaret. I found a vase and put them on her desk without a note or anything by way of explanation.
I saw Margaret wheel into the office about fifteen minutes later heading straight for her office. I rolled my chair back into my cubicle and started filling in some customer service forms. Next I knew Margaret tapped me on the shoulder, I turned and she planted one hot, soul-searing kiss on me. "Thank you for the flowers -- and for the weekend," she told me, smiled, turned, and walked away. My heart lifted right out of my body and went with her. I was smitten I believe they called it olden days.
As it turned out Margaret was smitten too. We spent more and more time together and more often than not tried to fuck each other's brains out.
Margaret had some reservations about me, however. She thought my continuing to live with my parents was a stumbling block to any serious relationship. She was blunt. My relationship with Bennett and footloose and fancy-free attitude towards life came at a price too. Margaret told me in no uncertain terms that if I wanted to continue to be in her favor that I would have to become an adult.
Becoming an adult had all sorts of implications in terms of where and how I lived, the relationship with my parents and friends, my job, money management, and how I spent my time. Margaret started to push me to ask for some career advancement in the company; she decided that I needed to be a better earner than just getting some beer money and giving what was left over to my parents to defray part of my cost of living at home.
I decided I needed to grow in some ways that had escaped me if I were going to keep dating Margaret. I guess I'd already decided that she was a keeper. I hadn't proposed marriage or anything, but I did suggest that we 'go steady.' I still carried the high school model of dating and love in my head. She agreed but told me it would be a trial for six months. I had to improve in that time frame.
First off, she told me I had to get more serious about my job and career. So I became more aware of what I was doing, how I was doing it and how things could be improved. After I reached some conclusions, I made some recommendations to my boss that were accepted rather than just coast along in my usual laid-back fashion. After a few months I asked for raise and started looking for other jobs in the company that might actually represent a career track.
As a reward for being assertive that day, Margaret came by at lunch time as usual but instead of heading down to our favorite sandwich shop she led me to the garage where her car was parked. We got into the back seat, and she unzipped my pants. She inhaled my large cock and proceeded to give me a blowjob that about took the top of my head off. Further, she took all my cum and swallowed every drop except for a small rivulet that she let escape her mouth as she looked up and smiled at me. I respond well to positive feedback!
Margaret also helped me establish a career advancement program. Instead of just accepting about how things were I started reading books and articles on the Internet about business. First, I was bored but then I got very interested in marketing and advertising and how they were used to mold public opinion and build brands. As I became increasingly expert in this area, Margaret again rewarded me with a lunchtime blowjob and this time she wore a skirt so she could lie back in the car seat while we cuddled in the garage at work and let me eat her pussy -- something I love to do. I thought this was positive feedback at its best.
Next was the issue about living at home. Margaret and I talked about it and outlined two options: move in with her or get my own place. She told me I had to get my own place for a while to prove that I could live alone and responsibly take care of myself and my apartment. She was vocal about how my Mom had taken care of me way beyond a normal separation time in terms of cooking my meals, keeping my abode neat and clean, and doing things like laundry, sewing, and home maintenance (more my Dad's job). Thus, a month into my six-month 'trial' I got my own apartment a short walk from Margaret's condo.
I'd absorbed some of the basics about living alone. I didn't let the dishes pile up in the sink, I made the bed each day, I kept the living room neat and vacuumed, I did my own laundry in the building's common laundry room, and I actually started to prepare most of my own meals rather than just keep ordering pizza. Margaret actually took to coming to my place for dinner a few nights a week.



Margaret evaluated my housekeeping skills at random intervals about every two weeks. At the end of my second month with ever improving grades and skills, she brought me back to my apartment over one lunch hour, stripped down and had me fuck her on the kitchen counter. Again, I respond well to positive feedback. It was one of our rare lunchtime liaisons; usually we didn't have time in midday for a full-scale assault on each other's bodies.
Next was the issue of Bennett and how I spent my free time. Margaret thought I should have time to myself but that I should do something 'worthy' during those hours. Bennett and I actually talked about how to make our together time more rewarding both in terms of recreating as well as friendship.
Bennett said he'd always thought about bicycling as a hobby. We agreed that this was a worthwhile and laudable pursuit and so bought expensive road bikes and started to build up our endurance for long trips. In the process, I lost twenty pounds of 'beer flab,' and Bennett lost thirty-five. We trimmed up and tanned up. We entered some contests and didn't win, but Margaret rewarded my participation at the finish line with hugs and kisses. At my first race she promised me a mind-blowing sex session that evening; I collected. Again, it was nice to have the positive feedback.
Through the bicycling I met some other interesting people, many that were highly motivated achievers. Margaret and I went to some parties with these folks, and she was impressed that I was moving 'up scale' in terms of my friends. Poor old Bennett suffered, and I gradually stopped seeing him quite so much in favor of the newer crowd. I was learning how to have fun in new ways.
It turned out my parents were ecstatic about my moving out of the house. One evening when Margaret and I were over there for dinner, my mother apparently made a side comment to Margaret that my Dad was more romantic now that I was out of the house. I thought that was too much information about my parents.
My relationship with my parents changed, particularly as I took over doing so many things my parents had been doing for me. One of the things I'd never done was manage my own finances. My Dad set me down one day and explained about banking, saving, investing, bill paying, and taxes. I didn't even have my own bank accounts; if I needed money I'd just ask my Dad if I could have some or get him to write a check for me. I'd also used a credit card on his account.
It took over a month, but I became financially independent from my parents. Dad, of course, had kept detailed records of what I brought home and wrote me a large check for what he'd determined my balance was on his books. After I was financially squared away, Margaret took me downtown and we went dancing. As my reward for becoming financially 'adult,' she had me fuck her on the hood of my car in the club parking lot. The exhibitionism and chance that we might get caught created a rare excitement in our lovemaking. I was continuing to respond well to the rewards I was getting from her. Later we went back to her place and finished off the night more traditionally.
There were other things that I did as I rapidly left behind my laid-back and uncaring ways and opted for a more deliberate life with Margaret. In my mind, I'd become an adult.
One Saturday morning I went and saw my Mom and Dad and had a long talk with them about relationships and Margaret. I was coming up on my six-month 'trial' evaluation with Margaret, and I wanted things to continue. I guess Mom and Dad knew I was in love by this time so their advice all leaned in the direction of forming a longer-term and more permanent relationship. I was still skittish of doing something like this but had another week to think about it before what Margaret and I had agreed was a dinner out to complete the six-month evaluation period.
Margaret was also fairly pensive as we went into the final week. I know she was thinking about what might happen next and trying to decide if I were going to part of the next part of her life. Our week was quieter than usual. A couple of evenings we didn't even have sex; we just sat and watched TV with her cuddled against me. Of course, when we did have sex it was the usual mind-blowing experience that we'd both come to enjoy.
The Saturday of our 'Evaluation Dinner' I didn't see her during the day. I told her I'd pick her up at six o'clock, and we'd go somewhere nice to dine and talk. I picked up some special things that afternoon.
At six on the dot, I pressed her doorbell. I was dressed in a dark suit with a casual open neck shirt on. I'd also gotten a haircut. It was the nicest I'd looked since I'd graduated from high school. I was also standing at the door with a large bouquet of flowers and a bottle of fine wine. I'd gotten out of the habit of bringing her things a couple of months earlier and thought I rectify the situation tonight. Margaret seemed suitably impressed when she opened the door.
"Trying to influence your grade in this course?" She asked with a hint of humor.
"Most definitely, fair maiden," I responded as she let me in.
Margaret always dressed nicely, but tonight she was over the top. She had on a little black dress that left little to the imagination about her shapely body. It clung and tapered in all the right places plus there was a lot of skin showing -- skin that I loved to caress and touch. My mouth started to water. She'd also had her hair done and apparently gotten a manicure and pedicure. I guess she thought this was as important a night as I did.
I offered, "Our reservations aren't until seven. I thought we could have a glass of wine here before we go."
Margaret smiled at me and led me into the kitchen where I opened the expensive bottle of Chardonnay -- her favorite. I retrieved two glasses from her cabinet and poured the chilled wine as she put the flowers in a vase. When she was through, she placed the flowers on her coffee table then turned and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you for the flowers and wine."
We sipped our wine out on the small balcony that overlooked the pool for her condo complex. We had some small talk -- unusual since we didn't launch into conversations of work or bicycling or talking about friends. The avoidance of our usual subjects made me very nervous, and I could tell that she was nervous too. I was in a death spiral.
After we'd exhausted the small talk I suggested that we head to the restaurant -- an upscale place called Zoria's along Main Street. I held the door for Margaret as she got into the car, carefully shutting it behind her. She'd often flash me a view of her pussy area, but tonight she hadn't; what did that mean. I took a deep breath as I got into my side of the car, started up and drove towards downtown Sarasota. The drive afforded us some additional neutral subjects to talk about -- the building slump, the new traffic pattern downtown, a new restaurant we'll have to try and so forth.
I let the valet take the car; something I'd never done before. The move was not lost on Margaret. Since the weather was pleasantly warm and mild we took a table on the sidewalk. After we had our glasses of wine, I decided to take the initiative.
"Margaret, when shall we do our evaluations of the past months? Now or shall we wait until after dinner?" I could tell the question caught her a little off guard. I don't think she'd thought about how the evening would unfold; she just knew she wanted to talk to me about some things. More important, however, was the use of the term "we" -- I clearly implied that I was doing evaluating too and that this would be a two-way street.
She responded with a timorous smile, "Let's wait until after dinner. I need to get my thinking better organized than yours apparently is." I nodded acceptance and shifted the discussion to what food we would order. I ended with a veal dish, and Margaret had some salmon in a white sauce. We tasted each other's dinners and decided we really like the chef's sauces.
Dinner ended, we passed up desserts and ordered coffee. I asked the waiter to leave us alone for a while as we had some things to discuss. I guess I sounded grave, for Margaret gave me a worried look.
"May I go first?" I asked her, again keeping the initiative.
She nodded and so I began. "Nine months ago the most wonderful woman in the world walked into my life. I wasn't very worthy at the time. In fact, she was a mature and wise professional and I was an immature thirty-five-year old kid. I shaped up a little but apparently not enough because six months ago she told me she wanted a 'trial' period. It was really a time to see whether I could leave my old, wanton ways behind and become an adult." I smiled at her and she nodded back indicating I should continue.
"Of course, I had to evaluate not only my own behavior but also yours. I also had to ask myself some fundamental questions about my life, your life, our possible future time together, as well as look at how our values and chemistry worked together." I paused, frowned, and Margaret suddenly looked very worried.
I went on, "I should tell you that I sought some outside advice from my parents -- who I might add think you are the next best thing to a Goddess, as well as Bennett, and a couple of the other folks we've socialized with from the bike club. I tempered all these glowing remarks rather strongly with my own opinions, needs and evaluations." Margaret still looked worried.
"So, it all brings me down to a single question for you," I took a long pause for effect. "Will you marry me?" I produced a two-carat diamond ring from my pocket that had belonged to my grandmother and held it out to Margaret. Further, as I'd asked the question I'd slipped out of my chair and kneeled beside her chair.
Margaret grabbed me and clutched me to her generous bosoms. "Yes! Yes! YES!" She kept repeating again as she let me slip the ring on her finger. She was crying, and tears were streaming down her cheeks as she pulled away and looked at me then launched herself back into my arms and started kissing me again.
So that was how we got engaged.
Margaret and I went back to her condo and made mad, passionate love. Then we did it again -- and again -- and, I surprised myself, again and once more after that. I again never slept in my apartment either. We moved in together in her condo.
Oh yes, I sold my jalopy of a car and bought a shiny new sedan. I call it my adult car. I got a promotion at work into the company's marketing department; in the process, I got a thirty percent pay raise and a new office (not quite so close to Margaret, unfortunately). One of the stocks I invested in moved up in price nicely in a short time period; I sold it and pocketed the money. Even after taxes we have enough for a down payment on a nice home.
Margaret and I are very much in love and starting to plan our next six months or six years or sixty years together. Me? I couldn't be happier being an adult.
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*
With the encouragement of Ray and Kim, I went on even more dates. I felt as if I were a sixteen-year old girl just discovering herself. There was Tom, Bob, David, and Bill on my date card by the end of the second month. Each date gave me increased confidence and helped me find my way to the person I wanted to be.
Ray added some dance instruction to what he was teaching me. This time I craved being in his arms and learning the steps he was teaching me. Kim joined in and sometimes the two of us danced, taking turns playing girl or boy. We hugged and kissed a lot too. Ray said this was part of my 'body curriculum.'
Before each date we'd sit down and visualize the date or party I was going to. Ray and Kim taught me that I was connected to my Inner Self and that Inner Self had no issues with anyone at a party other than to see if we shared the same vibrational energy. They helped me prepare to walk in and be friendly and to see the best in each situation -- the best in each person there, the best in the house or place of the date, the best in the activities that were going on, the best in the music, and so on. They taught me to share my good feelings with the people around me and that I was always in a place of security.
Kim explained that we're taught at an early age to care about what other people think. Our parents and schools do this for us, but then we need to spend our adult life getting in touch with ourselves -- our own vibrational energy -- and learning to not care what other people think. I was working on this and it really helped me be ready for getting outside myself and be ready for anything.
Tom took me to a party, and I had good things to say about everybody and everything there. I was a big hit, and everyone told Tom to keep bringing me back to their shindigs. I was the Party Cat!
Ray, Kim and I had a talk about exclusivity and whether that was what I wanted in my life right now just before my fourth date with Bill. They didn't tell me how to think, and I explained to them that it felt so great to be liked by my boyfriends and to be playing the field right. I told them, "If there is any exclusivity that is going to take place, it is going to be with the two of you on this higher level of support you're providing me. I hope you know that I'd give all my dating and friends up in an instant just to focus on my relationship with you."
"We know, Pumpkin," Ray said as he leaned in and kissed me. "We see that and we also see someone inside you that needs to grow and evolve -- to reconnect with the path you should have been on years ago. So, for a while yet, enjoy finding yourself. " The doorbell rang.
"So go have fun tonight with Bill," Ray added with a laugh.
"Can I introduce you?" I asked them as I headed for the door.
"Sure, if you want," Kim said.
I opened the front door, and there stood Bill with some flowers. "Oh, my!" I exclaimed. "Thank you so much. They're beautiful." I put my arms around his neck and gave him a big kiss. No one had ever given me flowers before. I actually got tears in my eyes and snuffled. Bill seemed impressed by his reception.
After the rest of our greeting I said, "Come and meet the couple I live with." I figured that was sufficiently truthful while at the same time vague to cover all contingencies. Ray and Kim both rose as I escorted Bill into the kitchen area where we'd been sitting. The usual round of introductions were made, some light banter, and then Bill and I were off on our date.
We met another couple that I didn't know -- friends of Bill's - at Zoria's downtown and the four of us had a lovely dinner. At one point I mentally pulled away from the conversation and thought about how far I'd come over the past three months. I had a growing reputation as a sharp dresser and was in all modesty the prettiest woman in the company. I was socially desirable and now had a few guys eager to date me. I no longer felt like a social misfit, at least most of the time; here I was having a great time on a date -- a real date -- and my voices were pretty quiet as I focused on my three dining companions and the conversation. I liked everyone and they liked me.
And, then there was the sex, I thought. Wow. I was more comfortable every day with my relation with Ray and Kim. Further, though, Bill and I were advancing up the ladder with each date and very soon, perhaps even tonight, I might share myself with him. I was curious and had the backing and encouragement of Ray and Kim. I was also comfortable in my bisexuality. I'd never thought it was any more unusual when it started than my heterosexual attraction to Ray, but as I came to have a relationship with Kim and looked around, I realized how unique -- and not always socially acceptable -- it was.
After dinner Bill suggested we go back to his condo and 'relax.' I knew this was a euphemism for making out and possibly having sex, and I was not only warm to the idea by the time dinner ended, I was horny and wanted to get laid! I coyly accepted his invitation, and I think it surprised him -- or perhaps it worried him.
Bill had a condo just off the downtown area of the City and was high up in his building where the views were spectacular -- day or night. I could tell he'd cleaned and straightened -- the place looked too clean and too neat. He'd been hopeful all day I guess.
We went onto his small balcony that overlooked both the harbor and most of the downtown. Somehow we quickly got into an embrace and started kissing. That led to French kissing and panting as our temperatures rose and libidos fired up. Bill tried to be a little subtle as he rubbed the back of his hand against one of my breasts. It had the desired effect soon enough.
I took the initiative further and reached one hand down and rubbed the rising lump in his pants; not only did it rise faster, but also Bill took that as an invitation to start unbuttoning and removing my blouse. I suggested that we step into the darkened living room to continue, and we did.
After Bill had removed my blouse and sexy brassiere, I kneeled in front of him and slowly and wantonly unzipped his pants. I purposely groped around inside his pants feigning difficulty in safely pulling him out. I finally said, "You know, Bill, this is probably a good time to lose your clothes." He was naked in thirty seconds. As he stripped, I removed my slacks and high heels. I then remembered something Kim had told me about continuing to wear heels during sex and how it really turned guys on, so I slipped my 'fuck me' spike heels back on my feet.
Bill and I turned to each other and hugged and caressed one another. I still had my thong on, but he was nude. I slithered down his body, biting gently at his neck, then one breast, and then running my tongue across his abdomen. He stood with his head back, moaning occasionally. I think he liked what I was doing.
I held his rising cock in one hand and gently ran my tongue over the business end of his rod. I allowed my teeth to contact the sides -- just gently enough to tease and firmly enough to worry. I smiled to myself. I was full of mischief. Then I slurped his piece into my mouth and started to oscillate my head back and forth. Bill moaned again only louder.
Kim had worked with me about deep throating Ray so I thought I'd try it on Bill and see whether he liked it. I pulled my hand away so that only my mouth was holding his rod and then worked his shaft progressively deeper and deeper into my mouth, allowing it to touch my throat and holding off my reflexive action. Finally, I sank all the way down on his rod pushing my nose into his public hair. I held him there and used my tongue on part of his scrotum then rose up and sank completely down on him again.
Bill's moan became a loud groan. "Joyce, I love what you're doing but you'd better stop. I want to make you happy, not just finish in record time." He touched my cheek in a tender gesture and pulled me up. "Sit in a chair and slide down so I can do you. Here, like that." He guided me into a large comfortable chair, and I slid down so my pussy was where he apparently wanted it.
Bill carefully slid my thong down my long legs pulling the frilly triangle of cloth over my three-inch heels. He tossed it to the side and then pulled my legs apart. I allowed him complete access, and I was not disappointed as his tongue searched around my thighs and abdomen before sliding down and licking up my entire slit. Now I was the one moaning as I held his head and guided his tongue and attentions to me.
This man had talent. He quickly found my response spots and set about pleasuring me. He stopped at one point and looked at my reclined body, "You like?" He smiled at me, and I could see the gloss of my juices around his mouth.
"I like a lot!" I replied. "You have about three seconds to start again too." I pushed his head back in the direction of my pussy. He quickly went back to work. I talked to him, "Oh Bill, you are hitting my spots ...like right THERE! Oh, shit! Do it. Do it more. You can use your fingers ... you know, inside me. I have other pleasure spots hidden away. Ooooooooh."
Bill would pull away and talked to me too: "You taste divine! My God, you give great head. I can't believe I waited so long to ask you out; you're wonderful. Oh, Joyce ... Ohhhhhh."
He inserted a couple of fingers and started to thrust back and forth into me. Just the sensation of his fingers was exciting, but then he found my G-spot, and I came: not only did I cum, but also I ejaculated a little of my girl juice into his mouth and face. He didn't seem phased by my emissions except to lap at them just the way Ray did -- the same but different. I am so spoiled, I thought. I love my orgasms and he'd just given me a couple of little ones and one big one.
"Bill, let me come down there with you. I slid off the chair onto the floor bringing a cushion with me for my head. The rug was a deep pile and actually comfortable to lie on. I lay on my back and held my arms open to Bill -- and, of course, my legs.
I felt Bill's generous cock smooth along the folds of my cunt then he pushed just the head into me. I rose to meet him, but he pulled away slightly so no deeper penetration occurred. I looked at him and asked, "What are you doing to me?"
"Just be patient and enjoy," he told me with an evil grin.
He then pushed into me but only about a further quarter of an inch. He then pulled out so the bulbous head of his cock was nestled in the outer folds of my labia. He pushed in again, this time adding a further quarter of an inch. He rested and then extracted again. I tried to push up into him, but he was evasive. He slowly continued this way adding only a millimeter or two to each penetration, slowly going deeper and deeper on each thrust. There was no rush by him, but I was urging him on: "Deeper, Bill. Please put it all in me. Sink it all into me. Pleeeeeeeease." He'd reduced me to a begging slut.
After several minutes of this play, Bill finally bottomed out inside me -- his large cock swelling into the folds of my vagina. I could only guess that the tip was deep and near my cervix. I was deriving significant pleasure from this slow fuck.
I moved my legs behind Bill's back and held him tightly to me as we kissed and tongued around each other's faces and necks. I liked the taste of me on his lips -- I'd gotten so used to it with Ray and Kim. I assume he was not put off by the still musky taste in my mouth of his pre-cum.
As we fucked, Bill would bring me up to brink -- or vice versa -- and then we'd back off. Up and down our pitch went. I was incredulous about how long we extended our union. He just smiled when I commented on it as we backed down our third time. He said, "Enjoyment is the goal -- not necessarily speed. Sometimes I like fast -- you'll see that in a few minutes. Right now, I like stretching it out with you. I'm savoring our experience together, aren't you?"
"Oh, most definitely," I told him as I thrust my hips up into his.
"Stay together and roll over -- so you're on top," he instructed me. We did a slow roll into the middle of the room.
"Now you're in control," Bill said. "Do you want fast or slow, smooth or rough, light touches or pounding?"
"Right now I want ...fast and rough," I stated as I rose to the very tip of his erect penis and then dropped with all my weight onto his body. I then repeated the process as fast as I could -- again and again and again. He was up thrusting into me as I dropped onto him, allowing gravity to aid our fuck.
We slapped together over and over. I could feel my approaching orgasm. I allowed the fingers of one hand to massage my clitoris as I oscillated over Bill, bringing myself even higher on my newly formed orgasm scale.
Finally, I crested. "Ooooooooh Bill, I'm thereeeeeeee," I moaned as that feeling of ecstasy swept over me. My head went back and my breathing stopped as I dropped onto his prick of satisfaction one last time. I felt the muscles in my cunt spasm against him. Bill came as well, his jets of cum surging into me as his back arched up off the carpeted floor to maximize our body contact and his penetration.
We were motionless in that suspending state of ecstasy for twenty or thirty seconds then our need for oxygen overtook our bodies, and we gasped for air. I fell forward into his arms while preserving the feeling of his cock in my body. I liked that.
"Oh, wow!" I gasped, "THAT was stupendous. Oh, you are a superb lover." I showered his face with kisses that he eagerly returned though we were both out of breath. "You hide this away from all the women in the office?" I asked. "What a loss that you don't post these services on the company bulletin board. You could make a small fortune doing this for womankind." Bill laughed as he panted.
As we floated down from our climaxes we rolled to our sides, but Bill kept his deflating cock in me. "It has a nice warm home that it doesn't want to leave," He told me. We smoothed and stroked each other's bodies. I rather enjoyed the skin-on-skin contact and wasn't about to rush departing.
After we'd petted and talked for perhaps half an hour I felt Bill stiffen inside me again. He started subtle movement of his hips against me, and I urged him on. Finally I said, "Wait. Let me help this along." I pulled off Bill and then sucked his partially inflated cock into my mouth, cleaning our juices off and adding new stimulation. At this stage, I could easily deep throat him and did as I worked him back to a state of warm steel.
Bill finally said, "I'm done and ready." He surprised me by rising and pulling me up to a standing position. "Come with me," he said leading the way onto his balcony overlooking the city. "Lean against the railing," he told me; "I've always had a fantasy about doing this."
As I did, he stepped behind me and slipped his long cock into my dripping vagina. He slid in with minimal effort and started a slow rocking and thrusting behind me. I stood in my shiny black three-inch spike heels and braced against the railing looking out over the City as the warm night air circulated around us. Bill reached forward and around me, fondling my now pendulous breasts as they hung down and swayed with his thrusts. He pinched my nipples as he moved and pushed me right back into orbit. In seconds, I was fully with the agenda -- I wanted to cum, and I wanted his cum.
There was something odd about being naked in public although we were sixteen stories above street level. I felt as if I should be embarrassed, yet no one was yelling up at us. Instead, I could look down on the traffic and watch several people walking along the sidewalk far below. And as I did this mundane and everyday activity of watching the traffic and the evening strollers, I had this lovely, long, warm cock pounding into my cunt.
Bill was not slow this time nor did I want him to be. He pumped hard into me for several minutes then warned, "I'm getting near. Any special requests?"
"No," I answered over my shoulder, "just a full bucket of cum inside me." I grabbed his hand and sucked two of his fingers into my mouth as though I was giving them a blowjob. I felt him speed up in response to this erotic move.
About a minute later I could feel Bill's thrusts becoming more emphatic and determined. "I'm there," he announced.
I was there too. I tensed and rubbed my clit a few times just to heighten the feeling of arousal and cum that washed over me. Bill tightened into me and held my hips tightly as he pulled my sweaty body into his groin. Again, I could feel his cum splashing into my cunt. The climax wasn't as intense this time, partly because I kept looking to see whether anyone had noticed our very visible outdoor fuck. No one appeared to see us, or if they did they were invisible behind one of the darkened panes of glass in some other building.
Bill waited a minute then slowly pulled his long and deflating cock from me. He pulled me into his arms and turned me so we could kiss. "My God, you are sexy," he told me. "This is one night of my life I hope to never forget."
I smiled at him in a sexy way as we held each other then felt a dollop of his cum start to dribble down my leg. "Oops. Sexy I may be, but I'm also leaking." I clasped my legs together and clenched my vaginal.
In a flash Bill picked me up and carried me back into his apartment. He strode across the living room where I kicked off my shoes, then down a short hall into his bedroom and subsequently into the large master bathroom. He had me use my toe to turn on the light switch. He set me down in front of the shower and started the water running. We giggled and laughed again as I pressed myself against his masculine body, smearing some of the juices on my legs onto his legs.
When the water was the right temperature, we stepped into the large enclosure. "Yummmm!" I said, "This is very nice." We both cleaned each other and I let Bill pay special attention to my leaking cunt. With a few rippling muscles, I think I ejected at least some of the excess fluid he'd jettisoned into me.
After the shower we dried off. He had a blow dryer that I used on my hair. "What's your pleasure, milady?" Bill asked. "Will you stay over or do you want to return to your castle?"
I thought for a moment, "Much as napping next to you would be a pleasure, I want to go home even though it's late. Do you mind?"
"Not a bit," he said. We reclaimed our clothing. Bill dressed just in shorts, loafers, and a t-shirt; I re-dressed in my evening attire but was a little less caring of how things looked. We went back to his condo's garage, and he drove me home.
I let him come around the car and open the door for me. I was learning -- I am a beautiful, sexy, desirable, worthy young woman. As I got out, the two of us pressed tightly against each other. We both thanked each other for a very nice evening, gave final hugs and kisses, and then I slipped into the house. It was one thirty.
I undressed and slipped into bed beside Kim. Ray was sprawled out across the rest of the bed in a way that didn't invite sleeping on that side. Kim mumbled something unintelligible and rolled over and gave me some room. I kissed her naked shoulder and lay back. The room had that sweet smell of sex. I smiled to myself; I was glad they'd enjoyed themselves. Soon after I fell asleep.
I awoke with a start about seven o'clock. The sun was shining around the edge of the curtain on the east window. Ray and Kim were still zonked; their naked bodies totally relaxed in their repose.
My voices were screaming at me -- I guess that's why I woke up. I listened -- unfortunately. "You slut. You got fucked last night - you whore. You should be married to do that. Slut. You were unfaithful to Ray and Kim. Don't you have any morals? You fucked Bill and then came home and slept with your other lovers. Whore! You earned your dinner with a cheap fuck. You don't deserve ..." They wouldn't stop.



I got up and went downstairs so I could talk some sense back into myself. The voices were not only talking to me; they were screaming. It was all I could hear. Downstairs I repeated Ray's mantra several times: 'I am worthy. I love myself. I can change to be anything I want to be. I make my own reality through what I think and believe.'
It didn't stop the voices. They went on, "Weren't you better off when you were alone? At least you weren't using sex to win favors. You should be back in your own condo where you don't bother anyone. Ray and Kim had sex without you last night; they don't want you around."
I started making other affirmations. I was almost desperate to get the voices to stop. I was talking to myself out loud. "I like Bill -- very much. We enjoyed our intimacy last night just the way two consenting adults do. There was nothing improper about what I did. I like sex. I love Ray and Kim; they encouraged me to go out with Bill and the others and even to have intimate relations if I felt it was appropriate. They still love me."
The voice SCREAMED in my head. I took some aspirin thinking the chemicals might have some influence; they didn't. I sloughed off my robe and ran outside naked and dove in the pool. The cool water was a bit of a shock but not enough to stop the voices.
I was sitting on the patio naked and shaking, holding my head, when Ray came outside. He took one look at me and asked, "What's wrong, Pumpkin? Voices?"
I looked up at him with tears flooding my face. I shook my head "Yes." I sobbed.
He came, sat beside me and put his arm around me. "I love you. Kim loves you. There is nothing in this world that you cannot do, be, or have. You live in a friendly and supportive Universe full of love and wonderful things that were put here for you. You control your life. Just cast those demons out of your head now. The voice is your mind giving you grief based on old luggage and past events. Somehow it's created a space of expectations that you can never live up to, and if you did you'd be a very unhappy person as you were before.
Ray pulled me up into his lap and hugged me tightly. As he talked the voices actually subsided. Kim appeared. She seemed to know instantly what was happening. "Oh Joyce, I'm so sorry they came back," she said as she appeared on the patio. She snuggled up against Ray and me and held me. I felt surrounded in their love.
Ray told me softly, "Everyone has a dark side -- the dark side of the force they'd called it in Star Wars. For you this dark side brings up fear, doubt, and insecurity. These are your shadows. Now realize that they occur only in the presence of a great light -- and that light is you -- the real you. That inner light -- your inner light -- can make that darkness and the shadows dissolve when they appear. They actually strengthen you because you know they are there. Now you are a stronger person."
My crying jag stopped after a few minutes and I just kept saying, "Thank you," to the two of them. They hugged me harder.
"You don't need to let your unconscious mind grab hold of you that way. You can just say 'Stop!' and make it go away with some other more pleasant thoughts," Kim told me. "It takes practice, but you can do it."
I nodded again but was still too choked up to talk. Finally, when I could speak I asked, "Am I so mentally fucked I'll never get rid of the luggage that makes me hate myself so? Am I doomed?"
Both replied, "No. Absolutely not. You're not broken in anyway. You were broken before by listening to the voices; you're fine now. Shine your light in those dark places within where the voices seem to come from. You have new knowledge and new perspective to help make that light brighter."
Kim finally announced, "OK. We're changing the subject to something more pleasant." She paused then asked, "Tell us about you and Bill last night?"
I smiled, and through my remnant tears haltingly started, "Well, we had a nice dinner at Zoria's with friends of Bill -- a very nice couple from Lakewood Ranch -- then, well, we went back to Bill's condo. It's up about sixteen stories above the downtown area. The view is incredible." I paused, and both Kim and Ray looked expectantly at me. "Oh yes," I added, "we made love and he's a gentle and sensitive man that sure knows how to please a woman. I was really surprised. I guess you can't tell." I smiled at them with a touch of embarrassment.
"Details, woman, details!" They both implored with lecherous grins on their faces.
I gave a blow by blow -- or should I say a stroke-by-stroke description. I enjoyed the telling since I was reliving the experience as I told them. When I'd finished, the voices were gone, and I was horny and so were Ray and Kim. We returned to the master bedroom and satisfied the urges I had stirred.
After we were all basking in the afterglow of one or two orgasms per person, Kim stated, "It's ashamed Bill couldn't join us. I bet we'd have fun with a fourth person in our sexual romps."
Ray perked up and said, "Why don't you ask him?"
I laughed. "Oh sure, I can hear the conversation Monday morning at work: 'Bill, you were such a hit on Saturday night I'd like to invite you to an orgy at my house. My housemate and I want to fuck your brains out.' He'd probably faint."
Ray said, "I doubt it, but I think you two may want to be a little more subtle. Why don't we invite him to a cookout next Saturday? You two can turn on your charm while he's here."
Kim and I both responded with enthusiasm to Ray's idea. I promised I'd ask him the next day at work.
*
Saturday afternoon there was an air of heightened sexuality around the house. Part of it, of course, was due to the interactions between Ray, Kim, and me. There was the touch, a smooth, a kiss, a look, sometimes a wink, or kiss blown on the warm soft wind of the afternoon over the Bay.
Ray held me at one point, "Pumpkin, I love you. No disappointments tonight and definitely no voices tonight or tomorrow. Right?"
"RIGHT," I replied in a loud affirmation reminiscent of his shouting the answer atop the catwalk at the nearby State Park several months earlier. It really did seem to cement in the deal.
The doorbell rang two minutes before six and I pranced to the door to welcome Bill. While we'd been staid and proper all week if we happened to see each other, tonight he literally swept me off my feet and swung me around as he hugged me. Then we kissed with definite sexual overtones including a grinding of hips and lots of tongue.
Suddenly, a voice stated over my shoulder, "Hey, I want some of that!" It was Kim.
I laughed and pulled away from Bill, made a deep bow to Kim and said, "Be my guest. He does kiss nicely I might add." Somehow Bill passed two bottles of wine into my hands then turned to Kim, expecting to give only a polite peck on the cheek.
Kim moved right into Bill in the same position I'd been in. Bill looked slightly taken aback, but then appeared to hug and kiss Kim with the same abandon he'd used on me only seconds earlier. When they were through, Kim surfaced, "Whew! You were right." She turned abruptly and headed back to the kitchen.
I grabbed Bill's arm and led him into the kitchen. Clearly I was not upset by the moment he'd shared with Kim. He checked several times and I guessed that was what was on his mind.
Ray was putting the last of some marinade on some steaks and kielbasa. He looked up as our trio arrived in the kitchen, smiled broadly and said, "Welcome Bill. In another minute I'll get you a drink, but right now I'm playing chef."
"I'll do the drinks," I volunteered. "What's everyone's passion?"
Kim gave me a long gaze then said, "Are you sure that's the question you want to be asking?"
I laughed and the double entendre I'd created and added, "OK. What do you want to drink?" I emphasized the last word.
"Pinot Noir, please."
"Bill?"
"Chardonnay on the rocks, if you please. And I'd like to savor the possible answers to your original question."
I tilted my sunglasses down at him and looked over the top of them in mock ferocity. I turned to Ray with my question.
"I'll have whatever Bill's having -- including you," Ray stated. He grinned and said, "There, that answers both questions."
"Until dinner is done, I shall ignore all comments with sexual innuendo in them," I stated firmly as I poured the Chardonnays into their glasses. "After that, however, I shall be open to a wide range of possibilities and offers." Everyone laughed.
The cookout and dinner breezed by with surprising swiftness. Every now and then there was some dubious statement that floated across the patio table, loaded with sexual overtones or totally benign depending on how you interpreted the words. I think I caught most of them and laughed over and over again.
After dinner we sat around talking for a while in the twilight of the evening. Kim suggested we all take a swim and enjoy the spa. Bill commented that he hadn't brought his swimsuit. There was a long pause then Kim laughed and said, "Well, you don't need a swimsuit with this crowd."
With that, she stood and walked near the pool's edge. She peeled the summer dress she was wearing off her body. I wasn't surprised, but Bill was. She'd been wearing nothing -- nothing at all - beneath the beautiful dress. She draped the dress over a nearby chair and in one smooth move dove into the water.
"Good idea," I said. I walked towards the deep end shedding my shoes then blouse, and then slacks along the way, carefully putting them on the same chair Kim had used. I was delightfully nude in the warm night air. I turned to Ray and Bill and asked, "You guys coming in too?" With that, I dove into the water.
There were some pool noodles floating near the side. I'd aimed for one when I dove in the pool and surfaced near it. As I grabbed the noodle I looked over and saw both Ray and Bill were shirtless and stepping out of their loafers, shorts, and briefs. I grinned at Kim who already had that lovely lecherous look on her face. Seconds later both men dove into the water.
Bill surfaced near me, running a hand up my legs to my nether region as he surfaced. I squeaked in mock surprise. Then Kim did the same thing only a few feet from me as Ray did some illicit thing to her while underwater. Everyone laughed as the men surfaced with devilish looks on their faces.
"I'm not averse to some unusual encounter," Bill said, "but I want to be sure I'm not misinterpreting what this means. And what about your neighbors?"
Ray answered, "Our neighbors are away for the next few months. We do enjoy the privacy it affords -- and the flexibility. As for the sexual nature of the past few moments, we are open to new experiences providing they are loving, sensitive, have some sense of commitment -- not ownership, and involve people able to give and receive. We applaud spontaneous sexuality."
Bill was paying rapt attention as Ray spoke. Ray went on, "We believe that sexuality is an extension of the inner, spiritual self. It connects us with the core of our being and through that connection with the Universe. Thus, we value intimate and passionate contact as one means for communion with spirit. We want conscious contact with one another not a mindless fuck that provides only temporary satisfaction. We want to create joy and blend hearts together."
"Wow," were the first words from Bill's mouth after a prolonged silence. I'd heard some of the philosophy before and so it didn't surprise me. I was attuned to Ray and Kim and increasingly to Bill so I could feel some of the latter's discomfort fade away with Ray's words.
Ray got out of the pool a few minutes later and turned off the interior pool lights. Now a three-quarter moon and a few lights on in the house dimly lighted the pool and patio area.
As Ray returned, Bill asked, "Are you three an event ... I mean 'together' ... err, intimate?"
I answered forthrightly, "Yes, we love each other in our unique way. Ray and Kim are my mentors right now too, helping me change from a person I'd grown to become and didn't like." I glided across the pool.
"Yes, yes," Bill started, "I was aware you'd made a big change in how you dressed and behaved. It's been the talk of the company for the past couple of months. You were so shy, isolated, withdrawn."
"I'm still trying. I have to undo twenty years of thinking poorly about myself. It's not something I can do overnight. Did you know you were my first date?"
Bill looked flabbergasted, "No. You're kidding right?"
"Not a bit," I said as I breast stroked back towards him. "Ray helped me lose my virginity only a month before that. So you see I'm trying to make up for many lost years, certainly in terms of having a social life -- and in terms of my sexuality." I stood in front of him and used my breasts to stroke his chest; since the nipples were erect they had the desired effect of his further arousal. I slid away into the water again.
Kim had watched me. She came up beside Bill and slid under his arm and repeated my move of rubbing her engorged tits against his chest. Bill looked at Ray to see whether there was any awkwardness there.
Ray smiled back at him and said; "I think we have two horny women on our hands. Kim's been fascinated with you since she met you and since Joyce came home and told us what a wonderful lover you are."
"She did?" Bill exclaimed looking in my direction.
Kim leaned up and kissed Bill on the mouth; I could see her tongue dart into his mouth and the two started a long and significant kiss. I smiled too as I surfaced next to Ray and duplicated the process.
As often as one makes love the entire dynamic changes when you are in the presence of another person or couple. Ray and I had kissed a thousand times or more in the past month, yet there was a heightened eroticism doing it in front of Bill and Kim. The hedonist in me relished being the exhibitionist that I was that evening.
Bill and Kim moved into a tight embrace; their naked bodies pressed against one another as they stood in the shallows of the pool. I reached down and fondled Ray under the dark water of the pool too.
Ray finally said, "Come with me. Let's make love. Let me love you." He pulled my hand and led me to one of the large loungers on the patio. As we cuddled together on the chaise he said to me, "Pumpkin, do you know how proud I am of you?"
"No," I said as I shook my head.
"Well, I am. You've made some huge leaps and bounds in your life that you should be very proud of. You don't need my praise; you should praise yourself. You've found a new relationship with life that you'd found wanting prior to our meeting."
"Well you did it. You made me ..." I started.
Ray interrupted, "No. No. No. You've got to see that you did this all yourself. All I did was make suggestions here and there. You could have run back to your old way of living, of thinking, of being. Instead, you struck out into new territory. You even forged a new relationship with the Infinite -- with Source. I can see it and I know you can too. Some days I know you have Source flowing through you and you are ready for anything."
"But the voices ..." I began.
"Oh, yes," he said. "The voices that come back every now and then. What you need to remember is that we all have voices. I have them -- Kim does -- Stacy does -- Bill too. They are perhaps our alter egos. They can be debilitating as yours were, but you can turn them around and make them supportive. You're starting to know how to do this, and it makes me happy."
Ray leaned in and kissed me as his hand continued its tender caresses of various parts of my body. I glanced over, and Bill was seated on the edge of the pool; Kim was bobbing up and down on his long, stiff cock giving him a blowjob that he'd not soon forget. Suddenly, I wanted to deliver that satisfaction to Ray as well so I slid down his body and engulfed his cock in my hot mouth.
Ray put his head back in grace and acceptance of what I offered to him. He had a unique way in his sexuality -- there were no games. There was deep appreciation of what he was given, and he gave more than he got. He always made sure the Kim and I were satisfied even to little subtle touches or kisses that we liked around the edges of our colossal fucks. Of course, they weren't fucks; they were all making love to one another.
Kim and Bill appeared next to us on the adjacent lounger on the patio. There were no words exchanged just the silent acknowledgment that we were all there to love each other and indulge our sexuality. Kim had a unique way of ensuring her lovers were conscious and not just on some hedonistic autopilot; she talked to them about Tantric sex sometimes.
As Ray and I kissed, smoothed, and I administered my oral attentions on his stiff rod, we listened to Kim as she talked to Bill. "Bill, you and I are going to make love. As we do I want each of us to make a commitment that this is more than just a lustful satisfaction of a sexual urge. We each need to be aware of our emotions, our hearts, and the sense of Spirit that we encounter. I think of this as an act of communion and worship -- with you, to you, to Spirit, to our hearts, and to the oneness of the Universe."
Bill was silent but attentive as far as I could see his face and sense his mood. He was certainly not bored with the evening nor put off by Kim's recitations. I was glad; it meant that their lovemaking would take on a special meaning for each of them.
Ray switched places with me and went down on my still moist pussy. I'd become aware of seeping juices as I blew him, and now he was the beneficiary of all that liquid my arousal had put in my slit. As he lapped I could feel myself sliding up a ski slopes, driven by the magnificent sensations he produced in my body.
Beside me Kim was receiving similar attention from Bill. I was glad she could get a sense of his love making skills; he was adept at delivering oral satisfaction as he had to me the weekend before. As I thought about the next step I felt Ray's wondrous cock penetrate my vagina, back and forth, each time moving deeper into me -- moving each of us up the scale of love and passion, spiritual enlightenment, and deep sharing and joy.
As I watched Bill penetrate Kim, I felt privileged and joyful for her. She reached over to me, and we held hands tightly as our lovers slowly pumped into our pussies.
Kim talked briefly, as much to Bill as to Ray, "I am your soul that you love. I am your deepest desire. I am your sunshine self and your shadow self. This is loving that the world needs. It is not just for ejaculating cum into one another; it is for communion of each part of our selves, for unification of the self. It is for communion with each other, within all of us, and with the Universe -- with Source. Make this last. Make it an endless love."
Much to my surprise Ray and Bill reached their hands out to each other and across the space between our patio beds clasped one another's hands in a warm gesture of friendship and what ever other values each wanted to place on the event. Their attentions then turned back to us.
Ray and I slowly brought each other up and down on my private erotic scale. Several times I announced that I would cum and I did, each time better than that last. I ejaculated some girl juice several times; Ray knew how to get me tuned in, tapped in, turned on. Kim was providing similar feedback to us about her little climaxes. The group lovemaking was special in that we each shared where we were in our experiences of the beautiful evening.
Each couple changed positions several times in our session. It was particularly erotic when Kim and I were both atop Bill and Ray, and we could see each other, watching the cocks penetrate into pussies, watching breasts undulate and see each other's looks of pleasure, ecstasy, and communion as the minutes passed.



When almost an hour had passed Ray announced quietly to me, "I am going to cum into your lovely body. Can you join me in my orgasm?"
"I most certainly can," I replied with a kiss to his lips. My breasts and their erect nipples swept across his chest.
"Me too," we heard Bill exclaim with a somewhat pinched voice.
"And me too," Kim advanced.
Ray was now over me again, and my legs, with bent knees, were locked lovingly behind him. I was really maximizing skin contact not trying to guide or control his movements. But, as he started to increase his pace and the depth of his thrusts, I suddenly wanted more -- and lots of it -- of whatever he was giving me.
Our bodies started to slap together, the reverberations resounding not only across the patio but also across the bay. Then I heard the parallel sound from Bill and Kim; their rhythm matching ours.
A minute or two later I heard the groans and moans escalate to a shriek of joy and then the squeal of an impending climax. I realized it was my own voice. I was cumming. I heard Ray grunting and giving little urging sounds as he surged and thrust down into me.
Then the world evaporated. A nuclear detonation went off. Fireworks shot into the sky. Lights flashed at everyone in the universe at once. A supernova exploded within my brain. I had the most spectacular orgasm of my life. Every nerve and sensor in my body fired off with joy and happiness. I did cease breathing for many seconds as the spasms in my vagina expanded to the rest of my body. I peaked, and the peak lasted for minutes and minutes; this after an hour of torrid fucking -- love making like few in the world ever achieved. I entered heaven, and it welcomed me with open arms. I truly had a spiritual experience.
As I expanded into new dimensions within my own body framework, I was sensitive to Ray. I could feel his strong jets of cum erupting into my body, flooding my vagina with his love. He was looking at me with such a loving gaze, and I reflected that gaze back at him. I felt nothing but love for this man. His back arched and he rose away from me for a few seconds then came down and kissed me all over my face and neck.
I wanted Kim and Bill to feel as I did. I looked over at them, and they were in their own heavens. Had I not known better I would have wondered if they were frozen forever in their paroxysms of bliss? Their eyes were locked on one another, and they were solidly joined through their sex. I could almost see the surges of Bill's cum into Kim's body as his body twitched and surged into hers.
Ray and I floated down from our stupendous highs. I'd never done drugs, and I wondered briefly if any drug could give you such a high.
We cooed and mewed to each other for several minutes. I was so happy. Kim and I held hands again. Then she whispered to me, "Shall we share what we got?" I knew right away what she meant and smiled wantonly at the idea of eating each other at this stage in the night.
"Where?" I said.
"Other chaise," she replied as she rolled away from Bill and quickly moved to the third lounger on the pool deck. I pulled away from Ray, gave him a kiss and seconds later mounted Kim in a classic "69" position. I was on top so I was aided by gravity as fluids started to leave my body.
Kim tasted like a rare treat of musky scents and smoky liquids. Her unique girl juices were thoroughly mixed with Bill's cum, a treat I'd enjoyed only a weekend before. I told her how wonderful she tasted. Her muffled voice came from beneath me as she praised my juices and aroma as well. We rolled around and changed places several times searching for the ideal position to savor each other and continue the satisfaction of urges.
When I looked at the men, they were each on their loungers masturbating slowly as they watched the two of us in the dim light. "You two are beautiful," Bill said finally. "You've inspired me and apparently Ray to be ready for a further coupling."
Ray stood and pulled me up from Kim's lounger. "Wait just a minute or two, Pumpkin. See whether what we're about to do interests you." He then turned to Bill and added, "Bill, come over here with Kim and I -- the two of us will do her."
Ray picked up Kim and bent her over the lounger. In seconds, he was embedded in her ass as she panted and swore about the pleasure that produced. He then reclined back on the lounger. Bill moved over her and plunged his stiff cock into her vagina. I was amazed as I watched the two cocks penetrate my friend and lover. Kim was clearly in some other dimension that had ecstasy written all over it.
The two men pumped, and I swear I could watch both of them grow and harden as their ministrations on Kim progressed. Kim was moaning, and groaning, and making them promise to never stop.
Kim exploded into an orgasm, announcing the arrival with a series of little shrieks that echoed across the bay that seemed to be synchronized to the thrusts into her body by the two men. Both men paused to give her time to appreciate her climax and to float back down to some more reasonable altitude.
"You guys go do Joyce," Kim told the men in a sate whisper. I suddenly realized that I was about to have the pleasure or pain or whatever of two cocks at once.
Ray again bent me over and gently penetrated my ass. While we'd played with dildos and fingers in this area, I'd never had his cock -- any cock -- up there. It was ... different. I didn't have much time to enjoy the entire sensation alone for Bill moved in front of me and between Ray's legs. His rod was so erect it was standing straight out from his body. He didn't even touch it; he just aimed it at my cunt and pushed into me. I had so much fluid around that he surged right into my body -- I flooded even more as I ejaculated a small amount of fluid into our unions again.
"Ooooooooooooooh fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" I exclaimed. What a wonderful and unusual feeling. This was sex but not the sex I'd learned only a few weeks before. Nothing prepared me for this.
And then, the orgasms started to arrive. Hit after hit -- they surged through me, one right after another, a peak and only a second or two recovery and then another -- and another -- and another. I screamed, "I keep cumming ... oh my God, again ... and again ... and again. You guys ... you ... keep ... making ... me ... cum."
Then the Big Kahuna came. Almost like the Tantric Orgasm I'd had with Ray only a half hour earlier this one brought similar sensations and emotions that swept through me. I oscillated, I vibrated, and I twitched -- hell every fiber of my body twitched and then I collapsed.
The men kissed me all over as they pulled away. I had never had a night like this one: so many orgasms, so much cum -- my own and the guys, such deep feelings, such inclusive feelings of love, and an awareness of my existence and relationship with the Universe. I created my own heaven.
Bill cuddled me. Ray went over to Kim and held her. Then I was picked up and carried to the pool. Bill walked down the steps into the warm water and let it surround us. Ray and Kim joined us. I floated away just enjoying the afterglow of the evening -- a super afterglow. The stars were out, and the moon was coming over the roof of the house. A thunderstorm raged many miles to the south out over the Gulf of Mexico and we could see the lightning inside it.
Bill came and held me again, and I felt all warm and wonderful. We kissed and smoothed one another. I liked to have my breasts smoothed and he apparently liked smoothing them. He said to me, "You, my love, are full of surprises -- and your friends. I've never enjoyed an evening more. This is one of those times in your life you know you'll always remember, and it will always bring a smile to me."
"Me too," I said as I kissed him.
Ray suggested that Bill stay over to round out the night. He and I went off to the guest room and cuddled as we fell asleep, leaving Ray and Kim to the big bed in the master suite. Naturally, no one bothered to dress for the occasion.
*
A few months later I got home late from work, and Kim was dancing around the house in some new joy. She came and gave me a big hug and told me, "Stacy's coming. Stacy's coming. In ten days she'll be here for a week. Hurrah. Hurray."
Suddenly I felt insecure again. Stacy was the goddess from the west coast that had lived several years with Ray and Kim. There was a special bond there that I wasn't a part of. I tried to put on a brave face to empathize with Kim's happiness that her long-lost friend was returning for a visit, but it was a sham.
"Oh, Joyce," She said to me, "You don't need to feel bad because she's coming. You'll love her, and she will love you. She already does -- I've shared so much with her about you. In fact, you are one of the primary reasons she decided to come. She wants to meet you."
"To see whether I'm worthy to be with you and Ray?" I posited.
"No, silly," She said, "To build a new friendship." She paused and looked eye to eye at me, "Don't let those old insecurities build up inside you again. There is NO reason for them to surface ... and every reason for you to be happy that you'll meet her and get to enjoy her."
"I know, I know," I exclaimed, frustrated with myself. "It's just so easy for me to slip back into my 'insecure mode.' I've actually been doing better and better each week. I really have made such progress, but the weeks have been kind, and there haven't been many emotional challenges. I think this is a challenge, and I've got to rise and meet it." I grinned, and we kissed.
"I love you," I told her. "You are so important to me."
"And you are to me ... and Ray, too!" She proclaimed.
The house became a beehive of activity in preparation for Stacy's arrival. She was arriving about eight o'clock Friday night on a flight from New York via Atlanta. She was spending the week in New York doing some client work about a new advertising campaign her firm was launching in the east coast media.
Over dinner one night Bill expressed curiosity about Stacy. Kim got her laptop out and produced several dozen pictures of Stacy -- often with Ray or Kim -- from before she'd left and gone west to become Art Director at the agency she worked for. As I studied the photos I was in awe of her beauty; even in the snapshots her loving personality came through.
I should add that Bill was a standard fixture around the house now. He didn't live there, but Ray often suggested that he move in with us since he was there so often. The four of us played together continually -- dates that were really the four of us without any firm sense of couplehood within our circle. The couples emerged in the evenings when we made love, and even those shifted from night to night or minute to minute. Sexually we were a very happy group. I wondered what Stacy's presence would mean to the group for the week she was with us.
A week later on Friday evening the four of us piled into Bill's large SUV and drove up to the airport. I was nervous, and some of my insecure feelings resurfaced. My voices whispered to me, 'What if she doesn't like you in person? What if you can't stand her? What if she steals Bill from you? You're probably not her match. She has personality, and you don't. She has sex appeal and you're just a plain girl from Ohio.' They went on.
Ray read my mind: "Come in the back seat with me, Pumpkin." I clamored into the big car with him, and then Bill started heading to the airport. Ray softly talked to me, "You are going to meet a special person. I can imagine your voices are active; you look thoughtful like you're listening to them. You should know that they don't always give you the best information or cast the world in the most kind light."
"That's what happening," I admitted. "I'm letting them 'mind fuck' me." This was a favorite expression of Bill when he listened to his own voices more than his gut.
"What does your intuition tell you?" Ray asked.
I was silent for a moment and turned within. Finally, I responded, "That we'll like each other -- a lot. That we'll fit together like peas in a pod."
"That's my expectation too," Ray said. "Hold that thought rather than build up a lot of negatives in your head. You'll worry yourself into creating some state of affairs that neither of you will like. Oh, do you remember about 'compersion?'"
"Yes," I said, "That's when I find pleasure in watching someone I love enjoy something or someone else, like I do when I watch you make love to Kim."
"Just keep that in mind too as we meet and enjoy her presence with us," Ray said. "We haven't seen her in over a year. Even Kim and I aren't sure that our old dynamic hasn't changed. We'll be letting her take the lead."
I nodded.
At the airport, we parked in short-term parking and the four of us went in and waited near the security gate where all arriving passengers passed. Through the large glass windows, we watched as her flight landed and taxied up to the gate. The usual scurry of baggage handlers and refuelers surrounded the belly of the large plane.
A few minutes later the first passengers from Stacy's flight started to appear through the security door, most heading towards the luggage reclaim area.
Then I heard a loud shriek and a beautiful and tastefully dressed blond ran by me and hurled herself into Ray's arms. I actually had to laugh at the contagion of the greeting. Both were so happy to see one another. Kim was then the subject of the greeting with equally loud tears of joy between the two women.
Bill and I had stood aside, out of the way of other disembarking passengers. Stacy then caught my eye. She pulled away from Kim and Ray and approached me. "Are you Joyce?" She asked.
"Yes," I said with the smile still on my face.
"Then you are my friend and lover," She said as she embraced me in a bear hug and planted a couple of kisses on my face. "I am soooo glad to meet you. Kim talks about nothing but you. We have so much to talk about." I was taken back but warmed by her greeting. I could see no threat to my life style there, only a warm loving woman glad to be back in the arms of her circle of friends.
She turned to Bill and gave him a hug and kiss too. Amid a buzz of conversation with most of us talking simultaneously, we all headed to the luggage carousels.
After collecting Stacy's bag, Bill towed it to his car as the rest of us followed. Bill and Ray sat in front. Stacy, Kim, and I got in the back seat with Stacy in the middle. She reached across and held my hand as well as one of Kim's. She smiled so happily at each of us I could feel the love radiating from her body. Her touch seemed to electrify me, and I found myself reaching into my heart and returning the love she exuded back to her. Somehow I knew Kim was doing the same.
It was dark when we got to the house. Bill carried her bag inside and paused wondering where to put it. As a frequent visitor he knew the layout of the entire house, and he'd heard enough about Stacy, Kim, and Ray to know that intimacy between them was likely. Wisely, perhaps, he got the bag up to the second floor and then just left it in the hallway. I smiled at his dilemma not sure myself what direction things would go or whether, indeed, Kim or Ray had given any thought to sleeping arrangement, intimacy arrangements, and the like.
"I need a swim," Stacy announced. She headed out the back door of the house towards the pool peeling her expensive top from her body. I followed as much from curiosity as from wanting to join her in the pool myself. She stood on the patio and peeled the layers of clothing from her body.
She was a beautiful woman: high cheek bones, the 'just right' placement of eyes, a cute nose, pert breasts that stopped just shy of being pendulous, a trim figure, shapely legs and even pretty ankles. I was probably gawking as she finished undressing.
"Joyce, come and join me. The others will be along soon enough."
A minute later I finished undressing. Stacy had watched me undress and we both stood nude in the night air. She came up to me and took my face in both hands, pressed her body to mine, and gave me a very tender and passionate kiss. I looked deep into her eyes and only saw love, compassion, and caring there.
"Let's swim," she said taking my hand and leading me to the pool stairs.
"Having you here is like a dream," I told her as we walked towards the deep end. "I have built you up in my mind to be this legend, a goddess, based on what I've heard Kim and Ray say. You know, a story or anecdote here and there, never a real sit down and 'tell me about Stacy' conversation. And, now, here you really are! This is like the messiah suddenly appearing."
Stacy laughed as she floated into the pool on her back; "I'm hardly the stuff legends are made of and far from being a goddess -- except in a dream every now and them. In fact, based on what Kim has shared with me, I think you and I are from the same mold."
I would ask what she meant but Kim, Ray, and Bill came out of the house. Each was nude; Kim was carrying a pile of towels. Ray and Bill dove in as Kim waded in at the shallow end. Ray surfaced next to Stacy, and the two of them engaged in a very significant embrace.
After a few seconds and a few whispered words, Ray said, "Please excuse Stacy and me for a few minutes." He led her from the pool; they each picked up a towel and absorbed the bulk of the pool water still on their bodies, then disappeared into the house.
After they were gone Kim said, "They need this time alone together. It's long overdue. We may not see them again tonight. It's not just making love; they have some serious talking to do."
"How's that?" I asked.
"We've never shared the full Stacy story with you. Ray pretty much sent her away. It was one of the hardest things he's ever done," Kim explained. "When he met Stacy she was not unlike you -- insecure in her own way, trying to find herself, floundering, wild and chaotic one day and measured and precise the next. She thought she was about to get fired for 'attitude,' had kicked yet another boyfriend out of her life, had really poor relations with her divorced parents, and by her own admission was hanging out with bad company most of the time."
"Wow," I said. Bill had come up behind me and been holding me in his arms as we sort of stood and floated at the same time. I noted that his hands were full of my breasts.
Kim went on, "Ray challenged her to straighten out. I think he offered her something as he did to you -- 'if you want to change I'll help you or else goodbye.' She took the challenge. He taught her his own brand of 'being your own person.' He worked with her to create a model of the person she wanted to be -- it took a few weeks and a lot of outings looking at other people and how they behaved. They had a tremendous number of discussions about options and alternatives."
"Is she that person now? The model she created?" I asked.
"Pretty close," Kim responded. "You see how 'together' she is -- that's real. She's the sharp dresser that you and I are. With Ray's help she finished her last year of college. Her career squared off, and she actually got a promotion. She patched things up with her parents and dumped her questionable friends -- I think they were druggies. She changed who she was in nearly every way you could imagine."
Bill asked, "Then why did Ray send her away -- if that's what he did."
Kim continued, "Stacy got too dependent on Ray -- and me too I guess. She wasn't an independent person. She clung to us for support, guidance, and approval. As a result, we had long discussions about being an independent person. After months of this, the two of them agreed it would be best if she left -- for a while -- to prove that she could function by herself, in her new changed state of life. By this time, we'd been living together for almost three years. Stacy really was a different person by then -- and so was I. She just sought approval all the time."



I shuddered and asked, "Will I have to leave sometime? Will I get sent away?"
Kim suddenly read my fear, "Oh, Pumpkin. No! You are nothing like what Stacy was. You're just fine and I've never heard Ray or Bill say anything to the contrary."
"Whew!" I exclaimed.
Bill hugged me and said, "You can always come and be with me -- in whatever status you'd like to have."
I pulled Bill's arms around me tighter then reached out and pulled Kim to me. I added, "Right now the status I'd like to have is a cock in my cunt and a pussy on my lips." They both laughed, and we got out of the pool and migrated to one of the pool loungers.
A few minutes later Kim and I had sucked Bill's cock into a state where it rivaled tempered steel. I lay back, and Bill slowly penetrated my puss with that wonderful rod. Kim maneuvered over my head holding onto the back of the lounger and lowered her pussy to my lips.
I alternated my concentration between cock and pussy, pussy and cock, and cock and pussy, over and over again. Kim ejected some girl juice into my seeking mouth as I achieved success at bringing her to a climax. Now I focused on the engorged cock that was now pounding into me. Kim slid down beside me and sucked a breast and nipple into her mouth.
Thirty seconds later Bill blasted his cum into me, and I exploded in another of my supernova cums where stars shoot across the sky and the earth moves. I was one happy person.
Kim cleaned me out as Bill and I kissed and cuddled. I watched her then start to work on him, his flaccid cock gradually rising. I joined her at his rod, and the two of us took turns sucking him back to life. When he was about 'done,' we each took turns deep throating him. He pleaded for mercy, and we explained that was not an option but that he could fuck the living daylights out of Kim.
This time I mounted Kim's face and let her talented tongue continue its ministrations on my bald pussy. She was very effective. As I neared orgasm after orgasm, I thought how lovely it was to be making love in the warm night air. Everything seemed so less restrictive.
I could feel Bill's thrusts into Kim through Kim's body. It was almost like making love a second time. As I held that thought I had a nice warm and fuzzy orgasm. I enjoyed the bliss as it passed through me then I dismounted from her face and put my attentions on her sensitive nipples, sucking on one and then the other as Bill watched our Sapphic behavior. He lasted longer with Kim since it was his second round of the evening, and we weren't practicing Tantric sex. Nonetheless, Kim had a lovely peak experience that Bill and I helped along.
The three of us cuddled together on the large lounger. I brought over a couple of towels to fend off the night air, and we fell asleep together on the lounger. Somewhere about dawn the three of us stumbled inside and went up to the large bed in the guest room. Good night. Good morning.
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I got up at my usual time and slipped on one of Ray's business shirts that I'd adopted as a housecoat. The sleeves were rolled up and with only one button fastened, and nothing else on it was quite a sexy ensemble.
I had just started wrestling up some breakfast for the five of us when Stacy appeared. She had on the bottom part of a bikini and was topless. She was beautiful even as she rubbed her eyes, her streaked blonds locks in disarray. She came right up to me and put her head on my shoulder for a second then kissed me.
"Good morning," she said.
"And a lovely good morning to you," I replied with a warm smile.
"Busy night?" I questioned.
She replied, "Yes, but the sexual part of it was small -- just our saying 'hello' and touching base in our own way. We talked a lot."
"Kim told me you went to the west coast to grow -- to assert your independence."
"I did and if I say so myself I've been pretty successful," she told me as she sat on one of the tall counter stools. She went on, "When I first met Ray and later Kim, I was pretty messed up. I'd been an alcoholic and used a lot of drugs. I was angry with people: people I worked for, my parents, my kid sister ... everyone. But, most of all I just didn't like myself; I had some strange insecurities and acted out most of the time."
I nodded as I listened and worked at the counter. Stacy took a cup of the coffee I'd prepared for her and kept telling me her story. "Ray ran into me one day at a party. We talked, and I figured he was like every other guy and only wanted to get in my pants. Turns out he really wanted to get into my mind. It's as though he could tell right away that I was screwed up."
"I had a similar start with him," I told her.
Stacy continued, "So he offered to help me get unscrewed up and to become happy with myself." She paused and thought, "I'll skip the details, but it was not an overnight fix. In the process we fell in love only I became pretty dependent on him. Kim came along about then too, and I had mixed feelings about our threesome. Some days I loved Kim and others I was pretty jealous but that emotion sort of went away as we kept living together and we all started to grow. Next thing I knew I was emotionally dependent on the two of them."
"You'd sorted out the rest of your life?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. "Ray eventually made me go and talk to all the people I'd been mad at -- my parents, my sister, people at work, some old boyfriends, and even an old minister. I apologized to each one and tried to build a new and more constructive relationship with them. I'm struggling with a few even now. The two of them helped me define what a positive and constructive relationship looked like in each case on my list."
She went on, "Ray and Kim were patient and kept trying to get me to stand on my own two feet -- emotionally. I'd go out and be brave in the workplace or on my apologizing journeys, but then I'd race back and seek their shelter and solace. I was still pretty timid just not as screwed up or offensive."
"Did you have voices? You know that told you that you were a bad person or such?" I asked.
"Oh yes," she said and laughed. "I still have them. Ray's taught me some tricks to turn them off or overpower them but they're still there. I'm definitely in control now; however, and they don't come back too often -- at least not with the vengeance they had."
"So why the west coast?" I asked.
"Ray suggested I try a change of scenery: go make my mark on the world where I know no one, and can prove to myself that I'm a worthy and independent adult. We talked about it for a year before I saw the wisdom in the idea. It was hard because we were all so entangled in each other's lives, but I lined up a job with an advertising agency out there and fourteen months ago I drove away. I cried all the way across the country." She paused.
"And?" I asked as I worked on the bacon and sausage for our clan.
Her mood changed. "And I was a big success, of course!" She laughed. "I'd been hired as sort of an assistant art director. I think they wanted to look at me and see whether I fit in. I did. The guy that was the art director wanted to work more on the client relationship and marketing side of the business. Anyway, after a few months one of the Big Bosses called me into her office, congratulated me and told me I was the new Vice President and Art Director. Good grief, I suddenly had thirty people working for me. They even gave me stock in the company."
She continued, "I took to it like a duck to water. Meanwhile, emotionally I really established my independence. I missed Ray and Kim but somehow wasn't dysfunctional about it -- a concern that the two of them had. I date occasionally and have created a whole new circle of friends. I might add they're all fine people -- no bad habits like my old crowd."
I laughed. "Wow," I said, "and you did all this in a year."
"At first I was depressed. I was in a new City, and I didn't know anyone except a few colleagues at my new job; I missed Ray and Kim something fierce. My car died. I lost my wallet. Kim e-mailed me that I was probably creating some 'disaster syndrome' for myself to prove I was unworthy to the world. She told me I had to turn things around fast -- emotionally, and spiritually so I was giving off good vibes to the world -- vibrations that would make the world want to support me."
I nodded and put the eggs on to cook.
"So one weekend I went and sat beside the Pacific Ocean -- morning, noon, and night. I spent the whole time psyching myself up as to how great I was; how I could withstand some setbacks; how I was an adult and outgoing enough to find some new friends, and on and on. And miraculously by Sunday night I really felt as if everything had changed. And the next day I knew it had."
"How?" I asked.
"People started to ask me to join them for coffee or lunch. One guy knew another that ran a CarMax franchise, and the two of them helped me find a really great car that I could afford. My landlord came and offered me a nicer apartment -- at the same rent -- that overlooked the Bay because he liked me and wanted to do some work on the one I'd originally rented. I had some major successes at work. All that in the few days after that weekend of ... well, I guess you could call it meditation and focusing."
"You attract what you think," I posited.
"Oh, put it differently," She said. "You attract what you want as well as what you tell the Universe you don't want. You get plenty of both so I made sure I was telling the Universe more and more of what I wanted, and it delivered. I've really learned to be very positive in my thinking and outlook."
Bill appeared in his boxers. Stacy got off her tall stool and put her arms around him and kissed him as though she'd been his paramour for years. He was pleasantly surprised, and I watched his fingers lightly stroke her breasts. "Thank you," he said with a smile. "That's a very nice way to greet the day."
I took my cue and repeated the greeting to him. Stacy smiled at me.
"Where's Kim? Any sign of Ray?"
Bill said, "I think they're both in the shower -- same one. No telling how long that will take, and I smell coffee and bacon. Yummy."
"OK," I said, "Breakfast is served for the early birds." I served our three plates saving enough for Ray and Kim. I'd just finished spooning things on the plates when Kim appeared looking bright eyed and bushy tailed. She had that freshly fucked look on her face, but no one commented on the occasion. She was also wearing a monokini. I guess I missed the orders of the day.
Kim kissed each of us and then prepared two plates from my fixings. "Ray will be down in a minute. He was almost done," She explained.
The five of us sat around the patio table having a healthy Saturday morning breakfast and talking about plans for the day. It ended up guys for golf and gals for pool and shopping. This was not a surprise.
After the guys headed off to play at The Oaks Country Club, Kim, Stacy, and I swam and then lay in the sun on the patio. Stacy continued with her tales of starting an independent life in California.
Stacy was also fascinated with the work that I was engaged in and the mini-MBA program that Ray was working on with Kim and me. I explained that I'd done a lot of reading and study about strategic planning and was now focusing on corporate finance. She asked whether I'd done business cases and I explained that Ray was doing two cases a week with us on wide-ranging business issues.
Stacy told me several times that she wished she could hire me on the spot and fly me out to San Francisco. Then she was enthralled with Kim's current decorating ideas including the use of colors and oblique geometrics, and the two of them had a hot discussion about how the ideas could also be applied to media and technology. Often, we were all talking at once with great enthusiasm. Not a word was lost.
Of course, we also talked about our unique life style -- the foursome that resulted between Ray, Kim, Bill and me. Kim urged Stacy to join us all that evening; however, Stacy admitted that she was already looking forward to such an event. She even added a very passionate kiss to reinforce the message that it wasn't only the guys that might be interested in her nubile body. I was pleased to join in and add my kisses to the invitation.
The three of us looked at each other. Kim vocalized the desire we each felt; "Are we going to have a feminine threesome or shall we wait for tonight with Ray and Bill?" I'm sure we were all tempted; however, we decided to hold off until the evening. That didn't keep us from kissing, smoothing, and teasing one another as we passed one another in the house. When we went shopping I actually pulled Stacy into a changing booth just so I could passionately kiss her; Saks Fifth Avenue will never be what it was for me -- she kissed back and fingered my soaking wet pussy. She wasn't the least surprised that I wasn't wearing my usual thong. When we came out Kim gave us a questioning glance; Stacy let her lick her fingers.
The day gave way to a lovely dinner. Kim, Stacy, and I each dressed in short white cocktail dresses with spike heels. When we finished our hair and makeup, we were really three of the hottest women in the state. The guys dressed in casual black so there was a dramatic contrast between the gals and guys. We had fun at dinner; dining at a new restaurant called The Library where the décor emphasized old leather bound books and the knickknacks you'd find in the stately library of a southern plantation.
An hour after dinner ended the five of us stood naked in the master bedroom with a dozen candles scattered around the room to provide a romantic air. Each of the women had a gardenia in her hair; a result of the advanced thinking of Bill and Ray.
Ray kissed Stacy and nudged her towards Bill. Bill looked like a cat that swallowed the canary he was so happy as she walked up to him and planted a sexy French kiss on him. I watched the tongue action briefly then became preoccupied with Ray and Kim. Ray suggested a rule that what ever happened that night had to happen on the large bed and we all agreed.
Ray started the night with a lovely ménage a trois with Kim and me. Initially, I was poised over Ray's mouth as he sucked my hot pussy. Kim and I had rendered a lovely blowjob until she mounted him; it was then I moved over his mouth as I held onto the headboard of the bed. Kim and I both started to make strange moaning sounds; I would have laughed except I was so caught up in the exquisite feelings Ray's tongue was eliciting from me. Kim must have been in a nice place too for she kept sighing and groaning as she bounced up and down on Ray's cock.
Bill initially chose to savor the delights of Stacy's quim and her mewlings confirmed the pair was mutually content. Stacy lay next to me holding her breasts and fondling her own nipples as Bill fingered and tongue-fucker her cunt. I could tell she was in heat for I could hear the squishy sounds from the action; she'd told me earlier she emitted a lot of 'girl juice' when the sexual action started.
Kim finally popped off a small orgasm, and miraculously Ray didn't ejaculate. Instead, he slowed and rolled Kim gently towards Stacy. Stacy held her arms out and caught Kim as Ray's rigid cock popped out of her cunt. The two women kissed. Bill moved up and inserted his cock into Stacy, resulting in a long and satisfied sigh from her. Even as she held Kim she started bucking into his thrusts and extending her hand to urge him into her body.
Ray pulled me into a missionary position beneath him and then teased my pussy with his rigid cock. I kept trying to impale him with my willing hole, but the best I got for the minute or two he teased was an inch or so of cock. Then with one fell swoop he inserted his entire length into my aching cunt. I loved it and moaned with deep satisfaction. The two of us started to move into each other's bodies.
I was close and very wet. It was no surprise to either of us when I came after only a minute of his careful thrusts into me. He suckled my breasts for a moment as I came down from my high. I felt deliriously in love -- not just with Ray but everyone in the room.
Ray then said to the group, "Women rotate counterclockwise." While the direction was ambiguous, we understood when he meant. Ray pulled out of me, and I moved into Kim's arms. Bill put his hard rod into Kim with the resultant sigh and moan. Stacy moved to Ray and with a word or two suggested that she mount him cowgirl style.
As Ray started to fuck Stacy (or vice versa), I could reach up and fondle Stacy's tits. She had large areolae, and at that moment her nipples were standing out from her body about a half-inch. She was unbelievably aroused. Kim whispered in my ear, "Rub Stacy's clit," so I extended my arm to the junction of Ray and Stacy and found the moist nubbin. Stacy orgasmed less than a minute later, falling into Ray's arms with a shriek.
Bill and Kim had been in a slow fuck as they watched Stacy and Ray. Now, however, I turned my attention to Kim, repeating the process of massaging her clitoris as Bill's cock moved in and out of her lithe body. I moved down and sucked on Kim's breasts. We'd done this before, many times, yet each time was different. As I did this to Kim, Bill's fingers found my hole and he started to thrust his fingers into me.
The three of us continued like this for several minutes until Ray again suggested, "Ladies, please rotate counterclockwise again." Stacy moved into my arms with a very wet and passionate kiss. I raised my legs bent at the knees and opened myself to Bill; he was in me in a flash -- his long rod producing a near climax as he sank into me. Ray was in Kim in an instant as well and in less than a minute I heard the two of them spasm into their climaxes. Ray had been unable to resist the third cunt of the night.
Bill sped up in his thrusts into me. I could tell he was near; his cock swelled to twice its thickness as he jammed his rod into me with deliberate intent. Stacy was fingering my clit, and she was sucking on my breasts.
I exploded into a peak orgasm. Waves of pleasure washed over me. Through my bliss, I became aware that Bill and Stacy were passionately kissing me. Often, the three of us kissed and tongued together. Wow! What loving. I prolonged the contact with Bill enjoying the sensation of his large cock filling my sated pussy.
The five of us lay there in our bliss. Then I felt Bill withdraw from me and Stacy's fingers replace his cock. She said to me, "I've been wanting to fuck you all day." With that she slid down my body and planted her mouth over my sopping wet cunt. I availed myself to her and stroked her head as she pleasured me and sucked Bill's cum from me. Bill watched right beside us stroking his rod back to life.
Ray moved down Kim's body and proceeded to eat his cum from her as well. Kim climaxed again in seconds, grabbing my hand and clutching it to her breasts as she hit her high. Then, to my surprise, Ray and Stacy changed places. Ray was on my cunt, and Stacy was on Kim. Bill had restored himself to sufficient hardness to be in business; he moved behind Stacy and thrust into her with a mighty stroke. She shrieked into Kim's pussy as he sank into her.
I told Ray I wanted his cock in my mouth, and he moved up the bed to where I could have him. I inhaled his rod, tasting Kim's juices still fresh on him. I was now a master of the deep throat and soon was taking his entire length. Bill was watching as he doggie fucked Stacy. I think it was too much for him for shortly he announced his impending climax, and then he came inside Stacy, bringing her to a climax.
Ray hardened as he watched the others and responded to my continued tongue-lashing. He moved down my body and thrust into me. We went fast and hard with one another by unspoken agreement. My legs locked behind his back and urged him into me with a rare ferocity. He responded. The two of us crested together and burst into two orgasms. Somewhere in the distance I heard Kim cum as well as we were floating down from our highs.
Now we really had five satisfied people, a room that smelled wonderful, and a set of bed linens that would be embarrassing to ask anyone else to wash. Bill extinguished all but one of the candles and came back to the bed. With some cooings and sighs, the five of us nestled into one another and went to sleep.
*
By the end of the week that Stacy could spend with us, I had a new friend and lover. We had so many things in common and thought about the world in the same way. I thought I'd found another soul mate. It was hard when she left and headed back to the west coast.
The day after Stacy departed Ray took me out to a private dinner -- just the two of us. The purpose was to do a Relationship Assessment as he called it. I was curious and eager to see what this would be like. Ray had made sure that the invitation was non-threatening and just a loving gesture. He took me to my favorite restaurant in Sarasota -- Zoria's, where we were able to get a table on the sidewalk and watch all the surrounding sights that cruised by.
After we'd gotten our wine and selected from the menu Ray asked, "So, Joyce, are you happy with our relationship -- you, me, Kim, Bill, and sometimes Stacy?"
"Oh, Yes!" I exclaimed. "You guys have turned my whole life around over the past six months. How could I not love you all? I am supremely happy with where this life journey has taken me. Are you guys still OK with me being with you all the time?"
"Solidly, yes," Ray replied as he lovingly squeezed my hand across the table. "I'm just making sure we don't need to make adjustments or that there are some areas of our relationship we haven't really touched on yet. By the way, I speak for myself and I'm pretty sure Kim feels the same, but I need to have a dinner with her soon too." He paused and sipped his wine then asked, "Do you feel any jealousy in or around our relationship?"
"No," I stated flatly, "Absolutely not. I don't feel it and I don't think any of us do either. I think it's amazing after what we're taught by society about 'couple only' relationships and to block everyone else out. Now I find that is all a bunch of shit. Here, I am in a relationship with multiple guys and women and I love every second of it. I thank the stars every day that you brought me into this ... and that we're so compatible." I squeezed his hand.
"What about your financial status?" Ray asked. "You've been giving me your entire paycheck and accepting what I give you back for your expenses and such. I know your condo is paying for itself with the rental that's in there. Where do you want to be financially? I certainly don't want to stand in your way."



I answered, "I hope I've been carrying my weight financially. I don't know the big picture. I guess I should if you're willing to share the numbers. When I moved in, I was content to turn it all over to you. You are so competent in this area and independently wealthy and all. I figured you'd tell me if I needed to do something."
"Oh," Ray said; "We have some homework to do here. Even at your age we should be sure you have a retirement plan and savings, insurance, and such that if you ever decide you can pull away from us cleanly." I nodded but couldn't imagine such an event. He went on, "As for your contribution, you are more than contributing to our living expenses and pool. I've kept account, and you have a nice balance in it -- for a rainy day or trip around the world." He smiled at me.
Our meals came, and over dinner we talked about how we all resolve conflicts and our rare tiffs with one another, the division of labor in the household -- chores and the like, emotional support we give each other -- an A+ on all counts, and actually how satisfied I was with our sex life -- another A+.
Ray then asked about how I was feeling overall versus what I wanted to accomplish when we first met up on Long Beach. Back then I knew I wanted to change -- needed to change. Now I'd been through so much, usually at his urging or tutelage.
I thought for several minutes as we ate about how to answer his question then I began. "When I met you I was shy, insecure, sheltered, unsophisticated, avoided risk, socially inept, a nerd, narrowly focused on my job, dressed poorly, and ... oh yes, a virgin." I laughed. "Now, you've pulled me out of my shell. I feel socially aware and plugged in. You and Kim have dramatically changed how I dress. You've made me more of risk taker, and I find it fun to see the risks in some situation and wade into them now. Further, you've turned me into a pilot, a piano player, and someone pretty knowledgeable about the business I'm in."
"Go on," Ray encouraged.
"I still have my insecure moments, like when Stacy arrived last week, but I know that everyone has moments like that. They don't bother me as much as they used to. The voices in my head are under control -- mostly. I have a bad moment every now and then, and I guess everyone does. Officially, I'm dating one of the most handsome guys at work -- Bill. Oh, and I'm not a virgin any more. Thank God." I laughed again and hugged Ray's hand to me.
I thought for a moment as Ray looked at me then added, "No. It's not, thank God. It's thank YOU," I emphasized. "Yes. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. I'm sure you see some things you want to change in me, and I'm open to try or at least to talk about it. Guide me."
Ray laughed, "Oh, Joyce. I love you so. You're done in my book. You're normal -- as normal as anyone in our family -- anyone I know. You like who you are. You do like who you are, don't you?"
I nodded with a big smile.
He continued, "If you're happy with our ménage, I guess there's not much to change right now. You should be very proud of all the changesyou made. I only made suggestions and nudged you in one direction or another. In some ways I had more experience than you, but you were the one that did the changing."
I agreed.
He added, "Now you should nudge yourself in some new directions. Your goals that you set six months ago have been pretty much accomplished. You'll cement them in over the next six months, but you need some new goals -- not just for six months but for the longer term too. You don't have to answer now, but you should think about them and add a new page in your journal about them. What you set out to do you'll accomplish."
I responded, "I see what you mean. I'll give it some thought. I know I'd like to make some interesting things happen around work -- or change jobs perhaps to something more challenging and, would you believe it, more social. I'd love something with more people contact. Let me think about it."
*
The same month that Ray held 'Relationship Assessment' talks with Kim and me, I got promoted. It was a complete surprise and a huge boost to my confidence and self esteem. When I'd first gone to work at Lear Marketing and Advertising -- the name of my company -- I thought I'd be a software designer and Internet guru for them forever. Suddenly, with the promotion I was a senior manager and responsible for about half the people in the small company. This was fine since I liked them all and near as I could tell they liked me.
Ray and Kim helped me celebrate my promotion with a party at the yacht club. There were dozens of acquaintances there as well as lots of people from work. We had a lot of fun. I couldn't help but reflect that a year earlier I would have skipped the event in rank terror of the socialization that I would have had to do. Instead, I was the belle of the ball.
Bill, part of our extended family, was ecstatic about my promotion. We were now almost at the same level in the company, and it gave us an excuse to interact together more often. Bill told me, "Joyce, I really like the way you think. You have great ideas and they're always implementable. I always feel privileged to work with you." He added softly, "The fact that we're also lovers is a great benefit as well."
Later that same week Ray and Bill impaled me on their cocks in a very hot double penetration that left me breathless. Kim sucked on my breasts at the same time. I had so many orgasms I couldn't begin to count, they all ran together in one, long, heavenly event. What a great way to celebrate.
*
Four months later Stacy called me out of the blue. We'd swapped e-mails about once a week, sometimes with a bad joke or the latest photo of her or the four of us in Florida, so it was unusual when I picked up the phone and she was there.
"Joyce," she asked, "I was wondering if you could come out to the west coast and consult to our agency for a week?" She outlined a list of problems her agency was struggling with and why she thought I could make a contribution as well as their very generous offer for financial payment for my visit. Since there was no overlap in our markets she felt it wouldn't be a conflict of interest. She added, "Besides, I know you've never been out here, and it's a fun place to visit." After a pause she said, "And moreover, I miss you."
I felt my insecurities start to arise but only slightly before the new risk taker in me blurted out, "How soon do you need me?"
Stacy yelped with anticipation and said, "The sooner the better! You tell me."
"I'll sort out some stuff at work. I think I can do it by the middle of next week." We hung up, and I went off to sort out taking a week or so 'off.' By the end of the day I e-mailed Stacy that I'd arrive the following Wednesday evening at SFO.
I'd copied Ray and Kim on my e-mails with Stacy so by the time I got home they were aware of my impending visit and very enthusiastic that I go out and see her. "Bring her back to stay," Both told me. I laughed thinking how unlikely that would be.
A week later Stacy met me in the late afternoon at San Francisco airport with wild hugs and kisses and shrieks of joy that I'd actually made it to the west coast. To tell the truth I was rather happy at my travels too; it was not something I would have even entertained a year earlier.
The two of us talked a mile a minute as we collected by bag and walked back to her car. I realized along the way that all the cute guys in the airport were watching us as we walked by. It was the one of the rare times I was significantly aware that I attracted attention and, of course, it helped that Stacy was there too. I chuckled to myself at how much my image had changed.
Stacy warned me about Bay Area traffic. I was horrified that people would put up with it on a daily basis. She laughed. She had a little Nissan sports car, and it was a fun ride to her condo. During the ride, she told me more about her marketing and advertising agency and the problems and issues they were facing from her point of view. She also told me she had some nice surprises for me over the weekend I'd be there.
At her apartment, we unpacked my stuff, and I presented her with a couple of books I thought she'd like as a house gift. I freshened up from the flight, and then she told me we were headed out to dinner -- on the expense account; of course.
Stacy took me down to the Embarcadero where we walked along and browsed all the cute shops, and I bought a few things to take back to Ray, Bill and Kim. We then went to the Waterfront Restaurant and were lucky enough to get a table out over the water where we could watch the night-lights come on around us and across the Bay.
Yes, it was very romantic and so when Stacy and I got back to her condo, it was with ease and happiness that we kissed each other rather erotically. I recalled that I'd savored every pore of her body at one time or another during her week with us a couple of months earlier. This seemed natural and right.
"I want to make love to you," Stacy told me.
I nodded and said, "Me too."
One by one and very slowly, we removed each piece of clothing the other wore. As our breasts became exposed we took turns suckling on them and arousing the nipples. We continued until we stood before each other naked except for a strand of pearls I was wearing, and a pendant necklace Stacy had on.
With that Stacy led me to her Queen size bed and we flounced down into the down comforters. I said, "You should remove these otherwise we'll stain them with our juices." She laughed as she kicked them to the floor.
The laughter turned to moans and sighs as she came between my legs and worked her tongue deep into my wet pussy. She came up for air and stated, "Oh, Joyce, you taste divine. I could stay here all night."
"I hope you do," I panted in reply as I stroked her hair.
She added some fingers, and then I knew she was searching for my G-spot -- that special place on the upper front of my vagina that makes all my lights come on at full power. She found it.
"Oh shit, Stacy," I moaned, "You're going to ...going to make me ... cummmmmmmm!" And so I did, squirting my girl juice into her hand and ready mouth as my orgasm swept over me. She just hummed into my cunt -- a sensation all its own -- to indicate that she liked what had happened.
After I floated down from my high I pulled her up where we could kiss and I could suck and lick her beautiful breasts. "I love you, Stacy," I told her. We kissed passionately again -- and again. Then I slid down her body to return the favors she'd bestowed upon me.
Soon, I was the one searching around in her pussy for her G-spot as I lapped and sucked on her clitoris. Stacy was clean-shaven so it was a treat to wander her landscape without encountering pubic hair. I felt interior skin of a slightly different texture about where I figured my own G-spot was, and I focused there for a minute as I thrust three fingers in and out of her body.
Suddenly, Stacy shuddered and moaned; her back arched and a large amount of ejaculate squirted into my mouth from her pussy. She cried, "Oh, Joyce. Darling. Wow! Wow! Wow!"
I came up and shared her fluid with her. We lapped at each other, tasting ourselves and each other as we kissed and tongued each other.
"I got some toys to celebrate your arrival," she said reaching into her bedside drawer. She produced a long double-ended dildo with a nice gentle "U" shape to it. She pushed one end of it into me, and I felt like the largest cock in the world had just penetrated me. I gasped.
She then slid down next to me impaling herself onto the other half of the sex toy. We then started to rotate our hips and thrust into each other as we kissed and smoothed the other key parts of our anatomies. This was female heaven. We established a nice rhythm, and soon we both came again.
Lest we tire ourselves out completely we called it a night after that. We stayed nude and washed up for bed then cuddled together and went to sleep. I had what I call 'happy dreams' that night. I was exhausted and up about three hours later than normal according to my original time zone.
The next morning I awoke before the alarm went off. I just lay beside Stacy and looked at her with a feeling of love and compassion in my heart. I really felt mellow and tender towards her. After a while her eyes fluttered open, and she gave me a lovely smile, then a very tender kiss.
"I love you," I told her.
"And I love you," she replied. We looked at each other, hugged tightly then started the morning rituals that got us ready for work.
Before we walked out the door of her condo, we stood by her floor to ceiling mirror and looked at each other.
"Hot," I said gesturing to her very stylish office wear.
"Hot," she said in reply gesturing to my own duds. "Let's go impress the hell out of someone other than ourselves." We laughed and were out the door.
Half an hour later we walked into Stacy's work carrying the mandatory cup of Starbuck's coffee. The offices were sleek, modern, and colorful. Large panels on the walls captured excerpts from some of the agency's media or interactive work. The effect inspired confidence and gave one the feeling that you'd reached some creative nirvana where the very best brains in the world could help you find customers and have them buy your product or services.
The day went by in a flash. I'd been introduced to most of the senior executives of the company -- a mix of talented men and women. After some more background information about the company and their clients, I started to interview the executives in one-on-one meetings. I took copious notes and waited for a pattern to emerge about what I was hearing.
By five-thirty I was wiped out. Stacy rescued me from the conference room that I'd been assigned. She led me back to her car and back to Embarcadero for some special martinis at one of her favorite watering holes. While there I met some of her other friends, and we had some salads and bar food delivered for us to snack on.
I faded fast, and soon she rescued me again, took me home and tucked the two of us into bed with tender embraces and kisses. "Tomorrow I'll feel more like playing," I promised her. Then I thought about it some more as I lay there next to her and the next thing I knew we were bringing sweet orgasms to one another. Then I really slept.
When I woke up Friday morning, it was Stacy that was awake and watching me with a loving gaze. "Wow, you really conked out." I smiled wanly and hugged her.
"Morning breath," I warned but she kissed me anyway.
Friday went pretty much the same as the day before. I started right in and continued interviewing the rest of the senior managers, spending at least an hour or more with each one asking about their views on the agency, its growth prospects and potential, and the issues and problems as they saw them. Again, I took pages of notes.
By six o'clock when I stopped, I was saturated with information. I went and found Stacy and got a big smile. She was on the phone just ending a call.
"You look so important," I observed as she hung up. "I mean you must be; look at the view you have of the City. People would pay you a dollar just to come to your office and take pictures for two minutes. Remind me to bring my camera on Monday when we come back." She laughed off her competence as she packed a light briefcase.
"What's your pleasure for dinner?" She asked.
"You, darling," I whispered in case anyone else was around. That earned me another big smile. I added, "You know the spots. You pick."
Half an hour later we sat is the subdued luxury of the lounge at the Sir Francis Drake Hotel off Union Square. Stacy informed me that she loved the lushness of the place. Further, she explained she was a descendant of Sir Francis Drake himself -- the controversial explorer who among other things discovered the Antarctic in 1521.
Over dinner in the hotel's Scala's Bistro we talked about what I'd heard from the senior managers in Stacy's agency. Some themes were starting to emerge, important ones that none of the manager's seemed to see. I grabbed my purse and made some notes about them so I could remember them later.
Stacy and I made love that night. It became a contest of who could deliver the most orgasms to whom as the night went on. We loved. We fucked. We masturbated for each other. We masturbated each other. And then, we did it all over and over and over again. Mostly we made love -- it was nice. I was sexually sated when we finally turned out the light and slid into dreamland. I had 'happy dreams' again.
Saturday morning Stacy gave me a small bag to pack some casual clothes for a simple overnight at a surprise place that she knew I'd love. We were away by nine o'clock and driving north out of the City. We quickly crossed the Golden Gate Bridge satisfying a dream I'd always had to see the bridge up close. We drove through Sausalito, San Rafael and then up into wine country around Sonoma and Napa.
Then to my surprise Stacy turned her little sports car onto a side road for a few miles and then into a driveway with closed majestic gates. A small sign indicated the name of the home was 'Una Dulce Uva' -- a sweet grape. She opened her car window and entered a code into a keypad, and the gates slowly swung open. She drove on along a winding driveway with grape arbors along either side of the road; about a half mile later we came to a gorgeous stone house with meticulous landscaping all around it and several out buildings. She pulled her car up the circular driveway in front of the house and stopped.
As we got out of the car, a couple appears at the portico that led to the front door. The woman I recognized from the agency; I'd interviewed her the day before -- Christina Verano. She was beautiful with long black hair, carefully applied makeup, a shapely torso, and trim figure. She and Stacy hugged, and then I got a hug too. Christina introduced us to her husband -- Aljerandro; a hunk of a man dressed in all white with a red sash to his slacks. Both were barefoot.
The couple led us into the large stone home. I kept saying, "Wow!" As we moved into a great room with a cathedral ceiling and surrounding balcony with a white wrought iron banister. The room was done in a honey yellow and white and had various contrasts as different rooms and hallways branched off the great room. The room was nicely appointed with books, photos, and original art.
"I love your home," I said to Christina. She beamed with pride.
"We are pleased," she said. "We've lived here about fifteen years, of course, I don't get to enjoy it much during the week. I live in the City during the week, and I'm out here for the weekends and of course holidays."
Christina led us upstairs and showed a beautiful sunlit room that looked out across the vineyard. "This is where you two will stay tonight. The bath is through there." I noted the huge king size bed, and Stacy gave me a big smile behind Christina's back. I smirked. Christina continued showing us the rest of the upstairs then led us downstairs to a shaded stone porch. "Come and sit; we'll have coffee brought out."
I commented on the elegance of the house and how pleased I was to be a houseguest. As I finished a beautiful, middle-aged Hispanic woman brought out a silver tray with a complete coffee service on it. She left it for us and disappeared back into the house. Aljerandro joined us and slid into a chair beside me. I could feel his masculinity even when I shut my eyes -- strong pheromones.
I asked, "How big is your vineyard? Do you work it yourselves? Tell me about this place."
Aljerandro explained there were about one hundred and fifty acres of vineyards on their three-hundred acre parcel. They'd split the grapes with about eighty acres planted with Merlot wine grapes and the remainder with Chardonnay wine grapes. He talked a few minutes about the lineage of the plantings and how they'd been made disease resistant and drought tolerant. I noticed as he talked a distinct Hispanic accent that I found hard to identify.



"Tell me about yourselves too," I asked. "You know about me from Stacy and from our meeting yesterday." I was curious and fascinated by this exotic couple.
Aljerandro looked with curiosity at Christina; she gazed back at him as though authorizing him to share their lives. Finally, he began; "I am Argentine but have been in America for thirty years. We bought this place in 1990 after I'd lived and worked in the California wine industry for many years before that -- just not as my own boss. I had a small inheritance that we used to buy this place. It was run down at the time." He laughed and added; "I used to have one boss, now I have fifty bosses." He laughed.
He paused and went on, "Christina and I met in 1980 and married a year later. We have two daughters that have just finished college. Both are opting, for now, to stay near their schools -- one in Tucson and the other in Denver. So I'm here all week running the vineyard." He got a big smile on his face and added, "This is my joy and my passion. I have never been happier." He nodded to his wife.
Christina added details to his impressive biography and business success and told us more about her own background. "I was working in a marketing firm specializing in wines when we met -- that's how we met. He came to talk about marketing for the company he worked for. Poof! We fell in love." She smiled warmly at her husband then reached and held his hand.
"We bought this place a decade or so after we got married. I tried to commute from here, but it was taking two and sometimes three hours each way. The money and job satisfaction were high; the commute sucked. I tried to change jobs but that wasn't going to work either. Ultimately, I did change jobs, but I was still in the City, so I decided to live there part of the time. By then the girls were in private school so a daily 'mother' wasn't needed. Plus Aljerandro had fallen in love with the vineyard -- his fill-time mistress." She laughed, and he shrugged acceptance at the accusation.
Stacy injected a point with an air of mischief in her voice, "Tell Joyce about your boyfriend." My ears perked up.
Christina smiled, glanced at Aljerandro and openly reflected, "I sort of have two husbands. Aljerandro is my weekend and legal husband. I also have a loving relationship with a man named Grant Winslow; I live with him during the week when I'm in San Francisco. Interestingly enough his wife lives about twenty minutes north of here. If his wife Meredith or Aljerandro get lonely during the week, they can drive and see the other. We all have a very open relationship." Aljerandro nodded.
She added, "Stacy figured out what was going on and asked me one day in confidence. I answered her questions, but asked her not to spread it around the company. It'd just feed the rumor mill. Anyway, Stacy told me about her relationship with Ray, Bill, Kim, and you. So we all have unusual relationships." She smiled warmly, almost as though she was inviting something more.
"How long?" I asked. I had been curious since I'd found the relationship with Ray and Kim about how long such an unusual relationship could survive.
"Since 1994," Aljerandro answered. "We met Grant and his wife at a charity event in Napa. We immediately liked each other and started to socialize. One evening after we'd become very good friends both Christina and Grant were complaining about the commute. They had occasionally carpooled. Grant jokingly said, 'We should live together in the City during the week and leave these two out here to fend for themselves among the grapes.' Well the idea took root. I think it was Grant's wife Meredith that suggested the two of them take it seriously."
Even as I asked the next question I was joyous that their complicated relationship had lasted so long. If things had gone on this long they could go on forever. "The way you spoke, there is a sexual side to this relationship?" I stated partly as a question.
"Oh yes," Christina said. "We talked among ourselves about whether such an arrangement was possible without breaking up the two marriages. In the end, we decided to try it. To tell the truth, I think it has made both marriages stronger and more loving. We all gave up jealousy and the idea that you can only love one person. We've extended our family just the way you have. Grant picks me up on the way into the City on Monday morning, and we try to get back here by Thursday night or mid-afternoon on Friday, and there are a lot of long weekends and Monday holidays. Grant and I have a condo near the Embarcadero."
The discussion turned to the complications of the complex relationships we'd created and the sources of their failure. There were no surprises. One or more of the partners getting jealous or feeling things were out of balance was a primary cause. Lack of communication we agreed was too vague but certainly a source -- really lack of openness and sharing of feelings and emotions. Christina and Aljerandro opened their hearts to us, and it was a rich discussion. I learned a lot and felt I had something great to take back to Sarasota that could help and strengthen our relationships.
Even though we hadn't moved we had lunch on the patio, again served by the beautiful household wait staff. This was the first time when I'd seen such service in a private home as a matter of routine. I asked Aljerandro if they lived here. He told me that most of them had apartments over the large outbuilding we'd passed on the way up the drive. I could tell he was proud of them and the fine job they did to support the vineyard and his family.
"Do they know about the unusual living arrangements you and Christina have?" I asked as an afterthought.
He chuckled as he started his reply, "Yes, they all do now. There was an awkward time when Meredith came here and would stay over. It took a year or so, but we got over it when they saw that we had a loving and caring relationship. We say 'Love Conquers All.' I think it does. Some of the staff expressed their displeasure on religious grounds. I pulled out my Bible and taught them about Love and how it is the primary theme of the entire book. We had some deep discussions of sin, heaven, and hell too. They know that I believe we create those concepts in our heads and make them a reality for ourselves in this life. Overall, we're a spiritual household but the aspects of sin and hell that the Church created have no harbor here."
"Nor in my life," I said as I strongly supported him.
Stacy joined in, "Joyce has spent most of the last year rebuilding herself. The person you see today is not at all like she was a year ago. She's gone from nerdy, shy and withdrawn person to a pretty normal, outgoing, and pretty woman. A lot of her growth has been in the spiritual side of her life too."
"Are you two lovers?" Christina asked openly.
"Yes," we both replied simultaneously. We laughed at the occurrence. I went on, "I don't know if we'd have ever met without Ray and Kim having first had a relationship with her, but we love that we can be together now." Stacy smiled and nodded then reached over and held my hand.
Christina nodded knowingly. One of the servants came and cleared away the last of our lunch.
Aljerandro then said, "Today you are our guests at a vineyard. It is now time for your tour -- and for me to make sure things in the fields are all right." He stood and gestured towards the elegant outbuilding. Christina excused herself from the tour.
Aljerandro told us to wait as we went into the large barn and came out driving a four-seat all-terrain vehicle or ATV. We got in, and he headed off into the vineyard talking about how crucial spacing of the vines was and how their height was anything but arbitrary. We drove through the fields for almost an hour as he checked some the irrigation systems and talked to us of vintages and sunshine, and the effect weather has on the grapes.
As we drove back to the outbuilding, he detoured and went about a quarter mile down a side road on his property. Another building, equally impressive in its architecture and cleanliness, stood. "This is where we turn grapes into wine," Aljerandro told us. In the building were the presses, vats, filtering apparatus, and aging kegs. The place was spotless. We sipped several kegs at different points in their natural aging process.
"We don't bottle here. When the wine reaches its peak, we ship the barrels to a bottler. He puts the finishing touch on it for us, including our own label. We ship from his plant -- except what w bring back here for our own use." He turned, "Come back to the house and I'll show you the really finished product." We rode the ATV back to the house, and he talked further about the families that lived on his land and helped him bring in successful crops. I realized he was a very progressive businessman that generously shared his profits with his workers.
The rest of the afternoon melted away and so did the evening. Stacy and I fell asleep naked and in each other's arms. We were sexually satisfied as well.
Sunday we had breakfast on the veranda, and it was magnificent. I looked out across the flowing hills of grape vines and thought how wonderful it was to have your own business and to live on the land. Aljerandro read my mind; "It takes a lot to run your own business but it's far better than working for someone else. You have an element of control you don't have any other way. The government keeps trying to take it away but enough of it is still there to make it worthy."
Those words stuck with me for weeks, and they also triggered a lengthy discussion of the wine business, its profit and loss points, critical success factors, and dozens of others aspects of the business than gave me insight into their vineyard as well as the industry. Christina was quiet as Aljerandro and I talked, but paid rapt attention to the discussion. I had the feeling she was watching me and evaluating several times.
We drove back to Stacy's condo in the late afternoon. I was full of praise for her colleague and husband as well as their unique relationship. Stacy and I speculated about how many unusual relationships there were in the country.
Monday I worked alone in the conference room reducing all the interview data I'd collected the previous week. I kept looking for patterns and hidden messages. Stacy was busy for lunch so I sought out Christina who was delighted to take me to little sidewalk café just a block from the office building.
During our lunch, she said something that dramatically changed my thinking about the interviews. She said, "Joyce, be sure to look for what's not said as well as what's said. I have a feeling some of our problems are due to errors of omission not commission." The statement was like a jolt of electricity in my brain; instantly I saw the pattern of half a dozen things I'd expected to hear that I didn't. I thanked her for her stroke of genius.
Tuesday I did two things that weren't on my original agenda; I went to the local chapter of the California marketing and advertising council. The Council was comprised of almost a hundred marketing and advertising firms in the Bay Area. I was lucky enough to get an interview with the executive director. We talked about what made growing and successful firms and why some firms failed, even after having been in business for decades. It was a rewarding visit. That afternoon, with permission, I went and talked to three customers of the firm and got their impressions about doing business with the company.
I didn't sleep much Tuesday night for two reasons. First, Stacy and I made love rather intensely until quite late. I was into orgasms: both giving and receiving. I think the two of us broke some records, but it was hard to tell through all the moaning and groaning. We both fell asleep around midnight. I was wide awake an hour later and back in Stacy's living room working on my PowerPoint slides and thinking about what I'd say in the morning to the leaders of this company. I finally fell asleep for a couple hours near dawn. Stacy awakened me with tender kisses as I slept on her sofa. We were both still nude so we showered together.
The meeting with the top executives filled the conference room I'd been using as a makeshift office. Now, however, a big video screen filled one end of the room. This was where my computer slides were shown. I started with the five big conclusions I'd reached about their business:
1. If they didn't expand their markets they'd most likely shrink and die, or at best be acquired. 2. They confused their customers with too many contact points depending on what the customer wanted. 3. Many leaders were overly concerned with internal operations and power struggles. 4. No one had mentioned 'customer success' during our talks. 5. The firm was not paying enough attention to the Internet on behalf of its customers.
As I finished there was a stunned silence in the room. My knees suddenly weakened, and I thought I'd seriously missed the boat and misrepresented my 'holding the mirror up' to the executives. The President said to me, "Joyce, those are profound. Please continue with your other findings. We'll come back to these points later." Off to the side, Stacy gave me a big thumbs-up that warmed my heart.
I continued with my other slides and more mundane conclusions about their business and filled in details and recommendations on the 'Big Five' points I'd opened with. I noted that no one was falling asleep and that people were taking copious notes. Finally, about eleven o'clock I ended. We took a break. Stacy and I got coffee and stood around the conference room. Christina sought us out and asked whether we'd like to join her and Grant for dinner that evening. We both accepted with enthusiasm.
The meeting reconvened. This time I was seated at the table. The President turned to me, and my blood ran cold. This is it. I'm about to be executed I thought. Thoughts about my mysterious disappearance during a visit to the west coast flashed through my head.
He said, "Joyce, this is one of the best presentations I've ever seen. You can be proud of your work and the insight you have given to us. I think what you accomplished in a week stands as a milepost to us in terms of what we accomplish in that same span of time for our clients. I, for one, think that Joyce's recommendations on the five points could start the strategic agenda for this company for the next couple of years. I'd like to go around the table and hear each of your viewpoints -- good and bad about what you heard and what you think."
I was dumbstruck. He liked it! HE LIKED IT! "Wow!" Was all I could think.
One by one each of the managers commented on my presentation. Everyone liked it, liked the recommendations, and wanted to build upon it. A number of other good suggestions were made. I took notes and promised to update the presentation so they had one document with all the 'good stuff' in it.
About one o'clock, the President adjourned the meeting and invited me to lunch. I looked as Stacy; she was mouthing the word "Go!" I graciously accepted. Lunch was a lavish affair at a club in which I was one of the rare females. We talked about a variety of things, particularly my work on the Internet and using blogs for marketing and as advertising tools. I felt that I was in a teaching mode, and he was a willing pupil. We ended lunch and walked back to the office. I found Stacy who was in the midst of a crisis; "Here are the keys to my condo. Meet you there at six. Have fun."
I packed up my stuff and walked back to her condo feeling as though I was on Cloud Nine. I'd done well! I ditched the computer and put on casual clothes, got my camera and headed out for my own tour of the City. Several hundred pictures later I was back at Stacy's at five o'clock. I was tired so napped.
Stacy kissed me awake again about six-thirty. "Come on sleepyhead. We've got to meet Christina and Grant in half an hour." I bolted upright and started to prep for the evening.
Grant was as engaging as Aljerandro. He was a little older; more square-jawed, had steel blue eyes, was graying at the temples, and was clearly a successful businessman. It oozed out of his pores. Stacy and I talked to him about his work as a venture capitalist. Interestingly enough he happened to like service industries at the moment feeling that the venture vultures had over invested in biotech and Internet firms. He was looking to diversify.
He was very attentive to Christina, more so than a 'usual' husband would be. Christina saw us watching how they interacted. She finally spoke of it with mirth in her voice, "You look surprised at our fondness for each other -- our flirting and eye contact."
I nodded. Stacy did too.
"We've have a wonderful affair -- so far for fifteen years. I love the time I spend with Grant as he does with me." She looked at him endearingly. "Mind you, we also love our spouses who at this very moment," she looked at her watch, "are probably fucking their brains out -- with our blessing." She grinned widely at us. Grant threw his head back and roared with laughter. We all laughed.
After the laughter had died down and we were between courses, Christina turned to me. "Joyce, would you ever consider joining our company?"
I thought for a while and said, "I really want to stay near Sarasota. Ray, Bill, and Kim are there; they're my family and I don't want to leave them -- even as much as I love Stacy." I squeezed Stacy's hand under the table. She smiled at me.
"Don't Bill, Kim and you all work at the same company?" Christina asked.
"No," I explained. "Bill works in my firm's business development group; he heads it now. Kim has her own interior decorating and design business; she's very creative and full of ideas -- even about use of media and technology."
Christina thought for a long time then asked, "Do you suppose the people that run your company would like to sell it to us?"
At first, I was taken aback. "I don't know," I said thoughtfully. "Someone should ask them."
"Would you do that when you get back?" Christina asked. "I guess what we'd like to do is create a Florida subsidiary -- with you, Stacy, Bill, Kim and many others that we'll have to find to run the place. Would THAT interest you? I should tell you the President of the company and I came up with this idea late this afternoon. There are a lot of details but that's the general idea."
"Yes, it interests me ... in a REALLY big way," I told her with a smile from ear to ear.
Stacy asked Christina, "You'd let me move back to the east coast?" Her voice had that tinge of amazement in it.
"Yes, Stacy," Christina said. "We all know that's where your heart is - to be with your extended family. Now if we can put this deal together ..."
Grant jumped in; "Wait for me. I want to fund this -- I want a share of this action. Would you let us put up the buyout funds or the startup funds? We can be very generous in our terms." He winked at me.
I looked at Christina. "This is what I like," she said, "getting business and superb pleasure all mixed in together. This is better than sex."
"Well, not really," Grant added with a smile in a quiet aside. We all broke into laughter again.
*
The next day, I threw myself into Bill's arms at Tampa Airport. He'd driven up to meet my connecting flight from the west coast although it was late in the evening. We hugged and kissed; he looked so glad to see me. On the drive home from the airport I told him about the conversation with Christina and Grant, and the new options for creating our own business. He was duly impressed and was able to offer some great insights into how to approach the leadership of our own company. I decided not to do anything until I'd thought about it a little and waited until the following week.



Ray and Kim had already gone to bed by the time we got to the house. Bill took me to the living room and practically ripped the clothes from my body. I returned the favor; I was in desperate need of a real cock. Bill sat me down on the large overstuffed sofa and proceeded to propel himself into my pussy face first. Oh my, what a pleasure storm he created in me in only a few seconds. I'd been in the house three minutes and had my first climax. He knew how to push my buttons. I had a lovely orgasm that brought back flashbacks of every night in the past week when I'd had Stacy doing this to me. I told Bill about our erotic times together.
Finally, I wanted Bill's cock one way or the other. I pulled him up and shifted position so I could suck on his very long and erect steel rod. He gave me some pre-cum, and I was enjoying the sensations but apparently not as much as he was. He finally pulled me off him with a warning that I was making him cum too fast. He told me he wanted to fuck me, and I was most content with that idea.
Bill pulled me down on the soft plush rug and thrust into me. I actually had a small climax just because of his penetration. I closed my eyes and just let the warm, wonderful feeling wash over me. Then I knew I was in heaven; two new mouths arrived and started to suck on my tits. I reached out and embraced Kim and Ray, and pulled them to my full chest. We all hummed our greetings to each other as they brought my nipples to electric firm hardness. I came again.
Bill announced his intention to deposit his load into my willing tunnel and seconds later he sped up and pounded into me. I had my legs over his shoulder. I looked beside me as Ray now duplicated his moves into Kim -- such an erotic sight I couldn't resist cumming and cumming big. I exploded along with Bill as he injected me full of his cum.
Kim apparently came at the same time for she made some of her characteristic squeaking and moaning sounds.
Bill pulled out of me, and Ray out of Kim. Then Ray positioned himself between my legs and prepared to drive his cock into me. Unlike Bill he slowly slid into me so that I appreciated every fractional inch then he started a smooth rhythm guaranteed to bring me off in seconds. I exploded again, but Ray didn't even hesitate -- he kept stroking.
"I missed you Pumpkin," Ray told me. "I'm so glad you're back home." Kim seconded his words as she and Bill cuddled beside us.
It was a great fuck. I'm not sure there's such a thing as a 'bad fuck.' I came a couple of more times then Ray exploded into me. Now I really was full of cum from my two male lovers. I was also exhausted, lovemaking had that effect on me and this was no exception.
Ray picked me up and carried me upstairs still impaled on his long cock. He carefully placed me on the bed and proceeded to pump into me some more, getting both of us heated up again.
I asked, "Can you cum again? I can."
"Let's do it, Love," He replied. We banged into each other again, and ultimately we reached smaller versions of the climaxes we'd shared a few moments earlier. I was in my 'happy place.' Ray clearly was too. We rolled to our sides so we could more easily stroke each other, and I closed my eyes.
When I opened my eyes it was morning and I was sleeping in the wet spot. It was very wet. Ray was holding me. The bed was shaking slightly. I looked over Ray's shoulder, and Kim had mounted Bill and the two were having a wake-up fuck that looked very enticing.
I scrunched down in the bed and took Ray's cock in my mouth and started sucking him to life. I wanted to return the favor from the night before.
Ray rolled more on his back and started to stroke my hair in a tender gesture. At this stage, I could take his entire cock in my mouth and not even worry about gag reflex. I also could taste myself on him from the night before. We tasted good together. I pulled his balls into my mouth, gently sucking and licking each one then running my tongue back up his inflating shaft that I held erect with one hand. He moaned.
As he hardened I became more aggressive in how I sucked on and jacked off his rising rod. Finally, as he reached full length I deep throated him, taking his entire length down my throat. I let my mouth act as a big vagina and made love to his cock. Up and down I moved on his shaft, one hand near the base to ensure contact and the other now buried in my own cunt as I also masturbated myself.
Ray starts to shudder when his orgasm gets near. I think it's some of his body's nerve endings preparing for the waves of pleasure that he's about the experience. I felt the shudder go through his body, yet I kept thrusting his rod in and out of my mouth, occasionally running my tongue down the outside of his rod and around his scrotum and occasionally deep throating him.
A large shudder ran through him. He murmured about the eminent arrival of his climax and then as I took him deep into my mouth he exploded and filled my mouth with jet after jet of his white man juice. I even had a small climax myself. I was so glad I could deliver this pleasure to him.
"Wow!" He exclaimed. "Definitely nice to have you back. I may never let you leave again."
By this time, a sated Kim and Bill were stuck together as they'd watched us. Kim said, "That was hot. You give nice blowjobs. You fuck nice too. Matter of fact you're pretty special." With that she leaned over and kissed me.
We showered together, and I put the bed linens in for a wash cycle. I did dress and go into work, a little on the late side. I did my own mini-assessment of our own business and compared it to Stacy's company. There were definitely the needs to build critical mass, diversify geographically, and expand their product/service offering. I took some notes of my conclusions, cleaned out my e-mail and got things ready for the coming week then went home early.
I spent most of the weekend nude and in some sort of sexual activity with Ray, Bill or Kim -- one on one or all of us together. I was a little sore by Sunday night but felt well loved and sexually sated. I shared with them all my activities with Stacy and how there was a possibility that we could bring her back to be with us all the time.
Monday morning I stuck my head in David Lear's office -- he was the president and principle owner of the company. I asked whether he had a few moments, and he gestured to his chair.
"David," I began, "Last week, as you may know, I was on the west coast evaluating another agency -- Creative Concepts Unlimited. I have a dear friend that works there. In the course of my work it became clear that they need a company like ours, here on the east coast for a number of reasons." I outlined the reasons as well as my observations about the shortcomings of Lear Marketing and Advertising.
Finally, I asked the big question, "So, I'm wondering if you'd be willing to sell your company to Creative Concepts?" I let the question hang on the table for a long time.
David had been highly attentive and now sat back pondering my question. He asked, "How much?" I knew in that instant that we could put a deal together.
*
Six months later.
Christina sat across from me in David Lear's old office. I'd redone it after he moved out. She had a grin from ear to ear. "You certainly distinguished yourself in making this merger happen," she told me. "How's it feel to be one of the executive's in Creative Concepts Unlimited?"
I grinned, "Great. Only a short time ago I could no more have thought about being here than flying myself to the moon. You've met all the people that supported me through my transition to a new life -- a new me. I have them to thank."
Kim came in with some art panels and set them on an easel in the corner of my office. "I thought you two would want to see what Stacy and I've come up with for the 'Green City' campaign. Is this a good time?" We both nodded, and Kim rapidly flipped through the large panels. When she was through Christina and I applauded.
"Great work," I praised. Kim thanked us and pranced back down the hall to the art room.
"You're a good leader. I feel we made a good decision in putting you in charge here. It's only been a month, but the numbers are already improving. Great work," Christina praised. I think I blushed.
Grant appeared at the door: "You guys got a minute; I want to show you what Stacy and some of the computer guys have come up with. I think this could revolutionize how we do marketing on the Internet." Grant was supposedly in town to help get the financial systems integrated; he really wanted to be with Christina and see what our operation was all about. Of course, several million of his firm's investment dollars had helped make the merger happen.
Christina and Grant were staying with us. Grant and Ray were already putting together a 'deal' for further new venture investments in the service industry.
Bill was the new senior vice president for new business. This fourth week of my heading the new branch office for CCU, he had three hot prospects and today he was hosting them in one of the conference rooms.
Stacy was the executive art director and Kim the creative director. We were all toying with better titles that weren't so rank based. Meanwhile, I was telling everyone to makeup their job titles to suit himself or herself.
We'd been worried that working together would hurt the relationships in the family. We talked extensively about the work and our extended family. We even talked about extending the family out even further and what that would mean for each of us. I was thinking that Grant, Christina, Aljerandro and Melissa might be interesting additions.
One evening, a few days after Grant and Christina had left to go back to the west coast, I stood in my office and looked out at the City. It was twilight, and the City lights were just starting to come on. It was a really pretty sight, and I felt so privileged to have an office with such a rare view.
I thought about the journey of the past year and a half. I could barely talk to anyone else I was so shy then; now I went out of my way to talk to people and meet new friends.
I lived alone and isolated from humanity then; now I had a growing extended family with four others and I felt we'd make some wise extensions soon.
I hadn't liked myself and certainly no others back then; now I was not only in love with myself and my large family, I gave love to all I came in contact with. Being a loving person was part of whom I had become.
I had dressed like a hermit and tried to fade into the woodwork then; now I was one of the best-dressed women in the City, and I loved the feeling of being looked at.
I hadn't been very spiritual then. I was not only distant from myself, I was distant from the Universe and the awesome feeling of oneness with all of life -- all of humanity -- all of existence. Now, when I meditated or was just quiet, I could experience that oneness from within. It gave me a warm and wonderful feeling.
The changes felt good as I stood there in the dark and looked out over the City. Someone came and wrapped their feminine arms around me and kissed the back of my neck. I knew it was Kim without looking. She held me and I hugged her arms to me.
A minute later a most masculine kiss told me Bill was there too. Another kiss told me Stacy was there. And yet another kiss told me Ray had come by too. I relaxed into their arms. My family was there. I was in heaven and all was right with the world.
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I was raised believing in many myths; of course I wasn't told they were myths. A good education will pay off and hard work gets rewarded were two of them. Then there were all those myths about relationships. Marriage is forever and solves all those ugly problems you had when you were single including access to sex. Your spouse is your best friend. Happy couples don't argue. I shouldn't have to work at a good relationship. Marriage roles are static and unchanging. Oh, and a big one, we can always repair a broken relationship.
Well, I had a graduate degree in engineering that I wasn't using yet I was getting well paid for what I did, and what I did came easily to me, so easily that I often wondered why I'd spent so much time in university. Sometimes I thought the world would see through my guise and discover I was doing all this stuff, getting paid thousands a month to do it, and realize they could get it done for minimum wage.
The other myth that proved wrong involved my marriage. I finally had to own up to the fact that my marriage sucked. There's a story about boiling frogs. Supposedly if you put a frog in boiling water, it'll jump out; but if you put the frog in cool water and turn up the heat you'll eventually end up with a boiled frog. The analogy fit my marriage. I'd started in cool and loving waters and the heat got turned up slowly and I was cooked.
I felt the emotional warmth leave my marriage as the years passed. It worried me and I have to admit I did little to rescue the situation, always figuring that tomorrow things would turn around. They didn't. We both took up different interests and then different friends and then we stopped talking about either with each other. We even stopped eating together except for a rare dinner out. I took refuge in business travel; Melissa in her work and our children.
I evaluated one day and realized that what we had now was a big zero. Nil. Nada. Nothing. Whatever we had, once upon a time, was gone. I didn't like that conclusion so I planted myself in the 'denial' stage of where our relationship was. I did it so well I was able to hide from the facts and emotions for another five years.
My catharsis came on a weekend in California. We were living outside of Boston but I had to stay over a weekend to accommodate late Friday and early Monday morning meetings at the company of one of my key client's. Len Woodruff, the top exec at my client, talked me into joining him and his wife at a personal assessment seminar and workshop over the weekend -- Saturday and half of Sunday. I had nothing else to do so I agreed.
By Sunday evening my life was transformed forever. The workshop had me churn through my brain over and over again, eventually taking ownership for the terrible state of my marriage and for not doing much to fix it. I wanted to love someone and share my life with someone dear, yet it wasn't going to happen in my marriage. I accepted my role in things and, for the first time, seemed to see clearly that the best thing for Melissa and me was to end the marriage.
Of course, I reached a number of other conclusions about my life. I was fifty pounds overweight and couldn't hide from that either. I drank too much. I smoked. I was addicted to several prescription drugs that seemed to help me sleep, particularly on red-eyes. I didn't have much in the way of relationships with my two kids -- now in their early-twenties. I was a workaholic and addicted to the 'kicks' from closing deals and making big things happen in the business world yet I really didn't like the company I worked for and how they treated people -- staff and clients.
I sat with Len and his wife Dot that Sunday night at their home in Malibu. They'd each had some realizations about their lives and were going to work on setting things straight for themselves.
Their list of "ah-ha's" however paled compared to mine. They were intimidated by my list and the profound implications it had for changing one person's life -- me. We talked a long time about how my marriage, job, work habits, and health were boiling frogs. I resolved to start to turn things around. Len made me promise to show-up the next morning and finish his strategy project. I did.
I flew back to Boston on Wednesday. The six or so hours on the transcontinental flight gave me time to do some more assessments and create some plans for my 'new' life.
I passed up the free cocktails on the flight honoring my pledge from Sunday to rid my dependence on alcohol and also lose some of the weight that it contributed to. I tossed my last cigarettes away at Len's house and had gone cold turkey. On the flight I could taste the nicotine but closed my eyes and told myself that a smoker was not the person I really wanted to be.
I'd also tossed the last of my drugs down the hotel toilet. I'd started on the drugs to help me deal with jet lag; I resolved that another way to do that was not to encounter jet lag. Stick to your time zone, fella!
I added up my net worth and was pleased it had some significance to it. A divorce would pare it down in a major way, but I could still survive on a lot less in the workplace. I didn't know what I'd do about my high stress job, the pressure chamber of a company I worked for and clash of values I was feeling, but I knew over the next months I'd explore other options.
I called each of my kids from the plane 'just to say, hello.' Both were pleasantly surprised and were able to talk. I thought that at least those relationships might not be totally trashed by my errant behaviors. Julie worked in New York and Christy in Philadelphia.
When I landed in Boston I went home instead of putting in two or three hours at the office. The house was empty. I poured myself a large Diet Coke and sat on the back patio and thought about how to open the discussion with Melissa. Eventually, I fixed myself some dinner.
Melissa came home about eight o'clock. I was reading at the kitchen counter. We did our 'how was your day' and 'how was your flight' dance. In the awkward silence that followed I studied the woman that I used to love. I wondered where the love had gone.
"Melissa," I asked slowly -- my voice cutting through the silence between us, "do you love me?" We'd stopped saying those words to each other years earlier.
She looked at me with a thousand questions on her brow. She slowly responded. "Is it time?"
"Time?" I asked.
"Time to end it -- to end the marriage," she said.
"Yes, I think it is. I've had a good chance to think about it while I was away. I don't think we can save it. It died a long time ago really."
"We'll need lawyers and all that I suppose," she said resigned to our mutual conclusion. She poured herself a glass of red wine as she spoke and then drank it down in one long gulp.
I said, "I can use the same firm we use at work. Part of their business handles divorces. I assume you'll use Bud Cole down the street?"
"Yes, probably. I'll talk to him. How will the rest of this play out?"
I thought for a moment, "I'd like to stay here tonight. I'll use the guest room and bath. I'll find a place over the weekend."
"We should tell the kids," Melissa commented as though we might call to inform them that we had a good rainstorm at the house.
We called the kids but initially we only reached Julie. We were on our cordless phones sitting across from each other as we shared the news of our break-up. Julie was only mildly shocked; I guess she'd watched a lot of the erosion take place before her eyes. Not that we ever fought or had knock down drag out battles; it was just a silent erosion of love because we'd done nothing to protect it, to bolster it, to reinforce it, to make it grow and prosper. Eventually we reached Christy; she was a more broken-up over our break-up than we were.
I devoted the rest of the week to ending the relationship despite having a huge workload. I also started living in a local motel until I could find a more permanent place. Friday, I spent a few hours with Brad Sutton, the lawyer I was eventually routed to that would handle my end of things. We worked up a page of 'principles' that would govern how I thought the assets should be divided.
I drove out to the house after an early dinner and talked to Melissa; she agreed to most of the property division principles. We made a few minor changes that we could both agree to. After we'd finished the paperwork Melissa gave me one of her 'come hither' looks. I raised my eyebrows.
She said, "You know we were always good in the sack together. Shall we end this on a high note ... upstairs?"
I slowly nodded my assent and she took my hand and led me upstairs to the master bedroom that had only just ceased to be familiar.
We stood opposite each other taking turns in undoing the clothing that we had on. As I bared Melissa's generous but now sagging bosoms we paused for a few minutes while I paid a lot of attention to them. Melissa had her head back just enjoying the sensations I was telegraphing to her body from sucking and fondling her tits.
After a few moments of this we continued until we were both nude. Melissa steered me backwards to the bed where I collapsed to a prone position. She knelt between my legs and inhaled my half inflated cock.
Melissa had always been good at blowjobs when she was in the mood. Tonight she was in the mood and it was one of her best or even her best. Perhaps she wanted me to miss her after we'd split. This would do it.
She ran her tongue up one side and down the other then sank her head and throat down on my rod until her nose just grazed my pubes. She'd come all the way off me, often with a long strand or two of juice continuing to bridge between her mouth and my rod.
The whole effort was efficient and effective. I was hard and highly stimulated in only a few minutes. I warned her.
She said, "If you're up for it we can probably get a double in. I mean the kids aren't around and we both have all night."
I was up for it.
Melissa finally knee-walked up my body until her moist cunt was centered over my now hyper-extended shank. She reached down and positioned me at the entrance to her vagina and then ever so slowly sank down until our groins were tight against each other. She surprised me by leaning and kissing me open mouth with lots of tongue and passion.
Then our wild oscillations into each other's bodies started. She was rising and dropping rapidly onto my cock, our bodies slapping together at increasing speed.
Without warning, she suddenly shouted, "Oh shit, I'm cuming. I'M CUMING BIG TIME! FUCK MEeeeeeee."
My body had gotten itself right up to the brink and I'd just started to think about ways to hold off until she came. So instead I gave into the urge to ejaculate into her. I allowed that wonderful sensation of orgasm to sweep over me and I sent about ten jets of my jism into Melissa's body.
In the meantime she was arched over me in a most provocative and sensual pose, temporarily frozen in time as her climax claimed her body, mind and spirit.
She fell into my arms and we smoothed and stroked one another. Her legs started to cramp up and so she carefully spread herself out lengthwise over my body so that we also stayed connected. We kissed some more.
As I finally slid from her body with some of our combined fluids I slithered down the bed and pulled Melissa's legs over my shoulders. I was staring at a lovely pussy. After studying the landscape I feasted on the entire area, allowing my tongue to fuck the open vagina and enjoy the tasty fluids that we'd put there and capturing and sucking on the clitoris and the surrounding and protective flaps of skin.
Melissa went into some state of ecstasy as she ran her fingers lazily through my hair as I continued my banquet. As I got things reasonably cleaned up orally I added my fingers, entering her delicious pussy and finding the familiar area I knew would excite her to another orgasm.
I was right, for in a minute Melissa's hand slapped the bed beside her as she crested into another climax ... and then amazingly another minute later into another. She was talking to me as she went through her writhing and gyrations of pleasure; "Oh, fuck me with that tongue. On shit, you're going to bring me off. Keep those fingers in there. Put your whole hand in there. That's my spot ... right THERE! Oh, fuck, FUCK! Fuck me. Bring me off. I want you to come back in there tonight. I want more of your cum in there. I want to suck you some more. I want you to come over me and pound into me. Oh, fuck, that feels good. Right there." She went on and on; she was unusually vocal tonight.
Finally, she pushed me away. "If you do that anymore I'd melt away for the rest of the night. I want us to do 'it' one more time." She shifted around on the bed and pushed me onto my back again.
She inhaled my prick, this time sucking the last of our combined juices from the drooping shaft. She was expert again and restored me to full readiness in a few minutes. Melissa continued to add some erotic fuck-talk to her ministrations often as she worked on me. Both were effective.
When I felt ready I pushed her onto her back and positioned myself between her legs. I put my rod about an inch in and then withdrew. I could tell this frustrated her. She was ready for a rough fuck and deep penetration.
I reinserted myself, this time allowing a fraction of an inch more than the prior time before I withdrew.
She looked up at me, smiled but said, "Bastard. Just fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
I smiled and penetrated her again, sinking in perhaps an inch and a half and then withdrawing again. Then I allowed almost two inches to fill her then two and quarter then two and a half. I kept it up, sometimes slowly withdrawing and sometimes yanking myself out with all the speed I could muster.
Melissa came again at the three-inch mark where I did a rapid withdrawal. Of course, I'd added my thumb to the area to stroke her clit. I paused and let her enjoy the partial fullness and her climax.
As she regained some semblance of cogency I withdrew and continued my slow penetration game: three and a quarter, withdraw slowly, pause, three and a half, withdraw slowly, pause, three and three-quarter, jerk my rod from her body, pause, and so forth. We were both enjoying the game.
I teased until I was entirely buried to the hilt in her pussy. When I paused there, deep inside her, I could feel her cuntal muscles rippling up and down my sensitive cock. I'd made myself sensitive to any stimulation by the game.
Melissa looked up and me and said, "Now, will you fuck me."
I said, "Perhaps." I yanked my entire rod from her body in a rapid movement. Melissa came again.
"Oh shit," she said. "Every time you do that I cum -- sometimes big, sometimes small. That was a big one." She looked down between us as I lined up to penetrate her and added, "Perhaps that's because you are the biggest I think I've ever seen you. Fuck me sailor!"
This time I started to pump into her with the serious intent of bringing us both to orgasms and filling her pussy with whatever cum I had left after my first sojourn in her pussy. She locked her legs behind my back and helped me sustain my gyrations into her body.
Not too long after I could feel my interior plumbing start to switch over to ejaculation mode. I'd once imagined little train engineers inside me throwing switches that diverted my plumbing systems and turned on green lights along the track from my balls to Melissa's cunt.
"I'm near," I whispered to Melissa.
"Me too," she panted.
I felt my pumper start its machinations, pulling the creamy mix from my scrotum into the canals and routing it forward. Each surge of my pumper brought me increased pleasure; it also signaled me to pound all that much harder into Melissa to ensure that I delivered fast and deep in her vagina.
The fluids jetted from my body into hers as my body arched above her and my breathing stopped as the wave of pleasure hit me. I froze in place.
Melissa was arched into me yet I could feel her interior muscles rippling along my cock, pulling me deeper into her and ensuring that my seed went effectively deep. Our bodies had no way of knowing that Melissa had had her tubes tied years before.
I collapsed into Melissa's welcome arms and we rolled to our side, stroking our sweating bodies one last time.
A few minutes later we showered together and I redressed. Melissa just slipped on a robe but left the front untied and seductively appealing. She saw me to the front door and we kissed goodbye. We both knew we'd never repeat what had happened that night. It was the end of a marriage.
*****
I lined up a few apartments to look at Saturday morning and by noon had made a selection of furnished place 'Back Bay' not too far from where I worked in Boston. One of the decision points became the full gym (complete with trainer that came in three evenings a week). Saturday afternoon while Melissa was apparently out running errands I packed up the car with most of my clothing, a couple of cartons of books, and another of personal keepsakes. By dinnertime I was moved in and feeling better about life. At least I'd taken some remedial steps.
I walked the City Saturday night, stopping by the office to clean out the accumulated mail. I felt relaxed about the way things were going. I was committed to keeping the stress out of my life.
Sunday, I started the day with a long workout in the gym. What made it long was that I took my time, seeking to avoid stress injuries to unworthy muscles. When I was through I took a brisk five-mile walk around a loop along the Charles River. I was sure I'd lost ten pounds. I'd gained two; now I was fifty-two pounds overweight.
As the business week progressed so did my morning workouts. Basically I'd traded my commute time for gym time in the morning and again at the end of the day. I was walking the mile or so to work as well.
I also changed my diet. I started heading for salads and fruits rather than pizza and pasta. I stuck to my resolution to avoid alcoholic drinks and not smoke. My body wondered what was happening and often complained, but I just overrode those concerns.
The divorce settlement actually went smoothly, most likely because both Melissa and I had good, well-paying jobs. We split the assets and there'd be no alimony. We agreed to jointly own and time-share a vacation home we had in Maine, promising each other we'd be quite flexible about sharing the lovely place. We maintained some estate planning insurance and things that we'd set up to be sure the kids were taken care of if anything untoward happened to either or both of us. That about summed things up.
I had started a new life.
*****
Six Months Later
Some life changes are catastrophic and others happen more slowly. It took six months for the divorce to be finalized. During that time I lost forty-five pounds and significantly toned up. I was now jogging five to seven miles daily -- not bad for a fifty-year old guy. Further, I'd stuck to the elimination of my bad habits. I felt the best I had in years.
At work, I'd put an emphasis on staying on the east coast within a three-hour non-stop flight as I did the marketing and sales part of my job. I did make one trip out to LA to finish up some additional work for Len's company. He told me he was sorry to see me finish but realized I was in a life transition. He wished me well and assured me we'd stay in touch. We joked a long time about mid-life crises; I assured him I'd come out whole.
Even though some of my colleagues kidded me about getting lots of pussy now that I was single, I was not dating. Although tempted and even coming close a couple of times, I had never actually cheated on Melissa.
Now, I couldn't imagine hitting the bar scene -- 'meat lockers' my younger colleagues called them. I also wasn't going to any church; I didn't belong to any co-ed clubs; and I wasn't taking any courses with pretty co-eds around. There was nowhere in my life where I'd meet single women except possibly at work and I had a personal rule about that I wasn't ready to give up yet.



I'd decided that I didn't want to tempt anything on the 'rebound' anyway, not that I felt I was rebounding. I just wanted to be really 'over' my defunct marriage. It was funny, I didn't feel bitter or any remorse; just a sense of relief I could get onto a new track.
One weekend I went down to New York and spent a Saturday with Julie. She jogged through Central Park with me and I was pleased that I could wear out a twenty-three year old. We had a sidewalk lunch then went to the Guggenheim and MoMA. We had a wonderful dinner at the Top of the Sixes (the restaurant closed about a year later). I slept on Julie's couch, took another run through Central Park in the morning and caught the noon shuttle back to Boston.
I repeated the process a week later only this time Christy took the train from Philly down to Washington, DC. We took a mini-suite at the Marriott so we each had a room and played tourist for the weekend.
The two or us had a moment to always remember just after dawn on Sunday morning when we were out jogging. We'd run from the hotel past the Washington Monument then to the Jefferson Monument and then to the Lincoln Memorial. We stood in front of Lincoln in all his white majestic appearance, panting from our exertions as we read the various quotes from him on the walls. There was no one else around; it was eerie but so inspiring and tearfully memorable and patriotic.
I had great conversations with both girls. I was open to their advice about dating, single-hood, and all. They'd always been closer to Melissa thus I was pleased that they opened up for me. I think they knew I was reaching out to them on many levels.
Then I met someone.
Robyn was thirty-two and looked about twenty-five or even younger. I didn't know that when I met her in the gym in my building. The first time I saw her I'd just finished my morning workout and was leaving the gym as she was coming in. I nodded and held the door for her; she gave me a lovely smile and said "Thank you."
As I walked towards the elevators I reflected on the shapely brunette that seemed to have a spring in her step. I had one of my thirty-second fantasies and then totally forgot about her.
The next day the same pretty girl came into the gym a little earlier. I was doing my last reps on the Nautilus and was using minimal weights. I smiled at her and eked out a "Hi" to her "Hello." She stretched a little then started on the Stairmaster, a torture machine devised by a sadist. As I slowly completed the reps I could look into the mirrors and watch her shapely ass oscillating with her exertions. It was hard to tell what was really happening under her loose top, but I noted that it was probably interesting.
I sighed, finished and picked up my towel. Today was to be one of those days that I did seven miles along the Charles River. I stashed my towel under the stairwell and headed out for my run. I knocked off the miles at less than eight minutes a mile, using the last half-mile to slow and allow my body to return to some stage of equilibrium.
I retrieved my towel and went to the bank of elevators. As I got there the door opened and Robyn stepped out nicely dressed in what passes for upscale business casual around Boston.
She looked at me and said, "Oh, good grief. You've been out exercising all this time? Running?"
I was still panting and so I nodded and said between pants, "Yes, seven today. If you ever want to come along just let me know. I warm up in the gym first. We've seen each other there."
"Oh, I know," she said. "When you left this morning I thought you were done. You put me to shame."
I put out my hand; "I'm Tom Devine. I'm in 412." I pointed in an upward direction with my other hand.
"Oh," she said reaching out and shaking my hand, "I'm Robyn Elwell. 515."
The elevator door started to close and I jumped in. "I'll see you tomorrow morning." She was laughing as the doors shut and the elevator started upwards.
Robyn came to the gym a little earlier the next day. I had my maximum weights on each exercise I was doing so I was really straining. She watched me and tried one of the stations after I'd vacated to move to another machine.
"I can't even budge this thing and yet I just watched you do fifteen reps on this," she told me with a sense of awe in her voice.
"These are the maximum weights I can do," I told her. "I'm trying to break down muscle fiber -- tear it slightly -- so it rebuilds and is even stronger; no pain, no gain and all that."
I watched her tinker with some of the weights, do some Nautilus work, and then opt for the Stairmaster again. I admired her shapely body as she started to climb to nowhere. I finished the last of my heavy sets and then reduced the weights and made my light pass through the exercise stations. She watched me in the mirrors occasionally giving me a smile when our eyes met.
As I finished I said to her, "If you want to run, I'm about to do a slow jog along the Charles. Do you want to come along?"
She stopped Stairmastering and looked at me; "Yes," she told me. "Will I be warm enough?"
The temperatures in the late autumn mornings were pretty chilly for Boston. I'd taken to wearing a light windbreaker.
"Here," I said. "Take my windbreaker. I can live without it for a day. Come on; let's go," I grinned at her.
She pulled on the windbreaker over her loose t-shirt and sports bra thanking me for the courtesy. I had enough heat from my workout so that I could coast through the run, plus I thought the windbreaker had never looked better.
"How far are we going?" she asked as we cut across Clarendon Street on the way to the miles of park that borders the river.
"There are a bunch of different circuits you can do. I was thinking of five miles at about this pace. Can you do that?"
"Yes," she answered, "but don't go any faster. I'm not in the same shape you are."
I explained that three months earlier I had forty-five pounds extra and lots of bad habits and that I'd decided I didn't want to live that way. I told her about the seminar. Somewhere in my explanation I tossed in a neutral remark about ending a loveless marriage too. I told her I'd lived north of the City about thirty miles for many years."
Robyn was panting but managed to say a few things about her background. She'd come to Boston from Syracuse. She'd graduated from school there and then gone to work for the University in their admissions office. Now she was working for Harvard in their admissions office. She explained that this was one of the more relaxed times of year since application reviews for early admissions and then the regular March notifications hadn't started yet.
We trudged along as the sun rose higher in the sky. I noted that while the sun was up it was doing little to warm the atmosphere. What did warm my heart was the view when I occasionally ran a little behind Robyn. Did I mention that she had one of the nicest butts in the whole world?
We finished back at our apartment complex, went in and caught the next elevator heading up. As we slowly rose I asked, "Tomorrow? More or less the same routine?"
Robyn gave me a wide smile and said, "Most definitely. I feel so alive after the run. Thank you for getting me out."
I hopped off the elevator on my floor with a cheery, "See ya!" I felt warm inside from the presence of a lovely and talented female in my life.
After I'd showered and dressed for work, I started to head out the door. Hanging on my doorknob was my windbreaker with a note tucked into it. The note just said one word - "Thanks," and there was the lipstick impression of a kiss. My heart did one little flip-flop. I tucked the note in my pocket and tossed the garment into my flat.
Several times during the day I took Robyn's note from my pocket and looked at it. By the end of the day it was getting a little worn.
Robyn had just started her workout in the gym when I got there the next morning. She gave me a very cheery 'good morning' and through our exertions talked about how virtuous we were, particularly at this early hour. We recounted all the benefits we were deriving from this. After thirty minutes I announced I was ready for my run. We both had windbreakers this time as we headed for the Charles River.
As we jogged we shared a few more elements of our life story and our jobs. I shared more of my self-discoveries at the California seminar, in particular talking about my job and then mentioning that I wanted a more peaceful, loving and spiritual life. She said she understood.
As we went Robyn told me about her upbringing in upper-New York State. She mentioned that she had a sister three years younger and had been in and out of a couple of serious relationships. She emphasized that she wasn't dating anyone at the time.
Robyn was impressed that I was a pilot and had my own plane at one of the airports surrounding Boston. She really wanted to fly someplace she told me.
Towards the end of our run I confessed that the little note she'd left me the day before had warmed my life for the entire day, what with the 'kiss' and all. Robyn laughed yet as we waited for the elevator she came around in front of me, gently took my face in her hands and gave me one warm, mind-bending, soul-searing kiss.
When she was through she said, "There. Now isn't that better than one on paper?"
I was dumbstruck and just stood there with all my bells ringing. I just nodded numbly and finally whispered, "Yea ... most definitely." The elevator came and seconds later we parted as we had the day before agreeing to see each other the following morning. Since it was going to be Saturday I suggested we meet an hour later. She agreed.
Saturday morning I found Robyn in the gym at seven o'clock rather than our usual six a.m. She was well into her workout. I joined her and soon we were both heated and gasping our way through our workout stations in the large room. I noted that she was pushing herself harder than when I'd first seen her.
I suggested a longer run than usual to Robyn baiting her with a stop for a cup of coffee in the middle of the run. She agreed and so we jogged five miles at a slow pace up river to Harvard Square where we got cups of coffee at Starbucks and sat on a bench, watched the morning traffic start to build, and enjoyed the brisk morning and just being together.
Robyn sat close to me so that we were more together on the bench than apart. There was a lot of extra room on the bench. I was pleased she felt comfortable with me and our physical contact.
When our coffees were gone we jogged the five or so miles back to the apartment complex. As we walked the last couple of hundred yard to cool down I turned to her and asked, "Robyn, I don't know what your plans are but I'd be delighted if you'd join me for dinner tonight -- or one of these evenings."
She reached out and touched my arm and said, "I can't think of a nicer way to spend a Saturday night. What time? Do you want to come up to my place for a glass of wine before we go?"
"How about seven and yes," I replied. We walked into the building and parted with a little squeeze of each other's hands as I left the elevator. Now my heart did several major flip-flops. I thought, 'My God, I've met a woman.'
Hours later I knocked on Robyn's door. She opened it and I was stunned by how nice she looked. She was dolled up to the nines. Her frosty brunette hair was done up in a twist with little curly strands hanging down beside her lovely face. Had it been frosty before?
She had on a muted flowered top with a long strand of pearls that disappeared into her cleavage at that instant. This was the first time I was aware that she had lovely breasts -- taut and round in all the right places. Robyn's black slacks amplified the fact that she had a flat tummy and shapely legs. Lastly, she had a pair of three-inch heels that looked sexy as all hell.
I presented her with a bouquet of flowers and a bottle of wine. Leaving both in my hands she came into my arms and planted another of those earth-shaking kisses on me.
"I rather liked kissing you yesterday," she told me as she pulled away and took the wine and flowers from my outstretched hands. "I think we should do more of that."
I nodded agreement and followed her towards her kitchen. The pants also showed off Robyn's nice butt. Oh, happy day! My heart was doing flip-flops at random due to both the kiss and the tight slacks.
She opened the wine and poured us two glasses. I confessed this was the first wine I'd had in months and so this really was a special occasion. I toasted her and our growing friendship. She laughed, sipped to the toast then came and kissed me again. What a nice arrangement.
Conversation came easily as she found a vase for the flowers and I commented on the differences between our apartments. Robyn, it turned out, had a two-bedroom unit that she'd bought as a condo. Mine was a one-bedroom condo unit that I was renting from the owner.
We stood by one of her large windows and watched the traffic below along Newbury Street and a small segment of Boyston Street. After we'd emptied our wine glasses Robyn suggested we go. I made a couple of phone calls and we put our jackets on and went down to street level.
I'd captured a rare dinner reservation at Radius, on High Street in Boston. It's one of the nicer restaurants in the City where I've met the chef several times. The place was superb.
As Robyn and I ate I basked in how easily our conversation came and how open I felt with this young woman. Further, she was intelligent and had a keen intellect that was interested in everything.
We had a long discussion about my failed marriage and my lessons learned. She offered points she'd learned from a couple of abortive relationships she'd had over the years, the most recent ending a year earlier. She had profound insights into life I'd failed to learn despite being over twelve years older.
We carefully avoided talking as though there was a "we" at the table. Each of us picked our words carefully in the sensitive parts of our conversation. The conversation went, "I learned this ..." or "I should have done ..." I noticed we both shouldered more than our share of the blame for past relationship failures.
After dinner we decided to walk back to our apartments. Robyn hugged my arm to her body and walked along holding onto me in a very friendly gesture. She often put her head on my shoulder for a few seconds and enjoyed our closeness. We shifted at one point and I put my arms around her and held her to me. Now we were a "we."
Mostly we walked along Boylston Street, stopping often to window shop or watch something of interest. The City was abuzz with activity and traffic.
At the condo building, Robyn pulled me to her and said, "Please come up." She had a very loving look in her eye.
Back in her flat we shed our jackets and Robyn melted into my arms. She'd left the radio on a jazz station and Eva Cassidy's I Know You By Heart was playing -- a love song. We swayed gently to the music as we kissed and kissed and kissed.
Robyn started to undo the buttons on my shirt; I did not resist but I did kiss the top of her head and inhaled the scent of her hair as she did. When she'd bared my chest she leaned in and kissed and licked my skin. Then she ran her tongue around one of my nipples, one of the more sensitive parts of my body and a part of me that sends all sorts of sexual sensations through me.
I gently pulled her top from within the confines of her black slacks, allowing my fingers to stroke her skin as it became available to me. When I had the blouse free I moved to pull it over her head. Robyn raised her arms and allowed me to carefully and slowly pull the flowery top over her head. As I finished I shed my own shirt too.
Robyn was wearing a little frilly bra that was doing little to actually confine her breasts. I'd only seen her in a sports bra with a t-shirt over that so this was a real treat. She had full, ripe breasts that invited being held and suckled.
I moved my head down and targeted over a nipple through the thin material of the bra. I could feel the nipple stiffen beneath the material. I brought my other hand to her other breast as I exhaled hot, moist air through the material to her breast.
Robyn moaned a little and said, "Oh, Rob, I like that." She cradled my head in her arms and we stood that way for a while. Finally she said, "Come. Sofa." We moved and sat close to one another.
In the process Robyn took her bra off, freeing her beautiful breasts. We continued to kiss and hug, our attentions to each other becoming increasingly oral and wet.
Robyn reached down and rubbed the evident bulge in my pants. "Let's take this to the next level," she told me softly.
I was concentrating on running my tongue around her left ear when I felt her undo the zipper to my pants -- and then my belt. In another few seconds she had my inflating rod in her hands.
I allowed her to shift her body around so she could take me into her sweet mouth. Now I found yet another talent she had hidden from me. She gave world-class blowjobs. I lay back and enjoyed the sensations she was delivering for a few minutes.
I reached over and undid the button and zipper to Robyn's black slacks. Although awkward from my position, I pushed them off of her hips along with the thong that I found beneath them. She wiggled them down her thighs a little to show I was making the right move.
As her pussy became uncovered I reached under her with the fingers of one hand and toyed with the folds of skin I found there feeling, with purpose, for her clitoris. I knew I'd found it when I heard her mew loudly into my cock.
I kept my fingers busy occasionally dipping them into the folds of her vagina. Robyn's body was pouring fluids into the area preparing it for the sexual union that it was sure was coming. I brought my fingers to my lips and nostrils to taste and breath in the aroma of her sweetness.
"Let's finish undressing," I finally said. We both took twenty seconds to shed the last of our clothing, most of it all but off our bodies at that point anyway.
As Robyn lay back on the sofa and opened herself to me I realized that all she had on was the one strand of pearls that had so sexily nestled in her cleavage most of the night. They gave Robyn a sophisticated look yet I found it also one of the sexiest accoutrements I had every envisioned.
I positioned myself between her legs and then lowered my mouth to her hot cunt. I quickly found her clit again with my tongue and ran several fingers deep into her body.
"Oh, Tom, if you keep doing that I'm going to cum," she exclaimed. I kept doing it.
Robyn's cum was joyful. I have always enjoyed bringing pleasure to my love object and this was no exception. I helped her along, stroking her G-spot and licking her clit until the explosion happened.
Robyn's legs came up around my ears and closed, freezing my head in position. I could feel her entire body throb with the climax. The throbbing gave way to a long shudder of pleasure. Her hands held my head to her pussy, pushing me into her as she ground her pussy up into my face. I briefly wondered if anyone had ever died from suffocation this way. I silently volunteered to try.
"Oh, Tom, Oh, Tom, Oh Tom," she kept repeating and then finally after a huge gasp for breath, "THAT was wonderful." I got a lovely smile from her ravished body.
"How about I ravish you a little more completely," I suggested. She held her arms up to me.
I moved up her body, stopping to again lick and suck on her breasts. When I got to her lips she hummed into my mouth. We separated and she said, "I can taste myself on you. Good thing I like pussy juice."
I had hardened to something approaching re-bar as I'd orally loved her. Now, as I knelt before her, I took that hard cock and with one hand rubbed the head into the lubrication that flooded her pussy. When it was coated with her fluids I carefully placed the head at the entrance to her body.



Robyn moved towards me as I moved towards her. In a brief second I sank to my full depth into her velvet tunnel. We both sighed with pleasure at the penetration.
Then our oscillations started: my hips rising and falling to plunge my cock into her; her hips rotating in synch with my moves to ensure deep penetration and maximum feeling for our union.
I whispered the open question, "How should I end this? Inside? Outside?"
Robyn looked lovingly at me, "Cum deep in me, Rob. I'm safe and on the pill. I want every drop of you in me."
I was fine with that and so we continued working our way towards our inevitable conclusion when I exploded my jets of man-juice into her open pussy. Robyn came a few seconds after I did. I think she'd been waiting for me to explode so she could follow suit.
After our pleasures washed over us, we remained coupled but I was in an awkward position as I was still on my knees. I pulled out slowly as we looked into each other's eyes.
When we'd separated, Robyn hopped up and said, "Come with me." She led the way back to her bedroom. She tossed the spread and covers aside and lay down on her back. "Come back inside me. Can you get back in?"
I had deflated some, but we were both so slippery that I slid right back into her body. The feeling was fantastic.
"There," she said. "Now we're both comfortable and we can enjoy our coupling for a while longer."
"I like this," I told her as I showered her upper body and face with kisses and licks.
Robyn said, "Let me tell you about one of my hotter and more memorable fucks. I mean we've both had other lovers; let's share hot stories. All right?"
I said, "Go ahead, I can hardly wait."
She went on, "One guy I dated over ten years ago was an exhibitionist at heart. One summer day, we double dated with another couple and went down to one of the lakes in New York to swim and have a picnic. When we got there we found a remote spot and laid out our picnic and took our first swim. In the process he started to finger me under water. I was getting really hot and bothered. I mean he really knew how to use his fingers inside me."
"Go on," I whispered as I felt some life start to spring back into my cock.
"Anyway I grabbed his cock and started to masturbate him under water too. Then we looked and the other couple we were with had shed their bathing suits. She was lying back on the picnic bench and the guy was eating her pussy. It was very erotic. So I told my boyfriend, I want to be on the table too."
"Sounds like fun," I offered as I twitched a little inside her.
Robyn continued, "So we walked up the bank from the lake to the picnic table, losing our suits along the way too. I lay down at the other end of the table and quite quickly he started to fuck me. The other couple was fucking now too. The sunlight was warm, the sky blue, and the air soft. We thrust into each other for a while until the other guy says, "Hey, wanna switch?"
"Oh," I said as I hardened even more.
"So we did," she said. "The next I knew my boyfriend was fucking his girlfriend as he thrust his long, thick cock into me."
By now I was back to my 'ready' state and had started to fuck Robyn again. She moved to welcome my every move.
"And, you liked that?" I asked as I thrust into her.
"Oh, yes. It was so 'hot.' We moved where we two girls were side by side as the guys fucked us. They'd switch back and forth over and over again. At one point the girl leaned over and kissed me ... and I kissed back. It was like getting fucked by three people not just one. That was hot too. Then her hand started to rub my clit so I started to do the same thing to her."
"Does this have a happy ending?" I asked softly with a big grin.
"Oooooh, yes," Robyn said as she mashed her pussy against me. "Everyone came in buckets and we had orgasms galore. But that wasn't the ending. We did it over and over again. And then the four of us became really close and went out together all the time. Every time we did we'd fuck each other's brains out. There was no telling who was going to cum with whom or how. We did everything we could think of."
"What fun," I exclaimed as I thrust into her body.
"Sometimes one of us would be away and the other two would take care of the one still in town. If she were away I'd fuck both guys. If he was away my boyfriend and I would fuck her 'til she begged for merci."
"Are you 'bi'?" I asked.
"Yea, I guess," Robyn replied with a wry grin. "I certainly was during that time -- with her, with him. I had other experiences with another girl I'll tell you about some day. It's not an 'everyone' decision for me. Does that turn you off? On?"
"On, actually," I replied. "I never thought about it but that's 'hot'. I don't think I could find a guy that interesting but having two women interested in each other doesn't bother me at all. It's a turn on."
"What if it had been your wife?" Robyn asked with playful look on her face.
"We'd probably still be married and fucking all the time," I said with an equally mischievous look on my facet too.
"Oh, good," Robyn said. "Now fuck me again."
We began our thrusting into each other in earnest now, fueled in part by the story of her old boyfriend and the other couple as well as a vision of Robyn and another equally beautiful woman sexually satisfying each other.
Our second orgasms were better than our first, but now I was really done for the night. We cuddled and mewed into each other's bodies. Robyn asked me to stay the night -- and so I did.
Robyn's alarm clock clicked. It didn't go off; it just clicked. It was set for six-thirty; I figured this was when she'd set it so she could get up and meet me yesterday -- Saturday morning. Robyn didn't hear it; she was sound asleep.
I lay and watched her sleeping. She was so peaceful -- an angel asleep beside me. We were both still naked and I could feel her hip against me -- her shoulder nestled beneath my arm. I gently kissed her but she still slept. I dozed and in the process realized my heart was going flip flop, flip flop, flip flop. My bells went off; I was falling for Robyn.
Around eight o'clock Robyn groaned in her sleep yet snuggled more tightly against me. I figured she was still asleep.
I kissed her again and a small voice came from next to me and said, "Thank you for still being here." She looked up at me and kissed my cheek.
"I can't think of any place in the Universe I would rather be than here," I whispered to her. I hugged her to me.
Robyn rolled over more closely to me pressing her body against me. She was fully awake now.
She said, "I really enjoyed last night." She paused, "No, that sounds too trite. I want you to know that ... that, well I really, really like you. Last night just made me more sure of what I'd thought before that than ever before."
We kissed a lot. I reached down and slowly, but sensuously massaged one of her breasts. Her nipple became erect and then so did I.
Robyn rolled over on top of me, reached down and took my cock and inserted it into her warm vagina. I'm sure most of the fluids that gushed around our union were the result of our lovemaking the night before.
We made love as Robyn hovered over me, her motions proving her affection beyond a doubt. We kissed, hugged, fondled, rubbed, licked, and touched every conceivable part of each other's bodies and made sweet love. When we were done we just snuggled back in her bed, our fluids leaking from her onto my sweaty body. She reached down and used her hand to rub the fluids into my skin.
"Most people would be horrified at leaking on their new lover," she said. "Or they'd apologize and go to the bathroom and try to staunch the flow by ejecting the fluid in the toilet. I love that I am full of your fluid. I love that it leaks from me, mixed with mine, down onto you. I love that we can rub in into each other to celebrate a new relationship."
And celebrate we did.
We finally got out of bed around nine-thirty. Robyn insisted that we not shower and that we each a light breakfast in the nude. She was my kind of person.
After breakfast, she dressed in running clothes. I gave her the key to my apartment and she went down and got my running clothes from where I told her they were and brought them back up to her condo so I could get ready for a run. I dressed and then took my other clothes back to my place.
We did the long run again, but at a slow and easy pace. We enjoyed a coffee at the Harvard Square Starbucks again, this time making 'ga-ga' eyes at each other. To this day I can't tell you whether the Square was busy or empty; I only had eyes for her.
When we got back we really were odiferous -- an interesting mix of exercise and sexual smells that permeated the air around us. I suggested showers but she said no. Instead, Robyn came back to my apartment with me and we started to make love again.
I wasn't sure that I'd be able to rise to her demands but my body responded as I wanted it to, particularly after she sucked on my cock for a while. She commented on how she loved our musky aromas. Robyn mounted me allowing me to cup and suck on her taut breasts as she offered them to me.
After we were coupled and fucking slowly in my bed so we could draw out our pleasure, she asked, "Tell me one of your hot stories. What's the hottest fuck you've ever had?"
"Well, there have been so many, it's hard to choose," I offered somewhat tentatively.
Robyn tickled me and I broke into laughter at my over statement.
I finally began, "Just after I graduated college a fraternity brother and I took a little road trip. We wanted to hike up in Vermont and New Hampshire -- to camp out. So we went up in the Green Mountains and then over into the Presidential Range in New Hampshire. He remembered he knew a girl that lived near the University of New Hampshire. They'd gone steady in high school but her parents had moved up to that area. I think her father taught there."
"Anyway, as we started to head back south he talked me into stopping at her house. She was there -- and she was 'hot,' present company excluded, of course. I mean my tongue started to hang out of the side of my mouth and all my hormones clicked into high gear."
"So anyway we decided to hang around with his friend; Joanne was her name. For some reason her parents were away and she had the house to herself; I think they were overseas. That night she called in sick to her job and we stayed around her house."
"After a while, we were watching some B-grade film on television and she asks if we want to watch some porn. Turned out she'd found her father's secret cache. Anyway, she scampered off and came back with two VHS tapes. She started up the tape and soon we were sitting there watching C-grade acting and A-grade porn."
Robyn leaned in and started to lick my neck, "Go on," she whispered. "Don't let me distract you from your story. I like it so far."
"So Joanne snuggles up to my friend and they start making out. I'm sort of glued to the TV screen cause the porn has my attention. Did I mention I like porn?"
"The next I knew he's pulling Joanne's top over her head so he can reach her breasts and then he removes her bra too. Her tits weren't huge but apparently she's unbelievably sensitive and she has large areolas. She's moaning and pleading with him to fuck her."
"In the meantime, the first skit on the porn tape ends and changes to one of two guys who are all over some bosomy and very willing and innocent looking school girl. The parallel to what's going on the room is unmistakable. Meantime, I'm wondering if I should take a walk so my friend can fuck Joanne."
"Joanne then turns to me and says, 'You know, I have two tits. There's one for each of you. Come join us Tom.' So I go over to the sofa and start sucking on the tit that's available. My friend nods his approval to me and says, 'Let's do her.'"
"Next I know Joanne and we are naked and she's seated between us jerking our cocks up and down. Then she leans towards me and starts to suck on my cock. I was afraid she'd pull my insides out she had such vacuum power. Anyway she got me all hard while my friend finger-fucked her."
Robyn said in a husky voice, "You know you've grown six inches longer and thicker inside me since you started this story. Keep going." She rose and fell slowly on me again, our bodies slapping together.
I continued, "So Joanne turns and starts sucking on my friend. I run my fingers around her cunt for a minute and then decide I want to eat her pussy. So I go down on her. She starts gyrating and pushing her pussy into my face. She tasted really good as I recall."
"Then Joanne turned briefly to me and said, 'Tom, put you cock in me. Fuck me.' So as she knelt and gave a blowjob I slid by cock into her juicy cunt and started to fuck her. She kept moaning and then I'd watch some more of the porn tape and get even harder and fuck her some more."
Robyn was really concentrating on me as I talked. I could tell she was near. I continued, "I reached around and started to massage her clit -- just like this." I used my thumb on Robyn's clit. "Next I knew Joanne blew a huge orgasm -- a big, happy, wet, juicy, warm, wooly orgasm."
Robyn came. Her head snapped back and she arched her back and pushed her cunt into me. I guess I was able to hold off since I was straining to deliver and I was really getting into my story that at this point was only partly finished.
As Robyn, came back to reality, she leaned down and kissed me. I had been sucking on one of her large breasts and she pulled me up. "God, you are a magnificent lover. Now, tell me some more of your story."
We kissed and I continued as she started to rise and fall slowly on my cock again, "Well, as Joanne came she also finished jerking off my friend. He came all over her face and neck and tits. I hadn't cum so I pulled out of her for a minute and watched as she licked the creamy fluid off my friends cock and rubbed the fluid into her body. It was really sexy."
"Joanne then turned to me and said, 'You need to finish fucking me. You haven't cum and I want your cum in my pussy.' With that she lays back in my friend's lap so she can occasionally suck on his cock. She spreads her legs and I'm right back into her cunt only this time I can see her whole naked body."
Robyn said, "You like nudity, don't you? You like it when I'm not wearing any clothes don't you?"
"Of course," I answered. "Back to my story, I leaned down and sucked on Joanne's tits even though she just rubbed my friend's cum into her chest. She liked that and it made her thrust into me even harder. We kissed a lot too."
"Then I told her I was about to cum. Joanne said that was great 'cause she was ready too. 'Just blast into me,' she told me. Well, I came and came and came. I don't think I've ever cum as much before or after that climax. I was so worked up between my throbbing twenty-year old hormones, watching the porn flick, watching my friend get a blowjob, and just watching Joanne and having her talk about how happy our fucking her made her."
"So you filled her?" Robyn asked.
"I'll say. We flooded the sofa and created a huge pool of our mixed juices on the floor when she stood up. Joanne didn't seem to care. She just lay back the other way and insisted my friend start to fuck her. He went at it. Joanne grabbed me and pulled me to her mouth and started to suck on me. I was really turned on and ready for action in about ten seconds."
"Did you fuck her again?" Robyn asked as she pulled herself nearly all the way off my cock and then dropped down onto me -- taking my entire shaft into her body in some body-shattering erotic move. I could tell I was getting near.
"Yea, of course. I was only twenty or so. After my friend had blasted his second load into her, Joanne insisted I fuck her again. My friend went to clean up or something and she told me I was the best lover she'd ever had. She said she just wanted me to keep fucking her and that I could come back anytime, even without my friend. She then concentrated on our fucking."
"And you came again?" she asked.
"Oh, yes. And with much the same results - a gallon of cum and a rewarding climax. Joanne loved it. When we were through she caught some of the cum from her pussy and started to rub it into her body and face. She said it was the world's best skin cream. Besides, she said, she was horny and just wanted to take a bath in cum."
Robyn was now grinding into me and I was rapidly losing it.
"Robyn, I'm about to cum. All this talk about sex and fucking and cum is making me very horny and I really want to focus on fucking you."
"Then fuck me," she said. She pulled my head up to her breasts.
Thirty seconds later I blasted about ten large jets of cum into Robyn's pussy. She came too. We ground our pelvic bones into one another, trying to get even closer to one another than my deep penetration of her body. There was also a time when we just stopped breathing, closed our eyes and let the ecstasy wash over us.
"Oh fuck, you are a great lover. No wonder Joanne liked you. I'll want to hear more about that some other time. Right now I just want you to stay in me." We rolled to our sides and Robyn held me tightly to her so I didn't slide out. We stroked and smoothed each other's bodies for a while. We also told each other what great lover's we were.
After a silence she asked, "Just one quick question, did you see her again?"
"Yes," I replied, "but the details will have to wait for another time." I gave her a lecherous grin that hinted of further good sex stories for our enjoyment. Robyn look pleased.
After another silence I spoke, "Robyn, you excite me in so many ways and on so many different levels. I want to tell you I love you but I don't want to scare you off."
She hugged me and in an excited voice said, "Oh, Tom. I love you too. I've never felt like this before and so fast."
We hugged and kissed and cooed and talked more and more about the differences between 'like' and 'love,' intensities, and how we loved each other and what that meant to each of us.
Eventually we showered in my shower and for the first time in almost eighteen hours were clean and smelling good -- not that I minded the aroma of sex. After our shower I took her key and retrieved some clothes for her to change into.
We stayed together for the rest of the day. We took a long walk around Boston, kissing frequently as we walked. Anyone seeing us could instantly have told that we were in love. And, of course, there's no love like a new love.
As we walked I kept trying to get a grip on reality. I raised issues to her and she responded as to how she felt about them.
"Robyn," I told her, "I'm about twenty years older than you are; I even have kids just a little younger than you. Are you sure you want a relationship with an old man? Think of all the problems down the road. What will your friends say? Would you really want to be married to an 'older man?'"
She hugged and kissed me. "Love conquers all," she practically shouted to the passers-by on Arlington Street. "I don't care how old you are. That's not the issue. The only thing I need to know is that you could love me. Besides we can just live together forever and never get married if that makes you more comfortable. I'm not after you money; I'm after you, my darling man."
"How about what your friends will say?"
"I really don't think any of them will care so long as I'm happy. There are a couple of other interesting age combinations amongst my friends anyway and no one thinks much about it."
I could see no arguable position there for me at that moment. I raised another point, "You seem so liberated sexually. I'm thinking of that story you told me about last night -- and how you told it. It still excites you. It was exciting and arousing in one sense, but if it happened now I might get jealous or fly into a rage."



"No you wouldn't," Robyn said. "You were turned on - plus you have your own stories too. If it happened again, you'd get turned on like you did a few hours ago telling me about Joanne. Who knows, it may happen sooner than you think and then you'll have to decide." She laughed and added, "Besides, jealousy is a controllable emotion; you can decide to be jealous or not to be. When our foursome was focused on the sex during that year or so, we'd all decided to be sexual beings and to not be jealous. It worked fine."
I said, "I remind you that my story happened almost thirty years ago and yours only happened ten or so years ago. You're more current! And a question about your foursome; why did it end?"
"My boyfriend decided he had to go into the Army. He talked the other guy into going in with him and so off they went. Beth, the other girl, and I tried being a twosome but it didn't click for us without the guys around. Eventually we gave it up and parted ways. We all lost touch as the months passed. I went back to college to finish up the last two years that I'd postponed. I got in a straight relationship there and everything prior was forgotten."
"Would you want another group relationship if one came along?" I asked.
Robyn shot me a curious glance and answered, "It's hard to say. The answer's not cut and dried the way it was twelve years ago for me. Then I just did it more for fun and sex; today it'd have to be for love and a sense of family. Further, none of us thought about the consequences or, for that matter, the feelings of the others involved. I couldn't do it today without feeling something in here," she touched her heart.
I hugged her and we continued walking.
"Does it bother you that I'm newly divorced?" I asked.
"No," she replied. "That just makes you experienced. I like that. Plus even you said that you had learned a lot about yourself over the past ten years as you increasingly examined the relationship."
"How about that I have kids only a few years younger than you?"
"We'll have fun when they visit. We can share clothes and do fun 'girly' things together. I don't have issues; do you think they will with a girlfriend only eight years older?"
"Nooooo," I answered slowly as I thought how Julie or Christy would think about Robyn. I was silent for a while and decided they wouldn't see an issue so long as Robyn was cool about things.
"Besides," she added, "I'm not going to be their Step-Mom -- at least we're not that far along. That raises an interesting question; what will your ex-wife think of me," Robyn asked.
I laughed. "She'll think I've taken a trophy girlfriend. So will a lot of other people. Does that appellation bother you? Will you mind being a trophy chick?"
"Hardly," she replied. "I'll just explain to anyone that asks that I can suck the chrome off a bumper hitch and that I married you because you can fuck my brains out better than anyone I've ever known and you do it four times a day."
I laughed and told her, "As we go to more and more events together and you meet some of the horn-dogs I work with, you may indeed have to tell them that. One, it'll stop them cold; and two, it'll do wonders for my image in the firm." We both laughed.
We bought a baguette and fed some of the geese and ducks along the esplanade. A few daring squirrels came in for some gnosh too.
When dusk came we found a Thai restaurant off Newbury Street and ate a light dinner there. Afterwards, we went back to Robyn's flat and made love again then went to sleep nestled in each other's arms.
The clock went off at five-thirty. We both put on our exercise clothes. I had been smart the evening before and brought them to her place as we came upstairs. We spent a half hour in the gym and then did a five-mile run. I kissed her goodbye and went back to my apartment to shower, change and head for work.
I couldn't remember a nicer weekend.
To be continued...
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Robyn and I became an "event." I shared with my aging parents the fact that I was dating a much younger woman but did not tell my kids yet. I was still not sure of their reactions. Robyn and I traded keys and started to live out of each other's flats depending on our activity and often who had the better pantry. I still traveled a night or two a week so I missed her during those times.
One night I got back to my own place a little on the late side and Robyn was fixing dinner dressed only in an apron -- that's all. After she'd served me dinner and we'd made love she told me she had a confession to make. I told her to go ahead.
"Well," she started slowly, "I was poking around in your DVDs and I found out you like porn."
I was sort of defensive since my ex-wife Melissa was not at all sympathetic to my needs when she was in one of her long sexless moods. I started to say something but Robyn put a finger to my lips.
"Just so you know," she said, "I like porn too. All kinds. Well not what they call BDSM but most of the other stuff. That's where I got the idea for the apron tonight. I watched part of a DVD while I masturbated."
I grinned. I also got a hard-on again. I also thought how unconventional she was to admit she'd masturbated while I was late from the office. This must be an angel -- my sex angel.
I brought the DVD she'd been watching in my living room into my bedroom and put it in the bedroom player and we started watching. As it turned out it involved two couples that swapped back and forth. We started fucking as we watched the DVD and listened to the sexy dialogue.
When we came both of our climaxes were enhanced due to the sex movie. We resolved to do this more often.
We got into a routine. Well, to tell the truth, I thought my life was anything but routine. I'd never averaged sex more than twice a day in my life. If I hadn't of been enjoying it so much and been in such good physical shape I would have gotten tired pretty quickly.
After we'd been serious about each other for three months or so Robyn announced that her sister Pam was coming for a weekend. I knew she had a younger sister that lived in Buffalo but never thought about seeing her or wondering what her opinion about me, us, or our relationship would be. I thought, this would be a good test to see how my own kids might react.
Pam was expected about six o'clock Friday evening. I figured she'd arrive an hour after that by taxi from the airport. I'd left Robyn to welcome her and get her settled in her second bedroom, plus they had all that sisterly girl talk to dispense with. I told Robyn I'd be around whenever she wanted to introduce me and then I'd be willing to sleep alone in my own place in case Pam was put off for any reason by my presence.
About eight o'clock I heard the key in my door as Robyn followed by Pam came into my living room. Pam was a knock out. I'd seen photos but they clearly didn't do justice to the real thing. A short, blond version of Robyn with big dark eyes, long shiny hair that hung in ringlets beside her face, high cheek bones, and a figure that even super models would plead for. I rose from my computer and went to shake her hand. Pam slipped inside my arms and gave me a big hug.
"I don't shake hands with my sister's boyfriends. They deserve big hugs," she said with a smile.
She was in tight jeans, sequined sandals to apparently celebrate the first warm day of spring, and had on a bright top on that showed off her generous breasts without being too revealing. The affected casualness was both sophisticated and sexy.
I invited them to sit and offered them my assortment of refreshments. Robyn declared this a special occasion befitting of a glass of wine. We opened a bottle of Merlot and I poured three glasses.
As we sipped the wine, Pam told us about her work as a paralegal in one of Buffalo's largest firms. She also shared a little about her social life, mostly commenting on its absence. She told us she was thinking of moving to Boston depending on what the job market for paralegals was in the City. She had a specialty in large commercial development deals. Monday before she left she was going to have 'informational interviews' with a couple of firms to get a feel things here.
We talked for about an hour then Robyn grabbed Pam and said it was time for bed. We promised to meet the next morning about seven for exercise and a run.
Robyn then surprised me by excusing herself and going into my bedroom. When she came back she had one of my porn DVDs with her. She gave me a wink and then led her sister out the door and back upstairs. Wow! What were they going to do? I was hard just thinking about it.
The next morning my alarm woke me and I pulled on my gym togs and headed downstairs to the exercise room. I was partway through my routine when Robyn came in leading a sleepy Pam; both were in running outfits and had windbreakers with them. We greeted each other and then Robyn got Pam started on a simple circuit of the machines.
At one point Robyn was next to me on one of the machines. I looked over and asked, "Did you enjoy the movie last night?"
She said, "Oh yes. We both did. Great to cum to, but I guess you already know that." She gave me a wink and added, "I'll tell you more later."
Now she had my attention. Apparently they'd watched the film together and jilled off. Wow! She really was my sex angel. I got hard just thinking about the two of them doing that.
After our run, Robyn suggested I come up after I'd showered and we'd do something fun for the day. Something fun turned out to be prowling around antique shops in Newburyport, about thirty miles north of Boston. In the late afternoon we went to Rockport, prowled the tourist shops then had dinner at a seafood place in Gloucester and drove home.
During our drive Robyn kept running her fingers up and down my thigh, often using her fingernails to ensure I was paying attention. She'd often stroke my inflating cock too. I was getting unusually horny by the time we got the apartment.
I whispered to her as we got in the elevator, "Can you come down alone for a few minutes?" but she pretended not to hear. I figured I would have to make use of one of the DVDs or find some good porn on the Internet that night.
When the car got to my floor, Robyn pulled me back in the elevator. "Come upstairs with us for a little bit," she said. She whispered to me, "We'll make it worth your while." Now I wondered what that comment meant.
Robyn went around and turned on some minimal lighting as Pam and I stood in the living recounting the day. Robyn then pulled us both to the sofa and made me sit down. She directed Pam to sit next to me and unless I was wrong there was some mysterious sisterly communication that took place. Robyn sat down right beside me, as did Pam.
Robyn said, "Now Rob, you have been a very good boy today and so we're going to reward you." With that she kissed me with one of her hot, metal-melting kisses that lingered and had a lot of tongue to it. All my attention was focused on her.
Then Pam spoke and I turned to her; "Yes, I want to thank you for all the driving you did today and putting up with our silliness as we shopped and walked around." With that Pam took my face in her two hands and thrust her tongue into my mouth in a slow and very erotic gesture. We kissed some more.
When she stopped I whirled around to see if Robyn was all right with what her sister had just done. She was smiling. She reached over and started to undo the buttons on my shirt. My brain went into overdrive, burnt out several circuits, and then quit working altogether.
Pam was running her fingernails up and down my thigh the way Robyn had been doing in the car. She too occasionally stroked my package. I thought, 'Wow, sisters!'
I undid the buttons on Robyn's blouse as she tugged to get my shirt off. I glanced at Pam who was pulling her top off over her head.
I looked back at Robyn, "You OK with this?" I asked almost in a whisper.
"Yes, most definitely," she said as she kissed me. "My idea in the first place. Help Pam undress." She turned me and pushed me towards her sister.
I embraced Pam and at the same time reached behind her and undid the clasp to her bra. I pulled away and her two taut breasts were bared to my eyes for the first time. I leaned down and sucked on each one, running my tongue between them as I traveled the short distance from one nub to the other.
I turned back to Robyn; she was watching Pam and me with a smile. I hugged her and removed her bra as well. Somewhere along the line I shed my shirt. The skin-on-skin and chest-to-chest contact was very nice. The women used their erect nipples to stroke my chest; it was very exciting.
Pam undid her own jeans and pushed them off her long legs. Robyn and I fumbled with each other's belts and zippers and then took turns removing the rest of our clothing. When we turned Pam stood there naked as well.
Robyn held her arms out and both Pam and I joined her in a three-way hug that also involved lots of French kissing and incidental fondling. Frankly, I was still amazed that the two sisters were romantically involved -- and here I was in the middle.
Finally, Robyn said, "Let's take this to my bedroom."
I thought there be some awkwardness about who did what to whom in a threesome. As we melted into a pile of sexually driven humans, what to do seemed to be a natural event for each of us. Further, we were each driven by given pleasure to the other two rather than claiming satisfaction for just ourselves.
Robyn told me to go down on Pam as she sucked on her breasts. I couldn't help but compare the tastes and texture of the two women. Pam was muskier and had more of a sexual aroma. Further, she'd removed every vestige of hair from her pubes whereas Robyn kept a shaped heart of pubic fur.
Pam responded even more wildly to our attentions than I thought. She groaned, moaned, writhed, twisted and turned as I licked, sucked and fucked her with tongue and fingers. I noted how erotic it was to be able to peer up her body and watch Robyn loving Pam's breasts.
Pam started to talk to us -- it was a wonderful stream of erotically suggestive words that turned me on even more than I was, if that was possible. "Oh, Tom, fuck me with those fingers. Find my G-spot. Make me cum. I've got girl juice ready for your mouth. I want to feel your cock slip into me. Oh, Robyn, my dear sister, love my tits -- rub them, be rough, bite my nipples. Oh, fuck, my clitoris -- right there, don't stop." She went on and on.
Pam's first orgasm was well announced and publicized as she talked to us. Robyn actually had to hold her down as I brought her to her heaven. She practically bucked me off of her then I thought she was going to inhale me into her vagina.
Robyn moved up and made love to her neck and face as she crested. Pam was clearly out of breath for the moment.
As she floated down she looked at me and said, "Lie back. I have some serious sucking to do." With that she pushed me back and pounced on my cock, inhaling my rod entirely until her nose was tight against my pubes and I was lodged in the back of her throat. The feeling was extraordinary.
Robyn lay beside me and started to love the upper part of my body. We French-kissed and she showered me with kisses.
At one point Robyn told me, "It's interesting to taste Pam on your lips. Not bad!" I noted that she knew what Pam tasted like. She then moved up and straddled my head so that I could inhale the sweetness of her moist pussy. My God, I loved how this woman tasted -- how both women tasted.
I have a preference for cuming in pussies and not in mouths. Not that I don't like blowjobs, it's just that for the conclusion I have a favored nesting place.
"Pam, come up over me," I told her as she was bobbing up and down on my cock.
Robyn turned and looked at her sister and said, "Let's sandwich him between our pussies." Robyn moved so that my hard cock was resting against her pussy then Pam came from my other side and pushed her pussy up against my cock as well. My prick was nested between two sweet pussies. They started to move and push against me -- and against each other. Oh, my God, what a feeling and what a sight picture.
I erupted like Mount Vesuvius. My cum shot in the air from the rod between the two pussies and then came down like molten lava, and covered both pussies and my pubic area. Further, the women both kept pushing and sloshing their cunts together with my cock in between. Accordingly, I kept cuming and pumping out more seminal fluid until I had to stop them because of the over stimulation I was feeling.
I came down from my high and looked at the two of them. "THAT was spectacular. I couldn't last long being fucked by two pussies at once - plus, of course, a fantastic blowjob ahead of time." I pulled the two of them to me and alternately hugged and kissed each.
"Now it's time for Robyn," I announced. She smiled lecherously at me.
Before I had a chance to organize anything, Pam slipped from my grasp and moved across my body so she could start eating out her sister's cum covered pussy. Robyn immediately gave one lovely sexual moan as Pam's tongue went to work, focused amazingly well, I noted, on her clitoris. Pam's fingers were a blur as the thrust them in and out of Robyn's dripping cunt.
I held Robyn and occasionally kissed her or paid rapt attention to her breasts. I couldn't see how I could do better below her waist than her sister was doing.
She came once then again. Pam didn't let up. I could feel a big "O" building in Robyn as she tried to hold off a third. She weakly smiled at me as the intensity of the pleasure kept her near a peak.
Then Robyn exploded. There was a scream -- "Oooooooh fuuuuuck!" She tried to rise but then threw herself back on the bed, slapping the bed with her hands as the orgasm started. Her voice came in halting gasps. "Oh. Oh. Oh. Ooooh. Oooouuuu." Her back arched and she reached down and tried to freeze Pam's head and hands between her legs. This time Pam stopped.
Robyn shuddered, shook and manifested every symptom of a major earthquake. Pam raised her head and had a most satisfied look on her face. I noticed her face was dripping wet with juices from her sister's cunt.
I cradled Robyn as she floated around in her orgasmic state for a couple of minutes. I gently rubbed and fondled her breasts. Whenever I touched a nipple her whole body would jerk as the shot of pleasure rifled through her.
Finally, as she cooled down, Robyn said, "Now THAT's what I call an orgasm! I could have THOSE all day long. I'd starve to death and die happy."
Robyn cuddled Pam and me to her as she floated in that ecstatic emotional state she enjoys after an orgasm. From my position I could suck on one of her nipples as well as reach across and stroke, pinch and cup Pam's breasts. She seemed to like that.
After a long silence I said, "OK. Can one of you tell me about you two? This didn't just happen did it?"
Robyn started the answer, "No. We started doing this when I was just about to start college and Pam was in high school. She caught me masturbating one day and that led to some experimentation and show 'n tell."
Pam chimed in, "It changed our whole relationship as sisters. Before that we fought hook, tooth and claw all the time. All of sudden we were in love with each other -- physical love, emotional love, spiritual love. Our parents wondered what had happened; we told them we made a peace pact."
Robyn picked up the explanation, "Anyway, we never stopped after that. We've had long periods of time when we tried to save ourselves for a boyfriend, but then we'd revert. Does that freak you out?"
I thought for a minute then answered, "No, not really. To tell the truth I think it's sort of sexy and romantic. I don't feel threatened by your relationship. Should I? It's gone on for fifteen years or so."
Robyn said, "No, you shouldn't feel threatened or left out. I love you more each day. I also love Pam. Somehow we get taught that you can only love one person at a time -- physically I mean. That's just not true -- case in point."
Pam started to lazily play with my flaccid cock.
"So it doesn't bother you when I love Pam or she makes love with someone else?" I asked.
"No. Not a bit. In fact I get pleasure by way of the pleasure you or she or both of you are having. I do want to watch the two of you make love -- to fuck. Pam's a great fuck as you'll find out in a few minutes if she keeps doing that to you."
Pam was making me hard again. She finally reestablished her mouth-hold on my cock, sucking me fully into her mouth and then using fingers, tongue and teeth to bring back to icy hardness. I sucked on Robyn's breasts, something I love to do, as Pam made me ready.
When I was pointing at the ceiling, Pam declared, "There! Ready for my next adventure."
With that, Pam lay back and pulled me over her so I was centered and ready to insert. I love to tease, putting only a little of my cock inside a vagina then yanking it out, then a little bit more, yank, and so on. I'd done this with Robyn and although she told me she hated it, I could tell this act heightened and stimulated her to new highs. Thus, I started in on Pam with my slow fuck, gradually building up to full insertion.
This took a few minutes. Pam was writhing beneath me, cradled in Robyn's arms as she stroked and pinched Pam's breasts. Pam kept moaning and interjecting some expletives related to fucking; "Oh just fuck me. Pleeeeease sink that cock into me. Fuck me, pleeeease! Oh, deeper -- that's it -- deeper. Oh, push it in that way. Oh shit, you just hit my G-spot. You're going to make me cum. Oh, I'm cuming. I'm cummmmmmmmmming!"
Pam's orgasm occurred as I finally sank fully into her body and then yanked myself out and then jammed myself back into her. She detonated like a fourth of July skyrocket. She clutched me to her and we showered kisses all over each other. Robyn was there too.
I started to pump into Pam again. I was still hard as granite and full of juice destined for her cunt.
As I fucked her I started to talk dirty to her too. "You like my cock don't you?" She nodded.
"I like to fuck your pussy and your sister's pussy too. I can't decide which pussy I like better. I think I'll just have to keep fucking both of them over and over and over again. Are you going to be my slut?" She nodded enthusiastically.
"Well, slut, I'm going to keep fucking you until you're begging for mercy. You are going to get so much of my juice shot into your cunt that you're just gonna float away. I have a lot of cum for you. Do you like to swallow cum?" She nodded. "Well, I like to blast cum into cunts -- that's my thing. And I'm going to blast cum into your cunt for the first time just so you know what it's like."
As we fucked, I'd flipped her over and was fucking her doggie style. Robyn had slid under her and was sucking on her pendulous breasts. Pam hung one and then the other down into her sister's mouth.
I shifted positions again, coming into Pam from the back but so that her front was fully exposed to her sister. This time, Robyn went down on her sister as my cock pistoned into her cunt from behind. Robyn's hand became a blur as she rubbed Pam's clit.
Pam came again, moaning and arching her body as the pleasure event arrived. I maneuvered Pam's nubile body around so I could fuck her in the missionary position again. I sank my hard cock into her body and started to thrust into her. Pam's bent legs came up and hovered beside my hips.
I thrust and thrust into her body. She was meeting my moves with return thrusts of her own. Our bodies were slapping together. Robyn's hand was in there on her sister's cunt. I reached around Pam and found her rose bud. I slowly inserted my middle finger into her. Pam arched into me and let out a string of epithets -- "Oh fuck. My ass. Oh shit. I never ..."



I got about a dozen more thrusts into her and then we both fired our orgasms as each other. I had a brief thought dealing with a duel and a choice of weapons - I chose orgasms at fifty feet.
This time I nearly blanked out. I almost had my own petite mal or small death as the pleasure swept through me. I shot and shot and shot my creamy fluid into Pam's spasming cunt. She was arched back, eyes closed in some state of delirium as her climax peaked. Even our moans silenced as the wave of pleasure hit.
I collapsed but pulled her to our sides so that she was spooned against Robyn as I remained in her cunt on the other side of her. Robyn leaned in and ran a tongue around her available ear and kissed her frequently.
This was sex at its best - loving at its best.
I reached across Pam and stroked Robyn's face. "I love you," I told her looking deep into her eyes.
"I love you too," Robyn told me back.
"And I love the two of you," Pam exclaimed as she continued to gasp for air.
Pam and I were aglow with the well-earned sweat of our fuck. Robyn didn't seem to mind and just brought her own fluids from earlier into the mix. The three of us couldn't get close enough.
I lovingly asked Robyn, "Do you need to cum again?"
"No," she said softly, "I just want to curl up in a loving tangle with you guys."
And so we did.
Sunday, we opened the day with another threesome in which Robyn was the beneficiary of my seed. After everyone had had several orgasms I suggested that we rise and shine, perhaps even taking some kind of torturous run along the Charles River. That met with boo's and hisses but eventually the three of us got dressed, stretched a bit, and ran down one side of the river and back on the other side, stopping halfway along for cups of coffee. When we got back, the girls went upstairs and I spent an hour in the gym trying to keep my 'girlish' figure.
We actually did something cultural in the afternoon -- well, two things if you include reading the Sunday Boston Globe from cover to cover naked and in the middle of Robyn's big bed.
Robyn discovered that there was a classical music concert at the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum and instantly decided that we should all go. We got cleaned up, dressed and took the green line of the MBTA to the museum stop and walked the rest of the way. We stayed with the concert for an hour then walked around the rest of the museum. I was impressed at the display of well-known artists in the museum's collection: Dégas, Matisse, Whistler, Turner, Sargent, Rembrandt, Rubens, and even Michelangelo -- to name just a few.
By five o'clock I decided I'd become saturated with the museum and suggested that we walk back to our building. Each woman took one of my hands and we strolled slowly back to the apartment, talking very animatedly. We received a couple of strange looks but most people we passed were very accepting of three people holding hands.
We stopped at Legal Seafoods and ordered some take out. Of course, we ordered too much so by the time we finished there were two more full meals that went into Robyn's refrigerator for us to eat the next night.
After dinner, both Robyn and Pam announced that they wanted to watch another good porn movie while we 'messed around.' I was just fine with that idea so I went down to my apartment and retrieved a couple more of Robyn's favorites.
When I came back into Robyn's flat I could hear moans coming from her bedroom. I peaked in and Pam was lying back and Robyn had her face buried in her cunt. Both women were naked.
Robyn lifted her head, looked at me, gave me a juicy grin and said, "Well, get with the agenda!"
I started up one of the DVDs in her bedroom player and TV, stripped and then joined Robyn down by Pam's now very wet pussy. We took turns lapping as Pam alternately watched us and stared at the television screen where two guys were working over a heavily breasted woman.
"Sometime, when I'm back again, I'd like to make our own movie," Pam told us then she moaned as Robyn drove her entire hand into Pam's cunt, fisting her pussy and putting her right up to the edge.
I leaned down and sucked Pam's clit into my mouth and she went over the edge.
"Ooooooooooh shit. That feels so good. You guys come up here now and I'll do both of you," Pam told us.
I moved up and kissed her. Robyn moved up, kissed her and then mounted my face -- lowering her pussy down to my lips as Pam started to inhale my cock. I could hold off by concentrating on Robyn but eventually I knew I was going to cum. I warned Pam and asked her to mount me.
Pam moved up and held my cock at the entrance to her vagina. She then dropped straight down, impaling herself on my full length in a microsecond. The move got my attention! I had a woman on my mouth and a woman on my cock. I thought, this is the definition of heaven.
Robyn came. I could tell she came because she almost pushed my face to the back of my head as she pushed down in her bliss. She also ejaculated a little girl juice, something she didn't do all the time.
Robyn's cuming brought me to the edge. I hummed and tried to talk through her pussy to warn Pam. Instead, however, I just blasted my semen into her pussy as my back arched upward to ensure deep penetration.
My climax and the jets of jism apparently triggered Pam's next orgasm. As I crested and started down the slide of pleasure, I could feel Pam arching and grinding her pelvis into me as her cuntal muscles rippled and pulsed around my shaft.
While my description makes this sound like it took a few seconds, in fact we worked at our love making over almost twenty minutes. We were hot, sweaty, and horny. I'd lost track of the television too but the blond bimbo in the movie had gotten laid, re-laid and parlayed from about every angle by the two guys with her. I know, I'd watched the film dozens of times.
We collapsed and snuggled together, our nude bodies leaking fluids onto one another. I rather like the smell of sex and the feel of crass nakedness against me. I enjoyed the rest of the movie then used the remote to turn everything off. We all slept in our juices and let them dry.
Monday morning the clock woke us all up at five thirty. I pulled my two naked nymphs from the bed and into their gym clothes. I had again left exercise togs at Robyn's so I changed too. On the way down to the gym I ran into my apartment and retrieved by running shoes.
The three of us did a twenty-minute workout in the gym as well as some stretches. I then pulled them along the Charles River again in a five mile circuit that took us about forty-five minutes. The air was brisk and clean as the first rays of sun started to reach into the Boston streets.
Pam and I kissed goodbye. I knew she was off to talk to some companies in the local area and was then catch a flight back to Buffalo in late afternoon. We both promised we'd see each other soon and that we'd stay in touch through Robyn if not personally.
I kissed Robyn and we agreed we'd meet about six back at my place. I headed down to shower and get ready for the start of the work week.
Work was pure drudgery for me. I was in the midst of some pharmacology industry assessments that were to help a couple of my clients in that industry but I was finding them tedious and boring. Everything about my entire job was starting to get me down again. I just put my head down and forced myself through the day -- that's what professionals do sometimes.
By five-forty-five I was more than happy to stop until the following morning. I packed up my laptop and a couple of articles, just in case, and headed out the door. I walked the fifteen minutes back to my apartment.
Robyn was there with a rare glass of wine waiting for me.
"What's the occasion?" I asked.
"Just that I love you and I want to thank you for being so nice to my sis. You could have gone all bonkers and freaked out that we had a thing together. I was pretty sure you wouldn't but not entirely."
"What's not to like about the whole idea? No one's being hurt; no one's violated -- in fact, everyone is loved. And I think I've fallen in love with yet another woman. If that doesn't bother you, it certainly doesn't bother me." I sank into the sofa and sipped my wine as a pleasant memory of Pam's visit flit through my mind.
"Well, you made both of us feel all warm and wooly," she said as she slid onto the couch beside me. "I love you more than I ever did and Pam ... well, she called me today from the airport and told me that this is the most loved she's ever felt in her entire life. You really reached her too." She smiled at me then leaned gave me a hot kiss with a little tongue.
I took a sip of my wine and then gently nudged Robyn towards my lips. As we kissed I jetted some of the wine into her mouth along with my tongue.
"Oh, wow!" she said, "That's so sexy. It's like you're cuming in my mouth only with the wine. Here, let me do it back to you."
Robyn took a sip of her wine and then came to me. We kissed and I felt her tongue push into my mouth and then she jetted the wine between us. It was as sexy to be on the receiving end as the sending end.
Robyn said, "That's like intercourse without the cock-cunt link. I love that. Let's keep that in our collection of things we like to do." I smiled and willingly agreed. We were both horny again. Robyn patted my wandering hands and went back into the kitchen for some things to nibble on.
I sighed loudly -- too loud to just be clowning around after our short erotic play.
"Hey, what's that about?" Robyn asked as she brought a basket of popcorn and snuggled up against me again. She pulled my free arm around her and held my hand.
"Oh, just work. I'm back to not liking it again. I like the money well enough but the work and the attitude of my colleagues sucks. The entire company sucks. We bring in new people, chew them up and spit them out and wonder why they failed. There's no attention to real management or motivation. Just sink or swim. It's almost criminal and not very caring about people."
Robyn asked, "What would you be doing if you could do anything you wanted?"
"Probably teaching graduate school," I replied with some degree of uncertainty. "I like it when I can be working with younger people and helping them succeed."
"Why don't you? You've got the credentials and experience. Or maybe there's something else that has the same kind of stimulation and sense of satisfaction but you haven't found it yet."
I looked at her for a long time wondering how she got so smart. Then I kissed her.
"Something else," she said. "When we first met you were on a path of renewal of some kind. You told me the divorce and some changes in your job were part of it. You talked about mind, body and spirit as needing renovation."
I nodded recalling my resolutions from months earlier.
"Well," Robyn said, "What with the healthy diets, exercise, weight loss, and sex most of the time -- including with my sister, I think we got the body part down pretty well." She gave me a lecherous grin.
She went on, "The mind thing seems to be wrapped up in your job and maybe the spirit part of your transformation is wrapped up there too. I guess all three go together and it's sort of like a three-legged stool; you can keep using it as long as it's got at least one leg."
"I had some things I was going to do to improve my mind," I told her. "Somehow I got diverted. I was going to learn to speak Spanish plus there are some technical things -- computer things -- that I'd like to master, mostly for my own satisfaction. Then there's my art and photography I'd like to get better at. Oh, I wanted to do some creative writing and take piano lessons too. I've done almost none of these things but think about them once in a while. I think that's the homework my mind would like right now."
"What about the spiritual side of your nature?" Robyn asked. I looked at her to see if she was teasing me at all but there was only her serious side evident.
I answered, "I'm almost at a loss of where to start. It's not going to some church. I'm not at all religious. To me that's adhering to some dogma and arbitrary set of rules that some group of people has agreed on. Further, most of the religions around here involve Jesus and there's a growing body of evidence that suggests he might not even be real or only one person -- it's called The Jesus Myth. In my college history I recall studying the Council of Nicaea in the year 325 where Christianity was created; the nascent Roman Church dominated those proceedings. They made up most of the stuff we take as the basis for Christian religions today; it was all political decisions -- just like that's going on in Washington about our nation's energy policy or whatever. Little difference. A few people and powers dominated the proceedings as you'd expect."
Robyn nodded in fascination and said, "Go on; please"
"I guess I'm looking for some answers that I don't get from the formal religions, at least not the way they're taught today; things like why am I here, how did I get here, what happens after this life, and what should I be doing while I'm here, for instance. All the stuff about being here to adore God and heaven and hell are pure B.S. as far as I'm concerned. God isn't a 'being' out there some place passing judgment on each of us and wearing a flowing robe with a big "G" on the pocket; he's inside us -- he's us! We're him; we'll it's not a him -- or her -- it's the energy of the Universe."
"What about heaven and hell?" Robyn asked.
"Pure fiction," I replied. "For the past couple of thousand years those concepts have kept a large portion of the earth's population in check, but I don't think they exist -- certainly not as Dante portrayed them. I don't believe in a 'final judgment' as to where we'll go -- up or down." I gestured with my arm.
"We make our 'heaven' or 'hell' right here for ourselves, day by day. We're responsible for our lives and how they turn out. No one else is. We can blame others -- or fate - but the fact is that we really create our own lives - our own reality."
Robyn laughed, "Did you create me -- and Pam this weekend?"
I thought for a minutes and answered thoughtfully, "Yes, in a way I did. I think I gave off the right vibrations that attracted you to me when we first started to see each other. I mean you're the only person I know in the entire building; no one else has been on my frequency so to speak -- just you. So yes, I attracted you ... and vice versa. You attracted me too. You learned enough about me to know that I'd feel comfortable with Pam and whatever happened. We are each loving, caring and compassionate people that came together for a hot weekend. It wasn't all sex; it was deeper. There were other levels in the relationships between us that were at play."
She asked in a more serious voice, "Then if you are creating your own life, can't you change your job or work in some way to make yourself happier?"
My answer came slowly because I had to think about it. "I guess I've been drifting along taking things as they came -- unconsciously. I did the same thing in my marriage, although at times that was a little more deliberate; I just didn't want to face the fact that it was breaking apart and loveless. Now, it's time I started being 'conscious' about my work and the rest of my life -- even about you ... and Pam."
We held each other for a long time watching the reflections of the setting sun off the buildings we could see out the windows. Eventually, we reluctantly surrendered the quiet time we had together, had dinner and went to bed together. I felt very loved.
*****
Over the next three months Robyn became an even more important part of my life. Pam did too for she flew to Boston and stayed with us every second or third weekend. We took a long weekend when we drove up to the place in Maine I shared with Melissa. The weather was chilly and conducive to the three of us relaxing naked in front of the big fireplace and a roaring fire.
I got used to living in a threesome with the two women over the weekends Pam was around. The shock and awe value of that first weekend gave way to a warm feeling of caring and compassion for each other. Further I found out that Pam was as bright and creative as her older sister and a delight to be around.
I started to mold my job into something more rewarding. The firm did a lot of executive education on topics important to business and top executives. I became increasingly versed in these and took every opportunity to speak at conferences and forums the firm sponsored. I also got on the lecture circuit and started to build a reputation outside of the firm. Further, I was building links with several of the prestigious nearby colleges and universities.
On the spiritual side, I also started reading everything I could lay my hands on of a spiritual nature. I decided to avoid the usual evangelical or religious books like the plague until I could get some sort of footing underneath me. As I asked friends and colleagues for their recommendations I was surprised at how widely read they were in this area. I was also surprised how some of the reading verged on the occult or mystical; neither areas I held favor with, however I kept reading. Both Robyn and Pam started reading some of my hand-me-downs.
Several things I learned helped me with work and my life overall. First, I had to face the fact that I made my own happiness from within. Regardless of what was happening around me I could either think it was something bad or decide that I was still happy in spite of what had just happened. Happiness isn't something that happens to me, it's something I do; it's how I see life. Remarkably I got happier.
Part of my learning was to also be happy with what I got. Whatever happened I decided to be happy with it. Of course, I was in a good place to start with this realization. I was making good money (not a cause of happiness I might add), had rich and full relationships with Robyn and Pam, had a 'happy' separation from Melissa, and had two well-rounded children doing things they liked and on and on. One day I started a Gratitude Journal in which I listed all the things that I felt grateful for in my life; my list got longer and longer everyday and after four weeks filled a couple of dozen pages.
Robyn and I started to have long talks about life and our spiritual nature too. She was remarkably thoughtful about the subject and just as interested in what I was learning about the area as well as about myself. Pam, of course, got absorbed with these areas as well since they interested the two of us.
One long weekend, when we weren't in bed, the three of us sat around and talked about my basic questions, spirit and life. I shared some of what I was learning about how quantum mechanics relates to our true nature as energy beings and vice versa. I showed them some clips on YouTube leading to the conclusion that I was a spiritual being having a human experience. We liked that philosophy.
Further, as we all talked, we found agreement that God was all there is but nothing like the limited version of how the traditional religions defined 'him' to be. For us, that God-being was the basic force in the Universe. We talked of that force being Love, Spirit, Source, Energy, and on and on trying not to use the "G" word for it's meaning has been so perturbed from what it once meant.
We decided the reason we were here was to grow and evolve -- to learn lessons from this life that our spirit created. With this in mind we recognized that we co-create our lives with that spirit-force.
Pam asked what the role of relationships and love was in this Universe. This single question took us a full day to gnaw around the edges of. It was a lively discussion that we drifted in and out of while we did other things. The whole issue of our sexuality got wrapped up in this area too.



Ultimately the three of us became extremely horny. Our touches and kisses to one another increased and became increasingly suggestive and erotic.
When we couldn't stand it anymore, I led a parade to the bedroom where we took turns stripping the clothing off of each other. When we were naked we took turns rubbing each other with the protuberances each of us had. This, of course, made us even hornier.
Robyn and I went down on Pam and in mere seconds had her writhing and moaning as her orgasms started to wash over her. She was multi-orgasmic and, further, often ejaculated her girl juice, sometimes in copious amounts, over whoever was sucking or fucking her. This time Robyn and I took it as a challenge to see if we could elicit that kind of a response from her.
I lapped on Pam's clitoris and fondled her breasts as Robyn thrust her fist in and out of her sister. With each thrust her fingers and then her hand got deeper and deeper into Pam's pussy, until it finally disappeared completely. Robyn then turned her hand so that her knuckles rubbed against Pam's G-spot.
Pam exploded with several jets of fluid from her cunt, one cascading into the air and landing all over Robyn and me. We lapped at each other as we allowed Pam to come down from her high. Pam went into some never-never land of pleasure and just lay there, almost inert with her eyes at half mast. She was sated with the sex we'd given her.
Robyn had kept her hand in Pam's pussy but after Pam had cooled slowly withdrew it and presented it to me. I sucked and lapped at the juices that surrounded her fist, savoring the musty taste I was increasingly growing used to.
When I'd had enough I pushed Robyn onto her back and went down on her. I liked the contrasting taste of the two sisters only seconds apart. As I licked and lapped at Robyn's cunt and started to maneuver my own fingers into her, I saw Pam watching us from her elated state; now she was gently stroking her clit as I worked on her sister.
Eventually I rose and thrust my cock into Robyn. This had become a familiar home, yet when there were three of us in the bed together the act seemed completely different -- different tastes, different sensations, and different feelings and emotions. I actually felt there was more love and pleasant emotions in the room than when it was just Robyn and I alone.
Robyn started to stroke her own clit as I rammed my stick into her. She orgasmed in splendid fashion, rising off the bed as her back arched into a semi-circle then collapsing beneath me. I held my cock deep in her as she spasmed in her bliss then let her come down and kissed her deeply.
"I love you," I told her tenderly as she again opened her eyes and looked at me.
"Thank you," she whispered. "Now, please fuck my sister."
Pam and Robyn held hands as I extracted myself from Robyn and moved to my side to sink my still hard shaft into Pam. I was gentle yet I had a goal in mind that Pam was to help me with over the next few minutes.
We started to pump and thrust into each other. Pam was as aggressive about cuming with me as I was with her. Our bodies slammed together as I rose and thrust into her from above. Now Robyn was the one watching our union with an air of sexual satisfaction and her eyes at halfmast.
Pam and I jammed into each other at a rapidly increasing pace until my body must have been only a blur atop her prone form. Her legs wrapped around my buttocks, pulling me deep into her with each thrust.
Then we came -- together. Pam again jettisoned a significant amount of her juice into where our bodies merged. I ignored it. Instead I was arched, holding myself deep within her as my seed shot from my body in squirt after squirt of my own love fluid. Our breathing stopped for a few seconds and then, as we resumed, I fell atop Pam and we rolled into Robyn's waiting arms.
The three of us stayed cuddled there together, reeking of the gorgeous and exotic smell of sex. Eventually we drifted into sleep.
*****
About a month later, Robyn had to go to the west coast for the week and Pam was still working in Buffalo. I decided I would take the week off, take a pile of books, tapes and DVDs and do a spiritual retreat by myself at the camp in Maine. I made sure the place was going to be empty with Melissa and then as I dropped Robyn off, I headed north to the camp.
Six days later I met Robyn at the luggage carousel at Logan Airport. She barely recognized me. I had lost eight pounds and had not shaved for the week.
"Oh, my God," she exclaimed as she hugged me, "what have you done -- or not done for the week?"
"I've been fasting and studying my butt off," I stated. "I've also been running ten to fifteen miles a day on the mountain roads. I've even befriended several moose up there and I've learned a lot about myself and spiritual journeys."
"Well, Pam's flying in to be with us too. Her flight arrives at Terminal D in ten minutes so hold it and you can share it with the two of us. OK?" she asked.
I nodded as we collected her bag and headed towards the car in central parking. We dropped her bag in the car and then headed towards "D". Pam showed up twenty minutes later with just a duffle bag over her shoulder and spring in her step.
"Wow, who's the new guy," she said to her sister as she kissed her on the cheek.
"Just some scruffy guy I picked up in the other terminal," Robyn told her.
I watched the two of them with a bemused expression on my face. Finally, Pam gave me the appropriate greeting but then complained about whisker burn and said that I certainly wasn't going to get that face between her legs until I shaved. I decided at that very instant that I really didn't want to have a beard.
I took the women to dinner at the Foundation Lounge on Commonweath Avenue. We were on the late side so there was no issue with seating. Robyn had told Pam I'd had a catharsis in Maine during the week and would share my findings with them.
I ordered us all a nice bottle of Pinot Noir, figuring this was a special occasion. We sat sipping and waiting for our sushi and salads to arrive.
"OK, big guy, what did you learn or experience?" Robyn asked with great interest. Pam leaned forward too so she wouldn't miss anything.
"Well, you're overstating this and perhaps expecting too much," I started. "I sought some state of nirvana and some enlightenment, not just in this week in Maine but also with the reading and studying I've doing. Yet I do feel better and calmer about myself and the world."
"Well, what did you discover ... or think about?" Pam asked.
I started again, "Well I guess it boils down to five basic points. First, I realized that I was looking for a 'silver bullet' -- some lightning bolt of enlightenment that would make me spiritual and allow me to feel good forever. I realized there's no such thing. This spiritual journey I've been on doesn't have an end; it is only the journey. The more I put into the journey, the more I'll get out of it -- but there is no end, no nirvana, no 'silver bullet' of truth."
"What else?" Robyn implored.
"Second, I've been upset about the end of my marriage. It was a past that was haunting my present and future. Somehow, I realized that the only way I can change the past is to change what I do today. I need to consciously rise above those bad and unhappy years and start to act, now, as though they didn't happen -- that today is a fresh start and I don't need to be weighed down by my past failures or emotions. Lord knows, I'm so happy with you both but I worry myself sometimes that I'll lose you too because I'll behave the same way. Now I can stop that."
Both Robyn and Pam nodded. Pam reached over and squeezed my arm in a show of love.
"Third, I've always had a feeling I want to help others -- give to others with a sense of service. Now I realize that this is a hallmark trait I have to nurture more. Some of the reasons I've been frustrated at work is the way our client projects are structured and how we treat people. I'm more a manger of what's going on that a front-line giver or server. I need to get back on the front line. To do that I might need to start my own business, but I know now that this is what I want on the career front. I know I've said I wanted to teach and this is part of that, particularly the mentoring I can do in teaching situations."
"Fourth, I started meditating - just getting quiet, opening my mind in a non-judgmental way, and listening. There's a whole other world out there that I tapped into a few times during the week. I plan to keep that up."
"Lastly, all this stuff I've been learning is for naught unless I startdoing something with it. The real result is in the doing not the knowing. So I plan to love more, give more, help more, relate more, serve more, and study more. It's a virtuous circle. The more I do the more 'aware' I'll be and the more I'll have to give, and so forth."
"Well, take us with you on this journey," Robyn said. Pam nodded in agreement.
"I wouldn't want it any other way," I said.
"Neither would we," Pam said, "and that's why the three of us are together again this weekend. We -- Robyn and I -- have something special to propose to you. It actually is a proposal."
"Huh," I said, not quite following her line of reasoning.
Robyn jumped in, "Rob, we love you more than anything in the world. You know that, I hope?"
I nodded and reached for their hands.
"We've been going pretty steady now -- the two of us for nine months and the three of us for six months. Anyway, we've talked and we want to make more of a commitment of this arrangement the three of us have."
I was nodding slowly trying to figure out where they were taking this.
"What we'd like to have happen is for the three of us to move in together -- to become a real family unit," Robyn sat back and put both her hands on the table as though she'd completely explained the situation.
Pam jumped in, "You see, I have a new job -- here, in Boston. I start in two weeks." She grinned ear to ear.
I cheered, leaned in a kissed her and then toasted her with my wine. Robyn joined me.
I asked, "But how can the three of us live together? Robyn's place is OK for one, maybe two people, but with three we'll be tripping all over each other."
"Wellllllll," Robyn started, "tomorrow at nine o'clock we're meeting a real estate agent that's going to show us much larger condos. You're renting so I figured you could chip in at least that much and Pam would chip in too, so we can get a much larger and much nicer place." She looked at me expectantly.
I held my neutral look and stared into her eyes for as long as I could before I burst into a wide smile and said, "I can't think of anything I'd like more in the world ... except for enlightenment."
We all laughed. Later than night, the three of us made tender love to one another, and the next morning we met the real estate agent on time.
*****
Two Years Later
I lay in our giant bed with two warm and naked bodies snuggled up against me. I turned to my right and kissed Robyn's light brown hair then to my left and nuzzled a kiss in behind Pam's right ear. I let my hands extend under the covers until I could stroke both their nude hips. Both women inched closer to me.
If I weren't so spent from the night before I'd have tried to make love to the two of them again. The spirit was willing but the body was weak. Instead I had to be content with kisses and hugs until I got home at the end of the day.
"Coffee," a sleepy voice from beside me mewed. "Coffee, coffee! Pleeeeeeeeease."
I slid from the bed and padded naked into the ultra-modern kitchen of our penthouse condo. I turned on the coffee maker and then headed for the master bath.
By the time I finished shaving, showering and dressing, the two nymphs I lived with had arisen and at least made it to the kitchen. Both were seated at the counter in their very short robes, their long shapely legs wrapped around the legs of the stools.
"Come kiss us both," Robyn said, as she nursed her first cup of coffee. I dutifully came and gave deep and passionate kisses to both women. Pam looked very pleased.
"What's your schedule today?" Pam asked.
"I have a ten o'clock class and a four-thirty class. I'll be at the University all day, but I am having lunch with a potential client. She rather likes that I'm connected to the University and running my own consulting services firm. I think we'll end up doing a lot of business together; the best part is she's right up the road in southern New Hampshire so I can be home every night."
I added, "I should be home about six-thirty or seven. Whose turn is it for dinner?"
"Mine," Robyn said. "There's a new restaurant over on Newbury Street, just a little further out than Charlie's. I think they're specializing in healthy meals for the food conscious. I thought we could all try it."
"What else you guys got on today?" I asked.
"Well, we both have our four month check ups with the baby doc at one o'clock," Pam said. She parted her robe so her entire nude body was exposed and rubbed the swelling bulge of her abdomen. I reached over and stroked her belly as well then extended my stroking to her dark breasts. I kissed her.
"It's amazing how we both got pregnant at the same time," Robyn said as she parted her robe and also invited my attentions. I turned and kissed her then ran my finger up her moist slit. I licked the lovely taste and looked towards heaven. "Thank you, God," I exclaimed.
"Well, much as I wish I had the stamina and wherewithal to stay and amuse you all day, I think I'd better go and make some money so this growing family can maintain its life style. I'll see you all tonight." I grabbed my briefcase and headed out the door.
As I drove out to the suburbs where the campus was, I marveled at how everything was working out so well. Everyone's parents had been very accepting of our living arrangement then ecstatic at the thought of additional grandchildren.
Julie and Christy, my daughters, were positively amazed that their Dad was fathering a second family. Further they were what I called 'tight' with Robyn and Pam, often calling and having long 'girl talk' conversations in the evening. I know there were also long e-mails that I was occasionally privy to.
Melissa, my ex-wife, was at first impressed that I'd formed a relationship with someone so much younger then she admitted to me she was overcome that it was really two someones so much younger. A day after I shared with Julie and Christy that they would have some half-brothers or sisters, Melissa called again just to tell me that she was truly awed that I was still in the fathering business. Somehow the communication with her was therapeutic.
We'd all talked a long time about what our threesome and family would be like as well as the various problems and issues we'd face over the next couple of decades before our children were fully launched. We acknowledged we were not the only unusual living arrangement in the Boston area. Further, we decided that no problem was insurmountable given the care and love the three of us had for each other and that we'd have for the children.
Thus, a new chapter in my life is about to begin. It really is about a journey without an end.
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"Damn, damn, damn," I muttered. The track of Hurricane "Grace" -- the seventh named storm of the year, had turned ninety-degrees and the track now took the eye of the Category Two storm directly into the east coast of Florida.
"JIM," I screamed at my production assistant. He turned with a serious look on his face. "Get me set up again. We've got to do another weather bulletin; Grace just turned west again -- towards Jacksonville -- right towards us."
Together we trotted down the hallway to the studio and then Jim slipped behind the large console with more dials and gages on it than a Boeing jet. He slipped on his headset and started talking to the network producer arranging our interruption of regularly scheduled programming -- currently a soap opera.
I stood over the large "X" on the floor in front of a green screen -- a large green panel that through the wonders of electronics was magically replaced by weather maps as I stood in front of them. Through two large monitors I could see what was actually going out of the studio and right now it showed a large rotating mass of weather out in the Atlantic with me standing in front of it. I checked my clothing in the monitor and decided I was quite presentable.
Jim looked up and said to me, "Ninety seconds, Pam."
I am Pam David. I am thirty years old, single, good looking, 'hot,' and a member of the American Meteorological Society. I majored in meteorology as an undergrad and in business for my MBA. I picked weather as my major even when I was a teenager after an un-forecast Oklahoma tornado wiped out my grandparent's home and killed my grandmother. My psychologist told me that I had to confront my demons and making it my life profession seemed to fill that bill.
I added 'hot' to that brief description of myself because that's what my boyfriends have told me. I have a trim girly figure and nice boobs -- a "C" cup. Also, when the chemistry is right between me and a guy I can really go crazy. That said, I currently have no one special in my life and I haven't gone crazy for over two years. I'm in a rut.
After I graduated from college I lucked into a job as the weekend weather girl and 'gofer' for a TV station in western Idaho. They thought I was 'cute.' A year later I catapulted into a weekday morning and lunch job in for a station in central Arkansas. Three years later, I was a lot more suave, smooth and exciting in my delivery. So WJAX-TV -- the up and coming Jacksonville network station - recruited me two years ago, and here I am doing everything from noon to midnight that has to do with the weather. They take me seriously.
"Fifteen seconds," Jim said from his seat at weather central.
We both counted down silently then a fifteen second automated announcement broke into the network program. We could hear the sound of the excited male voice, well modulated but compelling attention from the listeners: "Ladies and Gentlemen, we interrupt your regular broadcast with this very important weather bulletin. Please stay tuned for this critical information." An alarm buzzed to ensure listener attention to what I'd say.
The announcement screen faded to show me in front of the weather map.
"Good afternoon. I'm Pam David with a live update about Hurricane Grace, now three-hundred miles southeast of Jacksonville." I stared into the camera with a serious look on my face.
"This Category Two storm, packing winds of over a hundred miles an hour is now headed straight for Jacksonville. We had hopped that the northerly turn the storm took at dawn this morning would result in Grace heading out into the mid-Atlantic, but those hopes are gone after plotting another eight hours worth of storm track data. This storm is aimed right at us."
I had turned and was making my usual gestures at the green board, showing viewers how the track would sweep the storm right into the Florida-Georgia border.
"The hurricane is currently traveling at twenty miles an hour. If this speed is sustained, the eye of the storm should arrive here tomorrow morning. We are already feeling the fringes of this storm and rip currents along the beach have been evident since last night and are now dangerous to swimmers."
The screen changed to show winds blowing debris around in some earlier storm.
I went on, "Winds are expected to pick up from the current light breezes. By midnight we expect winds to be consistently over fifty miles an hour. Winds will increase hourly as the eye approaches. Just outside the eye winds will exceed a hundred miles an hour."
I engaged the camera again as the clip of winds ended.
"Folks, I want to add my warning -- my stern personal warning to all the others you've been hearing. NOW, is the time to secure loose items and to get to high ground if you live in low-lying areas." I stared into the camera again, "FURTHER, I think conditions in the ocean favor a strengthening of this storm. I think we might have a Category Four or Five by the time Grace reaches us. This is a deadly storm, and you should take such precautions."
I ended the bulletin as we usually did, "We'll keep you updated throughout the rest of the day. We now return you to the regularly scheduled program." I watched as the monitor showed me fading to the Bulletin frame and then that faded back into the soap opera. I wondered how people could watch that stuff when there was so much 'real stuff' happening out there to be involved in.
Jim rose from his panel and said, "We're good for now. Let me know when you want to go on again. I'm not going home. It'll flood out anyway, and I couldn't get back here tomorrow." I nodded and gave a sympathetic look.
Knowing I would be here all night I slipped into our "Nap Room" and lay down for what I thought would be a few minutes. When I awoke Jim was standing beside the cot shaking me gently.
"Pam? Hey Pam, wake up. Time to come back to work." Jim had his enigmatic smile that I liked so much.
"How long was I out?" I said through my grogginess.
"It's almost five o'clock. Time to start our ninety-minute drill. I figured you'd want to check the Hurricane Center again before you go on. You've got fifteen minutes."
I mumbled, "Thanks, Jim," and stood. A quick stop in the ladies room and I was ready to go. Now I needed something to say.
The National Hurricane Center had a four o'clock update. Things were strengthening, and the storm's relentless track towards us was unabated. I'd be the star of the news for the next few hours as we did the news.
Jim stuck his head in my cubicle, "Hey Pam, we just got the word you're also going to do a two-minute cameo on the national network news at 6:42 p.m. You'll segue over a clip showing the storm's track from the coast of Africa to its present position, and then your 'sweeping into the U.S.' routine."
"OK," I said crisply; here were my fifteen minutes of fame. I'd never done a national feed before. Wow!
Two hours later I was exhausted but exhilarated. It wasn't the standing and dancing around in front of the green screen that made me tired, it was the feeling of responsibility that people were watching me and going to bet their lives on what I told them. I had to get it 'right.'
I'd just sat at my desk when Jim appeared at my cubicle doorway. "Hey, Pam. NBS wants you to do oceanside bites and the weather channel even wants our feed -- all their people are up north or on Hatteras waiting for the sweep north."
"How am I getting around? You driving? Who's the camera?"
"Not me. I'll be talking to you from here on the satellite link. They're bringing in a new guy. He was a big cheese in NBS, but is now retired. He's taking our truck. Don't let him prang it up under a tree or building. He should be here in thirty."
I'd kept a couple of changes of clothing at the station, but most of the duds were more dressy and more suitable for looking "pretty" in front of the evening news camera.
"Hey, Jim," I shouted, "What about the eleven o'clock spot?"
He replied from partway down the hall, "You'll do that from Amelia Island -- on the beach. You should have just enough time to get out there, get set up and broadcast. I'll update you by cell on anything on the wire about the storm."
I shrugged and headed off to assemble some storm clothes. Thirty minutes later I'd found some slacks and scrounged a couple of men's polo shirts. I had some running shoes at the office, so that'd be what I wore under my weather gear. I looked great in foul weather gear -- all you could see was my pert nose sticking out from under my WJAX baseball hat. I pushed my hair through the back of the hat and headed back to my cubicle to pick up my laptop and purse.
There was a very large man asleep at my desk when I turned into my cubicle. He was wearing jeans, rubber boots, and a new NBS polo shirt. His head was back showing a ruddy and tanned complexion and a handsome face that had seen a lot of mileage. I could tell he was tall and trim since there was so much leg between my chair and the edge of my desktop where his boots carefully rested. His muscular arms were folded over his chest. There was a tattoo on one arm -- a smiling dragon.
"Ahem," I coughed to see whether I could wake him.
One steel-blue eye opened and looked at me. The other followed. He uncurled from his repose and put both feet on the floor.
"You Pam?"
I held out my hand, "Yes, Pam David."
"Hi. I'm Doug Saunders at your service - chauffeur, network guru, hurricane hunter, and all-round good guy. I'm told we should hit the road pretty soon since you've got a couple of feeds for the late news."
"Let's go," I said as I stuffed my laptop into my briefcase along with my wallet and my traveling cosmetics kit.
It was already raining as we got into the network van. Doug clearly knew his way around a truck like this for his moves were definite and betrayed a familiarity with the equipment that I thought belay years of experience. I looked at Doug trying to guess his age: somewhere between forty-five and sixty five, I decided.
As we drove I asked, "So tell me about Doug Saunders? I was told you'd retired. Is this a special gig or something?"
He laughed, "Yea, sort of. I had twenty-five years in the military. I did Navy and Marine news and broadcasts all over the place - usually from war zones when we had one. After that I spent fifteen years with NBS, mostly around Washington. Inherited some money, thought I'd try fishing, but got bored and put my oar back in the water with NBS -- and here we are driving into the middle of a hurricane. My thing! At least, no one's going to shoot at us." I narrowed my guess about Doug's age down to about sixty.
We swapped stories and then talked about what we were going to do for the late news and then about overnight feeds.
Just before ten o'clock we pulled into the Amelia Island Resort -- the pleasure spa that WJAX had arranged as our home base for the next twenty-four hours. Doug and I introduced ourselves to a security man that greeted us. The place had been emptied, and all the staff had left for the mainland. The one security guard had stayed behind to help secure the place and anchor loose equipment and outdoor gear from flying around.
Part of the resort consisted of two large three-story condo buildings. The resort rented out most of the condos and nice folks that they were; they set aside a two-bedroom condo for Doug and me to use. It faced the Atlantic Ocean, but at this hour all we could see was a pit of black from the little balcony. We put the storm shutters back down and went back to set up the van.
Doug pulled the van up close to the building on what we figured would be the leeward side of things. He put up the satellite antenna stopping just at the roofline to minimize wind impact on the antenna. With the help of the security man, he secured the antenna boom to the building for some added stability. Doug really did know what he was doing.
I watched in the van as he fired up the electronics and the panel. Suddenly, I heard Jim's voice over the speaker, "Hi Pam; sneaky way to get an overnight at a resort. Find a hurricane and this whole place rolls over to be your servant."
I talked into the van's microphone, "Hi Jim. It was a dark, stormy night in the Hartz Mountains; greetings from Amelia Island. They closed up the place just for us. Just one security guard here."
Jim updated me on the weather and told me he'd e-mailed me some of the screens they'd splice into my broadcast at eleven. I booted up my laptop as we talked and soon was logged into the resort's wi-fi network.
The surface winds were now over forty knots, and the eye of the storm was about a hundred and sixty miles from landfall with top wind speed of a hundred-twenty -- the storm was a Category Three. I noted that Amelia Island was directly in the center of the projected landfall of the eye. The rest of the maps and satellite photos were predictable. I made some notes on a three-by-five card to refresh my mind just before we went on the air and then suggested to Doug that we find a place to set up the camera.
At eleven I was standing beside the pool at the resort. Doug was a good cameraman; he knew his stuff. The rest of the feed took care of itself. I did my cameo in the news segment of the broadcast and then ten minutes later did an in-depth update on Hurricane Grace and what to expect along the Florida and Georgia coasts.
I suggested to viewers that given the growing intensity of the storm and its track right for the city that viewers check in at four a.m. for a special storm update. We'd set that up with WJAX earlier at Doug's suggestion; we'd probably be live at least every half-hour after that.
Doug and I folded up the van and went up to the condo that had been assigned to us.
For the first time, I felt a little surge of sexual excitement as we went in the door. He seemed quite comfortable sharing the quarters with me, and he'd certainly made no move on me. Yet, I felt chemistry between us -- really strong chemistry. If there were pheromones about, I was certainly receiving his.
"He's old enough to be your father," I told myself. That didn't work. I still felt chemistry. I didn't know what to do about it, but he did.
"Pam, we'll have to be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed in four hours. We both better get some shuteye. I have an alarm clock." Doug shuffled off towards one of the bedrooms.
I lay down and quickly drifted to sleep, assisted by the sound of the wind and rain hitting the storm shutters.
"Pam? Pam? It's time to get up." I heard the voice from afar. I had this slight feeling of panic as I wondered where I was. The voice was more persistent. "Pam, get up. Time to go."
"OK. OK. I'm awake. I'll get moving. Thanks Doug." I was fully aware now. I listened to the storm sounds for a minute. They were more ferocious than when I'd gone to sleep. I went to turn on the bedside light but found only darkness.
"Hey, I've got no power. Is everything out?" I yelled as I fumbled towards the bedroom door.
"Yes," Doug said in a loud voice from the direction of the living room. "Do you need a light?"
"Yes," I replied. "I have nothing. I forgot we might be in the dark. Funny I tell all my viewers to be sure to have flashlights but don't take my own advice."
Doug opened my bedroom door and handed me a flashlight. He didn't appear to notice that I was just in the polo shirt and bikini briefs. I went back to my bedroom to redress. I decided to skip the makeup since I could tell anything I put on would be washed off in seconds outside the building.
Doug was waiting for me when I came out.
"Ready?" he asked.
"Let's see what we've got," I replied.
We stepped out into the maelstrom. The wind was blowing about sixty miles an hour and the rain was nearly horizontal. Doug pulled me along the short distance from the door in our section of the condo to the van. He pushed me into the van.
Doug started a generator on the van and fired up all our equipment. It was a quarter to four in the morning. I was wondering how I'd be able to talk and do a broadcast from outside the van.
Doug came back into the van, slamming the door behind him. He shed his parka and sat at the console.
"I need Internet, or access to the National Hurricane Center satellite broadcasts or better yet, both," I told Doug. He pointed to the other console in the van and up on the screen popped the latest satellite photo of Hurricane Grace.
"Oh my God," I said. "It's gotten bigger. It's huge." He told me how to flip the screen and check things on the Internet. I madly dialed in screen after screen of meteorological data on the storm. I was swearing aloud as every screen brought worse news than the one before it.
I heard Doug talking to Jim at WJAX. He gave me a five-minute warning and suggested we go set up the camera someplace where I could broadcast.
I put on my foul weather gear, and I followed Doug from the van, pushing the door shut behind us. We set up on the leeward side of the building. It was still windy but with the camera against the building and me about ten feet away it wasn't too bad.
After setting things up, Doug yelled, "Sixty seconds." I nodded.
A minute later Doug cued me. I started talking rapidly.
"This is Pam David broadcasting from Amelia Island, just off the coast from Jacksonville. I'm standing on the protected side of this resort; however, the winds are howling at sixty to seventy miles an hour and the rain is horizontal on the other side of this building."
I went on, "I have some bad news for you. Hurricane Grace is now a Category Five storm. The warm waters of the Atlantic have fed energy into this storm, and it is now a killer. If you are in a low-lying area this may be your last opportunity to move to safer ground. Get to high ground!"
"The eye will likely pass directly over me and very close to the downtown areas. Flooding can be expected over a wide area. Winds near the eye will be over one-hundred-sixty miles per hour. Rainfall is estimated at three to six inches an hour over a wide area with heavy flooding, particularly near the St. Mary's River and all feeder streams. Again, get to protection and high ground -- NOW!"
I gave some other statistics about the storm then had a thought. I told viewers, "If Doug my cameraman can follow me, I'm going to step out from behind this protected wall and show you the power of this storm." I walked backwards towards the corner of the building where there was no protection.
As I came into the wind stream, my body was lifted and carried about ten feet before I landed in a rolling pile on the ground. I flipped and flopped over a couple of more times before I could crawl, on hands and knees, back into the protection of the building. Doug started towards me, but I waved him away.
Doug motioned that I was still on camera. "Wow!" I said to our viewers, "That was a little more than I expected. I should tell you I weight about a hundred and twenty pounds and stand five-foot-six. To be blown around like that shows you the power of this wind, and when the eye gets here it will be over twice this speed -- that's at least four times the energy. Winds will be around 160 miles an hour! If you live in a mobile home or an older home not built to new hurricane protection standards, you need to find better quarters to ride out the storm. Get going -- NOW!"
"This is Pam David, signing off for now. We'll try to be back in a half hour with an update." We ended the feed.
Doug came and put his arm around me, "That was stupid!" he admonished me. "You could have been hurt or hit by debris. That's why we're on the protected side of the building. Don't do that again." He pulled me towards the van, grabbing the camera and tripod with his other hand.
In the van, he cast an evil eye at me.
"I'm sorry, Doug," but I had to do something so people watching would get a sense of the power of this storm. I'd do it again, but next time I'll set it up with you. OK?"



"Not if it puts your pretty butt in danger," he replied protectively.
"My pretty butt is covered up with foul weather gear," I said. "You can't tell whether it's pretty or has warts all over it."
"It's pretty," he said flatly. "I peeked before you covered it up with all that rain gear."
We both laughed. I was also pleased. Some of that chemistry was still around.
We did half hour updates. By five-thirty we opted to do the updates from inside the van although the noise level from the wind was becoming excessive. Wind speed was up to eighty miles an hour.
For the six o'clock newscast, we went into an interior room of the resort and did wireless video and audio feeds to the van. We set up two spotlights powered from the van. Doug had fed some views of the ocean to the station about fifteen minutes before we went on. The waves were up right at the edge of the dunes, on sea swells and a storm surge of almost twenty feet. The water was boiling. The air was thick with salt spray and debris. He caught a few frames of a roof rolling past the resort from one of the upscale homes nearby.
The feed was spectacular. I watched it later. It was a team effort. Jim was splicing Doug's storm feeds from windows of the resort into my live broadcast. Somewhere along the line I figured that a large portion of the area was without electricity and so missed it. Oh well.
Doug lowered the antenna of the van about the time we figured the wind speed was hitting a hundred. Although it was protected, he was worried about it ripping off the truck.
The eye came ashore at seven o'clock. We were right under it. It was eerie to suddenly feel the wind almost cease. We both went outside and stood. The security guard appeared from somewhere in the bowels of the building too. We stood and looked at the wall of clouds and water; yet above us a few puffy clouds and blue sky.
While the eye was with us, Doug set up the camera and we did a quick five-minute clip back to the station. Jim said there was concern at the station that they'd lose their satellite dishes soon. He'd still be there trying to figure out how to get us on the air.
After we finished I noted that we could look almost vertically up the eye wall, perhaps for 30,000 feet. It was hard to tell. On our side of things the sky was blue and almost serene; the eye wall was a seething dark and malevolent monster waiting to strike.
Doug quickly moved the van to reposition it for the change in wind direction we expected when the eye finished passing. At seven-twenty the eye passed and the storm started again with a vengeance. We ran back in the resort just in time hoping that we could maintain contact with the station through the van's radio link. Even in the interior room we could not only hear the wind screaming at almost a level beyond imagination, but also feel the building shake and twist.
Several windows blew out, and we felt the hot humid storm air penetrate the hotel.
I went and sat close to Doug in a corner of the room. I was scared. "Hold me," I told him.
He smiled at me, "Why that'd be an honor, Pretty Lady." He put his arm around me. It was not the most romantic of circumstances -- I was still in my foul weather gear from head to foot and for that matter so was he. Our lights were off, but we had some light from the hallway doors that we'd left open.
Almost every minute we heard another major crash or something akin to an explosion somewhere around the resort complex as one thing or another blew away or things crashed together.
Then there was a horrible tearing sound above us. Doug said, "There goes the roof on this building. It's peeling off in the wind." He no sooner finished the sentence then we heard a tremendous crash -- almost an explosion of debris right outside the building. We assumed it was the roof hitting the ground.
Almost immediately we felt the wall behind start to give way. A large crack appeared behind me, and we both scrambled towards the adjacent wall. Then the ceiling started to cave in on that side of the building, several light fixtures fell to the floor along with most of the ceiling tiles, and a gale force wind ripped through the room, throwing tables, chairs, and anything that wasn't nailed down, all over the place.
I vaguely recall something hitting my head, and then I lost consciousness. I started to come to and there was Doug kneeling over me with a bloody rag in his hand. I felt really woozy.
"Come on girl," Doug said. "That's it. Welcome back to the real world. You took a really bad hit. Knocked you right out. Here. Can you sit up? You're still bleeding from the gash on your temple, but I think you'll be all right."
"Storm? Broadcast?" I mumbled.
"Van is gone. Went bye-bye in the wind. Got pushed into the other building -- about five feet into the other building. The satellite antenna is gone. When the wind dies down I'll see what I can salvage."
I sat up, a little more alert. "How long was I out?"
"About half an hour," Doug replied, dabbing at my wound. I noticed the rag was what had been his shirt. Without his shirt I could see he had strong ab muscles, a good tan, and a masculine chest. I wanted to touch it - that chemistry again.
"This building?" I asked.
"Demolished," he replied. "The security guard is dead. A concrete wall fell on him. Could have happened to us too if we hadn't moved when we did -- right before you got hit in the head. Nothing I could do but cover him over."
I noted that the wind was still howling outside, but it seemed less intense than just before I passed out.
"Wind speed seems to be dropping," I observed.
"Yeah, it's dropping slowly. The storm is probably going to lose some punch now that the eye is ashore. Plus I think it's shifted north again, that'll help drop the winds a little faster for us. When the speed drops down to about sixty, I'll go out to the van and see whether we have any type of communication with the outside world."
I surveyed the room we were in. Even the wildest party could not have created the kind of devastation that I saw. On the far side of the room, light was visible where the wall had collapsed and then dropped the two upper floors of the condo -- concrete, furniture, and remnants of the roof, into a pile. Rain pelted in the opening, but we were far enough inside against the other side of the condo to stay dry.
Doug had created a small space where he could lay me out and minister to my wound. He'd propped up some of the debris to create a small fortress, but I doubted it was sturdy enough to withstand a further collapse of the upper floors.
"Shouldn't we move?" I pointed upwards.
"As soon as you can stand we should climb out of here. I think if we try to go down that hallway it might be safer. There were no upper floors there." He pointed to a door that was now blocked by debris.
"Give me a minute and I'll be ready," I said as I carefully got up on my knees. I gathered up my raincoat; Doug had used it as a pillow under my head. It had a lot of blood on it.
"Am I still bleeding?" I asked.
"Yes, but not as much as you were initially. Head wounds do that. I should tell you that I was a backup EMT -- Emergency Medical Tech -- in the Navy. I didn't just go around and take pretty pictures."
I finished standing, holding onto Doug. The woozy feeling passed slowly away and I was good at moving slowly as long as I could hold onto something like Doug.
Doug moved towards the door, heaving tables and chairs from my path. At the door, he tried to both pull and push until he could get the door open about a foot. He peered through then said to me, "It's wet and windy but I think it's safer than staying in this wing of the resort."
We both squeezed through the door. What had been a glassed in hallway to the main reception area was now obliterated. The concrete pad of the walkway was in tact, but the glass sides and roof were gone. Some twisted remains of the HVAC ducts lay a few yards away.
"Let's try the reception and lounge area," Doug said.
He helped me along the path, supporting most of my weight as we threaded our way amid the wreckage. Three hundred feet later, we were soaked but safe in the resort's reception area. Windows were gone, but the roof had remained in tact. Further, most of the lounge furniture had survived.
"Sit here," Doug said leading me to a wet sofa. Let me see what shape things are in around here. He went behind the reception desk and was gone for several minutes.
When he came back he announced, "No nothing. Phone service is out completely. The cell tower is out. There's no electricity. But, I have some good news." He smiled and produced two containers of orange juice from his pocket and a dozen peanut butter and cheese crackers.
I laughed and reached for the nosh; "Why, Doug. You take your girlfriends to the nicest places and spare no expense. I am truly impressed."
Doug bowed and sat beside me. We ate and waited for things to quiet down amid the howl of the wind. I nestled into his shoulder and closed my eyes.
I awoke about an hour later. Doug's yellow rain parka was soaked with my blood, but he said I was in good shape. He noted that another section of the building we'd been in had collapsed so it was a good thing we moved. He also noted that the wind speed was now down considerably, and he wanted to go and check out the van.
He made me promise to wait where I was, and he went out through one of the nonexistent windows and headed towards the other building. I stood and went to the opening to watch his progress.
The front of the van was about five feet into a windowed wall of the other section of the resort's condo units. As Doug reached the truck, he clamored in the back door of the unit and slammed it shut behind him.
Five minutes later he reappeared and went around to the cab of the truck and barely got in. With some difficulty, he got the truck started and was able to back the unit out of the hole it had created in the structure. He drove the truck across the well-manicured lawn, leaving deep tire tracks, until he was next to the reception area.
Doug got out of the truck and ran back to where I was.
"Darlin', the truck seems in good shape except for the lack of a satellite antenna and a cracked windshield. If I can find it I might be able to get it working again. In the meantime, we have a radio link. I can hear a lot of emergency traffic talking, but it's all from the downtown area; that's almost twenty miles from here. I don't know whether anyone can hear me. Didn't try all that hard for now."
"I do have one other present for you, though." Doug reached under his parka and produced a first aid kit. Five minutes later my head wound was treated and gauzed over, and my entire head was wrapped to hold the dressing in place.
"OK, I'm ready to do the weather now," I announced as he finished. I stood, primped, and acted as though I was wearing a new Dior suit; I said to him, "Do I look all right?" I realized I looked like shit -- a pile of shit that had been pummeled with blood, debris, water, wind, dust, and dirt.
We went in the van and sat for another hour listening to the Jacksonville emergency units struggling with one disaster after another. Doug tried several times to make contact as well as to call the station on the two-way, but there was no response.
Eventually, he announced he was going on an antenna hunt. I sat in the van, and Doug went out to wander the property. He came back in ten minutes and told me he'd found the antenna boom, but all he wanted was the antenna and the feed cable. He took a toolbox and headed back out.
I lay down on the floor of the van again, dozing until I heard noises that I took to be Doug returning from the hunt. I opened the door, and he was standing there with the satellite dish antenna and about thirty feet of antenna cable over his shoulder.
"OK, let's see what we can set up," he announced.
I decided I'd call him MacGyver, after the TV character that could create miracles with a paper clip and rubber band. Doug had fastened the antenna to a patio chair and rewired the unit. All this while standing in forty-knot winds and rain.
After a lot of in and out of the van to get the antenna aimed at the right satellite, Doug was reasonably happy that he was in the vicinity. He had a partial lock on one 'bird,' and we started to try to make contact again.
"WJAX, WJAX, WJAX. Mobile One here, how do you read?" He repeated the message over and over again.
Then suddenly, after we'd been tweaking things for fifteen minutes, a booming voice came in over the truck's speakers, "Mobile One, this is National Broadcasting Service. How do you read?"
"NBS, Mobile One here. We read you five by five. How do you hear us?"
"You're five by five as well. Where are you? Are all in your party safe?"
Doug responded, "This is Doug Saunders and I'm with Pam David, the WJAX weather person. We are at the Amelia Island Resort. We are OK although Pam has a head wound. There is a dead security guard here. The resort is in shambles and part of it has collapsed. How's the rest of the area?"
After a silence the speaker came on again, "This is NBS in Atlanta you're talking to -- Bill Walsh. WJAX and most of the Jacksonville and southeast George radio and all the TV stations are off the air. Antennas are down mostly. When they went out we started to monitor the satellites. You're about the only one out there other than emergency crews around the City. Is the head wound on the woman OK or do you need emergency assistance?" I shook my head "no."
"No emergency here in terms of personnel. How are roads?" Doug asked.
"The north bridge to your island is gone - destroyed. The southern one is probably gone too. I think you're going to be there for a while. There are a lot of washouts and flooded highways. I wouldn't try to move very far. The storm is well inland now; the storm center is up near where Georgia, Alabama, and Tennessee come together; it's only a tropical storm now. Lots of rain and flooding going on."
"OK. Can we stay in touch?"
"Most definitely. Say, hold on for a minute, my producer wants to talk to Pam David."
There was a long silence then another male voice came on the radio. "Pam, this is Ron Wilson, executive producer of network news for NBS. Are you able to broadcast over this link? Video?"
"Hold on, we'll set up the camera and see," I said into the mike as I leaned over Doug's shoulder.
Doug played with the camera and the connection wires. Suddenly, the monitors in the van came to life with the picture of the inside of the van and me sitting in the chair.
"Great!" the voice over the speaker said, "We can see you? Are you really OK? The bloody bandage looks impressive. Are you still bleeding?"
"Yes, I'm fine thanks to Doug Saunders here. He was an EMT so I'll take his word that I'm OK. I feel OK, just sore -- all over."
"Can you do a clip for us in about ten minutes? Be good if you could be outside? You know, show some views of the debris and all."
Doug nodded, and I said, "We'll be ready."
Fifteen minutes later we'd set up outside the van. Doug cued me to start talking.
"This is Pam David talking to you from Amelia Island, Florida, where five hours ago the eye of Hurricane Grace passed directly overhead. The hurricane destroyed the three-story building of condominiums that you see over my shoulder. My colleague Doug Saunders and I were in that building when it collapsed, that's why I have this bandage around my head -- I didn't fare too well and got knocked out. At the far end of that building is also the body of a security guard left here by the resort to ensure that the property was safe and secure; Hurricane Grace killed him."
Doug panned the camera around the property as I kept talking.
"Everywhere you look there is destruction. This is what winds of a hundred-sixty miles and hour will do. Down the road you see in the picture right now is the main highway off the island. The only trouble for us is that the bridges to the mainland are gone; blown away by Grace."
"We can hear the radios of the emergency crews on the mainland -- mostly from Jacksonville area. They have their hands full right now with every kind of emergency you can imagine. This is a time for neighbors to be helping neighbors. It is also a time to avoid downed power lines and the other hazards that this Hurricane has left us with."
The camera came back to me, "Pam David, NBS News." I stood still for a moment. Doug then motioned us back inside the van.
Ron Wilson came on the speaker; "Pam that was marvelous. You're a natural. That'll go on the national news tonight every half hour between five and seven. We'll keep this line open in the meantime."
Doug leaned into the mike, "We're going to take the van and drive a little and see whether we can find anything else of interest. Might not get too far, but we'll let you know if we find anything newsworthy."
"OK, we'll be on this channel. NBS on standby."
Doug disconnected the antenna and left it untouched. "We'll come back to broadcast plus there's food in the kitchen here. Moreover, if we can make it I had a house just down the road from here. I'm sort of worried about whether it's still there or not. Wasn't much, so it's probably gone."
We got in the front of the van, and Doug slowly threaded his way down what had been a picturesque roadway up to the resort. Trees were down everywhere, but only one of them blocked the road completely. Doug used a chain saw from the van and cleared it in less than five minutes. I was impressed with how well equipped the van was.
There was a small general aviation airport on the way to the bridge. We pulled the van into the airport. It was deserted. Doug filmed me doing a clip against a backdrop of a dozen planes, flipped and tossed every which way by the Hurricane.
When we got to the bridge, we were met with a staggering sight. The long suspension bridge to the mainland had disappeared into the muck and mire of the Amelia River. Only a few steel girders, twisted and distorted against the swollen river were visible. We did another video clip.
Doug turned the van around, and we drove through Amelia City -- the place was not only deserted; it was destroyed. There was no sign of life as we drove slowly through the street along route A1A. Doug had me run the camera out the window of the truck as we drove down the littered main street. Doug then headed for the other end of the island to see how that bridge had fared.
The bridge over the Nassau River was gone as well. Doug pointed at one of the flattened buildings as we drove by. It would have been a pretty location, but now trees were down, and the house lay in shambles.
"My place," Doug said. I saw the name 'Saunders' on the mailbox that still stood as an odd angle beside the road.
"Oh Doug, I'm so sorry," I said as I touched his arm sympathetically.
"Place needed rebuilding anyway. Glad I wasn't at home. I would have been of a mind to ride out the storm there." He paused and looked at me and grinned. "See, you saved my life."
Many of the other homes and businesses we past were destroyed too, some were repairable and some, like Doug's, were unrecoverable. We made a few more video clips then drove back to the resort.
Doug hooked us up to the satellite antenna again, and we uploaded our videos much to the joy of NBS news central. I also did several different news feeds standing with the destroyed condominium behind me. According to WNBS New Central we were the only game in town, at least within a hundred miles of here. They were rushing crews and equipment into the area. We had nowhere to go.
After our 'work' was done, Doug led us on a food foraging expedition into the kitchen area of the resort. Amazingly the kitchen had survived almost unscathed. We found a gas stove that worked, and soon we'd prepared a large meal of eggs, sausages, bacon, rolls, milk, juice, and a few other tidbits. Although it was late in the afternoon, we enjoyed our breakfast.



The rain stopped while we were eating, and the first sight of some blue sky started to appear in the east. We found some patio chairs that hadn't been destroyed and set them up beside the resort pool looking out over the ocean. The tide was down from when I'd last noted. The storm surge was gone.
Doug excused himself and returned with a bottle of very expensive wine and two glasses. We sat and looked out at the ocean. I reached over and held Doug's hand as we sipped our wine. The chemistry I'd felt earlier returned with a vengeance.
"Quite an adventure," I commented in a flirty voice.
"Yeah, an adventure," he said with a raised eyebrow.
I stood. I think I can take off my foul weather gear now. I'm not going to sleep in it again. I'm all sticky and sweaty under here. I probably smell like it too."
I glanced at the pool. The large resort pool was full of water and debris from the trees; a few pieces of patio furniture were also visible sitting on the bottom. The water was still clear, so I figured it was all right. I stated, "I think I'll take a swim and clean off."
I pulled off boots and then my rain suit. Everything under the suit was sopping wet, more with perspiration than rain, but it was hard to tell.
I hesitated and thought about what my next step would be, but then yielded to my wilder side and peeled off my pants, my shirt -- covered with some blood I noted, and then undid my bra and stepped out of my panties.
Naked, I walked carefully down the steps into the pool, ensuring I kept my head dressing dry. "Oh, Doug, this is marvelous," I shouted up to him as I started to float.
Doug had watched every move I'd made -- I'd made certain of that. Now he stood and peeled layer after layer off his body. His shirt was long gone -- used to soak up blood from my head wound. He took off the parka first. I watched as this Adonis' body slowly appeared from beneath the rest of the foul weather gear.
Doug stood in his naked splendor at the edge of the pool for a second then slowly came down the steps and ducked under the water. I was impressed with what I saw.
I was there when Doug surfaced. I moved to intercept his underwater path.
He stood in front of me. I put my arms around his neck and pulled him towards me. We kissed for the first time. It was as though we'd kissed a thousand times before in rehearsal for this one kiss. It was perfect. Lip pressure, feel, texture, emotion, body posture, and sensation all combined into the perfect kiss.
Our naked bodies entwined, and one kiss led rapidly to another and another. Our tongues carefully came into play revealing the underlying passion both of us had carried from the moment we met.
Doug's hands found my hips. He held me and then pulled me more tightly into his own body -- into his erection. I grasped his erection between my legs. The nipples of my breasts grazed the salt and pepper hair on his chest and hardened.
"I'd like you to make love to me," I said softly.
Doug nodded and smiled lovingly at me.
He carried me to the edge of the pool, sat me up on the side and then buried his head in my pussy. His tongue instantly brought pleasure to me with every twitch and thrust that he made. I crested pretty quickly -- quickly for me anyway. In only a couple of minutes, my groaning and moaning turned into a wild shriek of joy as my first orgasm arrived.
Doug paused then raised his head and suckled on each of my breasts. I went right back into my orgasmic state as he pleasured my orbs. One hand was energetically thrusting fingers into my cunt. I felt myself rising back to another crest. I'd never thought of myself as multi-orgasmic, but this man was turning me on in every way possible. I was gushing juices at his every move.
As we kissed and jammed our tongues into each other's mouths I came again, clutching his body to mine as the wave of pleasure swept through me.
As I came back, I thought about returning the favor. "Doug, you sit up here. Let me pleasure you." I slid back down into the over full pool as he sat on the side.
I grasped his hard rod in both hands and thought how perfect this cock was for pleasure and loving. I massaged his thighs and cock, running my hands up to his chest and back down again. I leaned in a sucked on his nipples and then ran my tongue down his lean body.
I enveloped his cock in one gulp. I think it caught him by surprise for I could hear his sudden intake of breath as I sank down on his shaft completely, grinding my nose into his groin so that he got the maximum stimulation from the deep penetration of my throat.
"Oh, honey, no one's ever done THAT to me before. Don't you dare stop!"
I bobbed up and down on his shaft, occasionally deep throating my new lover. Every time I did I could hear his intake of air. I marveled at how I had produced a seven-inch rod of steel -- hot velvet steel.
"Pam, I really want to be in you -- at least for our first time. Is that all right?" Doug asked.
"Come and make love to me," I replied moving to the wall of the pool, sitting up on it and spreading my legs.
Doug was on me in an instant. His cock stood out, just above the water level, as he moved in front of me and gently inserted his tool into my box. Now I was the one that gasped for air as the intensity of the pleasure from his penetration hit my brain.
We started slowly, but we both needed closure, an orgasmic end to this otherwise terrible day.
Soon, my legs were over his shoulders and Doug was jamming his cock into my body at a rapid rate. This was called hard sex -- rough sex -- fast sex.
Through his exertions he whispered, "I'm near. Are you safe?"
"Yes," I said, "cum in me -- cum deep in me. I want every drop you have."
I dropped my legs and wrapped them around his naked body. I urged him to go deeper and faster. He did. Then we exploded into each other. I felt him start to arch before I felt the jets of cum shoot into me. When he made the last few definitive thrusts into me, it was all it took to push me over the edge again. We came together, arched into one another. Silent as the crest of pleasure hit our bodies then gasping for much needed oxygen.
"Oh, fuck!" I exclaimed as I floated down from my high, "You are a magnificent lover. I hope you can do that all over again in a little while."
"Darlin', you ain't too bad yourself," Doug whispered in my ear as he kissed me and nuzzled his face to me. His hands found my tits and erect nipples and smoothed them to my delight.
Doug pulled out of me then gently pulled me into the water. I drifted into his arms, and we kissed again. Right now, I didn't want to be anywhere other than in his arms.
We drifted around the pool as the last vestiges of daylight disappeared in the stormy west.
At one point, Doug gestured to the condominium building where hundreds of blank windows stared down at us. "Do you suppose anyone is up there watching us? I can't believe we just made love in a very public place. Sort of exciting wasn't it?"
I told him with a smirk, "I think I have an exhibitionist streak in me, so it didn't matter. I hope someone took a video; I'd like a copy so I can remember this forever."
Doug spoke a few minutes later, "Before we lose all the light we should settle in somewhere for the night. I was thinking of one of the unbroken condo rooms." He gestured towards one of the ground-floor units.
"Sounds good. Let me gather my clothes so I have something to wear tomorrow."
We both put our boots back on, but none of our clothes. We were an interesting contrast as we walked through the debris field to the van. I put my running shoes on instead of my boots; we left our weather gear in the van, and then walked naked towards the surviving condo building.
Doug picked a rare ground floor unit whose glass had remained intact. He went to the main desk of the resort and returned a few minutes later with the key. Inside we made ourselves at home. He found two dinner candles in the unit and lit both. We left the doors and windows open for ventilation. I hung our clothes up various places around the unit with no expectation that they'd be dry anytime soon.
The second time we made love was more moving and emotional for me. If the first time was mostly for lust, this was mostly for love. Our kisses carried more unspoken messages, our embraces more desire and passion, and our coupling greater longing for something longer and more permanent.
When we were done, Doug remained deep inside me. We rolled to our sides and fell asleep.
Sometime in the night I awoke. Doug was sleeping beside me. In the dim candlelight, I studied his masculine form. I was hooked. This was the man I wanted in my life for the rest of my days -- his days -- our days.
After my reverie, I got up and extinguished one of the candles then snuggled back against Doug. He woke momentarily and wrapped his strong arms around me.
We woke shortly after dawn and took another swim to wash the remnants of our night's love making from our bodies. After dressing we fired up the van and reestablished communications with the NBS news central.
"NBS, this is Mobile One in Amelia Island. What's happened overnight?"
"Good morning, Mobile One. Pam and Doug isn't it. Tim Morgan here. Well Hurricane Grace is now just a big blob of rain up over West Virginia, but everything within five-hundred miles from the storm's center is wet."
"How'd the late news go?" I asked.
"We used almost every second of all those clips you sent. You're famous. I'm just a flunky here, but I think the big bosses want to make you an offer to move up to national - big pay jump if you do."
I grinned at Doug, and we did a little 'high five.'
"What's happening at WJAX?" I asked. "Are they operational again?"
"No TV in Jacksonville is up yet. All the towers got wiped out I'm told, not just NBS but all the networks. They're all buying into a temporary tower that should be operating later today. Power is still out in most of the city anyway; it'll be weeks before things get back to normal."
"How can we get off this island?" I asked. "Any chance you could arrange a boat or something for us to get back to the mainland?"
"Sure enough. Stand by for a bit and I'll let you know what we can do."
Doug and I set up lounge chairs outside the van door and sat in them holding hands while we waited for word from NBS.
About an hour later, the speaker over the console crackled and Tim's voice rang out. "NBS to Mobile One -- Amelia Island."
Doug scrambled into the van, "Mobile One here, go ahead."
Tim spoke, "We have a working airlift for you two. What we want you to do is get to the airport where you took pictures yesterday. We're sending in a chopper from Charleston, and it should get there in about an hour. Leave the van at the airport and lock it up, but take a couple of the cameras and batteries. You're going to do a flyover the entire area and do some 'in air' reports of the damage from Hurricane Grace. This is for tonight's national news."
"THAT'S GREAT!" I cheered into the microphone. "Any special instructions?"
"Nope," Tim said. "You're the reporter on the ground and you know the area. The crew of the chopper can set up a broadcast in the air if you see something truly spectacular, but otherwise use a lot of tape, and we'll sort through it later. Do lots of lead-ins and transition-outs between each segment; that'll help us splice stuff together later."
"OK, we'll fold up and start for the airport," Doug said into the mike.
"Just one more thing," Tim said. "I really hope to meet you guys. You've survived something extraordinarily horrible, and I'd like to shake your hands. You must have an aura of luck surrounding you."
"We both look forward to it," I said into the mike.
Doug folded up the van and antenna, and we collected the few things we'd left outside and drove to the airport. An hour later we were aboard a large Bell helicopter plastered with NBS logos.
The tour from the air showed the tragedy of the hurricane. From the time we lifted off we could see the devastation, particularly near where the eye had hit the mainland. We did two hours worth of taping, capturing in one flight the horror facing North Florida and Southeast Georgia.
Part of the WJAX building was damaged, and of course the satellite dishes were trashed by the winds; one twelve-foot dish blew away completely. They were getting back to business. We landed in their parking lot, and Doug and I hopped out. Only minutes later we'd uploaded the tapes to NBS news in Atlanta.
Doug and I then sat the rest of the day and put together a one-hour special. We called it 'Amazing Grace.' I figured I'd do part of it live. We went live at eight o'clock -- prime time! NBS picked up the feed and put it on national. I had thirty-five million viewers!
I am pleased to say that we scooped all the other networks. We had the best and most up-to-date coverage. Doug, WJAX, and I captured a whole bunch of awards including the prestigious Peabody Award for Outstanding Excellence in Broadcast Journalism.
The plaque for the award sits over my desk. Oh, yes, my desk is now at NBS headquarters in Atlanta. My partner, Doug, has the office right across the hall -- Doug and I specialize in weather and technology news, so we travel around the country a lot because weather is news. We don't do the day-to-day stuff, just the really big events -- tornadoes, hurricanes, blizzards, monsoons -- you get the idea.
Oh yes, Doug and I got married the day I accepted the new job at NBS News. He couldn't live without me, so pledged to move to Atlanta with me providing we spend much of our time at the new home we're building on Amelia Island.
*
"Now reporting from Central Oklahoma, the site of the devastating tornado that destroyed a whole town there today is Pam David. Pam."
"There are no words that can describe the terror that this small town felt in the middle of last night when an F-5 tornado descended from the mamato-cumulus clouds overhead and totally destroyed over three-hundred homes and the entire commercial center of this town of over a thousand people ..."
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Have you ever wondered what it would be like to star in a porn film?
I did up until about a year or so ago, then a bunch of things happened and the next thing I knew I'd appeared in several "X" rated films with some of my friends.
My name is Kara Barnett Turner. I'm thirty, five-foot five inches tall, with a nicely shaped '34C' top. I'm not bad looking and if I really 'doll up' I can even pass for 'hot'. I'm a dirty blond that translates to a brunette that keeps messing with lighter hair colors.
My childhood had been in a traditional family with parents that worried about all the things that parents are supposed to worry about: drinking, drugs, sex too early, unwanted pregnancies, slutty behavior and dress, wild parties, my reputation, who I hung out with, and on and on. Of course, I ended up just fine but I'm much more relaxed about life than my parents were. I have an older brother that is married to a small woman that we love and call the Pixie; they have two young children. We used to refer to the Pixie as a beach ball on a stick when she was pregnant.
I went to college in Texas and helped perpetuate that institution's reputation as a party school. I never flunked anything, but came close in a few courses my freshman year. I graduated on time, something about two-thirds of those that started with me didn't do. My parents have my diploma; tassel; and several smaltzy photos of me in cap and gown over their mantle at their home an hour outside of Columbus, Ohio. I live in Texas with my husband of three years.
Carl, my husband, is three years older than I am. He's a hunk, standing over six feet tall with sandy colored hair and a muscular frame. Sports are his thing; he's always trying something new and then excelling at them. He just mastered windsurfing for instance. We went together starting in my freshman year at State -- he played varsity football. The team didn't do too well that year. Carl thinks it might be because most of the team drank too much and shacked up with several 'honeys' in a nearby motel the nights before the last two 'big' games were played. I was not one of the 'honeys'.
Anyway, Carl and I proceeded to really discover sex and fuck away his last year in college. I spent more time naked in his apartment than I did going to classes. Thank heavens I have some brains since I bluffed my way through the five courses I took each of those semesters.
After graduation Carl took a job in his hometown an hour's drive from campus. We saw each other frequently, yet not every day so I studied a lot, got good grades, and graduated on time. Whew!
I moved in with him right after graduation to my parent's chagrin. They liked Carl but just didn't think we should be living together without being married. We both assured them that modern couples our age did this -- and, in fact, we were right.
Pretty soon we became like old married couples, I guess. We both worked hard at our jobs and started to save some money for a house and other material things we wanted in our lives. We discovered pretty quickly that we were not only sexually compatible but also shared a lot of the same values about when to have kids, how to save money, what to spend it on, and how to resolve our arguments. Most of our early arguments were about the division of labor in our household. Initially, Carl thought the wife should be his servant; I put a stop to that pretty quickly and we established a much more equitable distribution of household chores as well as a principle that 'If it bothers you and it's no one's job, then you do it.'
When I turned twenty-six, Carl formally proposed marriage over a beautiful candlelight dinner at the local inn. We'd both matured a lot and had saved up a down payment on a 'dream home.' Our parents were ecstatic that we were finally going to make it legal. We both laughed but humored them.
We got married in Texas since more of our friends were now from there than where I grew up. Some of my old friends flew down for the ceremony and round of parties that we hosted. One girlfriend from my hometown was my maid of honor; we'd been like sisters growing up.
I could write a whole chapter just about our wedding, the parties around it and who did what to whom but I'll save that for another time.
Anyway, after the four days of partying and our weeklong honeymoon down in the Caribbean, Carl and I settled into married life. Actually, not much changed compared to our living together for the three years prior to the wedding ceremony except we bought The House.
I use capital letters to refer to The House since we went deep into debt to buy it, yet it had 'dream house' written all over it. We knew we over-reached financially but this place had so many nice features about it we talked ourselves into it. At least the economy was healthy and we had good jobs.
The House was one of three on heavily treed cul de sac in the best neighborhood in town - right near just the right elementary school. We were thinking ahead. The House was five years old so had all the latest appliances and personal touches that today's builders put in their flagship homes -- marble this and that, tile we loved, cove molding, niches, walk-in closets, and on and on. Further it had five bedrooms, three full baths, a family room, media room and a den, plus the dining and kitchen areas. We also figured we could finish off the basement sometime. The landscaping was the best in town and we even had a large pool and spa in the backyard. We each had fifteen-minute commutes to work too.
We loved The House and spent the next two and a half years putting our own touches on it with expensive drapes, furniture, wallpaper, and artwork. We stabilized on the mortgage payments after a couple of years but our credit card bills ran up a little more than we'd expected; that said The House looked unbelievably great and was our showcase and joy. We loved to entertain and show our decorating and home projects off to our friends and neighbors.
We had some wonderful neighbors all around us and thus a fantastic social life came with The House. Our neighbors were other people our own age that had similar struggles to pay off their homes and 'toys.' Our best friends and next-door neighbors were Sy (short for Simon) and Nancy, and on our other side Mike and June. We saw them almost everyday and got to know them very well and we each developed a unique bond together.
Well, we all thought we were in house heaven until last year when the mortgage crisis hit and the economy started to turn sour. Sy had become a real estate agent after college -- and a good one; he specialized in first time buyers. After a couple of good years the real estate market soured he couldn't sell anything. Buyers in the property market had suddenly disappeared and further, the banks weren't too willing to issue mortgages to anyone.
Sy went for weeks without selling anything and those weeks turned into months. He tried hard, and even asked us for ideas or comments on his selling approaches. He telephoned constantly and had become very adept at laying out advertisements for the properties he should have been selling. Nothing worked.
We watched with a hopeful air until one evening when the Sy and Nancy came by the house. Nancy had been 'let go' from her technology job at the bank she worked at. Suddenly they had no income and were really worried.
"My God, we've got a $3,000 mortgage payment due the end of the month and that's all the cash we've got right now," Sy cried.
"And we're almost maxed out on our Visa card," Nancy added. "This is not a good time for us." She looked really worried and was on the verge of crying.
I asked, "Can't your parents help? Siblings?"
"They're just making it on their retirement and social security. Our siblings are hopeless; they're always asking us for money."
We tried to be reassuring: one of Sy's houses would sell soon and Nancy would be quick to get another job -- after all, she was smart, talented and pretty.
Those reassurances were harder to voice a month later when nothing had changed except they'd exhausted themselves looking for new jobs or a real estate sale.
Then the bomb dropped in our own lap: Carl lost his job. He'd been working on CAD/CAM systems in the information systems group for a large manufacturing company. Revenues were down and profits were rapidly evaporating. The company announced a five hundred worker layoff across the board. Carl got a pink slip and a severance check of seven weeks pay plus accumulated vacation and sick time.
Now Sy and Nancy commiserated with us, hugging us and assuring us that all would be well. We postponed a mortgage payment on their advice, notifying the bank that we were in temporary financial troubles.
My job evaporated two weeks later. I'd been working as an editor and writer for a magazine headquartered about five miles from our home. As the economy tanked, so did advertising revenues and then so did some of the jobs -- including mine. I got some severance pay as well.
The night I got laid off, a Friday, Carl, Sy, Nancy and I sat around drinking rather heavily and talking about all the paths that we could have taken that would have us still employed or even wealthy.
As the evening wore on, Carl suggested we hit the hot tub, something we'd done often before -- but always in swimsuits.
Sy said something about heading home to get his Speedo, but Nancy stood and said "It's time we took some risks and got daring, after all we're very close friends. We need to take risks to get jobs or make money. We'll start now with our social life."
With that, Nancy stood in the middle of our back patio and carefully took off every piece of clothing she had on. Sy froze in place watching his wife, his six-foot body silhouetted against the lights of house. Sy had been a runner in college and still had that lean, square-jawed, look. He had dark hair and a wonderful sense of humor.
We watched the unveiling of Nancy's gorgeous body in the dim light on our patio. She was about my height but with dark hair and had more in the tit and hip department than I did; yet without being a pound overweight. I'm sure we all noticed the little 'landing strip' of pubic hair she'd left after shaving most of her pubes. Totally nude, Nancy turned to us 'full frontal,' put her arms in the air in a playful gesture and went "Ta daaaa!"
That said, she turned, wagged he butt at us, and stepped into the hot tub. She leaned over rather intentionally revealing her ass and cunt to us, and triggered the bubbler then settled her body down into the tub. She let out a loud sigh of enjoyment we could all hear.
Sy, Carl and I all looked at each other. I guess we were trying to figure out if any of us had the daring that Nancy did to strip down and go into the tub naked. You have to understand that we'd been a very loving but also pretty sedate bunch of neighbors compared to Nancy's new standard.
I decided first. I stood, unbuttoned my blouse and shrugged it off my shoulders. Sy and Carl both had their eyes locked on me now, particularly when my frilly bra became visible.
I unbelted and unbuttoned my shorts and stepped out of them, revealing bikini underwear that matched my bra. I could hear Carl's heavy breathing, a sign of his arousal. Sy remained frozen in place, shifting only his eyes between Nancy and me.
I unsnapped the bra from the front and shrugged that off my shoulders revealing my full breasts to our neighbors. I rubbed them sensuously then pushed my briefs down my legs and tossed them into a nearby chair. I likewise turned to the two men, raised my arms over my head, and said, "Ta daaa!"
I turned and walked to the spa adding a little extra something to my waggle. If I did this I wanted to do it well. I could almost sense the heavy breathing behind me.
Nancy rose and gave me a high five as I stepped into the hot tub. We both looked back at our husbands.
Both Sy and Carl slowly started to disrobe although there seemed to be a reluctance about being naked together. They seemed to pace each other.
When they were both nude the two of them stood and faced us and went "Ta daaa" in unison, both holding their hands up giving us a full frontal show of their swinging dingys. The two then came over and stepped into the tub.
Nancy and I grinned and surveyed both men as they neared the tub and got in, particularly each other's husbands. I concluded that Sy and Carl were about the same size and girth, both were mildly excited (I mean inflated), and both were handsome to a fault.
I grinned at Nancy and got an award-winning grin back. I slid over to Sy and she slid up to Carl. Both men looked shocked but we were good enough friends and had kidded around enough that they rolled with our advances.
I pulled Sy's arm around me and planted his hand firmly on my right breast. I watched Nancy do the same with Carl.
I had actually felt myself flush as Sy's hand came in contact with my breast, a sign of my own arousal. I could feel my whole lower area get really sensitive to the little bubbles that were blowing around in the hot tub and then felt my pussy actually start to ache for contact. I opened my legs slightly so the bubbles could brush against my labia.
No one said anything but the guys just started to massage the breasts they'd been presented. We were watching one another, and if I say so myself, we were all getting turned on watching our spouses with our dear friends.
Nancy turned and kissed Carl. It wasn't a chaste little peck on the cheek. She made contact with him and then I could see her tongue extend and enter Carl's mouth. Carl kissed back and soon his own tongue came into play. He bought his other hand up and massaged Nancy's other breast.
I turned to Sy. He'd already leaned towards me to kiss. We mashed into each other's faces with the heat of the moment. Now every nerve ending in my body went on alert and yelled, "More, more, more!"
Sy's other hand found my other breast and soon we'd almost forgotten about Carl and Nancy. We were busy forming some new kind of neighborly relationship.
I moved so I could sit in Sy's lap. As I did so I could feel his hard cock beneath me. I moved around a little on it, probably in some type of lap dance, until I could grasp his cock between my legs. He didn't penetrate but he had situated his prong right at ground zero.
Sy and I kissed some more, with a lot more feeling. He leaned in and started to suck on my breasts, bringing my nipples to a state of exceptional excitement. As he sucked on each tit and bit on my nips, I could feel twinges down in my nether region. Now all my systems were screaming "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
Carl and Nancy were in about the same position we were in. I could see Carl sucking madly on one of Nancy's taut breasts.
I stood and pulled Sy out of hot tub and over to one of the loungers on our patio. Fortunately the outdoor lights were off, but we had plenty of light reaching us from inside the house. I pushed Sy down on the lounger and then bent over him and inhaled his already rigid cock.
Sy had a nice cock - long, like Carl's, with bulging blue veins along it, a purple, mushroomed cap, and a rigidity close to that of steel. I spent a couple of minutes sucking and blowing Sy in what I hoped was the best blowjob he'd ever gotten. I wanted to bring him pleasure.
Sy finally stopped me. He took my hands and pulled me farther up onto the lounger then he knelt between my legs, putting my legs over his shoulders. He buried his face in my pussy and in less than a minute brought me to an orgasm. It wasn't so much what he did as the entire atmosphere on the patio that appealed to me. I found it all so erotic and stimulating.
Carl and Nancy had captured one of the other loungers and were similarly involved in oral sex with one another. I found myself pleased beyond description that Carl and Nancy were enjoying each other. I'd wanted to find someone for Carl to enjoy besides me and now that opportunity had arrived.
Sy moved up between my bent legs; kneeling in front of me, he slapped his erect cock across the lips of my dripping pussy.
"Do you want this?" he asked in a soft voice.
"Yes, now. Put it in - all the way. Cum in me when you're ready. How can I bring you pleasure?"
"You bring me pleasure by just being you," Sy said softly and then he kissed me tenderly.
I felt him lean into me, his cock at the moist entrance to my velvet tunnel. Then he slid into me with one long smooth stroke. I moaned rather loudly. I heard Nancy moan only a second or two later, no doubt as Carl's penis sank into her ripe body.
Sy and I moved around the lounger and he thrust into me in the missionary position. While one might have seen this as pure lust, there was a strong under current of love and caring between good friends. I thrust back, even wrapping my legs around him to urge him into my vaginal.
We banged into each other for several minutes and then I had another orgasm -- this one significantly more exciting than the one he'd given me from his cunninglingus. I stopped breathing, arched my back, and used my legs to lock Sy in place for about thirty seconds -- motionless.
"Oh, my God, that was nice. Thank you neighbor," I said to him as I floated down from my high. My eyes blinking open to look at my lover.
"My pleasure, pretty lady," he said. "Here, let's change position and give our spouses a show."
Sy rolled over my leg and got behind me -- we were both on our left sides. He pulled my right leg up and then re-entered me with frictionless effort. We were facing Carl and Nancy who were fucking in the missionary position.
Nancy noticed us first. "Oh, that's so sexy. Look Carl, we can see Sy's cock going in and out of Kara's cunt. My God that's a turn on." She paused and added, "Let's show them what we're doing too."
Carl and Nancy adjusted their position on the adjacent chaise until they too both faced us and fucked, Carl behind Nancy with his cock pistoning in and out of her trimmed pussy.
The four of us fucked like this for about five minutes giving each other erotic eye candy. Feeling a cock thrusting into your pussy as you watch your husband thrusting his cock into another pussy raised my temperature a few more degrees; I wanted cum. I wanted to give pleasure to my three friends..
Sy finally said, "I'm getting near and I'd like to come over you again."
We shifted positions; he mounted me again and then proceeded to drive into me at a frantic pace. I didn't know the human body could move that fast and produce that much pleasure.
I started to cum ... and cum ... and cum. Sy exploded into me. I could feel jet after jet of his semen pouring into me as he made his final thrusts into me. His back arched and I heard him take a huge gulp of air before his breathing stopped. Minutes later he gasped for air as the wave of pleasure finished washing through him. I'd become pure mush by this time from my own climaxes.
Sy fell onto me, kissing me madly -- hot, passionate kisses. He leaned in a whispered in my ear, "Kara, I love you."
I pushed him back slightly so I could look him in the face; "And Sy Reynolds, I love you."



Eventually we floated down to earth from our climaxes and, still connected, we looked over at Carl and Nancy. They were still watching us.
Carl said, "I've watched a lot of porn as you know, yet that was one of the sexiest and most erotic things I've ever seen."
Nancy said, "I can attest to that. I think Carl's three inches longer and twice as thick now versus when we started. He's so nice!" She wiggled her pussy around and Carl rolled his eyes heavenward.
Nancy leaned around and kissed Carl whispering something to him I couldn't hear. The two of them started to pick up their pace a little then Nancy pulled away from Carl, pulled off of him and stood beside the lounger.
Carl rolled onto his back in the center of the lounger and Nancy mounted him so they were facing each other. Carl reached up and fondled Nancy's breasts; she started to ride him hard, each time sliding almost all the way off his cock then dropping her lithe body down onto his torso. Nancy's breasts swayed seductively as she moved above him.
Sy and I watched the two of them slamming their bodies into each other; Carl pushing his cock upward to meet Nancy's energetic down strokes with her entire body. As their bodies came together over and over again I could feel Sy harden deep inside me where his flaccid cock still nested. Further, I could feel my own juices flow once again. My God they were 'hot.'
Nancy started to emit a little, almost silent "ouuh" each time her body jammed down onto Carl. At first the sounds were almost inaudible but then they got louder and louder as her efforts increased and then, in one loud shriek, she came. Carl must have cum too for the two of them held their arched bodies tight against one another until Nancy collapsed atop Carl.
Sy and I were quiet and left them to their reverie. Both had their eyes closed extending the sense of union and passion they'd just shared.
Gradually Carl's eyes blinked open then Nancy's. She nestled into his arms as I lay in Sy's.
"You two put on a nice spectacular," I said.
Sy added, "I second that. You made me get sort of hard again and I haven't even departed the folds of Kara's loveliness from the first time." He pumped into me a couple of times.
"Can we do this again ... and again ... and again?" Nancy asked rhetorically. "I love this man," she said as she leaned in and kissed a very happy looking Carl.
"I think this has all the potential to really improve an already great neighborhood," I added. Sy and Carl joined in the laughter.
We cooed and cuddled with one another for another ten minutes before Sy broke the mood with a large yawn. Nancy chided him for bad behavior but we were all carrying some heavy loads on our shoulders as we struggled with trying to find work.
Sy and Nancy eventually collected their clothing from the patio chairs. Rather than dress the two slipped through the dark shadows into their own backyard and into the back door of their house.
Carl came over to me, cuddled me into him on the lounger and asked, "You all right with what happened? We'd had a lot to drink but I knew what I was doing. That was a very nice evening and personally I'd love to do it again."
"Oh yes," I said. "It wasn't planned and yet I'm glad it happened." I paused and kissed Carl. "More than that, I wouldn't mind if it happened some more too. I like the change of pace, plus I found it erotic watching you and Nancy screw -- particularly when the two of you came while she rode you. Her breasts shook in time with your thrusts. You both looked so happy plus I think I made Sy happy."
Carl got hard again; I was still horny. I angled Carl around until he could launch his cock into my pussy. We shared a romantic fuck on the lounger until we both came and then held each other tight for a while. Somehow the cares of the day and about finding jobs faded slightly as sleep approached. Eventually we went inside and went to bed.
Nancy arrived the next morning carrying her usual cup of black coffee. She didn't knock; she just opened the back door and came into the kitchen. Carl sat in his boxers and I wore a little robe that did little to hide my long legs.
"Good morning everyone," Nancy said. "I just want you to know I had the best time over here last night. That was a great barbeque and hot tub and all that other stuff." She smiled lecherously at Carl and toasted him with her cup of coffee.
"Well we had a good time too," Carl offered as he patted the seat beside him. Nancy went and slid into the breakfast nook and kissed him on the cheek.
"Where's Sy?" I asked.
"He's on the telephone trying to put together a couple of showings for later today," Nancy said.
The three of us talked some more about plans and hopes for the showings until Sy appeared at the door carrying his own cup of coffee.
We all looked expectantly at him but he shook his head.
"Nope," he said. "I couldn't get anyone interested enough to even look the property let alone think about buying it. Heck I tried to get one couple to look at it just to get decorating ideas for their apartment but they turned me down."
We all sighed and went into 'mope mode'. I went and held Sy and kissed him on the cheek. The kiss seemed to perk him up a little.
I asked him, "Did you like what we did last night?"
Sy looked surprised. "Of course," he said. "It was wonderful. I've wanted to be with you for a long time and I hope we can do it again sometime -- soon."
"Carl and I feel the same way," I told him.
Sy said, "You know I meant what I said, about loving you."
"I did too," I told him.
Carl said, "We said that too -- I love you, I mean." Nancy put her head on Carl's shoulder.
Sy said, "One thing we don't want to have happen is for anybody to feel like this is cheap or slutty or that it threatens their marriage."
"Quite the opposite," I said. "I feel more fulfilled and happy, in spite of the rest of me feeling like shit because I'm out of work." We laughed.
We kicked around the issue of jealousy and agreed the emotion would only arise if one of us felt we would lose something or were getting inequitable treatment in some way. We pledged to periodically test to be sure that everyone felt they were gaining something rather than losing something, and that they felt they were getting their share. We wanted open communications amidst our open relationships.
Nancy said, "I don't want to possess or own Carl -- or Sy for that matter. I want to bring them pleasure, to satisfy their needs -- and not just the physical ones. I really want to be here for you guys.
"I feel the same way," I told her. I went and hugged her, placing a kiss on her forehead.
Carl amplified on one point that went by. "Last night I felt such joy at watching Kara getting pleasured by Sy. When she felt good, so did I. When she came, I almost did too. I'm on her wavelength as well as on Nancy's. I feel so connected to you all."
We agreed that we should try to maintain this attitude of finding pleasure when your loved one finds pleasure, even when it's with someone else. Somewhere in the midst of our talk we started to cite the rules that society and various churches try to impose on us; we agreed that there should be exceptions to monogamy and that we thought we qualified. The word 'Love' came into the discussion a lot.
We agreed to meet again that evening for a repeat performance. Carl and I both had a list of "to do's" for the weekend and wanted to get to them. For that matter, so did Sy and Nancy. We parted and agreed to get together at their house for a potluck dinner.
*****
Three weeks later we'd made love a lot between the four of us but none of us had jobs. As I reflect back, I think we substituted sex versus doing one more futile thing in our job hunts. The 'down' economy meant companies just weren't hiring.
One night the four of us had had a particularly exciting love making session in our king-size bed and were lying there panting in the afterglow that accompanies good sex. I said, "I get such a rush from watching the two of you make love. And Nancy, when you were getting DP'd by Carl and Sy, I practically came just from watching."
"Well, tomorrow you can be on the receiving end," Nancy said as she squeezed my hand then stroked the erect nipple on one of my breasts. "I think our toy boys are sort of done for the night. Twice is all they can regularly muster."
"Different physiology," Carl said somewhat defensively as he hugged me. We laughed. "We just need recovery time."
I added, "What we ought to do is tape it so we'll have something to watch at moments like this." I held my arms open to Nancy and she slid into them. I smoothed her breasts and we kissed. We had increasingly toyed with girl-girl encounters in front of the guys, initially it was to tease them but then we discovered that we could bring pleasure to each other too. Each time I touched Nancy's skin, however, I got a charge and I know she did too.
Nancy turned and the two of us kissed. We pulled away and checked with each other then kissed again, this time with more passion and more tongue. We played and pushed, running our hands over each other's bodies.
My fingers found her wet slit, still dripping with the juices from the two fucks she'd had with Carl. I massaged her clit as she found mine. We both moaned.
I pushed Nancy down from our kneeling position on the bed and then went down on her. None of us had ever gone down on another after we'd had intercourse. I relished in the tastes I found in Nancy's vagina. First I tasted Carl's cum, a unique flavor that changed slightly with his diet. I liked him best when he was into fruits and veggies. I'd mastered Blowjobs 101 back in college and never lost the touch or the enjoyment of his taste. Mixed with his familiar taste, however, I found a wonderful perfumed musk - Nancy.
I licked and drank in as much of the potent fluid as I could, savoring every drop. "Bring some up for me," Nancy said. I captured a mouthful and moved up her body, depositing the creamy fluids into her mouth.
"Oh, yum," she said after she'd savored it and swallowed. "I can't believe I actually like tasting myself. Now let me do you."
I lay back and Nancy went down on me. As she did, I saw that Carl had retrieved our expensive camcorder and started to capture our Sapphic lovemaking. I felt secretly glad about being taped so I let myself go more than usual and in no time at all Nancy had me writhing and moaning as she licked and sucked my pussy. Soon I came, adding still more of my juice to what Nancy had already found in my nether region.
Nancy came up and we kissed. She shared some of the cum and fluids that she'd found there and they actually tasted like pure and unadulterated passion, sex and eroticism. I loved them.
We both lay back on the bed. Nancy nestled in my arms. Sy lay next to us stroking his hardening cock. Carl panned around the bedroom then turned off the camera. "There," he said, "THAT should give us something to watch. Let me rewind it and I think I can play it back on the bedroom TV."
He tinkered with the camera and a couple of cables, finally getting the camera attached to the TV. After a couple of attempts Nancy and I suddenly appeared splashed across the large TV screen. All four of us settled back to watch the ten-minute video, even though it had just happened moments before.
The last few minutes of my eating Nancy's pussy, including my licking and sucking the fluids from her body had been captured in living color. Carl had then gotten a close-up of me dribbling the fluids into Nancy's mouth. The scene on the TV shifted as Nancy went down on me. Carl got in close; we could see her tongue lapping at my clit and hear my moans and groans on the sound track and watch as I humped my mound into her mouth in pleasure. He panned back out so you could see the two of us on the bed -- Nancy's beautiful little ass wiggling around, her cunt still dripping his cum as she assaulted my pussy. Then the grande finale, my orgasm followed by Nancy sharing the cum and juices from my pussy with me.
When the tape ended both Sy and Carl had hard-on's like rock. Carl pushed me over and sank his cock into my pussy. Beside us Sy started to pound into Nancy. In only a few minutes I felt Carl splash the inside of my cunt with a large wash of cum. We collapsed and watched only thirty seconds more before Sy did the same thing to Nancy.
"Wow," I said, "we should watch porn more often. I didn't know it turned you guys on so much. I mean we've done it before, you know to spice up an evening, but nothing like this; and the third time, same night too."
Sy added, "What a turn-on you two were. Imagine if we could bottle all that up and sell it. We'd make a fortune."
A very long silence ensued as the three of us looked appraisingly at Sy.
"What'd I say?" he said. "What'd I say?"
"You may have just solved all our money problems," Carl said. Nancy and I nodded.
"How's that?" he asked, still not realizing the extent of his suggestion.
"We're going into the porn business," I said. Nancy nodded in agreement.
"We're really good at fucking and from what we just saw Carl can take really great videos with that camera. We can make DVDs and maybe even do an online porn site."
"But there are so many of them," Sy said. "How would we differentiate ourselves from the hundreds of others?"
"Quality," Carl said. "I've seen a lot of porn in my day and let me tell you, objectively, that just the few minutes we taped of Nance and Kara were some of the hottest I've ever seen. It's obvious they're amateurs and that's a nice niche market. Further, think of what we thought of each other the first night we all did this. We really turned each other on -- big time. Imagine being able to capture that emotion on tape."
"Don't forget we were already in love with each other by then," I added.
"Does anybody have any concern about their reputations?" Sy asked, obviously concerned.
"Not as much as I have about losing my house and some of the nice things we've collected," Nancy said.
"Whoa," Sy said, "what about our parents? Our brothers and sisters, just to mention a few?"
I said, "Well, I don't think my parents cruise the net looking at porn sites. My brother might," I added thoughtfully.
"We could disguise ourselves a little," Nancy said. "You know, like a wig with different hair color, make-up, and tanning spray."
"We could also edit the clips when we get full face shots," Carl added. "But, really, if we're going to do this, we have to be prepared for public exposure some time. Are we that desperate that this is our last resort?"
The three of us said, "YES" in unison. Carl just nodded.
Sy asked, "How would we get it up on the Internet or in adult shops?"
"Getting it on the Internet is easy," Carl and Nancy both said simultaneously.
Carl continued, "Look, both Nancy and I worked in information systems and know all the computer and network stuff that will allow us to build an electronic commerce porn site. I also remember reading somewhere that there is a national association of adult film producers or some such, and we can probably find out more information through them."
"OK, tomorrow let's start doing some serious research about how we could do this," I suggested. "Right now I'm fucked out and I want to get some sleep cuddled against someone I love."
Sy and Nancy slipped on their robes, thanked us for the evening and left our bedroom with the pledge that we'd meet again tomorrow after we'd all thought about it and perhaps explored a little bit.
The next day, we each had something to report when we got together at five o'clock for cocktails. The four of us sat naked in our hot tub just enjoying the relaxing swirling of the water and the wine in our glasses.
Carl started, "Well, I've talked to about twenty people on the phone today, all were in the adult entertainment business in some way. The best info came from theAdult Film and Video Association -- the AFVA. They had a lot of pointers about copyrights, legal protection, avoiding local lawsuits for violating sin laws, not to mention how to market DVDs and videos."
He went on, "I checked with the county government and unless we're opening a bar or lounge there are no restrictions on filming or production in this state providing we're all over eighteen. The best news, however, is that I talked to an outfit in L.A. that mass-produces and markets adult DVDs. They already have the distribution channels set up to several thousand adult shops and have their own sales web site too. We could piggyback on them and they're a multi-million dollar a year business. They encouraged us to set up our own web site with teasers and photos on it but want us to link to them for sales -- of course, they get a cut of the action."
Nancy spoke next, "Well, I spent the morning picking apart some of the best porn sites on the Internet. By lunch I was pretty horny," she shot Sy a lecherous glance, "so I lost about half an hour there. Anyway, I understand a lot of how they've set up and run the sites. I see a lot of room for innovating, by the way. Also, there is a lot of legalese on every one of those sites about being over eighteen to visit and so forth; I think we need to be aware as we launch this about the legal aspect of this business. The technology part will be snap."
She continued, "I also worried the makeup and wig side of things. This afternoon, with Sy's help, we took some photos after I'd spent some time trying to change my appearance." She reached beside the spa and pulled up a large envelope she struggled to keep dry. She reached into the folder and pulled out about half a dozen pictures. We passed the snapshots around our circle.
"I think the wig, particularly the long hair, does the best job of changing how I look," Nancy said. "Next is probably the rouge and dark eye makeup, although in this photo I went over the top; it's too gaudy and slutty, at least for me."
We agreed that certainly Nancy and I would be able to change our appearance - slightly, at least to the extent that we could make even close friends wonder about who they were watching and whether it was us.
"What about the guys?" I asked.
Nancy just shrugged. "We don't have any guy wigs. I don't know what we can do to change how they look except maybe sideburns and henna tattoos. I'll take on that challenge next."
Sy spoke next starting with a smile and a glance at Nancy; "Well except for losing a half hour at lunch, I did worry the legal side of this. One of my fraternity brothers is a lawyer and much to my surprise represented an adult film company when the state went after them for violation of the state's pornography laws. He won. He's sending me a copy of most of the relevant statutes. He said to be sure that whomever we used in any of our work that we could prove they were over eighteen at the time of filming. He also said we need to keep files -- records of all we do, who's involved and so on. He also wants us to be squeaky clean about our finances; he said many states have shut down adult businesses and web sites and such because of sloppy bookkeeping."
The all looked at me. I said, "I woke up horny so I watched porn all day," I snickered. "Anyway, after I stopped jilling off, I realized that a lot of the videos are formula and I think I've got it down."
"What's that?" Carl asked.
"Well, we all know that porn films have no plot to them, but the better ones, the ones that we remember and that have made money, actually do. I mean there are boyfriend-girlfriend, nurse-patient, and boss-secretary kind of stuff, but the best sellers and the ones with staying power have real plots, like theOpening of Misty Beethoven. My guess that those films have made millions -- likeDebbie Does Dallas."



I went on, "Then there's what the action entails. I made a list." I pulled a scrap of paper I'd made notes on from beside the hot tub. "Not necessarily in order, the following scenes seem to be in most flicks where there's just a guy and gal involved: seductive strip scene, blowjob, cunninglingus, missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggie, prone reverse cowboy, possibly anal, and then, of course, the money shot at the end or a cream pie."
"If the flick involves more than two people then you can add in more anal and double penetration somewhere, fucking with simultaneous blowjobs, and some kind of girl-on-girl action, perhaps with dildos. None of our stuff had any guy-on-guy; I'm guessing that's only for the gay or bi crowd and it's not Carl's thing anyway."
I continued, "When there are two guys and two girls in the film, it's much sexier if there is some switching back and forth as well as some two or three on one. Whatever happens has to be consistent with whatever the plot is."
Carl got out of the spa and got another round of drinks; I put an apron on and laid some hamburgers and hot dogs on the grill. I was nude under the apron. We talked some more about the various aspects of being in the adult entertainment business as well as talking about how the four of us would work together. Sy and Nancy vacated the spa and we all sat nude around our patio table.
We decided we would go fifty-fifty on expenses and that we'd set up a limited liability corporation. Sy's lawyer friend could help us there since we wanted to protect what savings and assets we had should we get sued for any reason.
As dinner progressed we sat around thinking of various plot lines we could use. We decided we would try to shoot an hour-long film, aiming to duplicate the success of classic films likeMisty Beethoven, Deep Throat, andDebbie Does Dallas. I got a pad of paper and we made some more notes about plot lines. I could feel my creative juices start to flow, not to mention my vaginal juices.
Nancy finally said, "Let's practice!" and then in a quieter voice, "Besides, all this talking about sex has me dripping down my legs. I need to get fucked and soon." We all agreed to this great idea and headed into the house and up to our bedroom.
The four of us were already naked; we paired off and messed around with oral sex for a few minutes. Both Nancy and I came thanks to the guys' wonderful tongues.
"Let's try filming some of this," Carl said reaching for the camera.
We agreed and so Carl filmed while Sy, Nancy and I went at it in a threesome. We'd pause frequently so Carl could take up a new camera angle or zoom in on Sy's cock plunging into one of our cunts.
"Have you guys done a lot of anal?" Nancy asked quietly.
"No, have you," I replied.
"Not even once. I'm still a virgin there," Nancy replied. "I'm not sure I'm ready to even try it."
"We've done it a couple of times but that's all. Watch. Come here Sy." I reached in the bedside table drawer and produced a tube of lubricant then I beckoned Sy over to me as I rolled onto my stomach and stuck my ass in the air. I felt a dollop of the cool gel hit my ass and then Sy's cock as he spread it around near my entrance.
I relaxed my muscles and Sy gradually slid his cock into ass, moving back and forth gently, until I felt his groin push up against my buttocks. His cock had buried itself to its greatest depth. He started to thrust into me and I felt all those unusual but nice feelings that lead to orgasms start up. We kept going as Carl zoomed in and around us with the camera.
Next thing I knew, Nancy lay beside me in the same "ass up" position I'd started with. She turned to her husband and said, "OK lover, try me, but please be slow and gentle."
Sy said softly, "I want to bring you pleasure, not pain. Remember I love you, right?" Nancy nodded but I could tell this was a stretch for her.
Sy pulled out of me slowly and Carl zoomed in on my open pucker after his cock exited. Sy picked up the lubricant and applied some to Nancy's ass. I watched as he then tried to penetrate her virginal ass. I coached Nancy about how to relax her sphincter muscles and allow penetration. Not that it did any good, but suddenly I saw Sy's cock sink deep into his wife's butt. He paused allowing her to get used to the fullness within her.
"Oh my God," Nancy said. "I feel like I want to ... you know, but it also feels so good."
Sy started to slowly thrust in and out of her, starting with little oscillations and building up to more significant ones. He went deeper too. Carl moved around with the camera as well as a raging hard-on.
I slid under Nancy and sucked on her breasts and fingered her clit as Sy pumped in her. I worked a finger into her vagina and had just started to move it in sync with Sy's motions when Nancy exploded in an orgasm. I noted that neither Sy nor I stopped our attentions to her. She went into further spasms and then into one indefinitely long continuous orgasm that just made her a moaning lump of flesh receiving pleasure from the two of us.
Sy finally built up to his own climax, announcing that shooting a load into Nancy's' ass could happen any second. Carl leaned in and whispered something to him, the camera focused on where Sy's cock penetrated her body.
Suddenly Sy suddenly pulled out of Nancy's butt and as she lay moaning in her orgasm; he ejaculated about five long spurts of creamy cum across her back and buttocks. I leaned in and started to lick up the emissions, looking pleased as punch for the camera as I did so. As I licked, Nancy collapsed onto the bed in an almost delirious state.
I reached over and grabbed Sy's cock and massaged him a little as Carl filmed the action between us.
Carl set up a tripod beside the bed and then put the camera on it. He came over and nudged me onto my back on the side of the bed nearest the camera. He then plunged his cock into me, telling me how hot he'd gotten watching all of the action between the three of us.
He didn't last very long, perhaps two minutes of intense pumping as I urged him on. I dropped my leg on the side towards the camera so it could capture his cock moving and in and out of my wet cunt.
Things got soggier when Carl pulled out and delivered his own money shot. The first shot of cum splattered up my chest onto my left breast; the next wasn't so powerful and only made my abdomen. The last several shots plastered his creamy cum over my pussy. I actually came as I felt a jet hit my clitoris and thought about what we'd just done.
The next day Carl loaded the entire video onto his computer. He had a video-editing program that had come with the computer that he used to remove unwanted clips and to build our first video. He added some music and titles on the front and back as well as some transitions between scenes. After dinner at Sy and Nancy's, Carl produced the pilot DVD from the night before.
The four of us went into Sy and Nancy's family room and drew the curtains for both darkness and privacy. Carl popped the DVD into the player and fired up the large screen TV set. The title screen appeared and then faded to a scene he'd done of the four of us weeks before sitting around the patio. Even though the camera had been on a tripod he'd been able to do some zooming with his computer program so the images weren't so static.
Suddenly, as had actually happened, a rainsquall hit. We all scrambled inside the house. The next scene we were all sitting around the kitchen. Carl massaged Nancy's shoulders as Sy rubbed my back. We were very attentive to each other. I guess we were heading towards some group sex even back then only didn't know it.
Then the scene faded into Sy with his cock just about to enter my pussy. On the soundtrack I urged him into me as Nancy sat beside us with encouraging words too. Then there were long fuck scenes and then our anal swap sex.
Somehow Carl transitioned to the two of us fucking and zoomed in on his last cum shot.
In the final scene we were all dressed and coming back out onto the patio after the rainstorm. We all looked very content and each had a drink in our hands. I appeared on screen and toweled off the patio seats and we reassembled around the table with a brief toast. The whole video lasted about thirty minutes.
I said. "Well done guys and a big kiss for my video editor. You've missed your true calling in life."
"I need to be fucked," Nancy said reaching for Carl's cock. "Put the whole thing on again. I want to watch it while Carl has me impaled on that nice stick he has." She started to unbutton his shirt.
Sy hit a few buttons on the remote control and the video started playing from the beginning again. He then turned to me and started to peel my clothing from my body. "Take me, Lover," I told him.
The four of us fucked yet again as the video played to the end. We were all spent and content as the last cum shot of the short video ended. The TV screen went black.
*****
We called the business we formedLoving Enterprises, LLC. We formally issued shares as Sy's lawyer recommended and did minutes of our opening business meetings. We kept all our corporate records and minutes in a large notebook that came with our incorporation documents and seal from the state. I'd somehow ended up as corporate secretary so I had to make sure everything stayed legal.
Sy also set up a separate bank account for the business. Each family put in $500 to get things started, a painful experience for both us given how hard up we were for cash. Part of the money went to the state to file our incorporation and Carl took some money to buy some floodlights so our videos would look better and less amateurish. Nancy also took some of the money to buy some makeup and hairpieces.
In the meantime, we were visiting one or the other's house most evenings and fucking our brains out, often re-watching the DVD that Carl had made as our test. I thought the test video showed a lot of potential. I had watched a lot of porn -- everything we had in both homes as well as lots of stuff from Internet; ours had to be the hottest thing I'd seen even though some of the transitions were choppy and it had obviously been made on different days.
One thing I didn't like was the lack of plot. If we were going to make an adult film, we wanted it to be memorable. Thus, our film had to have a plot and some action in it -- not just fucking. I started a notebook for our first video, putting ideas and notes in it almost every few minutes as the days passed. Soon I had the makings for a more than credible and sexy movie plot.
Nancy built a test web site and got a catchy domain name for our online site - lovesonline. She knew her stuff and when she showed us the mock-up on her laptop we were all impressed. We'd taken photographs one evening as we'd made love and contributed the sexy photographs to her effort; I could tell she'd done a lot of Photoshop work on them.
I spent the next ten days outlining a plot for our porno movie, blocking out scenes and visualizing what we'd produce and what it would look like. Nancy accepted my direction about getting various rooms in our homes set up to shoot different scenes, particularly de-cluttering the backgrounds in the rooms so they'd be more camera friendly. Already I could see that we really wanted a few more people on the team to make this film what it had the potential to be.
About this time an interesting situation developed with our other next-door neighbors -- Mike and June.
To be continued
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About that time our foursome turned into a six-some with the addition of Mike and June Pearson that lived on the other side of us from Sy and Nancy. They had the four of us over for cookout one Saturday evening. We could barely seen their home through the trees and so had seldom thought that they could see any of the frolicking in our hot tub or pool from their house.
June came up to me as we were both sipping our wine and said in very friendly tone, "Kara, come with me a moment. There's something I want to show you upstairs."
I followed her up the sweeping stairway in her nice home. When we got to the upper landing she led me into the master bedroom. As we approached the window she said, "We hadn't meant to pry but about two weeks ago I happened to look out this window while you were 'all' in your hot tub."
She didn't say anything else but just gestured towards the window. I looked through the glass and saw our hot tub nicely illuminated from the lights in the house as plain as day, even in the dim light of the evening.
June said haltingly, "We watched you all ... you know, make love. Mike too. He fucked me as I held the window frame and we both watched you all doing each other."
I was momentarily speechless. I turned to her to say something and much to my surprise she kissed me -- hard. I automatically kissed back.
"Wow!" I said when she pulled away. "We just sort of started ..." I trailed off without a clue where to take the conversation.
"Kara," June said, "Mike and I want to be part of your group -- if you'll have us." She looked at me with big blue eyes. "We really, really like all you guys ... and well, we also like the idea of swinging. We've never done it before but think ... well, you get the idea."
She looked at me for approval but I remained speechless. She held me and gave me another loving hug.
"Of course, if you don't want us, we'll understand," she started reluctantly.
I interrupted, "Oh, no. That's not the issue. I'm only one of four votes if it's even something we vote on."
"Well, if you don't, I mean, I'd be embarrassed if ..."
I interrupted again, "Don't worry, we really, really like you too, it's just we all thought we were being pretty careful about being seen. Come let's see what the others think." I took her hand in mine and led us back towards the stairway. We went downstairs. I continued to hold June's hand as we walked into the kitchen where all the others had gathered to help in the preparation of dinner.
I started, "Friends, your attention please." I made eye contact with Carl, Sy and Nancy, and winked at Mike. "June and Mike have a wonderful view of our hot tub and pool. Accordingly they have correctly figured out that we have been making love frequently in the great outdoors, even consummating their own relationship as they watched us consummate ours. Most importantly, however, is they wish to be included. Comments?"
All five faces stared at me no doubt trying to absorb the blunt statements with which I had posed June's proposition. A long awkward silence filled in the room.
I walked over to Mike and put my arms around his neck and kissed him rather passionately. As we separated, Nancy came over and pasted her body against Mike and also gave him an earth-moving kiss of epic dimensions.
Mike was easy to be attracted to. He had that tall hunky, masculine profile and could have been a movie star. He worked out yet had a pretty laid-back approach to life. June turned me on too -- a tall, lithe blond with a dynamo inside that made her unstoppable. Unlike Nancy and I, June did not have large breasts; no 'flop factor' Nancy called it. I loved them both.
I started to talk as I held one of Mike's hands; "June, you used the word "swingers" upstairs and we don't see ourselves that way. I think of swinging as frivolous sex, mainly for one's own gratification -- no love and lots of lust. Sy, Nancy, Carl and I are lovers and we love each other very much; our love has grown each day since we've known each other let alone started our physical relationship a few weeks ago. Our motivation for being together is not to 'swing' but to bring happiness and joy to people we care about."
I went on, "I'll state this briefly, but we should talk about this more if you think you agree. We are not jealous nor are we possessive of each other. We are secure about ourselves and about our relationship with our spouse. We just don't feel the need to be exclusive with only one other person. We all believe it is possible to love more than one person in an intimate relationship and that, at least for Nancy and me, that can include a person of the same sex. Love is our bonding agent."
Both Mike and June were nodding in agreement as I talked. I went on, "We take pleasure in watching the people we love get pleasured; we're not in this for our own gain although it can sure get nice sometimes." I grinned widely. "We are constantly looking for ways to express our love to each other that go beyond having sex in some way. We want to see each other's needs and wants fulfilled. We are amazingly empathetic with each other -- we're in sync. We are in love."
Mike turned to me slowly and said, "Kara, I love you and have felt connected to you whenever we've been together. I know there's more I can give and hope you'll accept it as I discover how to make you happy." He turned to Nancy and said, "Nancy, I love you too. I need to find out how to love you more too."
Carl reached over and took June's hand and gently pulled her to him, kissing her tenderly as their two faces met. He then turned her so Sy could kiss her. I noticed she had a tear in one eye.
"I'll take that as a big 'Yes,' from all of you," I said loudly as the last of the welcome kisses were going on.
As some of us returned to the process of preparing dinner, Carl said to Mike and June, "We've been operating under an unspoken rule that we all have to be present to have our intimate times together but I can see that might change since some of us may have to travel or be away when we want to be together. I'm not sure what other unspoken rules we've created for our extended family. We know we are not too compliant with society's rules about monogamy and exclusivity, as Kara mentioned. We don't consider any topic sacred; if you have a question please bring it up to one of us or all of us."
Carl went on, "We also don't want to upset our marriages even though we feel we're transcending them, thus we've been testing frequently whether this life style is something we're content with."
Mike spoke up, "I like all that you said. That sits really well with us. We can live with all of that and I like your openness and receptivity to new things and questions. I do have a question, however, do Sy and you ... err, you know ..."
Carl chuckled and said, "No. We are the best of friends and don't mind casual physical contact, particularly when we're making love to the same woman at the same time, but we are not physical lovers the way Nancy and Kara are occasionally -- particularly when they've worn us out." Carl looked over at us and Nancy and I stuck our tongues out at him.
"There's one more thing," Carl started slowly. "You know we're all out of work?"
Mike and June nodded.
"Well, none of us can find work and the prospect is sort of bleak given the economy. We're going to keep trying but something else has come up that we're starting to pursue. It started quite by accident one night a couple of weeks ago when we videoed a couple of our sessions and played it back for a little extra stimulation."
June volunteered, "Mike has taped us making love."
Carl went on, "Well, we liked our own porno movie -- a lot; so much so that we've decided to go into the adult entertainment business."
After a long silence Mike and June both started laughing. The rest of us looked puzzled.
Mike finally blurted out, "About a week ago when we were watching one of our own videos, we said to each other that it'd be fun to be in a porn movie sometime. Now, here you are, right next door telling me you'll fulfill our fantasies. What fun!"
June said as she finished preparing the salad, "I'm a little shy about this; I've never done group sex before. How do you start? How do we start with you guys?"
"Don't worry," Carl said putting the salad on a tray to take outside, "Let's take this slow so you feel comfortable. After dinner cuddle up with Sy or me and we'll see where things go. Also as you watch Mike with Kara or Nancy you can check with yourself whether this is really something you want to do."
June nodded.
Sy announced, "I'm hungry. Won't anybody here feed me?" His pronouncement reminded us we were there for a cookout and we got things back on track for the rest of dinner.
As we sat at the picnic table on Mike and June's back porch, they both quizzed us about the film we intended to make. I kept thinking that we needed more people for production and perhaps participation to add some diversity to our film offerings rather than have it only be the four of us. The more we talked, the more they seemed to be interested in participating.
After dinner the six of us all helped with clean up.
"Do you guys want to swim?" June asked as I stood looking at their backyard pool.
"Heck yes!" I said instantly. "It's about eighty-five and the sun has already set. Today's been a scorcher. I'm glad we have AC in the house but the pool seems like a great idea."
Carl and Nancy had been listening to the conversation and agreed that a swim would be just the thing.
I winked at Nancy. Nancy and I walked near the pool and started to remove our clothing. Mind you, there wasn't too much of it. If I counted right we each had on four items of clothing: blouse, shorts, bra and panties. They were all in a pile in seconds.
We turned to face the rest of the group, waved and jumped into the pool. When we came up Carl and Sy were in the process of stripping down and Mike and June were just getting in the spirit of things a little late.
The water felt fantastic on my nude body. I floated around the pool with my eyes closed until I felt a masculine pair of arms envelope me from the back. I knew immediately it wasn't Sy or Carl; in a split second I figured the arms belonged to Mike. I opened my eyes and turned so I could face him. I kissed him with a full body press, my naked breasts pushed into his sculptured chest, my body pressed against his growing hardness. He brought up both hands so he could fondle and touch my breasts. I liked his style and his assertiveness. Below the water level I could feel his cock start to inflate further and push against me.
June had found Sy; they too were standing and kissing. Sy must have had his cock between June's legs because he oscillated slightly to and fro against her body but the angle appeared wrong for actual penetration.
As we watched, Carl picked up Nancy and put on the side of the pool. He then pried her legs apart and thrust his tongue deep into her pussy. She moaned, signaling that whatever nerve endings he'd just touched were the right ones.
"Would you like to do that to me," I whispered to Mike. He nodded enthusiastically. I swam to Nancy and hefted myself out of the water and sat next to her. She grabbed my hand and held it to her naked breast.
Mike wondered about our proximity to the other couple. I said, "It'll be more erotic. Trust me. You can watch four breasts instead of two. You can even fondle everything that's within reach."
I pulled Mike to me then leaned down and kissed him, running my tongue around his mouth. I pushed his head down towards my pussy and commanded, "Eat me!"
Mike lacked the talent in cunnilingus that Carl and Sy had, but what he lacked in talent he made up for with enthusiasm. Plus, being eaten by a new man I found to be exciting, thus I peaked rather quickly. I had a small orgasm only a couple of minutes after he started. Moreover, I loved playing teacher.
Mike's hands had been pretty much holding onto my legs as he ate me. I took his hand nearest Nancy and put it on one of her breasts. Then I leaned across and kissed Nancy; we made it a long kiss, demonstrating that we'd been intimate and kissed many times before. When I glanced down at Mike I could see his eyes were as big as saucers. Meanwhile his tongue kept lapping at my cunt.
When I looked across the pool I saw Sy and June were going to duplicate what we were doing. "Come over here you two. Sit close to me, that way Mike can watch you and you can watch him."
June smiled wantonly at my suggestion and headed across the water in my direction with Sy close behind her. She boosted herself out of the water and sat next to me. She reached down and tousled Mike's hair as he ate me and then across me to fondle one of Nancy's breasts.
Sy moved right into ground zero and started to eat June. I heard her sharp intake of her breath as his tongue made first contact with her slit and probably her clit. Meanwhile I'd found my own heaven from Mike's ministrations.
I watched as Carl stood, pulled Nancy to the lip of the pool, and drove his cock into her pussy. She moaned loudly as he penetrated her and started a slow fuck. Both of them glanced beside them at the other action taking place and smiled at us.
Mike got the message. His six-foot-two frame stood in front of me and he took his cock and rubbed it against my cunt, actually holding it and whipping me with it as he stood in front of me. As if that weren't exhilarating enough, he then placed his cock head at my vaginal entrance and then thrust into me in one powerful stroke. He sank to full depth on that one stroke and then started a slow oscillation. His hands mauled my breasts as he leaned in and kissed me again. "Oh my," I thought, "I'm really going to like having Mike in our circle."
June hitched herself right to the edge of the pool in front of Sy. From the corner of my eye I could see him tease her with his cock. Would he thrust into her; when; how fast? He kept her in suspense until, after a long and tender kiss, he gently sank his cock into her furry nest inching his cock slowly into her, getting deeper on each successive stroke. She inhaled sharply again and then moaned on almost every in-stroke he made into her body.
Three guys fucking three women all in a row: I wished I'd had a movie camera.
After a couple of minutes, Nancy caught everyone's attention when she called out "SWITCH! Guys rotate left."
Mike reluctantly pulled out of my pussy and Sy took his place. Mike moved to Nancy and the two of them started to kiss. In the meantime Sy plunged his large cock into my pussy. He'd learned my 'hot' buttons and took advantage of our outdoor fuck to push a few of them. In mere seconds he had me pleading for mercy and groaning as his cock and fingers hit all my sweet spots.
Carl had rotated around to June. She held her arms outstretched as he approached her and the two of them kissed passionately. I heard a few whispers between the two of them then I watched as Carl slid his cock into June's wide-open pussy. She had pulled her legs up to open herself to the maximum extent possible to his penetration.
Of course, Carl didn't plunge right in; instead he only went in about an inch. He was going to repeat an exaggerated version of what Sy had just been doing with her. He'd often played this game with me, particularly when I really wanted some rough and immediate sex. Carl held his position, barely into her cunt then pulled completely out. He held his cock and rubbed it around her slit.
Carl then penetrated again, this time going inside her perhaps an inch and a half. He paused and then withdrew. After a few seconds, he plunged in again only this time to perhaps two inches. He paused and this time jerked his cock from her pussy.
June moaned and came in a rather unexpected orgasm. Her moans floated over all our backyards. Her sounds became a voice, "Oh my God, please fuck me. I love this."
Carl re-penetrated, only this time going in about two and a quarter inches. He paused again and slowly withdrew. June moaned in separation pain. He then pushed in two and a half inches, paused and again jerked his cock from her body rapidly.
June spasmed but didn't cum. She muttered, "Oh shit, that's ... so powerful. Oh fuck."
Carl went in a little over three inches, paused, and slowly withdrew, again whipping his cock against her slit and particularly rubbing her clit. Then he re-entered her just a little deeper and without pausing jerked his cock from her body.
June came again; Carl paused. She sighed, "Oh my God, twice in a minute. Where'd you learn to do this? How could you live so close and we've never done this before? Oh, please fuck me hard."
Carl repeated the process a few more times until he bottomed out in June's warm pussy. Only then did I hear the sigh of contentment from June as his cock filled her completely.
The two of them started a slow, tender fuck, both of them gently thrusting their bodies into the other. Up top Carl's fingers caressed June's breasts and brought her nipples back to rigid erectness. Above that, the two of them kissed with a sense of passion, love and union that seemed rare for the occasion.
Then suddenly, at June's urging to be a little rough, he sped up. His hips became a blur and the water around his thighs erupted in wavelets as he rapidly pistoned into her body.
Carl became the first of the men to cum that evening. I heard him whisper, "I'm near" to June as his strokes lengthened and seemed to have more power. She urged him to cum inside her -- his favorite place, I know. In thirty seconds the two of them moaned, ceased their breathing for a few seconds and the waves of pleasure hit them both, and then they sank even deeper into each other's arms.
The two of them gently cooed and whispered their appreciation in each other's ears as they glided down from their climaxes.
On my other side I could hear Nancy urging Mike to go "harder, faster, deeper." Mike seemed to rise to the occasion for soon I heard a rapid rhythmic slapping of bodies together as the first cool breezes of the evening swept over all of us.
Nancy changed her imploring words to Mike, "Oh don't stop! That's the place. Your cock is hitting me in just the right place. Fuck me. That's it. More. Deeper. Oh, shit. I'm gonna cum! Oh fuck! Oooooh!"
The two of them came together. I think Mike had reached the doorstep and when Nancy's vaginal muscles started to grasp at his cock he couldn't hold off any longer. He fired off and so did she. We could almost see the fireworks over the entire town.
My concentration waned as Sy jerked his cock from me. I looked back in his eyes. He said to me in a tough voice, "Hey slut. Wanna fuck. I've got this cock that needs your cunt wrapped around it." He stabbed back into me. It wasn't painful but it reminded me I wanted to be the slut in the movies we would make, I wanted to fuck and be fucked by everyone.
Sy and I set up a rapid pace, our bodies also slapping together as we drove hard towards our orgasms. Then I could feel the onset of a climax. I told Sy and he nodded and said, "Me too!" through his clenched teeth.




The two of us came. There is no such thing as a bad orgasm; some are just better than others. I closed my eyes and floated around in my heaven, feeling the passion, lust and love around me.
Soon after I came we all got out of the pool and went to cuddle in pairs around Mike and June's patio. Fortunately they had enough loungers. We all expressed our pleasure with the past half-hour and how happy we were to be six caring people.
Carl talked softly to June to be sure she didn't have any issues with what had just happened, including watching her husband make love to two other women. Her words fit what we hoped for perfectly, "Oh, I felt such happiness for him when he came in Nancy -- for her too. The two of them looked so lovely together. I hope they get to pleasure each other again sometime soon."
Nancy took the cue and quietly asked Mike how it had felt watching June get fucked. He responded honestly, "In one sense it felt weird. I mean she's the only woman I've been intimate with for seven years and I know I've been her only lover during that time. Suddenly I'm watching her fucking not one but two other guys. In one sense I could almost feel the pleasure she was having, but my cock happened to be in one and then another woman. Wow! Mind blowing."
He went on, "I'm happy for her and the obvious pleasure she got. I realize that there are a few things I need to learn from Carl. I hope we're all open enough here to learn from each other -- to teach one another techniques and things that we can use to please our lovers."
We nodded in agreement with his thought. I assured him that we were already learning from each other.
We each had another glass of wine as we lay back and talked. The lights from inside the house enabled us to look at each other's nude bodies. After a while I saw Nancy stroking Mike's cock and realized we were all up for another round. I called out "Switch, but no husband-wife pairs." Everyone chuckled. Carl went back to Nancy. Mike came to me. Sy went back to June.
Almost immediately each guy started getting a blowjob to restore his rigid vitality. I raised my head up at one point and noted the happy expressions on everyone's face. Mike became unbelievably hard as I pulled him over on top of me in the missionary position; I pulled my folded legs back almost to my chest wrapping them around Mike as he pushed into me and started a rapid rhythm. He wanted his orgasms and wanted them now; I could see his point of view and urged him on.
I watched the other couples, June riding atop Sy, and Nancy welcoming Carl's thrusts in the doggie position. I thought that if we had a camera we could capture this orgy and just make a film of that. Everything about tonight struck me as so erotic.
As each couple tripped off their orgasms they fell back to the loungers wrapped in each other's arms. I thought how loving I felt. I decided I had to modify my script to make the participants more caring and loving about one another. The script needed more emotion in it. I was even having second thoughts about my role as the chief slut in the production.
We eventually bid Mike and June goodnight, gathered our clothes and scampered naked through the backyards to our house, followed closely by Sy and Nancy as they ran naked towards their house too. We shouted our goodnights and soon each of us fell asleep with our mates in our own nests.
*
A meeting two weeks later of all four members of ourLoving Enterprises LLC or LELLC resulted in a unanimous vote to extend an invitation to Mike and June to participate as full members of the business, sharing in the proceeds as appropriate. When we saw them later that day, they accepted our invitation with enthusiasm.
Over the next week I finished the script and then for several afternoons and evenings I ran through the script with the other five players. I had embellished greatly on the plot as well as the blocking. I'd added data about who would operate the camera during the various scenes, since in some we wanted all or almost all of us on screen. I was playing about ten roles in all this.
Our production became just that -- a major production. We quickly realized that we had sex on camera and made love when we were with each other and not putting on a show. On camera we had to be aware of where our arms and legs and sex organs were relative to the camera lens. We also needed to moan and groan appropriately as our co-actors did one thing and another to us; and then there were the other scenes where we actually had lines to say and actions to take.
Off screen, even minutes after filming a scene, a pair of us might embrace and be found really fucking for love and contact rather than for our commercial venture.
We spent some time outside at the local Starbucks filming some of the dialogue scenes. People at the coffee house wondered what we were doing and what we were filming. We also shot some scenes at the local park, a playground, the supermarket, and a video store.
We used our houses as the basis for home scenes and bedroom scenes. At one point we had scenes going on in three bedrooms of our house. I should add that our one camera became two thanks to the contributions from Mike and June. We also used the money they put in the corporate fund to buy some wireless microphones to better capture the dialogue when we were in remote locations.
Both Mike and June had jobs that they could set their own hours for. June worked part-time as a decorator and Mike had his own architecture company. We filmed mostly during the day since we could take advantage of some natural light, even if it was just coming in a window. In the evening Carl would upload all the 'footage' into his computer and be sure that we had good enough scenes to use in our video. I often looked over his shoulder.
Porn videos are unlike big production hit movies. For one, some of the scenes involve nearly the same camera angle for several minutes or so. In a real Hollywood production we noticed a shot lasting longer than thirty seconds is rare. This proved to be a help for us as we taped sofa and bedroom scenes.
For the filming we had fun one evening giving the guys very elaborate henna tattoos over their backs and shoulders, the areas that would be most visible to the camera in some scenes. Even sedate June took on an interesting image only an inch or two from her pussy. Of course, when the tattoo had set up we all had to kiss it and lick the surrounding territory.
Nancy got us all wigs, hairpieces or hair extensions that had different hair color from our own. I also got us some hair dye for the other hair on our bodies. We got tanning spray, some plastic inserts we could put in our cheeks to slightly puff out our upper face and, of course, a wide variety of makeup. The woman at the cosmetics shop helped a lot when I described that we were doing a commercial and wanted to change our looks from scene to scene. That said, upon inspection of the video footage we shot with our disguises on, we were all still identifiable to anyone that knew us. Ultimately, we decided to forego most of the stuff we'd procured, and just settled on some make-up that improved how we looked on camera.
Bit by bit Carl laced together our video 'footage' from the hours of filming that we did. Carl started to involve Mike, who had facility with video editing as well. They assured us a cogent film that followed the script would result from their efforts. Often, after an evening's work, they'd tell us the next morning that we needed to re-shoot some particular scene. Carl and Mike would never let us see long segments, only a clip or two when there were questions about our acting or positioning in some scene. They said we had to wait until we were finished and they'd finished editing to see the completed masterpiece. I probably got to see more than most since I was acting as director of the movie, but even then they limited my access.
It took us almost four weeks working everyday to film the one-hour-fifteen minute video. Carl estimated that we'd taken about a hundred hours of video during that time. We did a lot of retakes where we screwed up a scene and knew it. Often we knew a scene couldn't be used even as we shot it; we'd treat it as a rehearsal and then shoot again. We also had a lot of 'out takes' that Carl and Mike said they wanted to save for an added 'humorous' feature on the DVD.
Finally, one Wednesday we finished all the shooting. The six of us broke open a bottle of champagne that Mike had brought for the occasion. Standing in our bedroom, all of us naked, we toasted the future success of the video tentatively namedLove Comes Twice.
It took Carl and Mike another two weeks working from dawn to dusk everyday to finish the video editing. They worked alone in Mike's finished basement and pulled a couple of all-nighters to complete the task. They declared the private showing of the film would take place one evening starting at seven-thirty.
We all gathered for dinner at Sy and Nancy's about five o'clock. Carl and Mike looked tired; both had circles under their eyes and a sort of glassy-eyed stare from staring at a computer screen almost non-stop for these weeks. We were subdued as we chatted and ate before the 'official' first showing of the entire feature. Mike and Carl's reluctance to show any significant part of the film to us had created an aura of mystery and excitement about the film that we shared.
At seven-thirty we all gathered in from of Sy and Nancy's large screen hi-def TV. Carl stood and presented each couple their own copy of the DVD -- each marked Film 1 -- Version 1. Sy took his copy and popped it in his DVD player. As the Director, I got a ceremonial "first edition."
The film started a few minutes later and for an hour and fifteen minutes we all sat on the edge of our seats. Our emotions ran the gauntlet from unbelievably horny, to sad, to joyous, to rage, to jealousy, to compassion, and of course back to horny. Did I mention horny?
When the film ended four of us stood and applauded Mike and Carl's editing work. Our simple amateurish, home video had taken on a new aura thanks to their work; it looked like a stroke of genius and measured up to most of the movies we'd seen come out of Hollywood. We declaredLove Comes Twice ready for distribution.
Sy, Carl and Mike met on Monday with a local rep from the California distribution company. They viewed the video with the rep then spent another hour trading questions. Eventually they struck a deal, amended a standard contract on the word processor in the rep's office, and everyone signed.
Nancy, June and I waited at home. When they arrived back at the house they appeared solemn and morose. We marched them in and made them tell us every comment and nuance the rep had indicated about the video. The three guys finally broke into smiles and laughter. "He loved it!" Carl shouted as he spun around in glee in the middle of our living room. We were now officially in the adult entertainment business ... and we were all porn stars!
"He said it was the best adult film he'd ever seen and assured us he'd seen all of them over the twenty years he'd been in the business," Sy added.
Mike said, "He even had a tear running down his cheek in the sad part, but best of all I could see he had an erection throughout the whole DVD." The guys all laughed.
We probed about the details of the distribution and wanted to know when it would be issued. Ultimately, it took two weeks longer than expected. Several adult magazines reviewed the video and gave it top ratings almost immediately and thenPlayboy, Penthouse andHustler gave it great reviews. Almost instantly many of the adult sites gave it five stars -- a top rating! -- and then started to sell copies through their own channels.
Sales the first month were over ten-thousand copies, not a record but pretty good for a new DVD from an unknown "studio." We were ecstatic, particularly with an initial check for fifty thousand dollars! At least in the short run our families were able to catch up with the postponed bills and credit card payments we had stopped making a few months prior and even have a cushion left over.
I'd started work on another script almost immediately after we ended filming ofLove Comes Twice. Everyone had had his or her input on the plot line, blocking and filming just as the second month of LCT distribution ended. Our rep called us and invited us to dinner that night; we accepted, of course.
Harold Winslow, the rep forAdult Films International, took us to one of the best restaurants in town. He praised our work and told us they were impatient for our next film. Harold was quite cordial and solicitous to us, making sure we all got our drink orders taken care of and happy with where we were sitting. He told us to order anything on the menu.
After the waiter had taken our orders for dinner, Harold puffed himself up and made a formal presentation of a check, again thanking us for creating such a wonderful film.
He passed the check to Nancy. She shrieked and said, "Oh, my God -- this is for a quarter-of-a-million dollars. There must be some mistake." She passed the check to Sy.
"This is a joke, right?" Sy asked as he passed the check around the table.
"No, no," Harold said. "Your film has the potential to be one of the top grossing adult films ever made. It'll definitely end up being in the top fifty adult films of all time -- I think it already is. You've made me and AFI a lot of money and we don't mind sharing, particularly if we can get an exclusive on your next films."
We all looked at the check in silence, stunned by the amount and what it implied in terms of how well the film was selling. Suddenly all that financial insecurity that we'd faced for the past months evaporated. The tension I'd carried evaporated in that moment. I burst out crying, burying my face in Carl's shoulder as I sobbed hysterically. Nancy had her head buried in Sy chest as she cried; they'd both been out of work months longer than Carl and I had. Mike and June were hugging and kissing. Harold looked a little mystified at our reactions and was clearly uncomfortable with women crying in his presence.
As we got a grip on ourselves Harold amazed us even further. "You realize that with DVD's like this, they don't peak in their sales until the sixth month -- we're a little over two months into this distribution cycle. If this follows what many others have done, you can expect a few more checks like this, then they'll taper off." Nancy and I were sitting on either side of Harold; we both threw our arms around him and kissed him wildly.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" he kept saying, embarrassed at the sudden attention.
When dinner finally came we were all numb and still in disbelief at our new fortunes.
Harold finally got our attention; "Look, we want to promote this DVD more than we already have. For this, we want you to make some public appearance and perhaps even be on television. Moreover, we are thinking that we want to do special issues of some of our magazines featuring the six of you and the film."
We all looked at each other a little uncertain. None of us thought we'd become 'notable' let alone be on TV or in magazines. I could see Sy and Nancy thinking about their anonymity. Would my parents and brother see this? I crossed my fingers and nodded only weak agreement with Harold's ideas.
"Harold," I said, "We all wanted to try to keep a low profile that we are in the adult entertainment business. As you know we needed to make some money to pay our bills. We have another film we want to do too. It'll take us about three or four months. Is there any chance we could postpone the PR part of what you suggest until we have issued that DVD and see how it is received?" I figured we could delay 'going public' a few months and if our second film bombed perhaps AFI would lose interest in promoting us further.
Harold thought for a full two minutes and none of us said a word. Finally, he said, "I guess we could do that, particularly since you've agreed to let us be the exclusive distributors of your next adult video. OK, we'll wait on the personal marketing and PR and see how the next film does. In the meantime, we would like to get the magazine special I mentioned in process, at least the photos taken and some galleys made up. The lead-time on that type of stuff is about six months. We'll give you a chance to catch you breath about all this."
We agreed and the rest of dinner went along without any further surprises or hitches. The tone of the meal got happier and more joyous as the night progressed.
*
We started filmingTrial and Error -- our next film -- a week later on a Monday. Now that we had some money we invested in some new camera equipment and lights as well as two new, faster computers and some really fancy video editing software. We were moving into the big time.
I thought we'd have an awkward time one day when Harold asked if he could come and watch us doing some of the filming. Carl and Sy laughed and assured us that he just wanted to get his jollies watching us fuck and suck.
Harold came on a day we were filming Carl and Sy working June over in a very erotic and sexy scene. We spent a lot of time filming the two men slowly disrobing June and romancing her entire body from different camera angles. Carl then focused on June's taut breasts as Sy did his expert job at cunninglingus. Mike and Nancy were using two cameras to capture the scenes.
Eventually the trio rearranged themselves and June started sucking on both cocks simultaneously -- then alternately. Per the script, she shifted her focus to Carl as Sy gently opened her legs and probed into her cunt with his cock. After a few minutes of that action and at a pre-arranged signal from me, Sy pulled out and Carl came around and started to fuck the beauty. June inhaled Sy's wet cock. There were lots of pleasurable sounds coming from the trio.
After a few minutes of that and in another shift of the trio, June straddled Carl who sank deep into her pussy. Sy came behind the two and pushed his cock into June's ass. The two men then started to pump into her for all they were worth. June started genuinely moaning and groaning as the camera caught the action.
Rather than cut off the action I let it continue through two major orgasms by June. Nancy captured the looks on June's face as she came each time. June appeared off in some other world. I caught a sign that Carl wanted to cum. Sy saw it too. I nodded to the two of them indicating that Sy should cum first then Carl.
Seconds later, per the script, Sy pulled his cock out of June's butt and deposited a huge load of cum onto her back. Carl continued to pump his cock into her. Sy moved out of the picture.
With only a minor shift, June pulled off of Carl and knelt in front of him. Carl stroked his cock about three times and then started shooting cum into June's mouth and onto her breasts. June smiled and had exactly the 'happy to receive' look that I'd hoped for. I found out later she wasn't acting and that she forgot the cameras were filming everything.
In the final scene June again captured both cocks, now dripping with the last of their cum, and lapped them off. The three then stood and the men again kissed and endearingly fondled June until I said, "Cut!"
I checked off another scene in the script book. Harold looked and me, shook my hand, thanked me for allowing him to watch us film such an erotic scene. He went and shook hands with Carl, Sy and June, and then left the house.
All of us sat and watched the playback from the two cameras and then called it a day. I still had an itch that needed scratching and apparently Nancy did too. We both accosted Mike and whispered into his ear that we both wanted some of his meat.



I could see Carl and Sy smiling at us; they knew what we were up to.
About two minutes later the three of us were naked and starting to give Mike a two-woman blowjob. I noticed that Carl and Sy had picked up the cameras, put new cassettes in and started filing our action.
Mike lay on his back with his cock pointing at the moon. Nancy mounted him reverse cowgirl and started to ride him. She liked being in control. I moved in front of the two of them and Nancy paused. I lapped at her cunt, clit and Mike's cock, it being hard to distinguish since they were all so close together. We were all moaning by this time.
Nancy restarted her pumping and I massaged her clit with my fingers as the two fucked. After about five minutes of heavy sex, Nancy has an explosive climax. Her juices squirted from her cunt, arching over the bed and hitting me in the face. I smiled and lapped; I loved the taste of Nan and the opportunity to savor her juices this way.
After her climax, Nancy rolled off of Mike. I faced him and mounted his cock, sliding the entire length into my body with one hard downward thrust. Both Mike and I started thrusting and panting at each other.
Mike played with my breasts, initially twisting and squeezing the nipples until they were absolutely rigid with excitement and passion. I lowered them to his mouth so he could suck on them. I love to have my breasts sucked and Mike had learned just the right amount of biting to move me towards orgasm. Even while he sucked I maintained my up and down motion on his large cock. I wanted his cum in my pussy.
I had a small orgasm but just rode through it. Then Mike gave me the signal that he wanted to cum. The signal changed nothing, I wanted to fuck and cum too.
The two of us came together and I saw and heard fireworks and bombs bursting in air; lights flashing; sirens sounding and the whole world applauding our happy state in a thunderous ovation. I collapsed onto Mike.
We kissed for a moment then Mike rolled me off to one side. I pulled my legs up towards my chest and spread them as I reached a stable position on my back. Carl's camera zoomed in on my dripping cunt. Later when I watched the video clip I could see I had a lot of cum slowly seeping from my pussy. Carl held the shot for a couple of minutes then he said, "Cut!" He had a big grin on his face.
"We hadn't planned for that to be in the film," I said in a languorous voice.
Carl responded, "Oh, we'll find a use for it somewhere in some film. Maybe it'll just go in our private library. I've saved every second of video we've shot. Someday when I'm old and gray and even Viagra won't work I want to remember these days."
"That'll never happen darling," I told him, "I'll suck you to life and ride you into heaven." We all laughed. I added, "That gives me an idea for a scene in our next movie." I got up from the bed and padded to the dresser and made some notes in the script book.
Carl commented, "Hey, you're dripping cum on the carpet."
"Oops, I forgot," I said as I clutched my hand to my pussy and waddled off to the bathroom.
One of the unforeseen side effects of all the bedroom scenes we were doing was a huge volume of laundry. Some days we did scenes in all three of our bedrooms. At the end of the day there'd be three full washes of bed linens that one of us would put through and have to remember to put in the dryer and then fold or put back on the bed in just the right way for further filming. A lot of other little things started to irk me too, things I'd just as soon have someone else do.
As we got into the second film and after a couple more months of good sized checks forLove Comes Twice, I suggested that our business hire a "gofer" that would handle the laundry and the thousands of details that seemed to be piling up as we went along. Everyone agreed.
I put an ad on Craigslist that read: "Newly formed adult film company needs female assistant to help in all aspects of production and to serve as assistant to crew and cast. Must be broadminded and willing to do practically anything. Good salary and benefits. E-mail resume."
In a week I had twenty applications. I decided I didn't want to take anybody under twenty-one years of age. I could have settled for eighteen but would have been accused by someone of robbing the cradle. I also decided I wanted someone that had some experience in theater or acting; I thought they might actually be able to teach us something. Based on those criteria I winnowed the number of applicants down to three.
I arranged morning interviews with each candidate at the local Starbucks. I allowed an hour for each interview with a fifteen-minute buffer. At the end of the morning I had a clear winner -- my second candidate, Allison Donovan who preferred to be called Ally. I called her back on her cell after the last candidate left the area and invited her to lunch.
Ally was a very pretty twenty-four year old with short red hair. She had a trim figure and I knew she'd turn eyes around us for a few days. She been a drama major in college, had a level head on her shoulders and exuded an air of 'I can make it happen' that won me over. Over lunch we talked salary, bonus, benefits and things like that. We'd never had employees before so I kept taking notes about what I was telling her we'd do for her. Ally told me she'd set up all the payroll and things like that so that we were happy; she'd done that before up north for her family's business.
I asked her when she could start and she shrugged and said, "This afternoon? I have no other commitments?" After lunch she followed me to the house.
We weren't filming that day but Carl and Mike were editing the previous day's videos. I brought Ally in to introduce her. Carl's computer screen was filled with the steamy scene Harold had watched where June had been double fucked. He had three screens going with the action from the two cameras and the composite video he was creating.
Carl turned and talked to Ally without a care about what the screens behind him were showing. I watched Ally's eyes; they were drawn instantly to the three screen scenes that Carl had frozen. Her jaw fell open but then she recovered and moved her focus back to a question about work hours Carl asked her.
We left Carl and went down to the living room. I explained that she wouldn't have a formal office, but we established a corner of the living room as "Ally's Place." I explained about the script book and let her scan through it as I got us some soft drinks. As I came back into the living room, she barely noticed me; the script book had captivated her interest.
She looked up and said, "This is really hot. When this comes out on video is it as good as it reads?"
I nodded and said, "Apparently so. This is all new for us; that's why I encourage you to make any suggestions you might have or even just tell us what you've seen someone else do when you were in drama and theater in your undergrad."
I added, "Oh wait, here's some homework." I went in the hall closet and grabbed a commercial copy of our first DVD --Love Comes Twice. "Here take this home tonight and watch it on your computer or TV. It's the first film we did. We're partway into our second video and are actually running behind schedule. We're really making a lot of this up as we go along."
Ally and I talked about the adult film business. I emphasized that she'd be around a lot of nudity and sometimes copulating people but somehow had to maintain her cool. I found it hard to read her mood but she seemed very eager to have the job we'd agreed on.
I explained that the hours were going to be really flexible and that we were usually up and around at full steam by nine o'clock in the morning. She liked that starting time and told me she'd see me the next morning. After some further conversation, she disappeared with the DVD in hand.
Ally appeared on the doorstep at nine sharp. I let her in and presented her with a spare key to the house. "If we're not here come in and make yourself at home. Probably within a week or so you'll have a bunch of things you'll know to do, but for now just follow me around and help out where you can."
Ally nodded. I led her into the kitchen and told her, "We love coffee, so one job you can take off my shoulders is to make sure there's always at least a cup of coffee in the pot. Don't worry about it after lunch. Carl and Mike love Diet Cokes, so if you see we're running low that can go on your list too." I explained how our family and work lives were indistinguishable and that she'd be helping out everywhere -- in both sectors. I also explained how sometimes she'd be helping in one of our neighbor's homes.
We both got cups of coffee and headed into the living room. Sy, Carl, June and Nancy were there reading through part of the script rehearsing their lines. Even though they laughed a lot, I knew they were taking their jobs seriously now that we'd all seen the economic potential.
I introduced Ally to everyone and explained her role as our assistant, gofer and whatever else we thought would be needed. I suggested that if someone wanted help with their dialogue that she could play the other parts opposite them. Ally looked pleased.
I led Ally around the house and explained about our shooting schedule and how we used the bedrooms as part of the sets in our films and told her she was also the laundry lady. She didn't seem to mind the wide scope of duties I was outlining, even the menial tasks. Mike said hello again as we went into the master bedroom where he'd just arranged some lights and one of the new cameras for a film shoot.
Mike said, "Hey, if you aren't using her I could use her right now to help with the set up for the morning shoot." I gestured that she should help him and started to leave the two of them. I stopped at the door to see what Mike had in mind.
Quick as a flash Mike said, "Ally, hop up on the bed and face the camera, I need to get some light readings with and without the curtains open in this room." Ally looked to me for approval and I nodded from the doorway.
She squirmed into the middle of the king-size bed and faced Mike. He ran about thirty seconds of video talking into the microphone on the camera about his settings; he then adjusted the curtains on two of the windows in the room and repeated a thirty second clip. The three of us then watched the two short clips through the camera's viewer as Mike's voice droned from the speaker with set-up information.
Mike turned to Ally, "Don't you think having the light from the windows washes out the background too much? You miss the detail around your face too because the light is so strong from the left."
He played the clip again. I stayed silent to see how she would respond. Instead of just agreeing with him she said, "Let me turn the other way on the bed so my face is further away from the windows. Take a couple of more tests."
I watched from the doorway again as Mike did two more clips with Ally turned a hundred-and-eighty degrees from her previous position. This time she mugged and made faces at the camera as he did his short clips.
When he played the clips back on the television we saw a noticeable difference from the other two clips. The light across her body and face appeared more even, and the bright spots were confined only to a narrow area where direct sunlight hit a corner of the scene near her feet.
Ally ventured, "If you can keep the direct sunlight off of your subject you'll avoid the wide range of brightness and keep your shots inside the range for the camera's ISO setting. When things get real light or real dark the camera loses the ability to process outside its range."
Ally's response impressed me and I nodded in agreement with her conclusion. I said to the two of them, "I'll leave you two to figure it out. I'll be with the others downstairs. From the sounds of things, they'll be ready for a dress rehearsal in about a half hour."
About forty minutes later our bedroom filled with people as the entire crew gathered for the dress rehearsal. I guess I should say an 'undress' rehearsal. We'd agreed early on that when we practiced we'd be in whatever the appropriate dress or outfit we'd actually be wearing or not wearing. This helped us get through some of the stiltedness we thought other porn films suffered from.
Clothes were shed in one of the other bedrooms and four nude bodies appeared ready for the walkthrough of a foursome scene. Ally looked slightly uncomfortable for a few minutes but then seemed to get over any embarrassment she felt being one of the few clothed people in the room.
I handed her the script book open to the right page. "This scene will take up right here," I said as I pointed to a post-it note in the book. Take this pad and a magic marker and make a one-page sign to hold in front of the camera that identifies the scene. You do the cueing of the actors and make sure they get all their dialogue said in the right places. I'll help you this time."
Ally quickly made a legible sign that had the date, time, page number in the script, and the act and scene information on it. Mike nodded his approval after he took a ten-second film clip of her sign.
"Ally, get the actors where you want them," I encouraged her.
She looked at the script book for a moment then said, "OK, Carl and Nancy are on this side of the bed. For now Sy and June are out of sight. You should probably stand over by the dresser since you'll enter the scene from that direction. Nancy you are supposed to be on top of Carl's face. Positions everyone." She paused as Nancy lowered her cunt down near Carl's mouth. "OK, Action!" she said.
Nancy lowered her pussy onto Carl's tongue and he started to energetically lap and suck on her entire region. She held onto the headboard and alternately moaned and encouraged his cunninglingus.
June then came into the scene running her hands up Carl's long legs. When her head got near his prick, she took him into her mouth and started giving him a blowjob. Her enthusiasm about her work meant that in only seconds Carl became harder than ice and pointed towards the sky.
Mike shifted the camera angle and then Sy came up behind June. He had a hard-on and with little fanfare nestled his cock in June's pussy and thrust into her with a hard stroke. He had a dozen lines and then an interchange with June as he fucked her.
Nancy and Sy then had some lines to exchange and then Nancy rolled off of Carl's tongue onto the bed beside him. They all talked briefly, Sy pulled out of June and moved onto Nancy. June moved up the bed and sank her pussy down on Carl's cock. More dialogue and hand holding ensued then the scene faded to black after a suitable amount of time.
Bodies separated and the main actors sat on the edge of the bed.
I stepped into the middle of the room, "All right everyone, comments? What would make the scene better?"
"Well I muffed a couple of lines," Sy commented. "Also, it seems awkward just walking up behind June and sticking it to her. Shouldn't something else happen?"
We talked and agreed that some visible foreplay in the scene would be better.
Nancy ventured, "When Mike comes around and shoots from down there, doesn't my ass look too big. Don't you want to keep a side angle on the shot until I come off Carl's mouth?"
Mike and I took turns looking through the lens from the different angles around the bed and concluded that he could still capture the close-up he wanted without getting the large expanse of rear flesh from Nancy that concerned her.
"Carl? June? Any thoughts?" I asked. They both shrugged.
Ally then spoke up, "If I may, it looked awkward the way Nancy un-mounted from Carl's mouth and shifted to be prone beside him -- too many knees and elbows."
"How would you do it?" I asked.
"I'll show you," she said. "Carl, get in position."
Carl lay back on the bed and the others shifted to watch her demonstration.
"See you came off on this side, turned and twisted. From the camera all you see are your knees then elbows as you swing over." We all nodded.
"If I slide my body down Carl's, perhaps kissing him or licking on the way down, it's smoother. Then I just glide off to the side, sort of like this." Ally completed her demonstration by sliding her body down Carl's, licking his neck and ear, kissing him on the mouth and then carefully sliding to his side opposite the camera. It did look smoother and less angular.
"Let's do it her way," I said. "Nice touch Ally." Several of the others including Nancy acknowledged her contribution. She looked pleased.
Ally made a couple of other blocking moves that smoothed things out and made the scene more erotic and pornographic.
Everyone did another walk through of the scene. A few other minor revisions were made.
"Let's shoot," I suggested. Everyone agreed.
Everyone got in position this time Mike started the camera.
Nancy enjoyed her sexual contact with Carl and vice versa and it showed as the scene unfolded. Carl loved her cunt well beyond what they'd done in rehearsals. Mike moved around capturing the oral action with the camera.
June moved into the scene and started the blowjob but with more fervor, juice, wetness and energy than the run-throughs. Sy approached June and started his foreplay; his penetration then went very smoothly and looked more romantic.
Mike moved around, focusing the camera on various body parts, penetrations and ministrations -- a cock or pussy here, a tongue there, a finger or hand -- all caught his attention.
The actors shifted into their final positions for the scene and the serious fucking began. Orgasms were not supposed to occur but June apparently couldn't hold back. She spasmed in front of us all and fortunately Mike captured her emotions and facial expressions on camera.
A few more minutes of shooting and the scene ended. Mike finally called, "Cut!"
"Super scene everyone," I said. "Let's break for lunch and do the other foursome scene this afternoon. There's more dialogue in that one and it starts in the living room. Let's meet for dialogue run-through downstairs at one-thirty." Everyone agreed and the crew disbanded.
The nude 'actors' headed into the spare bedroom and retrieved their shorts and shirts. I'm sure Ally noticed that no one wore underwear this time around.
I turned to her and said, "Come on Ally, Carl and I will take you to lunch down at the Oasis." The Oasis was little sandwich shop about a mile from the house out on Route 125. She readily agreed. Carl had heard the interchange and I could see him looking for his loafers so he could join us.
As the other's headed to their own homes for lunch and to check e-mails, Ally, Carl and I drove to the deli. We stood in a short line and gave our orders. After we'd been served we went outside to sit at some sidewalk tables, eat and talk.
"Well, what'd you think of your first morning with us?" I asked her as we sat down.
Ally actually blushed. "Well, I'm a little shocked to tell you the truth. I have about a thousand questions about ... well, the situation and how you got started and all."
I explained to Ally about how the four of us -- me, Carl, Nancy and Sy all lost our jobs and were getting desperate and afraid of losing our homes then how we happened to get into a loving couples relationship with each other -- our initial foursome. I told her how Mike and June had then seen us just after we'd decided to make an adult film and see if we could make any money from it. Since we liked them a lot they'd become part of our six-some and the film company.
She asked about our initial expectations for our first video noting that we sure seemed to be on a roll now.
I explained to her howLove Comes Twice -- our first video -- had taken off and become a runaway best seller in adult film circles. We talked about the web site too and how several hundred thousand visitors a month came to the site, many buying the DVD online.



Finally, I could tell, we got to a couple of her more personal questions. She asked Carl, "When my boyfriend and I used to fool around but he didn't cum, he used to tell me he got 'blue balls'. You did that whole scene this morning and never came. Aren't you sore?"
Carl laughed and responded, "Well, I think the pain has to do with how much stored up semen you have and how rarin' it is to get out your body." He looked and me, "We made love last night so I'm not in any particular need to blow off but I am sort of horny -- but then I'm horny all the time." He laughed at his own humor. "Cuming frequently also allows guys to last longer when they're screwing, that's why we can do the rehearsals and filming yet never cum. Sy probably had to work himself up to his orgasm."
Ally looked at me, "What about orgasms? Like June's? I mean that wasn't planned was it? Does that happen often?"
"Yes," I smiled. "The women are all pretty 'orgasmic' -- me included, if that's the right word. We all love to cum and cum and cum. Doing it in front of the camera has gotten pretty comfortable for us now. I mean we're all around friends and lovers; it's just great to be sharing with each other. I thought there'd be some shyness around you today, but it didn't seem to bother June."
"Do the guys ever cum when they not supposed to?" Ally asked Carl.
"Oh, yes," Carl said laughing. "Regularly! I mean we're horny just about all the time. Doing an adult film is like we've all died and gone to heaven. I think were all nymphomaniacs at heart. We get going in a scene and often it is hard to hold off or postpone, so we just drive to conclusion."
I added, "Unfortunately, that sometimes throws the plan for taping more fuck scenes off. I mean, there is a recovery time guys have to go through. If we've all been busy that could be four or eight hours."
"What do you do?" Ally asked.
I answered, "We try to shoot other scenes that don't depend on that male's erection and cum. If we were doing a straight porn movie we'd have more of a problem. I guess for us it works better because our films actually have plots, dialogue, acting, and some element of suspense or drama. Sure we know it's porn, but we wanted a different style of porn. Thus, if someone misfires we can usually find a way to work around it."
"One more thing," Ally asked, "you -- and I mean all six of you -- have very unconventional marriages. I guess that's the right word -- unconventional. Don't you get upset when you watch your spouse screwing with someone else? Or making out?"
Carl and I looked at each other to see who would respond. I started, "We could talk all afternoon about our philosophy of life, love and relationships. The short version is that we live in an ebb and flow of relationships and life's too short to allow the people you feel chemistry with to pass by either unnoticed or unfulfilled. "
I went on, "Getting 'upset,' as you suggest, belies the emotion of jealousy but you create that emotion based on your training and the response patterns you've learned from society or your parents or at church. When we see our mate being fulfilled by someone else, we are happy -- happy for them and happy for the person they are with, as they give happiness, joy and satisfaction to each other. But for others in this society it means punishment, separation, divorce or worse."
Carl commented, "We are taught to be monogamous from an early age, yet there are and have been many societies that were polyamorous -- having more than one lover or spouse. For most of those societies it's wasn't a religious thing, like the Mormons. It had to do with how you view the other members of your society. We could just as well have been taught that you should have two lovers -- or three or four. Why put a limit on something arbitrary. Having only one spouse is culturally taught. The six of us don't flaunt what we believe; in fact we try to blend in. But we do challenge the tenets and precepts that have been passed down to us."
"Is this why you're making adult films?" Ally asked. "Is it related?"
"Only indirectly," Carl said. "The films come from economic necessity, but our philosophy makes it easier and more comfortable for us to be together when they're made and to put on a good performance for the camera. Also, you've got to understand that we really love each other and we like working together. The fact that it involves sexual behavior sometimes makes it that much nicer."
I added for Ally's benefit, "The first video we made turned out to make much more money than we thought it would ever do -- by far. Further, it goes on sale in Europe and Asia next month so the cash flow from that film hasn't even slowed yet."
I went on, "We're doing this now for added security and for fun. Believe it or not, we actually like making love in front of the camera. Further, we've all learned a lot about fucking and lust over the past months." Ally actually blushed as she nodded, particularly at my use of the "F" word.
We chatted some more and then I asked Ally, "Did you watch the DVD I gave you yesterday?Love Comes Twice?"
Ally nodded and said in a low voice, "I watched it - twice. It's all I did last night. Well, not quite. I jilled off four times to that movie -- in one night! I've never done that before. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen or even fantasized about." She blushed again.
"Any specific comments?" I said smiling at her discomfort.
"I plan to watch it again tonight," she said sheepishly. "Can I let you know tomorrow? Last night I focused on other things." She gave a lop-sided grin.
We both laughed and said we'd wait for her comments.
To be continued.
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Over the next couple of weeks Ally made herself indispensable and further we all discovered she was pleasant to have around. She got involved in practically every aspect of our production from set-up to clean up. She took over script management and scheduling manager and proved to be a taskmaster to us all, but without being abrasive.
Ally's personality fit us to a "T"; she found a way to get everything done without making anyone miffed, she liked us all and favored no one in particular, when we had minor disputes she tried to mediate and find a 'win-win' common ground, and she proved she could be kind and loving all the time.
We also learned that Ally had great insight into video production techniques, videography, lighting, camera angles and such. Several times we let her do the filming when all six of us were in some scene. She wanted to try everything and help in anyway she could. On her own, she started to learn the software Carl and Mike were using to edit the videos. She did this just so she could be more helpful to them when she happened to be around that side of things.
After only a month, the six of us voted unanimously to increase Ally's pay as a way to say 'thank you' for her enthusiasm and hard work. Thus one day I asked Ally to join me for lunch to tell her about her pay doubling. We'd gone down to the sandwich shop again and were sitting outside eating our salads. Just to set the scene, I'd been the one in front of the camera that morning, getting fucked by both Mike and Sy, and ending the session in a shower of cum all over my nice tits. I'd come three times and felt pretty mellow.
Ally had sat and watched the entire video taping session as she took production notes. She'd been unusually quiet, not sad or upset or anything, just quiet. Carl had stood near her during the filming and I noticed at one point that he rubbed her shoulders in friendly gesture.
At the deli, before I had a chance to say anything, Ally stopped me with a question betraying genuine curiosity; "Did you like getting fucked by Mike and Sy this morning?"
I answered quickly and with a big smile, "It's the nicest thing that has happened to me since last night when Carl made love to me." I looked at her and asked, "Why do you ask?"
She paused and studied me, deciding whether to take me into her confidence or not as it turned out. In any case she finally blurted out, "Because I wish it had been me on the bed this morning. I'm so horny I could just about scream."
I sat back a little surprised at her answer. I tried to figure out what to say but Ally went on.
"When I started work, you know that first full day, I got unbelievably turned on by all the sex. I figured I'd get over it and get on with the job -- and some days I can do that, but not many. Most of the time I'm wet just thinking about work and when I get there it's such a turn on that I have to sneak off and masturbate a couple of times during the day. At night I'm still a fan of your porn even though Carl gave me some other films to study; again I'm finding I'm a sexual being -- but all the time."
I nodded to show I felt sympathetic to her and reached out and took her hand.
Ally went on, "Anyway, when you were getting fucked -- no, excuse me, when you were being loved in the big bed by Sy and Mike, I could see all the intensity and love between you guys. You were really turned on; you weren't acting. I would have traded places with you in a second. I even think Sy and Mike like me enough to mess with me." Ally's eyes got teary, "I certainly love them, and Carl, Nancy and June ... and you especially. I've even realized I could make love to a woman, at least to any of the three of you."
"Ally," I began, but she interrupted my futile attempt to say something.
"I would like to be in one of the videos -- any one; just something where someone makes love to me; I love to be loved and sucked on - anywhere. I want to cum a thousand times and light up the sky with my orgasms too. I think I'd be good at it; I've even practiced at home with a large mirror and my battery-operated 'friend'. I love all you guys so much and I want to show it -- on camera or off, anyway at all."
"Wow!" I said to her slowly. I stroked her hand sensuously for a moment as I thought where to take this conversation.
"Ally, let me suggest a couple of things and tell you about a few others. First, my reason for asking you to lunch was to tell you that all six of us met last night and decided to double your pay. You're worth every penny of it. You are loved by all of us and we're rapidly finding you indispensable."
She gave a little shriek of joy and came out of her chair and briefly kissed me on the lips. "Oh thank you, thank you. I hope you realize that I'd work for all of you for free. But this is wonderful. I can pay some bills and things I've been worrying about."
I went on, "As for your request to be in a video, I think we can arrange that. We can certainly video anything, but it'd be nice to work you into this script in a meaningful way and I think I know just the spot."
Ally grinned. "Oh, please," she said with great eagerness in her voice.
"But I think what we should do when we get back to the house is tell the others how you feel. You'll find a very receptive crowd to your affections and feelings. I think we've adopted a 'hands off' policy with you because we don't want to shock you or have you suddenly quit because one of us came on to you -- sexual harassment and all that."
"Oh, no," Ally said, "that would never happen. I'd welcome an advance -- from anyone of you. Please harass me." She grinned again. "I especially want you to be there with me." She squeezed my hand and I squeezed back.
"In any case, you'll find your fan club awaits you."
The bill had arrived. I plunked down twenty and a few ones to settle the tab and we headed back to the house.
Carl, June and Sy were in the living room going over lines when we walked in. They knew I'd talked to Ally about the bump in pay so looked expectantly at her to see her reaction. Ally didn't say a word but walked over the Carl and pasted her body against his and gave him a deep and very significant kiss. When they broke, they were both panting for air.
"Wow," Carl said with a pleased expression, "You're welcome." He grinned at her and she kissed him again, this time adding some significant tongue. I actually enjoyed his slight discomfort. The others wondered if the pay raise had triggered this.
Ally turned to June. She hesitated but then embraced June, giving her the same kind of kiss. June anticipated the kiss and responded automatically to the affection, kissing back passionately.
She moved to Sy and repeated the long kiss with tongue that she'd given Carl. Now we were all standing.
She stood holding onto Sy and said, "First, thank you all so much for the pay raise. It's very welcome and will rescue me from a bad situation, particularly with my car - it's on its last legs."
We all nodded.
She continued, "The kisses, however, were only partly for the pay raise -- say ten percent. The other ninety percent was to say 'I love you.' Yes, I'm in love with all of you so much that I can barely contain myself." Ally squeezed her arms around herself in a self-hug as she spoke.
I came up behind Ally and wrapped my arms around her shoulders, one hand falling directly onto a breast. Ally turned partly and kissed me again. I continued to hold her.
Ally went on, "What I'm trying to say, given the beautiful work environment here, is that I hope you love me and that you'll love me -- physically. I want to be part of your love making and part of your movie projects and part of your lives."
Carl and Sy looked very pleased. June puzzled.
June asked, "You mean you want to be in the cast? To have us have sex with you on film?"
Ally said, "Oh, I don't care whether it's on film or not -- although it'd be fun to be in a video. Kara said she might be able to fit me into this one. What I really want is just to make love -- have sex -- with all of you in whatever combinations you find appealing and when the mood strikes. I just can't get close enough to all of you and that's been from the day I started." Tears formed in her eyes as she spoke.
Carl held his arms out to Ally and with a nudge from me she went into his arms. The two of them kissed deeply for a few minutes as the rest of us watched. He held her closely.
"Could the two of be excused for a little while?" Carl asked rolling his eyes towards the upstairs bedrooms. We all nodded and smiled. Carl particularly engaged me in a look of deep communication; I smiled and nodded towards the upstairs.
Carl led Ally away towards the staircase. She looked the happiest I had ever seen her.
Sy, June and I sat and talked; I described our luncheon conversation. Soon enough we heard the expected pounding of one of the bed headboards against a wall. Then we started to hear Ally's shrieks of joy and pleasure as Carl thrust into her.
"It's making me horny," I said to the others finally. "Shall we listen more closely?"
"Yes," came the unanimous response. We all migrated towards the bottom of the staircase to listen to the passionate noises coming from upstairs. Fortunately, Carl had left the bedroom door open.
Ally turned out to be a very vocal lover. We could hear every word she said to Carl in the bedroom; "Oh, Carl, fuck me. Harder. Oh, right there. That's my clit -- oh, shit, I didn't know you could do that. Oooooooh dear. Oh fuck. Oh I love you -- I love everybody. Oh, my God, this is marvelous. Oh, don't stop. Oh, I didn't know you could get so big and still be in me."
Sy kissed June and then me. "Shall we go and peek," he said.
We all nodded enthusiastically and tiptoed up the stairs.
Ally rode Carl, her back to us and her cunt slamming down onto his body. We could see his balls with his long cock extended up into her body. Carl saw us at the door but ignored us. He focused totally on delivering pleasure to his new partner. She soaked up every thrust and every sensation he could deliver to her, yet she wanted to pleasure him as well.
Ally peaked and came in an orgasm. Her back arched for a few seconds and she groaned as the emotion swept through her. Carl didn't even pause; he kept pumping upwards into her sexy body.
About a minute later she peaked again. "Oooooooh fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, "I didn't know you could cum twice that close together. Oh, don't ever stop. I'm ... oh, shit ... I'm going to cum againnnnnnnnn." And she did. Ally then fell forward onto Carl's chest.
Carl had become expert at holding off his orgasms and this afternoon he'd decided to hold off and focus on Ally. As she lay panting on his chest, Carl motioned Sy over to the bed. Carl quite purposefully pulled his cock from Ally's cunt, leaving her gaping hole open.
Sy carefully went over and mounted the bed, pulled his erect cock from his pants, came up behind Ally and in a smooth stroke he drove his already erect cock into her pussy from behind.
Ally moaned loudly in delirious pleasure as his cock sunk to its full depth. "Oh, my God. I love this. I've dreamed of this all month. Thank you. Thank you." She rose on her knees and moved her body to thrust back into Sy's forward thrusts, her arms and legs propelling her backwards to meet his forward thrusts. Carl remained beneath her, sucking on one of her breasts. I noticed her nipples were long and hard against a backdrop of large and dark areolas. As Carl sucked, Ally groaned.
Sy pounded into Ally. After a few minutes he flipped her onto her back. He stood and stripped the rest of his clothing off in short order then plunged back into her pussy. Carl lay beside the fucking couple and sucked on Ally's sensitive breasts. She alternately pleaded for more and then less of the passion they were delivering to her.
Sy announced his eminent orgasm and then seconds later we watched him thrust into Ally about six times with unusual ferocity. She screamed with each of his final thrusts, but they were screams of pleasure as she came too. Both clutched to one another as Sy fell into her open arms and the pair began kissing passionately and vocalizing the love they felt for one another.
As their climaxes ebbed, Sy pulled out and rolled to her side opposite Carl. I looked at June and we nodded in silent conspiracy with each other. We'd both disrobed and now moved to the edge of the bed. I gestured to June to go first.
June slid up the bed, spreading Ally's legs as she went. Initially I don't think Ally had figured out what we were doing. June's tongue extended and in seconds she had Ally writhing and squirming in the new pleasure brought to her pussy. I could hear June purring and humming into Ally's pussy as her tongue sought out Sy's cum and all the vaginal juices she could find. There seemed to be a lot of them.
After only a minute or two I nudged June to the side so I could also savor some the fluids not to mention Ally's gorgeous trimmed pussy.
Ally moaned through the kisses Sy and Carl delivered. June and I traded her pussy back and forth about every thirty seconds. I worked my fingers into Ally and found her G-spot that soft textured area of skin on her interior that could be even more stimulating than her clitoris.
Ally came again, this time with a shriek and an ejection of liquid girl juice. Her back arched her mid-section completely off the bed. Carl and Sy both held her as June and I provided our final laps to her sensitive cunt. Ally shuddered, almost violently, as this orgasm passed though her.
I heard some motion behind me and turned to see Mike and Nancy peeling their clothing off. I smiled at him and gestured at Ally's pussy.
"Is this a private party or can anyone join?" he asked rhetorically.
"Count us in," Nancy said. "I didn't know Ally was in play. I've wanted her ever since her first day. I fell in love that first day and nothing has happened to change how I feel."
June and I pulled back from Ally and Mike moved between her legs, briefly licking and sucking on her pussy and clit and then working his suddenly erect rod deep into her pussy.
Ally groaned and said, "Oh Mike, I'm so glad you're here. Cum in me. Fuck me. Love me." She held her arms out to Mike so they could kiss.
After kissing her, Mike pulled Ally's legs up over his shoulders and drove hard into her willing body. Ally's breasts rotated in circular motions that his thrusting inspired. She slapped the bed as her new passion approached.
Mike wasted no time getting to an orgasm. He wanted his release and nothing stood in his way. As he fucked her his pace increased until his body became a blur over hers. Ally met his every move and kept up her vocal stream of dirty talk and appreciation as his rod added to her pleasure. "Oh fuck. I love being fucked. This is such a nice cock. I've wanted this cock -- all the cocks here -- since I started work. I've watched these cocks fuck everyone else and jilled off at home wishing I'd been the one being fucked. I love you all so much. I'm so glad you love me."
Ally went on, "I loved being eaten by Kara and June. I love female sex. I love male sex. I want to return the favor when I'm not shaking so much. I want to eat everyone's pussy."
Nancy said, "Well I don't care that you're shaking, you can eat my pussy anytime." She moved up on the bed and carefully straddled Ally's face, lowering her pussy directly onto her tongue and face. Suddenly the steam of words from Ally's mouth went quiet as we heard her tongue and mouth start to suck and lick Nancy.
Nancy moaned and substituted her words for Ally's: "Oh, this girl has a magnificent tongue. Oh, she's found my hole ... my clit. Oh, my -- her fingers are right where I need them. Oh, shit. I'm gonna cum in ... oh, wow, I'm cuming. How'd she do that?"
Nancy held onto the headboard with white knuckles the pleasure she received was so intense. Her long moan faded as she rolled off to the side near Carl; he caught her and held her tightly yet lovingly so she could feel embraced after her climax.
Ally's tongue went wild trying to find every drop of fluid Nancy had leaked onto her face. She used her fingers as scoops to feed the liquid into her mouth. "Oh, this tastes so good," she said. "I've never tasted girl juice before. It's ... superb."
Mike resumed his frantic pace pounding into Ally. As he did, Nancy moved down Carl and inhaled his partially erect cock into her mouth. In a minute Carl hardened to the consistency of granite; Nancy moved up and impaled herself on his cock.
"This will do just fine," she said with a smile.
The rest of us watched from the foot of the bed, the floor and our bedroom chair as the two couples fucked right next to each other.
Carl put a challenge out, "Can we all cum at once? I won't last long -- this is one of the hottest sessions we've had in quite a while."
"Just fuck me," Nancy said. "Cum in me."
"I agree," Ally said to Mike. "Just give me lots of cock and your cum."
With no hesitation and no wavering from the goals the foursome had set, they put on a wonderful sex show for the three of us watching them.
Ally became first to go. She sighed heavily and warned us, "I'm going into my zone again. Oh fuck this is great." She arched and we could all hear her raspy breathing hiccup and become uneven.
Mike came next. He later told us that Ally's pussy just grabbed him as she came and milked his cock; he couldn't resist the erotic sensations her pussy created for him. He blasted hot cum into her cunt with a low, guttural groan.
Carl and Nancy actually managed to come within a few seconds of each other. She jetted onto his body as she came, coating their bodies with her cum. In their final thrusts the two inadvertently spread the juice over themselves and then Nancy fell into Carl's arms.
Mike and Ally kissed passionately as both came down from their climaxes. June moved up beside the two of them and added her caresses to Ally and her husband.
Sy rose off the floor where he'd been watching the action and kissed his wife.
I kissed Carl then Sy and I went and cuddled in an overstuffed bedroom chair. Sy's cock had gotten hard again so I sat on it and let it drive up into my pussy.
Sy asked me quietly "Are you near?"
I nodded.
"Let's cum," he said. "I'm so close from watching the bed action and stroking myself I'll go off in less than a minute."
"Cum in me," I told him as I bounced a little on his long cock just the way Ally had a half-hour earlier.
"Oh fuck," Sy said in a whisper, "I'm there. I'm cuming.'
I came too, but in a more subtle way. The quiet joy of the moment washed through my body accompanied by all sorts of almost violent physiological changes. I flushed. My breathing changed. My entire pussy became more sensitive. I could feel my vaginal muscles milking Sy's cum into me. I could feel his jets of jism. Lastly, I felt this wonderful feeling of love filling the room. I closed my eyes and nestled into Sy's shoulder as he lightly stroked my breasts. The two of us just remained joined. We looked at the other couples on the bed and saw that everyone had been watching our quiet fuck. We caught a few smiles and everyone looked content and happy.



From the bed I heard Ally say, "This is the best day of my life -- ever! I shall never forget this afternoon as long as I live. Thank you all so much. I love you all." A little sob of happiness stifled her from saying more. Mike cradled her in his arms and stroked her back in love.
We all told Ally we loved her and loved her body. There were sighs of contentment from everyone. Ally had joined the fold.
*
Carl and Mike finished editingTrial and Error two weeks after we videotaped the final scenes at a local mall. As before, they'd been somewhat secretive about the totality of the film even with me and I felt I was the Director. We knew it would follow the script but not how it would actually look and come across on screen, yet we'd all watched scenes played back at various stages during the videography.
The seven of us gathered one afternoon in Mike and June's media room to watch the finished product. Carl put the DVD in their player and hit the button. The rest of us sat back in the dimmed room, the only light coming from the edges of the blackout curtains that covered the windows.
The film had become eighty-five minutes long -- about ten minutes longer thanLove Comes Twice, our first film. We watched every second of the film but occasionally got distracted during the scenes with sex and lovemaking. Thus, as the final credits started to roll across the screen seven naked bodies lay around the room in various stages of wetness and satisfaction.
In that time, there had been six male orgasms and upwards of a dozen females climaxes in the room as we watched the film. That said; eyes had seldom left the television screen as the DVD played to conclusion.
"THAT was powerful," Sy said with a tone of understatement. June nodded from beside him, lightly stroking his flaccid penis.
Ally asked, "Can I have a personal copy? I might want to masturbate about a dozen times before tomorrow with it, that is unless someone else wants to help me cum that many times."
I chuckled and said, "I volunteer." Several others groaned.
June said, "I can't believe we really did that. It's so ... unbelievably beautiful ... and erotic. I'm with Ally; I want my own copy. I want to put the video on my iPod so I have it to cum with regardless of where I am."
Mike added, "I'm truly speechless. I think of all the years I wasted becoming an architect. I should have just majored in sex."
June chided him, "I thought you did!" The two stuck their tongues out at each other in play.
Nancy said, "I've never been so proud of anything I've ever done. Even if no one else ever sees it, I know I did it -- with all your help. Thank you all so much."
No one could think of any changes they wanted to see in the film. Accordingly, Carl turned the film over to Harold Winslow at Adult Films International the next day.
Six weeks later, with a lot of advanced publicity, AFI released the film to the public, sending thousands of copies to adult stores all over the country and opening up the film for sale on about three hundred web sites.
Trial and Error rapidly became a bigger success thanLove Comes Twice. To promote the videos AFI had even created a 'gift pack' of the two, boosting the sales of our first film again. Three months later our little film making company received over half-a-million dollars in new revenue. We were happy with the promotion and reluctantly let Harold and AFI publish the magazines and start to promote the films more widely.
Then, something extraordinary happened that changed everything and changed our lives forever.
I can still remember the date: March 10, a chilly day for our geography. We were holding a meeting and talking about our next film when the doorbell rang.
I opened it to find two well-dressed young men in slacks and blazers. Harold Winslow of AFI stood behind them with a big smile on his face.
"Yes? Hi Harold. Please come in," I gestured but wondering what this surprise visit was all about.
The three came in and joined us in the living room. Introductions were made to all of us. Ally slipped out to get refreshments for everyone.
Harold said, "I'd like to introduce Jim Bullock and Ed Mellick of Sundance Enterprises. They're a new marketing and promotion company with some interesting ties to the Sundance Film Festival and I wanted you to meet them. They have an interesting proposition for you."
Carl and I were probably more aware of the implications of their visit before it registered on the others as soon as we heard the word "Sundance". I sat down stunned; I sort of guessed where this might be going. I got all warm inside.
Harold turned to us and introduced each of us in turn to Ed and Jim just as Ally came back into the room with a tray of soft drinks: "Carl, Kara, Nancy, Sy, Mike, June and Ally." Harold gestured to each of us as he went around the room. The two men nodded in a friendly way to each one of us. Ally came and sat beside me; she held my hand.
"So what can we do for you?" Carl asked in a friendly tone.
Jim and Ed looked at each other then Jim started talking, "We're a new company that's oriented towards the entertainment industry -- particularly film and video. This will be our first venture, however, we have already amassed a lot of money to invest and we have some excellent contacts in the film and media distribution industry. We've seen your two films:Love Comes Twice andTrial and Error. We love them by the way. More than that, we think the general public will love them too, except for a minor problem we have with each of them. That's why we're here."
I could guess what the problem might be if the general public was involved.
Ed picked up the conversation, "As Indie films, your films are superb except they're too graphic. We are here with money and the offer of production assistance if you are willing to turn them into 'R' rated films rather than the 'X' versions they are now. We think there's a lot of money to be made by re-releasing the films this way."
"REALLY?" Sy asked, his voice about an octave higher than normal. He looked stunned.
Jim continued, "Yes. I know this might take you by surprise. We've negotiated with Adult Films International -- Harold's group - to return the decision-making rights about this change in emphasis back to you. They want and properly should continue to get a cut of the film's take even as it goes into the Indie market plus they'll keep all the 'X' version monies as they're already doing. We are content to continue to allow the 'X' rated versions of the films to exist in the market; it's too late to stop them anyhow."
"You mean there'd be 'R' and 'X' versions selling simultaneously?" I asked thinking of the implications.
"Yes," Ed answered. "It's happened many times before.Alice in Wonderland, Caligula, and aClockwork Orange are a few of the more well known films that had simultaneous versions on the market at the same time, not to mention a lot of horror films.Debbie Does Dallas even got cleaned up into an 'R' rated version but it never went anywhere. I guess it really didn't have a plot."
"What would we have to do," Carl asked.
"We'd like to review both films with you, almost scene by scene and shot by shot. We have an eye for what the rating system means and what will pass muster to garner an 'R' rating. Basically, we want to shift the emphasis in some scenes from the focus on genitalia to facial expressions or shadows or other mechanisms to metaphorically show what's going on, if you will. We sure don't want to mess with the storylines -- those are great."
"Is this a sure thing?" Nancy asked.
Jim answered, "No. It's a shot at seeing if we can preserve the mood and story you've established in each film but do it without the graphic sex. Mind you, there can be sex -- we see a lot of that. It's just got to be a little veiled in some way. Female parts are OK. Male parts are OK. Together they make an X-rated movie. Got it?"
A couple of us nodded.
Sy asked, "Is there a timetable or schedule? Oh, and what kind of funding are you talking about to make these changes?"
Ed responded, "The Sundance Film Festival is in Park City, Utah every January; that's nine months from now. We'd like these films -- both of them -- to debut on the next program." He went on, "To make submission deadlines we have about five months to make the changes. By the way, I personally don't think there will be the need for a huge outlay in time and money to make the changes. Your 'passionate' scenes are long and if you could re-do each one with different camera angles and so forth, I think in some cases that might be enough."
He continued, "And you asked about the money. Well, let me make sure you understand, we are an independent film marketing and promotion company not connected with the Festival. We liked the name 'Sundance' too. That said, we have a great track record since both of us have worked in the industry for the past ten years. The deal is that AFI, Harold's group, will take ten percent of the re-done films and we take forty percent. The rest is yours. It's a good deal and it leaves in place the deal you have with AFI on the X-rated versions. We can put you in touch with others in the industry that can tell you that higher percentages for marketing and production are not at all unusual. Oh, the money we'll give you up front is our earnest money to cinch the deal; it's yours free and clear but you modify the films to our satisfaction for that."
Both Ed and Jim looked at us expectantly.
Carl and Sy were making eye contact with each other and nodding; I watched their mood closely.
Finally, Sy said, "Can we get you or your legal guys talking with our attorney? I like the sound of all this, but I want to make sure we're not screwed or tied up in some way on future films or that we're giving away something we don't see or understand.
"We understand fully," Jim said. "We'll be pleased to see her or him as soon as you want. We want to get this thing going so we make January's Festival."
Mike asked politely, "Perhaps I missed it. What is the amount of up front money?"
Ed and Jim spoke simultaneously, "One million dollars."
You could have heard a pin drop in the living room.
Three weeks later we were re-making the scenes fromLove Comes Twice. Jim acted as point person fromSundance Enterprises for "acceptability" for our first film; Ed said he wanted to doTrial and Error; he left and returned to the west coast until we were ready to work on that video.
We'd spent two weeks working with Jim, scrubbing through the DVD version and re-blocking the scenes forLove Comes Twice. Even though the sensitive parts of the film were erotic and featured lots of sex in every conceivable manner, in analyzing and re-blocking the scenes we were all business.
I noticed partway through that Jim and Ally had some attraction to each other. She tended to stay around and try to be involved in the activities that he did. They were both quite transparent in their attraction to each other, yet her evaluation of Jim became increasingly evident.
The second week Ally asked me if she could date Jim. He'd asked her to dinner and wanted to take her to a little independent movie theater about twenty miles away to see a film that had previewed at last year's Sundance Film Festival..
I laughed and felt very motherly even though there was only six years difference in our ages. "Ally, go and do whatever the mood seems to suggest. Thank you for asking, but you don't need anyone's permission."
"I just don't want to make it awkward," she said. She came and put her arms around me.
"Remember our philosophy about happiness for the people we love?" I asked her. "If you're happy, we'll find a way to be happy with that even if it involves someone outside our circle or it means we lose you. That's how much we love you." We kissed and she went on her way and from her reports the next day, enjoyed the film and Jim's company.
A few days later as I worked on my lunch in the kitchen, I heard Ally and Jim talking in less than loving tones on the back patio as they had their lunches. Jim had apparently just figured out Ally's full role with our little band of thespians. His voice had become elevated and stressed, "You mean you've sleep withall of them? Men and women? Carl, Sy and Mike? June, Kara and Nancy? All of them?"
I listened carefully to Ally's answer, "Yes, I love each of them. They are my family not just the people I work with. I love them emotionally and physically, with my mind, body and soul."
"But you fucked them all?" Jim said again, exasperated. His emphasis on the word 'fuck' clearly showed his disapproval of her actions.
Ally said in a really irritated voice, "You may think of me as a slut but I see myself as a member of a loving and kind group of people that love me in return. I love seeing them pleased, I love pleasing them, and they love seeing me pleased. Kara told me that if I went off with you and disappeared into the sunset they would still love me although they would miss me dearly. They aren't jealous -- like you're turning out to be; they see the situation differently -- with a different lens."
"But, what about commitment? I know we've only been out a couple of times and I'm not asking for anything serious -- yet. But if you're in a relationship doesn't that imply some commitment between the two people?"
"Yes and no," Ally answered in an agitated voice, talking very fast; "If commitment means ownership the answer is 'No;' if commitment means I am now sensitive to your needs, compassionate about your feelings, and involved in your life the answer is 'Yes.' If commitment means you want exclusivity -- like you own me - the answer is 'No;' if commitment means you can see yourself as part of a larger changing and adapting family of loving people, the answer is 'Yes.'"
"You are blowing my mind," Jim said in a loud voice, anger evident by his tone. "It's like you've redefined what a relationship is."
"Yep," Ally said. "I have and so have all the others here. Haven't you seen how they all interact with each other? They're not swingers, they're lovers. The relationships they have and what comes out of them and goes onto the films isn't just about lust, it's about love. This household or three households I should say are really all interchangeable with each other. Each of us is in all the other's relationships. It's unique and I love it. I love being a part of it and don't want that to change."
I didn't dare listen any further so I tiptoed back into the other room with my sandwich before either Jim or Ally caught me at the window. I smiled to myself and wanted to hug Ally as soon as I could; she'd held her own in their argument with a strong understanding of our philosophy that she'd uniquely made her own. I would be curious to see how Jim came of the situation.
That afternoon we again started doing script re-writes. Carl stopped us quietly at one point and said, "You know for each of these films I have hundreds of hours of videos that we didn't use for various reasons. When we did some of those rejected videos, they were too tame -- more 'R' rated than what we wanted at the time. I think we need to think of script re-writes in terms of the footage that we already have."
We all high-five'd Carl for his brilliant idea of reviewing the old footage. Why we hadn't thought of it earlier? This idea would save us days of script rewrites and of re-shooting scenes as it turned out.
Late that same day after we broke up, Jim disappeared to go back to his motel. I could tell he'd reached his limit with Ally, and she with him for that matter. We broke out a bottle of wine and some soft drinks and went to sit out by the pool. The weather was beautiful and we all wanted to be outside after having spent most of the day working inside.
As we sat having a couple of different conversations, I quietly said to Ally, "I'm sorry but at lunch I couldn't help but overhear part of your conversation with Jim. I just wanted to say I liked your philosophy and the way you stood your ground." I took her hand in mine and kissed her palm, wrapping her fingers around the kiss.
Ally rolled her eyes, "Oh, Jim is such a stick. He's rooted in tradition and not willing to move outside the box he's been given. I don't think he wants a girlfriend, I think he wants a chattel. A year ago I would have been dazzled by him but now I want someone that thinks more broadly about themselves and about the world. I'm surprised he got involved with this film; I would think it upsets his sensibilities."
I commented, "Jim will be here two more days then he leaves and Ed will be here in a few weeks as we do the second film we made -- the one you're in. Perhaps the two of you will light each other's fires." I had a lecherous grin as I looked at her. She laughed.
About a week later, after talking, Carl and I made an open invitation to Ally to move in with us. She'd started spending more and more time with us, staying over many nights. We loved it and so did she. The few nights she wasn't with us she often stayed with Sy and Nancy, or Mike and June.
When we asked Ally, she thought about our invitation for a minute and said, "Of course. I'll bring the rest of my things over tomorrow." Having Ally around most of the time proved to be a boon to our sex lives. We were all loving and horny creatures anyway, but put the three of us in one house, in one bed, add in some horny neighbors, and we inevitably had some sort of sexual romp most nights and throughout the weekends.
I thought at one point of all the hobbies and things I'd been interested in over the years that had become commonplace or boring in some way. Yet, when it came to making love, having my brains fucked out, or eating and sucking someone to their heavenly pleasure, I continued to greet whatever came next with great enthusiasm. So were Carl and Ally, not to mention everyone else in our circle. What a great group of friends and lovers - our favorite hobby was sex!
We finished reviewing all the out-takes of our first film -Love Comes Twice -- and Ally and I started to work on re-blocking the scenes we were sure we had to re-shoot. Ally and I loved to work together and were more than twice as fast as we were when working alone. We also went over each other's work and had many improvements to the film. She had good ideas about how to script the scenes and retain the essence of the original film but with less graphic sexual detail.
We spent two weeks re-shooting various scenes from our first film. One thing I noted was that we had a lot more out-takes due to humor and laughter than in the original. We were a happier and more joyous group of people.
Carl and Mike sequestered themselves from dawn to late at night for four consecutive nights reworkingLove Comes Twice. Ally and I found interesting ways to amuse ourselves. Carl would come to be exhausted and cross-eyed, fall asleep between the two of us and be instantly asleep. We missed our lover.
Fortunately, at the end of that week, the two men declared success in reworking our first video and we had another screening. The film passed our inspection but we were a pretty liberated group by this time. Carl FedEx'd six copies of the DVD out to Jim and Ed on the west coast.
A week after we'd shipped the first film, Ed Mellick showed up one Monday at lunch ready to work on our second film --Trial and Error. Ed's cheery, optimistic and enthusiastic attitude about life made him a pleasure to work with and be around. We all enjoyed his company and humor.
Wednesday I noticed some serious chemistry between Ed and Ally. It showed by way of a touch or glance that lasted a little longer than necessary or a comment that verged on an invitation to something deeper. Thursday Ally told me in a quiet aside that Ed had asked her out for dinner and that she'd accepted.



We didn't see Ally that night and to tell the truth, I sort of missed her. She arrived at the house first thing in the morning with Ed. She slipped upstairs to take a shower while the rest of us started the script reviews again.
Ed and Ally went off by themselves to a corner of the back yard for lunch. I watched the chemistry deepen with interest. There were deep discussions going on. Throughout most of it I could see Ally posing the questions and Ed thinking of his response. Since she'd been disappointed in Jim a month earlier, I'd of bet her interview focused on Ed's views about relationships and whether he could think out of the box about them.
When Ally came into the living room later she caught my eye, smiled and gave me a 'thumbs up.' Ed had apparently passed her tests so far. Ed seemed not to have a care in the world.
When we broke from our work at five-thirty, I invited Ed to join us for a cookout. He looked pleased and agreed. Ally and Carl went off to get drinks and organized the barbeque portion of the dinner, Ed and I chatted out beside the pool.
I caught his attention with a rather direction question, "What's important to you Ed?"
"Deep!" he said with a smile. It didn't seem to bother him that I had baited him. "Right now, a lot of things: my family -- parents and a sister in Ohio, getting this business that Jim and I have started off the ground with a couple of huge successes, being in loving relationships that are conflict free, and learning and growing every day in some way. I guess those would start my list."
"You said 'relationships,'" I pointed out, emphasizing his use of the plural noun.
"Yea," he said, "Ally noticed the same thing at lunch when we were talking. It has to do with how I see the people close to me -- women and men. I don't own them and they don't own me. Instead we agree to interact with each other and I guess over time we develop some rules of interaction. I just don't want to be exclusive; as soon as I am, I shut myself off from some major avenues to grow and evolve."
"So how do you view a wife, or isn't that in your vocabulary?" I asked.
Ed answered with a smile, "For one, I'm not ready in terms of where I want to be in my career, this business or even my mindset. Second, I don't know that it's really a needed function except to get tax breaks and satisfy relatives that have older and more traditional views on the subject."
He paused and went on, "I certainly don't see marriage as anything other than a partnership of two like-minded people that love each other most of the time. It's not ownership or exclusiveness. It's some degree of additional commitment but, as Ally told me at lunch today, that word gets over used and is often misunderstood."
"I agree," I told Ed.
He went on, "You don't know it, but you taught me a lot so far this week. I've watched how you interact with the others." He laughed and added, "Both on and off the screen. You approach everyone as though they were your lover, your paramour. You have no doubt that you won't be liked and responded to in the way you want."
"But I know all these people and they are my lovers," I protested with a smirk and gestured around at the other houses. "I can count on how they'll respond to me, and vice versa."
"Not every relationship is that way," Ed observed. "I think how you interact with those you are close to reflects on how you deal with the world at large. People that are nice to their friends are nice to others. People that piss their friends off, do it to everyone. I'm glad to say you're a nice person."
"Why thank you," I said, batting my eyes at him in an outrageous flirt.
"Hey, what's going on out here?" Ally asked as she came out with a tray of drinks and hors d'oeurves. She smiled and clearly liked that we were talking and flirting.
"Only trying to redefine the wonderful world of relationships and how people think about the world," I offered.
"Oh, I thought you were talking about something serious," she said with a toss of her hair.
Carl brought a few more things out and we sat in a comfortable circle near the pool's edge. The sun faded in the western sky and the brilliant hues of orange and grey populated the sky thanks to an abundance of puffy clouds.
Ally and Carl sat with their legs dangling in the cool pool water. Ed and I sat in a patio chairs close by.
Ed asked, "Do you think doing the two adult films has changed how you see relationships? Has it hardened you to affection; that would be what people would expect?"
We all thought about the answer to Ed's question. I started with the first response, "I can see how you could think that public sex and sex within a group of people would take away some of the intimacy and mystique that you feel with your primary love. For me, I feel more alive now than I ever did before. Every nerve ending in my body is attuned to not only Carl and Ally but also the others that I love -- our group."
Carl nodded in agreement and added "I confess I've always had an eye for pretty women. Look I married one and added another to my household." He reached out and squeezed Ally's hand. She looked pleased. He went on, "This is a dream come true. I get to love Kara, Ally and two other beautiful women every day. I feel alive and fulfilled. Not only that but I feel so much more romantic with every one of them. I also have to be on my toes at all times."
Carl continued, "I got complacent in my thinking until a year or so ago when Kara and I permitted ourselves the freedom to explore a group situation with Sy and Nancy, and then with Mike and June. We already loved them as close and intimate friends; we just hadn't allowed the relationship to become physical. Then in one night that all changed. I lost my complacency and the staleness of the sex in our own marriage changed overnight."
"So have I become hardened and less sensitive as a result of the group situation or the film making?" Carl posited, "No, absolutely not. The answer lies at the other extreme as Kara suggested. I am more alive, more attuned to the others, more tolerant, more involved, more passionate, more compassionate, and more loving than I've ever been in my life."
We looked to Ally who had been listening quietly to our answers. She nodded slowly in agreement with the direction we had taken.
Ally started, "I had never been in love before I met Kara and Carl and the rest of the clan here. That happened five months ago. I'd had boyfriends and infatuations but I'd never been in love. I mean I wasn't a virgin; I liked sex but I'd get picky about who, why, where, when and all that."
We laughed and she went on, "I knew some deeper emotion and feelings were out there and that they just hadn't found me yet. Then during my first week of work here, as they started filmingTrial and Error, I had the same question you asked Ed; I thought, 'oh gees, all these people are just fucking and they really don't care about each other. It's just cold, raw sex.'"
"In my second week with the six of them, I started to see they really cared about each other. One of the reasons the films were so 'hot' is that how they felt about each other came through onto the videos. They love each other and they're passionate about it."
"By my third week I started to get jealous that I wasn't in the circle of love with the others. Probably no one knows this but I talked to June. She told me about the Law of Attraction. She said if I wanted 'in' to the group that I had to act like I was already 'in.' She told me I had the magic to make it happen; I didn't need an invitation or permission from someone else. She also scolded me about being jealous; she said that wasn't allowed in this circle. I changed my behavior and started to take on the passion that I felt the others had about the word we were doing and about how we felt about each other. Next thing I knew I became an insider."
Ally continued, "So I can look back and see both sides of this and it is so, so, so much better being part of this loving group. Now I am in love. I am in love with the six of my dearest friends and lovers -- and I know they love me unconditionally. I am in love with life like never before. I look forward to each day with such a sense of excitement and wonder. I feel like a kid again."
"Am I a hardened person that treats sex as a functional or trivial act?" she asked. "Far from it. I love it and I love everyone around me more than at any time in my life."
Ed had listened carefully to each of our responses, "Wow!" he said quietly. "I guess my view of the adult film industry just changed. I know if I asked the others I'd get similar answers."
Ed thought another minute and then asked, "What happened when you allowed yourself to explore with Sy and Nancy? Did you talk about it beforehand? Was it planned?"
I said, "No, it just happened one night. We'd all flirted and teased each other over the years we've known each other. In hindsight, I think we had been building towards a group relationship. Carl had raised it to me in one of our love making sessions but we'd taken it no where other than used the idea as an erotic stimulus every now and again."
"I admit we'd had a little too much wine but even now I can remember the devilish feeling I had when I rose and stripped down to go into the pool. I wanted to taunt Sy and Carl into some kind of sexual action. Nancy did too. We were on the same wavelength but we'd never talked about it."
Ed nodded in understanding and appreciation for our thoughtful answers. Ally got up and went to him, snuggling up to him on the wide chair. She looked over and winked at me.
Carl looked at me and nodded towards the pool; "Swim?" he asked.
I nodded and stood. I felt that same devilish feeling I had that first night when Sy, Nancy, Carl and I had all changed partners and made love with each other.
I winked at Carl and then caught Ally's eye. She grinned at me; she'd read my mood and knew where the rest of the evening was going.
I slowly unbuttoned my blouse and then shrugged it off my body. My bra did little to hide my large areolas or nipples; I undid it and deposited the flimsy piece atop my blouse on a chair. I unbuckled my shorts and stepped out of them. I pulled my thong down my legs baring my pussy to the world. I stood nude then went and kissed Ally; Ed's eyes were about falling out of his head.
"Well, isn't anyone else going to swim with me? We're supposed to have the buddy system here you know." I pulled Ally to a standing position. "You should join me," I told her with a wink.
Carl stood and quickly disrobed. I moved to his side and together we walked to the deep end of the pool. We stood next to each other and then dove in together.
The cool water felt almost orgasmic as it swept over my body. Why anyone would swim in bathing suits is beyond me. One feels so free and sexual swimming in the nude. As I surfaced I floated into Carl's arms and we kissed. I turned and looked to see Ally's progress. She stepped out of the last of her clothes, her beautiful nude body on exhibit for all of us to see. Ed looked mesmerized by the sight of her nakedness.
Ally said to Ed, "You can stay here and not swim but I think you might miss a few opportunities if you do." The tease apparently worked because Ed stood and started to peel off his 'business casual' attire.
Ally waited for him to strip then led him to the deep end and the two of them held hands and jumped into the water with a couple of shrieks of joy at the cool water temperature. When they surfaced, I watched as Ally went into Ed's arms and started a very hot kiss. Even though the two of them were treading water the kiss took them to someplace where they were the only lovers on the planet. You could almost feel how the outside world vanished for a few seconds as they became lost in each other.
I pulled Carl to the edge of the pool and indicated that he should sit up there so I could minister to him. He knew what I wanted. He hitched himself up onto the pool edge at the shallow end. I grabbed his wet cock and started to slowly masturbate him. A few seconds later, I bent over and added my mouth to the game of creating a large hard-on. A glance to the side told me that Ed again had that deer in the headlight look.
I bobbed up and down on Carl, my breasts swinging in the evening air. I could feel Ed watching me. Ally had seen this before and, of course, had been an intimate party with us in our sexual play.
I heard Ally urge Ed up beside Carl. He hefted himself out of the pool about five feet away from Carl and me. Ally told him, "No sit right next to Carl." He moved and Ally inhaled his flaccid cock almost immediately, using her hand to fondle Ed's sack as she started to stimulate her friend. Ed let out a long moan and looked at me with a 'what's happening to me' look.
We continued to work on our men for a few minutes. Both men seemed to like watching two blowjobs going on at the same time, one of which was their own. The dynamic of being close to another couple making love is wonderful and very erotic.
After a few minutes, Carl said to me, "Come to a chaise. Let me pleasure you." He stood and helped me up and out of the water. We walked the ten feet to the nearest lounger and I lay back, lifting my legs back towards my chest with bent knees to afford him maximum access to my slit.
Carl spread a towel on the patio deck and knelt in front of me. When his tongue touched my slit I became the one groaning in the new pleasure of the night. I remember thinking how I enjoyed performing for Ally and Ed.
The next I knew, Ally lay back on the lounger beside us and Ed knelt in front of her. He started to lick her cunt, thrusting his tongue into her young quim. Ally writhed and squirmed in pleasure as he touched her sensitive spots.
Carl turned to him and asked, "Can you find her G-spot? She explodes when you use it and do oral at the same time."
Ally mused in a weakened voice, "Oh, don't tell all my secrets. He has to find out for himself."
Ed asked, "Where?" with a puzzled expression on his face.
Carl reached over with his left hand and put two fingers into Ally's pussy. He looked at Ed and said, "Can you feel where I'm touching? You go in there too." Ed looked mildly shocked but brought his open hand under Carl's and inserted two more fingers into Ally.
Ally moaned and rolled her head back at the feeling of having two men pleasuring her. Carl gently pulled his hand out. He told Ed, "Push upwards slightly. Feel the different texture from the back of her vagina; that's the G-spot. Now add your tongue to her clit."
Ed added another finger and pushed hard into Ally at the same time he sucked her clitoris into his mouth.
Ally spasmed, exploding into her first orgasm of the night. Ed started to rise to watch her but she yanked his head back into contact with her cunt -- in particularly her clit. "Don't stop!" she mandated.
I remember thinking how exciting that must have been for each of them. I hoped Ed wasn't too shocked by our sexual behavior; I mean we had been reviewing a porn film all day. We all had elevated libidos.
Carl added his fingers to my own cunt, found my G-spot and then used his tongue on my clitoris. I went into some delirium state of happiness. Then much to my amazement I felt another pair of fingers enter my cunt along with Carl's. It wasn't Ally; I could tell. The two sets of fingers jilled my pussy as Carl licked.
I came with a flood of juices and even a shot of my ejaculate into Carl's face and across his body. Carl lapped at most of them. Then I knew someone else had escaped with a good sampling of my girl juice.
As I came down from my climax high, I could see Ally and Ed lapping his right hand. Ally explained to Ed how good I tasted and how she liked it when I squirted off in a climax. Carl looked mischievous; apparently he had invited Ed to add his hand to my cunt.
Carl moved up the chaise, repositioning me slightly. His rigid cock stuck out from his body at a ninety-degree angle. When he had me where he wanted me, he gently sank his entire cock into me in one long slow stroke. I moaned again at the penetration.
Carl set up a nice rhythm. He wasn't going to use any of his Tantric practices tonight, the rituals that could let him last for hours without cuming as he delivered many orgasms to me. The presence of Ed and Ally beside us made this a special night for all of us.
I glanced to the other chaise. Ally pushed Ed onto his back. His high state of excitement became apparent as his circumcised cock pointed up at the stars that were winking into the night sky. I was glad the dim patio lighting allowed me to watch the scene so vividly.
Ally came over Ed, facing him as well as me. She smiled at me as she dropped onto Ed's long cock. She immediately became the aggressor, he the vanquished. He loved every minute of her attack, however.
Ally matched Carl's pace stroke for stroke. At one point the two reached out to each other between the chaises and held hands as they pounded into their lovers. I reached out to Ed and we also held hands tightly.
The joy and blending of hearts rose in intensity as both couples approached their climaxes. A communion with some deeper, more spiritual self touched each of us in the process. We were no longer just physical beings satisfying a basic primal urge; we changed into more sensitive beings operating on some higher plane.
I suspected we'd pulled Ed well out of his comfort zone. Then again, spending days editing and commenting on each scene of a porn film would tend to do that to you too. Try it sometime.
I could feel myself getting near another climax. I could feel Carl swelling in my pussy, his cock adding even more blood to the vessels that swelled and lengthened his pleasure rod.
Carl whispered to me, "I'm getting near, darling." The others could hear his alert; I sensed their curiosity as they both looked over at us. I glanced at the pair to see Ed's hands cupping Ally's taut breasts, her erect nipples evident between his fingers. Both smiled at me.
Suddenly Carl sped up and in a dozen wild thrusts into me completed our journey to nirvana. We exploded into each other. Carl arched back and away from me as I made a final and lasting thrust up into his body; his fluid started to shoot from his body into me.
By now my legs were over his shoulders to maximize his depth of penetration. My own orgasm had me flexing towards him, thrusting my cunt up into his last downward thrusts. I jetted again into our union, soaking us as our fluids mixed.
As our breathing restarted with a few gasps for air, Carl lowered my legs and allowed himself to lie atop me partially supported with his strong arms. He showered me with kisses over every part of my body he could reach with his mouth. Those parts he couldn't reach, his hands roamed over. The parts his hands couldn't reach were where we were joined together.
"Oh, wow!" we heard Ed exclaim from the other lounger. "Spectacular! I ..."
Ally interrupted him; "I'll show you spectacular, Mister." She rose and dropped her wet cunt down onto his cock yet again. Ed moaned and clearly lost his train of thought.
Ally sped up the pace at which she rode Ed's rod. Now he gave up all control of their union to her. Faster and faster she went, a blur over his arching body. I could see the expression on her face that she approached a rather large explosion. She had that look of concentration and intensity that belay her connectedness with all inside and outside her body. She crested into a tidal wave of passion. Ed seemed to be close behind her.
Ally started to emit little shrieks on every thrust she made; they got louder and louder and echoed across our backyard. Ed's cock jammed its full length into her pussy on each of her down strokes. She'd shriek and rise rapidly until his stick almost fell out. The exposure to the air must have been quite stimulating to him.



Then she crested. Her squeals of joy got even more frequent and louder. "Ohhh. Ohhh. Euuu. Euuu. Eeee. Ooooh," repeated over and over again, louder and louder, until a sudden silence overtook the two of them for second, then Ally yelled, "Ooooooooh fuuuuuuucccccck!"
I watched as Ed made a few furious thrusts up into her arched body and then he collapsed back on the chaise. His hands grasped Ally's breasts, almost torturing her in his assault. She collapsed onto his chest and his arms went around her. We heard the gasps for air start a few seconds later. A minute or two later Ally rolled to Ed's side. I reached out to her and she took my hand and we squeezed in sympathy.
Carl rolled to my side away from the other lounger. He spooned in behind me and we cuddled for a few minutes. Finally he said, "Come, Kara. Let's leave the lovers to the rest of their own desires."
The two of us arose and looked at Ed and Ally; Ed's cock remained buried in her pussy, an erotic sight to be sure. I went and shared a kiss with Ally that communicated passion and longing. I kissed my fingertips and then touched Ed's lips. He looked pleased with the attention. Carl and I collected our clothing and disappeared into the house.
To be continued.
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When I came downstairs the next morning, Ed and Ally were in the kitchen making breakfast. Ed had stayed over. The two had an easy and relaxed air between them. My guess is that they hadn't gotten too much sleep; further they both had that freshly fucked look on their faces.
"Good morning you two," I said as I swept into my kitchen.
Ed rose and came to me. He surprised me by taking me into his arms and kissing my cheek. He told me, "You blew my mind last night you know -- Ally, you and Carl. I don't think I understood what a 'hot' sexual situation was until last night. And just so you know I enjoyed every second of it and I'd do it all over again. Sometime soon, I hope." He grinned at me and continued to hold me.
I eyed him carefully then kissed him tenderly on the lips. "Who knows?" I told him and then kissed him again. "Maybe you should stay for dinner again."
Most of the others joined us about nine o'clock and we continued the script and film review, playing each scene over and over again, sometimes a dozen times as we critiqued it and also reviewed what video footage we had that might be used as a substitute for the sexually graphic versions in our original movie.
We took a two-hour break for lunch and Ally and Ed went back to his motel ostensibly for him to take a shower and get a change of clothes. They used every minute of the two hours and had that freshly fucked look again when they returned. Nancy and I were in stitches over how the two of them thought they were so cool in not revealing what they had been doing.
We worked until six o'clock when a good stopping point arrived in our review. Carl broke out some cocktails again, enlisting Ally's help while Ed and I again sat on the patio and talked. The evening had perfect temperature and a light breeze.
"So, Ed," I asked, "Are you a complete person?"
"Hummm," he said. "Another deep question to ponder. Do you have areas you'd like me to specifically address that define a complete person?"
"You answer anyway you feel you want to?" I said, refusing his counter question.
"OK," he said accepting the challenge. Ally arrived about that time bringing me a glass of wine. She sat beside me on the chaise and we both looked at Ed.
Ed began again, "OK, to be a complete person you have to be well rounded and competent in a number of different areas of your life." He sipped the wine that Ally had brought him then said, "The following areas of your life might cover the landscape: family and other relationships, your spiritual side, certainly your work or career, health and fitness, intellectual pursuits -- things that expand your mind, recreation and fun, and I guess what motivates you."
"That's an impressive list right off the top, Ed," I told him. "How do you do in each area?" Ally looked on with great interest.
He began, "I have a good relationship with my parents and brother. We talk a lot and share our activities. I don't have anyone really special in my life but I have some close friends. I feel this might be changing because of this trip, however." He winked at Ally and me.
"My career side you know about. I'm trying to get this business going. My spiritual side I sort of ignore for now but every now and then I get going on a book with that focus or get in touch with my inner self. I'm into Esther Hicks right now. I'd like to start meditating but I'm not sure how to start or what to do besides sitting quietly in a place of beauty and just being."
"I think I eat healthy; my mom raised me with good eating habits. I try to run four times a week and I really like golf and tennis, although you got me interested in swimming last night." Again he had that impish wink. "Intellectually I guess I'd say I'm curious about everything and how it works. I like the arts but don't get to enjoy them enough. I think I'm a fun loving guy. When I get the Sunday paper, I read the comics first."
Ed finished up by adding, "When it comes to what motivates me, I guess it's making a difference in some way. Right now, with our business, I'm trying to bring pleasure to millions of people with some entertainment they might not otherwise see. I also like having a cause of some kind to rally behind, but right now I'm sort of thin on causes."
He paused and said, "Does that come close to answering your question? I know I should have some goals in each area but I haven't had time to think about setting any. I've been pretty centered on Sundance Enterprises and not much else to be honest about things."
I congratulated him on a very thoughtful answer and told him some of my own thinking in each area. Ally jumped into the conversation and talked about her aspirations and feelings about becoming a 'complete' person. As we talked the sun disappeared and soon the four of us were all but sitting in the dark talking about having an impact on life and society.
By this time two pizzas and some salads that Carl had ordered arrived as our dinner. We continued talking as we ate on the patio. Carl made sure our wine glasses remained serviced. After dinner we sat and talked in the dim light that filtered out from inside the house.
Carl eventually went in and brought out some after dinner drinks. Ally and I opted for Grand Marnier and Ed and Carl for Benedictine and Brandy. Carl carefully poured the drinks into the demitasses and passed them out to us.
I raised my glass in a toast, "To success with these films." Everyone said 'here, here' and we sipped our drink.
Ed came and sat beside me. He leaned in and took a sip of my liqueur then leaned in to kiss me. I didn't understand but moved in for our kiss. Just after our lips met, his tongue worked its way into my mouth and then Ed jetted the sip of liqueur he'd taken from his mouth to mine. We finished our kiss with a lot more tongue.
"Oh, my God that's so sexy," I told him as we broke our kiss. "Do it to Ally too."
Ed took a sip of Ally's liqueur then moved into kiss her. He jetted the warm, smooth liquid into her mouth. You could almost see her defenses and resistance melt away as she hugged him in their kiss.
Ally finally broke from the kiss and turned to us, "Oh, my that's nice. It makes me want to do all sorts of sexually nasty things. Is anyone else interested?"
We all raised our hands.
She then asked, "I need a buddy to swim with. Any takers?" She stood and pulled her top over her head. Her ample breasts popped into view since she wore no bra.
Carl stood and said, "I'm in." He started to strip as Ally finished and went to the pool's edge. Before she had a chance to dive in, Carl rushed her, pushing her ahead of him into the water. The two screamed with excitement as they plunged, laughing and giggling into the water.
Ed and I looked at each other then stood and peeled our clothing off. Ed said, "Did I tell you that you have a beautiful body? I love how you look. Ally too. You're both so ... gorgeous."
I went to Ed and pressed my naked body against his. "Thank you," I said quietly and kissed him passionately.
Ed broke the mood by picking me up and walking to the edge of the pool. He stepped in the deep end carrying me and we both sank to the bottom yelling our excitement.
We all swam around a little enjoying the water and talking in low voices to each other.
When I passed near Ally, I asked her in a whisper, "Can we do a foursome? I'd like to try Ed. I feel a connection with him after our conversations."
Ally grinned at me then swam into my arms and kissed me. "Of course, lover. I would give you anything in the world because your happiness becomes my happiness. Besides, I missed Carl last night." She grinned and pushed away from me in Carl's direction. I swam towards Ed.
I told Ed, "Why don't you sit on the side of the pool again?" I smiled lecherously at him briefly before softening my glance. He got the message and pulled himself up on the lip of the pool. I leaned up to him and we kissed passionately again. I could feel one of his hands stroking my breasts. He had the right idea.
Carl lifted Ally out of the pool and sat her right beside Ed. The two of them kissed and I could have sworn I saw steam rising from the pool. Carl moved down to Ally's breasts with his mouth as I saw his fingers go to work on her pussy. I heard the quick intake of her breath.
I inhaled Ed's rising cock and started to pump it with my hand as I went down on him. Nancy had taught me how to deep throat a penis. I practiced on Ed with great success; on my third try I didn't gag and I swallowed his entire cock. Ed moaned and asked rhetorically in a moan, "How do you do that?"
As I sucked on Ed I felt two of Carl's fingers go into my pussy and start a not too subtle exploration of my nether region. I liked this. I thought we should be filming. As I sucked on Ed I reached next to me and started to fondle Carl's cock. This worked well too. I thought we might use a scene like this in one of our videos in some way.
After a few minutes, Ed stopped me. He said, "Kara, come up to a chaise. Let me make love to you." He stroked my hair. I rose to face him and we kissed again. I climbed out of the pool by way of the nearby stairs and let Ed lead me to one of the poolside loungers. He helped position me and then spread my legs and sank his fingers into my pussy as his tongue started to massage my clitoris. I know I groaned very loudly as his pleasure started.
Only a minute or two later Carl moved the other chaise beside us and he lay down next to me. Ally moved into a sixty-nine position with him, her dripping cunt planted on his eager mouth as her mouth acted like a unique and special vagina for Carl's cock. They both looked happy and eager in their endeavors and I certainly had found some nearby heaven as Ed ate me.
Ed brought me to a small orgasm then moved up my body, licking and sucking on my skin and breasts as he rose over me. When we kissed he asked, "May I make love to you?"
"Oh yes, please," I whispered to him. I put my legs behind him and pulled him tight to me as we kissed.
He pulled away and stood, his erect tool standing from his body. Without touching his rod, he moved to align the tip of his cock with the entrance to my pussy; he then gently pushed forward ever so slowly. He sank into me and I had another small orgasm.
Ed started to pump into me at a more rapid pace. I could tell he'd had enough of the foolishness of foreplay and now wanted his orgasm as well as to bring me pleasure. We stared into each other's eyes, watching our facial expressions and talking softly to one another as he pistoned his long cock into my pussy. My plumbing system decided to turn on and as we fucked we both got wetter and wetter as my body produced the sex juices to lubricate my cunt and attract this male.
Ed told me, "I love you, Kara. You are such special and you ask such hard and thought-provoking questions. I can see why Carl and Ally and all the others love you so much. You inspire it in people." He made five or six very hard thrusts to drive his point home.
I talked back to him; "Well, you're pretty special yourself. I don't think you see this as a fuck fest. You see this as a way to enjoy and be close to people you like and feel special about. We feel that way about you too. Ooooooh, right there!"
"Thank you Kara. I want to bring you pleasure. Are you near? Can you cum with me when I climax?" Ed asked.
"In about thirty seconds I'm going to cum again. Is that fast enough for you?" I said.
Ed stepped up his pace and said, "That'll ... be ... just ... fine!" He made about five large lunges into my body and then came. I came with him. My entire cunt went into uncontrollable spasms of joy over the event and a wave of extraordinary pleasure swept through me. My cunt squeezed Ed's cock and milked every drop of cum out of it as it rested at the zenith of his orgasm.
He collapsed onto me and we kissed and cooed at each other.
In the meantime, next to us Ally had mounted Carl and rode him with great abandon. I don't think I'd never seen Carl's cock so big. Ally enjoyed every thrust and feel that came from Carl.
I whispered to Ed, "You know if I get you hard again you could take Ally's back door." His eyebrows practically rotated off his face.
"Really," he said. I nodded.
"Wait here," I told him as I pulled off of his cock. I rose and walked to the house. Just inside the door, in the drawer of a small table, we kept some lube for those just in case situations on the patio like this one. I brought the tube back to Ed and then went down on him. He tasted like me; funny thing about that. I had to work on him for a few minutes before he hardened up again; I'm sure he hardened faster than usual because of the visual stimulation Ally provided as she fucked Carl.
I finally rose and said, "There! You'll do." I handed him the lube and gestured to Ally.
Ed got up and moved behind Ally. He reached around her and grabbed her swaying breasts. "You need a living bra, my darling," he said as he caressed her tits. "I'm told you might like me at your back door?" Ally nodded eagerly and tried to look back at him.
"Please do it. Put it in me. We've only done this once before so take it easy. Use a finger first, then two, then your cock; that way I'll be prepared."
Ed stroked his cock then squirted some of the lube onto Ally's ass as she leaned forward onto Carl. Carl hugged her and held her steady; he told her, "Just relax. Think about how good this will feel."
Ed carefully inserted his middle finger into Ally's rosebud, pushing past the resistance he felt. When he reached the limit he thrust back and forth a few times. He then added a second finger and repeated the process, and then a third. This time he thrust more energetically into her body and held her open to his advances longer each time. Ally was cooing into Carl and back over her shoulder at the sensations he was delivering.
Ed finally pulled his fingers from her ass, leaving a gaping hole. He started to work his stiff cock into Ally's tail with some added lubricant. "Oooooh fuck!" Ally moaned as his cock started to slide into her hole. Ed worked at it and soon had sunk most of his stick into her ass. Finally he got balls deep in her. His sack hung down beside where Carl's cock penetrated Ally's pussy.
Carl and Ed started a slow rhythm in Ally, at first in sync then purposely in opposition to one another. Ally went into orgasm mode immediately -- she started having one long, uninterrupted orgasm as the guys stroked in and out of her orifices. She loved this. Her face contorted, but in the nicest of ways. Ed pulled her hair back in an almost painful gesture; I could tell Ally liked the domination.
Then I had a surprise. I lay on the chaise next to the threesome engaged in the double penetration. I had my legs apart and suddenly a female head appeared between them, lapping at my freshly fucked pussy.
"June," I blurted out. "What are you doing here?"
She rose from my pussy and said, "We heard you. Mike will be here in a second. We came to be part of this." She looked beside her and added; "I see you've added Ed to the fray." She smiled at the occasion.
June went back to lapping my juices and the cum from me. I headed for that orgasm place myself. I lay with my eyes closed enjoying the sensations she gave me.
Then I felt the tongue stop and a just as quickly a long and very hard cock entered my pussy. I love to be fucked by Mike. As he stroked his shaft into me, June came and lowered her pussy onto my mouth. I lapped up at her succulent juices, noting that she'd also been fucked within the past hour.
I heard Carl and Ed arranging their orgasms into Ally's body. A minute or so later I heard a lot of grunting and groaning. Ally screamed with some new pleasures again as the guys brought her to further peak she hadn't known about.
I thrust my fist up into June's cunt, working first a few fingers and then my entire hand into her. I rotated my hand so my knuckles would rub her G-spot. They did and June came. This turned Mike on and I felt him speed up. I wondered why we were all in a rush tonight? I warned Mike, "I'm getting very near and you're sounding like you are too."
Mike nodded then started summary jerks of his cock into my body. He summoned forth the last of all the cum that he had inside him that night. As I felt him start this ending dance, I allowed myself to cum. We exploded together.
"THAT is why the word spectacular was invented," Ed observed from his superior vantage point standing behind Ally with his cock still buried in her ass. As Ally lay collapsed on Carl's chest, Ed massaged her back in a loving gesture. "I can't believe there are six people out here making love."
From out of the darkness Sy's deep voice said, "You're wrong! There are eight people out here making love. We just didn't see a way to join your party so Nancy and I made our own party over here and watched all you guys. You're all better than a porn movie."
"I think I know some folks that are trying to create a porn movie that is better than sex," I jested.
We all laughed. Bodies uncoupled, rearranged themselves, and then lay beside other friends and neighbors in unusual combinations. A rest period seemed to be called for and we decided the evening still needed further exploration. I noticed that several of us were panting rather heavily.
*
Ed stayed an extra week. We all knew he wanted to be close to all of us and continue the lovemaking romps that became almost routine for our evenings. Occasionally he and Ally would disappear for long lunch hours too. They had a thing for each other, but that said, neither exhibited any trace of exclusivity other than their luncheon forays.
Carl, Mike and Ed scanned the rest of the excess video footage from the filming ofTrial and Error and were able to create replacement scenes for about half the scenes Ed thought should be replaced with more 'sedate' footage. In the process we lengthened the overall film by five minutes and we were ready to start shooting the rest of the replacement footage to turn our "X" rated film into an "R" rated film.
Ed reluctantly said goodbye to all of us and flew back to the west coast. We were all sorry to have him leave.
Carl, Ally and I finished blocking out the shooting schedule the next day, and the day after that we started videoing replacement scenes. The seven of us were enthusiastic about the new footage and finished all the replacement shots in ten days rather than the eighteen we'd expected to use. Carl and Mike did another editing magic marathon and in another four days we had an "R" rated version ofTrial and Error that we felt we could submit to the Sundance Film Festival. He burned about ten DVDs and sent a few off to Jim and Ed on the west coast by FedEx.
Jim called the following Monday. "Good news," he said to Carl who'd answered the phone and put him on speaker so Ally and I could hear. We were in the midst of a late lunch. "Ed and I finished a careful review of the two films yesterday -- both your DVDs - and they're great. We can see no changes to recommend."
"Whew," we said audibly so they both knew we were pleased.
Jim went on, "You guys did a wonderful job converting the films. Everything is so smooth; you'd never know which films came first -- the 'R's' or the 'X's'. Now, one thing we did that we hope is all right -- we'd sort of talked about it -- we submitted both films to the Sundance Film Festival."



"That's great!" I exclaimed. "I wondered if we'd have to do anything."
"No," Ed said from the speaker on the telephone. "We have some contacts in Sundance that will tell us whether they think one or both of the films will make the cut. We should hear in a couple of weeks. It'll be an unofficial opinion at that point but it will be a good indicator of what might happen when the final selections are made late in the year."
"Great. Keep us informed," Carl shouted.
Ally yelled, "We miss you guys and you should know we're starting on another film this week."
Carl and I looked at each other sort of surprised by her statement but let it pass for now.
We all said goodbye and hung up the telephone.
"What film are we starting this week?" I asked Ally.
She grinned broadly and said, "The name of the film is 'Love Strokes' and it's in a first draft stage for both writing and blocking but I need help." She ran off to her room and came back with a huge loose-leaf notebook jam packed with pages with post-it notes hanging out of every other page. "Here it is," she said with a big grin.
"What have you been doing, you darling girl?" I asked as I accepted her tomb.
"Kara, you inspired me. Everyone did. When we'd make love, I'd remember how it felt and the combinations of people around me. I put it down on paper. The storyline is fictitious but it is sort of the sequel toLove Comes Twice. Oh, and I started playing with 'R' and 'X' versions of the film as you'll see. I figured we'd shoot both at the same time rather than have to return and do a patch up at the end."
Carl slapped the counter with a wide grin and said, "There goes my afternoon golf game. I want to hear every word of this straight from the screen writer's mouth." He rose and hugged Ally. I did too.
"I am so impressed that you did this. This is positively amazing," I added to Carl's praise.
Mike and Nancy joined us that afternoon as Ally walked us through her script, talking in the scenes as she went. We worked through a not so fancy pizza dinner that got delivered about six and finished at eight o'clock.
"I love it," Nancy said with a grin. .
"Me too," Mike added. "A few suggestions we can talk about it all tomorrow."
"How do you want the critiques and suggestions," I asked Ally in a supportive voice.
She thought for a moment and said, "Naked and in the pool."
We laughed and I said, "That's NOT what I meant. Do you want a script review, one-on-on with each of us, all of us together picking at it, and us being blunt or soft? I think we all have comments but let me tell you this is first class and all we'll be doing is touching up the icing on the cake."
Ally thought and said, "I still like naked and in the pool, and I'll take all your comments any way at all -- bluntly or softly. I'm just horny after talking about sex most of the day. Can someone please volunteer to fix that for me -- Now!" We laughed again.
"OK," I said, "Every body into the pool." I picked up the pizza boxes and carried the few leftover slices into the kitchen. The room emptied and headed towards the backyard.
Several days later, Carl got Jim, Ed, Harold and our attorney on a four-way conference call a to talk aboutLove Strokes before we even started filming. Carl wondered whether to just do an "R" version, an "X" version, or do two versions of the film as well as how to release the next film and get the maximum impact on the DVD markets.
A consensus grew during the conversation to repeat the steps we'd done withLove Comes Twice, specifically do the "X" version, release it, see how the adult market responds, if the response is good release the "R" version and then market the hell out of the two of them. With all of us agreeing the call ended and Carl told us he felt much better about going forward with those legal and marketing hurdles clarified.
The six of us sat as a panel for a week and made suggestions to Ally who took copious notes. She'd disappear at night and we could hear her at her computer madly typing up revisions to the script book. Some nights she didn't make it to bed.
A week later, Mike and Carl broke out all the videography equipment and we started filming.
The second evening after video taping started, just after Carl, Ally and I had made love, I lay in Ally's arms who in turn lay in Carl's arms. I half-turned to her and said, "Ally, I want to do something that just feels right if you'll let me."
"Sure," she said. "What?"
"I want you to be the Director of this film -- the point person, the go-to person, the person that knows what's happening next and what it should be. I want to be your assistant rather than the other way around."
Ally sat up, "Oh, Kara that's not at all what you hired me for. I'm your gofer and your assistant not the other way around. I just sort of helped out by writing a sequel. It doesn't feel right to me at all. I'm happy this way."
"Yea, but you wrote this wonderful script and blocked it all out yourself -- just as I did on the first two films. You've been dreaming of doing something like this since you were in high school and even more since you were in college. Now you're doing it. You should lead your own effort."
Ally lay back and thought for a while. She didn't like to argue. Finally she said, "We can try it as far as the film is concerned but in every other way I still want to be your aide." She half-turned to Carl and asked him, "You're awfully quiet back there. What do you think? Don't you have an opinion?"
Carl pulled Ally to him and kissed her even though it proved to be an awkward position. "I think Kara's right. This is your film and we are your staff on this one. Think how it would be if it had been Sy or June or Mike or Nancy that wroteLove Strokes. We'd all shift around and become their assistants. No big deal. We just happened to get to where we are because Kara wrote the first two scripts."
"Oh, OK," Ally said reluctantly. She thought for a moment and then added with a grin, "Well, if the two of you are my assistants, then you better get busy. I need a couple of more orgasms and another good fucking before we go to sleep."
We complied with her every wish.
We did something else about that time that also changed our relationship with Ally. We convened a special meeting of the company board -- the six of us. Ally had gone off shopping for an afternoon and didn't know about our special meeting. I put forth a motion to give Ally a large reward for her screen writing efforts and another motion to elect her into full membership in the company and to issue company shares to her. With only positive discussion both motions passed unanimously.
We were all still in our living room when Ally returned. We called her in and Carl said in his stern voice that we had something to talk to her about. She looked a little worried as she came in and joined us. We were a solemn group and managed to hold our long faces until June burst out laughing; she couldn't contain her enthusiasm and went and hugged Ally.
The all turned to me. "Ally," I said, "we've had a meeting of the company board that concerns you. First, we've voted unanimously to award you a one-time payment of $100,000 to thank you for your work, for your script and as an inducement to join the company on a full membership basis. That's the second thing we want you as a full member of the company. You'll have equal shares in the company -- the same as we do."
Ally got all teary and said "Oh, yes. Oh, I love you all so much. You didn't have to do this. Oh I'm so grateful." She started crying. She came and put her head on my shoulder and I held her; she cried and smiled at the same time and all sorts of strange gagging sounds kept emanating from deep in her throat. We all gathered around and hugged and kissed her. We created a momentous occasion for her.
*
We asked Ally to write into the script some scenes in foreign countries. I thought it would be great to take the entire crew -- all seven of us -- to someplace in Europe for a working holiday. Ally had liked the idea and soon her script had scenes in London, Paris and Rome. I mean after all, a tax write-off is a tax write-off. Thus one Thursday afternoon, all seven of us piled aboard a Boeing 777 with a huge pile of luggage and technology and headed for London's Heathrow airport.
While we joked between ourselves about joining the Mile High club the crowded plane forced us to behave. In lieu of such events we took turns trying to guess who the sky marshals on the plane were, and tried to get some sleep on the red eye. Ally fell asleep in my arms as Carl held me.
We had a hotel on the north side of Hyde Park that I'd found and booked for all of us. Some of the rooms connected and soon we had arranged ourselves more or less to fit the small rooms. The rooms were so small we could not film in them. I did think we could duplicate the layout more spaciously back home so we took a lot of stills to work from. In the meantime we started wandering the City and doing film clips just about everywhere we went.
I went wild trying to keep up with the filming and accounting for every scene. Ally liked the various scenes and thanked me for taking so much of the coordination burden off her shoulders. We kissed often, of course.
We decided that several of the major dialogue sequences would take place down at Piccadilly Circus, right near the fountain and the statue of Eros. We spent two days shooting down there and finally got our few minutes of video with the right lighting and background.
After playing tourist for a few days, we took the high-speed train down to Paris arriving in the early afternoon. At the little hotel a block off the Champs d'Elyseé we took over an entire floor. After check-in, we immediately left to explore the City and fell in love with Paris. Where did we do the videos in Paris? Why along the River Seine with the Eiffel Tower in the background of course. We filmed for a day and played tourists for two more.
We blitzed Rome in a whirlwind visit and the taxi drivers amazed us. Carl made us have lunch just off one of the major roundabouts; he wanted to film one of the worst pile-ups in history and be there when it happened but the screeching of brakes and yelling continued as a matter of routine and no cars made contact -- at least while we were there. We filmed around some of the old Roman ruins for a day and played for two more. We were glad to have lots of playtime on this trip.
Unbelievably we were back home fourteen days after we left. Everyone took a couple of days to recover from the trip and then we were back on schedule filming.
Then Carl and I had something happen that stopped me in my tracks and also created a major disruption in the shooting schedule. My brother called one Thursday evening and announced that he planned to be in our area on business on Monday and he wanted to spend the weekend with us. He lived in Ohio with his wife and two kids. I was upbeat during the call and told him to come by all means, even though he planned to arrive the next day, in less than twenty-four hours.
My first thought was, "Oh shit!"
I alerted the others and we immediately began moving people, props and equipment to other houses and rearranging furniture back to normal in our house. First, we had to hide all the expensive camera equipment. I didn't want to have to explain an expensive hobby when we were supposedly out of work. Second, Ally had to move over to Mike and June's home temporarily lest we have to explain that relationship. Third, we had to back-up all the computers and lug the extra monitors and projection equipment to Sy and Nancy's to hide them. Overall it took us about four hours to return our household to a "normal" state versus a film set and production operation we happened to live in.
My older brother, Doug, is a hunk. He stands over six feet and is a trim hundred-eighty pounds, most of it muscle from a routine fitness campaign. He's handsome with a wonderful personality yet he does not look like anyone you would want to tangle with.
In spite of his appearance, he is a pussycat. He married Melissa -- the Pixie - about five years previous and they have two adorable little girls. They live in a development outside of Columbus and Doug is a rising executive in a real estate investment trust, responsible for managing all of the properties the trust owns. His trip to visit was a surprise for he didn't leave the Columbus area all that often.
Doug planned on visiting a new vendor to his company on Monday on the outskirts of the City. Melissa and the girls apparently had other plans for the weekend, so we'd apparently won Doug for the weekend.
Carl and I welcomed him with hugs and strong handshakes. He'd arrived in the late afternoon and soon Carl and Doug both had a beer in their hands and were sitting beside the pool. I came and joined them; pulling up a patio chair to the table they were sitting at. We were all very cordial and seemed relaxed.
Then Doug sprung his surprise. He waited for a lull in the conversation then looked at Carl and then at me and asked, "So how is the porn business?" I guess I knew some how in my mind that we'd get discovered; I just didn't know when or how. I shot Carl a glance. Carl remained very relaxed and looked at me to see how I wanted to handle this situation. Outright lying could have been used to advantage in this situation.
I asked Doug, "Excuse me. Would you care to explain that question?"
Doug snickered at his 'scoop' and started, "Every now and then, just to keep some spice in our marriage, I confess that Melissa and I enjoy a little porn. You know, a DVD plugged into the bedroom TV set as we push the limits on our comfort zone or play at one or another of our fantasies."
He continued, "So about a week ago I stop by our Triple-X Adult Film and Book Store on the way home from work and I'm browsing the store for a good film or two and I see this special display for two films by the same outfit. One film is calledLove Comes Twice and the otherTrial and Error."
Doug kept looking between the two of us but continued, "Now it's odd that they promote one porn film versus another because there is such a wide variety in the kinky tastes of the American public, so the display really caught my attention. Anyway, I ended up buying the two-video package. I remember the display had lots of rave reviews about the videos. I figured how could you miss with reviews and PR like that."
Carl and I both nodded and focused on his every word. Doug liked being the center of attention.
He went on, "So Melissa and I loved up the kids, read them stories and tucked them in bed. Now we had the whole evening to ourselves. We figure we'll make love and watch one of the videos I'd just bought and fool around. I pop one of the DVDs into the player and turn it on as we start to get into our ... errr ... lovemaking."
"I'm splitting my attention between what Mel is doing to me and what is happening on the TV screen,AND THERE IS MY SISTER GETTING FUCKED BY SOME GUY THAT'S NOT CARL."
I calmly said, "Oh, you must have been watchingLove Comes Twice to get to a love scene so early in the video."
Carl struggled to hold back a laugh and let out a snort. I almost burst out laughing except I didn't want to insult Doug if he was that concerned.
Doug asked again, his voice bellowing across the patio; "SoWHAT ARE YOU DOING?"
Carl answered calmly now deciding to come to my aide, "We are making adult films, and I might add that we are very good at it."
"What does being 'good' at it mean? You don't catch AIDS or some other disease?" Doug asked sarcastically. He leaned forward in his chair and now, for the first time, demonstrated that he was upset with the two of us.
"No," Carl said, "But you should know that we're very careful about all that. What being 'good' at it means is that we've already cleared a million dollars this year -- after taxes."
Doug fell back in his chair as though Carl had hit him hard in the chest. He said, "You're kidding, right?"
"Nope," Carl said. "To be more exact, so far this year our little film company has made almost three million dollars on those two films and off an advance to put both films into 'R' rated versions. We will most likely have both versions of those videos featured at the Sundance Film Festival in Park City, Utah in January. Being selected means the films will get another jolt of earnings and it paves the way for our future films to be welcomed in more respectable cinematic circles."
Doug turned numb as he asked, "Where's the other two million?"
I gestured to the homes on either side of us and said, "Our partners live next door to us. We are all in this together. If you watched both films you saw everybody in the company at one time or another."
"I'll say I saw everybody," Doug said, leaning forward again. "I saw all there is to see about everybody too." Doug wanted to ask some more questions but he started sputtering about where to take the conversation.
I jumped in and asked him, "So did you watch the two films? What did you think of them?"
Doug took a big breath and said, "After I got over the shock that my sister was getting fucked on the video, Melissa and I paid more attention. We paid more attention the second time through too ... and the third ... and the fourth. I just couldn't believe it was you."
He looked at Carl and said, "I guess I can say this in front of you and don't take offense, but I got the biggest hard-on I've ever had watching that film. Hell, even as we kept watching Mel and I made love three times; it was some of the hottest sex we've ever had. If she wasn't on the pill she'd be having septuplets we fucked so many times watching that film just that one night."
I nodded trying to encourage him to go on so that he got some his built up tension out of his body.
"Anyway after we watched it all the way through the first time Mel says, 'Put it on again.' So I restart the DVD and I get another hard-on immediately. This is historic. We maneuver so we can both watch the TV and see it again, this time paying even more attention even though we're fucking like rabbits." I looked at both of them and added, "I figure I can use this language around you guys and you won't be offended."
We both nod and I said, "Go on."
"So we watch the entire film again as we slow fuck right to the end and then we have another round of fireworks together - very nice climaxes. So, yes, I loved your video. But don't like my sister being in it. What were you thinking?"
"Would you have gotten so hard and paid so much attention to the film if it hadn't been your sister," I asked him.
I could see the color come up in his face. "Kara. I love you and I always have. But for the first time in my life you made me see you as a desirable woman and not as my sister. Every time I've watched those films -- and I should tell you we've watched one or the other of them at least once every night for the past week since I bought them - I've wanted to make love to you."
"Then why don't you?" Carl asked.
Doug sat back like he'd been hit in the chest again. Now he really sputtered. "You ... you ... you ... you mean ... you mean you'd ...I'd ... she'd ..." He couldn't put the whole thought together but we could tell he had gotten the message.
Carl and I sat calmly and watched Doug get his act together. After a moment, I said, "I'll go get us some more beers and some nibbles. Be right back."
In the kitchen I quickly got the refreshments together then I called Ally on her cell. I explained what had happened with Doug and suggested that she come over to be Carl's date, leaving me to deal with whatever situation developed with Doug. She chuckled sympathetically and said she'd be over in five minutes.



I took the drinks back to the patio and replaced the guy's empties. Apparently no one had said anything much since I left. Carl sat in exaggerated peacefulness watching the last rays of the sunset reflected in the pool; Doug remained in the middle of a mental tornado whirling around in his brain.
I made some small talk about the weather and the pool and then Ally came through the fence from Mike and June's house.
"Oh here's Ally," I said. I winked at Carl to let him know I'd arranged her return to the house. He winked back. Ally walked up to our group on the patio.
"Ally this is my brother Doug." I gestured to Doug. "And Doug this is my dear friend Ally. She assisted all of on the second film and now I'm her assistant for the one we're shooting now. It's the sequel toLove Comes Twice. It's calledLove Strokes and Ally wrote it."
Doug shook Ally's hand very carefully and he studied her. He finally said, "You were inTrial and Error -- towards the end. You fucked Carl and ... and you made love with Kara."
"Right." Ally said with a smile, apparently glad for the recognition of her role in the video. She came over to me and we put our arms around each other and kissed passionately. The kiss relieved some of the built up tension I felt talking to Doug about our business. Ally then went and kissed Carl. Then she paused and looked at Doug and said, "If you're Kara's brother, you deserve a big kiss too." She walked into his arms and pasted herself against Doug from groin to shoulder and drove her tongue into his mouth. The kiss lasted a long thirty seconds.
Ally pulled away and said, "You kiss nice." She stroked his cheek and went and sat next to Carl. Doug dropped back into his chair with an amazed look on his face.
Doug blubbered, "I haven't kissed anybody other than Melissa since we got married. Wow, what a 'hot' kiss! Thank you." He had a glassy eyed look as he ogled Ally.
I quietly said to him, "You could kiss me that way if you wanted to." That started his tornado again. Doug looked at me in a most un-sisterly way and went quiet.
I went and got Ally a glass of wine and added some crackers and cheese to the tray. When I got back to the patio Carl and Ally were holding hands and talking about next week's shooting schedule.
I figured I needed to defuse some of Doug's mental anguish. I couldn't change the situation but I could possibly change how he thought about it. "Doug," I started. "There are some things you should know about the group here that's involved with the videos. First, we all more or less got into this because we needed jobs and couldn't find any. Carl and I were in danger of losing The House -- we were just about out of cash and in arrears on mortgage and credit card payments. Then Sy," I gestured next door, "got the idea we should do an adult video."
I went on, "It's important that you know that we all love each other. We are not only best friends in every nuance of the word; we are also each other's lovers and confidants. We are also each other's business partners and spiritual advisors. Our lives are inextricably intertwined with each other in every way and on every level you can think of. This is not a swing club or a group grope that we get off on now and again. We are as serious about our relationships as you are about yours and Melissa's. We work at them every day and in every way we can think of."
"We share a philosophy about relationships that might help you understand where we're coming from and why the videos came so easily for us. For one, there's no jealousy amongst us, only the joy we feel when we see one of our lover's happy and satisfied. That even means between spouses. There is no sense of exclusivity or possessiveness in our group. The only tension we have is wanting to be with each other all the time."
"We are committed to each other's growth and evolution. So, for instance, that is why I'm working as Ally's assistant even though we hired her almost six months ago to be my assistant for the second video. This is her film and I want her to be a success."
Doug listened intently and nodded his understanding.
I went on, "We have a love for each other's different styles and approaches to life. We are really extended family. When we screw up we own up to it and we confront it; we don't hide from it. We believe we need to be physical with each other; thus, as you meet us you will see we take time to touch one another and to really acknowledge each other. Our sexuality is just part of that acknowledgement and sharing, and it is very important for all of us."
Doug asked in a softening voice, "So you almost have a group marriage here?"
"Yes," I answered. "One where we believe you can love more than one person and that Love is in such short supply around the world that we should share it."
"I know 'Unconditional Love' was the underlying theme in the two films," Doug said. He thought a second and added; "See I did do more than just get my rocks off watching them. I got the not so hidden message in them." Doug paused and asked, "So you don't care if Ally goes off with Carl?"
"Oh, I care a lot," I explained with a smile. "I hope they can find the kind of place they'd like to make love -- the ambience. I hope that if they want friends to join them that the others find them at just the right time and in the right way to please them. I hope they have a sensual experience that brings them to new and higher levels of understanding about themselves and each other. I hope their orgasms are mind-blowing and memorable. Yes, I care a great deal. I want them to be happy. In return I know they think of me in the same way."
Doug just nodded but he had a slight smile of appreciation forming on his face.
I asked him, "What kind of a relationship do you have with Melissa? How would you feel if she had an intimate relationship with someone she cared about? What would she say if you had a relationship with one of us?"
"Oh, those are tough questions to think about. We talk about it sometimes. She'd like to have an affair with someone she works with a lot. She's told me not to feel threatened and I don't, but I don't like her going off with her friend in that way. She broke it off before it developed into anything."
"Because you owned her?" I asked.
"Because I thought we were committed to each other," he said.
"So commitment meant ownership and exclusivity?"
He thought a minute and said, "Yeah. Mel and I keep bumping up against this point in our relationship. She doesn't want to be owned nor exclusive. She says she's more committed to her own growth and to mine, than even I am."
"Would it have been different if you were friends and you all shared the philosophy that I outlined for you a moment ago? That instead of feeling jealous and having your nose out of joint, you wanted her to have a fantastic experience with her friend and you even did things to help make it happen in a way that made it wonderful for her?"
Doug slowly nodded. He said, "It would have been so different. She would have been so happy and I probably would have been too -- in the end. Instead I made it all a messy scene that went on for a while -- I made it pretty intolerable for her and I guess him too."
"Have you talked about it since then?" I asked.
"No. And I guess we need to. With this approach it's so much easier to talk about relationships and bring things like this out in the open." Doug looked off and I could tell he was re-thinking the situation.
"Why don't you go call her? Tell what you've learned and what you're feeling."
He nodded and said, "I'm going to take a little walk down your street. I need to have a long overdue conversation with my wife, plus she wanted me to call after I talked to you guys." He grinned sheepishly at us.
Carl said, "We'll start dinner cooking while you're gone. Let's say it'll hit the table in about forty-five minutes." We both nodded at each other and Doug left. I could see him hitting the buttons on his cell phone as he walked around the side of the house.
As he disappeared Carl said, "That went better than expected. You've raised his whole level of consciousness about relationships and life."
"Let's see what Melissa has to say to him about all this. I actually have a good feeling about this." I turned to Ally, "Can you join us or are you plugged in next door."
"No, I'm yours for the night. Mike had to go up to his parent's for the weekend. June is out for the evening with a couple of her sorority sisters 'catching up.' I'll just run back and leave her a note that I'm staying over here so she knows where I am. Will I be sleeping here or there?"
"Sleep here in our bed as usual. Tell her to come over and snuggle in with us. I may be with Doug. I do hope to seduce him tonight," I said devilishly. We laughed and Carl rolled his eyes.
About an hour later Doug came back in the yard. I could see that he had been crying. I went and put my arms around him, "Is everything all right bro? You're all teary." I kissed his wet cheek.
"I just had the best conversation with my wife in our marriage and here I am a thousand miles away. She agrees with your whole philosophy and wondered why the two of us hadn't had the discussion years ago or even before we got married. I think I'm a little thick."
I nodded and held him tightly against me.
"I told Mel to find her old friend if it wasn't too late and rekindle the kind of relationship that she wanted with him. That blew her away. She told me that we need to not only love each other but also the others we meet. She includes being physical, I know; she's that type of person. And you know, for the first time I hope she is successful and that it works for her. I want her to be happy. I feel like a lead weight had been lifted from my shoulders."
I hugged him again then pulled his mouth to mine and kissed him. "Live in the 'Now, Doug,'" I told him. I pulled him towards the patio dinner table with my arm around him.
Ally had watched us. She came up to Doug again, this time with no bravado, she just wrapped her arms around him and held him for a minute in an 'Ally hug'. He held her. When they pulled apart I heard him whisper, "Thank you."
We sat and ate and let the conversation wander to a wide range of topics. We kept coming back to relationships but then would wander off talking about filming or marketing DVDs or the Sundance Film Festival, and then we'd wander off about Doug's job and the client he was visiting on Monday.
Clean up after dinner went very fast with the four of us helping.
As the last of the dishes disappeared, I suggested a swim or relaxing in the hot tub. Ally winked at me and I winked back. Doug said that a dip in the pool would be nice since they didn't have one at their northern home.
The words were no sooner out of his mouth than Ally stood and pulled off her clothing. Doug's mouth fell open; I swear a bird could have built a nest in the gaping hole. I also stood and started to pull off my clothing.
To be continued.
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As the last of the dishes disappeared, I suggested a swim or relaxing in the hot tub. Ally winked at me and I winked back. Doug said that a dip in the pool would be nice since they couldn't swim in their pool this time of year at their northern home.
The words were no sooner out of his mouth than Ally stood and pulled off her clothing. Doug's mouth fell open; I swear a bird could have built a nest in the gaping hole. I also stood and started to pull off my clothing.
Ally and I are very shapely women with fully developed breasts. I have a little more up top than she does, but we are both 'hot' commodities. When we were nude we both turned to Doug and started to unbutton his shirt and unbuckle his pants. Behind us Carl started stripping down for a dip too.
I heard Carl hit the water about the time we got down to Doug's underwear. He balked and I nudged Ally toward the water. She went and dove in, swimming up and kissing Carl as she surfaced.
"Now Doug," I said quietly, "I really need to see my big brother in all his glory. Not only that, I am serious about us making love later tonight. You need to make love to me for all sorts of reasons. First, you've always wanted to fuck a porn queen. Then, there's the learning and growth you'll have when I turn you any which way but loose. Oh, it'll also free your thinking about what Mel does in her spare time. Next, I've always wanted to be physical with you from the time you were sixteen. I've put this off for too many years." I leaned in and kissed him, running my nipples across his chest in a very erotic fashion.
"Wow, you are still blowing my mind. Carl won't mind -- he won't think us kinky that we're brother and sister."
"Of course, he will," I said with a smile. "But that's all right with him too." I ran my finger around the elastic in his briefs and then pushed them down his leg.
Doug's large tool flopped out into a semi-erect position in the open air as his briefs dropped down his legs. He stepped out of them. I reached over and grabbed hold of his cock and pulled him towards the pool. "Come. Swim. Love," I said as I leapt into the pool. Doug jumped in right behind me.
Ally and Carl were swimming around softly talking to one another, thus when I heard another splash I turned with a start. Much to my surprise June came up in my arms. We kissed and hugged. My naked neighbor had returned home, found Ally's note, seen us in the pool and snuck over to join us.
"You looked like you were having so much fun, I couldn't resist," she said. "And you must be Doug," she said walking over to my brother through the shallow water. June was nude and probably has the nicest, roundest tits of any of us. Doug's eyes were falling out of his head.
June put her arms around Doug's neck and kissed him. He kissed back and held her waist. She turned to me, "Do you know you have your brother all excited, Kara?" she giggled as she floated away from him and towards Carl and Ally. I nodded vigorously.
I went to Doug and again reached for his erect prick under the water. If anything he'd hardened from June's kiss. We watched Carl, Ally and June kiss one another.
Ally floated over to us after that and asked, "Can I join you two tonight or is this just a family affair?"
I turned to Doug, "Shall we let Ally join us. I think she likes you and I know I do."
Doug nodded slowly. He was having problems looking us in the face he was so entranced with our breasts. I think he would have agreed to anything at that point.
Ally said, "Oh, thank you." She pasted herself against Doug and the two engaged in a very passionate kiss. I watched Ally's hips start to move back and forth and guessed that she had trapped Doug's cock between her legs and against her pussy and decided to deliver some stimulation to him. He looked pleased.
I said, "Bring him over to the pool's edge. Have him sit up here." I gestured towards my favorite spot to deliver a blowjob.
Doug came over and pulled himself out of the pool and onto the edge. Ally and I were in front of him looking in awe at his erect cock. Even in the dim light filtering onto the patio his cock impressed.
Ally motioned to me and I went down on my brother. I slowly engulfed his erect cock and on my second intake of his rod I sank all the way down him in my new hallmark deep throat move. I could hear his sudden intake of breath as I bottomed out with my nose against his pelvic bone. I held the position and then slowly pulled off.
Ally immediately repeated the process I'd just done, deep throating his cock in a slow sensuous move. As she did I took one of Doug's hands and brought it up to my breast to encourage him to be more active. He got the message and pinched my nipple and rolled it between his fingers. I could feel the electricity from his attention surge through my body and go straight to my cunt.
As Ally slavered over his cock I got out of the pool and backed over Doug. I nudged his head back so that when he looked up my pussy was right there. I bent my knees slightly and lowered my pussy to his mouth. He quickly brought his tongue into action and soon the pleasure from his mouth started.
"You taste so good," he whispered to me at one point. I just ground my cunt into his face harder.
Doug brought me to my first incestuous orgasm with his tongue. I'd been psyched up for the event since I'd decided to seduce him. I loved him so much, I didn't care that we were siblings. Somehow he'd been transformed from the brother I often fought with as a kid to an object of affection and desire.
I groaned and moaned as the little wave of pleasure washed through me. Somewhere in my mind I thanked God for designing me so I could feel such a wash of pleasure and for letting me have a horny brother than happened to buy my 'X' rated videos.
After my little glow passed, I urged Ally and Doug to come out of the pool and to lie on one of the big loungers so we could "get more serious" about our lovemaking. Ally came up the steps and Doug hopped up from the side of the pool, his erection very evident; both followed me to the chaise.
I pushed Doug onto his back and before he realized what had happened I mounted him. I leaned forward and stroked his muscled chest with my erect tits as I sank fully onto his cock. I pulled up slightly with Ally in front of me and gestured for her to sit on Doug's face.
Ally knee-walked down the lounger from above Doug's head until she straddled his mouth. She gently lowered her pussy to him and I watched his tongue stretch out of his mouth to savor her sweet pussy. All of us gave out mighty sighs of joy.
I continued to ride Doug in our first brother-sister fuck. I relished having his large cock in my pussy. Somehow it completed a part of me that had been missing all these years. I even started talking to him, "Oh Doug, we should have started doing this in high school. All this time we could have been fucking. You are divine. I love having your cock buried in me. This is such a sense of completeness for me. You can have me anytime you want. Ooooooh fuck me!"
I drove fast to get Doug's cum into my pussy. This first time had to reach an immediate crescendo; I didn't want to delay it. I felt myself start to peak but opted to hold off until he came. Ally reached down and massaged my clit; she made it harder for me to hold off. I leaned in for a moment and sucked on her erect breasts. I noted one of Doug's hands fondling her other tit, rolling her nipple in his fingers, even though Ally's body covered his eyes.
I heard Doug moan a couple of times then a voice emerged from between Ally's legs. "I'm near. I'm about to cum," he announced.
"Then cum in me, my brother -- my lover. Cum in me. Give it all to me," I told him back. Ally shifted off his face so she could watch. Doug looked up at me with such a loving gaze, his mouth area covered with Ally's juices. Without missing a stroke I fell into his arms.
We orgasmed together. I felt the first splash of his cum coat the inside of my vagina and I went into spasms of joy. Our orgasms slammed into my body. Doug kept jetting fluids into me, perhaps ten times before I knew he'd finished. I carried all his fluid.
We kissed joyfully and I rubbed my erect nipples back and forth across his chest before returning to his lips for more kisses. Ally stroked my back and head as we lay there.
Finally Ally asked, "May I clean you both up?"
I said, "Of course," and extracted myself from Doug, rolling closely beside him. Ally came around the lounger and knelt at our feet.
Doug said, "Is she going to do what I think she's going to do?" I nodded just as Ally took Doug's cream covered cock into her mouth. She licked and sucked all of our combined juices from him. I had been amazingly wet during our fuck and, of course, Doug had emitted a large amount of cum in his orgasm.
When Ally had Doug the way she wanted him, she shifted over to me. I had cooled enough so that when her tongue reached into me it shot me right back into my orgasmic state. I moaned and clutched onto Doug with one hand and pushed Ally's head into my pussy with the other.
"Oh fuck," I said aloud, "you have the most talented tongue in the state. I'll give you hours and hours to stop." Ally paused. I said, "Don't you dare stop."
Doug asked me quietly, "What does it taste like? Do you like it?"
I nudged Ally and she took a deep dive into my cunt and then rose and snaked her way up Doug's body until her mouth came to his. He opened and she thrust her tongue and the fluids she'd extracted from me into his mouth. The pair French kissed and a lot of fluid flowed into his mouth.
Finally Doug said, "You know it's not that bad. I can taste you, Kara, as well as Ally from before plus my own cum too, sort of musky but not that unpleasant - erotic as all hell. He kissed Ally again and I watched as their tongues intertwined.
Ally slithered back down Doug's body, this time taking his cock into her mouth again. I could tell she wanted a piece of that action. I leaned in a sucked on Doug's nipples. He writhed and squirmed beneath us.
Ally moved up and mounted Doug. He'd hardened enough to make love again. She sighed as she slid her wet vagina down his cock. I watched my brother's cock slide into her with happiness for the two of them.
After a few thrusts, Ally said to Doug, "Will you come over me instead? I want you thrusting down into me." I moved so the pair could roll into the missionary position without breaking their sexual connection. Doug started his thrusts into Ally's body. She had an angelic look on her face; she'd gone to her heaven as the pair made love.
Ally's knees were bent and she pulled them each to the side with her arms to open herself to him to the maximum extent she could. She wanted nothing to dampen his deep penetration of her cunt. His body started to slap into her with a ferocious intensity.
Beside us I heard another pair of bodies slapping together. I looked over and Carl had mounted June. Her legs wrapped around his buttocks as she urged him into her with every stroke. I lay and enjoyed the sights of all my lovers bringing happiness to each other.
June got vocal and I know her voice had an affect on Doug and Ally: "Come on Carl, fuck me. Drive that cock into my pussy. Deeper. Deeper. Make love to me. Harder. Faster. Fuck me. Fill me with all that cum of yours. I love fucking you. Fuuuuuuuccccccccck meeeeeee!"
Carl came in June and I could tell she came a few seconds behind his ejaculation. The pair quieted in their motions and started to kiss and coo at each other.
Ally came once, then again and then again and then I heard her start to implore Doug to cum into her cunt, to fuck her harder. Then she got tender, telling him she loved him and loved me. Doug came and came and came in her pussy. Ally said, "Oh my God, I can feel you filling me - so much cum flooding into me. I love it. Cum in me more. More."
Doug slowly lowered himself and he and Ally kissed passionately. He then pulled me closed to the pair and the two of us also kissed. We made a comfortable trio and I felt glad Doug found comfort and security in his relationship with Melissa to make love to the two of us.
Doug said, "I can't believe I just fucked two of the most beautiful women in the world." He glanced over at Carl and June and added, "And from the corner of my eye watched two more beautiful people making love. I'll never be able to go back home."
"Why don't you move down here," I said in a teasing voice. "Then Melissa could join us. We'd all love her too."
Doug said, "Now there's an interesting idea. I'll ask her tomorrow."
We lay together for about half an hour occasionally talking about what had happened and how we felt -- not so much the physical warmth we felt but the emotions we were feeling. I particularly wanted Doug to hear how each of us felt about our relationships with our spouse and the others outside our marriage. He listened very carefully and shared his joy with us.
We also talked about the possibility that Melissa had connected with her old friend that evening and was making love with him at the same time we had climaxed. Doug found this an interesting possibility and confessed that for the first time he hoped such an event was taking place.
Eventually the five of us went upstairs to the bedrooms so we could sleep. My happy trio took the big bed. Carl and June took a guest room with a queen size bed.
I slipped out of bed early. I wanted to fix breakfast for everyone and if time allowed read about a dozen pages of the script were filming. I was naked, our standard practice around the house first thing in the morning.
June appeared next. I welcomed her into my arms and the two of us really got into French kissing one another. I always liked the way she tasted -- both her mouth and her pussy. June lowered a hand to my pussy and started to stroke my clitoris.
"Oh June," I said with a sigh, "Are you sure? I mean ..." She kissed me again and pulled me into the living room. In seconds we were in a classic sixty-nine. Neither of us had showered since our sex sessions the night before. Thus, I could taste not only June but also Carl as my tongue and fingers tried to bring her to orgasm.
"I like the way you taste," June told me. "I can taste you and also your brother. You're so wet. And you are touching all my pleasure spots. In fact ... you ... are ... going ... to ... make ... me ... cummmmmmmm." June came with a small jet of juices that satisfied my face and tongue.
I crested too and as June climaxed, letting myself push over into the pleasure zone. I let out a long moan and hugged June's body to me. She moved around and the two of us kissed and hugged as we came down from our highs.
After about five minutes we reluctantly arose and went back to the kitchen. We kept touching as we moved around fixing the breakfast for our house full of people. Carl appeared. He came and kissed both of us. As we kissed, he looked me in the eye and asked, "Have a little taste of June for breakfast this morning, did we?" I grinned and gave him one more peck.
Doug and Ally appeared about five minutes later. Both had that 'just fucked' look on their faces and I noted that Doug's penis had a sheen to it made with Ally's fluids. I almost cleaned him off but figured I'd better let my urge pass for now.
Naked breakfasts are always cordial affairs. We talked about the plans for the day. Since Doug knew about our business making adult films we decided to proceed with a day of shooting so he could see how we did what we did.
Thus, about ten o'clock Ally convened the daily script review in our living room. Sy and Nancy joined us; Mike was at his parent's house for another day. We talked through two long scenes: one an argument between three of the film's stars and the other some 'make-up' sex that followed the argument. Ally led us through the scene second by second, and shot by shot for the camera telling us the effects she wanted and how she thought we should act during our scenes. Her blocking skills were superb, so we ended with each one of us knowing what to do, how to turn, where to look, what to say, and so forth.
We broke at noon for lunch and agreed to start filming in our living room at two o'clock. Ally whispered in my ear, "You and Doug have time for a nooner!" She gave me a devilish grin and left with Sy and Nancy to have lunch; Carl went off with June again so Doug and I were alone.
Doug looked at me as the last of the lunch crowd left our home. He looked interested because his left eyebrow rose slightly as he looked at me, almost as though he said, "I am interested? Are you?"
"Well, what would you like to eat for lunch?" I asked Doug; quite aware of the double entendre I'd presented him with.
He looked at me for a few seconds, then said, "Why you, my darling sister."
"Then let's go christen the new bed linens," I told him.
We ran up the stairs, pulling clothes off our bodies as we did. By the time we were in our bedroom we were nude.
Our "nooner" consisted of my orgasm on Doug's tongue, a blowjob to bring him to the hardness of tungsten steel, and then twenty minutes of intense fucking during which I came two more times before we both came together.
I'd started to learn about my brother: his likes, dislikes and his physiology. Thus, it came as less of surprise when he flooded my cunt with what seemed like a gallon of his milky cum. I know a half-cup or so was the actual amount but Doug's emission volume far exceeded anything the other guys delivered. Thus, I felt like I had bathed in cum when we were through, a not unpleasant feeling when one is as horny as I am.
Doug surprised me by going down on me and lapping at my pussy after we'd climaxed. I let him clean me up a little then I suggested that we take a shower together. He liked that idea and I held a hand to my pussy and my legs together as I duck walked to the bathroom and got in the shower.
By two o'clock Doug and I were in the living room. I'd staged the scene according to my script notes; setting up little knick-knacks and such according to a photo we'd taken when the last scenes were shot in the room. Carl arrived and set up the camera. Sy, Nancy and I went over the dialogue one more time in a corner of the room. Doug watched from a chair corner of the room, trying not to disturb our concentration.
Ally set us up the way she'd envisioned the scene, Carl did a short camera and light test, then I held the mandatory page in front of the camera to identify the scene and script reference for later when Carl and Mike edited the tape on the computer. Ally said 'Roll 'em," and we started acting.
We did three takes of the argument scene, each time we were more spontaneous and better before the camera. We'd probably use the third video clip in the final production.
Then the next scene turned to our bedroom. I'd tried to stage the scene after Doug and I had finished but there were a few details I needed to work on. I attended to these details with my photos from two days prior as Carl set up the camera again; Ally studied her script and notes; Sy and Nancy were reviewing the dialogue and action steps quietly together.



"I want you naked and on the bed," Ally said to me -- a slight grin at the corners of her mouth betrayed the fact that she had other suppressed motivations.
"Sy, you start from over there and Nancy from here. Sy, remember you're still a little miffed at losing the argument so be curt with Nancy. Aim your affections more at Kara. Lastly, Carl pick-up the bed scene from down here about halfway through the fuck scene -- if you need to stop to move the camera let us know. I want to see Kara's beautiful backend at least at this angle while Sy's cock is buried in her pussy. This angle should get that."
We positioned ourselves and this time Ally held the identifier page in front of the camera then said, "Roll 'em."
I had remained horny from lunch. My motto seemed to be 'One good fuck deserves another,' thus I wanted to fuck more; so as we got into the scene I welcomed Sy's swelling cock and a chance to make love again. Nancy flopped down on the bed beside us supposedly still mad at Sy. She looked pissed.
I sucked on Sy for a couple of minutes as Carl moved in with the camera for a couple of close-ups. He nodded his approval as he pulled back with the camera to encompass the entire scene. Sy's hard and erect cock filled my hand as I masturbated him and then led his cock to the entrance to my vagina.
Sy pushed into me and I went into my little corner of heaven, sighing and breathing heavily as he started to pump into me. I responded naturally to the wonderful penetration, ignoring the camera and the other people in the room. I just wanted to make Sy cum and be happy, cuming myself along the way.
We fucked for twenty minutes in a variety of positions. Every now and then I felt Nancy's hands or tongue enter our scene. I know Carl moved the camera around during that time and also did some hand-held shots. I had two small orgasms again and then a whopper when Sy blew his load into my cunt. After that event, Sy pulled out and I lay back and squeezed my cuntal muscles to expel his semen from my cunt. It apparently worked pretty well; Carl was videoing my cream pie at that point. After a while Ally said "Cut and print," and we stopped our acting.
Of course, Sy and I hadn't been acting. Nancy who'd been stroking her clit as Sy and I fucked hadn't been acting either. She and Sy kissed with great passion and I duck walked back to the bathroom to try to vacate some of the excess cum from my pussy again.
As I sat dripping cum into the toilet I heard Carl announce that drinks were on our patio at five o'clock followed by a barbeque dinner. I felt joy that we could all be together again and particularly glad that Sy and Nancy would be joining us. Even though we'd acted through an argument I wanted to be sure there were no lasting effects.
To have some sense of propriety for cocktails I put on my bikini bottoms and an old shirt. Instead of buttoning the shirt, I tied the shirttails together just below my breasts creating a sexy and revealing look. I wanted to be sure I got laid tonight.
At four-thirty I started to prepare the fixings for our cookout. Carl and Ally helped out. Doug sat on the patio having a long cell phone conversation with his wife Melissa. I watched closely, glad to see him smiling a lot and even laughing. I had encouraged him to tell her about our lovemaking and about Ally before he built up guilt feelings and felt reluctant to talk about the event. After he'd been on the phone about almost an hour, he hung up and came and joined us.
"Is everything all right?" I asked.
"Better than OK," Doug said. "After we talked last night, Mel said she called her old friend. He came over and they talked for three hours and then made love. Mel is so happy with me, with life, with us and with her love, not just that they'd reconnected but also that the two of us were talking and sharing experiences. She told me she could hardly wait for me to come home. We even talked about a threesome and then some."
"Did you tell her what we did?"
"I did, in great detail. I even got a woody talking to her as I described it. I told her you'd said she should come down her and play too. Mel liked the sound of that and said she thought she could get away a couple of weeks from now or at Thanksgiving if that works for you. She told me she wanted to be in a porn film too. Imagine that. My wife in a porn film."
I said, "Oh, I can imagine that very well. Look at your sister. In my wildest fantasies I wouldn't have imagined this a year ago. Now I thank the universe about what we've all discovered and what I've learned about myself."
After we cleaned up dinner, we had 'pool sex.' Those activities went on from deep dusk until almost midnight. Sy and Nancy snuck home through the fence in their birthday suits. Doug and June took the guest room, both apparently ready for one more coupling before they slept. Carl, Ally and I snuggled into the large bed and were asleep in seconds. It had been a strenuous evening.
The next day, Sunday, Ally and I went grocery shopping and ran a few errands. June disappeared to tend to things in her house. Carl took Doug under his wing to show him how he uploaded the videos from the camera to the large computers and then did some editing. Things were reasonably back to normal.
We swam in the pool and hung around the patio the rest of the afternoon. The warm weather held a hint of autumn in the air. We paired off again in the evening, shifting pairs partway through our lovemaking. I slept with Doug while Ally slept with Carl. Doug and I awoke in the middle of the night and made love one last time before his departure. We were very tender with each other, enjoying every erotic nuance of our coupling. We were building memories to savor in the time before we met again.
Monday, Doug disappeared to conduct his day of business and then fly back to Ohio. I wondered about Doug's enlightenment and Mel's newfound freedom. I hoped the two of them would come back in a few weeks and that the transformation of their relationship would last. If the timing for their visit worked right, it would be right before Thanksgiving and we could create some kind of family "do" around the visit.
As the day went on, we got back on schedule with filming and editing our third film -- Love Stokes. Things seemed to be moving rapidly and we shot scene after scene in rapid succession.
At the end of the week Ally and I met alone just to talk. She confirmed that we might finish in two more weeks.
I said, "That'd be great because we could take the entire month from Thanksgiving to New Years off and do nothing but play and shop. I have no winter clothes for the Festival."
I'd never talked to Ally about her family. I picked up a comment here and there and knew she had a sister somewhere but she'd never mentioned 'home' or her parents. I figured she'd talk about it when she was ready but that day I forgot my resolution and asked."
"What are your plans over the holiday, Ally? Can you stay with us or will you go home and see your relatives?"
Ally dissolved into tears almost instantly. I knew I'd inadvertently touched an open wound. I went and held her, now having enough sense to keep my mouth shut. I kissed and stroked her beautiful long hair as I held her.
Ally cried for a few moments and then obviously started to try to get control of herself. I continued to hold her. Things got very quiet for a while. I wondered if she went to sleep for I couldn't see her face the way I held her.
Ally's small voice said, "I can't go home, at least not now. I need to be here. This is so different, so loving compared to home. This is the best." She sobbed again.
"Anything you want to share? Whenever you're ready I'm here for you. We all are."
A minute went by. Ally sniffled then said briefly, "It's a family thing. I'm sort of an outcast and have been for a couple of years. That's why I came down here -- to get away from them, and their friends, and the whole scene. They're a 'holier than thou' group that feels it is their duty to judge other people and tell them how to behave and live their lives. They keep thumping the Bible to make their points. It all got too heavy, I rebelled, moved out, got a boyfriend, moved in with him, got royally embarrassed by the lot of them -- even my boyfriend, and so I moved away completely. They don't even know where I am and I'd like to keep it that way for a long time."
"I'm so sorry," I said. I hugged her.
She went on, "I found you, Carl and everybody my second week here looking for a job. I'd found a warm friendly waterfall to stand in with all of you and how you thought about life. I realized your philosophy about love and life was exactly what I'd been looking for all my life. You honor the individual. You're not oppressive; you're liberating and open-minded. You want to know why I've adopted you guys so willingly, that's why. This is the family I'd always wished I'd had."
I told her, "Our values, at least some of them, would be very controversial to a lot of people. Our open sexual mores are not everyone's cup of tea. I'm sure as we get 'discovered' by our more distant neighbors for what we've been doing -- the videos -- that we'll get shunned and probably even asked to move away. I try to be realistic about this and how it'll end up."
"Well, if you go I want to go with you. I hope you don't mind my dependency on you so much. You're a great role model but more than that you're showing me how to live a wonderful life in this screwed up world." Another tear rolled down Ally's cheek. I leaned in and kissed it away.
"Ally, I love you. I want you with me all the time. This isn't a casual ending to a letter -- like 'Love, Kara.' I mean I love you with all my heart and all my soul. We're soul mates. You're my alter ego and are closer to me sometimes than I am to myself. Carl feels the same way; I know, we've talked about how close we feel to you and how much a part of our lives you've become. Now I sort of know part of the 'why'. You're part of 'us' my love." I kissed her eyelids and held her again.
"Relationships are tough," I told Ally. "Not every relationship will go as you wish, even ours will bother you some times. You've seen Carl and me have a moment every now and then, when we disagree or have a hiccup. Just be realistic about this. We're two imperfect people and it's unlikely we'll create a perfect relationship given that." I kissed her again and added, "But we can try."
I went on, "As for your family, I can't advise you how to deal with them. Separation seems to be working for you now. Someday you may be ready to deal with that estrangement and we'll help you. Just let us give you the love you hoped to get from them."
*
Our third film got finished a week before Thanksgiving. Carl and Mike said the unveiling of the film would be when Doug and Melissa joined us and we had a gala evening for our entire crew and special guests. Besides, he said, he still had some minor things to edit.
I encouraged Ally to invite Ed to join us for Thanksgiving as well. He'd get to see the new film and be able to start to plan the marketing for the "R" release of the film. Ed accepted but wouldn't arrive in Texas until Friday morning since he'd promised to be with his family on Thanksgiving Day.
In Carl's mind that meant that the 'gala' and the premier ofLoving Strokes would be Friday night.
Doug and Melissa arrived at the Austin-Bergstrom International Airport just before lunch on Tuesday. Ally and I had driven in to pick them up. We thought this welcoming committee would be an interesting subset of our extended family. I had talked a couple of times to Mel before the trip about such things and clothes to bring, meals, and pick-up logistics, but we had carefully avoided anything philosophical or personal.
Mel is the quintessential pixie -- with tits. In contrast to her husband's six-foot-plus frame, Melissa is five feet tall. She is shapely but petite. My guess is that she weighs in at about a hundred ten pounds. Carl once said that half that weight must be in her knockers."
As the pair came out of the security gates at the airport, I ran to Doug and gave him a big hug and kiss and then repeated the process on Melissa. Ally stood right behind me then hugged Doug and politely hugged Mel in greeting. Mel stood and appraised the two of us.
"My God," she said, "my husband's consorting with the prettiest women in the country. I guess I better get with the agenda." She then laughed and we joined in.
I took Mel's arm and we headed off to the luggage carousels. She looked gorgeous. One of the advantages of being a stacked pixie is that when you wear four-inch heels, a short skirt and a tight blouse, you turn every head in sight. Melissa was having that affect on people.
The airport was mobbed. Ally held onto Doug's arm close behind us. Mel told me they'd ditched the kids for five days with her parents that were visiting from near Boston. She smiled broadly and said, "This is the first serious holiday I've taken since motherhood began. I intend to make the most of it too. Wait until you see the bikini I bought last week -- two postage stamps and a cork." We both snickered at her old joke.
We collected their luggage, retrieved the car and drove back to the house. I noted that Ally and Doug claimed the backseat of the car while Mel sat in front with me. We had an easy conversation.
Carl came out to meet us and help with the luggage. Mel had never been to our house and expressed her happiness for our investment. She went from room to room commenting favorably about the house, our decorating or a piece of artwork. She might have been little nervous. I gave her time and space to settle in and get used to all of us.
We had a late lunch on the patio and I could see Melissa winding down. Perhaps the glass of wine at lunch helped. Carl winked at me at one point. I gave him a questioning glance. A moment or two later, in an aside to me, he said, "I like Mel more and more every time I see her. She's cute. Natural. She fits in." I thought, 'My husband is smitten with my brother's wife.' I smiled because I actually thought 'That's great'.
The afternoon sun baked into the backyard and as we sat around talking Carl finally declared it had just become swim time - just to cool off. Everyone agreed. Since I already wore my bikini bottom under my skirt and my trademark tied shirt, all I practically had to do was dive in. Carl and the others went off to change.
Ally came back in seconds with her bikini bottoms on. She carried the top. She stopped at the door and asked, "Tops or not?"
"Not," I replied with my devilish grin. Ally gave me a big grin in return and tossed her top inside on a chair.
The two of us hit the water as soon as she came back out.
Carl came out next with his little Speedo bathing suit on. Truth be told, Carl's suit verged on illegal, immoral, lewd and lascivious. Ally and I had bought it for him a few months earlier. It revealed a lot and when wet revealed even more. Carl dove into the pool.
Doug and Melissa came out a minute later. Doug had a conservative bathing suit on. Melissa wore a bikini that left little to the imagination about her pixie frame - a string bikini that had a day glow pattern on it that said "Here I Am!"
We didn't say anything about our near nudity, just commented about how nice the water felt. Mel started in at the shallow end descending the few steps into the pool. Doug went to the other end to dive in.
I swam more towards the shallow end. There were some pool noodles to float around on at that end. Just as Melissa launched herself into the water, keeping her hair dry, I stood to retrieve one of the noodles. I'm well endowed in the breast department. When I'm fifty I'll probably have a sag problem but as I'm thirty, no sag, just lovely taut erectness to both boobs and nipples.
I retrieved the noodle, smiled at Mel and launched myself back towards the middle of the pool. I secretly screamed with laughter because Mel's jaw had dropped open and a little rivulet of saliva had dribbled out when she'd taken in my near nakedness. She quickly looked at Ally and realized she was topless too.
I got the noodle behind me and started to float on my back.
I heard Melissa ask me, "Kara, am I over dressed?"
I turned to her. "No, Mel. There are no rules here. This is what we often wear and we figured since you were close family it'd be all right. If you're embarrassed we'll put our tops on."
"Oh no," Mel said. "I don't want you to do that. I want to take mine off." With that Mel stood and undid the string behind her neck. The two little triangles of bright cloth fell forward revealing the eighth and ninth wonders of the world. She turned the fabric around her body and undid the clasp and tossed the fabric onto the patio.
Now my mouth hung open. Mel had a magnificent pair of breasts and the most alluring nipples and dark areolas I'd ever seen. Her brief exposure to the water had made her nipples erect. Now I know women aren't supposed to get all excited about other women's tits, but let me assure you that we do. I was excited.
Doug swam up next to me and said, "Aren't they great? That's why I married her. She's got the best set of knockers in the country."
Carl and Ally swam towards us, both looking at Melissa as she stood in the shallow water rubbing her breasts.
I heard Carl say, "Wow!" under his breath.
Ally's eyes popped out of her head. She said in a stage whisper, "I shall feel inadequate all the remaining days of my life." We all laughed, even Melissa.
Mel put her arms at her sides; "I love the feel of air on my tits - plus the water. This is all so refreshing." She splashed a little of the water up on chest.
"Are they real?" I asked.
"Oh, yes," Mel said. "Do you want to feel? Here." She took a couple of steps towards me.
I automatically put out both hands and grasped a breast in each hand. I could feel the nipples harden even more. The weight and balance of her breasts were superb.
I turned to Carl, "Don't you wish Ally or I had these?"
He nodded and diplomatically added, "But I'm very happy with what I have."
Mel looked at Carl and said, "You can feel too. I know guys like to touch."
Carl came towards her, his frame towering over the stacked pixie. He put out his big hands and grasped the two mounds, gently pinching and rolling her nipples in the process. I watched as Mel's eyes closed in some sort of ecstasy as he did.
Carl lowered his head to one of her breasts and suckled on the nipple and the large areola. Mel cradled his head to her, keeping her eyes closed. I watched her bite her lower lip as he created a little wave of pleasure for her.
Finally, he stopped and said to her, "I can now go to my grave a happy man." We all laughed to take the edge off the erotic moment. He looked at the two mounds and added, "I hope we get to play later guys!"
As he turned in the pool I could see he'd developed a hard-on at the sights and touches he'd experienced. His bathing suit did little to contain his arousal, even underwater. Carl turned and swam away with a big smile on his face.
We all turned our attention to swimming and frolicking for an hour. Mike and June came through the fence and joined us. Mike wore his little Speedo and June came topless, of course. Introductions were made and everyone just blended into the water together. The two of them also paid appropriate homage to Mel's chest.
Since we'd shifted to standard time, the sun set early by the clock. Thus, about five o'clock we all bailed from the pool and officially started the cocktail hour. June and Mike excused themselves and disappeared again. The rest of us didn't bother to change or add further clothing to his or her bodies; thus, we all took delight as Mel sat around displaying her magnificent chest. The weather that evening favored nakedness, after all.



Carl and Doug attended to the grill; Ally and I did the rest of the meal prep; and Mel just amused us all by being Mel and telling us about her life and work. We ate on the patio in our semi-nude state. At one point Mel's burger dripped some ketchup on one of her breasts; almost before she could respond Carl jumped up and rushed to here side assuring her he'd take care of it. He lapped at her breast with his long tongue, taking care to cover the entire landscape and to capture every drop of the errant ketchup. We all laughed at his antics. Mel encouraged his bad behavior.
We cleaned up quickly and then took some aperitifs out on the patio. We all gravitated to our large loungers. I turned out most of the patio lights, leaving on just some indirect lighting in the garden. This all set a nice mood for all of us.
Mel said she'd like a Grand Marnier. I watched as Carl poured her small glass of the rich, sweet liqueur. He walked over and looked at Mel and said, "I want you to kiss me in a moment and be open to a new experience."
Carl took a sip of the liqueur from her glass then sat next to her, leaned in and started a kiss with Melissa. I could see his tongue dart out of his mouth and into hers, in the process delivering her the first sip of the sweet liquid. She moaned as the pair French kissed. Carl's arms went around her tiny body and pulled her to him.
Doug sat next to me and Ally on another lounger. I could hear his heavy breathing start. Finally he said, "I've GOT to remember that move. THAT is so sexy and erotic."
I poured Doug's glass of liqueur, took a sip then held his head gently as we kissed and I thrust the liqueur and my tongue into his mouth. Now he moaned in delight as we French kissed. When we finished Ally came over to him with another liquid kiss.
Melissa told Carl, "THAT makes me tingle ALL over, my darling brother in law. If you do that to a girl, you know you've got to be ready for what happens next."
Carl said, "I think I'm ready. Are you?"
Mel made serious eye contact with Carl and nodded slowly and definitely. She communicated her intent to be sexually open that night to all of us in that moment. Mel took a sip of her drink then pulled Carl's head down to her. The two kissed very passionately again. They surfaced about a minute later and looked over at us.
Mel said to her husband, "You look very comfortable over there with Kara and Ally. Are you comfortable with my being with Carl -- for the evening?"
Doug said, "Yes. I want you to experience the love and passion that exists in this family. It's why we're here. We've talked about it."
Mel turned to Carl and said softly, "Kiss me and then make love to me. I can hardly wait."
I wondered how well Carl would do with the pixie. I mean she's small, and, well, Carl is pretty big. Observably larger than Doug, particularly when sexually excited. The three of us nestled on one lounger, feeling and stroking each other and watched as Mel and Carl on the other lounger slid out of their virtually non-existent swimsuits and embraced.
Carl already looked huge next to Mel. I thought how his cock appeared to be the size of her forearm. I muttered to my cohorts, "Oh she's going to like this. I can tell."
Carl slid down Mel's body and buried his face in her pussy. She had a small stripe of hair that was pure decoration. Carl's tongue immediately went wild in her pussy, an area of expertise he had built up over the years, particularly since Ally joined out midst. Mel pulled her legs up to afford him total access.
We heard Mel climax almost immediately. Doug said secretively to me, "She's done for the night but she'll continue to play."
I said, "I wouldn't bet on it, brother. That's just the beginning." He looked surprised at my speculation.
As I slithered down my brother's body, leaving his top end to Ally, I pulled Doug's swim trunks down and inhaled his partially inflated rod into my mouth. I heard him moan into a kiss he and Ally shared.
I proceeded with one of my classic blowjobs until Ally tapped me on the shoulder. "Look at Mel," she said in a whisper.
I turned and looked at the other lounger. Carl lay on his back on the lounger; Mel had assumed a sixty-nine position with him as she gave him a blowjob. Every now and then she slid all the way down Carl's cock, taking the entire thing into her mouth. Carl writhed in ecstasy. Ally and I looked at each other; we couldn't believe such a small person could absorb that much cock without seriously gagging.
As we watched Mel moved around and started to tit fuck Carl. She spit on his cock and slid his rod between her large breasts, holding them together to increase the stimulation he got from her efforts. She lapped at his cock each time it came near her mouth. I knew Carl must have been enjoying this.
I moved up Doug and duplicated her move as I tit fucked my brother. Ally started to talk dirty to Doug about Mel, me and what she was going to do to him in a second. I could feel Doug get harder. Doug slipped into his own ecstasy as I provided a new version of friction to his penis.
Ally tapped me on the shoulder a few moments later and pointed at the other chaise. I looked just in time to see Mel move up over Carl, obviously intent on a full-scale fuck. She raised her small body over his large frame and held his long cock, directing the head to the entrance to her nest. The size comparisons between his cock and her body were startling; even at that instant I worried about whether she'd be able to absorb his cock into her body.
She slowly lowered herself onto him as she rose and fell minute distances to help smooth the way for his entry. Gradually Carl's entire length slid upwards into her body. I think we could see her abdomen bulge slightly as his penetration became complete.
When Mel had sunk fully onto Carl's cock, she apparently rested, their pelvic areas pushed together. He looked over at us and said, "You won't believe this. She's fucking me inside -- with her muscles. Oh, my God! Ooooooh."
I could tell something was happening to Carl. Mel apparently had a hidden skill none of us knew about. I looked at Doug and he smiled lecherously at me and said, "One of her specialties. You don't have to move. She can bring you off just with her vaginal muscles."
Mel then started to rise and fall on Carl's cock, little by little, her oscillations increasing in amplitude on each withdrawal and thrust. Carl held Mel's hips, occasionally reaching up and fondling or pinching one of her breasts. Mel's breasts started to swing in sync with her thrusts.
I needed something in my cunt to satisfy the longing I'd developed there all day, what with the pool play and the eroticism of all of us being nearly naked most of the day. I lay next to Ally and told my brother, "Come and fuck me Doug. I want you in me."
Ally said to him, "And I'm next so don't spend all your time over there." She grinned at me and kissed me as Doug positioned himself between my legs and thrust his long cock into me.
Close to me, I heard Mel come again and a couple of minutes later again. Doug looked surprised each time. I orgasmed twice then urged Doug over to Ally. He changed position and plunged his cock into her waiting pussy as she layback displaying her willingness for his attentions. Ally came immediately and then started the serious business of fucking Doug's brains out. I lost count of the number of orgasms after that. There were lots more.
Carl did not last as long as I'd expected. One reason appeared to be Mel's drive to bring the two of them to some kind of crescendo. We could hear their 'love talk' as they fucked, guiding and warning each other about their bodies' responses to their loving. Carl finally said, "I'm near."
Mel said, "Cum in me. Fill me." And Carl did.
Shortly after that Doug blasted a very full load of cum into Ally's pussy. I'd forgotten the volume of cum that he delivered each time he came. Ally's cunt flooded with his juices, leaking out almost immediately even through he remained enshrined in her velvet tunnel.
Doug pulled out and I immediately cleaned him with my mouth. I did like his taste. Next I went down on Ally, who held and guided my head as I ate out some his excesses. She said, "Bring me some too."
I got a large mouthful of his cum and her juices and rose to French kiss with Ally as we shared the juices of their lovemaking. After that the two of us cuddled with Doug on the chaise.
Mel stretched out atop Carl on the other chaise; Carl's cock still buried in her cunt. I then had an idea. I crept from our lounger over to Carl and Mel's. I reached up and stroked Carl with one hand slowly pulling his cock out of the pixie's cunt. The pixie moaned at the removal.
I then briefly inhaled Carl's cock, an act I'd done a thousand times before, yet this time I savored a new musky scent on him. I liked it. Mel.
I moved from Carl to Melissa's pussy, running my tongue up each of her legs and stopping before I got to 'ground zero.' She watched me with a look of wonder; yet spread her legs to give me access. When I could wait no longer, I drove my tongue into her pussy, trying to extract every drop of cum from the two of them. In particular, however, I wanted Mel's juices. I wanted to savor her, to see what she tasted like, to capture and enjoy her sexual scent.
Mel had been close to the edge or she'd never really come down from her high. As I lapped and probed her cunt with my tongue and fingers she started to writhe beneath me. New sensations reached her brain; she looked at me with a delicious Sapphic look that told me all I needed to know about her sexuality and her preferences.
I reached up with one hand and started to massage one of her breasts. I held it snugly in my hand to see the volume it filled, I hefted it against gravity to feel its weight again, I moved between the two gorgeous globes to feel their consistency, I rubbed and twisted their ends to bring the nipples back to erectness, and I pinched the nipples and rolled them in my fingers to feel how her body relayed the sensation to her cunt -- where my mouth and other fingers were fully occupied. There was a direct connection.
Mel stroked my head. Finally, she said, "You're going to make me cum in about ten seconds." What did she think I was there for? I wanted her to spasm on my tongue, on my fingers, on my face. I wanted to know that I could bring my off sister-in-law sexually.
Melissa's orgasm arrived with all the pomp and circumstance that I could hope for. She announced her cuming and then pulled my head into her cunt with both of her hands lest I stop the tongue-lashing of he clit. Her legs squeezed tightly around my head and for a second I wondered if my head would break. She stopped breathing for at least half a minute, her head back, her back arched, her breasts thrust up into the night, and her body frozen in space.
I did not let up. My tongue kept lapping at her clit and the surrounding area. The fingers I had thrust into her cunt kept massaging her G-spot that I had gone to great lengths to find and memorize.
"Ooooooooooh fuck," she exclaimed. "I love this. I love sex. I love being pleasured. I love pleasuring others. I just want to fuck the rest of my vacation. Does anyone mind?"
A chorus of "NO's" resonated around the patio.
I moved up Mel's body until I could suck on her breasts, an act I had waited hours for, since I'd seen it done to her by my husband in our pool. They were spectacular and I also noted one of the areas that stimulated Mel to cum and heightened her sexual interest. I stayed there a while.
Eventually I abandoned Mel's breasts so I could move up and kiss her. As we kissed I whispered to her, "I love you. Thank you for coming and for sharing yourself and your husband with us. I love you both."
Mel looked at me still with that air of disbelief that she'd had frequently today, "I love you too. Moreover, I can't believe I've just had a lesbian fuck and that I enjoyed every precious second of it - and with my sister-in-law. I'd do it again in a heartbeat and hope we do it over and over again." She turned to Carl who had remained right beside us, occasionally stroking one or the other of our bodies; she said, "Right now, however, I would love to have some more cock. If I suck you back to life are you up to the challenge."
Carl nodded with a large grin and I slipped off the lounger and went back to Doug and Ally. The two of them had been watching my ministrations on Mel as well as lightly stroking each other's genitals. As I came to the lounger, I slid my head towards Doug's cock and started another blowjob. He still tasted of Ally, one of my favorite flavors, and in seconds I had him rock hard.
This time I wanted Doug's cum. When his penis had the consistency of wrought iron, I climbed atop his cock and sank my body down on him, collecting every millimeter he had to offer inside my pussy. I started my gyrations to bring him to orgasm inside me. Ally lay beside us stroking her clit and breasts in my line of vision.
Ally knew my motivation. She read me well. I watched as she kissed Doug and rubbed his body with her hands too. After a brief whisper she moved up the lounger and lowered her pussy onto Doug's tongue. As I rose and fell on his cock, I could see Doug's tongue driving into her lithe body, savoring her juices as drop by drop came near the opening for him to drink.
When I looked beside me, Carl had mounted Mel, his long, swollen cock visibly driving into her body over and over again. Mel lay on her back, her legs spread as far apart as her physiology would allow. Her large breasts swayed in tune to Carl's thrusts. On each thrust into her body, Mel emitted a tiny and high-pitched squeak of joy.
Ally rose from Doug's mouth and stood. I watched as her sexy body went to Carl and Mel's lounger and she locked her mouth on one of Mel's large breasts. I heard the extra squeak from Mel. Ally reached between the fucking couple and started to massage Mel's clit. Mel moaned some more. As Ally bit and sucked on the breast she'd adopted, Mel came again.
"Oh fuck," Mel said, "I've never cum so many times in one night -- not even on my honeymoon. Oh my God, this is fantastic."
Carl kept his pace until he announced his orgasm and jetted another load of cum into his relative. Both he and Melissa fell together and hugged, gathering Ally into their midst at they affirmed their affection for each other.
I had Doug roll me over so he could pound into my cunt doggie style and pound he did. Just after we watched Carl and Mel climax, Doug sped up and brought me to another climax. This time he jetted a gallon of his cum into me. As I returned to earth from my orgasm, I realized how much fluid oozed from my pussy. I didn't care, the lounger would wash off in the rain, but I did want to remember the occasion.
Ally came and cleaned us up with her tongue, bringing me to another orgasm. Ally and I put on a little display of affection for the others. We even pulled Mel into our duet and created a small daisy chain as we ate each other's pussies and fingered each other's cunts. Eventually each of us came. We would have fucked again except we'd worn the guys out and they needed recovery periods.
We parted and went to bed. Ally and Doug took one bedroom and Mel, Carl and I the master suite. I hoped there'd be more activity during the night and had not been disappointed when morning arrived.
Thanksgiving Day had the traditional division of the sexes. Ally, Mel and I worked in the kitchen preparing the turkey dinner. Nancy and June joined us midday bringing some of their own dishes over. The kitchen became a 'hen party' as the five of us talked and worked. We'd decided to dress up on the chic side but still a little sexy, thus there were an array of tight fitting clothing, plunging necklines, a noticeable absence of bras, and short skirts with nothing on underneath them that populated the kitchen.
The guys were solidly planted in front of the high-definition television in the media room watching football. Sy and Mike had joined Carl and Doug for the annual ritual. Occasionally one of the men would appear in the kitchen seeking refills for the copious amounts of beer they were consuming. Regardless of who came to get the beer, there were smoothes, licks, kisses and an occasional fingering of a pussy that took place. We loved it.
While we 'girls' talked, Mel told us about Richard, her extramarital lover and where she and Doug had taken their relationship. Shortly after Doug's return from his previous visit with us, Mel had introduced Richard and Doug over dinner at a nearby restaurant. The two men liked each other immediately and rapidly became good friends. Mel said, "Of course they'd like each other, they both love me." The trio had had one evening after their meeting when they'd gotten together and made love with Mel being the large beneficiary.
Mel said, "Richard is married and wants to involve his wife. He says they have an open marriage. The next time we meet it'll be for dinner again and we'll meet Suzanne. From all he's said about her, I'm sure she'll fit right in -- or should I say Doug will fit right in her." We laughed at her crude humor.
As we talked, Ally talked to Mel about being cautious about STDs as she expanded her circle of lovers. We were comforted to hear that neither Doug nor she had played around other than with Richard and that he had used condoms during their intercourse. She agreed that it was a time to be safe rather than sorry. After that serious discussion, we went back to more 'fun' subjects.
Thanksgiving dinner resulted in nine full bellies and one very picked over turkey. When we went around the table during the meal each of us had a long list of things they talked about to be thankful for.
After the meal, Doug stood at the counter and picked every scrap of meat off the carcass while the rest of us cleaned up. When he was through we were sure we'd have enough food to last until Christmas. The guys actually declared they'd watched too much football (Carl didn't think that possible).
We were all impatient anticipating the screening ofLove Strokes the following evening, but probably none so much as Ally. She'd made this video -- she'd written it, directed it and acted in it, and now wanted to see our reactions, particularly Doug and Mel who had not had a role in the video.
To be continued.
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Friday afternoon, Ally took the car and went to the airport to pickup Ed Mellick. Ed, our agent and point person in Sundance Enterprises, now headed the organization that would distribute and market the 'R' rated version of our film. We also had a growing friendship with Harold Winslow of Adult Films International that would take the 'X' rated version of our new video and distribute and market that in the adult entertainment industry as soon as we passed the video over to him.
Ally and Ed arrived back at the house at five o'clock. I noted that their arrival at the house occurred about two hours after his flight had arrived. I also noted that the two of them looked unusually happy and content, like they'd just made love to each other. I hugged Ed and kissed him and told him how glad we were with his visit as well as the fact they hadn't gotten arrested for screwing in a public place. He looked surprised and asked, "How'd you know?" with a shocked look on his face. I'd bluffed confirmation of my assumption from him. I laughed. Ally blushed and admitted they'd found a remote corner in the airport parking garage.
We had drinks and dinner and our guests got to know each other well. I might add that we were similarly attired to the way we were the day before in 'sexy chic'. After dinner, Sy and Nancy and Mike and June came over for the screening. There were lots of hugs and kisses for Ed again. They shared our dessert and coffee with us -- mostly left over pies and ice creams from Thanksgiving Day.
Finally, a little after eight, Carl announced that the show was ready to start. The ten of us all cheered and meandered into our newly decked out media room. Without thinking of the consequences I said, "OK, you can't sit with your spouse or boyfriend. You have to find a new mate for the screening. Everybody pair up." There were a few more kisses and hugs as each couple in our group split or found new partners.
Sy ended with Mel -- a predictable outcome since I knew he was fascinated with her large breasts; Mike joined with Ally; Carl had Nancy; Doug had June; and I paired off with Ed. We spread ourselves around the room, two couples on the sofa, one in each of the large chairs, and Ed and I took a spot on the floor in front of Mike and Ally who were at one end of the sofa.
Carl adopted a somewhat pompous voice and announced the premiere showing ofLove Strokes. We laughed and jeered until he finally hit the start button on the DVD.
As the opening scene appeared with a soft classical piece playing in the background, we all leaned forward. The first scene took place in London and we'd had such fun there. Gradually the scenes unfolded and blended, fading professionally from one bit to the next. I told Carl and Mike how impressed I was with their editing.
The plot unfolded and the air of drama and mystery Ally had hoped for appeared well built only moments into the film. I thought the acting and the camera work superb; we really did deserve to win something at Sundance. When we came to the first sex scene of the film we all sat back and snuggled in with our lovers.
I could hear some lip smacking and some heavy breathing going on but didn't turn to see the 'who, what, why, where, when or how'. I did, however, turn to Ed and the two of us made out a little as the couples on the screen got into a group sex scene that made every male in the room hard and every female in the room wet. I could smell the female sex scents, including my own, after the scene ended.
There were a few more dialogue and straight scenes with no sex including the scenes we'd shot in Paris. The plot unfolded a little more, now an illicit and torrid romance between Sy and June added to the film. The scene shifted again, this time to a bedroom scene with the main characters. As the camera caught the foreplay, Ed started to stroke my legs, running his fingers right up to my naked pussy.
"Oh my," Ed said. "You dressed formally. I didn't know."
I smiled sweetly for him and whispered, "You should have been here for Thanksgiving. I figured I'd let that thought fester in his mind for a while.
In the meantime another couple on the screen, Mike and Nancy, got closer and closer to actually consummating their love. Then behind me I heard the unmistakable sounds of finger fucking going on. Mike had apparently plunged several fingers into Ally in a big way. I wanted to turn and look but Ed had just sunk two of his fingers into my wet pussy and I'd become very preoccupied with enjoying those sensations rather than being a voyeur to anything other than the video.
As the couple on the large screen finally achieved penetration I did finally turn and look at the others in the room. Nancy had Carl's cock down her throat; he had his hand in her crotch and two or three fingers in her. Both were squirming in appreciation of each other's efforts.
June had impaled herself on Doug's cock, but because of her little cheerleader skirt we couldn't see the actual in and out motion of their union. June looked so cute and high schoolish in that skirt, even though she'd peeled aware her blouse.
Sy had peeled Mel's top off and had his face buried in the splendor of her mounds; I noted that she had his cock out and slowly stroked him in sync with his tongue action on her breasts.
I heard Ally say to Mike quietly, "Take it out the rest of the way and I'll sit on it. I need to have that in me as we watch this." With more rustling of clothing I heard a sigh then Ally whispered to him again, "Don't rush and don't cum until the end. I just want to enjoy your cock in me." I heard Mike acknowledge her. The couple in the video kept shifting from position to position as they made love.
Ed lowered his head to my cunt and used his tongue rather effectively to bring me to a heightened state of arousal. I didn't want to cum either; it would be too distracting and I wanted to watch the video; not that all the sexual situations going on around me weren't distracting enough, mind you. From the position we'd shifted to, even Ed could still see the screen across my body.
I pulled Ed up beside me again and we kissed. I unzipped him as the scene on the TV shifted to some more dialogue scenes in Rome. I pulled Ed's cock out and the two of us sat there with me slowly stroking him and Ed slowly finger fucking me. We kissed often and I kept getting wetter and wetter.
Several scenes later another long sex scene came on the screen, this time between Sy and me and Ally and Carl. The foursome again went through the stages of foreplay, initial nudity, oral sex and then deep fucking. Midway through the scene Carl and Sy changed partners with some appropriate dialogue. The scene was mind blowing and changing partners made it even hotter.
I said to Ed, "I want you to fuck me. I want to sit on your cock." Ed pulled back against the sofa and I straddled him; we both faced the TV screen but at least now I had a lovely big cock in my pussy. We watched the scene with Ed peering around me to see the screen. Periodically I would twitch or try to ripple my pussy muscles the way Melissa could. When I didn't know what to do I'd just shift upwards and come down on Ed's cock again, sometimes suddenly and roughly. Watching a movie with a cock buried in your pussy is very stimulating and erotic.
The movie played on and with each scene I watched the couples in the room approach complete nudity. Any pretense about our not fucking with our partner had long ago faded; we were all openly coupled, cocks in pussies everywhere I looked, yet each of us continued to watch the video.
Most in our party were facing the TV screen to watch the video, but Mel and Sy were sideways to the screen; she impaled on his large rod as the two faced each other so Sy could nuzzle his face into the pixie's tits. I liked having a sister-in-law that didn't mind fucking in public.
As the last sex scene unfolded on the screen the fucking in the room began in earnest. Bodies started to slap together and an occasional moan diverted attention from the video soundtrack.
I think Nancy came first pulling Carl right behind her. They were the tipping point in the room. Behind me Ally came closely followed by Mike -- a predictable sequence because Ally's cunt muscles spasm so nicely when she has an orgasm - no male can resist.
Sy exploded into Melissa who then came as well; I think she'd been milking him with her vaginal muscles as well. June's voice started a little staccato sequence of sounds that clearly showed she wasn't paying attention to the closing credits; I heard Doug fire off his rocks into her body.
That left Ed and I. He rolled me over onto my back and plunged his cock into me. We'd already been fucking, kind of, for over half an hour. We both wanted to cum and fast. Ed made it fast for both of us; we exploded together less than two minutes after I lay back. I noted that the closing credits had just ended their roll across the screen as I crested. I shrieked as my orgasm hit.
We all lay there or sat there, sexually sated for the moment. Carl struggled for the remote control and restarted the DVD. This time he turned the volume down but not off.
I said from my supine position, "Well, I liked it. I can see watching it several dozen times at least. I think it's the best film we've made yet." Carl and Nancy echoed my sentiments.
Ally sighed happily and said, "That sums up how I feel. I just want to personally thank all of you, particularly Carl and Mike for all their hard work editing and Kara for playing the role of my assistant these past months."
Sy said, "Great flick. I missed a couple of scenes but I'll watch it again -- a dozen times at least. My congrats to Ally and the editing team -- and all of us."
Melissa said with a touch of humor, "I got mauled the entire film by this pervert but I saw the whole thing. I personally loved it. By the way, I like being fucked while I watch a film; this experience will forever change my viewing habits. I'll always remember today! Wow!"
Doug said, "I couldn't have said it better and I want to thank June for being such a great movie companion." The two of them snickered.
June said, "I loved the film and, oh my God, do you guys know that Doug cums in buckets! I'm flooded and that's why were still together. He's my cork." Ally laughed, reached beside her to the end table drawer, and subsequently passed June about a dozen cocktail napkins. June thanked her.
Ed had pulled out of me and sat up. He became the last to speak and his opinion really counted more than all the rest of us put together. We all looked at him in our various stages of sexual completeness. In the dim light from the television I could see a serious expression on his face, then I saw it soften
He began, "This is ..." He paused and we all leaned forward. "... a great film! It will be a pleasure to distribute and market this. Depending on what happens six weeks from now at the Sundance Film Festival with your other two films this will either be a runaway best seller or a blockbuster. I'm not sure which, but we'll take either." He grinned broadly.
He went on, "I've been around a lot of independent or indie film companies, particularly over the last two years, and let me tell you that none of them have the esprit de corps, the love, the creativity or the persistence that you guys have. I know the effort that it took to write this script -- thank you Ally; to act in it with kind of filming pressures you put on yourselves; and to edit and piece together the hours and hours of video -- thank you Carl, thank you Mike."
Ed thought for moment and added, "A couple more things; I am certain that you will take the Sundance Festival by storm. You are going to be the hottest thing going on there in so many ways. No one else has two films in the running; you've addressed two sensitive and sensuous topics in award winning fashion. I think you should all be figuring out what happens after the Festival ends and you've walked away with the show."
He turned to me, "Kara, you especially will suddenly find yourself surrounded by media, doing TV interviews, cameos on Letterman and Leno, and a long list of things you can't imagine. Since you starred inLove Comes Twice andTrial and Error you should prepare yourself personally for sudden stardom."
Ed looked at the rest of us, "All of you should expect to be recognized on the street, talked about -- both good and bad, asked for autographs and interviews, and lots of stuff even I can't imagine. I think you'd all do well over the next few weeks to practice being interviewed, particularly think about the kind of questions you're going to be asked having done porn films that got turned into respectable indie films. Thank you all. Great job."
We maintained our pairings for the second showing ofLove Strokes. I really enjoyed another long fuck with Ed; this time we used a whole bunch of different positions and I allowed myself to cum whenever the mood struck. I love five-orgasm feature films.
After the second showing, Ed and Ally paired off as they went to bed in the other guest room. Carl and Mel took another room and Doug and I had the master bedroom. The others headed to Sy and Nancy's house. Even though we'd all screwed around during the screening, I managed to get Doug up one more time and we had a delightful fuck. I really loved my brother.
Saturday morning a scantily clad Nancy pranced into our kitchen as Doug and I were starting breakfast. The two of us were nude. She had a pile ofPeople magazines. "Here," she said with a big grin, "you should start reading these because after the Festival you are going to be in it, if not on the cover."
I said, "Oh, no, I think Ed's expectations about stardom were overstated."
Nancy said, "Oh I think he was very serious and right on. I think you, and we, should all be prepared for success beyond our wildest dreams. I have a really clear idea of what we ought to be doing over the next few weeks to prepare."
"Great," I said, "You can take over as den mother for our clan. Lead us where you want us."
"Oh this will be so exciting," she said. She waltzed over to Doug and shrugged the thin blouse off her body. She gave him a colossal kiss, taking one of his hands and running it inside her gym shorts so he could finger her cunt. He looked very happy with the whole experience.
"Speaking of exciting," she looked at Doug, "I would like to experience you before you disappear back to the cold north. Any chance we could make a date for later today?"
Doug looked at me, almost for permission. I said, "The day's wide open. Pick your time." Nancy looked pleased. I added to Doug, "By the way, you'll like Nancy. She's a hot little fuck." I snickered and Nancy came and lightly hit me in the arm in protest.
"Hey," I said, "You're the one that wants to fuck my brother."
Doug intervened, "How about we meet here after lunch? I still need some recovery time from something that happened about an hour ago." He grinned sheepishly at me.
Nancy grinned too and said, "Great. See you then." She picked up her blouse and pranced out the door as we watched her re-dressing.
I said to Doug, "She actually is a hot little fuck. You'll enjoy your afternoon."
*
A week later on a cool December afternoon, the six of sat in Nancy's living room while she stood at a large flipchart she'd bought. She said, "We did this where I worked one time and it really helped prepare for a presentation to the big wigs. What we'll do first is start by recording all the nasty questions that you hope no one will ever ask you -- the ones you don't want to talk about or perhaps even think about. We'll go around the room. Kara you go first. You don't have to have the answers, just help get the subject areas recorded."
I thought for moment and said, "I don't want anyone to ask what my parents think about our films. I know I've got to deal with them someday very soon, but I don't want to talk about it to the public. I want to talk to Doug about that topic too and I know most of us have siblings and parents scattered around the country. Another question we might get asked is how we were raised and why we went into the adult film business."
"Great," Nancy said. She wrote the words 'What parents/sibs think?', "How raised?', and 'Why adult film bux?' on her flip chart. She turned to Carl who sat beside me. "Carl?"
He said, "I don't want anyone to call us names, or ask why we like to fuck or something like that. Another no-win question would be how we thought about the institution of marriage or whether we're Mormons or some other polygamous religious sect. I also don't want to answer any questions with the word 'pimp' in the sentence."
Nancy made several notations on her flipchart -- 'Name calling/fucking' and so on. She turned to Sy.
Sy said, "Someone's bound to ask about diseases -- like AIDS or STDs, or even birth control. We've all been cautious and taken precautions yet I don't want to talk about that in public -- all that seems personal." As Nancy made a note on the flipchart, Sy nodded to June who sat beside him.
June said, "Much as I love it, I don't want to be asked about how I 'feel'. My feelings are private -- they're things I share with you all, but I don't want to share them with the general public in an interview or wherever. You know, like 'how do you 'feel' when you're making love to two men?' Someone might also ask us 'What's the best or worst sex we've ever had?' or some slight like 'Do you hire out?'"
Nancy made a few notes on her flipchart and turned to Mike. He said, "We're apt to get asked how we all got started with porn or with our group sex. We should be ready for that; a question like 'Were you all having group sex before you did the porno films?' or something like that."
Nancy made a note on the paper then said, "I have several items. Some areas we're apt to get asked about some social issues, like whether we favor sex education in schools; free love; abortion; online dating; whether we feel Brittany Spears, Paris Hilton or Lindsay Lohan are over the top -- or opinions about other porn stars; or even whether prostitution should be legalized." She wrote frantically on the chart as she talked. "A couple of others might be whether we use drugs or performance enhancers like Viagra or Cialis."
Carl said, "We don't need a position on every one of these do we?"
Nancy turned and said, "No, but we should have a 'pat' way of ducking the questions we don't want to answer at the time. You know something like, 'Well I haven't thought about that and it deserves a serious answer. Next question!' We just need to be able to deflect some of these questions or have a reasonably consistent position."
Ally tossed in "How about do you ever get sore?" We all laughed. Ally blushed.
I tossed in, "I'm sure we'll get asked about our next movie. We should be prepared to talk a little about that. Perhaps we should also ask Ed and Harold what to say. I think we'll also get asked why we did 'X' and 'R' rated versions of the same film."
We continued to toss question areas around and ultimately filled about five flip charts; Nancy wrote small too.



Nancy then divided us up into three teams and we allocated a third of the questions to each team. Sy and June were on my team. Nancy had each team go off with an assignment to meet back in twenty-four hours with their first cut at the responses to the questions as well as any new questions that came to us.
As we broke apart, Sy asked, "We're not going to have to memorize our answers are we?"
"No, no, no," Nancy said. "But if we talk as a group about the answers to questions in these areas, we'll be much better equipped to handle either that question or another one similar to it. I bet few of the questions come just the way you've stated them."
Our team met the rest of the afternoon. Sy came up with a great idea, specifically, to do some research on the Internet about how to conduct yourself during a TV interview. While June and I talked about our question areas, Sy ran home to his computer. Soon he returned with a big smile on his face and a dozen pages he'd printed off.
"OK," we asked, "what gives."
"I have a key word for us to think about -- 'Sound bites.' I told the team meeting at my house too. What we should try to find the core principle that spans several question areas and that might even be a pithy quote in our question areas. Those we might memorize and if they sum up how we feel about the subject, so much the better. In either case, thinking about them will help us focus. The other thing that's clear is that we should practice in front of a camera -- being interviewed that is." He gave us a lecherous grin.
*
Christmas became a tense time for just about all of us except Ally. Each of the six of us decided to warn our parents that we were in the adult film business and that we were presenting our first two films at the Sundance Film Festival -- at least the "R" rated versions of them.
Ally didn't talk to her parents and didn't care what they thought about her new career. She said she knew what their reaction would be and predicted it would be 'nuclear' compared to her moving in with a boyfriend a year or so earlier.
The rest of us grit our teeth and headed for our relatives' homes just before the holiday. When we were doing Nancy's "dirty questions" exercise to prepare us for interviews with the press in Park City, Utah at the Festival, we also tried to prepare for talking with our parents or siblings.
I had the only sibling that knew about our work -- Doug. I talked to him by telephone about how to approach Mom and Dad with news about their daughter and son-in-law's new profession. He asked us not to spill the beans about the Thanksgiving orgy but in return pledged to be at the house and back us up with vocal support about what we were doing. That seemed like better than a fair trade to me.
June visited her older sister that lived about an hour away to bring her in on the events that had so occupied us for the past year. She'd told her she worked in an insurance agency and now had to set the record straight. She became our test case.
When June came back from her weekend trip all she could do was smile. She summed it up in a couple of sentences, "My sister understood completely; acted jealous of all the good sex we were having -- and even suggested that she come and participate sometime; seemed amazed at the money we were making although I only hinted at our incomes; and effused about us having two films at Sundance and the possibility of our modest stardom."
She told us they had talked about practically nothing else other than our business, June's role in it, the films and what might happen after Sundance. They also talked about how to tell their parents, but her sister had no solid advice any of us could use to soften the impact. June had taken copies of the "R" and "X" rated DVD's for her to see. She said her sister got so horny she had to go off and fuck her husband a couple of times during her visit. She smiled and said her sister actually suggested they have a threesome or foursome on their next visit.
Sy decided he'd visit his older brother and family and bring him up to speed on our activities. So the following Friday, Sy hopped a plane up to Denver, where his brother and family lived.
Sy arrived back in Texas on Sunday afternoon and we all convened at his house to hear his progress report. He began slowly, "Well, at first he didn't take it too well. He's pretty conservative and much more uptight than any of us are. While he was sympathetic that we needed the income he kept telling me that I should have tried other career paths harder. I spent a long time trying to make him understand how we were about to lose our home and only then did he start to come around."
Sy continued, "I explained about the videos and how they'd been modified for Sundance and how we were considered by a few of those in the know to be an up and coming indie film company. He sort of liked the sound of that. Then I offered him a chance to see the 'R' rated versions of the films and we watchedLove Comes Twice. Our treatment of the sensitive subject matter and how we handled the eroticism blew him away - and of course my spectacular acting abilities." We all jeered at his last comment.
"Anyway, after he came around my brother asked to see the 'X' rated version of the film for comparison purposes, of course. So I produced that DVD for him. He popped in this DVD and we started watching. In that first scene where you and I are making love Kara, his eyeballs practically popped out of his head. Further, he had a hard-on he couldn't deny." He snickered.
Sy went on, "A few more steamy scenes went by and he hops up and states that he'd rather watch the film with Matty -- his wife. So we stopped the film and my brother disappeared with the DVD for the rest of the night. The next morning at breakfast, Matty came down first; she walked bowlegged but had a smile from one ear to the other. She gave me the most passionate kiss I've ever had from her and pledged her undying love for me -- and of course Nancy. She also praised our film making abilities - and my acting - and told me if we ever needed a bit player to do anything, to just call her and she'd be on the next flight south. She also told me she wanted to have a threesome or foursome with me and Nancy and that she couldn't remember being so turned on in her life as when she watched the film."
Carl said, "So how did your brother end up about all of this and did either of them have any suggestions about what to say to your parents?"
"Well Bart, my brother, came down and he looked pretty happy too. He even romanced Matty right in front of me, rubbing her breasts and butt. So I asked him if he liked the film and he says 'It has changed my marriage. We'd forgotten we're sexual beings and now we remember some of what we're supposed to be doing with each other.' He grinned and said, 'We did a lot of it last night.' He even said to me, 'Maybe you can join us later tonight -- Matty and I talked about it.' My brother!" Sy glanced at Nancy and added, "I've always had the hots for Matty anyway."
We all leaned forward. I asked, "So did you have a threesome?"
Sy adopted a shy little grin and said, "Yea, last night -- for most of the night actually. It was really nice. Now Matty really walks bowlegged and I've never felt closer to my brother and sis-in-law than I do now. They're planning a visit here sometime after we get back from Utah; they want to meet everyone -- both of them." He turned to Nancy, "And they particularly want to improve their relationships with you, darling."
Nancy and Sy grinned lecherously at each other -- perfect communication about the implications of his statements.
We laughed. Carl persisted, "What about telling parents?"
"Oh yea," Sy said. "First, I got to tell you that I reminded Bart and Matty that we have another movie to watch and they light up happy that they have further entertainment that night. That's what we started watching that led to last night's interlude."
"Now, about parents," Sy said. "Bart had a few ideas. For one, he told us to stress the positive aspects of what we were doing: how we saved our homes from foreclosure, how much money we're making; how we're breaking into the entertainment business -- and even that a lot of Hollywood types have had to pay their dues in the films like this. He even mentioned Teri Hatcher, Barbie Benton, and Traci Lords as three actresses he recalled that had come into the movie industry this way, plus there are more like Ashlyn Brooke bridging the gap into TV. Overall though, there aren't many."
"What else?" I asked.
"He reminded us to never get mad or peeved that they don't like our new jobs, and to constantly remind ourselves that they will be in shock for a little while and probably angry. He feels they'll all end up being supportive, particularly about the Film Festival."
"Bart also suggested we talk to our parents separately, talking to the more liberal one first." Sy thought for a moment and added, "That about sums up his advice."
"Well we sort of know the negative issues they might raise," Nancy said. "I guess it's time to start making the rounds. I suggest we keep in touch with each other. We can be a support group as we go through this."
"Do we all like what we're doing?" I asked with a serious look.
A chorus of "Yes's" came back from everyone. "I wouldn't change a thing. I love it. I found the real me. This is the best job ever. I like being my own boss."
"Some of our parents will say our work is degrading, particularly of women. They'll say we may as well be prostitutes since we're selling our sex, " I said.
"No, it's not degrading," June said. "Look at our films. The women triumph and are equal to the men in every regard. They all succeed. Plus there's no sleaze unless you just plain and out think sex is dirty. And personally, I've never given sex for money ... well, except the time Mike bought me that cute little convertible two years ago."
Nancy said in her 'little miss cheerleader' voice, "OK, so we make X-rated, socially and environmentally conscious films that promote love, peace, equality and disarmament in a way that has a low carbon footprint. That'll win them over."
*
Carl and I flew to Florida a few days later. We planned to spend about three days with his parents and then fly to Boston to spend Christmas with my family. Doug and Melissa planned on arriving the same day we did to add their support to our endeavors.
Carl decided his Dad was the easier one to talk to. After dinner on our first evening there, Carl suggested to his Dad that they take a little walk. The two of them headed out the door and I remained with Carl's mother -- Anne.
Anne immediately turned to me and asked, "Is everything all right with your marriage? I mean, I've never seen Carl want to talk to his father -- it must be about something serious or else they'd just be in the living room trying to talk over the Monday night football game."
"Yes," I told her, "Everything in our marriage is great, in fact it's never been stronger." I paused for a minute to think about whether I wanted to start the "new profession" conversation and decided I may as well jump in with both feet.
I said, "What Carl wanted to tell his Dad is that we -- and several other people -- have started a new business making adult films. We've done three now and the first two are very successful. We've been asked to revise the first two into 'R' rated versions and we've submitted them to the Sundance Film Festival and they've been accepted. They'll be presented to the public in three weeks. It's quite an honor and we will probably make a lot more money and certainly be more famous that we are now."
Anne stared at me as though I were a ghost then she slowly said, "Would you tell me all that again, I want to make sure that I didn't miss any of it."
I repeated my opening paragraph and added, "Remember, we'd been in deep trouble with our finances and were going to lose our home. Our new films saved us from that. We've already made a lot of money, and I have to admit we had a lot of fun doing it."
"How much is a lot?" Anne asked quick as a flash.
"So far, Carl and I have grossed just under two million dollars in the past fifteen months."
Another long silence ensued and Anne asked, "Are you a prostitute?"
"No, that's the farthest thing from what we do. I'd never do that!"
Anne thought a moment and asked, "What will happen at Sundance? I've heard of it -- it's prestigious I know."
"It's a film festival for independent film studios like ours. We present our films, talk about why we made them and the themes we were trying to put across, and we answer questions. The media and press are there and they interview us too and we hopefully appear on shows like Entertainment Tonight and Access Hollywood or get written up in People and Us magazines and lots of people run out and buy our DVDs or go to a theater and see them. The public sees our films and loves them, we make a lot more money, the world changes slightly and we live a long, happy and prosperous life."
Anne studied me very carefully then asked, "Can I see one of the DVDs? Did you bring one with you?"
"Yes, I did." I went to the guest room -- Carl's old room -- and retrieved the "R" rated version ofLove Comes Twice. I walked back into the kitchen and presented it to Carl's mother.
"Come, Kara. Watch this with me. I may want to ask you a thing or two about it."
Anne led me into the small living room and in a few seconds the DVD started to play on the old television set. I sat next to her on the faded sofa as the film began.
About five minutes into the film the first love scene unfolded. Sy and I were making love - having intercourse, however, the actually penetration scenes had been edited out and replaced with more shadowy versions.
Without taking her eyes from the screen, Anne asked, "Did you really make love with that man?"
I replied, "Yes, I did. He's a dear friend and I love him with all my heart -- almost as much as I love Carl." Anne nodded summarily.
Several scenes later, Carl and June were in a scene where Nancy walked in and joined them. Anne asked, "Did Carl have sexual intercourse with them?"
I replied, "Yes, they are also dear friends. You should know that later and in the other film I also have some relationships with them. I guess I'm bisexual, at least as far as they are concerned. They are also my lovers." I paused and added, "This is an 'R' rated version; there is also an 'X' rated version that is a little more graphic. So far, it is from the 'X' rated versions that we have made our money. The proceeds from the 'R' versions will start a little after their release to the public at Sundance."
"Are these other people in your company?" Anne asked.
"Yes, there are seven of us: three couples and one young woman that lives with us. I could tell you their names if you'd like."
"No, not necessary. Maybe later," Anne said.
I'd become embarrassed watching the film with Carl's mother. I became even more embarrassed when I became aware that Carl and his father were standing in the hallway behind us, also watching the DVD on the television. Everyone seemed expressionless.
I made eye contact with Carl and he gave me a supportive smile and a friendly wink.
I gestured that Carl's Dad should sit next to Anne and I got up and pulled Carl into the kitchen. "What'd your Dad say? What'd you tell him?"
Carl said, "I told him we'd started a business with some other people in the adult film business, just what we'd rehearsed, and that we had two films about to be released to the general public and we'd gotten chosen for Sundance and all that. I mentioned the money angle too. He took it all in without too much reaction so far. How about you?"
"Pretty much the same," I told Carl. "You mother asked if I'd been a prostitute and also about the stability of our marriage." Carl nodded. "She asked to see the video. It's the 'R' version they're watching. That said she asked about whether we'd actually had sex with some of the people we appear in the movie with; I told her we did and that we loved them."
Carl poured us both a glass of wine and we went and sat on the front porch and watched the traffic drive by on the busy street. We didn't say much to each other. The evening was cool and Carl put his arm around me. As usual, I found his affection very comforting.
Eventually the front door opened and Carl's father asked in a neutral voice, "Carl, you said have another version of this film we just watched. Could we see that version too?" His voice sounded like he was withholding judgment and that he was in an information collection mode.
Carl got up and got his parents the other version of the film. I rolled my eyes towards heaven and hoped that they'd accept it and that things would not get ugly for any of us. Carl came back out and joined me; he'd brought a blanket and spread it around us so we could stay warm as the evening temperatures dropped further.
Eventually the door opened and Carl's mother said, "You kids should come in or else you'll catch your death of cold out there. We're heading up to bed and we'll talk more about all this in the morning." Carl went and pecked his mom on the forehead with a perfunctory kiss and I heard him say goodnight to his father.
Carl pulled the door shut and came back to the front porch rocker. His smirk broke into laughter.
"What?" I said.
"I think they're horny. I think they're going up to watch the other video and make love. I'd put money on it." He burst out laughing again. I had to join him. It certainly defused some of the tension we were feeling. Carl and I stayed long enough to finish our drinks then we went to bed too.
Anne had fixed most of breakfast when I came down. She looked at me initially and blushed. I just said, "Good morning," in a cheery voice.
"Good morning, Kara," she said. After a pause she said, "I know we'll talk later about your new business ... but I ... well ... I really liked the film last night ... and it sure got Howard fired up, if you know what I mean." She blushed again and gave me a little cockeyed grin.
I nodded and smiled at her. She looked happy. They were seeing part of this as having some positive benefits for themselves.
I decided to say a few more things to set the stage for our later 'family talk;' "I just want to you to know that we don't want what we do to embarrass you amongst your friends and neighbors. We're moving in less erotic territory with future films but I think, given our nature, there will always be a love theme and some sexuality in our work."
I continued, "If Sundance is a success, we might actually get acquired or asked to partner with a larger studio and then we'll really have to start rethinking our films and their themes. I didn't mention it but we have a company that is starting to represent us. We might even be on late night television -- Leno or Letterman -- things like that, if Sundance is a success."
"Well, now," Anne said, "you'll have to let us know when you're going to do that. We might even come to New York or Los Angeles to see you on those shows -- that is if you can get us in. That'd be really great. Oh, good heavens, my son and daughter-in-law would be real movie stars!"
"Yes," I smiled, "I sure hope so. It sure beats waiting tables in LA for five years hoping for a 'big break.' We made our own 'big break.'"
Carl walked into the kitchen closely followed by his father, Howard. We bid them good morning and set about feeding the four of us. I usually eat almost nothing for breakfast, yet this meal was fit for an army; it consisted of every kind of breakfast food you could imagine except Captain Krunch. Anne had prepared pancakes, eggs, bacon, sausage, small steaks, biscuits, cinnamon rolls, granola and other cereals, cheeses, and a wide selection of fruits. I sampled a little of everything to be polite and ended feeling bloated when the meal was done.



After the meal, Anne brought the coffee pot to the table and refreshed everyone's cups.
Anne turned to Carl and then me and said, "We can make this short and sweet, regarding your new business venture, I mean. I'll sum it up and then Howard you add in anything you want to." She turned back to me, "We wish you'd been able to be a success some other way, but you are a success in this and we accept that for what it is and the way it is. The film you showed us proves that you can make a sensitive and dramatic film that is also erotic." She chuckled to herself.
She continued, "Anyway, we wish you luck with Sundance and all the other things that follow. We also thank you for being sensitive to our feelings about what you are doing. I can imagine you were nervous telling us -- and I suppose your parents, Kara?" I shook my head to indicate they didn't know yet. "Anyway, telling parents that you've made a few 'X' rated films can't be the easiest thing in the world."
Anne turned to Carl, "You made a wonderful film. I want to see the second films too. I hope you brought DVDs of those." Carl nodded. "We'll watch them later." She eyed Howard who sort of smirked and looked like a high school kid that had just discovered sex.
"Anyway, from here on know that we are behind you. If you need us for anything, please let us know. Sooner or later someone may ask what your parents think about your films; you tell them we said they were the best movies we'd ever seen." This time she eyed Howard and really laughed aloud.
With that Anne walked over and kissed Carl on the forehead and then repeated the process with me. I breathed a huge sigh of relief. I almost burst our crying as the tension eased away.
Howard muttered a few words of agreement with Anne's statement. We moved on to other topics and left the adult entertainment business behind for the time being.
Two days later on December 23rd we repeated the process outside Boston with my parents. Doug and Melissa were there when we told my parents and they backed us up by saying when they found out they approved because we were having fun and making good money and good entertainment. My parents were a little put off by the idea of our film making but softened when they heard about the money we'd made and softened even further when they watched our first film.
My Dad proved to be the most difficult to win over since he had to overcome the fact that his only daughter not only appeared naked in a movie but also made love -- in lots of different ways with lots of different people - in front of the camera. For a while he couldn't see straight and focused only on those two facts. As the day went on he mellowed on the subject, helped in part by the efforts of my brother who tried to explain that our generation looked at sex differently from my father's. Whatever worked, by dinner Dad had become cordial and begrudgingly accepting.
I had given my mother a copy of the 'R' rated DVD ofLove Comes Twice. I'd even watched a little of it with her -- just the two of us. I explained more about the plot and themes we tried to get across with the script. I also talked about how we loved our circle of friends that deeply understood each other. Mom went past acceptance into some occasional excitement for what we were doing. I left the DVD with her to watch later that night, knowing that she'd probably get my father involved in seeing the movie.
I got too much information from my mother the next morning; she told me in detail about how turned on my father became after watchingLove Comes Twice and how they'd made love a couple of times with the film playing in the background in their bedroom. I gave her a copy of the "X" rated version and suggested that she watch THAT with Dad if she wanted to see him come alive. I also gave her copies of our other films -- both versions. Christmas Day she had that 'just fucked' look first thing in the morning and commented secretly to me that my father had turned into a raving sex maniac and that she loved every second of it.
My parent's house has a core with the living room, kitchen, dining and family rooms and then two bedroom wings in opposite directions from the core. The guest rooms are in one wing and the master suite is in the other.
The second night we were there, Christmas Eve, Doug knocked on our guest room door just after we'd gone to bed. He whispered loudly when he opened the door, "You guys want to play? Mel would like to see Carl again and I'd love to be with my sis, if that interests you?" We both nodded enthusiastically in the dim light. Doug said, "Be right back!" and disappeared across the hall.
About ten seconds later Mel appeared at our bedroom door in a sexy blue teddy with matching four-inch spike heels. I welcomed Doug to my side of the bed. Mel struck a classic pose in the doorway, putting herself in profile to us as she ran her back up and down the doorframe. Her theatrics made us all laugh.
Carl and I'd taken to sleeping in the nude, so we needed little prep to get ready for Doug and Mel's amorous visit. As Doug got on the bed, I peeled off his t-shirt and yanked down his briefs. "Get with the agenda," I told him.
Mel went right up to Carl and planted a simmering kiss on his lips that by far transcended what you'd expect from your sister-in-law. Carl responded by starting to un-do some of the laces and ties that held the teddy on Mel. He seemed intent on making my pixie sister-in-law naked.
I inhaled Doug's cock and immediately tasted the erotic muskiness of his pre-cum. "You've been thinking about this for a while," I suggested to him.
"Only about five weeks," Doug said. "We both have. We've never had such hot sex as we had with you at Thanksgiving and then when we got home we kept it up. My God I think we've fucked more in the past five weeks than in the previous years we've been married -- even accounting for our time with Katie."
Mel said, "We love each other very much and we love you guys too. This is no threat to our marriage, but it is soooooo hot to make love to the two of you -- and your friends. It's been all I could think about. I'm so glad you're still willing."
"Oh Mel," I said and I leaned in and kissed her lips in an erotic way. "We love you guys and did before all this started. Our new relationship is just a bonus as far as we're concerned."
I thought for a moment and said to Mel, "Care to spice up our evening by telling us about your threesome with your friend Richard? You mentioned you've had one time together, and I'd like to know what made you think his wife will get involved?"
I leaned down and sucked on one of Mel's naked tits. As I did, I felt Doug slide beneath me and his tongue extend and gently touch my labial lips and then my clit. It got my attention. I think I jerked a little and pulled away from Melissa to focus on Doug -- lowering my cunt down to his lips for improved contact. Carl had come up behind Mel and embraced her; his large hands completely covering the pixie's engorged breasts as he cupped them and pulled her naked body back to him. She fell away with him to their side of the bed.
Mel said between kisses, "Well, it was about a week ago. We'd already had dinner with Richard the week before that so Doug could meet him. We talked about what a threesome would mean for each of us. We were very open. He talked about his open marriage too although his wife is not currently involved with anyone else."
Doug assaulted my pussy with his tongue and I loved every second of it. I finally turned completely around over him and bent down in a classic sixty-nine position so I could take his rod into my mouth. I began to massage and milk his excited cock. Before I filled my mouth, I said to Mel, "Keep talking, I'm listening."
Mel went on, "So I got a neighbor to take the kids one night and I fixed dinner at the house last week for the three of us. After dinner we put on some nice jazz and Richard and Doug took turns dancing with me. Every time I danced with Doug he'd un-do a button on my dress or push my ass into his body. Of course, I was horny to begin with just thinking about where the evening would go."
She continued, "Anyway, Richard started doing the same thing and pretty soon my dress just fell away from my body. We were in the living room but with most of the lights out. Next I knew I had a handsome guy sucking on each of my breasts -- you know how that turns me on. Suddenly, all I wanted was some cock. I pushed the two of them down on the sofa and mounted Richard. Doug got behind me and massaged my back and felt my breasts, sometimes feeding them to Richard. It was hot."
Beside me Mel started to duplicate my moves with Carl, sucking on his cock. I watched the pixie take Carl's entire cock down her throat. For a small woman and a large man, I continued to be amazed at her abilities to deep throat. I think Carl showed amazement too for he kept groaning a lot.
Doug brought me to an orgasm in short order. Much as I would have liked to continue to suck on his cock, after my small climax I really wanted his cock banging into my cunt. I again maneuvered around until I could hold his saliva covered cock and start to sink my body down on his erection.
He slid into me with hardly any effort by either of us. I was very juiced up and I'd coated Doug with lots of my spit plus his own pre-cum. We immediately started to fuck, my 'downs' meeting his 'ups'.
"Oh fuck, Doug. You fill me so nicely. Do you like watching your wife fuck my husband? See how his cock is ready to slip into her tiny body. Can she take it? Oh, look at that, it went right in -- up to the hilt -- without any difficulty at all. She can take it. She can fuck like a mink. I love my sister-in-law. I'm glad you married a slut and that I'm a slut. We both get to fuck you."
As I talked I could feel Doug get even harder and longer. His moves up into my body became more defined and goal directed. Plus, I'd learned that he likes dirty talk during sex.
Mel, the pixie, started to talk too; "Oh Carl, your big cock is so nice. Did you think it would fit entirely into me? Do you see how it makes my abdomen swell each time you thrust into me? I hope you like my cunt; I love your cock. I really like fucking next to my husband ... and while he's fucking your wife ... his sister. Oh yes, we're all sluts. We all love to fuck and fuck and fuck."
Mel remembered she was telling us a story; "Oh, I got side tracked; I was telling you about Richard and the two of us. Anyway, I started to fuck Richard and Doug did something we've never done before -- he started to push into my back door. At one point I had the two of them deep in me. I came a couple of times ... and ... I'm ... going ... to ... come ... again."
Mel might have continued talking but an orgasm arrived and reduced her to a whimpering pile of flesh impaled on my husband's cock. Carl looked pleased that he had been able to deliver such an intense climax to her and still have not cum.
I bent over Doug so he could suck on my breasts as he fucked up into my body. Then suddenly I felt a lubricated finger at my back door. Carl had decided to add to our coupling. Doug slowed as Carl massaged my buttocks and then slowly slipped into my body. I guess he'd liked our Pixie's description of her first anal sex. I felt so full and then the two men started to pump into me. I went into orbit - sex at a whole new level. Mel watched fascinated from right beside me.
In two minutes I felt spasms start in both my cunt and my ass. I talked to the two men: "Oh fuck me. Drive your cocks into my body -- my cunt; my ass. Suck on my tits brother. Make me cum. I want all your cum in my body -- Doug's cum in my pussy and Carl's cum in my ass. Then you'll have my cum all over the two of you. I'm getting near. Oh shit ... here I go ... I'm cuming ... Oooooooooh!"
When I came I ejaculated a lot of girl juice over my two partners and me. My pussy went into spasms that triggered Doug's orgasm. Carl came seconds later. For a brief moment I could feel jets from both cocks simultaneously coating my insides. I collapsed onto Doug's chest.
Carl fell away into Mel's arms. Mel said, "Oh I like that. Do you think you'd both like to fuck a Pixie for her second time?" She then laughed uproariously as we all lay panting and gasping for air next to her.
Mel and I cleaned up the guys mostly with our tongues then we got into cleaning each other. Mostly Mel cleaned me up from the bath of cum the two men had given me and my own juices. Carl and Doug watched from the sidelines as they stroked their rods.
Mel said, "A little bit more to my story ... but these diversions are wonderful. Anyway, Richard and Doug double-teamed me for only a few minutes and I came in buckets -- like one big, continuous orgasm. I loved it. Doug pulled out and Richard flipped me over and drove his long cock into me doggie style and started to really pump into me some more. Doug slid under me and sucked on my swaying breasts. I came more and then Richard and I exploded. We all collapsed and eventually Richard thanked the two of us, dressed and went home."
She looked at each of us and added, "Doug hadn't cum yet, so the two of us proceeded to fuck up a storm until the wee hours of the morning. My God, we've become raging sex maniacs and I love it. All we want to do is suck and fuck." Mel looked at Carl's cock and said, "Speaking of which ..."
Mel and I went to Carl and started a double blowjob on him, our two mouths and tongues bringing him back to life. When he'd achieved some degree of stiffness we shifted our attention to Doug and repeated the process. I think we could have raised the dead.
When both guys were 'done' and ready for more action, Mel mounted Carl again and lowered her large tits to his mouth. I remained amazed that such a small person could have grown such perfect breasts. Carl seemed to love the opportunity to pull each breast to his mouth and suck wildly on her glorious tits.
Doug re-entered my soggy pussy and started to pump away again as I knelt next to Carl and Mel. I liked doggie style; it hit spots that normally didn't get assaulted in other positions. I could feel Doug grow in girth and length as we fucked.
I gave myself over to the coupling and concentrated on the growing feeling of bliss that Doug brought out in me. Soon I let it wash over me and I again had a climax.
Doug pulled out of me and moved behind his wife. He scooped up the tube of lubricant and coated his cock and then moved up to service Mel's ass. Carl could see Doug's approach and slowed his strokes as Doug maneuvered his cock into his lovely wife's shapely ass. The Pixie moaned a lot yet kept urging both men to fuck her royally.
"Ooooooh fuck," Mel exclaimed in a very edgy voice. "Oh, wait, this is too much meat for such a little woman. Carl fills me and Doug, you fill me. But the two of you together -- oh wait -- oh fuck. You're in ... I can't believe this. Do I really have both of you in there? Are you ... oh fuck ... I'm cummmmmmmmming."
Mel came and came and came. This time she squirted girl juice from her pussy onto her lovers. The men accepted their due, and then both started to pump slowly into Mel's over-sexed body. Mel squirmed and writhed all over Carl, spreading the fluids around and providing a moving target for her two lovers. She moaned and groaned a lot.
Doug came first this time. "I can't hold off any longer," he announced. He made four or five long thrusts into Melissa's ass and then suddenly looked like he'd been frozen in time. He held her hips as he jettisoned his load of cum into her dark tunnel.
Carl had slowed but then started plunging his cock up into Mel's small body again. Doug just went along for the ride. Carl warned, "I'm pretty near too. Maybe a minute."
Mel gasped out, "Me too -- again. I keep cuming every fifteen or thirty seconds, but I feel a big one coming."
Carl's oscillations increased in amplitude and intensity as he neared his climax. He yanked Melissa's hips down on him; she ground her cunt into his groin at the bottom of each down stroke.
Then they both came. Simultaneous exclamations of "Oh fuck! Oh shit!" filled the room. The Pixie collapsed on Carl's chest with Doug still somehow nestled behind her, stroking her erect nipples and her sexually sated body from behind her.
The trio all rolled towards me. I caught Doug and spooned in behind him. Somehow he'd managed to keep his cock in his wife's rear end. Carl remained buried in Mel's pussy.
Mel looked over her shoulder at me and blew me a kiss. "Now this is what fucking is really all about," she postulated before letting out a huge sigh and cuddling into Carl. Doug cuddled into me and we all lay there for a few minutes resting from our endeavors.
Finally I said, "The bed's going to be a little tight with four of us here. What say Doug and I take the guest room?" There were sounds of agreement. I felt Doug extricate himself from Mel and the two of us headed for the showers. Carl and Mel waved goodnight to us as we left, turning off the dim light we kept on as we left.
To be continued.
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Christmas morning we all arrived downstairs on the late side. Everyone had that bright-eyed and busy-tailed, just-fucked look, even my parents who had the 'X' rated versions of our films to entertain them the previous evening. No one acknowledged their contentment at the time.
We did a big family breakfast again and I swear I gained a couple of pounds every day with all this home cooking. After breakfast we gathered in the living room and swapped presents with each other. I'll spare you the details but we all had some laughs and there were quite a few 'winners' in the pile when we were through.
As we cleaned up wrapping paper and straightened a little we were all in a happy mood. My Dad, Carl and Doug were each enthralled up with their new iPods that I'd loaded with music, videos and photos to amuse them for the morning. Melissa had gotten a new cell phone and had just started reading the instruction manual that looked three times larger than the phone.
My mother turned to me with a smile and said, "Kara, come take a Christmas walk with me." We bid the others goodbye for a while, put on our winter coats, and went out into the brisk air. Somehow I had the feeling my mother wanted to tell me something.
Mom took my arm as we walked. She studied me and I smiled broadly at her. Finally, she began, "There's little I can tell my adult daughter about her job that she doesn't know. I just hope you're worried about the right things -- like STDs and such. I hope this transition to the indie film market works for you all; it is a little more respectable. I guess you know they'll always be some sort of stigma attached to any stardom you achieve." She rambled a bit. The thoughts came out almost at random.
I nodded at each of comments. She knew I would have concerns in these areas too but wanted to air her own thinking.
Mom went on in a direction I did not expect; "There are a couple of things I want to tell you about me and your father that we've never told you or Doug. You're old enough now that you should know, particularly since you're in this new business and have all these unusual relationships."
I hugged her arm to me to encourage her to keep talking as we walked slowly along the shoulder of the road. The air had a real bite to it. Snow felt imminent from the gray sky.
She said, "I can't think of a subtle way to tell you this so I'll just blurt it out." She paused and looked at me with a slightly worried expression, "Many years ago when Doug and you were infants we had a relationship with another couple. We loved each other very much and the relationship became physical after a while -- sexual, I mean."
My mother had shocked me with her admission of a sexual relationship, but then one never thinks of their parents as sexual animals. I said something inane like, "Oh. That's so nice that you loved each other."
Mom continued, "Well, we were in the midst of the whole free love generation. We weren't exactly hippies but we were sympathetic to everything that was going on. We missed most of the drugs although for a while we did use marijuana a little. Anyway, after a while our foursome became six people -- and then eight. There were four couples in our group. Three of the couples had kids and one didn't. I guess, like your group, we were neighbors and a few of us worked together."
I smiled and nodded encouragingly. "Go on," I said. My brain struggled to take in all the data my mother provided -- group sex, drugs, what else?
"Well, two of the couples eventually had to move away for work. We remained close to the last couple -- the one without kids. It turned out that the husband was infertile. Anyway, over a period of time they'd given up on all the options for having a child but adoption but they didn't like that option. Then they asked us one day if we'd impregnate them -- really if your father would make the wife pregnant. The two men have similar frames, skin color, and even temperaments. We thought about it and decided to do it. It took a few months but eventually she got pregnant."
I stopped and asked excitedly, "So do I have a half-brother or sister out there somewhere?"
"Yes, you do," my mother said with a sigh of relief at my attitude, "one of each. They live on the other side of the city -- about an hour away. Her name is Sarah and she's about twenty-nine years old. She's an elementary school teacher. His name is Robert; he's about two years younger and does something with computers that even his parents don't understand. Neither of them knows about their parentage."
"Do you still see them -- the parents? The kids? Are you still in love?" I asked with a smile of love.
We walked about a hundred paces and a sixth sense told me to keep quiet. Finally, my mother said, "Yes. Yes, we are. We are still in love. We hold our times together dear, and these days those times aren't often enough. I love your father; I also love Elliot. I know your father loves me, but he also loves Jean. And we all love the kids. Officially we're their god parents."
"Wow!" I said in a low voice. "This is like right out of a novel." We walked along some more. Finally I asked, "Will you ever introduce me to them -- my siblings?"
Mom said thoughtfully, "It's probably about time. Let me talk to our ... friends about it. The introduction should probably come after Sarah and Robert know the truth about their ancestry. I've always advocated that they should have been told, even decades ago. I think Elliot needed to preserve the illusion that he was the father. The need for that has probably faded now that their kids are out on their own. We haven't discussed the topic for years. I guess I've even come to think of it as one of those unapproachable things that you just don't bring up -- but it's always been the gorilla in the corner of the room."
We turned in our walk and headed back towards home. The first snowflakes drifted down from the sky in no particular rush to reach the ground. I pestered my Mom for details and she seemed relieved to open up to me after all these years. I kept thinking how great it was that my parents had a deep and physical relationship with another couple -- and one that had gone on for decades.
Back at the house I really hugged my Dad; I felt such love for him. He looked surprised but then acknowledged the look from my mother and smiled at me. He hugged back and said to me, "Sooner or later everyone's interesting story gets told."
Doug and Melissa were sitting nearby and looked at us with a questioning glance, and then Carl joined in too. I nodded to my Mom and Dad; after all it was their story to tell. Fifteen minutes later you could have heard a pin drop in the room as my Dad told the end of the story about our half-brother and half-sister. Doug looked positively amazed at our parents. Carl just gave me a wink; I think I read his mind.
Later that day I sent text messages to Nancy, June and Ally asking when they could talk. Nancy called me right away and I shared the revelations my mother had told me as well as the rest of our discussions about our new line of work. Nancy shared her experiences and her relief to have someone to talk to since telling Sy's parents had not gone particularly well for her.
I helped her get a grip on the situation and the importance of how we felt about it versus how her in-laws did. I suggested "This too shall pass!" might be the best phrase to focus on for the one more day they had to be there. She said, "Yea, but I still have to tell my mother and that doesn't excite me."
I asked if she wanted me to come to her and that actually made her teary; "You are so loving and supportive, Kara. You'd do just anything in your love wouldn't you?" I acknowledged that I would because that's what love is all about. I just happen to love a lot of people. When we ended the call she felt much better.
Ally had gone to visit friends in New York. We talked for a half hour just before dinner. While we were talking I got a text message from June: "Will try to talk tomorrow. Things OK here -- all going as predicted. Love to all. J&M."
Three days later Carl and I headed back to Texas, concluding our trip full of revelations as well as a closer relationship with my parents. Meeting my 'new' siblings would have to wait for another trip. Mom told me she'd let me know how things unfolded.
Ally met us at the airport. Her flight from New York had come in an hour before ours did and she'd waited for us at the gate so we could all go home together. I really missed her and I could tell from their greeting that she and Carl had missed one another too.
We had a quiet New Year's Eve. The rest of our friends were still with their families and, based on some short telephone calls, things had gone about as well as could be expected regarding our indie film business and the types of films we'd started with. Repeatedly, copies of the DVDs had been left behind with some sort of resulting turn of opinion in our favor.
*
Our flight touched down at Salt Lake City Airport with the seven of us onboard. Ed Mellick, our agent and head of Sundance Enterprises, had handled all the arrangements for the seven of us. We had first class round-trip tickets and then a Hummer stretch limousine from the airport to Park City -- a distance of about 45 miles. The film festival started the following day but our films wouldn't show until the second and third days.
As we reached Park City, the limousine entered a very exclusive neighborhood with huge homes. The driver told us movie stars owned many of homes. We were blown away with the vacation home Ed had reserved for us. The owners had named the house 'Solamere'. The home had every convenience known to mankind including a hot tub, dipping pool, sauna, grand piano and views of the mountains in every direction to remember forever. We were away from the downtown area but Ed had rented a large Yukon that could easily carry ten people.
Ed greeted us as we came into the home. He'd been building a fire in the large stone living room fireplace. Several of us rushed to the windows to watch the last of the afternoon skiers slaloming down the nearby ski slopes. A winter wonderland understated the description of the home and area.
We all kissed and hugged Ed and thanked him again for our arrangements and his support. He brushed the comments off but I could tell that he appreciated our gratitude. I waited to be last to kiss him then I hugged his arm to me in an open gesture of affection. Everyone knew I'd developed a soft spot in my heart for him.
Excitement filled Ed and he had an ebullient mood that infected all of us. He said, "I figured we'd have cocktails here. I've laid in some stock for us; I think I remembered everyone's favorites. We're meeting Jim downtown for dinner about seven-thirty. Tomorrow I've arranged a little ski outing in the morning, including lessons for the novices. And I have a few other surprises as the week unfolds that I know you'll like."
"What about our films?" a couple of our group asked.
"Well, you know at least one of you needs to speak to introduce each film. I signed up Kara to introduceLove Comes Twice andTrial and Error. That should be no surprise." I nodded; I knew about my assignments and had talked to Ed about what to say. "I have tickets for all of you to each event so you can be in the audience when each film is shown and sense what's going on. The Festival films are shown in ten categories. Due to the different nature of your two films I got you listed in two of the ten, rather than only in one. This increases the odds of winning something."
"When will we find out if we were picked as a winner for either category?" Nancy asked.
Ed said, "My understanding is that the awards dinners for each of your categories are the last night of the Festival. Again, I have passes for all of you. I also have some other tickets to some of the other films in various categories and you can probably still trade or swap them around for others you might want to see." He turned and rummaged in a large shoulder bag he'd dropped in the corner of the room. "Here are brochures on the Festival and a complete schedule of the films including a brief outline of each film. Some are shorts and some are feature length."
June picked up the brochures and started passing them around to each of us. Personally, I wanted to focus on Ed. Carl gave me a broad smile and kissed my cheek as he walked by. "You look very happy to be with your friend again," he said. I nodded and kissed my husband.
We settled into our rooms in the spacious home. I washed up to get rid of that 'airline grit' feeling I had from the two flights it took to get there. The eight of us sat around the living room after that watching the last light of day disappear, leaving only the floodlights here and there on the mountain across the valley harboring the actual City. Ed explained that some night skiing took place on some of the lower ski slopes. The spectacular scene not only impressed, it made me feel very romantic.
Ed kept hopping up and playing host with a wide selection of beers, wines and liquors, as well as hors d'oeuvres he'd laid in stock. I noted he'd prepared for our breakfast needs as I surveyed the kitchen in my house tour.
After our cocktail hour, Ed drove us in the large car downtown to what he claimed was the best restaurant in town -- The Mustang. The place had elegance, in part because of its location right off of the old town plaza. The decorating consisted of a tasteful mix of new artwork and old, as well as hand-rubbed woodwork that gave the place a rich and luxurious feeling.
Jim greeted us at the door and escorted us to a long table. Lots of hugging and kissing occurred as we all greeted Jim and thanked him for all the work he'd done to make this event happen for us.
As we sat, Jim admonished us to not look too hard around the restaurant at who else might dine there lest we embarrass ourselves. He said he had it on good authority that we would enjoy the company of some well-known movie people in the restaurant. Of course, we all immediately scanned every table in the place but none of us recognized anyone 'famous'.
Then the cavalcade of 'famous' people did start to arrive. Our drinks had just been served when Nancy called my attention to the arrival of Josh Groban, the singer, and an older woman that we took to be his mother. A few minutes after that Robert DeNiro arrived with three other people we didn't recognize. Carlize Theron came in with a small entourage, stopping by DeNiro's table to say hello. Tom Hanks, his wife, son Colin and Emily Blunt arrived next, taking a table for four. Tom also made the rounds to his industry friends, shaking hands and joking at each of the tables.
Ed said, "That's probably not the last you'll see of some of these people. Just wait until after the screening of your films; you'll be surprised at how well known you suddenly become. You'll keep seeing 'people you know or recognize' the entire time you're here. I'll introduce you to the ones I know if we have a chance."
Animated conversation full of laughter and friendship characterized our dinner. After a while we forgot who else came into the restaurant as it became commonplace for luminaries to be where we were. After dinner we all put on our layers of winter wear went out and walked the historic part of the City. The brisk air and lazy snowflakes falling into the light made the town feel so cozy. For a small town, we were surprised by how many people were out walking and browsing in the windows of the boutique shops.
We met at the car at an agreed upon time and Ed drove us back to the home. Back in the living room, Ed stoked up the fire with a few of the logs beside the hearth. Sy put on some jazz he found in CD collection beside the stereo. There were various pairings amongst our group, yet almost by design I ended up with Ed. Ally gave me a wink as she and Mike nestled into the other end of one of the sofas from us.
For a short time we all just stared at the fire as it built up, then one by one as the room warmed the layers of clothing we'd each put on to help manage the cold temperatures started to come off. I allowed Ed to set the pace and soon he had the two of us nude amidst a room of other similarly unclad lovers.
I found Ed's rising cock with my mouth, managing to extract a huge sigh and moan from him as I sank down on the erection. I knelt on a deep pile and had a fleeting question as to whether the regular owners practiced 'comfortable sex.' I added a hand to my massage of Ed's shaft, this time gently running my tongue around the edge of his mushroomed cap. I could almost feel his hot blood racing to inflate his tool to the consistency of hardened steel.
Ed whispered to me, "I've missed you. I've missed this."
As I bent over Ed I became aware of Ally duplicating my moves to a moaning Mike that lay a few feet from Ed on the same sofa. I accepted their presence and thought little of it until I also felt Ally's hand reaching behind me and then two of her fingers entering my canal. I paused on Ed long enough to lean in and kiss Ally. The two men seemed to get even harder as they watched the two of us pause for a Sapphic kiss.
Ed pulled me up; he said, "Mount me. I want to feel my cock buried in your cunt. Turn so Ally and Mike can see what we're doing."
I arose and turned my back to Ed, then backed onto his stiff rod. Mike and Ally watched as I lowered myself and Ed slowly penetrated my body. Ally leaned in and lapped at our union, her tongue touching not only my clit but also Ed's hard cock. Both of us sighed in response. I stroked Ally's locks.
Mike pulled Ally up onto his hard cock. She faced him and the two kissed deeply before they both started to pump into each other.
Ed whispered to me, "Turn around. I want to see you and suck on your breasts." I shifted position. I looked across the room at the other lovers; Sy with June; and Carl with Nancy. All were involved in oral sex in some interesting way, plus there was no shortage of vocal comments or moans regarding the sexual unions taking place. The light from the fire flickered over all of our nude bodies, adding a sexy warmth and luster to our night.
Ed and I fucked in our new position for a few minutes and I felt the warmth and wonderment of several near misses on my orgasm tally.
I finally said to Ed, "I want you to come over me." I dismounted and lay down on the cushy rug, feeling the warmth from the glow of the fireplace as I did. Ed came off the couch and knelt in front of me, his tongue lashing out at my clitoris and my entire sex. Soon he had me reeling and writhing with his attention.
I came; and then came again. "Ooooh, Ed, you are divine. I love what you do to me. Fuck me with your tongue. Fuck me and cum deep in my cunt. I miss your cock pumping into my body. I want all you can give me. Ed, I love you. Love me!" Ed's tongue began thrusting in and out of my increasingly wet pussy. I thought I'd probably ejaculated a little girl juice when I came, but some days I couldn't tell.
"You taste so good," Ed told me. "I could live on just your juices. And your scent, I love it. We should bottle it and sell it ... a package deal with the DVDs. Smell the star's pussy as you masturbate to the magnificent sex scenes on this video. We'd make a fortune." He smiled up at me and went back to assaulting my pussy. A small feminine voice from the sofa said, "I'd buy that;" Ally made me laugh in spite of my high arousal; Mike just grunted.



Ed finally rose over me and thrust his cock into me. This time he controlled our union. I played the role of the helpless female, supine beneath his commanding body. "Oh dear," I told him, "I am your sex slave. Just have your way with me. Fuck me. Make me yours. Brand me with your cum; I've branded you with mine. We both smell of 'our' sex -- our fucking. Fuck me hard."
Ed smiled at me then his eyes rolled up into his head and a few seconds later I felt his cum splash into my pussy. When I felt his first surge of juice it triggered my orgasm; my eyes closed involuntarily and I joined him as the wave of pleasure washed through us. I briefly wondered if Hollywood starlets had to stop fucking their agents when they became famous then I let the thought evaporate as another spasm raked my body. I really wanted to fuck my agent.
I pulled Ed down on me so I supported his entire weight. We kissed for a while then rolled to our sides so we could watch the others; we didn't speak. Sy and June had finished and were cuddling at the edge of the firelight; their bodies looked so sexy in the dancing light from the fire. Nancy's body heaved into Carl as she rode him. Carl's hands and occasionally his mouth made love to her breasts as she pounded into him.
Closer to us, Mike made his final thrusts into Ally. She emitted little "Ouuuus" and "Aaaaahs" with each of his long thrusts into her. The shimmering light from the fire lit their bodies and gave a most romantic flavor to the evening.
Only seconds apart, Carl and June erupted into each other and then Mike blasted his cum into Ally's beautiful pussy. All in the room appeared temporarily satiated. We lay and cuddled in the warmth of the fire, stroking and occasionally sucking on nearby breasts or other appendages. A few of the couples remained joined cock to cunt and enjoyed the feeling of ultimate satisfaction with their lovers.
Soon I felt Ally's tongue on my pussy. I could feel one of her hands start to masturbate Ed to try to get him back to hardness. I lay and enjoyed her attention for a minute before shifting so I could please her as she pleased me. I licked Ally's cunt; she tasted like Mike and I liked the way Mike tasted. I lapped and sucked the juices he'd left with her as well as the ones she'd added to their union. She did the same to me.
I also started to massage Mike with one hand, and soon Ally and I appeared to have re-stimulated the men so that they could make love again. I knew what Ally wanted; now she wanted Ed. She needed her turn. I brought my tongue up Mike's body to his smiling face.
"Kara, you are so hot, darling," Mike whispered to me. "I love to make love with you. Have I told you I love you today? I do. Come and let me be in you." I moved over his body, allowing his large cock to sink into my well-lubricated hole.
"Oh, darling, you are soooo slippery. Why it almost feels like ... it feels like your cunt is full of cum from some other man. Oh, you little devil; you've been out fucking around." Mike always made me laugh. I kissed him hard in return for his humor. I felt two of his fingers find my clit and start to massage me. He knew that he could bring me off faster this way; he seemed to like that.
I glanced beside the sofa, and below us on the furry rug Ally lay on her back, knees pulled up near her chest, as Ed stroked in and out of her pussy with great regularity. I thought, "Those two won't last long at that pace." They didn't and neither did Mike and I. I came, this time ejaculating some girl juice into Mike's lap. He scooped it up and lapped his hand as fast as he could get my taste to his mouth. Mike liked me!
Behind me we heard the groans of Ally and Ed as their climaxes arrived. Now we were all toast for the night.
The light of the fire had died to a less direct and subtler hue. The warm room smelled of sex. The other's had swapped partners and made love again too. June cuddled atop Carl, his cock still swollen inside her welcoming pussy. Sy and Nancy lay side by side. I thought how lovely and sexy we all looked, particularly in the waning firelight. I wished I could have photos that captured the scene and the warm glow of love I felt within me. Instead I remembered to take a mental picture I could dwell on later, perhaps on some colder day and perhaps even work into some future screenplay.
We all dozed as the fire dimmed and until it failed to provide the warmth a sea of beautiful naked bodies needed to be comfortable. Couple by couple we got up and headed off to bed. I had really enjoyed the Film Festival and Park City, Utah - so far.
The next day, after several ski runs in the morning, Ed and I stood with one of the Festival volunteers off to the side of the stage as the auditorium we'd been assigned filled with people that had paid some exorbitant price to seeLove Comes Twice and to hear us speak about the film. They could have bought three DVDs for the price of a ticket.
I shuddered as I saw Brad Pitt and a couple of friends file into some of the seats. Then on the other side of the theater I saw Cameron Diaz and a woman that looked like Paris Hilton. All were in winter coats and waving and talking with their friends. I took a deep breath and cleared my head. My throat was dry.
The volunteer looked at her watch and said, "I guess it's time. I'll introduce you two and then you can say what you will about the film. I'd keep it short at this end; there will be time for Q&A after the film." We nodded.
The three of walked to center stage in front of the large screen where the movie would play. There was modest applause. The volunteer said, "Ladies and gentlemen, I am delighted to welcome you to the premiere screening of the filmLove Comes Twice -- written, directed and acted in by Kara Turner. With her is Ed Mellick, one of the founders of the Sundance Enterprises -- the marketing and promotional firm that 'discovered' the film and its cast, and will be releasing the film today to the general market place. Kara do you want to start with a few words."
She passed the microphone to me and I took a deep breath; "First off, thank you all for coming, many of you here only based on the short paragraph in the Festival Program." I waved my copy of the program over my head. "I hope we don't disappoint. Before we start I want to introduce my fellow cast members and our entire production crew -- they're the same people. We did the film with just six of us -- we've added one more since then plus have the benefit of Ed's organization." I gestured to the audience on my left where the other six of our group sat with Jim Bullock. I gestured for them to rise and they did to hesitant applause.
I continued, "This film resulted from economic necessity. Many people get into acting, writing and films because it has always been their passion. We all had that passion but worked in other jobs not related to entertainment. We got into the industry with this film because most of us were out of work, about to lose our homes and didn't know where our next meal might come from. In hindsight, we jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire I think we're in it to stay. Anyway, thank you for coming and enjoy. We'll be here for the question and answer period after the movie."
I passed the microphone to Ed; "I add my thanks to Kara's, only I promise you'll enjoy this film. I am not part of the cast or production crew. For my partners and me this is an investment that we think is a sure thing. We await your vote, however."
Ed gestured to me and then to the rest of our group in the audience; "What is truly amazing when you watch this movie is that this sensitive and erotic film was done on a shoestring. Remember as you watch and pick up the subtleties of lighting, sound, acting, and staging, that in making this movie the small company that did it only had a simple video camera, rooms of the cast's homes and a few local coffee houses, and the free software that came with a simple MacIntosh computer." Ed paused and said, "Now for the film. See you for Q&A after it's over."
The three of us moved off the stage as the lights dimmed. We took our seats with the others. I latched tightly onto Carl's arm. He whispered to me about what a good job I'd done and how professional we all appeared. Those were just the right words I needed to hear. I relaxed a little as the film began to run.
I learned that if I sat a little askew in my seat I could look out and watch a segment of the audience in the center of the auditorium. Everyone watched one scene after the other unfold on the screen with such intensity. In some of the love scenes, I noticed a lot of people lapping their lips with nervous energy. I almost laughed out loud. I briefly wondered what the audience would be doing if this were the 'X' rated version of the film; we'd probably have a theater-wide orgy on our hands.
As the film ended about eighty minutes after it started the audience sat in stunned silence. I accepted this as the norm until Ed, Carl, Nancy and I walked up on stage to sit at a table prepared for us and the Question and Answer part of the afternoon. Then the applause started and in groups of ten or fifteen the entire theater stood to give us a standing ovation. When I expected the clapping and cheering to stop, it didn't; it continued for several minutes and I confess it brought me to a rather teary state after only about thirty seconds. I hugged Carl.
I thought, "Oh, my God, they liked it -- a lot." I noticed that no one left the theater even though our host volunteer had warned that a lot of the attendees would slip out from the film as soon as it ended and added that we should not take offense.
Carl learned forward into one of the microphones at the table, "Thank you. Thank you so much." The applause continued.
Our Festival volunteer stood and came to the front of the stage and held her hands up to try to silence the audience. After thirty seconds the din finally started to diminish.
Eventually, Carl said into his microphone again, "Thank you. Thank you all. You can't imagine what your reception of this film means to all of us." He turned to me and asked, "Kara?" but I shook my head; I was too choked up to talk. I motioned to Nancy.
"Hi!" Nancy said in a broken voice as the audience settled down. "I'm Nancy Reynolds, part of the cast and for this film. I also helped as the set manager -- worrying about silly things like the placement of our props from scene to scene. I want to just say 'thank you' for your warm reception. I have tears in my eyes ... and I can't say too much now." She leaned back and gestured to Ed.
Ed proved the showman of the group. He asked the audience, "Did the film disappoint?"
A loud chorus of "No, Bravo, Encore, More -- more, and Wonderful" erupted from the audience again. Gradually the new clamor declined as Ed held his hand up. I blushed.
Ed finally said, "I'll moderate the panel for now. Do you have questions?" He looked out over the audience and picked a person, "Yes, the lady in the blue sweater."
"Am I correct that you have another film also entered in the Festival? Tomorrow afternoon?"
Ed responded, a fact I took with relief as I gathered my wits, "Yes. The film,Trial and Error, will be shown at the Park City Plaza Auditorium down the street in the three o'clock timeslot tomorrow. The same independent company with the addition of Ally Donovan made that film." He turned to the rest of our group and asked Ally to stand; she stood and waved to modest applause again. "We think both films are noteworthy and apparently the Festival staff did also to have put both films on the docket, although in different categories." He paused and invited another question.
A man stood and said, "I must congratulate you on such an outstanding film. I too am almost too choked up to speak after your moving film. I must ask as I wondered throughout the film if there isn't an 'X' rated version of this film somewhere. It begs for further erotic release."
We'd expected this question and Carl responded; "Yes. In fact we thought so little of our initial efforts that we started more with the idea of an adult film than the serious drama that we ended with. We all thank Ed Mellick and Jim Bullock of Sundance Enterprises for turning us in a new direction. We're glad they saw the potential we had for making entertainment."
Brad Pitt stood and took the microphone from the volunteer. He said, "I want to add my thanks to that of the rest of this audience for your great film. It really is one of the finest films I've ever seen. I have a simple question: 'What did you spend to make this movie?'" He paused and remained standing.
This time I leaned into the microphone on the table, "I think when you include lunches, electricity, coffee and miscellaneous expenses that we spent about $1,280. We kept it pretty lean."
Pitt said, "I'll say. The last film I made blew through a budget of $142 million and after a year I think we just broke even." The audience laughed. "This film has more dramatic impact and this indie film group more potential than anything I've seen since I started in this business as a kid. My congratulations go out to your fine effort and I look forward to seeing your second film tomorrow as well as meeting you all personally." The audience broke into applause again as he sat down.
Ed asked, "More questions?" Several hands went' up. The questions were simple and concerned options in the plot and what motivations the characters had in the film. After about fifteen minutes the volunteer host from the Festival stood and thanked everyone for attending and ended the Q&A session.
As we stood and prepared to walk down from the stage, Jim ran up and grabbed my hand; "Come with me! Quick! I've got you an interview with Access Hollywood -- the TV show. This will be great."
Jim led me out a side door into a hallway of the theater and up to a young man in a sport coat with his back to us talking to his cameraman. Jim tapped the man on the shoulder and Billy Bush of Access Hollywood turned around with a big smile for me. "Kara, nice to meet you. I'm Billy."
"And I'm flattered and honored to meet you," I said. "I am a big fan of your show and your reporting on the entertainment industry."
Billy said, "Thanks. Jim said you'd have a few minutes for us. Is this OK?" I nodded. "I just watchedLove Comes Twice and I'd love to interview you about the movie, your plans and a little about yourself."
"Just me or do you want the rest of the crew?" I asked just as Ed and the others came down the hallway of the theater we were in.
"Just you for now but they can hang around and watch," he replied.
"We wanted to get you in front of the poster forLove Comes Twice -- it's down the hall." Billy pointed and we all shifted down the hallway about fifty feet. I'd never seen the poster for the movie, yet it impressed and inspired. Jim, Ed or someone had done an extraordinary job. I gave Jim thumbs up and pointed to the poster. He smiled.
The cameraman positioned us so there wasn't any glare from the background and so that the poster showed between Billy and me. The light on the camera went on and he said, "Just give me about thirty seconds of conversation for a sound check."
Billy asked me when we'd arrived in Park City and where we were staying. I replied and raved about the lovely house we'd rented. The cameraman interrupted us and said, "Ready when you guys are."
Billy turned to me and asked, "Are you ready to begin? I'm going to ask you questions about the movie and your independent company first, then some questions about making the film, and lastly about your second movie --Trial and Error, and then Jim mentioned that you had a third film just about completed calledLove Strokes."
I nodded acceptance of his outline and we began with an introduction and a few simple questions aboutLove Comes Twice. Then he surprised me with a question as he bored in on our sensitive issues.
Billy asked, "In the movie that there were a lot of intimate scenes in the filming. How did you manage to get through all that? Did you or your husband have any qualms about the filming, particularly the love scenes?"
I barely paused since this question had been one we'd all rehearsed the answer to in one way or another. I said, "Our entire cast is like a big and close-knit family. None of us had trouble with the love scenes since we were always with our close friends. I might add that what we did have trouble with were the scenes at the local coffee shop; we kept forgetting our lines and could have probably put together a pretty good gag reel just from the few days we spent filming there."
Billy accepted that answer and drilled in again, "My understanding is that there has been an 'X' rated version of this film as well as the two others you've done. Would you care to comment?"
I responded with a level and professional voice, "Yes. As we commented before the Festival audience, we were and are pulling ourselves out of a financial hole. The idea for an adult films happened when some of us were literally down to our last dollar -- we would have done about anything just to eat. Instead we took what little we had and started a movie -- that turned out pretty well, if I say so myself. The initial proceeds from the adult films saved us and got us recognized by Sundance Enterprises -- Jim Bullock and Ed Mellick's company. I'd say things are working pretty well. The route to acceptance may be a little rocky but we're on a solid path now I think."
Billy again nodded regarding the answer. He asked about the other two films. I deferred to Ally on hisLove Strokes' questions, explaining how we'd shifted roles to do her film. He seemed impressed at how flexible we were and asked her to step up and join us. Jim had a brief aside with her as she touched up her makeup. The clip where she responded to his question was made.
Pretty soon, Billy asked all of us to step in front of the camera with him. He told all to smile and give a big 'Access Hollywood' cheer for the TV audience. We did. He then ended the interview, holding me back so the camera man could do some shots over my shoulder looking at Billy as he nodded and re-asked a couple of the questions. We'd learned about re-shooting with one camera in each of our films. I knew it would all look smoother after editing.
As we bid goodbye toAccess Hollywood team, Ed told us we should all follow him to a cocktail party being hosted byPeople magazine. He led us out of the theater and down the street. As we walked, I commented to Carl how drained I felt with the screening and interview. I really wanted that first glass of wine to help calm my nerves. He held me as we walked along. "You did great in that interview. I'm glad you did it; you were so smooth." His words helped boost my energy again and I felt better about the afternoon.
ThePeople magazine reception lit up an entire restaurant. A searchlight truck in front of the place called attention to the event. Guests were arriving from every direction. As we went in to the foyer of the restaurant, several hatcheck girls took our coats and scarves and gave us little plastic tags that identified which hangers things were on.
Ed led us into the glittering and spectacular main restaurant. Movie posters had been put on every wall for the many films playing at the Festival -- even ours. The center of the room held three canoes at table level: one of shrimp, another of raw oysters, and a third full of oyster's Rockefeller. Other chilled hors d'ouvres filled in around the canoes. Well-dressed waiters and waitresses circulated passing out warm treats that weren't on the tables or taking and filling drink orders.
As we stood in the doorway a young waiter took our drink orders and disappeared. I wondered how he would find us, but a few minutes later he delivered.



Just as we started to walk into the throng in the reception, Jessica Alba came up to Ed and gave him a big hug and kiss. They exchanged greetings and Ed then introduced Carl and me to her. She actually knew who I was even though she apologized for missing the screening of the film that afternoon. "I have tickets forTrial and Error though. I'll be there tomorrow," she called out over her shoulder as she moved on to work the crowd.
I lost count of the star-studded attendees we met at the event. We were all equals at this event and fell easily into conversations with whomever we stood next to. I chatted with Demi Moore and Ashton Kutcher until ex-hubby Bruce Willis pulled them away for another conversation. Kirsten Dunst told me she really had come there just for the skiing. Will and Jada Smith raved about the movie and hoped to see the second one the following day.
On and on the accolades came and from people I respected so highly for their artistic talent. My head swelled at the nice things they said to me about the film. I shared that emotion with Catherine Zeta-Jones; she laughed and told me to enjoy it while it lasted because as early as tomorrow we could be the subjects of some bad press or gossip. She said it could be truth or fiction but it wouldn't matter to anyone; it would just be juicy and everyone would eat it up.
I asked her how she coped with it. She said, "In the land of entertainment, there's no such thing as 'bad press.' It'll keep your name out there and sells tickets and DVDs and gets you your next role. People tend to forget the bad press and they'll still love you in the end."
I thanked her for her frank advice and told her we'd probably need it sooner rather than later given our migration from adult films to Festival ranked films. She said, "Count on the fact that someone will have a heyday with your backgrounds and all the intertwined relationships in your group. Just grit your teeth and keep doing what you love to do. Now when you get to LA Mike and I really want you to come visit -- alone or with the whole entourage. Here's my personal card and number; just call or e-mail me ... and definitely call me if things get rough. I've had it rough and I can help you out."
By the end of the evening we were full of all of the wonderful treats our hosts provided and a little tipsy. Ed had anointed himself as the designated driver many hours earlier after only one glass of wine.
June declared it to be Spouse Night on the way back to our rented home. We were all tired anyway, so I fell into bed and found dreamland seconds later.
The next day, in the morning, Ally and Ed had slipped off to the ski slopes for a few runs before we met for a late lunch. Carl and Sy had taken one of the video cameras and were off taking videos of anything interesting they could find.
The rest of us walked around and shopped in Park City's historic district. The sky had a white haze and looked ready to start snowing at any minute, however, except for a few errant snowflakes nothing really happened. The air had a bite. We all had about five layers of clothing on and then our winter boots -- mine are the ones I never get to wear in Texas.
About two o'clock we headed over to the larger auditorium where our second film was going to be shown starting at three o'clock. A line of people waited to see if they could get tickets to our film but I didn't see any familiar faces as we walked around the side of the building to the stage entrance.
"Oh hi," a voice said from the corner of the stage as we stood in the empty theater looking around. The same volunteer host we'd had the day before appeared down the aisle. I'm glad you came early; I always get worried. Sometimes we have 'no shows' from a cast; last year I had to introduce two films myself and we had no Q&A session even though we'd promised one; very awkward -- the audience expects to see people that were in the film or that made it."
I wandered around backstage waiting for the doors to open as I burnt off more nervous energy. Finally, at twenty minutes of three our volunteer unlocked the doors and the theater filled rapidly. Just before she introduced Mike and me, I noticed we'd reached the standing room only stage. We'd actually sold out! We kept our introductions short and again said we'd stay for Q&A at the end.
The film ran for eighty-two minutes. I tried to watch with a fresh eye and to gage the type of questions people might ask when seeing this for the first time. I decided the questions I thought of were unlikely to be asked, so I just settled back and watched the film for perhaps the one-hundredth time.
The audience had the same reaction as before -- a standing ovation that went on and on. As Ed, Mike and I went up on stage with our host to handle the Q&A, our volunteer host said to me, "This type of audience reaction is very rare. I've never heard of this kind of ovation happening at any of the films we show -- not like this. You are very special and I am honored to have been assigned to your films." I touched her arm and thanked her.
Just like the day before, we were introduced and fielded a few questions about our small independent film company and a question about our other two films.
An older although well-dressed man with a mean and sour demeanor then asked the question of all questions; I think he'd shown up just to harass us. "After seeing this film and the one you showed yesterday, I conclude that you a nothing more than swingers with a camcorder. Isn't that what you are - just a bunch of horny sluts and studs that decided to make a film? These films are a disgrace to the Festival and a disgrace to the sponsors. God sees you as having sinned; so help me, he will smite you down." The man crossed his arms in front of his chest in a defiant gesture.
For half a second, I glanced at our volunteer and her mouth had fallen open; she had that deer in the headlight look. I think she should have intervened and deflected the antagonistic questions, but this question froze her up. Mike looked stunned as well, and Ed looked back at me and shook his head at though to say 'Don't answer this one.'
In the next half second I became aware of a buzz in the audience about the hostile question. Clearly, most of the audience had liked the film since they gave us enthusiastic applause and cheers when it ended. This man must be an exception but others out there might feel the same way?
I felt an answer needed to be given and so I held my hand up to quiet the audience: "Let me give you some of the underlying philosophy of our family -- the one you just saw in this film and perhaps saw yesterday inLove Comes Twice. We each see a large distinction between fucking and screwing around - lust without love, and making love; between being self focused and seeking only self gratification in one's own orgasm, and fulfilling the needs and wants of someone you unconditionally love; between being insensitive and uncaring to the person you are with -- or perhaps in front of," I gestured to the man in the audience, "and having empathy, deep communication and support for the people around you. The former characteristics are how we define 'swingers' -- your terminology - and not a way of life any of us would choose to live; the latter are how we define ourselves and our extended family."
I went on looking the man squarely in the eye as he stood with his mouth agape, apparently shocked that I was taking him on, "We each take pleasure in giving to the people we love. For us, over time, this developed into the small group of people we introduced to you at the beginning of the film. We love each other and have learned more about sharing and giving to other people than anyone we have yet to meet or know. We are each our own person first, for we believe we must know ourselves in order to be able to give, empathize and love with others."
"We perhaps have defective genes in your opinion. We believe it is possible to love more than one person at a time. We don't subscribe to the concept of monogamy, but not because of some blind adherence to a Bible or other religious or social tenet but because we found that each of us has the capacity to give of ourselves to a few other people that we deeply care about."
"I continued, "We don't put demands on each other, nor do we feel the need for exclusivity and couplehood. We are a fluid group and put our time and attention on the people in our group that seem to need the attention at the time. We don't own each other and are not possessive; we are committed to each other but without ownership and most certainly without jealousy."
"We have had this family relationship for a little over a year and during that time we've made three films. I have never felt so satisfied, so loved, so cared for and so supported in my life, and I assure you I had very loving and caring parents growing up."
"Do we have problems and disagreement? Certainly we do. We have adopted the idea of lots of communication and seeking 'win-win' solutions to settle them. For our time together that approach has not yet failed us. We have different styles, needs, wishes, wants and desires; we see the world differently from each other. I take delight each day to learn these other viewpoints and traits from my friends."
"Because our films are so physical you might get the impression that our relationships are too." I laughed, "Well, we do have a physical side to our relationship and it's wonderful." I rolled my eyes towards heaven and most of the audience laughed, "yet please know that we have and foster the other sides of our being whole people with each other. We have intellectual pursuits, charitable ones, spiritual ones, athletic hobbies, and we have the rest of our families."
I went on for one last blast at the man that still stood staring at me. I noted that the usher had retrieved the microphone from his hands, a fact I appreciated. "You say we have sinned and that the wrath of God will be visited upon us. We feel that the greatest sin is the unlived life. This life is too short to allow the people you find you love to pass by with that love unrecognized and unfulfilled."
I looked at the man and said, "I urge you to change YOUR thinking and to change YOUR life. The venom that you feel about our films and us is out of place and certainly not welcome here or anywhere people talk of love, fulfillment and joy. We believe that what you give out comes back to you; if you give love, you get love in return. If you give hatred and venom, well, those things come back to you. Our films carry that message of love and sharing, and of joy and a blending of hearts. We recommend that you carry that message too -- all of you." I gestured across the audience. I sighed and ended response.
I found myself standing alone in the middle of the stage as I lowered the microphone. I wasn't quite sure how'd I'd migrated to center stage. I started to walk back to the panel table at the side of the stage.
After a long silence, the man that had asked the question plopped down in his seat.
Then one person in the audience started to clap, and then another, another rose and started clapping, then ten more, then thirty more, and soon the entire theater rose in the most thunderous ovation I'd ever heard. It didn't stop for many minutes.
People were yelling, "We agree! Please, can we get a copy of what you said? I love you; I love what you think. We love you. We love you. We love you." I got tears in my eyes again. I stood beside the panel table smiling at the audience.
Finally, after several minutes our volunteer host rose and put a hand up to quiet the audience. They were slow to respond yet they remained on their feet. She said above the continuing sound of acclamation for us all, "We note your response and thank you all for coming. We can't do anything further but end on this high note. Thank you all. Thank you all." A lot of the audience turned to gather their belongings and to leave, however, many started applauding and shouting their approval again.
She turned to us and urged us down the stairs beside the stage to join the others in the front row. People came up to us and thrust business cards in our hands asking for things I knew I'd never remember, but mostly copies of what I'd said a moment before. Most of the audience, although they kept applauding, filed out of the theater.
The eight of us gathered in a tight circle at the corner of the theater and engaged in a 'group hug'. Ed looked honored to be included and I think he'd found confirmation of his membership in our extended family. The few members of the audience that saw our hug cheered us even louder.
While at the Film Festival, we consented to an article inPeople magazine as well asTime magazine a week later. Much to my surprise my photo filled the cover ofPeople with the rest of our 'family' in the background all looking very content and happy. Most of the article talked about our polyamorous relationships, our first two films, and speculated about what the future held for us. The articles were upbeat and our opening sales for the two 'R' rated DVDs went through the roof. Even with the release of the DVDs many independent theaters signed up to show our films.
TheAccess Hollywood clips also appeared on television. Since we were traveling we missed them, however, my mother and father saw the show and told me I was wonderful and full of joy. Apparently even Billy Bush praised the films and our work.
Ed and Jim decided to hold off releasing the third film,Love Strokes, for three months until some of the hype about our first two films subsided. They wanted to get the timing just right to handle another blockbuster release. The "X" rated version filtered into the market place and was a sellout everywhere it was available. Harold pleaded with us for more films and we told him we'd think about it.
*
All that happened up until two years ago. A lot has happened in that time.
First off, the seven of us officially live in the same three houses in the same neighborhood in the suburban Texas town. We now have an additional piece of real estate in Malibu overlooking the Pacific Ocean as well; any of the seven of us use it when we're in Hollywood. What's nice is that everything is paid for. (Ed still lives and works out of his place Hollywood but joins us when we're in town.)
June, Nancy and I have become mothers and June is pregnant with her second. By agreement we aren't worrying about who the fathers are, but as we look at our new family members we have some fun guessing the paternity. Even as our family grew we continued to work.
Ed, Jim and their friends did a marvelous job at promoting our three films the year after our first Sundance Film Festival as well as marketing each of us in the entertainment industry. Through their guidance they had Carl and Mike start a separate film editing company that is now one the most sought after in the industry, particularly for dramatic films. They have a backlog of several years work and are slowly adding talented staff to the company.
Sy and June turned out to have remarkable singing voices. The pair started a country-pop crossover band and has a third CD coming out next month. Even though they have started a country tour, they continue to appear in our films. We miss them when they're away, however, they have fascinating stories to share when we get together.
Nancy, Ally and I have focused on screen writing and directing films with strong love themes -- some folks call all our work 'Chick Flicks' but our work can be pretty dramatic at times. In our first year we turned out three major screenplays. Each has been a first run film.
Under Ed's guidance and swagger we sold a major interest in our company -Loving Enterprises, LLC toSony for a ridiculously large sum of money. The only condition seemed to be that we keep doing what we found we love to do for another five years. That sounded like a great deal.Sony backed our work to turn our three new screenplays into movies. Key to the deal was that Ally, Mike and I each star in one major film a year.
And me? Well, I'm on the cover ofPeople magazine again next month because I'm the star in a movie about Amelia Earhart that comes out in two months. This film is one I didn't write but agreed to act in. People actually think I'm a pretty good actress.Sundance Enterprises is already trying to generate some advanced 'buzz' about the film and thus the magazine layout. The money I earned let us all do some things for our parents, brothers, sisters and their families that we had always wanted to do for the people we love. For instance, we helped Doug and Melissa pay off the mortgage on their home and started a paid-up college fund for their two children.
As for the Amelia Earhart film, I thought it fitting to play this unconventional woman since after my unplanned speech at my first Sundance Film Festival I have become an outspoken maverick about relationships and life -- the same way Amelia had been about the role of women and flying. I've been on a lot of television talk shows, includingOprah, The View andDr. Phil talking about our unique philosophy and living style. Certainly a lot of people say it's not for them but now they do it consciously rather than blindly following society's 'rules' and customs. Many others have written and shared stories about their unique living arrangements and the joy they find in them. We try to personally answer all our fan mail.
Lastly, the eight of us started theLoving Foundation and have put several million dollars in the charitable trust so far. The Foundation supports research and organizations helping extended and loving family relationships. The work is unique and has projects underway on five continents.
Finding joy is what life is all about. For us, we found joy and happiness by taking some big risks and through creating relationships that took us out of our comfort zones and aware from what society teaches is 'normal'. We are each convinced that our relationships are one model for future families and neighborhoods. We hope we've paved the way for others to find the love, fulfillment and joy in their lives that we have in ours.
I asked the rest of our clan how I should end this story -- what I should say by way of a closing message. We were unanimous on one closing statement from all of us:
"We wish you Love."
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I knew my morning coffee was going to get me into trouble!
I'd had the same thing every workday morning for two months: a medium light blended vanilla decaf latte. It cost $4.24 including tax. I knew I spent over eighty dollars a month on this indulgence; I had this addiction that needed feeding. I was in a sorry state and starting to think about a twelve-step program -- 'My name's Megan and I'm addicted to lattes'.
I knew someone else that had an addiction to some Starbucks concoction too. I didn't know his name until one morning in early May.
I'd just gotten my morning "fix" -- the irresistible latte - and started to push my way out of the crowded coffee shop salivating over the odor of the brew as it wafted to my nostrils. Then "he" appeared - my handsome mystery man -- on his way to get his morning concoction and squarely in front of me.
"Oh, hello," he said. We both stopped and faced each other in the narrow vestibule of the shop. We both smiled at each other. He had nice teeth.
I looked up into his steel gray eyes and at his ash blond locks. "Hello," I said, "Are you here for your morning injection too?"
"Of course," he said. "I see you almost every day. I'm Josh -- Josh Bannock."
"And I'm Megan," I jockeyed my coffee into my left hand with my large purse and put my right hand out to shake his hand. I thought how clever I'd been to remember not to give my last name to a stranger. "Nice to meet you officially after all these months of passing each other."
Impulsively he asked, "Will you wait for me? Do you have time or are you late for work?" Those steel gray eyes looked at me and I suddenly felt like a soft ice cream sandwich on a hot summer day. I got all warm and mushy inside.
"Yeah," I said slowly, "I'll be outside." We squeezed past each other and I went through the outer door onto the sidewalk.
I wondered why I was suddenly so willing to meet a strange man, albeit a good-looking one. I still suffered from the abrupt exit nine months earlier of the last man in my life and I certainly wasn't looking for another jolt of pain right now.
A hundred feet to my right there was an empty park bench. I angled towards it and deposited my large bag then sat so I could see the door to the coffee shop. I felt awkward sitting as the world whirled by me all on their way to some meaningful employment. I also thought I should do this more often.
I took my first luscious sip of my morning latte and sighed with what was the closest thing to an orgasm that I'd had in almost a year -- except for all the other lattes I'd had since I discovered them.
I quickly tried to assess how I looked. I puffed up my hair a little, not something I would normally do and hard to do with the pageboy style I wore. I also popped open my purse and pulled my compact out and did a little brush up to my makeup. I didn't meet a guy this good looking on a regular basis; he'd certainly turned my head.
A minute later I turned towards Starbucks and Josh appeared looking around for me. I waved wildly until he saw me. He strolled towards me and I got a chance to look at him more carefully: mid-thirties, tasseled loafers, no sox, snug jeans that showed off long athletic legs and made me wonder about what else they might hide, a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up two turns, and aviator sunglasses pushed up on his head. Best of all though was his smile -- a perfect smile with teeth that made some orthodontist proud and his parents poor no doubt.
"I almost feel as though I know you," Josh said as he arrived at the bench. I gestured beside me and he sat. "I've seen you here almost every day for months. I even notice what you wear; it's become a contest for me to see if I can remember when you last wore the same thing. For instance, today's blazer -- that was last Wednesday. Right?" He'd gestured at my jacket as he talked.
I laughed, "Right, probably. I don't remember." I paused and looked at him as he savored the first sip from his Starbuck's cup. I watched his eyes roll up into his head as that magnificent first sip touched his palette. "What do you drink?"
"This week it's a cinnamon dusted latte light brew coffee. I change from time to time; must be daring and take risks." He looked at me and sniffed the air; "You're having a vanilla latte. I did that two weeks ago. Yummy." He paused and added, "I also like the hint of perfume you're wearing -- Chanel?"
I laughed and nodded at his acute sense of smell.
We sat and talked on the busy street as we savored our coffees. I shared that I ran the art department for a medium-size ad agency a block to the south. He'd heard of the company.
Josh talked about his work managing the investment portfolio for a charitable foundation a block to the north. I got the sense that he'd married his job. He did mention having grown up near Denver as well as still having family out there.
He mentioned he'd been an eagle scout growing up and was skilled at mountaineering and loved to camp out although he hadn't done anything with those hobbies since he'd gotten his MBA a few years earlier.
This guy appeared to be all work and no play. I guess I'd become that way too. I knew I was hiding in my work to escape the whole relationship and bar scene.
Why now did my head suddenly think that dating this relative stranger would be a good idea? I could hear the voices. My rational voice intervened and told me to stop having such dangerous ideas.
During our chat we somehow signaled that we were both 'unattached' and then kept talking about a hundred other things in that 'get to know you' conversation.
Somehow I shared that I'd grown up outside of Durham, New Hampshire, the daughter of a college professor at the state university there. We established that I was four years younger than he was.
Josh impressed me with his easy style and polite demeanor. He smiled often and I found myself drawn deeper and deeper into those beautiful eyes.
I even confess to flirting slightly. Maybe I was ready to venture forth into the world of dating again. All my friends seemed to have a foot planted squarely against my rear end pushing me to come back on the circuit. I'd turned down uncounted blind dates.
Our cups slowly emptied and I know I prolonged taking the last sip of my drink. As we talked and got to know each other, we sat and spun the cardboard protectors around our nearly empty cups, each of us slightly nervous and reticent before the other in this odd mating dance.
I didn't want to break the spell that seemed to have captured both of us. An aura of comfortable friendship that hinted at a potential for something more had descended upon us. I felt it and figured he did too.
Eventually, an hour after we sat down, Josh's cell phone beeped and vibrated quietly at his side. He jumped and after looking at the source of the call, routed the call to voicemail. "I should be going," he said reluctantly. "I can't say when I've enjoyed my coffee more. Will you meet me here about the same time tomorrow? I think the weather is supposed to be good."
There was that inviting smile again.
I nodded enthusiastically and agreed to our informal date. We rose, shook hands, simultaneously said, "Until tomorrow," and headed in our respective directions to work. I had a smile on my face for a change and I bet Josh did too.
I found it hard to concentrate at work because of Josh. He'd been so engaging and cordial. I'd left my last relationship with a low self-image, mostly created by my then live in boyfriend who had frequently told me how worthless I was. Even now, many months later, I struggled to overcome the psychological luggage from that four-year relationship.
At one point when I was in the women's room at work I stopped and looked at myself in the large mirror. Today was my black and red day. I had black shoes, black tights, a black skirt and a black blazer on with a blazing red scoop neck top. My dark brown hair only added to the message of invisibility I was trying to send.
I stood profile to the mirror. I still needed to lose twenty pounds. The blazer hid the fact that ten of those pounds were becoming a paunch and the other ten excess luggage in my butt. That said, my figure could be described as full with a more than adequate rack. I hadn't started to sag thus I still turned heads when I wore the right, snug fitting top or bent over wearing something loose. I could be a pretty good tease when I wanted to be.
Based on what others told me I was pretty. I had a 'girl next door' kind of face, smooth and oval without the angular cheekbones or jaws of many fashion models. Hazel eyes and bright white teeth accented the Mediterranean complexion I'd inherited from my father, a man of Spanish heritage.
I sighed and went back to work while rethinking how I could fit in more exercise and less food into my regime.
Tuesday morning I picked up my usual latte and as I left the store Josh arrived. I just said, "Bench" to him over the din in the store as we passed and gestured towards where we'd sat the day before. We gave each other big smiles. What a nice way to start the morning.
My God, this man was gorgeous. I'd had several Josh fantasies throughout the previous night including one resulting in a self-inflicted orgasm of very pleasant proportions. I shivered as I remembered the wave of pleasure. God bless battery-operated toys.
By sunrise, however, I'd decided I'd seen Josh through rose-colored glasses and that he couldn't be 'that' good. Yet, here he was again in his tall and handsome splendor. My heart did a little flippity-flop as I walked to the bench with my daily coffee.
I resolved to find out Josh's three hundred bad habits so I could get grounded again and lose this puppy-love crush I seemed develop overnight, heavily weighted by personality traits assigned by my own imagination.
A few minutes later he joined me on the same bench with his coffee de jour. He told me he often came by bus from his condo in Charlestown. I confessed to a studio on Beacon Hill and proudly told him I usually walked the short distance unless the weather was unbearable when I'd call a taxi. I noted that his neighborhood, adjacent to the Bunker Hill Monument, was considerably more upscale than my modest apartment even though I had a Beacon Hill address.
I asked him some more about his work as an investment manager at the foundation and that started a discussion about risk taking and being a risk taker. I confessed to not knowing where I stood on the risk taking scale since I'd grown up pretty sheltered, had a pretty bland college life, and then been in only two long-term relationships. On the other hand, while in those relationships some interesting and daring things had happened.
Josh asked about my last relationship, albeit carefully. I volunteered the disastrous nature of the relationship and how it had dragged me down for the last couple of years.
Predictably he asked how it had dragged me down.
I explained that after a few months of wooing me and getting me to move in with him that Roger had become a bastard. I'd become the slave and stayed way too long expecting that the situation would change. We'd talk and Roger would change for a few days or a week but slip back into his demanding and demeaning ways. He liked running me down. I lost the ability to resist as my self-esteem disappeared until finally one day I woke up from the bad dream and just walked out. I admitted my co-dependence in the situation. I probably went into too much detail but it was cathartic and Josh seemed to be actively listening as I dumped. Finally I ran out of steam.
Josh reached over and touched my arm gently, looked straight into my eyes and said, "Megan, I'm not Roger."
His statement surprised me on several different levels. For one it hinted that Josh wanted some kind of relationship. Based on what I'd been saying it also implied that he would be someone that would push me upward rather than pull me downward. It also suggested he wouldn't allow me to slip away in some negative co-dependent state.
I wondered if I was reading too much into his looks and his comments.
Josh suddenly said, "Megan, I know you've only known me for two of the past twenty-six hours but I have a question to ask you -- a proposition."
He looked encouragingly at me waiting for me to invite his question. My curiosity was piqued and so I nodded while displaying one of my genuine happy smiles. I figured he would ask for a date on the weekend.
He went on, "Would you spend the weekend with me -- in Aspen, Colorado?"
I know my mouth flopped open. I could feel the chilly morning air rushing in as I inhaled.
Josh babbled on, "It wouldn't cost you anything -- I'll pay for everything. You'd be doing me a huge favor. I'll pay for everything including whatever outfits you figure you'll need for the trip and the event I have to be at -- and you can keep those as your own. Oh, and I assure you I am of good moral character, have no designs on your body, and ... well, would you be willing to fly out there with me? I think it might be interesting for you if not a little bit of fun. I just really, really need a 'temporary girlfriend'."
Somehow my mind flitted to the love scene I'd envisioned just as my midnight orgasm washed over me. I tried to push that out of my head as not a relevant decision making factor. The scene reappeared anyway.
The brief discussion we'd had about risk taking and getting away from one's comfort zone in order to grow also flew through my brain - nothing wrong with my short-term memory.
I think I shut my mouth about then. I thought for a split second then blurted out, "Yes, I'd love to," before my rational self could intervene. I added, "Tell me more," a bit more quietly but audibly.
"Whew," he said. "There's a wedding out there and while I'm not "in" it, I'm sort of an important guest. A lot of my old friends will be there as well as my entire family."
"And you need a 'temporary girlfriend' -- a date?" I posited.
Josh replied tentatively, "Actually, I need more than a date -- if you're willing to rescue me from my hermit like existence. My brother, sisters, and best friends have all given me increasing grief for years about not having a girlfriend." He paused.
"Yesssss?" I said slowly, my brain actively engaged in assessing this new situation. Little red flags were waving as I wondered why he hadn't dated and described himself as a hermit.
He went on, "So I told a little lie when I was back there for a couple of days over Christmas."
"You told them you had a steady girlfriend," I said flatly.
Josh nodded.
"And I am the only hope you have to rescue your sorry ass and reputation from friends and family," I smiled widely as I tortured him.
"Yes," he said sheepishly. He looked down.
"And why are you in this situation?" I asked in a more serious tone, wondering if Josh was gay. Now I was turning the tables on him about the sorry state of our love lives. He became the confessor.
"Well," Josh said looking up and talking with greater animation, "I work too hard. I started the foundation I told you I work at about four years ago and I spend just about all of my time on it. I haven't really had much of a social life since I got out of grad school, just a few family events every now and then or an occasional friend stopping by Boston from out of town."
"You 'started' the foundation -- the charitable foundation?" I asked incredulously. "You said you worked at one yesterday but I didn't realize it was 'yours'!"
"Yeah," he said modestly. "The initial money that started it was part of a modest inheritance from my parents. They died in plane crash about ten years ago."
I stammered out, "Oh, I'm so sorry."
"Thank you and it's OK now," Josh said in a reverent tone. "It was a long time ago now - 1998. They were on their way to Europe on a Swissair flight that crashed off the coast of Canada. I'd just started grad school for an MBA when it happened."
"Oh," I said not knowing where to take the conversation.
I think Josh read my confusion as he studied my face. He took my hand in his and I willingly squeezed back to show I appreciated his candor and to show my sympathy.
"So anyway, about Colorado. The trip is to the wedding of one of my youngest sister," Josh said more energetically. "She's been engaged for the past two years to a nice bloke I've met twice -- the last two Christmases - and the wedding is Saturday afternoon in Aspen -- five days from today."
He paused and checked in with me to see if I was still on his wavelength. I was.
He went on, "We'll fly to Aspen from here -- Friday afternoon if you can do it - and, if you can spare an extra day on Monday we can see if there's spring skiing, otherwise I'll have you back here late Sunday night. Your duties would be to act like a serious girlfriend -- whatever that means. Are you good at acting?"
"I opt for the ski day," I said with a smile, "and I think I can play act my way through this. I'm not sure I like the idea of supporting your white lies to your family but I guess I will help rescue you."
Inside me a little voice was screaming, "No! No! No! Don't do it." I could also hear another little voice saying, "Finally! About time! Get out there, date, and be social! This guy's cute!" My two voices were fighting with each other -- not unusual.
Josh broke into a big grin. "Thank you so much. You are saving me from unbridled torture at the hands of people that say they love me."
My rational self started to kick in, "Now, what kind of 'duties' will I be expected to perform? And am I not supposed to know you better than that you hang out at the Boylston Street Starbucks at seven-thirty most mornings trolling for a 'temporary girlfriend'?"
Josh thought for a few seconds then said, "We have a few days before we would go. If you're free, we can keep meeting like this in the mornings and how about Thursday I take you out to dinner and I'll show you my condo -- you should have seen that before we go to Colorado? It's special and all my brothers and sisters have seen the place at one time or another during stopovers in Boston."
"I would be delighted," I replied with my Ipana toothpaste smile. "This gets more complicated but the whole idea excites me. I always did want to be in the theater. What's that quote? Something about 'all the world's a stage and all the men and women merely players'."
Josh said, "I've got to go but here's my business card. My home number's on the back. It also has my e-mail on it."
"Oh, let me give you one of mine too," I said. I dug frantically in my shoulder bag until I found my cardholder and produced a card. I wrote my home number on the back: in for a penny, in for a pound.
As I wrote I suddenly turned to Josh and asked, "You said the foundation was the reason you don't have a girlfriend. There's another reason, right?"
Josh studied my face as he accepted my business card, "Yes," he said slowly, "I guess I'm scared of relationships. I haven't been in a serious relationship since I was in grad school. To tell the truth, that one sort of hurt me a lot when it fell apart. She had more ambitions about the corporate world than I did at the time."
He went on, "Further, I guess you should know, I have a weird philosophy about relationships now and I'm guessing that no one in their right mind would probably want to get involved with me until I change somehow. I'll tell it to you one of these days. Lastly, I guess I'm scared of commitment; I've never found anyone that inspired my use of the word."



I caught his eye and said, "Then don't."
He looked puzzled and so I added, "Just take one day at a time. You don't have to commit to anything other than being here right now -- with me." I added, "OK 'boyfriend'?"
He laughed and said, "OK 'girlfriend'." We both got up to leave.
I then said, "Oh, you have homework. I'd like to know what you told them about your erstwhile girlfriend when you were out there. I hope you didn't give them a name or tell them I was blond. What expectations will I have to meet?"
He laughed and said, "I'll make a list. Until tomorrow - and thank you, thank you, thank you so much. You don't know what this means to me. I'll be forever in your debt."
He leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. I squeezed his hand.
With that he turned and strode away from me with a happy flair to his walk. I think my mouth was hanging open again. My cheek still burned from his kiss.
*
Each of the next three mornings we spent an hour learning about each other. Josh also realized we'd have some time to talk on the plane ride to Aspen.
I brought a framework I found on the Internet about relationships so that I could focus the discussion on particular parts of our lives besides our jobs. We spent Wednesday on genealogy and how we felt about our families, member by member. We also talked about our resumes, where we'd lived, our work, career paths, and what we sought by working.
Thursday we talked about our religious upbringing that for both of us left us spiritual yet not churchy. We also talked about our exercise regimes and goals. We breiefly talked about our hopes and aspirations for our lives and then our life goals breaking off to go to work and expecting to meet for dinner.
Josh called me about one o'clock on Thursday and told me he'd booked dinner at Radius -- one of the more upscale restaurants in Boston and one that was far out of my league in terms of prices. I'd never been there.
Given the nature of the restaurant I figured I'd better rethink my 'going out for a bite after work' mode of dress. What worked in the office would definitely not work at Radius. Thus, for a change, I left work at four o'clock much to the surprise of my colleagues, went to the hair dressers and got the works, and then headed back to my studio to change.
Josh had said he'd pick me up about seven-thirty. I was ready about seven and pacing the floor but doing little adjustments to my 'look' every other circuit. Pacing in my studio is hard to do because it is so small. I had to circle the coffee table to get any steam up in a pace. I was nervous.
I'd decided to wear my LBD -- my little black dress. I picked that for several reasons. First, it is probably the nicest and sexiest dress I have, the wavy hemline oscillating three to six inches below my crotch. One of my girlfriends called a 'Greyhound Dress' since it was three inches from the hare (hair! Get it?). Second, it is the only dress I have worthy of the Radius.
I also had on my black spike heels. The combination of the dress and the heels made my legs look like a million bucks. I do have great looking legs. The dress also did very nice things for my ass too, even though I wouldn't have time to lose the extra weight that I needed to.
I tried to decide what jewelry to wear with the outfit. I'd gotten as far as picking a pair of earrings that were simple two-inch gold loops. With my new hairdo I thought the earrings did a nice job of giving me an enticing and sexy look.
I paused in front of the mirror again. What did I know about this guy for sure other than he liked Starbucks? He could be a mass rapist or some kind of axe murderer that preyed on women my age? This could be the date from hell. I could have committed to the weekend from hell. What if his family were all looney tunes? Was my acceptance of this weekend just a flight of fancy for me that I'd regret all the rest of my days?
The doorbell rang. Josh was early? Did I have the time wrong?
I peaked through the eyepiece in my door and there was a floral deliveryman at my door. I opened the door with the chain on.
"Delivery for Megan Watson," he smiled and held out a corsage box.
I adjusted the door and opened it all the way.
Florist man handed me the box and wished me a good evening, turned and disappeared down the stairs of my building.
I took the chilled white box into my living room and opened it. There was a beautiful orchid corsage, small and not too flashy, yet carefully crafted. All the bad thoughts about Josh vanished from my mind.
There was a small envelope with 'Megan' written on it. I opened it and read the enclosed card: "Pretty flowers for a much prettier woman. See you soon 'girlfriend'. Josh."
My heart melted. Maybe I'd let this guy get lucky on our first date. What am I thinking?
I sat and smelled the flowers for five minutes. I decided I'd better stop or there'd be no more odor buds on the flowers by the time we went for dinner. I went and touched up my makeup for the fortieth time that night and paced some more, now wearing the corsage pinned to my dress. I changed my earrings for the fifth time in the past half hour. My fake diamond studs replaced the hoops.
On the dot of seven-thirty Josh knocked on the door. I opened it to find my handsome prince standing there in a very fashionable tuxedo. My God, the last time anyone had picked me up in a tuxedo was my high school senior prom. This man was scoring points he didn't even know about. I expected my mother would want photos of the event.
"Wow," he said. "You look magnificent. I think this may be the best date I've ever been on." His comment didn't betray even the slightest hint that he wanted to feed me a line.
More points, I thought.
"Come in for a minute," I said. "I'd show you the place, except you can see it all from where you're standing." Josh stood and gazed about my neatened studio. Everything was packed carefully in the vertical racks and bookcases -- not a cubic inch was wasted or empty, floor to ceiling. I was a packrat.
A few pieces of my own art that intrigued me decorated the walls. He asked about them and I explained each piece briefly.
Finally, I picked up a paisley shawl, put it over the one shoulder that didn't have the flowers on it and gestured to the door. We left and locked up.
I let Josh escort me down to his car that was double parked at the curb. His car turned out to be a vintage Porsche 944 Turbo.
I'd never ridden in a Porsche. I jumped up and down a little with glee. Josh laughed at my antics.
Fifteen minutes later, after entrusting the Porsche to a valet, we were seated in the posh amber glow of the restaurant's many chandeliers and sconces. My chair had a velveteen finish on it and I thought that I might do nothing but rub the edge of the chair all night long to enjoy the tactile sensation from the fabric.
Josh got us both chocolate martinis -- something I'd never tried before and after one sip declared as my new favorite drink. We were sitting side by side in a booth and it gave me the opportunity to study Josh as well as touch his arm with little flirty gestures.
Josh apologized ahead of time for any infraction of manners that he might incur; "You have to understand that I haven't been on a real date in four years. The foundation has taken up all of my time so I just haven't felt I could leave it. I guess I'm a control freak -- certainly about the foundation."
I looked attentive and nodded encouragingly to hear him talk.
He went on, "I think things are getting to where I could at least let them coast every now and then rather than feel that if I wasn't in personal control things would fly apart. I guess I'm a control freak."
I admitted that I had 'control' issues too, particularly about the quality of the art and other studio work that my company produced for our clients. We bounced around talking about business.
Over appetizers, I asked, "Tell me your life philosophy? Also you haven't told me what you told your family and friends about me -- about your girlfriend?"
Josh said, "Let me take the second question first. Under great duress and having had a tad too much wine, I told Van, Katelyn and Fiona -- my sibs -- that I did too have a girlfriend but that you'd had to spend the holiday with your family outside Boston somewhere. I think I said you had dark hair and a nice figure. I said you had your own business, so you'll have to waltz around how I got that wrong. I avoided saying what business you were in and I told you I didn't give a name -- you are just 'nameless girlfriend' to them." He laughed at some internal joke.
I said with a touch of sarcastic humor, "Well, you certainly spilled the beans and left them knowing all about me, didn't you?"
"I've always been terse." He thought and then said, "Oh, I did tell them you liked to jog and ski -- so it's a good thing you opted for the ski day. I told them you volunteered -- charitable work of some kind; that scores points in my family; it's one of the family values. I think I also said you were intellectual and liked to read a lot."
"Did you tell them how we met?" I asked.
"Fiona, the one getting married, asked me that," Josh said. "I told her we'd met at a party -- some mutual friends through Charles Schwab that handles the investments in the foundation."
I muttered under my breath, "Party, Schwab, investments," trying to memorize the small points to buttress Josh's white lie to Fiona.
"You've mentioned your friends, but you haven't talked about them yet. What did you tell them?"
Josh continued between bites of a carefully crafted shrimp cocktail, "A few of my five best friends may be around sometime over the weekend -- all are my age and we were in high school together: Fiona invited them to the wedding but I don't know if they're coming. Dave is now a flight instructor at small airport outside Denver; Bud is an insurance agent; Paul's a computer jock of some type; Jim's a marketing guy for Coors; and Scott is a software designer and consultant."
"Are you the only one that's left town?" I asked.
"Yes and they're all married and I seem to be the holdout. Lots of pressure on that front." Josh rolled his eyes skyward. "Your efforts will go a long way towards removing the stigma that has haunted me for years." He laughed at his own humor.
Our entrees arrived with a great flourish and our conversation continued with me asking questions of Josh. To play the role of 'temporary girlfriend' I figured there was a basic body of knowledge about each other that we should know.
As we talked we shifted closer and closer to each other. I felt the flush of interpersonal chemistry with Josh and from his attention he did too.
We started to touch each other, first just small gestures to the other's sleeve or shoulder. Then we sought skin by a touch to the neck or face. I dusted a crumb from a dinner roll from Josh's cheek, surprising myself by letting my fingers linger a second longer than required.
As our dinner plates were cleared Josh reached over and held my hand. There was no pretense, just an open wish to be in contact with me. I welcomed his advance. The chemistry got thicker.
Over coffee I pulled Josh's arm around me. We were in a booth and we both found comfort in my move.
At one point I put my head on his shoulder and could feel him nuzzle his face into my hair. This ride was suddenly going very fast and I welcomed the speed.
I turned to him and we kissed. We'd both wanted to kiss each other for the past hour -- at least. I would have kissed him Monday in front of Starbucks. Hell, I would have screwed him in front of Starbucks by Tuesday.
Our first kiss became a noteworthy milestone in our new relationship. The growing affection and attraction we both felt for each other came through loud and clear.
Josh said, "Will you come back to my condo with me? You need to see it anyway before we go to Aspen."
I nodded my agreement knowing that there'd be further kisses and some decisions about how fast and how far this relationship was moving.
We kissed again and with greater frequency as we finished our coffees and Josh settled the bill. The Porsche had been waiting at the door for our departure.
The building with Josh's condo looked modest from the outside, however, the inside impressed immediately. Hallways were spotless and carefully maintained. The building faced the impressive Bunker Hill Monument.
Josh parked in a private garage under the building. A private elevator whisked us up to Josh's penthouse and when the doors opened and Josh flipped on a light switch I instantly came to an abrupt stop taking in the great room. This was no little condo.
Josh nudged me further into the room as I twirled around looking up at the high ceilings and around at the ultra modern décor.
At one end stood a modern kitchen with granite countertops. Modern lighting lit the room from every direction. Bar stools allowed guests to talk to the cooks while meals were being prepared. A thick glass top dining room table sat midway across the room surrounded by robust swivel barrel chairs. The living room centered on a fireplace and hearth with modern sofas built into a conversation pit that guests descended into. A large glass coffee table was centered in the pit. Modern paintings decorated the walls here and there.
Tall windows filled the two exterior walls, each with a settee built into the window alcove. Outside through the darkness I could see the Boston skyline as well as the lights from the new Interstate bridge over the Mystic River. The effect was startlingly beautiful.
Josh stood with obvious pride as I marveled at the splendor of his condo.
"Oh wow!" I muttered as we walked deeper into the room. I was in awe at the simple luxury of Josh's home.
Suddenly I realized the expense of what I was seeing and what it meant about Josh. I turned to him with a huge question on my face. I skipped about ten obvious questions and went right to "Why me?"
Josh came to me and held me by the shoulders at arms length; one thumb lightly stroked my neck. "I like you. I need you. I think you like me. You have a beautiful smile. After talking to you all week I know you are what I need."
"The wedding?" I asked.
"We leave here at noon tomorrow if you're still willing?"
"Josh, you obviously come from money. I didn't realize it but now the pieces fit. The foundation -- family foundation -- your foundation; the Porsche; and now this." I gestured about the condo. "I'm pretty poor actually. I'm making about eighty thousand a year -- and in my family that's a record. When my parents retire they'll need some of my financial help to get by. College professors are not big bread winners."
"Megan, please don't think about the economic differences between us. Please don't think of any differences between us. I know you're not a gold digger. I could tell after talking to you for five minutes. The rest I don't care about and I don't want you to either."
Josh pulled me into him slowly and I went quite willingly. We leaned into each other and kissed. This time it was one of those explosive, TNT packed kisses full of tremendous potential and loaded with promises of greater things to come.
Josh touched a control on the countertop and the main lights dimmed, leaving a few pieces of art spotlighted as well as a hallway that I assume went back to his bedroom. He touched another button on the control console and the fireplace leapt into flames. He also shed the jacked and tie to his tux, draping the jacket over a dining room chair.
"Come," Josh said. He led me into the living room 'pit' pulled me beside him on the sofa. As I snuggled against him I remembered the flowers; I unpinned the corsage and put it on the glass coffee table; I didn't want it crushed. When I turned back to him, he held his arms open to me and I melted into them.
Adult necking is exciting because you know sooner or later where it could lead. In this case I really wanted to be seduced or to be the seductress. I didn't care; I just wanted to be loved by this man -- even as a 'temporary girlfriend'.
Josh was being very proper about where to put his hands. He stroked my arms and my neck and of course was kissing me in those places too. After a while I realized he was not going to make 'the' move. I also noticed that my skirt had ridden up almost to my hips clearly exposing my little black lacy bikini underwear and the tops of my hose.
Eventually as we were locked in a long French kiss, I took one of Josh's hands and moved it to my left breast.
The hand went to work immediately bringing me pleasure, stroking and smoothing me through the material of the dress.
I know we could both feel my nipples harden to his touch. The more he touched the more I was certain where I wanted this to go.
As we kissed again a few minutes later, I took Josh's hand and this time brought it to the skin above my stocking tops and below my black lace panties. Josh moaned his pleasure at my invitation.
I had had other lovers in my life that were more experienced but they were also more presumptive. Josh did not assume anything about where we were going. I'm not sure he knew. I did.
As he stroked the skin and my thighs, I gave a little moan of pleasure too. I finally said, "You can touch me anywhere you want, Josh, anywhere. I give myself to you tonight."
Josh whispered, "That's a big responsibility and I accept. I give myself to you too."
I thought I must be luckiest girl in the whole world. Here I had this hunk of a guy who could be in movies and instead he was with me. Further, he was nice and level headed and wasn't the dork that so many of the guys I'd met recently seemed to be. He actually paid attention to me and I didn't detect any of the negative traits that finally drove me to leave Roger.
Josh started to rub my pubic area through the lace panties. I could feel myself flood with girl juice in anticipation of our coupling. I know my attractive sexual odor was proliferating through the night; I hoped it was working.
I reached over to Josh with one hand and rubbed his thighs up to their union with his groin. Beneath the pants to his tuxedo I could feel a firm bulge. I stoked with different levels of pressure and in different ways all around the area. Things grew bigger and harder. I was impressed and wanted more.
We made better use of our hands and mouths now that I'd established the permissible landscape for travel -- anywhere!
Finally, I could stand it no longer and slowly stood in the dim light, the gas fire flickering behind me. Josh watched me with a questioning look on his face.
"Too many clothes," I said. "Let's get more comfortable." My tone of voice was imperative, demanding that he move into action. He quickly followed my lead.
I shimmied a little in front of Josh just to catch his attention and then magically lifted the little black dress up over my head. I stood in heels, dark stockings, bikinis and push up bra; I looked at Josh. He'd become mesmerized by my rapid strip and stopped removing his own clothing. I was actually pleased I could elicit a look of such awe from such a handsome guy.
I reached behind and slowly undid the clasp to the black lacy bra. I held the bra close to my chest with one hand as I let the back and sidepieces come to the front. Josh realized that only my one hand and the flimsy fabric covered my breasts. His eyes widened.
I dropped the lacy bra on the sofa next to Josh with a dismissive gesture. I rubbed my breasts then held them forward to him as eye candy and for his enjoyment. I felt unbelievably sexy and most definitely the seductress of the evening.
Josh quickly lost his shirt and started to work on his pants, at least getting them down to his knees as he sat on the low sofa.



I leaned forward so I could kiss Josh knowing that as I did my two breasts would become pendulums swinging in the dim light for his enjoyment. I wanted to show off my wares. I wanted him to touch and feel me.
As we kissed both of Josh's hands rose and held my breasts, carefully weighing and caressing each globe. His hands were warm and comfortable, kneading and fondling with just the right amount of pressure and attention.
As his hands shifted their attention to my nipples I could feel the sensations shoot through my body, ending with a further flood of fluid from the love ducts in my pussy. Soon he had my nipples erect; I paid rapt attention to his every move.
We kissed again and then I directed Josh's mouth to my breasts. I straddled Josh's hips but elevated my body so my breasts were at the level of his mouth. He got the idea right away and started to suck on my breasts, alternately kissing, slavering and sucking hard on and around each nipple.
I thought, 'Oh my God, I've died and gone to heaven.' The sensations were almost too much to bear ... but I bore up under the strain.
After a few minutes I pulled away from Josh and pulled his pants down and off his legs. Socks went next. Then I reached for his briefs. I wanted to see exactly what was causing that large bulge in the dark fabric of his underwear.
As I pulled down the briefs, Josh raised his hips so in one smooth move I yanked the shorts down to his knees. Immediately his large cock unfurled into view, uncurling almost like a flag captured by a sudden wind that moves from a small tuft of fabric into being a grand and glorious display. Such was my first impression of Josh's privates.
I knelt before Josh and pulled his briefs off the rest of the way, tossing them into the growing pile of our clothing.
My hands reached up and together encompassed Josh's penis, counter twisting the growing rod of flesh in my hands. I could feel the surge of growth as Josh moaned into the darkness, his head lolling back on the sofa in ecstasy as I fondled him.
I'd learned about blowjobs in high school. At the time they'd been a more than adequate substitute for intercourse plus the boys I dated usually were thoughtful enough to return the favor with their version of cunnilingus. Thus, over the years I had not only developed a skill and facility for the act but a genuine fondness. Further, unlike many women I actually appreciated the final act of ejaculation into my mouth and enjoyed the look of lust and pleasure on a guy's face as I swallowed his emissions.
I leaned over Josh, initially wrapping his cock with my breasts. His head snapped forward from his reverie so he could watch what I was doing. I must admit when I'd seen it in porn films the act looks dirty and seductive, and I loved doing it. Josh apparently liked it too for he started moaning and expressing his appreciation.
After a few minutes of that I slid his cock up my chest and neck and then glommed onto the mushroomed head with my mouth. Another loud moan came from deep within Josh's body.
I pumped with one hand and rose and fell over his unit with my head, my tongue rolling around the cock head to deliver maximum stimulation. I could feel the penis grow even more and harden as I delivered my lust to him.
Occasionally, I pulled off of Josh completely and blew lightly on the saliva soaked rod; as I did I'd run a fingernail up and down the prominent veins. The texture of his cock grew to that of hardened steel.
Finally, I stood before Josh. He looked at me the lust that I had fully aroused in him. I liked this look. I carefully and seductively peeled my black bikini panties down my legs, retaining my sexy black nylons and spike heels. Someone had told me once that guys love seeing a woman wearing heels while they fuck; something about increasing the erotic sight picture.
I ran my hands around my pussy, moving so Josh's head ended only a few inches from my ground zero. I ran two fingers of one hand into my vagina and pulled them out. I licked them then brought them to Josh's mouth. He licked.
Josh brought a hand up and ran it up the inside of my thigh. The touch was electric. I felt like I was on fire. I held his hand and directed it to my cunt. Two of his fingers penetrated my sopping vagina, my fluids flooding over as he made a few strokes in and out of me.
The whole time his fingers penetrated me our eyes were locked on each other. I steadied myself with one hand on his shoulder as I rotated my hips to meet his touch.
Finally, I spoke, "Can we make love? Please. Take me!"
Josh rose from the sofa and faced me, his arms wrapped around me and we kissed in a most intimate and yet loving kiss of the night.
Without warning Josh picked me up and quickly carried me down the hallway I'd seen and had assumed led to the bedroom area. I was right.
Josh's bedroom was also dimly lit by low wattage spots on some of the artwork on the walls. The windows also faced the Boston skyline and new bridge; spectacular view but that wasn't why I'd come.
He set me gently on the bed and moved between my legs. I pulled my legs up to welcome his advance.
Josh thrust his tongue forward into my slit, licking and savoring all of the fluids I'd been leaking throughout the evening. I think the corsage had been the turning point. I'm a sucker for flowers.
This man knew his way around a woman's pussy and he toured all over mine. Tongue and then fingers stoked, licked and sucked in all the right places. My little tufts of sensitive skin found their way into his mouth with just the right pressure and stimulation.
I soared ever higher, until I could take it no more and clutched Josh's head to my nether region and allowed my first orgasm of the night to wash over me.
My heart raced, my blood pressure must have skyrocketed, and I had the fine sheen of lust all over my body to celebrate the passing of that orgasm. Wow!
I pulled Josh up towards me. "Come. Nest in me Lover." He didn't need a second invitation.
Josh slid into my velvet sheath in one smooth stroke. Again our eyes were locked on each other's. This was a union we both sought with all our bodies ... and as it would turn out our hearts.
I urged Josh's thrusts into me using my own abilities to rotate and thrust into his down strokes with my pelvis. We were hell bent on achieving more orgasms and in only a few minutes Josh warned of his impending climax.
"Come in me," I said. "I want you, I want your cum, I want your ... love."
I thought, 'Oh my God, I've said the 'L' word. What will he think.'
My words didn't seem to change Josh's ardor and he continued to drive deeper into me with ever-faster strokes. I started to moan and add short words of encouragement.
"Cum. Fill me. Fuck me. Shoot into me. Oooooooooh. Ooooooooh fuuuucccccckkkkkk!"
I was holding off my own climax await Josh's. When he started to make his final lunges into my body I gave into what my body had been pleading for -- release.
We both exploded into each other. I could feel the jets of Josh's ejaculations washing down the inside of my vagina. Every nerve ending in my sheath was afire with pleasure as I spasmed around his spike.
For half a minute we were statue frozen in time. Our hearts beat yet no one breathed or moved. We just savored the pleasure of the orgasms that touched us both.
Then we both gasped for air and I pulled Josh down into my arms, cradling his head on my shoulder.
"Wow," he whispered to me as we both panted.
"Yeah," I said, "Wow."
We were both silent after those assertions. I guess we were both unsure what to say or where to take the conversation or even whether a conversation was needed.
We were both lightly stroking each other. Josh was running a finger lazily around my right breast. The sensation was delightful. I was stroking his arm with one hand and touching his hair with my other hand.
After several minutes I broke the silence. "Josh, thank you. That was magnificent. You are a divine lover."
He leaned in and kissed me. "And you, dearest Megan, are an adorable surprise and a delight.."
My heart went all flippity-flop again. I am also a sucker for being adored.
To be continued.
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I spent the night with Josh. We made love again. In the morning Josh awakened me with lots of kisses - my kind of alarm clock!
In the bold light of day we both looked at each other full of questions about whether the previous night has been an aberration. Josh looked at me between his initial kisses and after my eyes were open with his eyebrows peaked over the brow of his beautiful nose. They were sort of asking if this whole situation was all right or whether I wanted to run screaming out the door.
To remove that stigma, at least from my point of view, I pulled Josh to me after his second or third kiss and said, "You can make love to me like you did last night any time you want. For me that was the perfect date. You are the perfect date. I like being your 'temporary girlfriend'."
I turned so I could kiss him better and pulled him into me. We were both still nude and I quite purposefully pulled the sheet down my body to reveal my breasts to Josh and the rays of early morning sunshine. Secretly too, I hoped he'd make some statement removing the stigma of 'temporary' from my status.
Josh responded well -- my kind of man. We made love again but he made no comment about us getting more serious.
After the two of us showered together in his luxurious bathroom I stumbled around the living room collecting my clothing and redressing. I stuck the stockings in a grocery store bag along with the shawl and somehow got back into the rest of the things I'd been wearing. Josh dressed more casually and appeared just as I slid the LBD down over my body.
"Such ashamed to cover up such beauty," he said and he came and took me in his arms again.
"Oh, I bet you say that to all the girls you entertain here."
Josh looked at me seriously and said, "Other than family, you are the first girl -- woman -- that has been here - the way we were last night. I meant what I said about having been a hermit for a long time."
"Well, Mr. Hermit, you did pretty well last night by me. I may not be all that experienced either but I know that you turned me on and kept turning me on and ... well, you're still turning me on."
We kissed again and then I pushed him off.
"You have to take me home so I can be ready for our flight to Colorado. By the way what time is our flight? What airline?"
Josh looked a little pleased with himself; he said, "I'll drive you home. The trip is a bit of a surprise so just go with the flow. OK?"
I nodded to accept his edict.
Josh and I went down to the garage and got into his Porsche. A few minutes later he'd negotiated the backstreets of Boston and delivered me to my door with the promise to be back at noon to take me to the airport. He told me we'd have lunch on the plane.
I thought it odd that he told me to bring whatever I thought I'd need including bulky winter coats. He said it'd all go fine on the plane one way or the other and that he'd help me carry it all.
I had a pile of luggage on the door stoop at noon and Josh double-parked as we loaded it all into the back of the Porsche. I ended holding a few things on my lap.
As we pulled away from my apartment, I noted that Josh headed in the opposite direction from Boston's Logan Airport.
"What gives? Where are you taking me?" I asked.
Josh smiled and said, "Remember, just go with the flow. You'll like it. I promise."
I relaxed and enjoyed Josh's skills at negotiating the expensive and fast car onto Storrow Drive and then out Route 2. Eventually I figured out we were going to the airport in Bedford, Massachusetts. I thought of it as a general aviation airport with a few specialized flights from time to time. The field used to be a military base and then a shared use facility.
Josh wheeled into the general aviation side of the field, pulling up in front of a large electric gate and pushing a button on the car's visor to have the gate open for us. As we drove through we passed row upon row of single-engine private planes.
Josh then turned abruptly and pulled up next to a sleek corporate jet. I noticed the tail number on the jet was N1BF.
I looked at Josh full of questions.
"My plane," he explained tersely. My mouth fell open again. My 'boyfriend' owned a corporate jet! Oh, my God.
Josh saw my look of awe and added, "Actually the plane belongs to the foundation, that's why the 'BF' is part of the tail number. It stands for Bannock Foundation."
As I walked around the sleek jet, a lineman carried our luggage from the car to the plane. Josh asked him to put the car in the hanger and the man drove carefully away towards the huge vacant hanger that had apparently housed the jet until sometime this morning.
"Who's going to fly this," I asked since there was no one else around.
"I am," Josh said with a widening smile. "Come on, let's get in and get going."
Josh helped me up the stairs and into the posh jet. I started to head towards the passenger seats in the rear but Josh pulled my arm.
"Come and sit up front with me. You'll be my co-pilot today." Josh turned and secured the door to the plane after the stairs folded away automatically.
I think my jaw was hanging open again.
"I don't know ... you don't expect ... are you sure ..." I started blabbering.
Josh stopped me by waving his hand at the plane. "This is a Cessna Citation Ultra. It was built in 1993 and I've owned it since 2004. The engines are almost new. We will cruise at about 40,000 feet and go directly from here to Aspen, Colorado -- a distance of 1,640 nautical miles. The flight will take about four hours and three minutes at a speed of 456 knots, give or take a little for winds at altitude."
He helped me into the co-pilot's seat and showed me how to attach the five-point harness. He also showed me the quick-donning oxygen mask and a few of the other safety features about the plane. He explained that the plane had a small head if I needed relief as well as a small galley that had been stocked with sandwiches, soft drinks and coffee for our flight.
With that, Josh finished attending to his own seat and starting touching dials and levers. Almost immediately the entire instrument panel before me lit up and a minute later I heard an engine spool up behind us. Three LED displays appeared. Josh put a headset on and apparently was listening to something on the radio. He handed me a lightweight headset and said, "Here, put this on. You'll be able to talk to me better as well as hear both sides of my conversation with air traffic control -- just don't talk while they are, OK?" I nodded still awed by all going on around me.
Josh adjusted the frequencies on one of the radios and I heard him say through my headset, "Bedford Clearance, November One Bravo Foxtrot at Hanger Two, ready for our clearance to Aspen, Colorado -- alpha sierra echo."
After thirty seconds the radio sparked to life, "November One Bravo Foxtrot, you are cleared to alpha sierra echo as filed. After takeoff climb and maintain runway heading to four thousand. Contact ground on one-two-one point seven when ready to taxi."
Josh repeated the clearance instructions back. He touched one of the radios, changing frequencies and then I heard him tell Hanscom ground control that he was ready to taxi.
The tower responded immediately, "November One Bravo Foxtrot cleared to taxi to runway two-niner. Contact tower on one-one-eight-point-five when ready for takeoff.
With great excitement the engines got louder and the large aircraft started to move. I had a smile from ear to ear and so did Josh. I noticed the lineman outside the plane waving with two batons as we turned and left the hanger area. I waved a little 'thank you' to the guy.
We rolled slowly down one of the taxiways. Josh explained that he had checklists for everything and that we'd spend a minute at the end of the runway going through the pre-takeoff checklist then let the tower know we were ready for departure.
At the end of the runway, Josh parked the plane and pulled out a laminated card. He vocalized each checklist item as he went through it, often pointing to an instrument or lever around him to confirm its setting. After two minutes with the checklist and setting some information in some of the instruments I heard his voice on the headset again, "Bedford Tower, November One Bravo Foxtrot is ready for takeoff."
The radio again came to life, "November One Bravo Foxtrot, hold short of two-niner." Josh acknowledged the contact. In another minute the radio came to life again; November One Bravo Foxtrot cleared for takeoff; runway heading to four thousand."
The plane turned slowly out of the run-up area and made a ninety-degree turn onto the runway. When the plane was right on the centerline, Josh pushed the throttles forward and I could hear the two jet engines wind up behind us. Then suddenly we were hurtling down the runway and just as suddenly he rotated the plane's nose into the air and we were airborne.
Josh's hands flew around the cockpit for a few seconds and I heard a communication from the tower, "One Bravo Foxtrot, contact departure on one-two-one-point-four, good day." Josh repeated the instruction and bid Hanscom Field goodbye.
He contacted Departure and they cleared him direct to Aspen and up to seventeen thousand feet just like that. We rose rapidly and I watched the earth slip away beneath us. As we approached seventeen thousand feet (Josh showed me how to read the altimeter), Departure Control handed us off to Boston Center. Center immediately cleared us to flight level four-zero-zero. The radios then got amazingly silent as we finished our climb to altitude.
I'd been remarkably silent through the entire takeoff and climb. Now I finally told Josh, "So I am unbelievably impressed by all this. I bet you're trying to get into my pants." I grinned at him.
He grinned back and said, "Nope. Been there; done that."
"So can we talk now?"
"Not until you open up the door to galley and get our two box lunches and a diet coke for me and whatever you want to drink." I pushed my seat back and made my way to the galley area and served the captain his lunch. The deli sandwiches were superb.
As we were near altitude Josh nodded and pointed outside my window. A couple of thousand feet below us a Continental Airlines passenger jet swept by on a path perpendicular to ours. I grinned again. This was so cool.
I said, "I asked about your philosophy on life, love and happiness, or something like that. We got sidetracked and I'd still like to hear it."
"Tall order," he said. "I have thought about it when you weren't otherwise distracting me -- which has become most of the time in a very nice way. Let me talk about it -- unless I have to talk to ATC -- and then you can ask questions."
I nodded.
Josh began, "OK, first about family. I think my family is important -- I feel close to my brother and sisters and we all talk at least once a week -- some times three or four times a week, so they must feel that way too. A lot of our talk is about the foundation but we are open about how we feel about each other and I feel we are supportive. There are no hidden feelings, although I feel guilty for hiding my social status. If I think Van, my brother, is being a dork I tell him and vice versa. That, by the way, is why they're all riding me so hard about being my age without a serious girlfriend.
The headphones squawked and a voice said, "Citation One Bravo Foxtrot, contact Cleveland Center on one-three-two-decimal-two-five, good day."
Josh's voice immediately answered, "Over to Cleveland for Bravo Foxtrot, Good day Boston." I watched Josh push a button and heard his voice again; "Cleveland, Citation One Bravo Foxtrot with you at flight level four-zero-zero." ATC responded and the radio went quiet again.
Josh picked up the thread of his comments about life; "I guess I should preface all of this by saying that I think you have to like yourself first. If you don't like who you are, fundamentally, I don't think you can have good relationships with anyone. I don't mean you have to be narcissistic, but you do have to believe that you're fundamentally OK."
He went on, "As far as relationships, I'm jaded by what I've seen around me and how I think things should work. Divorce rates and break-ups seem to be the norm, at least for a lot of people. The way we conceive of marriage or man-woman relationships just doesn't work. I think I might know why, but it'll be a reach for you I'm sure."
"Try me," I said.
"Well, we've been programmed to be monogamous -- only couples allowed. I think that's an artificial rule someone five thousand years ago thought up to control the abuse of women or to stabilize the tribe or something. The idea is outmoded today."
"Why is it outmoded?" I asked, curious about where this was going.
"Well, how many people could you love at once?" Josh asked.
"No fair," I replied, "there are different kinds of love -- parent, child, family, friend, lover, just to toss out a few."
"No, stick with 'lover' because that's where the kind of relationships we're talking about happens. The rest are nice -- even necessary, but how many people could you love?"
I thought for a minute and said, "In theory I could have several lovers at the same time. Whether I'd want to or could handle all the interactions is debatable."
Josh said, "Just assume you could. You could have a serious relationship with more than one person -- two, three, possibly four before you got stressed out. So why would you do this? What would you get from the other people that you don't get from your 'one'?"
I responded, "I'm assuming we love each other and that they'd be different people. Our interactions would be different. They'd see the world differently from each other. They'd each like different things and come at problems differently."
"So if you are going to grow, evolve and personally develop there might be some significant advantage to being in love with more than one person?"
I nodded slowly agreeing with his thesis.
"Now, I toss this in for free, do all the people that you love have to be men?"
"No, definitely not," I replied.
"Sexual relationships?" he asked.
"In your philosophy it would be 'whatever works', right? Men or women." I said.
Josh nodded and asked, "Have you?"
I nodded. "Once, in college. It was more an experiment that any type of flaming love affair, although we both learned and grew as a result. I've heard other people call it being a LUG." Josh looked puzzled; I explained, "Lesbian until graduation," I explained. He laughed.
"Did you date?"
"Oh I was Miss Social Butterfly in high school and college. I got more serious in graduate school. Except for one college roommate a few times, I am pure heterosexual. My dalliance with her let me postpone having a serious boy-girl relationship at the time." I paused and added, "Go back to your philosophy."
Josh thought for moment as he adjusted a few controls on the jet. He went on, "I like the idea of polyamory -- a loving group of people that have negotiated their intimate life together. Their sensitive to the currencies they 'pay' each other with. You can't be jealous; that's a learned emotion anyway. You can't 'own' another person; you deal with others in adult-adult relationships. There's no mandated exclusivity. You have to start on that premise and then you can built a relationship or family of relationships."
He went on, "Everyone is committed to everyone else's joy and growth. Every day you look out for the others and ask yourself how can I love this person today ... and this person ... and this person? You do things to keep the magic in the whole extended family. You take pleasure in watching the others you love being pleasured. And if there's conflict your first thought is how can we create a 'win' for both of us?
The radio squawked, "Citation One Bravo Foxtrot contact Chicago Center on one-three-two-decimal-five." Josh acknowledged the handoff and called into the new air traffic control center.
Josh reached across the cockpit and took my hand. He brought it to his mouth and kissed my palm and closed my fingers around it then set my hand back in my lap. I know I blushed at his tender gesture.
He said, "Let's talk about religion and spirituality, because to me they're part of my life philosophy. We touched briefly on them at dinner -- or was it coffee? Anyway, I was raised in what I call middle protestant, went to Sunday school and did the whole church school thing. In the end I tossed out most of what I learned."
"Why's that?" I asked. "What takes its place?"
"Well those lessons all taught me about a God that was 'out there' -- outside me and outside everyone. That God had a touchy personality too. He -- and I mean 'He' -- could be vengeful or He could decide whether or not to answer your prayers. Pretty arbitrary, and a touch sexist. You'd better be good or else!"
"What about Jesus and the Holy Trinity?" I asked.
"There's a growing body of evidence that Jesus as he is taught to us in our churches is the largest and most accepted fictional masterpiece of all time. There were at least sixteen other similar people or myths before him that had the same characteristics that we attribute to 'the man,' for instance, the immaculate conception and virgin birth, wise men, born in a stable, miracles and healing, crucifixion and rising from the dead. His history appears to be fabricated, most likely at the Council of Nicea in the year 325. We know the Trinity was created then as well in a purely political move by Rome to garner the support of the eastern orthodox churches. By the way, some of the other deities that came before Jesus include Odin, Osiris, Buddha, and Krishna. There's a longer list. Further, there's evidence that at the time of the biblical Jesus there were several other men named Jesus that had the same powers -- healing, ability to preach to the crowds about the true nature of man, and so on. An increasing number believe the stories of Jesus in the Bible actually refer to multiple people. So in a nutshell, I became a skeptic."
"Wow," I uttered at his revelation.
Josh went on, "That said, some of the statements in the Bible and scrolls attributed to Jesus have been dramatically misinterpreted by most of mankind. He told us that God was infinite and dwelled within us, and that we could do anything he did and even more. The whole idea of what you reap so shall ye sow is still pretty valid too."
"Say that all a different way," I asked.
He said, "OK, try this. God is infinite -- everywhere. Ergo there is no devil or hell. God is 'in' us -- we are of God and God is of us. We are spiritual beings having a human experience. We co-create our lives with the God force that is within us. All the rest follows. When we don't listen to that voice within we create less than optimal lives for ourselves -- our own hell, if you will."
"There's more," I questioned.
"Oh yes, lots; for instance the law of attraction and some of the other universal laws. Mostly they boil down to what you give returns to you. If you give love guess what you get in return?" He turned to me.
I smiled and whispered, "Love."
"If you keep thinking negative thoughts -- war, sickness, sin, death -- guess what you get a lot of in your life?"
"All of the above," I answered.
We were both silent for a moment. Josh then said, "See. You get the idea," Josh said. He thought for a minute and asked, "Tell me about you and exercise?"



"That's an embarrassing question," I said. "I exercised all through college and grad school, and now I always seem to always have an excuse."
"Will you jog with me and work out?"
"I'd love to if you don't put me to shame with your superior body." I reached over and lightly squeezed his biceps with two fingers. "In case you didn't notice I need to lose twenty pounds." He ignored my comment.
"I meditate when I exercise," he said. "Somehow when I'm running I tune in to my breathing and then I feel nothing at all other than a sense of unity within and connections to everything. I meditate other times too -- irregular schedule I'm afraid. A rewarding act, I find."
"Will you teach me?" I asked.
Josh chuckled and said, "I will be delighted. The thought of meditating is perhaps a sufficient meditation; or you can just focus only on your foot steps -- don't even count."
The radio cackled again and Josh handled a frequency change. He pointed out the distant city of Chicago off to our right as we coasted by. The weather was crystal clear over Illinois.
Josh said, "One of the things we haven't really talked about is why we do the things we do, for instance, why am I running the Bannock Foundation? We talked about what I did -- the whole portfolio thing -- stocks, bonds and investments but not the other side of things -- the why?"
"So why?" I asked with a wiseass smirk.
"As my 'long time' girlfriend you have to know this; somewhere deep in me is an ever-present voice that says I have to give to others. It's not religious; it's spiritual -- perhaps it's even guilt having so much in such a needy world. It's also a family mission, to try to uplift people in unique ways around the communities we live in and around the world -- and make it stick."
"Like cure world hunger?" I asked more seriously.
"I'd love to but that's a sink hole for money. We're trying to come at issues like that but more creatively -- education programs, establishing schools, rebuilding a hospital, establishing a bank that gives micro-loans, and so forth."
"How much do you donate or fund each year?"
"The foundation is now over $250 million. With our investments we've been able to preserve the principle -- even grow it a little - and invest about eight percent of that a year - $20 million."
I sat stunned at the magnitude of the Bannock Foundation. I knew I was traveling in good company. I looked at Josh with new awe but he didn't see my look.
Our discussion wandered around the mechanics of the foundation and how various causes were identified and funded. As we talked I saw how the family came together, often on conference calls to decide on programs and funding. He mentioned that several well to do friends of his parents had donated very large sums of money to the foundation after they appreciated its goals and management.
"Josh, you are amazing. You are so unpretentious and then you come along and sweep a girl off her feet with all this." I gestured to the airplane.
He shrugged and explained; "I spend at least a couple of days a week looking at where and how we can invest the Foundation's money to get 'bang for the buck,' as they say. Most of the flights I make with this plane are in the U.S. but we also have programs going in the Middle East, Africa, India, and the backwaters of Malaysia. Sometimes I'm gone for a couple of weeks."
"Do you travel all that way alone?" I asked.
"No, we have a couple of pilots we can call on that rotate duties on the long-haul trips. We also add wing-tip fuel tanks that bring the range on the Citation up to about five thousand nautical miles. We need those for the trips to Europe and beyond.
I was glad Josh had other help on the long trips. When I'd been overseas the jet lag alone unfocused my mind so much I couldn't imagine flying an airplane with that infirmity.
The radio came to life again and we were handed off to Minneapolis Center. I was following our route on a map that Josh had given me. It had been interesting until a layer of clouds obscured my view of the ground.
Suddenly a wave of horniness swept over me. I looked at Josh. He was all business and reviewing one of his checklists.
"Honey? Hey, do you like being called 'Honey'?" I asked.
"Yes, dear," he said with a smirk.
"Honey, are you on auto pilot?"
"Yes, dear," he said with a mocking voice.
"Can we join the Mile High Club?" I posed.
Josh's head snapped around and he looked at me with his mouth hanging open. "I've never ... I don't think ... well ..."
I said, "In other words, it's not out of the realm of possibility?"
He nodded dumbly and a lecherous look came over his face.
"Push your seat back," I commanded.
Josh slid the pilot's seat back about eighteen inches. He could still reach the controls but the space opened up a nice area where I could work some magic.
"Be right back," I said. I set my seat back and went to small washroom and retrieved a couple of towels and got a large soft cushion I'd seen tossed on the sofa in the back of the plane. I also removed my underwear.
I went back in the cockpit and got back in my seat but sideways so I could lean across the console. I reached over and unzipped Josh's slacks. I was overly inefficient about finding and removing his inflating penis through his pants. Josh unbuckled his belt and shifted the pants down his body to help my apparent bumbling. The bumbling had really been on purpose. I bet he really liked having me feel him in all those different ways and positions.
At one point I sat upright and pulled the blouse from my body. The bra went next. I looked out the windows and asked rhetorically, "Do you suppose the neighbors can see?" Josh appreciated my humor. One of his hands came and fondled the nearest breast.
I reached back and slowly masturbated Josh. As I did he reached across with both hands and started to massage and tweak my breasts and nipples. Soon we both had each other panting for more significant sexual contact. Josh's rod pointed towards the sun.
"Can I mount you?" I asked looking at all the controls.
"Yea, I think with the seat back this far. Just don't bump the control wheel. Come around the console."
I pulled my skirt down my legs and revealed to Josh that I was now totally nude in the co-pilot's seat. I struck a sexy and very revealing pose. "This is so whenever you fly this plane again, you'll always remember your favorite co-pilot."
I moved out from the seat and wiggled by the console and onto Josh's lap, facing him. He immediately sucked my right breast into his mouth. I moaned.
I masturbated Josh again, rubbing his swelling cock against my slit.
After only a few seconds of that kind of foreplay I judged him ready for penetration and I rose and directed him into my pussy. I pushed down slowly so we could both enjoy every fraction of an inch of his cock sliding into my body.
Josh uttered, "Oh shit, this is nice." I moaned even louder as his cock bottomed out against my cervix.
I moved above his body since he was severely motion restricted. He massaged my breasts with his hands and guided my hips up and down on his rod.
I pulled away and looked him in the eye. He looked back and we kissed passionately.
"Welcome to the Club," I said. We both grinned at each other.
"I'm not going to last too long," he warned.
"Neither am I. Just cum in me. I want your juice."
Josh's hands made my up and down frequency on his cock increase along with the stroke length. We were both getting near.
Then we were there. Josh yanked my body down on his with four powerful down strokes and then froze. I felt his cum shoot into me and I came with just that single sensation. I arched back, careful not to disturb the flight controls.
We kissed each other passionately all around face, neck, ears, lobes, breasts, and shoulders, anything we could reach. Our tongues probed deep into each other's mouths, tasting and sharing. The whole time we were groaning and moaning.
Suddenly Josh sat upright. "Wait," he said to me. He pulled the headset microphone back down in front of his mouth and said, "Roger, Minneapolis. Could you repeat that frequency?" After a second he repeated, "OK, over to Denver Center on one-three-three-point-seven-five. Thanks and good day."
We both broke up laughing. Josh reached forward again to the microphone button and checked in with Denver Center. I noticed his voice had an unusual edge to it as well as a little pant.
I reached across to my seat and retrieved the hand towels I brought. I gave one to Josh to catch his soggy penis as I pulled off of him. I clutched the other towelette to my full pussy as I rose.
In what was far from a graceful maneuver I somehow twisted and turned around Josh and dismounted without touching any of the plane's equipment. I shuffled off towards the rear of the plane to clean up. I told Josh, don't go anywhere; I'll bring you a wet washcloth to help you clean up.
Five minutes later I returned to the cockpit only wearing my bikini underwear that I had packed with two sanitary mini-pads I'd found in the jet's small bathroom. I leaned in and kissed Josh very tenderly, rubbed my breasts all around his right ear, and then passed him a makeshift washcloth and watched as he wiped himself clean of our juices.
"I could help," I offered, purposely running my tongue over my lips in a very suggestive manner.
"Later," he smiled at me. He hitched his pants up and re-dressed himself, awkward in a seated position. When he was through he hitched his seat back into its regular position.
I shook my breasts at Josh one more time in a blatantly exhibitionist move; turned and retrieved my bra, blouse and skirt; and went into the back of the plane again to redress from our love making. I also took the opportunity to touch up my makeup and hair that had become mussed in all the excitement.
A few minutes later I went back to the cockpit. I kissed Josh and said, "Thank you. That was very special in many ways."
"You just wanted to be a bona fide member of the Mile High Club," he said in a matter of fact voice.
"Were you already a member?" I asked, interested in his response.
"No, but I sure am now," he grinned.
"Thank you lover." I stroked his cheek.
I put the headset on just in time to hear Denver Center come on line: "Citation One Bravo Foxtrot descend and maintain flight level two-four-zero." Josh replied and made one small adjustment to a dial on the panel; instantly I could feel the plane smoothly nose over and start to descend.
The cloud deck disappeared about ten minutes later and I could look ahead and see the Rocky Mountains. They were spectacular, with many of the higher peaks still carrying some snow. Josh pointed out Denver ahead of us. Gradually we came to the foothills and then were deep over the Rockies.
ATC also had us descend further, gave us some vectors, got us to the approach course for Aspen's runway 33, and soon I watched as Josh executed a flawless landing as Aspen. I noticed we used most of the runway to land and stop. We taxied back towards one of the hangers.
A lineman directed us to parking slot and almost immediately another lineman drove a rental car right next to the Citation jet. Josh went through the shutdown checklist as a lineman and I put our things in the car.
When he was through with the plane Josh went into the Atlantic Aviation office and checked in for the car and made arrangements to refuel the jet and stay for our overnights. He also arranged catering for the flight back to Boston.
As I looked around at the surrounding mountains I couldn't help but notice the absence of snow. When Josh came out of the office I pointed and asked, "Are you sure we're going to ski on Monday?"
He frowned and said, "Perhaps we'll have to come up with some other kind of aerobic activity. You're right, I think the ski season is over." His mood then brightened and he held the car door for me; did he ever have a bad day?
Josh drove out of the airport and got on the main highway for a short distance before turning off and snaking his way up a winding mountain road. I was captivated by the dramatic homes, and then saw one that took my breath away near the top of a ridge. I pointed it out to Josh.
He smiled and said, "That's where we're going. I jointly own it with my brother and sisters. It's called Chateau Eagle Pines."
I think my mouth was hanging open again. It seemed to do that a lot with Josh.
As we turned into the mountain estate I couldn't help but notice how the house was landscaped into the mountain to make it less obtrusive. Also, natural woods and stone had been used. That said, the house was palatial and extended equally on either side of a majestic circular driveway and entryway.
Josh led me into the home. Inside the home was just as impressive -- an impressive mix of wood, stone, Navajo art and contemporary furniture all with muted tones to not overshadow the elegance of the house.
Josh yelled, "Hellooooooo! Anyone home?"
The high vaulted ceilings had attracted my attention when a woman's voice shouted with glee. "JOSH!" There was a clatter of running and a pretty light brunette hurled herself into Josh's arms, locking both arms and legs around his body in a near smothering hug as he swung her around. Josh looked most pleased with his welcome.
The pair kissed and hugged again and he set her down and turned her towards me.
"Fiona, this is my girlfriend Megan. Megan this is my sister Fiona and the cause of this wonderful celebration this weekend."
I put my handout to shake her hand, but Fiona would have none of that. She came to me and said, "We are a hugging family. Body contact is important." With that, the two of us hugged. It wasn't a girlie hug either; we made full body contact and then she kissed me.
"Welcome to Eagle Pines," Fiona said. "Come and let me get to know you better. You are soooo pretty. Josh barely told us anything about you at Christmas so this is such a treat that you could come to the wedding." She cast a smiling frown at her brother and added, "And he's not the most communicative person either -- unless it involves the Foundation."
We followed Fiona, who I rapidly learned was often just called 'Fi', into a huge kitchen with a sit down counter. Fi gestured and we each took a seat. Fi went to get us something to drink but before anything else could happen another brunette blur ran into the kitchen and threw herself into Josh's arms with another flurry of more kisses and hugs.
Josh extricated himself from the clingy female and said, "Megan, this fur ball of activity is my other sister Katelyn and like Fiona she thinks I walk on water and talk to God. Now that they are meeting you they will surely think the same of you and I shall be forever demoted to more mundane human status as you are elevated to the status of Goddess."
Katelyn came to me, "Megan, I am so glad to meet you. I wish I could say I knew a lot about you but Josh has been keeping you a secret from us all. We weren't really sure you even existed until today."
I made a note to myself to try not to spill the beans about my sudden relationship with Josh.
I hugged Katelyn as I met her halfway in her welcome. I also got a kiss from her too and big welcome into the family. I liked this family; they were all touchy-feely.
I said in a conspiratorial tone, "Sometimes Josh even keeps it a secret from me that I'm his girlfriend. You must tell me all his deep and darkest secrets this weekend." I gave him a suspicious glance and we all laughed.
I learned the two sisters had been up at the house from their homes in Denver since the start of the week consulting with various local places about the wedding. Van - Josh's brother, his wife, and Katelyn's husband were due in on a commercial flight from Denver just in time for dinner. Other members of the bridal party including the groom to be and his parents were staying down in the romantic little town at one of the resorts.
Both Fiona and Katelyn were short but thin brunettes. There was no doubt they shared the same parents and inherited the good looks from each side, however, I think they'd both had breast enhancements since they seemed a little rounder and more erect that one might expect. Both were happy and secure in whom they were and both adored Josh -- their 'big' brother. Josh was a year older than Katelyn and three years older than Fiona. Van was the youngest by another year.
I learned the wedding was to be at three o'clock on Saturday afternoon at the Elkhorn Lodge in Aspen followed by a reception at the exclusive resort. Apparently over three hundred guests were coming for the event. That evening, Fiona informed us, we were part of a rehearsal and then a large family dinner at the Century Room in the Hotel Jerome.
Suddenly Josh's sisters swept me up and spirited me away to one of the upstairs bedrooms to help dress for dinner and have 'girl talk'. Josh followed closely behind with my suitcase and clothes bag. He showed me the room that we'd claim for our visit and then he disappeared. Our room held a king-size bed as well as an assortment of new, woodsy furniture that fit the décor of the house. The view out the window was spectacular. I loved the Rocky Mountains.
I got my little black dress and makeup kit and joined Josh's sisters a couple of doors down the hallway in Fiona's bedroom. We all stripped down to our underwear and started to dress more upscale for the dinner and rehearsal. At the same time we continued some girl chatter they'd already started before our arrival about the wedding, honeymoon and -- much to my surprise -- their sex lives. The sisters were VERY open with each other and I learned a lot from their conversation. Turned out they were learning things about each other for the first time too.
The discussion turned to some of the more interesting places they'd had sex in their lives. Katelyn talked about doing 'it' under a stadium blencher during a football game, the backseat of car, a rocky tor along a frequented hiking trail, and in the ladies room of a popular Denver pick-up bar called Blue 67. I got wet listening to her abbreviated descriptions of how she and her dates, and later Carl, now her husband, had almost gotten caught over and over again.
As Fiona tried on various cocktail dresses from her closet she talked about how she had recently given Ray, her fiancé, a blowjob under the table at an upscale jazz joint called '1515'. Apparently several others at the table knew of her efforts and applauded as she finished and arose from her under-the-table efforts with a small telltale sign on her cheek. She laughed uproariously as she remembered the event.
As she and Katelyn swapped clothes and went from near nude to clothed and back to their nearly nude state, I actually felt my temperature rise. They were making me horny.
Suddenly they both turned to me and I realized I had to 'stand and deliver' as the saying goes. I figured I'd surprise them a little.
I said, "Well up until today I was not a member of the Mile High Club, but somewhere over Western Illinois as we flew here I stripped down to my necklace and over Iowa I mounted Josh and sorted out that missing piece of my life with your brother. He told me it was his first time in the Club too. My God can he fuck! I think we lasted all the way across the state and into Nebraska. Good thing the jet has an autopilot. I can't wait for our return trip, maybe we'll try to last for four or five states instead of one and a half."
I turned to both girls with an innocent look on my face to see their mouths agape at my candid portrayal of our trip earlier in the day not to mention their seeing a dimension of their brother that they hadn't thought about.
"That is so hot," Fiona said. "I didn't think Josh had it in him."



Katelyn added, "I know he's well endowed. I saw him naked once a few years ago when he visited us in Denver. I 'accidentally' walked in on him when he was about to shower. Megan, you are so lucky ... plus that all sounded like fun too."
I said, "Well your stories inspire me, although I'm not sure I have as many risk genes that you guys apparently do. I would be mortified if I got caught, for instance, in a restaurant or at a football game." I thought for a moment, "But you guys could do it in the airplane sometime couldn't you?"
"Yeah," Katelyn said thoughtfully, "but it'd be no fun doing it with your husband. Maybe we should do it with Josh?"
To be continued.
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Katelyn had baited me with the comment about having sex with her brother to see how I'd respond so I figured I'd return the favor. I refused to rise to the bait and actually got 'hot' thinking about she and Fiona fucking their brother.
I told them, "Oh, that would be so nice. You guys love each other and already touch and kiss more than in many families. Just extend what you're doing a little and bingo. Josh is so thoughtful about making sure you cum. Have you guys ever done Josh, perhaps in a threesome or more some?"
Jaws dropped again, both at my casual attitude about their potential incest as well as at my suggestion of a family love in. I actually thought I wouldn't mind a lesbian-like encounter with either sister -- or both of them.
There was a long silence and then I could hold in my laughter no longer. I burst out laughing.
"It's OK guys. You're brother's a hunk. Even though you're related you can still lust after him. I bet half the women in Boston do and the other half haven't met him yet. And, you don't have to answer my last question."
Both girls relaxed a little and grinned.
Fiona finally said, "You knew we were playing with you?"
"Of course," I said. "But I still bet you think bedding your brother would be nice."
Both of them nodded.
"Just put that on your to-do list. I won't stand in your way."
I still thought the whole discussion worth a laugh. They acted shocked again.
After a long silence Katelyn volunteered in a voice just above a whisper, "I've had a threesome -- actually a foursome -- me, Carl and another couple we really like; we started a couple of months ago. We get together a couple of times a week actually."
I looked at her with interest. I'd just learned a lot about Josh's sister and more than he knew I was sure.
Fiona's jaw was hanging open at her sister's admission. Then a grin started to spread from ear to ear.
Fiona said, "Why Kate, you never shared that and I have about a thousand questions."
Fiona paused and alternately looked at the two of us as she tested our receptiveness to her next announcement; "Well, let me tell you that Ray and I have a lover too. She actually lives with us and is one of my bridesmaids -- Stacy." She checked her watch and added, "Unless I'm wrong, I bet that Ray has his cock buried in her nice pussy even as we sit here. I hope they're both enjoying their time together." She grinned.
Now Katelyn's mouth was hanging open and I think mine was too. Damn!
Fiona went on, "I'll tell you another secret. Stacy is going on the honeymoon with us. No one else knows so don't either of you dare tell anyone. We're all flying down to Puerto Vallarta on Sunday morning and intend to fuck each other's brains out all week."
Katelyn asked, "How long?"
Fiona answered as she reached forward and took her sister's hand then reached and took my hand as well; "We fell in love almost two years ago. Actually Ray and I were dating then and one night Stacy needed a place to crash rather than drive home. We both knew her well and so having her stay over at our place was no big deal. One thing led to another and ... well, we all fell in love with each other. Ray will be my husband and Stacy my wife. Someday I hope we can make our triad legal; in the meantime we'll just do what we do."
I squeezed Fiona's hand as a gesture of support and appreciation for her revelations.
"What about Josh? Don't you want to share your story with him?" I asked quietly. "And Van?"
Fiona said, "You find a way to tell Josh. You're his girlfriend and understand him better than we do today. I'll have to see about telling Van; he's pretty wrapped up in his own life right now and wouldn't appreciate what our relationship means -- really means to each of us. I think he's pretty conservative too."
I nodded and wondered how and when I'd tell Josh.
Fiona turned to he sister and asked with a lecherous tone to her voice, "Now, Kate, tell me about your group experience."
Katelyn actually blushed a little and gave me a shy grin. I nodded to let her know I had great empathy with her situation and feelings. She started, "Carl and I have been friends with Beth and Doug for over a year. They live next door and had become our alter egos. Increasingly we kept finding we could share everything with them."
She looked at us wondering if she should go on. Fiona and I nodded encouragingly to her.
"Anyway, one night they were over and we were going to watch a movie we'd rented. For some reason I felt mischievous so I went and sat with Doug. Beth held her arms up and Carl fell into them. The lights were low and soon we were hugging and kissing with our new partners as the movie played. The hugging and kissing became feeling and smoothing, and then our hands were under each other's clothing, and then clothing started to come off, and then we made love to each other's mate -- right in the same room."
"Was it nice," Fiona asked her sister.
"Oh, it was beautiful. We were all together and naked, enjoying the sight and feel of each other's bodies. I never wanted the feeling to stop but I also wanted Carl to be happy and I wanted to love him too. We all talked about what we were feeling and how we felt about each other. We talked until two in the morning and then made love with our new partners again, then we all slept in our big bed."
"Did things look different in the morning?" I asked.
"I woke up in the morning being held and cuddled by Carl. He whispered in my ear that he loved me and it was one of those times when you know that love can move mountains. We hugged and kissed and then started to make love again, right next to Beth and Doug. They woke up and watched us then they made love as we watched."
Katelyn continued, "After we cleaned up a bit, we all went down and made breakfast. I can still remember than none of us got dressed; we were all naked. It had been a short night. We all continued talking about what we'd done and how we felt about each other. We realized we liked each other -- a lot -- and that the sex was really a confirmation of how we felt about each other. It wasn't just lust, there was a lot of love there too. We made love again after breakfast too, and we've been an event ever since and that was over a year ago."
Another long silence ensured then the sisters turned to me and Fiona said, "You haven't told us about your threesome."
I laughed at how off guard I'd been for her question, visualizing the scene of the foursome as she'd described the details. The sisters looked puzzled but I felt I should share this part of myself with them.
I started, "My story happened two boyfriends ago. My last boyfriend -- before Josh -- had an ego the size of a battleship and couldn't have handled anything like this. Anyway, Wade, that was his name, and I were in our early twenties and as horny as rabbits all the time. I gather you guys have been through that stage too -- or maybe you're still in it?"
Both heads nodded enthusiastically.
"So one night, one of Wade's friends was over at our apartment watching a baseball game on TV -- a guy named Andy. It's hot, we don't have air conditioning, and I'm running around our apartment in just a tank top and panties. Wade gets horny watching me and gets up and puts the make on me, running his hands up under my top and fingering my slit. I look and Andy is watching us and rubbing his shorts right where his cock is -- and the bulge is evident. We're turning him on."
I paused and both sisters leaned in. Katelyn said in an urgent voice, "Go on!"
"I felt like being an exhibitionist suddenly so I pulled my top off completely. As you can see there's more than a handful so I had plenty to put on display. Wade takes it in stride and starts to suck on my breast as I'm trying to yank his shorts down. I get Wade's penis out so I can work it and then see that Andy is masturbating as he watches us. Next I knew Wade had two fingers buried in me and I am leaking like a faucet."
"Without even asking Wade, I just gestured Andy over. A split second later I had another naked guy sucking my breasts and I was in heaven. As they sucked on me, I ended up holding two stiff cocks in my hand too -- very erotic to do that."
"Someone pulled off my undies and then I had lots of fingers in my cunt and I got felt and licked all over. I must have cum a dozen times before the three of us ended on our bed. I can still remember I fucked Wade then Andy then Wade then Andy. We went on for a long time -- like two days taking short breaks for food and a little sleep."
"A one time thing?" Fiona asked.
"I thought so that night but we got together about ten times overall. Andy was OK and I didn't mind fucking him; he had size working to his advantage too. At the time I really liked Wade, so long as he was OK with what was going on, I was too. Wade and I then started to have relationship problems and ultimately broke up. We had sex after we broke up and stopped living together; we just knew there was no relationship there. Andy joined us several times after we broke up. It was all lust by then, just the three of us satisfying our carnal urges and we had a lot of them stored up. Every time we got together we fucked all weekend, just like our first time together."
I paused and looked at Fiona and Katelyn. They were both on the verge of drooling at my recounting. I added, "So that's my story and I'm stickin' to it."
"Hot!" said Fiona.
Katelyn asked, "Does Josh know?"
"Not yet," I told her. "How would you go about telling someone something like that -- I mean to your relatively new boyfriend? 'Oh by the way Josh, did I ever tell you about all the times I fucked two guys until they ran out of cum?' There just never seems to be a good time." I grinned at the sisters. As Josh's 'temporary girlfriend' I had to remember to be vague about how long we'd known each other.
Fiona offered, "Well, you could get him involved in a threesome and then it just wouldn't be anything worth mentioning."
I said, "So one of you - or better yet both of you - come in tonight and we'll turn him every which way but loose -- and then I'll tell him."
Fiona and Katelyn looked at each other; I could tell they were thinking about whether to accept my dare or not.
About that time we heard a car in the driveway honking its horn.
"Van and everyone," Fiona screamed and hopped off the bed..
She and Katelyn ran out of the bedroom barefoot but wearing their final choices for cocktail dresses. They raced down the stairs to greet the newcomers. I followed at a more sedate pace to allow them time to greet their family members.
The foyer of the large home was a beehive of activity as people carried in luggage and the greeting process took place. I met Van, the fourth member of Josh's family, his wife Ellie, and Katelyn's husband Carl.
I couldn't help but visualize Carl fucking some other female as Katelyn watched. I do have sex on my mind a lot -- and I love every second of it.
Josh whispered to me that he really liked my LDB and I told him I still needed to do makeup and other feminine things to get ready.
Fiona announced that we'd all be leaving for the dinner in thirty minutes and there was a mad dash to change from work or travel clothes to our evening dress, and for those of us that had already started dressing a rush to finish with makeup and such.
The Hotel Jerome hosted the rehearsal and dinner. I met about fifty other family members and their spouses including Ray, Fiona's fiancé, and Stacy the other member of their threesome.
I tried to figure out if Ray and Stacy had that 'just fucked' look and finally decided they did. I whispered to Josh that I thought they both had that look and that I wanted to look that way too and he told me to keep quiet. I even suggested we could go use a stall in the ladies room or the coatroom. He was tempted but didn't succumb.
The other fifty people I met put my ability to remember names to a test. I thought I'd done pretty well when I could go around the large table and knew everyone's first name at least as well as their relation to the two families in the wedding.
I got to sit next to Stacy at dinner and the two of us bonded very quickly. A pretty dishwater blond with a bubbly personality, Stacy's intelligence came through as she talked authoritatively about a wide range of subjects. Stacy turned out to be a lawyer for one of the top firms in Denver. As we got to know each other I could feel our chemistry grow; we both promised we'd Skype or e-mail each other on one subject or another.
Josh sat next to me and we also chatted. I got him involved in some of the conversation with Stacy. While they knew of each other neither had met until that night.
Beyond Josh sat Fiona and then Ray, her betrothed. In a little conversation behind Josh's back I urged Fiona to come on to her brother a little. She understood my hint and then I sat back to watch.
Fiona became overly physical as she and Josh caught up on activities. I watched her run her hand up his arm then drape a hand around his shoulders as the two of us talked or as she shared an idea with Stacy.
A few minutes later I watched her lean in front of Josh, one hand firmly on his thigh very close to 'ground zero.' Josh's eyes got very large and there was no doubt of his hyper-awareness of his sister's hand. Fiona turned back to Ray and the advance paused for a few moments.
Josh looked at me, apparently for guidance. I acknowledged his look at me and then at Fiona's hand in his lap. My reaction was to laugh. I leaned into Josh and said, "Enjoy life as it comes." I chuckled to myself over the double entendre.
I planted my hand on Josh's other thigh and rubbed right up to 'ground zero.' Now Josh's eyes got really big.
I asked, "Are you sure you wouldn't like to go into the coatroom? We could invite Fiona too."
He looked at me and pondered the idea again. He leaned to me and we kissed rather tenderly.
Josh said, "You know this boyfriend-girlfriend thing is much, much better than I thought it would be. When I suggested that you be my 'temporary girlfriend' I had no idea we'd be where we are now -- that I'd be where I am now." He kissed me again.
I smiled and decided I'd be a little coy. His remark was vague, perhaps on purpose and I knew that later I'd want some further clarification.
After the main course at dinner, Fiona and Ray stood and thanked everyone for coming and playing a role in their wedding, in helping them become the people they were, and in helping them meet and promoting their relationship. Everyone applauded.
Fiona finished her speech and then asked that for our special dessert and coffee every other person at the table move two slots to their left so that they could meet and talk with new people. Half the table arose and started to mill around, mostly to their left.
I could see that Katelyn was slated to sit next to Josh as the long table rearranged itself. I quickly whispered to her, "Come on to Josh -- in line with what we were talking about back at the house. Fiona's already softened the landscape, or should I say hardened up the landscape. I'll put in a plug for you later."
I grinned at her as she digested my comment. Then I got a wide smile from her as she sat down in the seat that had been mine.
I moved two slots to my left and sat with Ray on my right and Van, Josh's brother, on my left. We broke into animated conversation and I got to know the two of them well over the intermission between dinner and dessert and then over a superb serving of Banana's Foster. I knew I'd have to start working out after this weekend.
It might have been the flow of wine or the liqueur in the dessert that provoked my devilish nature. As Van got into a discussion away from me, I decided I'd flirt with Ray. Thus, I started to duplicate the moves I'd seen Fiona apply to Josh only a few minutes earlier.
The results started to materialize immediately. Ray started to look deep into my eyes to try to see if he understood why I touched his neck, ran my hand up his thigh as I leaned across to say something to Josh, or placed my body so that his arm had to brush across my breasts -- an act I obviously appreciated but pretended to ignore.
I could tell my advances on Ray were modestly successful when Ray's hands started to wander around my body too, nothing too out of place -- just a touch or smooth, supposedly to get my attention. Soon he duplicated many of my moves prompting me to raise the ante even further.
As the dinner started to break up Ray said to me, "I am so glad that you came to our wedding. You are fun and sexy and a delight to have here. Josh is a lucky man."
I leaned in and pecked a kiss on his cheek. "Thank you." I lowered my voice to a whisper, "You are a lucky man -- Fiona and Stacy are both sweethearts. I hope all our paths cross again and frequently after this weekend."
Ray looked surprised that I knew their secret. He just nodded to me as Josh came to my side. We chatted about the schedule for the wedding day and then were off.
Josh drove me, Fiona, Katelyn, Carl, Van and Ellie (Van's wife) back to Eagle Pines in a large car that the family left at the house. We were a merry group in the car yet at the house everyone said 'good night' and headed off to their own rooms.
Josh pulled me into the living room where the remains of the pre-dinner fire still warmed the hearth. He put another couple of logs from the big log crib on the embers and in a couple of moments they burst into flame. He finally stood and turned to me.
I held my arms open to him. Josh closed the short space between us and we hugged and kissed with a serious sexual intent for the first time since our passionate fuck at 40,000-feet in Josh's corporate jet.
I felt Josh's strong hands find the zipper to my dress and shivered slightly as he toyed with the little pull and then slowly pulled the little tab all the way down to my rear. I reached up and started to un-do the buttons on his shirt. My shawl and his sport coat disappeared then seconds later he helped me step out of my dress.
I pulled Josh's shirt off of him revealing his muscular chest. As we kissed again, his tongue pushing into my willing mouth, he used one hand to un-snap the clasp on my black lace brassiere. I shrugged the frilly bra down my arms and tossed in the pile with our clothes.
I asked, "I assume it's OK if we get caught making love here?" I gestured to the sofa with a silly grin.
Josh smiled, "Of course. It'll remove all doubt that I really have a girlfriend."
"A temporary girlfriend," I said with a hint of sarcasm. He didn't reply; his thoughts had moved on elsewhere.
I undid his belt and unzipped his slacks. He kicked off his loafers and stepped out of his pants. I pulled his briefs down to reveal his rising manhood. Josh looked down at me clearly wondering what I was going to do.
I looked up into his eyes as I took his penis in both of my hands and slowly moved my hands alternately down his cock, pulling so he lengthened as he engorged his rod. Josh ran his fingers through my hair.
I pulled his cock into my mouth, initially licking around the mushroomed head and then capturing just the helmet of his rod in my mouth. I rapidly turned my head back and forth over the shaft holding just that top in my mouth and sucking. I head a loud moan from my man.



I liked the heft of Josh's rod. It felt so natural to pull the entire shaft into my mouth and start bobbing up and down on the hard shaft. I remembered some earlier lessons from years prior and within a couple of tries took all of the swelling cock down my throat. I paused and rotated my head to and fro around his cock when the shaft was all the way into me. Josh moaned almost continuously and reminded me how wonderful I am.
He said in a gasp, "You've got to stop -- stop now. I want to cum inside you -- making love to you."
I slowly extracted Josh from my mouth, a long tendril of pre-cum and saliva arching between us as we separated. I captured it with the fingers of my right hand and licked it back into my mouth.
"Yummmm," I hummed as I looked up at him. "You taste so good but I bet all your temporary girlfriends tell you that."
"No one's ever done what you just did to me ... or told me that." He studied me a moment and tossed in, "There are no other temporary girlfriends -- never have been."
He pulled me up and we kissed again. Much to my surprise he seemed more than comfortable French kissing me even after my sloppy oral love making to him.
Then Josh knelt before me and pulled my black bikinis off of me. I stepped out of them as he ran his hands up and down my legs.
"Come over to the sofa, Megan."
I moved with him to the long couch now bathed in the flickering light of the fire. He hugged me again then lowered me to the sofa and then knelt in front of me, spreading my knees and pulling me forward to the edge of the cushions.
Josh blew on my pussy. Somehow he knew my temperature in that region was spiking. I groaned at his forced draft.
"You're pussy is beautiful. I love this," he said.
His tongue then licked from one end of my slit to the other. Now I really groaned then checked my volume lest I arouse one of the other members of the household.
"Oh, Josh."
Josh started to fuck me with his tongue -- and what a talented tongue it was. Just like a small cock, he thrust his curled tongue in and out of my pussy capturing and licking my increased fluids as he did.
"You taste so good."
Fingers were added and now I really swept into orbit. His instincts were superb and in no time at all I was writhing all over the sofa trying to increase contact with his hand and mouth, particularly on my clit and G-spot.
"Oh shit. Oh, Josh. Oh, fuck, you're gonna make me cum. Oh, I'm just a couple of seconds away. Oh don't you dare stop. Oh, what you're doing to me feels so good. Don't ever stop. Oooooooooooh!"
I came.
I know I shut my eyes but I saw stars and fireworks as my climax swept over me. When I opened my eyes Josh had moved so he could hold me and kiss me. I liked this boyfriend thing.
"Josh, make love to me. Fuck me. Now. Here."
He didn't need a second invitation. He rose in front of me and pulled me to the edge of the sofa again, this time carefully aiming his erect rod into my pussy.
I had emitted so much lubricant and Josh's saliva had added to the fluids that he sunk in without either of us using our hands for guidance. He sunk deep in on his first stroke and I know I moaned loudly again.
"I've wanted to do this all night with you," he told me.
I couldn't resist my next comment; "Are you sure you wouldn't have wanted to do something with your sisters? They seemed to like physical contact with you tonight. I saw Stacy eyeing you too."
Josh looked at me surprised. "I thought I was the only one that noticed that," he said.
"They're all hot for you Josh -- just the way I am. If you shut your eyes you can fuck all four of us at the same time. Megan's here and you're deep in her pussy but just use your imagination a little and suddenly your cock is moving in and out of Katelyn's lovely cunt. She likes the feel of your cock as you pump into her.
I looked and indeed Josh had closed his eyes. I felt a little extra jab as he thrust into me.
I went on, "Katelyn loves the feel of your cock; you're hitting all her sensuous spots." I paused then shifted, "Or perhaps you'd favor Fiona, particularly on her last night as a single woman. She could be stretched out on the sofa like this as you pound into her pussy, showing her the passion and love you feel for her too."
Josh moaned barely under his breath and his thrusting pace changed again.
As I elevated my cunt to meet his thrusts, I added, "Can you feel Fiona lift her pussy for you just so you can get nice and deep in her cunt?" I paused again then shifted characters, "Then there's Stacy. I know she wanted to run her hand up your thigh tonight -- right up to your large, hard cock. Maybe she'd have gotten under the table and taken your cock out of your pants and sucked on you. You could have cum in her mouth right there at the dinner table."
"Or maybe Stacy and Fiona would have pulled you into the coatroom and you could have fucked the two of them. They're both 'hot' babes and they would have loved having your cock pound into them. Can you imagine that?"
As Josh pumped into me I glanced up at the balcony surrounding the living room. Fiona and Katelyn both were there in the shadows, naked in the dim dancing light from the fire. Katelyn stood slightly behind Fiona with her fingers deep in her sister's cunt as she made Sapphic love to her. I wondered the whereabouts of Carl, Katelyn's husband. Then I caught a glimmer of fluids surrounding Katelyn's pussy and guessed she'd been the lucky recipient of attention only moments earlier -- could it have come from both Carl and Fiona in the same lovemaking session?
In that instant I also thought about inviting them down to join us but I wasn't sure how receptive Josh would be to an actual act of incest. Fantasy might be acceptable, but his reality might rule out ever playing with his sisters. Thus, instead I revisited the little scenarios I had been painting for him, adding detail.
I whispered loudly enough for the two on the balcony to hear, "Imagine you've got your cock buried in Fiona. You'd like that wouldn't you? You've wanted to make love to her for years haven't you?"
Josh nodded but kept his eyes closed as he thrust into me.
"What would you tell her?"
He spoke aloud and I knew she could hear him; "I'd tell her how much I love her and how much I've wanted to touch her body ever since we were teenagers. I've always loved her."
"What about Katelyn?"
"The same. I love her and have wanted to make love to her as long as I can remember."
"What would you do if she was here right now?"
"I'd pound into her like this," Josh said as he pulled almost all the way out of me and then thrust back into me in a long, powerful stroke. I moaned.
"And like this," he went on and repeated the process of stroking into my body.
I looked and could see Fiona with her head back, her hands locked on the railing as Katelyn thrust her whole hand into her sister's shaved pussy. Fluids were visibly running down Fiona's leg.
"Come back to me Josh. Come back to Megan. Make love to me. I'm about to cum. Cum in me. Cum in me -- in Fiona -- in Katelyn -- in Stacy. Cum in all of us at once."
With that I locked my legs behind Josh and pulled him into me, urging him at a rapid pace, encouraging his deep drives. Our eyes locked on one another's and he pounded into me.
Then suddenly we both crested.
I shrieked, "Oh fuck, you've made me cum again." I squeaked.
Josh moaned a long groan of love and contentment.
The balcony was silent but I could see Fiona writhe as her orgasm swept over her. Katelyn moved to hold her sister, licking her fingers from her sister's juices.
Josh nuzzled into me and said, "Megan, you are so special. You're unbelievable." We kissed.
When I looked again the sisters had disappeared from their viewpoint.
Josh said, "You are something. I couldn't imagine a more seductive person in my life than you just were. Where did you learn to do that -- to say things like that? I don't know that I've ever been so hot, so hard, so horny, or so loving -- and all at once."
I smiled and rubbed my breasts against his chest in an intimate manner.
"You bring out the best in me," I said. "Besides I've been thinking about little else but sex for the past twenty-four hours, even when I talked to your sisters this afternoon." I paused and added, "Especially when I talked to your sisters this afternoon."
"Why do you say that?" Josh asked as he leaned in and kissed my eyelids and cheeks.
"We got to telling stories about ourselves this afternoon -- sex stories. There's one in particular you should know about right now. Fiona asked that I tell you, but you can't tell anyone -- including Van - because only a few people know."
Josh looked at me in anticipation of hearing a sexy story. I could even feel his penis twitch in my vagina and took that sign as an expression of interest.
"You know that Fiona and Ray live together and have for a couple of years?" I asked.
"Sure," Josh said, "that's not been a secret."
"Well, Stacy also lives with them; they're really a threesome not just a couple."
Josh twitched again inside me. He said, "Wow! Now that's news. Full participation all around?"
"Oh yes," I said. "So much so that Fiona made sure Stacy and Ray had connecting rooms at the Lodge so the two of them could be together while she's there. Remember I figured out they'd made love just before the dinner -- well it was with each other! Fiona is bisexual -- at least as far as Stacy and her sister go."
"Her sister?" Josh asked surprised. "You mean she and Katelyn? Are you sure? That's a huge surprise."
"If you'd turned around and looked up into the balcony five minutes ago while we were fucking you would have seen the two of them making love as they watched us. They looked very comfortable together."
"What about Carl?" Josh asked.
"He's a participant too, I think. Katelyn was fisting Fiona as they watched us, but she'd been fucked recently. I could see fluids all around her pussy and I'm guessing it was from Fiona and Carl."
Josh rolled to the sofa beside me. His cock was still somewhat rigid in spite of our lovemaking only moments before.
"One more thing," I said as I leaned in and kissed him, "Katelyn and Carl have a relationship with another couple they live near. They share and get together for intimate games and to extend their relationship a couple of times a week. Based on the way they're talking and what I figured out tonight, I bet that circle will widen to include Fiona, Ray and Stacy -- all seven of them."
"You know that makes me harden just to think of all the possibilities," Josh said.
"You don't mind girl-girl things?" I asked.
"I guess I don't," he said. "Right at this second they're almost the hottest thing I can imagine next to making love with you again."
I shifted off the sofa and bent down next to Josh's waist. Just before I inhaled his cock again I said, "Then let's not let this opportunity -- and this nice fire -- go to waste." I lapped at his penis, sucking his entire length into my mouth and enjoying the evident mix of our body fluids.
A few minutes later I mounted him and we screwed until we each had another orgasm. I repeated some of the words I'd said before about his sisters and their friends. Josh became harder and more swollen than I'd known him to be and soon he was delivering his extra pleasure to me too.
After we recuperated, we collected our clothes and walked up the stairs naked to our bedroom suite. I didn't see Katelyn or Fiona again that night, but I swore I heard muffled moans from behind one of the bedroom doors.
*
When I woke the next morning, Josh's body pressed against mine in a tight spoon. I could feel his inflating cock and then knew for sure that he was awake. I felt him use one hand to position his rod at the entrance to my pussy.
I raised a leg to give him maximum access. I'd retained most of the fluids from our play the night before and immediate lubrication was not an issue. Soon Josh was pistoning in and out of my body. A girl could get used to this kind of treatment.
After our orgasms had passed and we lay there panting, I rolled into Josh's arms so we could kiss. The fluids from our fuck trickled across my leg yet I thought it kind of sexy so I ignored the tracks.
We kissed and hugged for quite a while, cooing and smoothing each other. I love to have my breasts stroked, particularly after making love and that morning was no exception.
I said to Josh, "You were really turned on last night. I like you like that."
"Thanks to you."
"Did you like thinking about your sisters and maybe group sex?" I asked.
"Hell yes," he said with a grin. "I may have to rethink my priorities. Having you as a temporary girlfriend has sure opened my eyes to what I've been missing in my life."
I told him, "I read a book by a psychologist named Eric Ericson a few years ago. He stated that the richest and fullest lives achieved an inner balance between work, love and play. He contended that if you pursued one and disregarded the others you'd have a pretty sad life in your older years but that if you worked at all three you'd have a real sense of achievement and happiness."
"You're profound too," Josh told me as he kissed my nose. "And those thoughts nicely summarize what's been rolling around in my head since we really met and started talking with each other. I'm ready to change -- to expand my purview of life beyond the foundation."
"What about your sisters and the others?" I asked, purposefully leaving the full scope of the question unstated.
"I already love them. I need to spend more time with them. Since college I've neglected them although they've turned out well and have thriving careers."
"Would you get physical with them? Sexually? They're interested, you know. Really interested."
Josh said slowly, "That's incest." He thought for a long time and added, "But, yes, if they were willing and had their eyes wide open to what we were doing I could -- I would. It's not something you'd broadcast around."
Now I kissed Josh on the nose, and then ran my tongue down his neck.
He said suddenly, "But wait, I can't believe you've led me down a road talking about being with others when I'm with you. What must you think of me?"
I said, "Don't worry. I'm happy -- really happy -- if you are. If we can play and enjoy together I will savor every moment. Besides I find myself attracted to the same people you are. We can be a couple and still enjoy being with others."
"Aren't you jealous?" he asked.
"No, not a bit. Jealousy is a learned response. You even commented on that in the plane -- about how we're taught what to be jealous about, particularly in relationships. I agree with the philosophy you told me. There's no particularly reason to be monogamous -- as you told me, anyone could love more than one other person if they let themselves. Look at Fiona, Stacy and Ray, or Katelyn and Carl and their friends."
I continued telling Josh his philosophy only now it no longer had the academic flavor to it that it had had when Josh talked about it in the plane; "If I really like someone -- like you -- I want to see you happy, fulfilled, stretching your limits, and watch your growth. If I put a lid on all the interactions with other people I stifle you and soon you'll resent me and what I represent because you'll feel that loss too." I kissed him on his nose and added, "Besides, the idea of you having sex with someone else turns me on -- especially Fiona, Katelyn and Stacy."
"What would you be doing while I was making love to them?" Josh asked.
"Perhaps joining in some way or maybe loving Ray or Carl or whomever was dedicated to my pleasure and allowed me to give of myself to them."
Josh thought a long time again as he kissed my left breast. He said, "You know that is erotic to think about. I feel I'm right on the doorstep. One way I could feel jealous that it's not me making love to you and the other is I'm turned on and glad you are being pleasured by someone in a way that turns you on."
I said, "We're at odds with what most of society thinks."
"Screw society," Josh said. "I think it's time to challenge most of what's been handed down to us for ten-thousand years anyway. Why should this be any different?"
We hugged and kissed some more and then there was a banging on the door to our bedroom.
Josh flipped the sheet up over us and yelled, "Come in!"
Katelyn and Fiona came bounding into the room like two Tiggers from Winnie the Pooh. They were full of energy and excited beyond belief. Both were wearing baby doll pajamas that left little to the imagination. I could see the dark areolas and nipples of both women and with little imagination their pussy fuzz.
"Were you two screwing?" Fiona asked devilishly.
"Finished fifteen minutes ago," I responded with a smirk. "Just laying here talking about love, sex, and other things like that."
"Hummm," she said turning to her sister, "See we should have come in twenty minutes ago. Maybe we could have gotten a little of what Megan got." She paused and then laughed.
Katelyn looked at me and said, "We're going to the spa in town for the 'works' and you're invited -- my treat. Please come. We really want you with us. The two other bridesmaids are coming too."
"I'm in," I yelled. I tossed back the covers and got out of bed nude. Josh still had his midriff covered. The sisters watched me prance naked across the room towards the bathroom. "Just let me take a quick shower and I'll be ready."
As I looked back over my shoulders the two sisters were moving towards the bed and Josh. He looked worried.
My shower probably lasted three minutes. The 'works' at most spas would finish everything else I might have thought about and then some. I wrapped a towel around me and walked back into the bedroom.
Josh had a sister lying on each side of him. He was still covered and Fiona and Katelyn still had their PJs on. Fiona was stroking Josh's deflated cock through the sheet that covered him. They were showering kisses on Josh and he was returning them in a most gentlemanly manner.
Fiona stopped molesting Josh, rolled off the bed and stood as I slipped on a thong. She turned towards the bed, "Come on Kate; let's get dressed."
"Oh but this is such fun," her sister said as she licked up Josh's neck.
I pulled a top from my suitcase and slipped it over my head, adjusting the bright colored garment as it reached my waist. I'd already decided to skip the bra. I looked at Josh, "You really like having your two scantily clad sisters with you in bed don't you?"
He grinned and nodded at me as Katelyn arose and joined her sister.
"Meet you downstairs?" I asked.
"In five," Fiona said over her shoulder as they hurried out of the room to change.
I went and kissed Josh. He reached up under my top and rubbed my breasts, bringing the nipples back to an erect state. I batted his hand away.
I pulled the cover back and lowered my head to his somewhat flaccid cock. I sucked the entire sausage into my mouth and used my tongue and cheeks to massage him. When I could feel some blood surge back into his appendage I pulled off of him.
"Hold that thought until later." I turned and stepped into some slacks and put on some flats from my suitcase. I blew Josh a kiss and headed downstairs to meet the others and head for the spa.
To Be Continued.
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Men don't appreciate the near orgasmic delight that a spa provides a woman. There were six of us from the wedding party there: Fiona, Katelyn, Stacy, two other bridesmaids, and me. We did get the works.
At one point in the four hours I sat nude in the sauna when Fiona came in and joined me, quickly shedding her towel.
"You look so nice," I told her. "You'll be such a pretty bride, plus you're so sexy."
She leaned over and kissed me. I met her halfway and our kiss lasted a long time. We both were enjoying our first taste of the other, even as the sweat rolled down our faces from the intense heat of the sauna.
"You also taste good," I told her as we parted and I looked up into her face.
She laughed. "You do too. We'll have to find more time together. Stacy will like you too."
"Oh, hey," I said, "I haven't told you. I talked to Josh last night and this morning. I told him about you, Stacy and Ray. I also told him you wanted to make love with him. Katelyn too."
"How'd he take it," she asked with a hopeful tone to her voice. "He seemed receptive to our kisses when we broke in on you two this morning."
I grinned at her but didn't say a word.
She jumped up and down with glee, "Oh, goody. Now make something happen ... with both of you, if you're interested."
"I'm very interested ... and he is too." I reached next to me with one hand and ran my palm over Fiona's right breast.
"When are you flying back to Boston?" Fiona asked.
"Late Monday I guess," I said. "Josh thought there might be enough snow up here to ski but most of it's gone, so skiing is out."
"How'd you like to fly us to Puerto Vallarta tomorrow morning and stay until late Monday, or even later in the week if you can. We can play and, well, get to know each other - really well." Fiona's hand came over and fondled my nearest breast. My nipple started to rise.
"I like the way you think," I told her. "Are you sure you want the two of us horning in on your honeymoon?"
"Oh, most definitely. Ray and Stacy would be delighted too. You made a positive impression on Ray. I haven't had him arrive 'home' so horny in weeks. I watched you flirting with him – nice moves. I assume you wouldn't mind 'playing' with either of them too."
I reached across and gently licked a drop of sweat off of Fiona's right nipple.
"I liked flirting with all of you," I said. "And, I liked both Ray and Stacy and look forward to an intimate time with all of you."
"Me too," Fiona said as she leaned in and kissed me again.
The door to the sauna opened and Stacy came in closely followed by Katelyn. They assessed our naked bodies and immediately dropped the towels they came wrapped in.
Stacy's body was magnificent. She had full round breasts that I assumed were also the result of implants. She carried them well. She was tanned all over except for a small patch of whiter skin where a small bikini must have shaded her skin. Her long hair had been piled atop her head and pinned in place with a couple of lose strands hanging down beside her pretty face."
Katelyn and Fiona shared nice bodies too. Both women had long slender legs and hips, flat stomachs and even the hint of abs that showed they worked out frequently. They were both probably C-cups like me but on their more slender bodies their breasts looked more inviting. Long necks and pretty faces led up to their brunette hair. Both had functional haircuts, no doubt to make life easier in the morning when they got ready for work.
"Megan's going to try to get Josh to fly us to Puerto Vallarta tomorrow," Fiona told Stacy and Katelyn. "If possible they'll join us for a day or so." She gave Stacy a lecherous grin and added, "And I do mean join us!"
"Oh, you lucky stiffs," Katelyn said. "I wanted some of that this weekend." She looked at me and added, "Some of both of you. I think Carl did too."
Katelyn rose from the wooden bench and came in front of me. She extended a hand that clearly invited me to rise in front of her. As I rose, she embraced me, my sweaty body pushing against her glowing torso. We kissed – it was a very hot kiss, not from the sauna but from the emotion and intention behind it. Our tongues entered the fray as our nude bodies slid together in the heat.
As our kiss ended I found myself being turned into Stacy's arms. Our bodies pressed together, sliding on our perspiration as we duplicated the kiss I'd just had.
I could feel my temperature rise. I wanted sex but this was not the venue to have it in.
As I prepared to sit down, the door opened and one of the spa attendants stuck her head in the door and said in a cheery voice, "OK, Megan, you're about done. Time to come out now, shower, manicure, pedicure, and then we'll start doing your hair for the wedding."
The door shut. Fiona stood and kissed me like her sister and lover had. I almost crested right then.
"Later," Fiona whispered to me as she flicked my ear with her tongue.
"Later," I whispered in a hoarse voice to all three as I wrapped my towel around my naked body and left the hot room.
Two hours later Fiona, Katelyn, Stacy and I rode back to the Eagle Pines – the large family home. I have to say except for our casual clothes were four of the most beautiful women in the world. Our conversation revolved around details about the wedding and the reception, both of which were to be held at the Elkhorn Lodge in the older downtown area of Aspen.
Fiona told me she had a surprise for me when we got back to the lodge. I love surprises.
This surprise almost knocked me over. As we reached Eagles and went upstairs, Fiona led me to her bedroom and just as we got to the door said to me, "I want you to be in my wedding. I want you to be a bridesmaid." She held my hand.
I stopped cold in my tracks. "But ... why ... how ...?" I stammered and blubbered as tears of joy came to my eyes. "I'm not ready, I just ..." A speechless state overtook me as I looked through my blurred eyes at her.
"Come," she said. She opened the door to her room and there on the bed was not only her wedding dress but also another bridesmaid dress. "This should fit you unless I am a terrible judge of what size you are. Come on, let's get dressed."
I cried aloud as the two of us hugged. I felt such love from her and I hope she could feel how I felt about her.
Katelyn and Stacy had gone to Katelyn's room to change.
I stripped back down to my thong and reached the same stage of undress as Fiona did. She came and we rubbed our breasts together as we kissed. Our erect nipples slid across each other's breasts as we rubbed and looked longingly at each other.
This time Fiona inserted two fingers into my pussy. There was little fanfare to her act, just the insertion. I'd been on the edge ever since our time together in the sauna.
"I'm close, Fiona," I told her.
"Then let me make you cum," she said.
And she did. A few thrusts and twists, some strokes around my clit, and I came as we stood there, her fingers buried in my cunt.
We kissed more. I whispered, "I owe you one, my love." We kissed some more.
"I sure hope that brother of mine brings you to Mexico," Fiona said. She made a huge sigh and added, "Let's get dressed or we won't be ready on time."
I was ready in fifteen minutes and that even included helping Fiona get into most of her wedding dress – a simple floor length white satin strapless sheath. She looked beautiful in it and I started to tear up all over again.
The bridesmaid dress was a lovely spaghetti strapped mango colored floor length sheath. A slit up the side to mid-thigh allowed a full stride as well as revealed a lot of leg. The bodice left me with an impressive display of cleavage. We both laughed when I commented on how the dress invited Josh to put his hand down my front and fondle my breasts.
Fiona added that Ray or Carl might also like to explore that geography as well as part of the southern hemisphere too.
Katelyn and Stacy joined us dressed just like I was. We were four beautiful women and I knew the other two bridesmaids would be just as pretty. This was going to be a gorgeous wedding.
I hugged Fiona again, not in a sexy way, but in a loving way. "Thank you so much for inviting me to be in your wedding. I feel so swept up in your family and ... well I'm falling in love with all of you so fast." We hugged and I let her go. We both smiled warmly at each other.
Josh knocked on the door and yelled in, "Limousines are here. Time to go ladies. Your escorts are all gathered in the hall. Well, most of them are."
I opened the door. Josh impressed immediately in his tuxedo. I instantly thought he could have stepped out of a James Bond movie – a scene in some grand casino in Monte Carlo where he's just leaving and about to get into his million dollar Aston Martin.
Josh looked deep into my eyes and said, "You are beautiful. You were beautiful before you went out this morning and now you are even more beautiful, if that's possible. You take my breath away."
I flowed into his arms and we carefully hugged so my repaired makeup didn't smudge onto his tux. We pecked at each other's lips.
Carl came into the room also looking dashing. He and Katelyn kissed and hugged. The men all fawned appropriately over Fiona, kissing her and telling her how beautiful the bride looked.
Our whole entourage headed downstairs and out the front door into the waiting stretch limousine. Fifteen minutes later we pulled up in front of the Elkhorn Lodge, the site of the wedding and reception.
The wedding consisted of a circle of the bridesmaids and groomsmen surrounding the New Age minister, Ray and Fiona. All the guests stood in concentric semi-circles behind them. Everyone held hands as a symbol of unity, love, and support for the couple – as well as for each other. As the simple ceremony ended the minister had us all hug one another and spread the warmth and love throughout the attendees. The scene could have come out of a movie, everyone looked so happy.
At the reception Josh and I sat at one of the round tables in the great hall with six other people. We all introduced ourselves and exchanged pleasantries as the appetizers were served. Finally, I had an opportunity to tell Josh about the conversation at the spa and ask him about flying us all to Puerto Vallarta.
He shot me a wide grin and said, "What a great idea." He leaned in and whispered to me, "I want to make love to you on the beach."
I whispered back, "You can make love to all of us on the beach if you play your cards right." I ran my fingers up his thigh, stopping just short of his crotch. I could watch his eyes enlarge the closer I got to ground zero.
"Sounds like a plan," Josh said back to me, "but just so you know you are my first priority." I could tell by the look on his face that he was serious. We were both infatuated with each other not to mention with the surrounding sexual situations that were emerging.
During dinner, the two of us steered our conversation to more mundane things about our lives that we both wanted to know. We shared our childhoods with each other, talking about siblings, early schooling, parents and other factors influential on our views of the world – things we hadn't gotten to as he was preparing me for this trip as his 'temporary girlfriend'.
Often we'd veer off our learning about each other to allow conversation with someone else at the table. In hindsight, I'm sure the other six people – all more middle-aged couples – evaluated us as hopelessly falling in love with one another.
After dinner Ray and Fiona cut a rather traditional looking wedding cake. A six-piece band then started to crank out some fantastic music that appealed to all the attendees. They had a knack for getting people involved in the dancing as individual band members wandered into the audience and pulled the wallflowers out onto the dance floor.
Josh went and had his 'mandatory' dance with Fiona as I danced with Ray. The piece we danced to allowed us to dance close to each other and I took the opportunity to snuggle into Ray, even rubbing my groin against his quite intentionally. I whispered to him how much we were looking forward to 'getting together' in Mexico, leaving no doubt about the sexual innuendo of the situation.
A little later we got a chance to dance with Katelyn and Carl. I took the opportunity to also provide some libido stimulation to Carl as well. I felt like a naughty girl but that didn't stop me from having some fun with how I felt and how I knew Josh felt. There were no details, just lots of innuendo. Carl got the message.
I could also see a certain intimacy that transcended bother-sister relationships with Josh and Katelyn too. I hoped no one else noticed and I tried to deflect some of their obviousness by steering Carl over next to them so we could talk to them. When the dance ended we changed partners and I plastered myself against Josh and let him squire me around the dance floor.
Later I pushed Josh at Stacy and suggested that he get to know her better. I joined up with Fiona, Ray and the other bridesmaids and their significant others as all rested from their exertions on the dance floor.
Meanwhile we could watch Josh and Stacy coming on to each other. I actually felt a rush in my pussy area as I watched the two of them nuzzle closely as they danced.
Fiona leaned in and whispered to me, "Turns you on watching them together doesn't it."
I nodded.
She went on, "You're hooked on both of them – all of us. It's not just the sex or the promise of it – it's the encompassing feeling of love and emotion that sweeps through you. Right now you're feeling what's called NRE – New Relationship Energy – with all of us. We've established mutual relationships that we like; they're like a drug and we can't get enough of it."
I said, "I agree but I feel guilty too."
"Why," she asked.
"I feel like I should only be having these feelings about Josh. Instead I find I'm having them about ... well, most of your family – you, Ray, Stacy, Katelyn, Carl and of course Josh. I just want to crawl inside all of you."
"Great," Fiona said with a warm smile, "because we're all feeling that way about you too. We can't get enough of you. Sort of irrational, right?"
"Yes."
"You know it'll fade over time?"
"I suppose but I don't see a downside to any of this."
"Neither do we," she said. "That's why I'm so glad you're coming to Mexico with us."
On that note we hugged and lightly kissed one another with great affection.
The band stopped playing about 11:30 p.m. and that pretty much broke up the party. Ray and Fiona had already slipped away back to Eagle Pines. We all laughed at the idea of them culminating their marriage; they'd already lived together for two years.
We gathered another limousine full of people and headed back to the house, thanking the staff at the Lodge and the band for the wonderful evening they'd put on for our crowd.
As soon as we got to the Eagles (the short hand name I learned), Van and Ellie disappeared for the night and right behind them Carl and Katelyn went to bed.
Stacy went and checked on Fiona and Ray. She came back and told me that indeed the two of them were culminating their marriage and that they hadn't even noticed that she'd peeked into their bedroom.
I took Josh's hand in mine and then reached for Stacy's hand. "Then come and join us for the night." I made the invitation in a soft and loving tone of voice so there'd be no mistaking the warmth and affection I felt for both of them.
Josh moved forward and pulled the two of us into a group hug with him. It seemed so natural and we flowed up the stairs and into our bedroom.
I lit a candle and by that single light we gradually disrobed each other. When we were nude, Stacy and I pushed Josh onto his back on the bed. Soon the two of us were making love to Josh's hardening rod as he watched us and stroked the parts of us he could reach. He groaned a lot.
Finally, he said, "One of you come up and kiss me and let me lick you."
I gestured to Stacy, "Go. We both want to taste you tonight. He's first."
Stacy moved up and kissed Josh as he fondled her breasts. Then she moved further up the bed and straddled Josh's head as she held the headboard. I watched as she lowered her pussy into his face. I could see his tongue reaching far out of his mouth as he started to savor her juices.
I massaged Josh's cock and then straddled his legs until I could lower my pussy onto his lovemaking tool. Every nerve fiber in my body became alive as I slipped myself down onto his shaft. My juices flowed excessively, even running down my leg as I moved ever so slowly up and down, enjoying every penetrating fraction of an inch of his large cock.
I moved up and down on Josh's cock, enjoying the sensations and the connection with him. Further, it was so erotic watching him lick and tongue Stacy's pussy. I smoothed her body as I ground my pussy into Josh's loins.
"I'm going to cum," I soon announced to my partners.
I closed my eyes and let the orgasm sweep up my body from where I'd made his cock rub against my clitoris. My breathing ceased for a few seconds. My eyes were closed yet I watched the most extraordinary exhibition of fireworks and lasers flashing across the sky. If I wasn't in love with these people before, I was now.
When I opened my eyes again, Stacy was right there kissing me, one hand still lightly stroking my clit. Had she brought me off? I couldn't tell you what had happened for the past couple of minutes.
She smiled at me. "I like how you cum. You let me bring you off. That's good. Trusting." She kissed me again. I vaguely remembered now, just as I started my ascent to the stars, an extra hand massaging my nub.
I suddenly felt a twitch from Josh deep within me. I turned to him; "Did you cum?"
"No," he smiled as he stroked my sides with both hands.
I rolled off of him to one side. "Then make love to Stacy."
He nodded and I positioned Stacy next to him. She spread her legs expecting Josh to mount her, however, instead I leaned forward before Josh could position himself, and took a long lap up her pussy.
I returned immediately and pulled her labia lips into my own, then flicked my tongue across her clit. I could feel her twitch as I hit pay dirt. With one hand, I gently thrust two fingers into her pussy and searched for her G-spot. I became certain I'd found the area when Stacy's hips leapt off the bed and she emitted a long, low moan.
Josh joined me side by side and we took turns lapping and stimulating Stacy. Each of us had a hand on one of her breasts, massaging and pinching as her nipples reached an extraordinary state of excitement.
Then Stacy came. She erupted. I'd seen a porn film one time where a girl came in buckets and almost covered everyone in the room. Stacy wasn't that prolific, but she did squirt into our faces and onto our bodies as she came. She also screamed so I was sure everyone else in the house knew what we were doing.
"Fuck her, Josh," I said quietly. "Do it now. Make her cum again."
Josh rose and I took his steel rod in my hand and guided it to Stacy's sopping pussy. I rubbed the head around and then urged Josh to push at just the right place. I had a close-up view as his long shaft slowly sank to the hilt in her pussy. The both groaned – and to tell the truth I did too as I felt a surge of juice in my own pussy – a sympathetic response.



Josh established a slow and deliberate stroking in and out of Stacy's body. They both smiled and kissed, pulling me into the fray as they did.
"Bring your pussy up over my mouth, Megan," Stacy instructed.
I rose and positioned myself facing Josh but in a way that Stacy could tongue my slit and nether region. I held Josh's shoulders for stability and also to feel more a part of his thrusting into Stacy. Josh and I could kiss and we did; he fondled my breasts with one hand, using the other to steady us and to fondle Stacy's generous breasts.
Stacy's tongue proved to be expert for in no time at all I found myself writhing above her and nearing an orgasm again.
"I'm getting near again," I warned my partners.
"Me too," Josh said softly.
"Me too," Stacy whispered.
Thus, thirty seconds later Josh sped up his thrusts into Stacy as she accelerated her tongue action on my cunt, one of her fingers jamming me at a rapid rate. I reached down and massaged her clit, trying to deliver exceptional stimulation to the small area.
We exploded.
Josh led the way by making several final deep penetrations as he shot his cum into Stacy; Stacy and my orgasms followed directly. We all got wet again and I think I was the culprit this time. We both cuddled into Josh in our after glow, enjoying the aromas we'd created and the stickiness we shared. No one wanted to do anything about it.
No one said a word. We could feel each other's hearts beating and listen to the softening sounds of our breathing. One by one by one we closed our eyes and fell asleep in each other's arms. I'm not sure I'd ever felt so content in my life.
*
Fiona stood naked beside the bed when I opened my eyes. The morning sunlight streamed in the windows. She asked nicely, "You all have fun last night? If noise and odor are an indication, I'd say you must have had six more people in here having sex with you all last night."
"You're beautiful," I told her in my sleepy voice.
Josh rolled his nude body over and looked at his sister, naked before him for the first time. "I agree, you are beautiful, Fiona."
"Careful, all these complements will go to my head. I just want to know what our plans are. It's seven o'clock now and Ray and I are eager to head south."
Josh sat up, extending a hand to Fiona. She backed away, "Later, sailor. Right now let's travel." She grinned at him but did a little bump and grind with her hips to show her interest. I could smell Fiona's sex, a signal that she too had had an active night.
I watched her and she changed her mind. She took Josh's hand and said, "One finger, in me, right now. That's all for now." She moved his hand down to her pussy and I watched as he extended a finger and gently inserted it into her; she sunk her body down on his hand. She closed her eyes savoring the physical contact.
"Oh, shit," she said through clenched jaws, a moan accompanying her explitive. "Let's hurry to Mexico." She pulled his hand away and backed towards the door.
Josh smelled his finger and then visibly licked the digit. "Yummmm," he said.
Stacy sat in her glorious nudity beside him. I could feel that rush in my pussy again as I looked at the three other nude bodies in the room.
"How about breakfast in a quarter hour?" Fiona asked tentatively.
We concurred and she snuck out the door.
"Oh, I have to go with her," Stacy said hopping out of bed. "She has my travel case in her room. We all checked out of the Lodge." With that, she got up, collected her clothing and silently crept out of the room without putting anything on.
Josh and I looked at each other.
"Time for a quickie?" I asked.
He nodded.
Josh proved that he couldn't be in the presence of three naked women without developing a severe hard-on. I knew I flushed from watching the interaction between Josh and Fiona. I pulled Josh over me and he sank into me.
I grabbed his hand, the one that had the finger that had been in Fiona only moments before. I inhaled her aroma as he held the finger out for me. I could sense her unique odor and loved it. I wanted to get to Mexico fast too, but not before we finished our quickie.
As quickies go, this proved to be arousing and very satisfying. We were learning each other's buttons and how to bring pleasure to one another in short order. We did. He did. I did. Wow!
After our showers and quickly repacking our clothes, we went downstairs. Josh grabbed a glass of orange juice and disappeared into the den to do the flight planning for our trip to Puerto Vallarta.
He rejoined Ray, Fiona, Stacy and me as we finished some scrambled eggs that Fiona had whipped up. Josh wolfed down a helping as he told us about the flight details.
He said, "The distance from here to Puerto Vallarta is 1,285 miles or 1,115 nautical miles. We'll travel about 420 knots, so the trip down will take about three hours including climb out and descent. Weather is superb over the entire route and we might get a tailwind part of the way. By noon, they expect the temperatures to be in the mid eighties and the water temperature is just over eighty. Light breezes. Sounds pretty perfect to me."
We snuck out of the house without waking the others. Fiona left a note on behalf of all of us.
Half an hour later we were at the Aspen, Colorado airport and twenty minutes later the Cessna Citation jet lifted off the runway into the bright morning skies over Colorado. Twenty minutes after that we were near altitude and on our flight plan route to PVR. Josh had me sit as co-pilot again.
Our morning sexual romp had left me satisfied for the time being so I wasn't about to jump Josh's bones at 40,000-feet. Our three passengers, however, decided they'd join the Mile High Club. I peeked back into the cabin after we got to altitude and saw Ray lying back on one of the posh leather seats with a 'died and gone to heaven' look on his face as Stacy and Fiona took turns riding his cock. All three were nude. I pulled the curtain, not so much to given them privacy that they didn't seem to need, but to remove my own temptation to join them.
I asked Josh to start giving me a lesson about the airplane and its instrumentation. I allowed that to consume me despite the moans and shrieks from the passenger compartment. Josh actually let me make some gentle S-turns and get the feel for the controls of the jet. By the time we landed, I felt more comfortable with the plane, even going so far as to consider getting a pilot's license. He explained the process to me.
We cleared customs, got a rental car and drove into the old part of the town and had lunch at a place Ellie had recommended. Her recommendation turned out to be excellent and we got a wonderful meal and good service.
I hadn't brought a bathing suit so after our lunch we stopped in a tourist shop and I bought a bikini that I thought might have arousal powers to it.
Fiona and Ray had rented a villa for the week that turned out to be about fifteen minutes north of the airport on the Bay of Banderas, a small open bay into the Pacific Ocean.
The home was impressive, sitting on a sandy bluff overlooking the Pacific and the Bay, with large rooms that opened onto a flagstone deck, beach and pool. Dense foliage and a surrounding security wall ensured the utmost privacy from neighbors, plus we were far enough away from the usual tourist hotels that even the pristine beach didn't have casual walkers on it.
After we'd all walked around the house Fiona announced that it was beach time. In minutes Stacy, Fiona and I ran from the house down to the beach in our bikinis. As I paused before splashing into the warm water, I could look both ways along the beach and only see about a half dozen people, most far down the beach towards the airport. I could see no one in the other direction. Marvelous.
My new white and yellow bikini became almost transparent when it got wet, a fact that hadn't announced itself until Stacy came to me and kissed me, running her tongue down to my breasts.
"You're on display, Love," she said, "if that makes any difference to you."
I looked down and saw my state; "Well, I wanted a seductive bathing suit. I guess this'll do." I grinned at Fiona and Stacy.
Ray and Josh joined us a few minutes later. We were bobbing around on our backs in the clear water. Ray had found some facemasks and snorkel tubes and waded in and gave me a set to try. He stared at my breasts through the transparent bikini.
"If you like these, you should see what the lower half looks like," I told him with a splash.
He splashed back and said, "I love bathing suits like that."
Seconds later my eyes took in the sights under the bay's surface, including a wide variety of beautiful looking little fish and an occasional conch shell.
The five of us swam and sunned for over an hour, taking care not to burn since we'd also forgotten to bring or buy suntan lotion. After an hour, I went up to the shade of some palm trees that surrounded the pool deck, moving a lounger around so I could be in the shade. The gentle sea breeze dried me off in minutes. I lay back and was asleep in an instant.
I think I had some erotic dreams. In any case, they ended erotically as I felt my pussy flush with attention. I gradually regained consciousness.
As my eyes blinked open I found Fiona bending over me and blowing her hot breath on my bathing suit, right on the thin fabric covering my clitoris. No wonder I felt flushed and 'hot'.
I pulled her on top of me and we went into a kiss that turned into a French kiss.
"Can we make love to each other now?" I asked with an impatient tone to my voice.
"Yes, Love. It's time," she whispered as she kissed me again.
Over Fiona's shoulder I watched Ray remove Stacy's bikini bra and start to suck on her breasts. The sun was bright – almost too bright on the patio. Josh came to us and said, "Let's take this inside. We don't want to shock the natives."
Fiona pulled me up from the lounger and we walked the few paces to the master bedroom, entering the room directly from the patio through gossamer curtains that swayed with the sea breeze off the Bay. Fiona, Josh and I pulled the suits from our body and moved into a three-way hug that brought hands and breasts into play.
"I'm promoting better family relations," I told the two of them. "It's time for you two to join – to love each other – to make love."
Fiona turned more squarely to her brother and pushed her full chest into his as they kissed.
I dropped to my knees and turned Josh's hips towards me so I could have access to his cock. I pulled his rod to my mouth and started an oral assault on his tool, holding him as the blood surged into his manhood.
When I had him rock hard and his cock stood straight out from his body, I rose and steered the two of them to the bed. They fell side by side.
I leaned in and licked Fiona's slit, enjoying the full taste and texture of her love nest for the first time. She moaned.
I postponed further pleasure and indicated to Josh that he should mount his sister. He came up over her and allowed me to hold his cock as I positioned him against her pussy just as I'd done with he and Stacy the night before.
In another second, he sank his entire swollen cock into her pussy, pausing at rock bottom for the two of them to savor the penetration.
"Oh, God, Fi," he gasped; "We should have done this years ago. We wasted all this time waiting and wondering what it'd be like."
She reached up and stroked his face, "We're doing it now and that's all that counts. Forget about lost opportunities and think of all the times we have ahead of us."
Fiona reached out to me as I watched the two of them start to twist and rotate body parts into each other. "Megan, you are so wonderful to make this happen for us. I don't want you to think I'm stealing him from you."
"I'm happy for the two of you," I told her; "happy that you've both found each other and can enjoy each other. I don't feel threatened by this. I actually just feel closer to the two of you."
I knelt beside Josh and gently rubbed his back as he moved in and out of Fiona at a slow pace.
"Come over me," Fiona suggested to me.
"No. This is your first time with Josh. I'm privileged to be here and watch it but focus on him and not on me."
She nodded and turned to her brother. The two of them accelerated the pace at which their bodies slammed together.
Fiona's breasts swayed in synch with Josh's thrusts, the harmonic motion creating a highly erotic sight. One of her hands stroked his face as the other held one breast to keep the gelatinous mound from oscillating too much.
I reached between the two and cupped Fiona's mound, spreading two fingers of my hand so I could feel Josh's cock pistoning back and forth into his sister's lithe body. They were both panting hard, and I took this as a sign that both were near their climaxes.
I shifted my hand and started to rub and push on Fiona's clit. She responded with a further moan and then as I rubbed I could feel her urgency increase; Josh responded by increasing his thrusts, slamming harder and harder into her.
The two came together. Lovers often do, even when it's their first time. The two were attuned to each other and in love; they'd been in love for decades but this was truly different.
Josh made a final lunge into his sister and held his position deep in her as his body ejaculated a copious amount of his juice into her pussy. Fiona clutched at him in the paroxysm of her orgasm as well. The two looked like a Pieta of love and lust, finally satisfied after over a decade of postponement.
Fiona was the first to speak; "You don't disappoint at all, my loving brother. I am yours now and forever, whenever you wish, however you wish."
Josh kissed her deeply then rolled the two of them to his side on the large bed, yet remaining coupled to her. Both had a fine sheen of perspiration on them from their exertions.
He said to me, "Spoon in behind Fiona. I want to see the two of you together."
I slid behind his sister, cupping one breast as I did.
Josh reached across and stroked my cheek. "Megan, thank you. Thank you so much for helping make this happen. I'm guessing you feel some inner conflict over this boyfriend-girlfriend-sister thing. I can't make it go away other than tell you I care for you more now than ever."
I kissed his palm and wrapped his hand around my kiss. "I have no conflict here. I might add you're stealing my heart you know."
"I know," he said.
From the doorway Stacy said, "You guys are beautiful. I loved watching you make love." I turned and there stood Stacy and Ray. She was leaning forward holding onto a corner of a dresser; Ray stood behind her, his rod connecting the two of them. Stacy pulled off of him and approached the bed.
Fiona reached out to her and asked, "Were you there the whole time? Did you fuck while we did?"
"Pretty much," Stacy said. "We were here when Megan fed Josh's cock into you. Very sexy. Very erotic."
She came over near Fiona and held her hand also touching me in the process. Stacy leaned in and kissed both of us then looked at me. She said, "Ray hasn't cum yet; I did but he didn't. Why don't you two forge a deeper relationship?"
I flushed at the thought. Josh caught my eye and nodded his approval of her idea. I noted that his cock was still balls deep in his sister.
I walked to Ray and the two of us kissed near the foot of the bed. Ray said, "This has got to be the best honeymoon anyone has ever been on."
As we kissed, I caught Ray's cock between my legs and moved my hips back and forth as I squeezed him in place. He hardened further from when I'd gone to him. I could feel the nectar on his cock from Stacy's pussy.
"Come with me, Megan. Let's make love in the other bedroom."
We broke apart and Ray pulled me down the short corridor to the adjacent bedroom. A queen-size bed graced the room with other bedroom furniture. Ray led me to the bed and pushed me onto my back.
Then Ray's tongue, that marvelous tongue, found my slit and in no time as all he had me writhing and starting to cum. He introduced me to something called the 'Hummingbird' where he made maximum mouth contact with my pussy, in particular my clit, and then started a low frequency hum or buzz.
Stacy had mentioned that Ray had superb oral talents, but within sixty seconds I could tell she'd understated his prowess. Ray demonstrated a unique facility to bring a woman to orgasm as well as prolong the pleasure in her body.
I shifted into a talkative mood as he worked my pussy over with his tongue, rising towards various peaks as each second went by. "Oh fuck. Ray you are superb. Where'd you ever learn how to do this? You've got to teach Josh some of this. Oh, dear, my clit is ... right ... THERE! Oh, good God. How'd ... Oh fuck ..."
In the span of ten minutes he brought me to two Class A, Richter 7, orgasms. Further, every time my body flushed I gushed some girl juice in his face and got physically hotter. I know I was soaking the bed sheets but didn't want to stop.
I finally regained sufficient composure to ask Ray to bury his cock in my pussy. "Come to me you wonderful man. Make love to me. Let me celebrate your marriage."
I sort of liked the way the last couple of statements sounded, almost farcical in a way. Later when I thought about it I wondered if we really needed marriage in today's society.
Ray pumped into me for a few minutes then literally picked me up without 'breaking lock' with me. He spun me around the room as I held on to him – arms around his neck; legs around his waist; his cock buried in my cunt.
After he bounced me around a little on his cock, he lay down on the bed with me atop him. In this position he could be more relaxed and fondle, lick and suck on my breasts. He did, leaving me with a couple of hickeys to remember these moments. I didn't mind and would wear them as a pleasant reminder of our passion until they faded a few days later.
I told Ray as I got nearer and nearer to my third orgasm of the hour. He was almost there too.
"Fill me with your cum," I said.
He said, "I should warn you, I cum a lot. I'll flood you, particularly since I haven't cum since I fucked Fiona and Stacy on the airplane."
"Then flood me," I said in a ragged voice as I got even neared. The thought of him flooding me had a whole lot of appeal.
"I'm ... I'm there," he said.
I allowed myself to crest as well, just as I felt the first of Ray's juices surge into my vagina. He surged ... and surged ... and surged. Now he was the one flooding the bed. His cum over filled my pussy and immediately started to leak down on his body and hence onto the bed. I'd never seen so much in a single orgasm.
In spite of my curiosity about Ray's volume, I went into my heaven, closing my eyes for a minute as the pleasure surged through me. We then held each other tight and as our climaxes waned we kissed passionately. As the crest slid totally by our kisses and stroking became more tender and loving.
"Wow," I said as I intentionally rubbed my breasts and erect nipples around his chest, "Fiona and Stacy really have a gem. You are a keeper." I pumped my hips up and down on Ray's still swollen cock; cum squirted out and flooded us even more.
"You're right, you do cum a lot," I said with a snicker. "How am I going to get from here to the bathroom without leaving a trail?"
"Don't leave. Just pull off and let yourself drain onto my body. I'll take care of it."
I lifted myself up off of his cock and shifted up the bed just in time; several large dollops of cum dropped from my vagina and spread out over Ray's pubic area and abdomen.
I waited until the drips stopped then clasped a hand over my pussy and with some awkward gyrations got off the bed and walked into the adjacent bathroom. A couple of minutes later I came back to the bedroom with a warm washcloth.



Ray hadn't touched the cum pools on his body.
Now I love cum. I like the taste, the texture and the naughty thought of swallowing it, particularly knowing that it's something most women don't or won't do.
I draped the washcloth over the bedside table and moved between Ray's legs. I took his moist cock in my mouth and cleaned him, lapping up one side and down the other until our combined juices were gone. Did I mention that I like the way I taste too?
I ran my tongue up into the first dollop of cum that pooled on his lower body, lapping at the pool the way a cat laps at a puddle of milk. Our juices – mostly Ray's cum – tasted salty, slightly musky and tart, and almost like an exotic milky salad dressing with rare herbs and spices.
Stacy came into the room as I started lapping.
"You have to share," she said sliding onto the bed. "House rules!"
She smiled and then joined me after leaning in and kissing Ray. In a couple of minutes there was no more cum to savor; we'd swallowed it all.
Stacy and I kissed and rubbed each other a lot, fingering each other's slits – mine still wet with some residue from Ray and hers still with some residue from Josh. I liked how erotic that thought sounded.
The sea breeze floated into the room, making all of us perspire from our efforts. We could hear the palms swishing against each other outside the large French doors that opened onto the pool patio.
We all heard two splashes and some laughter from Josh and Fiona. They called out to us: "Come join us in the pool if you're done – it's a great way to clean up and cool off. Come on guys. Hurry before we use up all the water."
We all looked at each other and thirty seconds later the three of us hit the water too.
The five of us bobbed around the pool for almost an hour. The sun was low in the sky. Ray found that the house had been stocked with wine and champagne for us and so brought out some liquid refreshments.
Josh and I cuddled together at one point down by one end of the pool. I told him, "You know I could be very happy with just you don't you?"
He nodded and said, "Yes, and I hope you realize I feel the same way." He grinned and said, "That said, it HAS been a great weekend – far, far beyond anything I'd expected or even dreamed about when I asked you to be my temporary girlfriend."
"I like this temporary girlfriend role." I leaned in and kissed him, making sure my breasts pushed against his chest and arm.
"Well, you're very good at it," he said in a teasing voice. "We might use you again sometime."
"If this is how you use people, I could get used to it;" I gestured towards the other three.
Josh asked, "Seriously, are you all right with me and what happened this weekend? I've taken your silence or lack of complaints about each situation as tacit approval that things were OK with you."
I took Josh's face gently in one hand and turned his head to me and kissed him. "I'm more than OK with it. In fact, you'll recall I sort of helped you and your sister find a new level in your relationship. So, yes, I'm fine with all that's happened."
I went on, "I liked being in a threesome with you and Fiona and with Stacy the night before. I enjoyed my time with Ray too. All that said, you are my focal point this weekend and if none of the other stuff had happened I'd be just as happy."
I thought for a moment and asked Josh, "Are you all right with all that's happened? Did I burn any bridges here or do anything that'll put me on your shit list?"
"No, absolutely not, quite the opposite. I have a lot to think about that wasn't on my radar screen before this weekend, heck, before I met you last Monday at Starbucks and we introduced ourselves. A lot has happened since then. One surprise right after another; I've probably had too many surprises in too short a time period."
Josh paused and looked down the pool where Ray, Stacy and Fiona were floating serenely on their backs.
He went on, "My relationship with Fiona has changed forever. I love where it's gone this weekend, but I've got to tell you it's blown my mind and scrambled my brain. I could claim it's because of the incest but that's not what I feel; rather, it's because the relationship just changed so dramatically so fast. I'd had romantic thoughts about her since I was a teen but to actually have something happen is beyond terrific."
Josh thought a moment and added, "I didn't know about Stacy before Friday when you told me – that's all a big surprise. Ray's and their openness to extend their physical relationship to include us is another surprise. Your willingness to participate in a group setting became a surprise. I know Katelyn feels the same way about me – and you – as Fiona; I expect sometime in the future we'll transform that relationship just as I did with Fiona. "
He thought some more and said, "Megan, you have been perfect and a joyful surprise. I'm happy you're liberated enough to enjoy the various combinations we've created and not get honked off at me. I couldn't ask for more from you and far from being on my shit list you're on my star list at the five star level." I got a warm smile and a hug.
We kissed and nuzzled some more. I know we both felt better having talked about the past few days as we did.
To Be Continued. Please Vote.
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When the sun had almost set, the five of us piled into the car and drove into the touristy part of the old town. Much to our surprise the town had become a beehive of activity. We found a little family restaurant with tables in a small plaza on a side street and decided to eat there. Stacy spoke Spanish and helped with the ordering and our thanks to the family that ran the restaurant and who made our stay memorable.
Sunday night at the Villa proved to be interesting. I sort of thought Josh and I would couple up for the night and that would be it. We'd leave Ray, Fiona and Stacy to their own devices.
Instead Ray proposed an erotic night before we left where we could watch various combinations of the five of us make love to one another. He looked at us to see if we were interested. I looked at Josh and shrugged. He shrugged back. I wondered how what Ray had proposed would be different from what we did that afternoon. Ray said he'd show me.
Fiona found some candles and lit a few in the living room. The light was dim but we could all see each other clearly. She opened the stereo system and after a few false starts ended with a smooth jazz FM station that happened to be playing some Eva Cassidy. After she was through, she sat down.
Stacy stood and pulled Josh to his feet. She rubbed his face gently with her hands moving her hands up and down his arms and chest as she swayed in time to the music in front of him. Josh started to move with her.
She reached up and slowly and deliberately started to unbutton Josh's short sleeve shirt. When she finished the last button, she danced behind him and slowly pulled the shirt off his body, depositing the garment on one end of the "U"-shaped couch. In the candle light Josh's toned body never looked better.
Stacy bent down and indicated that Josh should remove his shoes. They were quickly gone. The three of us then watched as she carefully unzipped Josh's pants, undid the belt and clasp and then worked the pants down his legs, helping Josh step out of them at the end.
Stacy stood and rubbed her clothed body against Josh as she felt for the elastic of his briefs. Once she had a finger in the briefs she circled his body, running that finger all the way around his body. Back in front of him she knelt and helped pull the small elastic underwear from his body. Josh stepped out of them.
Josh had a partial erection and it danced, almost in time to the music, right in front of Stacy's face. She ran her hands up his legs, and leaned in, capturing the tip of his cock in her mouth. She thrust up and down on the inflating cock a little then stopped.
Stacy rose and gave Josh a passionate French kiss. We could all see their tongues dueling as their parted.
Stacy told him, "Now you undress Fiona."
She stood back and then took a seat on the sofa.
Josh went and stood in front of Fiona and extended a hand to her. She rose and melted into her brother's arms. The two of them continued the kiss that Stacy had only a moment before ended. Then they broke from the kiss.
Josh swayed in time to the music from the FM radio, moving behind Fiona as his strong hands held her body stationary. Behind her, Josh undid the few buttons at the top of her pullover top and then worked the clothing up her body and over her head.
Fiona had not worn a bra and stood half naked before the four of us, her breasts proudly erect. The candlelight made her body cast beautiful shadows on itself.
Josh undid the belt, button and zipper to Fiona's shorts, pushing them down her legs when he could. Fiona stood in a small thong with only a scrap of cloth covered her pubic area. Josh removed that as well in the same seductive manner he had with her other pieces of clothing.
He came in front of her, leaned in a sucked on her right breast. I could hear her breathing stop.
Josh took one finger and ran it down her slit, sinking in the full length on his return trip. Fiona all but stopped breathing. He pulled his finger out and kissed her again.
He softly said to his sister, "Fiona, undress Megan." He moved away from her and went to sit on the sofa next to Stacy.
Fiona pulled me up. We stood and kissed, our tongues snaking in and out of each other's mouths as we met each other's passion.
I didn't lift a finger as Fiona moved around me undoing buttons and clasps and slowly pulling my sport clothes from me. Soon I was nude and enjoying the feel of the warm night air blowing gently through the room.
Fiona sucked on my breasts, licking and then ensuring my areolas and nipples were wet and at maximum attention. Next I felt her middle finger enter and thrust up into my pussy. My sexual excitement ensured I was wet. I added to the sexual aromas in the room.
Fiona pulled out just as I started to think about an orgasm. She leaned and whispered in my ear, "Megan, undress Ray now."
Fiona moved to the sofa and sat beside her brother. I noticed that she and Stacy went moving their hands up and down Josh's legs not quite touching his erection.
I moved in front of Ray pulling him to his feet. I repeated the undressing process, unveiling his muscular body and partial erection. I repeated what Stacy had done to Josh – inhaling Ray's cock into my mouth, only this time I deep throated his cock, taking every long inch of his rod down my throat.
After my brief blowjob I pulled off of Ray and stood. I told him, "Now you undress Stacy."
A few minutes later Stacy stood nude and horny before us all, her toned body aching for further contact from any of us.
Stacy went to Josh again, this time kneeling in front of him as he sat on the sofa. She lowered her head and sucked his cock into her mouth. Wet slurping sounds filled the room as she fellated him. The three of us watched the pair without touching each other or ourselves.
After several minutes Stacy stopped.
Josh slid off the sofa and moved in front of his sister sitting next to him. He pulled her legs apart and then ran his hands solidly up and down her thighs and around her flat stomach. His hands swept up until he held each of Fiona's breasts, one in each hand. He twisted, turned and tweaked her tits, pulling on her nipples until they were standing at attention.
Josh lowered his head to Fiona's pussy and licked the lips with the very tip of his tongue. Her breathing got very ragged. He gradually extended his tongue and thrust harder and faster into her vagina, adding two fingers after a moment. Suddenly Josh's hand became a blur as his hand moved his long fingers in and out of his sister's cunt at a frantic pace.
Fiona moaned and then pleaded for mercy but everything happened so fast. Suddenly she climaxed, spurting juices from her body and drenching her lover's hand, face and chest. Fiona seemed on the verge of hyperventilating as she gasped for air, sucking in huge volumes of the rare gas.
Josh then stopped, pulling himself away from his sister.
Fiona took another minute to enjoy her afterglow then knelt and moved in front of me. I'd been sitting next to her so I had a close-up view of the lovemaking so far.
Fiona gently pulled my head and used her mouth to make love to mine using every artifice she could think of – tongue, teeth, lips.
Then she used those same talented components to love my breasts, adding her own to the mix when she rubbed our erect nipples together.
Her tongue then ran down my body, circling my navel as she passed by, and moved right into my slit. I jerked to attention, my eyes bugging from my head as she found my clit and latched on. A lightning bolt of pleasure shot through my body.
Two of Fiona's fingers penetrated my vagina and worked their way around inside me until they found my G-spot. Now I was done for. My body started to move uncontrollably in every dimension as her ministrations brought me every closer to a climax.
Somehow Fiona could lick, suck, and thrust her fingers and tongue at an amazing rate into and around my body in all the places that counted.
I exploded. I ejaculated a little girl juice yet the rest of the orgasm carried me to some faraway solar system and planet – I was not of this world. Lights flashed and the world became this loving and embracing planet. I became one with Fiona, the group, everyone on the planet, and the Universe. The feeling of ultimate euphoria washed through me.
As I came down from my high, Fiona still knelt between my legs looking most pleased with herself. I smiled wanly at her and whispered, "Thank you."
The others seemed content to let me return to earth. Finally, even though I still felt the affects of my own private afterglow I moved next to me to Ray.
Ray leaned forward on the sofa and the two of us kissed rather tenderly. I needed 'tenderly' at that moment after my earth-shaking climax from Fiona. After we'd kissed a little, I ran my tongue down to Ray's manly nipples and sucked on each one. I could feel Ray jerk around a little as I did.
By the time I got down to Ray's cock, he already resembled a titanium steel rod with a mushroomed top on it. I again inhaled his cock, this time spending a lot more time loving his shaft. I alternated hands, letting each hand hold and then slide off his penis as I used tongue, lips and teeth – albeit gently – around the head.
I stopped when Ray's rod had a dark purple tint to it. I knew I'd brought him right up to the brink of an orgasm. Now I was going to allow him to back down a little.
He sighed and thanked me, then shuffled on his knees down to Stacy. In his own style he repeated a magnificent act of cunnilingus on her using just his mouth and tongue. I could tell the two were practiced lovers as they anticipated and moved to maximize pleasure for themselves or for their partner depending on the moment and the act.
Stacy came with a huge gasp of breath. Her back arched, breasts erect and pointing upward, and her head was thrown back as the ecstasy forced itself into the very fiber of her existence for a few seconds. We all watched with awe as she climaxed and then came back to our plane of existence.
After Stacy rested for a moment she rose and went to Josh. She fondled his cock briefly to ensure its hardness then mounted him, slowly lowering her pussy down his cock until the long rod disappeared fully into her body. She faced the three of us so we could watch his cock moving in and out of her body.
Now the two made love or fucked or had intercourse or screwed – whatever you want to call it. I could see the end was inevitable.
The pair changed positions several times. After bouncing on Josh for about five minutes as the rest of us looked on, Josh suddenly picked the two of them up and flipped then around so he was driving into Stacy. She looked most pleased with his act, relishing as his long cock made complete strokes in and out of her body – withdrawing until just the tip touched her pussy then thrusting his full length back into her.
Josh was hot and highly aroused from our earlier antics. His long rod pistoned in and out of Stacy's cunt as we watched, the pace shifting from slow to fast. I was enthralled watching my 'temporary boyfriend' fuck this woman that could have had a career as a model.
The two of them came together thanks to some subtle and whispered conversation between the two. We could all hear the urgings and pleadings but ignored them as we watched the erotic act the two chose to put on for us.
Josh threw his head back and made several last lunges into Stacy's body. She'd started rolling her hips and pussy up into his thrusting cock as she neared orgasm again. Then the two just became a frozen tableau for twenty seconds as Josh's seed shot into Stacy's vagina.
The two then collapsed, Josh allowing himself to sink into Stacy's arms. The pair kissed and nuzzled into each other.
Fiona slipped off the sofa next to the pair. She reached in between the couple and pulled Josh's penis out of Stacy. She cleaned the softening rod immediately by sucking it almost entirely into her mouth. Both Stacy and Josh watched her with great interest.
Fiona then nudged Josh entirely off of Stacy so she could gain access to Stacy's wet pussy. Before Fiona covered the area with her mouth I could see a significant rivulet of cum seeping from Stacy's nearly bald pussy. Fiona captured the fluid and sucked the rest of Josh's load out of Stacy over the next couple of minutes.
All this was more than I could stand. I started to toy with my pussy, lightly rubbing my clit as I watched the pair.
I finally said to Fiona, "Share?"
Fiona pulled away from Stacy's pussy and knee-walked to me. I bent to kiss her and she snowballed the combined fluid of Josh, Stacy and her own saliva into my mouth. We French kissed for a long time as we swapped the tart fluids back and forth.
After we'd been kissing I felt a masculine pair of hands reach around me and embrace my breasts. Ray snuggled in behind me, his erect prick poking into my rear end. I waggled back at him.
With little effort I provided a good enough angle so that Ray could penetrate my pussy from behind. He slid in with little effort; I had pussy juice running down my legs I'd become so hot. We all had a sheen from our love making.
Because of the rear angle and my kneeling to kiss Fiona, Ray couldn't get all the way into my body. I wanted his complete cock and full, deep penetration. Thus, I pulled off Ray and repositioned myself on the edge of the sofa so my pussy was right at Ray's 'cock level.' He smiled at me as he re-penetrated my body, this time sinking to his full depth – a depth that made me moan with pleasure and satisfaction.
Fiona moved to kiss Ray and allow him to fondle her breasts as he thrust in me. After a minute of this, she mounted my head and let me eat her pussy as she and Ray petted above me.
I'd tasted her before but this rotation allowed me to feast on her juices en masse as she rolled her hips into my face. Her juices flooded my mouth – a nectar second to none.
I wanted to share Ray with Fiona so after another moment or two I pushed Ray away and said, "Fuck your beautiful wife. I want to watch."
Fiona lay next to me. Ray slipped his cock into her with a sudden thrust to full depth. Fiona let out a loud squeal of delight as he did. Now it was my turn to kiss Ray and encourage him with sight pictures of my breasts and pussy. I noticed that Stacy had adopted a provocative pose on the other side of Fiona. Ray was harder than diamond.
Ray announced, "I want to fuck both your pussies at the same time. I'm near. I want to cum with both of you."
I looked puzzled but Fiona understood.
Ray lay on the living room floor. Fiona put a cushion from the couch on either side of his hips. She got her ass on one of his legs and pushed forward until Ray's purple rock was nestled in her hairless cleft.
Fiona looked at me and said, "You do the same thing from that side. If you need to you can lean back on the cushion. Push your pussy into his cock from that side of him. Slip your leg over mine and push into me."
I did what she said. The two of us had sandwiched Ray's cock between our pussies. He started to thrust up and down beneath us, the fluids flooding our slits providing lubrication for his long rod.
Ray's cock hit my clit every time he stroked up into the two of us. He was slowly sending me into orbit, plus I'd become even more stimulated watching our three-way intercourse.
Stacy moved to assist the two of us, dripping some of her saliva atop Ray's cock to add further lubrication. She reached out with her hands and started to massage Fiona's and my clit when Ray's cock wasn't in the way. Her acts and the sight picture of her body next to us started to push me over the edge.
I said, "I think ...I'm ... I'm cuming any second."
"Me too," Ray gasped from beneath us.
"I'm there," Fiona screamed to the world.
Fiona and I pushed forward giving Ray's cock a final squeeze between us just as he exploded.
Ray's cock created a fountain of cum. His first jet of cum arched about two feet in the air before landing on Fiona's abdomen. Subsequent jets fell on me or then oozed out over where the three of us were joined. Again, the volume of his emissions impressed me.
Stacy was on our union before I had even started to coast down from my orgasmic high. I felt her tongue sweep by my pussy over and over again.
I whispered to her again, "Share?"
She brought up a mouthful of Ray's cum, flavored slightly with Fiona's and my girl juices. We French kissed. She repeated the process with Fiona. Then, much to my surprise she repeated the process with Josh. I watched closely and he just accepted the oral juices with nothing but curiosity.
The three of us were spent, at least temporarily.
After many minutes our after glows subsided slightly. "There's a magnificent pool and a perfect night sky just outside," I suggested.
Seconds later the five of us slid naked into the pool.
I drifted into Josh's arms and we kissed.
"You happy?" I asked him.
"Yes. Very," he replied. "This evening, the past two hours, has been a peak experience for me. Watching you being loved by Fiona, loving Ray, loving Stacy in front of you, on and on, all experiences I'll never forget. The images are seared on my memory forever."
Josh paused and looked at me, "How are you doing? Feeling?"
"I'm very happy. I don't think I've ever been in such sexual heat before. I couldn't get enough sex – from you, Fiona, Stacy, Ray – and if the gardener had come by ... well he'd have been jumped. To tell the truth, I'm still cranked up a bit."
"Give me a little while to recover and we'll try to knock that last edge off," he whispered in my ear with an air of humor. We hugged and kissed some more – a lot more.
Nearby, Ray, Fiona and Stacy billed and cooed into each other's faces too. After a bit, Stacy floated over to us and said, "The three of us are going to turn in. I think we want to make love again, just the three of us, if that's OK with you guys."
Josh said, "Oh, that's fine with us. The two of us want some alone time too. See you in the morning."
Stacy came to Josh and pasted her nude body against his and the two spent the better part of a minute kissing goodnight. I wasn't forgotten, however, for the following minute Stacy and I also kissed deeply and bid each other buenas noches.
Fiona came and repeated the process with the two of us. As we kissed she said, "I want you in my life forever. Please help make that happen." She turned to Josh and ran a hand down his face again then turned and left with her new husband and Stacy.
As the three of them walked from view into the bedroom Josh and I rejoined, kissing and smoothing one another. Vocally we were singing each other's praises. Soon, however, Josh's recovery became sufficient that I could feel his inflated penis rub against my leg.
I asked him, "Will you make love to me on the beach? I've never done it there and I want to with you."
He pulled me up the steps of the pool, gathered a beach blanket and several beach towels from the pile on the patio, and led me down the steps towards the Bay and the Pacific.
We picked a spot just up from the tide line. The beach was deserted and the night was dark. A sliver of a moon had just started to appear over the eastern sky.
Josh lay back and I sucked on his handsome cock. The urgency to copulate had passed in our group setting. The two of us wanted this time alone and unrushed.



Josh hardened and I mounted him. I rode him for a long time, alternating speeds, often rolling my hips around to give him entirely different sensations. We repositioned and he fucked me doggie style for a while; I liked that position for his long cock stimulated my G-spot and it wasn't long before I allowed myself another orgasm.
Josh ate my pussy for a while, driving me ever higher with his talented tongue and lips. I urged him back in me and he re-entered from several different angles.
We came together, surrounded by the gentle breaking waves beside us and the panoply of stars over our heads. The experience was truly spiritual – a union of our souls and the Universe. There couldn't have been a finer moment anywhere.
After our afterglow had waned, Josh picked me up and carried me up to the house. We briefly dipped in the pool to wash off the beach and our last lovemaking session then we crashed into the night on another of the large beds – locked in each other's arms.
Josh kissed me awake the next morning. I blinked awake.
"No fair," I said, "I have morning breath that would kill a dragon from the Mexican food I ate last night."
He laughed and told me not to worry but that I should get up. "There's some sort of crew in the kitchen and the aromas and making my mouth water."
"I'm supposed to make your mouth water – not food!" I told him playfully.
He retorted, "Ah, but without food my ability to deliver pleasure to you will vanish. I'll end as nothing but a pile of famished bones."
I tugged on his cock, "Just keep this bone handy."
He pulled away but grabbed my arms and gently pulled me to a vertical position. I gradually got out of bed and went to the bathroom. When I came out I asked Josh, "What are people wearing?"
"Nothing," he replied. "It's a come as you are breakfast." He smiled lecherously at me. I floated into his arms and we kissed, my mouth now tasting like peppermint toothpaste.
In the beautiful kitchen, Ray had mastered the coffee maker and seemed pleased to contribute some of the dark liquid to the cups at our places around the counter. Fiona had found containers of fruit and Stacy had found enough eggs and other fixings to wrestle up a Mexican omelet for us. All three were nude.
"You guys OK with what happened last night?" Fiona asked after we were seated and eating.
"Better than OK," I told her. "It's a night we'll never forget." I looked at Josh. "We both loved every second of it. We joined the 'Sex on the Beach Club' after you guys slipped away." I grinned at Josh; he looked proud of himself.
Fiona turned to Ray and said, "Put that on our 'to do' list." He laughed and rolled his eyes.
"What is on your list? What can we do this morning before we have to leave?" I asked the group rhetorically.
Stacy chimed in, "I'd like to see the market. I hear there are all sorts of crafts and artwork there. I'd also like to walk around and take pictures in the marina. Would you guys like that ... or do you want something more physical?" She snickered at her last comment.
Josh answered for both of us, "We're fine physically – for now. I need to rest – and I'd like to spend a little fun time – the non-sexual kind - down here with my girlfriend. You guys are all insatiable – lovely but insatiable. I opt for walking around the market and marina for us. I'd like to get airborne right after lunch. We'll be flying into the clock."
I nodded my agreement with Stacy and Josh.
"OK, it's decided," Stacy announced. She looked at her lovers and added, "Of course, you two can stay here and consummate your marriage again if you want to."
Ray and Fiona looked at each other then laughed. Fiona said with a tone of great reluctance, "No, we'll come to the market." She looked at Ray and added, "But we do have some serious fucking plans for later this afternoon."
An hour later Josh and I had packed our bags and had put them in the car. The five of us drove back to the main part of the small city and played tourist for the morning. In the market I bought some small trinkets for some of my co-workers and a couple of mementos for myself.
Stacy took about a thousand pictures, particularly around the marina where she had us pose against the picturesque background. She got some passersby to take group photos of the five of us and I made her promise to e-mail them all to me. I wondered if the photos and couple of Mexican crafts I'd bought would be the only things left from this weekend.
Somehow the reality that this was my last day as a 'temporary girlfriend' had started to hit home. I had a deep feeling of nostalgia; I didn't want this time to end. I wasn't sure what Josh thought but I wanted our newly formed relationship to continue. While he'd professed he liked me and thought I fit into his unusual family, he'd also been remarkably silent about what would happen in our lives after this weekend.
We ate lunch at a seafood restaurant that overlooked the marina. After our meal, Ray drove us out to the airport. Four of us stood and talked while Josh paid for the plane's overnight stay and fuel, checked weather, and filed our flight plan. A U.S. customs agent stationed at the airport came and checked our papers and the plane, allowing for our re-entry into the U.S. without needed to stop for a further customs check.
Amidst promises to visit each other either in Colorado or Boston soon, we all bid each other goodbye with a hail of kisses and bear hugs. I secretly wondered if I'd see any of them again.
Josh and I climbed in the Cessna Citation jet, folded up the stairway and settled into the cockpit as the others walked across the tarmac to watch our takeoff.
Josh ran through several checklists and reminded me about safety exits and oxygen. He had me put my hand on the throttles as he advanced them and the plane started to move. He showed me how to steer the plane with my feet through the rudder pedals. We taxied to the end of the runway while Josh talked to ground control and got our clearance.
Josh explained, "We're flying to Denver to refuel. I have to pick-up something there too – a family thing that Katelyn's bringing to the airport for me. Pull back on the throttles just a little; keep your ground speed low as you taxi – this plane builds up a lot of momentum."
I nodded my acknowledgement but over-corrected by pulling the throttles back too far. Josh's steady hand on mine easily corrected my mistake.
Near the runway end we stopped and ran through a couple of checklists; Josh switched the radio over to the tower frequency and informed them we were ready to takeoff. The crisp voice from tower cleared us to the active runway for takeoff and told us to contact departure control on 126.25 Mhz after takeoff. I would have a lot to learn if I took up flying.
We took off towards the ocean and used about 4,800 feet of runway. Josh set our climb out at about 2,000 feet per minutes. We bid tower goodbye and switched to departure; they cleared us to flight level 410 and after a several minute had us switch frequencies to Mexicali enroute center.
Josh walked me through some of the instruments again and talked me through the entire flight, relating it back to his flight planning. He showed me some of the computer printouts he'd done at the Puerto Vallarta airport and explained each one including how to read the gibberish that turned out to be terminal weather reports.
The time flew by and soon we'd started our descent. Josh explained we were flying into Centennial Airport, a general aviation airport fifteen miles southeast of downtown Denver. We'd refuel there, pickup the things Josh was expecting, and then fly on to Boston.
We started our descent over New Mexico and again I loved flying over the mountains. Josh pointed out Pike's Peak and the Air Force Academy as we left the mountains for the foothills of the Rockies. Fifteen minutes latter our tires squeaked loudly as the sleek jet set down on the ten thousand foot long runway. We rolled out and taxied to one of the buildings for refueling and our stop. Josh shut down the jet's engines and suddenly it was so quiet.
We got up from our seats and Josh opened the door to the plane, lowering its self-contained stairs in the process. As we descended, Katelyn appeared, running across the tarmac screaming her joy at seeing us both again. My surprise showed, no doubt because my mouth was a gaping void – yet again. This was unexpected.
I looked at Josh and he said tersely, "Katelyn brought the things I needed to pickup – family stuff."
We hugged and kissed. Carl sauntered towards us too at a more sedate pace than his wife accompanied by another couple. Lots of introductions were made of the new couple, Doug and Beth Wittman. Both were in their early thirties. Doug possessed an athletic body and had a deep tan suggesting he spent some time outside. Beth had short brunette hair and a shapely figure. She had what I call a 'bubble ass' – making that part of her anatomy one of her outstanding features and head turner. I kissed both of them too.
We walked to the terminal but stood outside in the late afternoon sunshine as the jet got serviced on the ramp. After the fuel truck pulled away from the airplane Josh went inside and settled his fuel bill. I asked Josh how much the fuel bill had been and he told me about $4,500; I think my mouth fell open again.
We chattered at each other, reflected on the wedding and how nice the Villa in Puerto Vallarta had been. Carl told me that he, Katelyn, Beth and Doug had stayed at the house a year earlier and had been able to recommend it to Ray and Fiona.
I grinned and asked Katelyn in a whisper, "Did you make love on the beach? You know, join the Beach Club?"
She grinned at me and said, "Yes. All four of us." Then she whispered to me again, "We swapped several times down there. Isn't it wonderful?"
I nodded enthusiastically. I could tell she had about a thousand questions about what had happened sexually during our overnight stay with the trio at their honeymoon villa. I pulled her aside and said, "We all made love to each other. I'll never forget the past twenty-four hours. Fiona or Stacy can fill you in on the details but I can tell you we're both fucked out. I don't think we'll try the Mile High Club on this flight."
She laughed and we hugged.
Next I knew Josh started pulling me towards the airplane and we were waving goodbye again. "We'll be back soon," he told everyone.
All too soon we repeated the process of checklists, taxiing, takeoff and climb to altitude. With over a mile head start we were at our flight level sooner than when we took off at sea level. As we flew our flight plan route at 41,000 feet Josh pointed out that sunset on the ground occurred significantly earlier than it did for us at our altitude. Where there were no clouds I could see the shadows of sunset already lengthening on the ground.
Soon dusk reached even our altitude and in only a few minutes we were night flying. Josh pointed out the night-lights of Chicago then Detroit area, Cleveland, Buffalo and then we started our descent. We'd had a strong tailwind at altitude so had picked up almost an hour on our flight time. As we descended I thought I could see Boston from hundreds of miles away and it turned out I could. Further, at the same time I could see New York, Hartford, Albany, Providence and lots of other in between cities. Flying in the cockpit was so different from being in the back of the bus.
Many miles out I heard Boston Approach Control clear November-One-Bravo-Foxtrot for a straight-in, visual approach to runway one-one at Hanscom Field. I think we were still fifty or more miles away.
Josh's hands flew around the cockpit and he gave me a running commentary again on what he was doing. He had me read several checklists to him as we descended. When things got quiet he pointed out the airport to me amidst the sea of lights surrounding Boston. The airport was hard to see until I noticed the flashing green and white beacon.
Josh set the heavy aircraft down so gently that the transition from flight to the ground was unnoticeable. After we slowed, he pulled off the active runway and taxied back to our hanger. Two linemen and a 'tug' were there to greet us. One of them indicated where we should park the jet with a pair of lighted batons.
Josh seemed very happy as he gathered our gear from the storage locker at the back of the plane. He hummed and practically jumped around clicking his heels.
One of the linemen pulled Josh's Porsche up beside the plane and put our suitcases and other bags into the back of the car. There appeared to be just enough space for all our things, particularly my souvenirs.
Josh drove us into Boston along Route 2. As we hit Cambridge he asked if I was hungry.
"Not only am I hungry, but I think my throat's been cut. Several diet cokes is not my idea of a full meal on a cross country flight." I grinned at him yet inside I wondered if now, after our wonderful weekend, we'd just go back to being coffee buddies once in a while. I had a little moment when I choked up and couldn't talk.
"Good," Josh said oblivious to my thoughts and emotions. "I think we have just enough time to make dinner at one of my favorite spots. Since the weather is so nice and clear, I'm sure you'll like it."
Josh shot around some of the Cambridge roundabouts and crossed over the Charles River onto the Boston side of the river. Next I knew he took an exit and headed into the parking garage under Boston's Prudential Center.
We locked up the car and rode the elevator up to the fifty-second floor to the Top of the Hub. I had never been there and as we got off the elevator and stepped into the lounge I could see why a pilot would like this place. The view was spectacular. Lights were visible in every direction and we could see part of Boston's Logan Airport towards the east.
A hostess led us to a window table in the lounge and we sat. Doug ordered us both a glass of wine. "Finally I can have a libation," he said.
"Oh, that's right. Except for one glass of wine at the wedding I haven't seen you drink anything alcoholic since we left."
Josh explained, "It has to do with being as sharp witted as I can be as a pilot. The general rule is eight hours from bottle to throttle but I try to be more conservative than that. Sometimes I'll not drink if I even think I might fly the next day. I enjoy wine but I'm really not much of a drinker anyway."
We chatted some more and ordered a light dinner. A jazz trio was entertaining; a few people were dancing. The crowd was thin and I attributed that to it being a Monday night. Josh and I were about the last to order. I blanched at the prices posted on the menu but they didn't seem to bother Josh.
After a silence I realized I was mildly jet lagged and that the whirlwind weekend had started to catch up with me. Josh on the other hand had started to come alive. He swept me up onto dance floor.
"You know I like dancing with you," he told me. "I think we dance well together."
"Women like to dance," I said. "It's a sure way to a woman's heart."
"Vertical sex," Josh whispered in my ear. I ran my left hand up the back of his neck and into his hair. I leaned up and kissed his cheek.
"Thank you," he said. "You are genuine aren't you?" We stopped dancing and walked the few paces back to our table.
"What you see is what you get," I said as we sat. "My mother always said if you try to be someone you aren't, the only person you'll end up fooling is yourself. I'd past twenty before I started to understand what she meant. People have to take me for who I am. I can accommodate but I can't change."
"I like that philosophy – your last statement," he said. After a long pause during which we stared out the windows, Josh suddenly asked me, "So did you like being my 'temporary girlfriend' for the weekend?"
I reached across the table and touched his hand. "It's changed my life forever. You've changed my life forever. Your family. Oh my God, the sex and love I've felt from you all. I can't say enough."
I paused and looked at him. My eyes started to tear up and I got a knot in my throat suddenly. I couldn't talk through my tears and the realization that all this was going to end – here and now. I didn't want this to end and I had the sudden feeling that this was a 'thank you and goodbye' conversation.
I choked and snorted a little as I held back a sob. "I'm sorry," I mumbled almost under my breath, "I just didn't want our time together to end."
Now Josh reached across the table and took my hand. "Neither do I."
He slid from his chair and into the empty aisle of the lounge. Josh shuffled on his knees so he could be next to me, never once letting go of my hand.
Josh brought my hand to his lips and kissed it. "Megan ... will you marry me?"
I couldn't believe my ears. I broke into nearly uncontrollable crying as I screamed, "YES, YES, YES! Oh, I will, I will."
I threw my arms around Josh and we hugged and kissed. I couldn't believe I'd gone from near depression to elated joy in ten seconds.
Josh reached in his pocket and pulled out a diamond ring. The two or three carat diamond was surrounded by a delicate pattern of baguettes and an antique hand-made setting. I'd never seen a ring like it.
He took my hand and as about a hundred patrons and staff watched us, he slipped the ring on my finger. I then leapt out of my chair and into his arms.
"Oh, Josh. I'm so glad ... happy ... everything." I was all teary again. I sobbed, almost uncontrollably for a minute.
Other patrons watched and it didn't take too much imagination to figure out what had just happened between the two of us. We both sat down again. Josh would have kept holding both of my hands but I had to wipe the tears of joy from my eyes frequently in order to see. Eventually I looked around the lounge; there were a lot of smiling faces and heads nodding in our direction.
Then suddenly our waitress, the hostess and the bartender all came over carrying a cupcake with a sparkler going full tilt on it. Our waitress said, "You guys just made everyone here feel good. Congratulations from all of us." Everyone – even the other patrons - applauded. Now I was blushing. We thanked everyone.
I was speechless, a rare state for me. My brain knew a thousand questions to ask and all I could do be silent, wipe my teary eyes, maintain my silly smile of ultimate happiness, and keep looking at the ring on my left hand. It could have been plastic but instead it was this beautiful piece of art. Josh looked pretty happy too and pleased with himself.
Josh explained, "The ring belonged to my mother's mother. It's a family heirloom."
"OH," I exclaimed as I suddenly connected the dots. "Is this why we stopped in Denver?"
"Yeah," he said in a humble voice. "Katelyn had been keeping the ring in Denver for my eventual use. She and Fiona had a bet that I'd never claim it or give it to anyone."
I stammered, "So ... so you knew in Mexico? Before we left? Did Fiona and Stacy know?"
"I actually knew in Aspen before we went to Mexico, and yes, Fiona and Stacy knew. Katelyn had to get the ring from her safe deposit box this morning. Fiona called her just after we left Puerto Vallarta to tell her when we were arriving in Denver and to tell her not to spill the beans. Megan, you are so perfect. You are every guy's best dream and I don't want to have you anywhere other than in my life – all the time, forever and ever."
"But I sort of slept around. Stacy, Ray, Fiona. You know if Katelyn and Carl had been there I'd have done them too, and probably Doug and Beth. I'm bisexual. Are you sure? You're OK with all that?"
"I'm better than OK with that," Josh said. "Last Thursday at dinner and on our flight I told you my philosophy about relationships. I meant it. We're going to have an open marriage. I want us to be each other's home base but I want us to keep growing, learning and finding joy in the world for ourselves. I know other people will provide those avenues to you and sometimes that will involve intimacy of some kind. I don't mind and hope you won't."



"Oh, Josh, I love you so." I thought for moment and added, "And I love Fiona, Katelyn, Stacy, Ray, Carl and the whole world too."
I paused and said, "When I go into work tomorrow and my friends ask me how my weekend went, I am going to absolutely blow everyone's mind telling them I got engaged to a guy I met a week ago. My parents are going to be blown away too."
"Regrets," Josh asked with a twinkle in his eye.
"Not one iota," I said with a big grin. I leaned across the table and kissed him again.
We swung by my apartment and picked up a few more clothes that I held on my lap as we drove to Josh's condo. I moved in that night at his insistence and over the following weeks gradually created Megan spaces that had been exclusively Josh spaces. He didn't mind a bit and helped me every step of the way.
We didn't leap to get married. It wasn't that we weren't sold on each other. From when we met I did nothing but fall deeper in love with Josh every day that went by. He often told me the same thing. We planned a wedding the following May.
During the next year, we made frequent trips to Colorado, often joining other family members at Chateau Eagle Pines or at their homes in the Denver area. Josh hired some other portfolio managers for the Bannock Foundation and for the first time started to delegate some of the work that had consumed him so. Together we created space for work, play, and family in each other's lives. The theme of love permeated all we did - and now all we do.
We thought of going back to Puerto Vallarta for our honeymoon, but then I found a beachside villa in the Caribbean that was near a 10,000 foot paved runway and large enough to allow Fiona, Stacy, Ray, Carl, Katelyn, Doug and Beth as well as the two of us to all honeymoon together. Someday soon, if there's any interest, I'll write about the year of our engagement and what we did that week on a Caribbean island.
Namasté.
The End.
If you'd like to read more of the adventures of these characters please e-mail me. Your comments and further ideas are invited. Thank you for reading, voting and commenting.
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Temporary Girlfriend: Christmas Holidays Ch. 01Megan and Josh join family and friends for a sexual holiday
This story (in three parts) is the first sequel to "Temporary Girlfriend". It builds on the same characters and continues the storyline, however, this is a standalone story and does not require the prequel. If you read this first and like it, I'm sure you'll enjoy the initial chapters. Many people I received comments from on the original chapters urged me to write about more flying and aviation in my sequels; I aim to please and aviation buffs will find some rich reading here, I hope. As usual the story spans many of the Literotica.com categories so I hope you can find what you are looking for within.

*I lay on my back squinting up at the star atop "our" Christmas tree. I was naked, sweaty and gasping for air; Josh, my fiancée lay beside me in a similar state of exhaustion.
I momentarily suffered from a phenomenon known in sexual circles known as 'severe after glow' or SAG. Josh had brought me to two glorious orgasms through the creative application of tongue and touch, together spreading pleasure from my tiniest toe to the ends of the hair on my head, but mostly the pleasure focused right around my vagina.
After those two minor crescendos we'd merged our bodies together and worked to bring mind-blowing ecstasy to our partner. We succeeded. My body had a sheen to it from the exertion I'd contributed to that final union and the resulting mutual climax -- my third of the evening. I'd also had one that morning before we went to work.
As Josh regained some composure he said, "Megan, asking you to be my 'temporary girlfriend' is clearly the best decision ever made in the world."
I laughed and said, "No. My agreeing to take on that onerous task was the best decision." I flipped over on my stomach and showered his neck and face with hundreds of little kisses. I stroked his manly chest, one of my full breasts pushing erotically against his side.
I added, "I now think the title of 'temporary girlfriend' is one of the most honorable and noble titles a woman can assume in the western world. I shall carry the title forever with grace and dignity."
I thought for a moment and added, "Well, perhaps not dignity. After all, a girl's gotta have some fun once in a while."
Josh tickled me until I rolled out of reach, screaming with delight at his attention. He languished where he'd fallen after our intercourse; I clutched my knees and alternately looked from the beautiful fire to the eight-foot high tree we'd decorated a week earlier. I felt so warm and loved. This really was heaven.
We were lying on a thick, luxurious Flokati rug in front of "our" condominium fireplace in Charlestown -- a stone's throw from downtown Boston where we both worked: Josh as director of a family philanthropic foundation and me as art director for a rapidly growing marketing and advertising agency.
I'd increasingly started to use the word "our" and "us". They seemed strange even now seven months after we'd become engaged but comfort came in small steps. Josh encouraged the use of togetherness words and plural possessives.
Josh and I got to know each other seven months earlier because we frequented the same Starbucks on Boylston Street in Boston. After seeing each other in the coffee shop on an almost daily basis for a couple of months, we started talking one day. I normally wouldn't talk to a stranger but Josh was so good-looking and mild mannered I made an exception.
At the time we met I wondered what he saw in me. I thought I'd had an invisibility cloak around me; I'd been mourning a break-up from about nine months earlier. Further, I'd been twenty pounds overweight -- a fact I rapidly remedied after we started living together. Funny, as I lost weight, I swear my breasts went up a size -- well, maybe to a C+. Josh rapidly pulled me out of my shell and soon thereafter out of my clothes.
The day after we met and talked for the first time Josh asked me to be his 'temporary girlfriend' and attend his sister's wedding with him in Aspen, Colorado. I'd accepted and six days later, after the wedding and an erotic weekend with some of his relatives, he asked me to marry him and I'd accepted. I started moving in with him that same day.
Thus, seven months later, I felt comfortable talking about "our" condominium. In fact, the condo had belonged to Josh for a couple of years before I came along: a gorgeous, renovated and modern top floor in an old brownstone that faced the Bunker Hill Monument and had views of the Boston skyline, the harbor, and even part of Logan Airport. The view was even better from the roof.
Christmas would arrive in Boston and the rest of the world in a week. The City had been a marvel of lights and festivities since before Thanksgiving, even with the downturn in economy.
Today had been a huge milestone for me; I'd taken and passed the flight examination for my private pilot's license. I'd met the examiner at ten o'clock in the morning out at Hanscom Field, about fifteen miles northwest of Boston. As I had done for most of my lessons, I rented a Cessna 172 for the test.
The examiner had me layout a round-robin flight to two other nearby airports. I did the flight planning and checked all the weather, showing the examiner my work. We then went out to the airplane and he watched me preflight the Cessna, occasionally asking questions about the plane. We then took off on the flight to the first airport. Along the way, the examiner asked me to do a few flight maneuvers. I did each one with only a hint of the nervousness that raged within me.
We made a touch-and-go landing at the first airport in my flight plan. The examiner had me circle the airport again and do a short field landing, and then again for a soft-field landing, both to a full stop. Instead of flying to the second airport he had me return us to Hanscom Field. As we neared the airport he pulled the throttle and asked me where I'd land with a 'failed' engine. I'd expected the ploy and knew that directly below me was a more than adequate farm; I swung the plane into a makeshift landing pattern, enough so he knew that I knew what I was doing.
"Take me home, Megan," he finally said. We flew back to Hanscom and I landed with nary a bump -- even in the crosswind. We taxied back to the place I'd rented the plane and I shut the plane down. The examiner hopped out with stern look; "Meet me inside when you're through."
I collected my maps, headset and some other flight gear, tied the plane down and trudged into the office. Inside the staff, including my regular flight instructor, all gave me a cheer as I came in. The FAA examiner was there too with a big smile on his face. He walked up to me and said, "Megan Watson, you passed with flying colors. Congratulations." He shook my hand. We went through a ceremony of his signing off in my logbook and giving me a temporary license.
I'd called Josh right away with my good news and he properly appreciated the accomplishment, promising me an evening out. We ate out a lot because we were always celebrating something -- my soloing in an airplane, our monthly anniversary, Starbucks adding a new flavor of coffee, a win of a key game by the Boston Red Sox. We had lots to celebrate. We always made love to one another as part of our celebration. We made love to each a lot when we weren't celebrating too. Today was an "I am a private pilot" celebration. We both got laid.
Thus, we found ourselves very much in love, sexually sated, and in each other's arms beside our Christmas tree and gas fireplace. I cuddled into Josh, draping one of my legs over his to bring us even closer.
"I'm excited about going out to Aspen for Christmas," I told Josh. "It'll be so much fun with some of your family there."
"You won't miss your family?" he asked.
"No. We spent Thanksgiving with them, plus we've been pretty good about popping up to New Hampshire once a month for a drop in visit. We'll see them tomorrow and that'll be fine with them ... and me. Since my sister moved to Europe for a while they haven't celebrated the holidays too much. I've always wanted to pump some energy into their Christmas. Someday, perhaps, but not this season."
Josh said, "Well, we know that Carl and Katelyn will be in Aspen. I don't know if they'll have their kids with them or whether they're bringing their friends, Doug and Beth."
I kissed him. "Well have fun either way ... or anyway. Do you want me to call Katelyn and see what her plans are?"
Josh smiled and said, "Yes. Speed dial number four." He stretched out to the sofa side table and pulled a cordless phone off its cradle and handed it to me.
I held the "4" button down until I heard the phone make the right tones to indicate it was dialing. The phone rang and a female voice picked up the phone.
"Katelyn?" I asked. "Megan and Josh calling."
A squeal of delight came through the phone. "Megan, how grand you've called. We miss you guys and are so looking forward to some time in Aspen with you two."
"We feel the same way. We were just talking about you and wondered what your plans were. Christmas is Thursday and we're arriving the Sunday before. We want to get some skiing in."
Katelyn said, "I wish we could get up there early, however, we're family bound in the Denver area through Christmas. We'll get up there Friday afternoon -- Boxing Day the British call it, but the good news is that we'll be without the kids so it'll be a real 'adult weekend'."
"Oh goody," I cheered into the receiver.
"More than that," Katelyn said, "Doug and Beth are coming with us. I know you've only met them a couple of times but I know you'll really love them. Doug is a very sensitive lover with some very unique ways of making you feel special. Beth too. We talked about them when we saw you in September."
I remembered talking with Katelyn about Doug and Beth when we got together with them for the first time in September. She'd been particularly descriptive of their love making sessions and both Doug and Beth's sexual talents. One afternoon as she and I had stroked each other to orgasm after orgasm, she'd gone into extensive detail about how they felt about themselves, each other, their family, their foursome, and the world. I'd been impressed and looked forward to some kind of relationship with them. I'd later shared our conversations with Josh.
Josh had been listening with his ear close to the handset as we talked. He turned and gave me a big smile.
"Katelyn, that's great," I told her. "We'll have such fun."
Josh spoke into the handset as I held it, "Hi Doll."
"Josh, Lover. Hi!" Katelyn said.
"Any change in Fiona's plans?" he asked.
"No. She's headed to Minneapolis to spend some key time with Ray's parents. It's really the first time they'll spend any time with them since they started going together. Oh, do you know what's important about this trip that's never happened before?"
"No, what?" Josh and I both said simultaneously.
"Stacy's going with them!" Katelyn blurted out. "Ray's parents don't know about their ménage a trois, but they will next Tuesday when they all arrive."
"You mean even since the wedding, Ray has never told his parents he's actually married to two women rather than just one?"
"Nope. Ray told me he just never figured out a way to say anything while they were all around during the wedding and then he couldn't bring himself to do it over the telephone."
I said with a laugh, "Well that'll be an interesting encounter at the airport. Are they counting on a muted response by telling his parents in front of a thousand other people in the arrivals hall?"
Katelyn responded, "Well, we kept telling him he had to break the news sooner rather than later. Now, he figures he can't wait any longer because there's another surprise."
"How's that?" Josh asked.
Katelyn balked then said, "I know Stacy wanted to tell you herself, so act surprised when you hear it from her, but she's preggers. She's due in early May."
I squealed with delight. Josh whooped with joy. "That's great!" we both exclaimed.
"Oh," I suddenly said, "so part of this trip is to introduce Ray's parents to the mother of their first grandchild! How sweet. I hope they take all this well. They haven't left a lot of time for adjustment have they?"
"No," Katelyn said. "Further, she's already started to 'show'. Fiona told me yesterday that they'd just bought their first round of loose clothing for the new mother."
"Are they all excited?" Josh asked.
"Over the moon," Katelyn said. "Especially Fiona. She's strutting around like she's the new father. She also confided that this'd take the heat off her getting pregnant for a year or so. She's at a good point in her career and didn't want to suddenly have to take a long leave of absence, so this'd work out well for her."
"Is Stacy sick -- you know in the mornings?" Josh asked further.
"She was at first, but that seems to be passing as she moves into her second trimester."
"How's their sex life?" I asked with a smirk at Josh.
"Not too bad apparently," Katelyn said with a laugh. "Carl and I were with the three of them about three weeks ago and we fucked each other's brains out. It was that weekend that they finally told us what was up. Stacy did have a more rosy appearance plus her breasts seemed a little swollen not to mention her abdomen. If I'd had another hour with her I'd have figured it out before they told us."
Josh intervened, "Well, we are going to miss them in Aspen. We both love them dearly and had hoped they'd get back in time to join us."
"No, they won't be back until after New Years. Ray said they had to stay out there and have a bonding experience with his parents. They're going to blow their minds." Katelyn chuckled.
"Well, the six of us will have fun up there and you'll have to tell us the most intimate details of what the five of you did when you got together. Oh, I love sex stories so," I told Katelyn.
We passed a few more tidbits of conversation back and forth and ended the call.
"Wow," I said to Josh. "You're going to be an uncle again -- sort of."
"Yea," he said on the edge of laughter, "my sister's wife is going to have a baby. I guess that qualifies as another notch on the uncle scale." We both laughed at the complicated situation and unusual sound to the words 'sister's wife'.
I added, "So, since I'm a temporary girlfriend, I guess that'll make me a temporary aunt once removed -- sort of."

*Sunday morning I sat in the co-pilot's seat of the Cessna Citation in the run-up area at the end of runway 11 at Hanscom Field. Josh looked expectantly at me.
I'd had my private pilot's license for three days. We'd done many walk-throughs of all the instrumentation and procedures in the jet that Josh's foundation owned -- the Bannock Foundation. I'd gotten my license flying Cessna 150s and 172s; now here I sat in an aircraft weighing about 21,000 pounds with two Pratt & Whitney jet engines each capable of delivering over 4,000 pounds of thrust. What a change!
I looked at Josh. He handed me two checklists: one labeled "Run-Up" and the other labeled "Pre-Takeoff". I pushed them back at him and said, "Please read each one to me slowly."
He began, "Run-Up Checklist; brakes set; fuel valves to on -- left, right, center; hydraulic pressure ..." A few minutes later he completed the two checklists. The plane appeared ready to soar into the stratosphere at my command. Well, really Josh's command; he was the pilot in command.
I called on the radio, "Hanscom Tower, November-One-Bravo-Foxtrot, ready for takeoff."
"Standby, One Bravo Foxtrot."
We sat for about thirty seconds. I now knew that the Tower had just contacted Boston Departure control and made sure a 'slot' existed for us in the westbound departures from the various area airports.
The radio came alive, "One Bravo Foxtrot, cleared for takeoff. Left turn to heading 330 after passing 800 feet. Noise abatement procedures in effect."
Josh nodded to me. I repeated the clearance to the Tower and reached for the throttles. I released the brakes and gradually applied just the right amount of power to start us rolling the short distance to the runway.
At the runway, I executed a crisp left turn to align the plane with the centerline of the runway. I applied the brakes to hold the craft steady for just a few seconds as I advanced the throttles towards the firewall.
The two turbines spooled up to a scream. I called out "power set" aloud. I released the brakes and the plane started a slow roll down the centerline. I again called out "Airspeed alive."
The craft rolled ever faster towards the speed called "V-one" -- in this case about 98 knots, the speed at which we'd rotate.
Josh talked to me calmly in the background, "Any malfunction below 80 knots we will abort the takeoff."
The airspeed continued to build rapidly. Josh went on, "Any malfunction between 80 knots and V1 we will only abort for engine failure, engine fire, catastrophic failure, or loss of directional control. If I call an 'abort' you will immediately arm the thrust reversers and I will deploy the drag chute."
The airspeed indicator passed through 98 knots. I called out, "Speed V1. Rotate. Positive rate of climb." The plane soared into the air. After we were fifty feet up I said, "Gear up." I reached for the gear handle and moved it to the "Up" position. I could hear the hydraulics come into play and the comforting thunk as the maneuver completed. I continued to vocalize my memorized checklist, "Yaw damper engaged, ..."
Josh continued calmly, aiming to imprint the instruction on my mind, "Any malfunctions after V1 we will continue the takeoff to 1,500 feet and treat the situation as an in-flight emergency. We will use the appropriate checklist once we reach a safe altitude, clear of obstacles and are stabilized. We will contact the Tower and declare our emergency: aviate, navigate, and communicate, in that order."
I nodded. The radio came alive, "One Bravo Foxtrot, contact Departure on one-two-four-decimal-four. Good day." I bid the Tower good bye and checked in with Departure Control. I could always tell they were surprised to hear a female voice, particularly in this case from a Cessna Citation.
"One Bravo Foxtrot cleared direct Alpha-Sierra-Echo - Aspen, Colorado. Climb and maintain one-six thousand; expect higher momentarily." I repeated the clearance back to Departure and the radios went silent.
My confidence was growing. Josh had not touched the controls since he'd sat in the pilots seat. I was doing all the flying from the right seat.
We were silent for a few minutes as we climbed at 3,000 feet per minute towards sixteen thousand feet. The weather was clear so we could both watch the earth shrink below us as we rose.
Departure came back on, handed us off to Boston Center as we climbed through 14,000 feet. Center cleared us to flight level 400 -- about forty thousand feet or about eight miles above the earth. Today we could look ahead about 200 miles. The view was spectacular.
I engaged the autopilot so my flying of the sleek jet after 10,000 feet of altitude really consisted of monitoring the instruments and making sure every one of the three-hundred and forty dials and gages in the plane was where it should be. They were.
Josh started to run through some of the emergency procedures with me, having me read through several of the emergency checklists with him as he explained the rational behind each item.
The four-plus-hour flight to Aspen, Colorado, literally flew by. Josh had me request a practice VOR DME approach into the airport, in part because it called for us to over fly the airport and then make our approach from the west starting at an intersection named Gleno on the approach chart.



Here I hadn't even started my instrument rating and Josh was drilling me on a complicated approach. I made the requisite turns, reversed the plane's direction from a standard holding pattern, and after re-crossing Gleno started my descent.
The weather allowed for a visual approach, however, Josh talked me through the complicated approach. Everything happened so fast. Several times he reached in and pushed the plane lower on the approach. We ran through several checklists depending on our altitude.
Finally we were lined up for a six-mile final approach. I noted the airport elevation was 7,815 feet. When I'd descended to about 8,500 feet, Josh said aloud, "My airplane." I finally relaxed but checked to be sure he'd taken positive control of the aircraft.
Josh set the plane down on the runway and used the reverse thrusters to slow the plane. He was gentle and used almost the entire 7,000-foot runway to stop. He had me taxi into the Atlantic Aviation center, talking to Tower then Ground then Atlantic as we neared the terminal.
A lineman met the jet and with batons directed us to a parking slot next to a larger Gulfstream V. I went through the shutdown checklist with Josh reading the items as I made the appropriate changes on the panel or radios. Once the engines were shut down an eerie silence descended on us. We did some paperwork to document the flight and Josh even made an entry in my logbook of my flying second in command of the jet. I knew THAT would look good when I took my commercial-instrument tests in a prop-driven Cessna.
Unlike prior times when we'd flown the jet, this time I accompanied Josh to hear first hand his conversations with the fixed base operator as he ordered fuel, arranged for the jet to be cared for during our eleven day stay, and signed for a rental car. After the flight, I thought how easy all that seemed.

*Unlike my prior times in Aspen with Josh, this time there was snow -- and lots of it. Even from the airport we could see that some of the ski runs were operating.
Josh had called ahead and the caretakers had opened up Chateau Eagle Pines for us. The large lodge belonged to the Bannock family and had more than enough space for everyone as well as their many guests.
As we entered the house with our luggage, a lovely fire burned in the large fireplace and a ten-foot tall Christmas tree stood majestically in one corner of the living room.
"Welcome back, Josh; Megan," a stentorian voice said from the balcony.
I looked up and Joe Wallace, the caretaker came down the steps to greet us. I got a hug and Josh gave a strong handshake and manly hug to the older man.
Joe said, "I've just finished setting the thermostats and making sure everything is how it should be when I heard your car. I think I even saw you fly overhead about three-quarters of an hour ago when I arrived here to open up."
"Great and thank you, as usual," Josh told the man.
"Anna put a lot of groceries in the kitchen, so I think you can eat here if you want. You shouldn't lack for anything. You know how to reach me if you need anything." Anna was Joe's wife.
We thanked Joe for his help and he left us to our own devices. By now, late afternoon had arrived and the shadows were long across the valley that Eagle Pines looked down on. I stood looking at the beauty of the area; Josh came up behind me and held me as we looked out."
"Want some wine?" he asked.
"Please," I said. He knew my 'usual' was any chardonnay with a lot of ice in it. I added, "No one is going to fly, right?"
"Not on my watch," Josh tossed over his shoulder as he headed towards the kitchen.
My brain hadn't quite decompressed from the stress of the flight. I so wanted to please Josh -- and of course myself -- with my mastery of the complex aircraft. For the past four months almost all my free time had been spent on aviation and aircraft, culminating with my private pilot's license a few days earlier.
Now, I wanted to move right into my commercial-instrument rating and eventually get type certified in the Citation. I'd told my flight instructors at Hanscom Field that we'd roll right into the next ratings, however, I had no idea how or where I'd get type certified. That'd come later and I knew the New England winter weather would wreak havoc on scheduling lessons for my next ratings.
Josh came back from the kitchen with a tray holding our two glasses of wine, some cheese and crackers and a mysterious little box wrapped with a giant red bow.
Without a word he bowed to me and offered me my wine and the little box. I took one in each hand, moving to set my wine on an end table after I'd taken my first sip.
"What's this?" I asked holding the little box up at eye level and shaking it.
"Just a little something I know you've been thinking about recently," Josh said. He added, "It's an early Christmas present. I know what your thinking about and I thought this might be better than Christmas morning."
I pulled the ribbon and the gold wrapping paper off of the palm size box. I half expected some piece of jewelry but the engagement ring Josh had given me on the sixth day we'd known each other was by far the only thing I wanted or needed in my life -- particularly as his 'temporary girlfriend.'
I pulled the lid off the box and inside were two pages, folded up many times to fit -- two pages of printout from some Internet websites. I unfolded the pages.
The top page indicated that Megan Watson -- me -- would be attending an eight-day intensive training program concluding with the commercial-instrument flight test. The course had been paid for and would be at Opa Locka Airport in southern Florida in February.
"Cool," I said as I looked up at Josh. "Does this mean I won't have to spend six months trying to fit in lessons around the rest of my life and bad New England weather?"
He nodded. "Yes, but read on," he said.
I turned to the second page, straightening out some of the folds of the paper. I read that Megan Watson had also registered at the Flight Safety Wichita Cessna Center for type certification in the Citation, commencing in mid-March.
"YES," I cheered and threw myself into Josh's arms. He held his wine glass at arm's length to avoid spilling the beverage. I showered him with kisses.
"This is so great. I've been wondering how I'd get to do all of this, plus I've been so focused on my private license. This'll make it all go so much faster. Thank you so, so, so much."
"The simple benefits of being my 'temporary girlfriend'," Josh said with a smirk. "Can you get off work?"
"Oh yes," I said. "Work will bend for these trips. We expect things to be a little slow this winter, so the timing is pretty good."
I knew he wanted me to get my ratings as soon as possible so we could play together and go to some interesting places. He said he'd hold back on some trans-oceanic flights until some vague date in the future when I'd complete my type certification in the jet and could go with him as second pilot. Of course, I couldn't really do justice to the type certification without an instrument rating.

*Our skiing skills were both a little rusty from lack of use. By Christmas Eve day, however, we'd moved from the green circle 'bunny' slopes through blue triangle intermediate trails and onto the black diamond slopes. The night before Christmas Eve day we also got six inches of new powder so that day we were breaking in new trails as fast as we could ahead of the grooming equipment.
We laughed and played hard through those days, relaxing at night in the Jacuzzi at the house -- directing the jets of hot water onto our aching muscles. We ate out every night and one evening we attended an outdoor classical music concert. Aspen knew how to treat its visitors.
Of course we made love a lot too. Usually our time in the Jacuzzi became foreplay to our lovemaking.
Josh sat on the edge of the spa one evening as I knelt in the swirling waters holding his erect cock to my mouth as I plunged his rod deep into my body. He moaned and leaned back on his stiff arms as I applied my ever-improving skills in fellatio -- and they were superb before we met.
"Oh, Megan," Josh moaned. "I'm gonna cum fast if you keep that up."
I kept it up, my head bobbing faster and faster on his tool. I wanted his cum in my mouth -- in my body, anyway I could get it.
"Ooooooooh fuuuuuuucccccccck," he groaned as I felt the involuntary contractions deep in his body start. I deep throated him several times and then held him in my mouth just as the creamy white ejaculate jetted out of him.
I know how sexy it is for him to see some of his cum on my face. Thus, I rose off of him slightly and allowed a couple of jets to hit my cheek and neck. Josh produced well, particularly if we didn't make love first thing in the morning.
I pushed his rigid rod back into my mouth, pushing until my nose pressed against his pubic bone. I wiggled my tongue and throat on his rod. He moaned again.
I pulled off of him and opened my mouth as I came up to his level, showing him the remaining sperm I held in my mouth. I watched his eyes get big with wonder and then I swallowed.
"You slut," he said as he leaned in and kissed me.
"Yea, but I'm your slut," I told him. "Now eat me. Eat my pussy. Make me cum." I lifted myself from the spa so I could sit on the side of the hot tub.
Josh slithered down into the water in front of me; I pulled my legs back and up providing maximum exposure of my pussy to his lips. We were comfortable with our sexuality and liked giving pleasure to each other.
Outside the large glass panes beside the spa snowflakes meandered down from the heavens, the lights from the house highlighting the last of their journey to the ground.
As Josh's tongue made its initial foray into my nest, I started to talk to him. "Will you eat Katelyn like this? She loved your tongue on her clit when we spent that weekend with them in September. You taught her how to come with just your oral stimulation of her clit. Do you remember how her clit would get all erect, almost like a little penis, sticking out of her pussy lips?"
As I talked Josh moaned and attacked my sexuality with increased vigor. We'd played this vocal game once in a while since we'd met with Carl and Katelyn for the first time in September here at Eagle Pines. The four of us had fucked each other's brains out that long weekend, creating new games and interesting sexual combinations all leading to one inevitable conclusion -- orgasm!
I continued, "I remember how you'd suck on your sister's labial lips, pulling them into your mouth. I can still see you thrusting your tongue into her beautiful wet pussy. Didn't you love the way she tasted? I know I did. I loved to suck her juices from her vagina."
"You and Carl liked to watch the two of us make love to one another, liked to watch us suck your fluids from each other's bodies. I liked sucking your cum out of her pussy. She liked sucking Carl's cum out of my cunt. I liked her fingers in there too. She could zero right in on my G-spot. Oh shit, you can too. Do you remember she could fit her whole hand in my pussy when I got wet enough -- hot enough?"
I was really panting and moving pretty rapidly up the curve towards a large orgasm.
Josh moaned into my pussy then hummed into me, his vibrations sending me to a new state of ecstasy -- the 'humming bird' he'd called it. I loved it. I was peaking half in response to Josh and half in response to the images I'd called forth of Carl and Katelyn as part of our lovemaking.
I went on, "I remember one time when you were fucking Katelyn as she knelt in front of me, eating my dripping pussy. Every time you thrust into her I could feel her tongue drive into me. I can ... almost ... feel the ... the same ... kind of ... it's happening ... oh ... orgasm ... NOW!"
I exploded onto Josh's tongue. He jammed his fingers into my pussy one more time, hitting my G-spot as he'd been doing. I jetted my girl cum into the air, hitting him across his face and body. I screamed into my pleasure.
Josh rose and kissed me, pulling me tightly into his body. I could taste myself on his lips. I know he could still taste his cum on my lips and around my face. I'd done nothing to clean his fluids from me and they remained fresh and liquid.
My God, I loved sex with this man. I loved sex.
After that we lay on our towels beside the spa for a few minutes. My breathing more or less returned to normal and so did Josh's.
"Can we make love in front of the fireplace again?" I asked. "I want you in me -- hard and excited."
Josh rose and pulled me up. He grabbed a couple of towels and led me down the hall to the Great Room of Eagle Pines. He tossed a couple of more logs and some kindling on the fire and in two minutes they all broke into a roaring fire.
We sat and rubbed one another, but mostly he nuzzled my chest, cupping my breasts and gently twisting and turning my nipples until they were erect and stiff with passion. His mouth was all over them, suckling on each one.
As Josh ministered to my breasts, I talked; "Katelyn liked to suck on my tits. Remember when you were fucking me that one time and she and Carl were each sucking on me. I came and came and came. That may have been my longest orgasm ever. Imagine getting stimulated all over your body. Katelyn even had a finger up my ass while your cock pistoned into my pussy."
I reached down and took hold of Josh's flaccid penis. I could feel an immediate surge of blood into his organ; he liked me to fondle him and responded well.
I said, "You like being fondled, don't you? Katelyn fondled you a lot that weekend. She couldn't get enough of her brother's cock."
Josh's cock hardened rapidly as I talked.
"She'd lean in and suck on you. It didn't matter where your cock had been -- my mouth, her pussy, my pussy -- she'd suck you right back to hardness and then you'd fuck. You'd fuck your sister, and you both loved it! She loved having your cock in her."
I'd learned in the first week we met that Josh had always lusted after his sisters and then that his sisters had lusted after him. A word here and there, a slight manipulation of the situation we were in -- Fiona's wedding and honeymoon -- had enabled Josh and Fiona to finally merge their bodies together while we spent a day with them at their Mexican honeymoon villa. I'd also been sexual with Fiona, and with Ray her new husband, and with Stacy, at that time the secret member of their ménage a trois.
Three months later, after working overtime coordinating schedules, we were finally able to get together with Carl and Katelyn, Josh's other sister, here at Eagle Pines. The four of us had a single agenda for our get together that weekend -- sex! Josh and Katelyn were so 'hot' for one another that in the weeks prior to our flight to Colorado I could get Josh into a sexual paroxysm with just a few words about fucking his other sister.
Fiona had flown to Boston over the summer and spent five nights with us, ostensibly to cover some Foundation business. In fact, she, Josh and I spent a large percentage of that time making love to one another in as many combinations as we could think of and in some unusual places as well.
Fiona is a risk taker. She'd get us on a walk along the Charles River or prowling some clubs around Boston, and then drag us under a bridge or partway down some alley and have Josh fuck her or me while the other watched and did erotic things to the copulating pair.
These few get-togethers provided me with lots of 'voice candy' to feed Josh as we made love. I could just summon up a vision of something we did, some combination of bodies, some act we tried -- or even hoped to try the next time we were together -- and not only would he harden and lengthen, he'd also increase his stokes and passion for my body. It became a win-win situation for me every time.
Thus, I talked to Josh as I fondled his cock and felt it harden to the consistently of steel. One of his hands now thrust fingers in and out of my pussy, the sloshing noise from his fingers in my nether region mixing with the crackle of the fire.
"Come and fuck me," I told him as I lay down on the plush rug in front of the fireplace. The glowing light from the fire lit his body, amplifying the curves around muscle, tendon and feature. I marveled that this most handsome hunk of a guy loved me and liked to bring me pleasure. I so wanted to make him happy and pleasure him as well.
Josh entered me roughly -- just the way I wanted it at that instant. He could read me well now that we'd lived together for six months.
I moaned. He pulled my legs up over his shoulders and started to drive into me with a ferocious intensity.
"Megan, I love you. I love you. I LOVE YOU!"
"Then cum in me, lover. Fill my cunt with your cum. Flood me. Give it all to me."
He jerked his cock from my pussy and in a sudden move flipped me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up to meet his cock. He drove into me 'doggie style', administering a sudden slap to my ass as he pumped in me. I almost came right then from the sudden stimulation. My breasts hung down and swayed wildly with his pounding.
Two minutes and many, many intense strokes into my body as I thrust myself back into his groin, Josh again jerked his penis from my vagina. I groaned. I'd gotten right to the doorstep of another orgasm and I was robbed.
Josh lay down but not before turning me so I could mount him. Now my swaying breasts hung down in his face and I was more in control of the pace.
He leaned up and captured one breast in his mouth as he fondled the other with one hand.
The pace I wanted this to go at had one speed -- high! I started to slam into his body, somehow managing to lift off of him until just the very tip of his cock sat at the entrance to my tunnel and then slamming myself back down onto him. These were the longest strokes I could make. I went as fast as I could.
We looked into each other's faces. No words were spoken now. We knew what we were feeling -- thinking.
I swear the longer we fucked the longer and larger Josh's cock got. I know I could feel the expansion as his passion grew and as we both approached climax.
"OH GOD!" I screamed finally, breaking the silence of the Great Room.
My orgasm hit. The muscles in my vagina went wild with spasms and contractions around his cock. As they did I could feel the jets of cum filling me and the violent convulsions of his body into mine.
Our breathing stopped. The earth stood still. Time froze. Then thirty seconds later I fell onto Josh's chest gasping for breath.
I told him between gasps, "You sure know how to make a girl happy. THAT was the most intense orgasm I've ever had. They keep getting better and better."
He kissed me all around my face and said, "I never knew love or sex was like this. When I'd get horny as a teenager I'd jerk off a couple of times a day and figured that was my limit. Now you get me cranked up and inspire me to do five or six times in one day. You're phenomenal."
"I think when we were with Katelyn you actually did eight big cums that first day we spent together -- not that anyone's keeping score mind you."
"It's quality not quantity," Josh said, somewhat defensively.
"You do both, lover," I said nuzzling into his neck. "Remember our physiologies are different. Girls are built to have lots of orgasms."
"And I've been put here on earth to deliver as many orgasms as I can to you," he smirked.
I added, "And to Fiona, and to Katelyn, and to Stacy, and in a few days to Beth as well. You, my love, are just our orgasm machine; tongue, fingers and cock at our disposal any time, day or night."
On that note I pulled Josh up and we went back to the hot tub to wash off our sexual juices. After our dip we dried each other off, gathered our clothes, and walked upstairs naked to our bedroom.
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Temporary Girlfriend: Christmas Holidays Ch. 02A Christmas full of toys -- adult toys and things
This story (in three parts) is the first sequel to "Temporary Girlfriend". It builds on the same characters and continues the storyline, however, this is a standalone story and does not require the prequel. If you read this first and like it, I'm sure you'll enjoy the initial chapters. Many people I received comments from on the original chapters urged me to write about more flying and aviation in my sequels; I aim to please and aviation buffs will find some rich reading here, I hope. As usual the story spans many of the Literotica.com categories so I hope you can find what you are looking for within.

*Christmas morning I awoke with Josh spooned in behind me. I opened my eyes to the early light and through the window could see part of a mountain hazy in the distance with a million light fluffy snowflakes in between. The scene was surrealistic and so beautiful, aided by the love I felt from Josh.
He kissed my ear and said, "Good morning. I've been waiting for you to wake up just to tell you how much I love you."
I turned and kissed him then pulled away, "I think I have morning breath." I worried about turning my boyfriend away with a blast of breath that smelled like camel dung.
"You're fine," he told me as he kissed me again.
Note to self: always keep some Altoids or other mints beside the bed. At least I can cover up the camel dung odor.
I felt Josh's morning wood harden even further as I turned into him.
"Oh, I love you so. You are the most adored man in civilization!" I rolled my naked body atop Josh's, rose and reached for his hardening penis. With just a few strokes of my hand he was ready and I held him erect as I mounted him.
We made love. After our orgasm I thought about how lovely way it was to wake up this way -- the beautiful mountains, a snowy scene and love -- emotional and physical. I hugged Josh with my whole body.
We showered together, carefully washing each other's body parts. The shower in our suite had been designed as a walk in -- no curtain; and the controls were out where you could adjust them without getting wet from that first blast of cold water. Further, the shower could accommodate four people comfortable as we'd proven in September when we'd clean up with Carl and Katelyn.
We prepared breakfast and sat at the kitchen counter eating, looking out across the valley at the gray sky, the light snow and the winter scene. After breakfast we cleaned up a bit then Josh said, "Bring you coffee and let's see what Santa brought us."
In the living room the ten-foot Christmas tree looked spectacular and just completed the warm feeling of Christmas love that I felt. We went different directions in the house to get our presents for each other.
Two minutes later, I arrived back at the tree with the things I'd packed. Josh arrived a moment later with a large box. We both spread the presents under the tree then sat, Indian style, next to each other.
I picked up a present and handed it to him; "The label says 'To Josh from Santa' -- how wonderful he knew you were here and not in Boston."
Josh tore the red and green wrapping paper from the package. "Ah, a book," he said, "'Men are From Mars and Women Are From Venus.' Are you trying to tell me something?" He laughed.
"No, Darling, I'm merely educating you. I have to train my new boyfriend, you know. As a husband you'll be expected to understand my every mood and desire. This will help you do that."
Josh reached and picked up a package for me; he read the label, "To Megan, with all the love in the world, Me!" I shuffled over next to him and kissed him tenderly as I took the package.
"What's this?" I asked rhetorically and pulled the paper off the palm-sized box. I could tell this was jewelry. Inside the box was a small velvet pouch and inside the pouch a silver encrusted ruby and diamond brooch about three inches long. The artwork on the piece was intricate and showed great care and love in the design of the piece. "Oh Josh, it's gorgeous!" I exclaimed. "This ... you didn't just buy this ... it's antique. Is this from your family?" I had tears in my eyes over piece.
"Think of this as not just from me, but from five generations of Bannocks. I think my great-great-grandfather had it made for my great-great-grandmother in the late 1800s. Mom told me the silver came from one of his mines and that he'd traded silver for the gems and then for a silversmith to design and make the piece."
I put the brooch on my sweater and went to the hallway to look at myself wearing the beautiful piece. I could barely see through my tears.
Josh came and we hugged as we stood there. I told him, "Forget about reading that book I gave you. You know all you need to know!" I laughed through my sniffles.
Josh pulled me back to the tree, "There's more but don't expect anything else that lavish."
We sat again and I presented Josh with another present.
"Oh, cool," he said as he opened it. "I've wanted an iPhone since they came out. This is great. You realize you've lost me for a few hours as I play with the thing today!"
"Later," I told him. "Give me a present."
Josh handed me a larger box. I unwrapped a very sexy thigh-length light blue negligee with a virtually shear robe. The ensemble reeked of sex appeal and made a clear statement of intent by both giver and receiver to many happy moments of seduction.
I passed a large package to Josh. Inside he found a photo album -- pictures of me. Actually they were fifty erotic pictures of me in a variety of poses.
Josh turned to the first photograph. I'd duplicated, as best I could, the famous nude pose of Marilyn Monroe stretched out against a red drapery that graced so many calendars. The shot had been taken from above just as hers had been.
Josh emitted a low, "Wow! Hot!" He turned the page.
The second photograph showed me sitting nude on a rustic wooden kitchen chair facing the camera. The background was ill defined. My breasts were full with erect nipples; my legs were spread wide and my trimmed pussy agape to the camera as I leaned forward against the back of the chair.
"Who took these?" He asked with arched eyebrows.
"Oh, a friend," I teased for a second. "A female friend named Alex that I'll introduce you to some day soon. She's married to a wonderful guy named Jeremy; they live in London and she comes to the States several times a year. She's a dear friend, was my college roommate for two years, and has learned a lot of photographic skills from her husband -- he's a professional photo journalist and artist. These were done just for you. You can see her in some of the pictures around page 27 in the book.
Josh turned to the page I'd suggested. In the eight-by-ten black and white photograph on that page a nude Alex lay beside me facing my pussy. Both my pussy and her face were wet with my juices. Our skin had a glowing sheen to it from some well-placed lights. The light amplified the curves and angles of our bodies. I had a satisfied and seductive look on my face -- an after glow to a well-administered orgasm. This was one hot photograph.
Josh turned to me and said, "I love this. You are so ... hot; I can't think of another word. How'd I ever find a 'temporary girlfriend' like you? I must have done something right because God, in his pleasure, has brought you into my life."
I smiled and kissed Josh. "Sometime, if I'm ever away or unable to take care of you sexually, you can pull this book out and masturbate to it. I'd expect nothing less than lots of cum each time you look at it. We can also look at it together too. I know it sounds narcissistic, but I find it really erotic to look at too."
Josh turned the pages and I could see an erection rising in his pants.
I added, "Sometime soon, maybe around our wedding when Alex is back in the States, I want us to pose together for some erotic shots. I want a second album that's 'us' and not just me."
Josh looked up from the album, "This is positively pornographic! It's wonderful. This is the most imaginative Christmas present ever!"
"And just what I'll want for Volume 2," I replied; "personalized pornography."
He turned to a close-up photograph of my pussy with Alex's tongue just gracing my clit. Her cheek showed the smear of my nectar.
"Wow!" Josh exclaimed. "I know I keep saying that but every page evokes that remark."
"Look at the last page," I told him.
He turned to the last page and there I lay on my back, propped up on my elbows facing the camera with one leg slightly raised and my pussy fully exposed. What made the shot unique was that my pussy showed a smear of cum around it and displayed a large discharge of cum that gravity carried towards the bed sheet.
"Oh fuck," Josh said in amazement. "Might I ask whose cum that is?"
I laughed and said, "Gotcha!" He looked puzzled. I went on, "It's not cum but I wish it was. It's a sugar, vegetable oil and milk mix that just looks like cum. For the last couple of photos we used this mix because it holds its position better than the real thing. When we do Volume 2 you can bet that it's going to be your cum in the photos."
Josh thumbed through the book once more and said, "I definitely want to come back to this later; or should I say 'cum' later to this book?" He snickered at his twist of words.
I could watch the obvious thought finally strike him. He turned to me and asked, "Is this the only copy?"
I smiled and shook my head, "No, by now Jeremy has probably got the only other copy -- slight rearrangement of pages before it was bound to emphasize Alex rather than me."
Josh spouted, "My God, woman, you are one pornographic nymphomaniac sex queen slut that I love dearly and hope never changes. Take me with you on whatever journey you're on." He came to me and kissed me, one hand fondling my braless breasts.
I reached down and fondled the rising bulge in Josh's pants; my erotic photo album had clearly inspired him to lusty thoughts.
Never one to turn down a chance for some serious loving, I nudged Josh's shirt off of his body and he pulled my pullover off. I yanked down my own sweatpants and thong as he stripped off his pants and briefs.
"Just come and fuck me -- hard," I told him as I pulled him over to me, spreading my legs in obvious welcome to his assault.
I had an idea; I reached and took my photo album and opened it to a shot of me licking Alex's pussy. I was on my stomach but Alex was fully exposed to my attentions and the camera. I propped the book up so we could both see it.
"Just imagine you're fucking the two of us," I told Josh. "Alex would like your cock. She likes all cock, but she'd like yours especially since it's so long and full and filling. Think of sinking your cock into her neat little pussy. You know when Alex cums she usually squirts if you know right where to stimulate her. We were soaked in her juices the afternoon we did the photos -- not that I didn't contribute some too."
We were both worked up and our little episode didn't last long after I taunted Josh with the thought of loving my first female lover. We both came together, Josh jamming his cock deep into me as I held myself off the ground to meet his final penetrating thrust.
We lay in each other's arms in our after glow. I asked, "Do you do this every Christmas?"
Josh replied, "Only with my 'temporary girlfriends'."
"Oh good, then I'll keep that appellation for a long time," I told him as we kissed.
After a while we decided to open the rest of the presents -- in the nude. I gave Josh Eckhart Tolle's book, The New Earth, and some rather traditional men's gifts. He gave me some pilot gear, including a Cessna Citation baseball cap that I swore I'd never take off again except under duress.
Josh said, "I have one more present for you -- perhaps for us." He produced the last box from under the tree.
I slowly unwrapped the box, exposing a plain white box with no markings on it. I opened the top and faced about half a dozen other presents, smaller and each individually wrapped in colorful holiday paper.
I picked up one and tore the paper from it. I held in my hand a vibrating bullet or egg with a remote control. I gave Josh an evil look. "I take it, I put this in and then give you the controller?"
"That's the idea," he said with a lecherous look. I could see his penis twitch at the thought. "Keep going. There's more in the box."
I picked up the next package. This turned out to be a remote controlled vibrator and it was huge. I could insert it and then control the extent and type of pleasure it gave -- according to the hype on the box. 'Guaranteed to bring you orgasms beyond your wildest imagination' was one claim. Now that sounded interesting.
The next package contained some anal beads -- the kind designed to be removed from the canal just at the point of orgasm. Another package contained a butt plug, and another a plug that fit both vagina and butt at the same time. Further packages contained two cock rings, some pink fluffy handcuffs, ankle cuffs, leather belts, a lash, mask, a fluffy boa, oral sex dice -- for men and for women, a remotely operated butterfly, and lastly two DVDs -- one being 'Debbie Does Dallas' and the other a title I'd never heard of but from the cover one that clearly involved many people fucking and doing other interesting things to each other.
I sat back and looked at Josh with a smirk, "Can we use them all this afternoon?"
He shook his head, "No. I need some recovery time but I like your attitude. We have to space out using all these things so we keep some excitement in our sex life."
I told him, "My darling, our sex life is more exciting than any other twenty people I know put together -- well, except for your sisters and their families. But, we'll wait until we're back in Boston to play with some of these ... except for the Butterfly. I want to wear that to dinner tonight.
We went and showered again, this time getting dressed in more presentable clothing. We went for an hour walk, ended in town at a little café, walked around town window-shopping since most of the retail stores were closed, and then walked home.
Back at Eagle Pines, I made some cookies while Josh looked through the erotic photography album I'd made for him and read a couple of chapters of 'Men-Mars-Women-Venus.'
About five o'clock I slipped upstairs with my box of sex toys. I examined each item more carefully but settled on the Butterfly as the erotica of choice for the evening. I stripped off my pants and underwear, put batteries in, and snugged the vibrating device right up against my clitoris, adjusting the straps until I liked the fit.
Next, I put the AA batteries in the remote. I turned it on for a second and a wonderful sensation swept through my body, starting at my clit and working their way outward. I turned the remote off; I didn't want to rob Josh of his pleasure as we circulated together and had dinner out. I could guess how I'd respond.
I put on a short wool skirt and sweater, the latter a snug fit against my braless breasts. I knew I'd attract a few stares in the lounge or restaurant, but that's what I felt I wanted. I slipped on some Uggs and went back downstairs.
Josh was still reading. I got us each a glass of wine and some hors d'oeuvres and carried them into the living room on a tray. Josh broke away -- no tore himself away from the books.
I told him, "It looks like the pages of the Megan Album are already sticky! Did you beat off while I was upstairs?"
Josh looked horrified, "I ... I didn't ... I'd want you around."
I said, "Don't look so guilty. I can tell the thought crossed your mind. Besides I know that guys like some time alone with their porn when they feel a particular urge."
I went up to him and kissed him, "You'll never have to worry about me feeling jilted because you attend to your needs -- alone or with someone else. That's the kind of marriage I want and I think that's what you've said you want. If that means you beat your meat to some sexy pictures of me or Alex or someone on the Internet, so be it. Who knows, I might just join you if I catch you. And if I catch you, I'd expect you to finish delivering yourself pleasure before you stop and interact with me."
Josh studied me a minute to be sure that what I said was genuine. When he assessed that I'd been serious he said, "How did I get so lucky to find not only the horniest woman in the world but also the most tolerant and understanding."
I said, "Because you're good at picking temporary girlfriends, of course." I picked up my wine and sat beside him, thrusting out my chest to get his attention as I did.
"Is that an invitation?" he asked, looking at my honey bumps.
"Oh no. No," I responded with a touch of sarcasm in my voice. "I just wanted to be noticed."
Josh slithered across the couch to my side. "Well, you're noticed." He kissed me and ran his hand up inside my sweater, caressing my tits and working my nipples into an even more erect state of excitement. He leaned in a kissed but of my nipples through my sweater, breathing hot air on each one as he did. I melted slightly.
He added, "At our rate of progress, if we stop for sex now we probably won't get dinner. What's your pleasure?"
"You are my pleasure, but I want to try that little Italian place on Mill Street. So, I'll try, with great difficulty I might add, to stop being seductive and we'll just sit here and sip our wine and have lovely conversation."
Josh looked perplexed. "I was just reading about you that book you gave me. So far I've learned that we assign points to each other's actions in a completely different way. So when we're vying for each other's affections we need to remember that our accumulated point counts will be perceived differently."
"I recall something about that from when I read the book. Tell me again?" I asked.
Josh summed up one thesis of the book, "If I do something big for you, like the broach, I might figure I got a hundred points for the gift. You love it but assign it one point. I also get a point because I kissed you. And another point for the blue negligee and so on. I build points with you one action or item at a time, whereas I expect blocks of points when I do something big."
"And we learn what from this?" I asked him with a smile.
"I'll do better doing lots of little things that all say 'I love you' and 'I'm paying attention to you' rather than ignoring you for a month and then giving you a new TV set. And you will do better with me by acknowledging that when I do something 'big' that you go out of your way to reward me or thank me for it in your own way."
"You, my love, are a fast learner," I told him. "We'll have to see if any of this sticks and if it's even accurate. The guy that wrote the book, it turns out, had absolutely no qualifications. All his theses are suspect, but the book is still popular.
"So what'd you learn from the other book?" I asked with a smirk as I gestured towards my pornographic album that sat on the coffee table.
Josh said, "First, I verified that I have a very sexy fiancée ... or should I say 'temporary girlfriend.' Then I learned that Alex is also a delectable woman and that you are very comfortable with each other in a very intimate way. I'd like to hear more about that over dinner, by the way."
I nodded, "I'll put that on the agenda."
"Alex is also a talented photographer. Her use of lighting and angle shots is excellent and in this case heightened the eroticism of her photographs -- even when she's in them. Further, her use of simple props or backgrounds only adds to the photographs because you don't get lost in the backgrounds."
"You weren't supposed to be looking at the backgrounds, Dear. You were supposed to be looking at my cunt!" I teased.



"Oh, I looked all right. I've been hard for the past hour." He made a show of adjusting his generous cock in his slacks.
"Lastly," he said, "I really look forward to working with you and Alex on Volume 2." He grinned at me from ear to ear.
When we got to the Italian restaurant there was a forty-minute wait for a table. We went into the bar, got seats on bar stools at a small table, and each ordered a chocolate martini. After we were served I reached in my skirt pocket and took out the remote control for the Butterfly I'd worn. I passed the remote to Josh.
"What's this?" he said, picking up the plastic remote. He studied the device then said, "Well let me try this and see what happens. It seems to have several controls on it. Hummmm." He turned the device over in his hands adding, "Intensity and On/Off. Let's see what low intensity and 'on' produces."
I felt the Butterfly come alive between my legs. He let it buzz for a few moments as I stared at him with a rising sense of passion.
"Oh, let's turn up the intensity a little and see what happens," Josh said.
The device came alive again and this time I jumped. The pleasure was almost too much. I squeezed my legs together as the device vibrated against me. Then suddenly it stopped.
Josh studied the device further. He said, "Why we could turn it up still further but only for a few seconds."
My crotch exploded with a shot of pleasure. I know my body filled with adrenalin in response to the stimulation. I looked at Josh but then my eyes closed as the pleasure came to me. Then suddenly the device was quiet.
He said, "I think I'll hold onto this for now. We'll see if we can surprise you as the evening goes on."
I smiled wanly at him. "Thank you, Lover," I whispered.
We sipped our drinks and Josh led the conversation to some of the projects the Foundation sponsored. It took me a few minutes to disengage from the sexual stimulation I'd been feeling and become a conversational partner.
Then just as I'd asked Josh about his criteria for additional donors to the Foundation, my Butterfly triggered. I looked at him with my mouth hanging open almost in disbelief. The pleasure went on and on. He just looked at me, watching me with amusement. I had to set my drink down then I had to grab the edge of the table. I squirmed on my seat. Then as suddenly as it began, the pleasurable vibrations stopped.
I thought, "This is the best invention known to womanhood. ANY woman would want one of these, even if she gave the remote control to a sadist like Josh."
Josh prattled on about looking for multi-millionaires that fit a particular profile: they weren't known to be existing philanthropists or they had already shown interest in some way in one of the project areas that the Foundation was sponsoring. He talked a bit about how he could find out the background of anyone whose net worth exceeded ten million dollars.
As Josh talked I just hoped and prayed that he'd turn my Butterfly back on. Then it hit me again. Fifteen seconds of pleasure and then it stopped.
"You bastard," I whispered to him. He smiled nicely to me.
The hostess approached our table, "Your dinner table is ready now, please come with me. You may bring your drinks."
We followed the shapely young lady to a booth nested in one side of the restaurant. We slid in next to each other and she passed us the menus. I glanced around the restaurant and in a booth across the way from us sat Goldie Hawn and her long-time significant other, Kurt Russell. We were in good company.
"What are you going to have, Darling?" Josh asked me a few minutes later after we'd studied the menu.
"I think I'm going to have the mushroom ravioli and a salad," I told Josh.
Our waitress came to the table with a happy and expectant look on her face; "Hi my name's Allison, and I'll be your server tonight. Can I freshen your drinks or do you want some wine?"
Josh looked up at her and said, "I think we'll have a bottle of your Pinot Grigio, the house version, please. And I think we're ready to order."
My Butterfly turned on at only a slightly reduced intensity from what Josh had used at the cocktail table. I thought for a second that anyone within fifty feet could hear the buzzing then realized that only I felt the vibration and that there was no sound. Again, my passion started to rise. I had only one thought on my mind suddenly, I wanted to orgasm -- here, now, immediately.
The waitress looked at me expectantly, her pen and pad poised to write down my order. I held onto the edge of the table with both hands and somehow found the fortitude to nod towards Josh.
"Oh," he said as I flushed from the sexual jolt I'd just had, "the lady will have the mushroom ravioli and the house salad. I will have the eggplant parmesan and a salad, if you please." He negotiated the salad dressings and the waitress left our table with a skewed glance at me as Josh cranked up the intensity.
I got closer to my elusive climax and then the vibrations against my clit stopped.
"How close are you?" Josh asked in a conversational tone, as though he was asking about tomorrow's weather.
"Close enough!" I blurted out back at him. "Another couple like the last one and I'll cum. I'm apt to squirt I'm so worked up. I may also scream or make a scene. Do you remember the orgasm scene from 'When Harry Met Sally'?"
"Vividly," Josh replied.
"How'd you like that?"
"Interesting concept. I suppose that would mean we couldn't come back here again," he speculated.
"Yea, probably. Plus I'd worry about seeing any of these people again -- you know, like on the ski slopes or in another restaurant."
"There's that to think about," Josh acknowledged.
And then the Butterfly fired off again. I think it was on the maximum setting. The little toy ran for thirty seconds and stopped. In that time, I came right to the doorstep. I know I moaned a few seconds into the assault and then closed my eyes as I gripped the edge of the table with all my strength to control my response.
When things were quiet for another thirty second, I reopened my eyes and looked all doe-eyed at Josh. "Oh, let me cum. Please. I'll be your slave forever. Just let me cum."
He smiled and said, "Oh, here come our salads. Don't they look lovely?" He sat back away from his place setting to allow the waitress to put the large bowl down in front of him. I did likewise and mumbled a 'thank you' to the pretty waitress.
I watched Josh's hands, mindful that the remote control was in his jacket pocket and that if either of his hands disappeared I might expect another episode with the Butterfly.
He let me finish my salad without interruption. He talked again about finding new donors and how he had several in Europe, the Middle East, and North Africa that he hoped to see sometime over the next year and see if he could get them to augment the Foundations funds.
As I began to pay attention to his remarks about the Foundation I saw his right hand slip into his pocket. I waited with a sense of anticipation. A minute then two passed and nothing happened. I'd just started to relax when the Butterfly erupted at maximum intensity. The blast only lasted twenty seconds. I'd become almost limp from the offensive.
Josh said conversationally, "I believe there is a relationship between intensity and duration. I think you can stand a low intensity for a longer period of time, perhaps forever, without cuming. However, and based on the last few seconds, a high intensity for a long period would surely bring you to a climax. That's why I turned it off after only twenty seconds; it's not time for that to happen yet."
I looked at Josh and quietly pleaded for relief. He just replied, "No not yet."
We sipped our wine and Josh talked about the differences between donors in the Muslim world versus Europe. He mentioned some of the customs about dealing with the less fortunate in both worlds.
Our dinners came and we were served the rest of our wine. I squirmed in my seat, trying to reposition the Butterfly so that it wouldn't do so much damage to my sexual urges the next time it went off. I wasn't sure whether I'd been successful or not; Josh watched me with interest and no doubt guessed what I attempted.
As dinner ended, the Butterfly started again -- at high intensity. This time the toy ran for thirty seconds. My attempt to reposition the device had been remarkably unsuccessful; the little vibrator pushed directly against my clit and was bringing me up the scale to some sort of major event until it stopped. Josh studied me.
"Very good," he said. "You lasted through that. You want to cum but you're reluctant to do so in this crowded setting, right?"
"Yes, I guess so," I replied through gritted teeth as I backed away from a full climax.
Allison appeared at the table and asked, "Can I get you some desserts or coffee?"
Josh ordered coffee for both of us.
As Allison turned, the Butterfly went off; I moaned and grabbed the edge of the table. Allison turned back and studied me for a second. I shut my eyes. I felt the device go and go and go, and I soared right to the brink.
The device stopped. A second later, Josh mopped my brow with his napkin. You have a few beads of perspiration on your forehead, Darling. I thought it was cool in here but it must be warm for you."
I thought, "It's not just warm in here, it's 'fucking' hot. And, if you don't let me cum with my Butterfly I am going to find some excuse to fuck the busboy." I smiled at Josh and just said, "Thank you, dear. You're so thoughtful."
Allison brought our coffee and I noticed she studied me as she set my cup down. I gave her one of my best smiles and thanked her.
We sipped our coffees and watched the crowd dwindle down as the hour got later. Our celebrities across the restaurant left, unmolested by tourists or paparazzi I'm pleased to say. As I took my last sip, the Butterfly kicked into high gear. I moaned and this time the device kept going ... and going. Was this the time I'd find relief?
It was! The Butterfly didn't go off after twenty, thirty, forty seconds. It ran and I soared into orbit. Now with eyes closed, my hands gripping the table edge with white knuckles. I exploded into a wonderful Richter 8.0 orgasm with fireworks and multiple tremors throughout every pore of my body. As I crested the vibes against my clit stopped but it was too late; I was over the top.
I somehow managed not to scream out my pleasure. I'd become speechless, however, as I savored the after glow from the climax that had raped my body with such loveliness.
I opened my eyes and turned to Josh. I leaned in a kissed him. "Thank you," I whispered.
He smiled at me then looked up at Allison who stood with the leather wallet containing our credit card and invoice to sign. She looked at me with a thousand questions on her face.
Josh explained to her in a serious tone, "She's taking medications for her condition. She keeps having orgasms all the time; hard to keep up with her actually but the medication is starting to work."
Allison sighed, "If I had that disease, I'd never take any medication for it. If it's contagious I'd like to spend some time with her and catch whatever it is. Here, I'll write my phone number on the back of your receipt. Call me. Anytime. Please." She turned and walked away abruptly, her pretty little ass actually catching my interest and from the look on Josh's face, his too.
Josh slid out of the booth and stood so he could help me up. "Shall we go home?" he asked politely.
I stage whispered to him, "If you don't take me home and fuck my brains out, you will have just lost your 'temporary girlfriend'. I'll be back here fucking Allison in the backseat of the car.
We made love in front of the fireplace back at Eagle Pines. By midnight I definitely felt most of my brains had been fucked out. Josh did too. We were happy campers when we went to bed. And to think, I still had a box with all these other sex toys in it!
As we snuggled into bed together, Josh whispered to me, "Merry Christmas, my love."
We kissed. I told him, "This has been the best Christmas ever," and I meant every word of it.

*The day after Christmas in the early afternoon Josh and I drove the big eight passenger Suburban down to the airport to meet the flight from Denver with Carl, Katelyn, Doug and Beth. We went early and checked on the Citation. I noted we'd have to get it washed down with glycol before we flew; a thin layer of frost and snow covered the sleek jet.
Later, in the passenger terminal, there were shrieks of joy from Katelyn after she disembarked from her flight and she saw us. She ran through the security barrier and threw herself into Josh's arms. I used her as a role model to welcome Carl and Doug as well. Then I thought, what the hell, so I also embraced Beth and gave her a very tender welcoming kiss. She kissed back -- 'hot'. I liked being bisexual -- it doubled my chances for a date.
Katelyn and I kissed too; anyone paying attention would have paid even more attention. She and I kissed and hugged, lingering, as we looked deep into each other's eyes. She leaned in a nibbled on my ear lobes then whispered to me, "I am so hot to make love to you guys. We're here to fuck." She pulled away and grinned at me.
We started walking arm in arm towards the luggage area, I said back to her in a whisper, "What about Doug and Beth?"
"Same agenda," Katelyn said with a grin.
"Good," I said. "We're ready, willing, able and hot."
We collected the luggage, including skis for Doug and Beth, and loaded it all into the car. Half an hour later we'd unloaded it all at Eagle Pines. The lodge quickly absorbed all of us.
Everyone migrated to the Great Room. I played hostess and served everyone some beer and wine as well as some hors d'oeuvres that I'd made up that morning. Josh stoked up the fire. The afternoon weather had cleared so through the large wall of windows we watched the mountains surrounding Aspen change colors and gradually darken as the sun dropped and the shadows lengthened.
I give an A+ to Doug for being observant. He saw the erotic photograph album I'd given Josh sitting on the coffee table. We'd made no attempt to hide it away. The cover had the most demur photo on it but required careful study before you could decipher it. Doug had finally figured out it consisted of two nude women -- Alex and me -- embracing each other behind about a dozen layers of veils.
Suddenly, Doug said, "Wow! What's this coffee table book? Interesting!" He picked it up and I watched carefully as he opened the book to the first page -- my Marilyn Monroe shot. He studied the photo and then suddenly a smile spread across his face as he realized the model had been me; he shot me a glance to see if I seemed at all embarrassed. I wasn't.
He returned to the album and turned the page to the photograph of me in the chair -- full frontal nude. He sputtered and almost spewed out a swallow of wine he'd just taken. I laughed as he looked up at me in some kind of call for help.
The others seemed oblivious to his plight or the album, as he looked further into it. About mid-way into the book Beth became curious what he was looking at.
She shifted down the couch and asked, "What's the book?" Carl and Katelyn turned towards Doug.
He responded to Beth, but really to all of them, "This is the hottest 'coffee table book' I've ever seen. It's pictures of Megan. Look over my shoulder, I'll start at the beginning."
With Beth beside him, Carl and Katelyn moved behind the sofa to look over Doug's shoulder as he turned the pages.
The Marilyn Monroe calendar shot evoked some polite praise, however, page two brought everyone to a freeze. Carl finally exhaled and said, "Whoa! Very nice and very hot."
Beth agreed. She turned to her husband and said, "Turn the pages faster, I want to get to the 'good stuff'.
I guess the good stuff for Beth -- and apparently Katelyn, Carl and Doug -- turned out to be the first show where Alex was nibbling on my pussy and I reposed in my orgasmic after glow.
Beth said, "Holy fuck! Is that what I look like when I cum?" She turned to Katelyn who nodded to her.
Carl said, "My hard-on has a hard-on. This is very erotic, Megan." Doug turned a few more pages. Carl added, "You know this makes me want to skip dinner and just start making love to you? And I haven't even seen all the photographs."
I laughed and said, "No sex until after dinner -- except what you self inflict." Everyone booed my ribald statement.
Eventually Doug asked me to explain the album and who my paramour was in the photos. I told the story about Alex and I and then how I'd come up with the idea for the album and she'd jumped at the chance to take pictures while she was visiting from London.
The album proved to be the icebreaker I'd hoped it would be. We talked about erotic photography and even porn. I mentioned that Josh and I were planning a second volume, with Alex, when she and her professional photographer husband Jeremy came over to attend our wedding. Questions and discussion flew around the room. There were lots of 'would you', 'Could you' and 'will you' questions amongst them. Laughter shifted from a release of nervous energy as one after another of my erotic photographs got seen, to true light hearted humor as more and more of Alex and me and our acts together were revealed.
By the end of the afternoon I felt much more comfortable with Doug and Beth as I'm sure they did with Josh and me. We already knew Carl and Katelyn well -- very well.
We'd arranged for all of us to go back to the Hotel Jerome for dinner -- the same venue where Fiona and Ray's wedding rehearsal dinner had been held seven months earlier. Thus, at seven o'clock the six of us piled back into the large car and drove down to the town.
By unspoken agreement, we paired off with others in our six-some; I wanted to get to know Doug better so I latched onto his arm as we walked from the car to the restaurant. Katelyn had made it clear that Josh was hers for the night, thus Carl and Beth coupled up.
I am sure Doug and I were both assessing each other regarding our sexual prowess and willingness. By this time, and after looking at fifty erotic and pornographic photographs of yours truly.
To help break the ice, after we were seated I took Doug's face in my hands and delivered the most simmering kiss I could conjure, including a mix of tongue and touch. I let one hand stroke his neck in a sensual manner as we kissed; the other hand I allowed to slide gently up his thigh as though I sought stability during the kiss.
When I finished, I pulled away and looked at Doug. He looked pleased but slightly shocked; he said, "Wow! That was very nice."
"I just don't want you worrying about my receptivity towards you tonight -- or this weekend." I looked at Katelyn as she talked to Josh and Carl at the other end of the dinner table; "You come highly recommended by Katelyn and I trust her without reservation. She said we'd have fun and really like each other, so that's my starting point."
Doug nudged me back to him for another less intense kiss. When we separated he said, "Great. I might add that Katelyn tells all, so there's little we don't know about your September tryst up here other than some details she probably forgot about hidden beauty marks or freckles." We laughed.
Dinner became a gabfest usually with three of us talking at once, often to the same person. Josh often caught my eye from the other end of the table and often with an amused expression on his face. We were happy and we were nervous.
While we were having coffee, I moved around the table and pulled another chair up so I could be near Josh. I whispered to him, "Are you OK with where this is all going? I love you and don't want you unhappy by anything we might do."



Josh chuckled and said, "I'm fine -- a little nervous at pleasing the passionate person on my other side that also happens to be my sister, but other than that I'm fine. This is a strange mix of love and sex. We can talk about it tomorrow, but don't have any reservations or hold back because you think I'm having second thoughts."
We kissed and nuzzled.
I caught his eye and looked deep into his mind; "So you're OK if I fuck Doug's brains out tonight and maybe blow Carl?"
Josh's eyebrows nearly rotated up to his hairline.
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While we were having coffee after dinner with Carl, Katelyn, Doug and Beth, I moved around the table and pulled another chair up so I could be near Josh. I whispered to him, "Are you OK with where this is all going? I love you and don't want you unhappy by anything I might do."
Josh chuckled and said, "I'm fine -- a little nervous at pleasing the passionate person on my other side that also happens to be my sister, but other than that I'm fine. This is a strange mix of love and sex. We can talk about it tomorrow, but don't have any reservations or hold back because you think I'm having second thoughts."
We kissed and nuzzled.
I caught his eye and looked deep into his mind; "So you're OK if I fuck Doug's brains out tonight and maybe blow Carl -- or vice versa?"
Josh's eyebrows nearly rotated up to his hairline.
He said, "Well both prospects sound exciting and I'll expect a blow by blow description -- so to speak. You have fun and know I wish I could watch and join in, however, I'll be equally occupied with Katelyn. Come back to our bed when you're through."
We kissed again and I moved back to Doug, stopping long enough as I walked around the table to share a kiss with Carl, who looked most pleased.
We settled the dinner bill and then took a short stroll around this part of the town. The temperatures were in the twenties and not something I was used to. I started to shiver and Doug held me. He suggested to the others that some of us weren't as warmly dressed at others and that we should head back to the warmth of Eagle Pines.
Twenty minutes later I thanked him with a hot kiss in front of the fireplace. Carl finally got the fire roaring again as Beth went around and turned out the lights. Soon the only glow in the luxurious lodge came from the large fireplace.
Josh and Katelyn stood looking at the fire, his arms wrapped around his sister. She turned and they kissed. I actually felt a warm glow inside and almost felt the kiss myself. I loved both of them and felt it special that they could finally find some unity and passion in their relationship.
Katelyn turned to some of us and said, "Please excuse us. We have some long unfinished business to address."
With that she took Josh's hand and led him to the stairs. We watched the two of them head for our bedroom -- one of the master suites in the lodge.
As my attention rejoined the others in the room, Doug came in from the kitchen carrying a small tray with a few liqueurs and small glasses on it.
He said to the four of us, "I thought it'd be nice to sit and have some additional warmth. What can I serve you? There are other things in the kitchen too."
"Oh, I'll have some Grand Marnier," I told him pointing to the short squat dark orange bottle.
"I'll have a B&B -- a Benedictine and Brandy," he announced.
After Doug took our two glasses, Carl came and took the tray to the other end of the long sofa so he could serve Beth.
Doug sat beside me and instead of giving me my glass he took a sip of my liqueur. I was puzzled.
He leaned into me and gently pulled my head to his, clearly indicating that I should kiss him. I did and as we kissed I felt his tongue dart to my lips. I opened my mouth to welcome him and then felt him jet the liquid fire of the liqueur into my mouth while still French kissing me."
We parted. "Oh, Doug, that is so sexy. Where'd you learn to do that? Do it again," I urged him. I put one of my legs over his and turned my body more completely towards his.
He again took a sip of my Grand Marnier and even though I was ready this time, the move gave me the same thrill and stimulation that it had the first time. I could actually feel my vagina clench in a pleasure spasm as he passed me the liqueur, almost as though he had orgasmed in me with the sweet liquid.
"Let me do it to you," I said. I reached and picked up his glass. I liked the taste of the B&B.
I straddled Doug's legs, my pussy rubbing against the rising lump in his pants, and bent down to kiss him as I held the liqueur in my mouth. He opened as our lips touched and I squirted the juice into his mouth. I felt my pussy spasm again.
We kissed and hugged some more. Doug reached up and started to un-do the buttons on my blouse. I stuck my chest out to give him a more cooperative target to work on. As he finished I started working on the buttons of his shirt.
Soon we peeled off the layers. I pulled his t-shirt over his head. He undid the snap of my lacy bra and I let it slid down my arms into his lap.
We kissed but then I pulled his head down so he would suck on my breasts. I glanced over at Carl and Beth. They'd gotten ahead of us somehow and were almost nude. Beth had a cute figure, however, I had more 'on top' than she did and I thought I might be a treat for Doug in some way.
Doug made love to my breasts, initially fondling them then licking and biting around my areolas and nipples. Needless to say, they came to immediate attention.
I reached down and stroked the lump in his pants then said to him, "Let's get naked. This fire is too good to waste on clothed people. The heat feels great on skin."
"My thoughts exactly," Doug said.
We both stood and carefully undid the rest of each other's clothing, allowing it to drop to the floor where we kicked it out of the way.
When we were nude, we embraced and kissed deeply again. Doug's manhood easily found its way between my legs where I trapped it against my pussy. We both sort of massaged his sausage, the lubrication from my slit rapidly assisting the process.
Finally I reached to the coffee table and took another sip of my liqueur. I approached Doug and jetted some of the warm liquid into his mouth. We toyed with each other's tongues and lips.
I went to do it again, however, before I could sip the Grand Marnier I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned into Beth. She moved into me clearly intent on kissing me. I moved to kiss her and quickly received her tongue and a jet of Kahlua -- the coffee flavoring instantly pleasing to the taste, not to mention Beth.
As we separated, she looked into my eyes and said, "I've wanted to kiss you all day -- longer; to make love to you ever since we met. Thank you for being here and for being receptive to this type of relationship."
I kissed her as the men watched. I told her with a smile, "I've never found anything to challenge my thinking and my emotions as much as relationships and times like this. Josh feels the same way. We'll talk later and we can love after we've worn these men out."
I turned to Doug and started to massage his cock, slowing masturbating him as I held Beth's neck to my face for another kiss. I made love to both husband and wife in that instant.
Carl came close and I kissed him too, then he kissed Beth and turned her to the sofa. She sat and he lowered himself between her legs so that he could start to tongue her sex and use his fingers to pleasure her. Doug and I watched as two fingers disappeared in her pussy and Carl's tongue thrust into her slit. Beth moaned.
I turned to Doug and said, "Please wait, just a minute or two."
I knelt next to Beth on the sofa and leaned forward so I could suck on her breasts. As I did her eyes opened and she watched me with a deliriously happy expression on her face. Occasionally I would rise and kiss her lips or nose or eyes -- all in a tender manner. She purred.
Doug circled to her other side and duplicated my attention on her other breast, often kissing up to her face. One time the three of us tongued each other.
Beth reached out and fondled one of my breasts, running here hands over my smooth skin and pinching my nipples in a way that maximized my erotic feelings for what we were doing.
Carl continued the onslaught of her pussy and soon, aided by my aggressiveness at her breasts, she started to cum. At first, her breathing got heavy and louder, then I could feel her fingers squeeze my arm ever so harder as she started to crest. Next her vocalizations became louder; Beth wasn't talking, just groaning and moaning her pleasure to all of us. I thought I felt the temperature of her body change too.
She exploded in orgasm -- crying out as the spasms hit. She pulled me to her in a ferocious kiss where I could taste blood. Then Beth went almost catatonic -- her body writhed into a rigid mass of pleasure, she froze in position as the climax washed through her and then collapsed back into the deep cushions in temporary exhaustion.
Beth's eyes opened and she looked with such expansiveness and care at Carl, Doug and me. "I love you all so much. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. That was stupendous." She pulled her legs up to her chest so she became a little naked ball of happiness. Carl rose and kissed her, his face covered with her emissions.
After their kiss I pulled Carl to me so I could not only kiss him but also lick some of Beth's secretions from his face. I liked Beth's taste and Carl didn't seem to mind my cleaning him up -- in fact he was more than cooperative and kissed me whenever my lips and tongue got near his mouth.
As Carl and I kissed, Doug moved behind me, kissing my shoulders and back; his hands wrapped around me to fondle my breasts again.
Next I felt Carl's fingers tracing along my lower abdomen and then running along my slit. I felt so sexually moist that I knew he could feel my excitement. He brought his finger up to his mouth and tasted me.
"Delicious," he whispered to me as he kissed me.
I felt Doug's fingers wrapping around me to also savor my nectar. Soon his digits joined Carl's in running along my slit -- allowing my juices to flow onto their hands. Doug smelled and tasted me as well.
Then I felt fingers from two different hands enter my vagina. Oh, how erotic. I moaned as they jointly made their entrance into my body.
"Oh, fuck, that's hot. Don't stop!" I told them both. They didn't seem inclined to stop in any case.
I threw my head back and leaned against Doug as the two men made love to my body.
Then Doug eased me down on the sofa a few feet down from Beth. She watched our loving with interest and contentment from her just completed loving.
Doug knelt in front of me and licked up my slit. I about went through the roof. The sensation was spectacular and I told him so in a throaty whisper.
He rose and then shuffled in front of me so his erect cock came right to my entrance. In a smooth move he thrust into me, bottoming out as he pushed in.
One of the moments that I enjoy so much in sexual intercourse is that first penetration, particularly with a new partner. The feel of a full, hot penis sliding passionately into my vagina is a colossal turn-on for me. Doug's invasion gave me that wonderful feeling and I immediately got close to my own orgasm.
I told him, "I'm near. Just to have you inside me -- after all this play, our foreplay -- all this has made me close. Just fuck me quick for a little while."
Doug's hips sped up at my urging; his body slapped against mine. A minute later I crested into a magnificent orgasm full of fireworks and shooting stars. I rolled with the feeling letting it wash through me.
When I opened my eyes Doug appeared, gently moving his cock back and forth inside me in little motions just to keep his own interest up. I could tell he remained rock hard.
He smiled at me. "Someone else would like to share you," he said. Doug pulled out of me with a jerk, his sudden vacancy giving me a jolt of sexual electricity.
Carl knelt before me, his erect cock in hand. Then Carl slid into me, sinking his long cock deep down my vagina. I had that same feeling that Doug had given me a moment earlier. I neared a climax again.
"Oh, fuck. You're doing it to me too. I'm near again -- so soon. Fuck me. Harder"
Carl sped up. I talked to him, "You have to save some for Beth. You want to fuck her too. We all want to fuck each other. Oh ... shit ... I'm ... you're making ... me ... cum again."
Another orgasm washed through me. I clutched Carl to my breasts as he pushed himself into me to the maximum. As I floated down Carl pulled himself from my vagina.
Neither Doug nor Carl had cum, their stiff rods evidence of their continued ardor. They'd each brought me off, however, and I wanted still more.
Doug had sat next to me on the sofa as Carl fucked me, occasionally stroking my skin. I looked at him and he motioned for me to mount him. I rolled myself onto his lap, impaling myself on his erect cock as I did. I started to ride him with great enthusiasm.
Much to my surprise I felt Carl behind me. A lubricated finger found my anal opening as I slowed to allow his entry. He pushed his digit into my ass slowly, allowing me to get used to the unusual penetration. After my muscles stopped rejecting his advance, I felt him withdraw.
Doug had stopped pumping into me with long strokes; he had me move slowly up and down on him as Carl did something behind me. Next I felt a dollop of lubrication being applied at my anal opening then Carl's cock waded through the gelatinous mix and pushed slowly into my ass. I relaxed and did all the things I could to facilitate his entry.
Finally he was in me. Now I had that full feeling double over. I moaned, very loudly as Carl's cock had slid into me. The two men started to pump into me, experimenting to find a frequency and pace that maximized the pleasure for all of us.
I started squeaking and shrieking as their organs hit key spots in my anatomy. The pressure of Carl's cock in my rectum pushed Doug's cock right against my G-spot, thus I'd gone into near ecstasy as the two men pumped into me.
"Oh fuck me; both of you. Oh, God, I love having all this cock in me at once. I like being fucked in my ass. Carl, you're so good at this -- it feels just right. You're making me hotter than hell. All I want to do is fuck. Doug, you're cock is on my ... G-SPOT!" I yelled. "OH FUCK."
The men slammed into me harder and harder, with longer and longer strokes.
I screamed again, a long wail as the cocks pumped into me. The combination of cock and Doug sucking and biting at my breasts drove me right up to the edge of delirium. I wailed, "OOOOOH FUCK MEEEEEEE." I was sure they could hear me in town.
How we all managed to remain connected is still a mystery to me. We went on and on and the pleasure I felt just became more and more intense.
I yelled some more, "FUCK ME! FUCK ME! I'M CUMMMMMMING." I slammed myself down on Doug and froze in position. Carl drove his cock up my ass one more time.
I could feel both men cum deep inside me. Doug's cock surged fluid into my vagina; Carl's cock twitched mightily as his cum filled my ass.
Not only did I cum, I ejected a huge amount of girl juice as my orgasm hit. Beth told me later that it has to do with orgasms triggered more from your G-spot. Whatever or however, I flooded Doug with my ejaculate -- and me too.
I'd screamed one last time as I collapsed onto Doug's chest, his cock and Carl's both deep in my body.
I purred into Doug's shoulder. Carl massaged my back. Beth had moved beside us and also smoothed me.
As I opened my eyes I also found Josh and Katelyn standing behind the sofa. They were both naked and Josh's cock had a slippery sheen to it.
"Wow," I said. "Everyone's here -- and you two have been fucking."
Katelyn laughed at my observation and said, "Yes, and that's the hardest cum I've ever seen anyone have. When we heard you start to go into orbit, we had to come downstairs and watch."
Josh smiled warmly at me. "I knew these guys would take care of you."
"You knew I'd be DP'd tonight?" I asked him.
He nodded. "This is one of your Christmas presents. I sort of orchestrated it a week or so ago with your cohorts here. "
"Then thank you -- thank you all. I've never, never had such an intense orgasm." I wiggled my body over Doug's hips in an appreciative manner. "I'm still feeling little aftershocks."
"Probably has to do with feeling comfortable with where you are, who you're with, and all the foreplay you've indulged in all day -- all evening -- even all week," Doug said with a grin.
Josh leaned over the sofa and kissed me. "I love you." He paused and added, "Kate and I are going back upstairs. Join us if you want."
"No, I'm happy here for now. I may never walk again but you two enjoy. Bye for now," I said, "And thank you again. Thank you all."
A minute later, Carl pulled away and I pulled off of Doug, rotating onto my back so I didn't drip cum all over the sofa.
Before I could think about getting up or getting some tissues to stem the flow of the juices from my nether region, Beth knelt in front of me and assailed my pussy and ass. I didn't expect her to be there and it caught me by surprise.
"Oh, hot damn," I muttered as her tongue caught the first rivulets of cum from each of my orifices.
"I love their cum," Beth said as she pulled away from the area momentarily. "Of course, I've eaten lots of it over the past couple of years -- usually from Katelyn's cunt. I like your taste." She paused and thought, lapping here lips then added, "No, I love your taste."
She dove back into me, this time extending her tongue deep into my pussy. Fingers milked the fluid from my body onto her tongue.
I got hotter and more stimulated again -- it wasn't taking much. When Beth had captured as much cum as she was likely to get from this session, she drove one of her hands into me until it completely disappeared inside me. She twisted and turned her hand as she fisted me. Her knuckles rubbed against my G-spot and my God it triggered intense pleasure. While she did this, she used her tongue on my clit even sucking my enlarged nub into her mouth.
I came again ... and again ... and again. I entered a state I'd never been in before where life became one continuous orgasm. I went from one bliss to another with almost no time in between, no afterglow and recovery, just a gentle oscillating from one cum to the next. I let out one very long continuous moan as she helped me move along by doing different things with her mouth, her tongue, her fingers, and her fist.
I think the two men started to suck on my breasts somewhere in the middle of my long cum. My eyes were closed but I became aware of additional pleasure from all over my body.
And then I felt myself drifting in the dark -- feeling warm and loved. I wondered if an out of body experience felt like this. Were they sexual? Could they be? I drifted around, like a gossamer leaf floating peacefully to the ground.
The afterglow consumed me and wrapped me in its love. I felt love from all directions. I lived in love. I gave it and I received it many times over.
My eyes fluttered open as I came back to this world. I reclined against Beth who held me in her arms, her legs wrapped around me. Doug had stretched out in front of the fire, his head in my lap. Carl walked in from the kitchen with bottles of water for us all, as well as some blankets. We were all nude.
He said, "These are in case anyone wants to sleep here tonight -- in front of the fire."
I couldn't talk apparently. Beth took a blanket and said to Carl and Doug, "Megan and I are going to sleep here."



Both men kissed us softly and tiptoed away and upstairs.
"Beth," I found my voice and hoarsely whispered, "I love you."
"I love you, Megan." She hugged me.
I fell asleep in her arms.
*
We made love in the middle of the night -- Beth and I did. I mostly focused on her and we both seemed content with the results. After that, we went upstairs. Beth went in to snuggle up to her husband and I spooned in behind Josh, who in turn was spooned behind Katelyn. I don't think he even woke up.
In the morning I realized that I was a little sore from our sex play the night before. The guys wanted to ski and so they loaded up the large car and headed off to the ski area. Beth, Katelyn and I stayed behind for 'girl talk.'
"Are you OK that I made love to Josh," Katelyn asked me as the guys pulled away from the house.
"Yes, absolutely," I responded. "I actually think it's wonderful -- your relationship. Josh and Fiona too." We'd had an abbreviated discussion like this in September but I think it was just checking in to be sure I was all right with their sex. I noted she used the word 'love' but I couldn't recall how she'd described their unions when we were together in September.
"Why?" Beth asked with a curious tone. "Most other people would be running in circles screaming 'Incest. Incest.' Why do you feel all right about it?"
I answered, "I love to see people love each other. What's the opposite -- dislike or indifference? Those emotions don't take you anywhere good. The fact that I love Josh too just makes it all much better for Josh and even for Katelyn, because I get to love her through him."
I went on, "As for the incest, the only argument I can possible see against a sibling relationship is inbreeding and no one is planning that here -- at least not yet. Even if they were, there are ways to test whether a pregnancy is going along all right."
I paused and went on, "So that leaves the acceptability of the relationship. I'm not a monogamist and I don't think partners have to be exclusive with each other. I believe in an open marriage --a phrase most people seem to think only involves sex with others."
"If there's more to an open marriage, tell us," Katelyn said. "I've heard the term tossed around but I always thought it meant freedom to sleep with whomever you wanted."
"OK. An open relationship is democratic, flexible, nurturing and freedom granting. It feels good and it brings you joy. You can talk about anything yet you're sensitive to the needs of your partners. Roles are flexible too. There's no requirement for outside sex so far."
"In a closed relationship, someone plays the autocrat -- usually the guy, ordering the little woman to do his bidding. There are rules for just about everything and things are restrictive. The relationship often feels bad to be in or it makes you feel down. You have to bite your tongue about some subjects -- like sex; taboo areas we don't talk about."
"I feel more open than closed, but sometimes I feel I'm in a closed relationship," Beth said.
"It's a spectrum, really," I said. "Part of it is how you feel about things and part of it is the reality of the situation. Do you know who you are? Do you feel good about yourself? Do you accept yourself? Can you be genuine with others? Do you take time to listen to your inner self and to steer the conversation? Can you be open minded about new subjects or ideas? Do you do things to stimulate your creativity? Do you like sex -- and associate it with love and affection? Do you respect your body and do things to care for it?"
I continued, "None of these questions carry black and white answers. The spectrum is a gray scale -- even colored. If you 'think' about the answers to questions like these it'll put you on the right track towards being a whole person. Whole people thrive in open relationships and shun closed relationships. Thus, you guide the kind of relationship you have by who you are."
I added, "The fact that you share sexually strongly suggests to me that you are more towards the open end of things than the closed end. It's all a state of flux anyway. I should add I don't think you can be open in one part of your relationship and closed in another part -- it all has to move together."
"How'd you and Josh start with an open relationship?" Katelyn asked. "I thought he was all business!"
"I'm pretty open about things and it turns out your brother has thought about a lot of these questions too. Somehow he decided that his own growth and expansion couldn't happen in a closed relationship. I think he figured out that sexual freedom could lead him in that direction too -- he didn't have to be possessive. I've felt that since I was sixteen and watched the silly behaviors of my classmates as they closed themselves off from others to 'go steady' or whatever."
"What about arguments?" Beth asked.
"We both think you have to pull the situation apart; ask 'what's the real problem here? Is this a symptom or the disease?' Then you have to agree that you're not here to assign blame; that means that we both know we'd do nothing to hurt the other -- intentionally anyway. So we start with words like 'I have a problem' and lay it out. Then we talk about the nature of the problem; what caused it, how long has it been going on, and things like that? Then we see if we can be creative about solving it."
"Give an example," Katelyn said.
I started, "A month ago I told Josh I felt lonely. When we analyzed why I felt this way it turned out he'd been spending more nights at work repositioning the Foundation's portfolio for a market downturn he expects. Thus, I was alone more than I'd been since we became partners. We talked about whether he had to be paying attention to me or just in the condo with me; I told him I'd try his just being around. So he started to work at home at night, in our living room, while I could see him and feel his presence. My feelings of loneliness went away immediately and I told him so. He got his work done and so he was happy too. We made a 'win-win'."
"Talk about jealousy," Beth said. "I don't feel jealous when we're in a situation like we are this weekend, but if Doug was to go off with someone I didn't know I'd be miffed -- at least I think I would."
I responded, "Part of understanding jealousy is to understand what its opposite is -- the word 'compersion' has been coined to fill the void in vocabulary. It means taking joy in the happiness, love and comfort your partner finds with someone else. For instance, when Josh has a lunch with someone I am glad for whatever he gets from the relationship. If they spent the afternoon in bed somewhere, I'd feel happy that they both got something from the day."
I turned to Beth, "What makes you comfortable in sharing Doug with all of us, but not with someone you don't know but that he likes and finds interesting? You fear loss or denial of affection. I doubt Doug would ever do that to you. He loves you but feels comfortable in the freedom you've given him. I've listened and watched the two of you tonight; you communicate well and are openly affectionate. The way he operates he'd be more likely to bring someone home rather than do something surreptitiously."
"I suppose," Beth said tentatively.
"Do you feel comfortable when he goes off to work?" I asked.
"Sure. Yes," she answered.
"Does he find satisfaction there; a sense of self actualization?"
"Oh yes, he gets lots of stimulation, it excites him and he's always learning new things," Beth stated in an animated voice, her excitement over Doug's job clearly evident. Katelyn looked on in fascination at our discussion.
"Well, what if he found other sources for the same stimulation -- another person -- a woman?"
Beth laughed, "I see your point. I've been operating in a narrow band of freedom granting, one I feel comfortable with. I guess I'm going to have to get out of my comfort zone, aren't I?"
"I think if you do, you'll grow too. While I learn and grow a little while I live in my comfort zone, the times I remember and feel that I make large leaps to new phases in my self development are the times I do things well outside my comfort zone."
"I find that too," Katelyn said. "When Carl and I first thought about swinging with Doug and Beth I moved way outside my comfort zone. I mean I'd been sort of wild in college and all, but this was different. I'm married and have two kids and belong to clubs and all. My comfort zone included all that but not love, caring and sex with another man -- or a woman."
Katelyn went on, "That was two years ago and I can recall every little discussion or thought I had at the time as I wondered about how we'd do this and what it would be like. In hindsight, I grew tremendously and learned so much about myself, about Beth and Doug, and about lots of other people. I'm such a better person for it. Oh, and it's so much more than just the sex -- these new relationships touch about every part of my life."
Beth said, "I do feel that; I guess I'm unsure about the future. I'm just nestled in where we are right now. I want to think about this discussion. You've both raised my thinking so much by this discussion, you especially Megan. You really have your act together."
"Well, we're here for you if you need us and no topic is taboo. Remember we're all works in process so don't feel you need to be perfect about all this or that you're wrong for feeling the way you do. Talk to Doug too."
Beth said, "Oh, I will. I love you guys so much it almost hurts." She rose and came to each of us with Sapphic kisses. Katelyn and I both responded well.
The three of us drove into Aspen and had lunch at a trendy little sandwich shop that Katelyn recommended. Our discussion over lunch moved to my wedding with Josh, a subject that needed much more attention than it had received from me. I actually felt embarrassed that I had done so little planning or thinking about my own betrothal. We were living together. We loved each other. I'd already committed. The wedding was just a party -- the rite was past.
"Haven't you guys talked about the wedding and honeymoon?" Beth asked.
"Josh and I talked about it a week ago. We want to do it in the Boston area -- that's where most of our friends and colleagues are, plus my family is only an hour away. As for the honeymoon, I just know that we want someplace where we can all go and play for a week -- and I mean all of you. We also know we want to do it in May. May 18th is the day Josh and I 'officially' met so that's one possible date; I think it's going to be a Saturday, so that date has appeal."
Katelyn asked, "Do you have a place reserved? Reception? Minister? Honeymoon place? Wedding dress?"
"No," I responded, "not yet. I guess it's getting sort of late to do all this, right?"
"Yea!" both women said in unison.
"How about I come to Boston after New Years and help you do some planning and make some reservations?" Katelyn said.
"Works for me," I said. "You pick the time. I can fit my work schedule around just about anything. February and March won't work as I'm wrapped up with a lot of aviation stuff those months thanks to two Christmas presents Josh gave me?"
"What do you mean?" Beth asked.
"Josh gave me a pre-paid commercial-instrument-multi-engine rating course down in Florida and a week or so in Wichita to get my type rating in the jet," I answered.
"How romantic!" Beth said with a tone of sarcasm.
"Oh no," I said, "It's very romantic and one of my best Christmas gift in years. I love it. This takes me out of my comfort zone in a much different way that we were talking about this morning. I'm stretched and working hard on these ratings, then we'll be able to go places and do things I've never even dreamed about. Meanwhile, I love the process."
"Oh, it just sounded so mechanical," Beth said.
"It is and it's really sexy and it appeals to every gene in my body," I added. Katelyn laughed.
* Katelyn, Beth and I got back to the house about three-thirty and by that time we were three horny broads. Put us in an environment where sex is the main agenda item and guess what -- we think about sex all the time! The afternoon was no exception.
Thus, by three-forty the three of us were taking turns stripping the clothes off each other and by three-fifty we were in a triangular daisy chain in the middle of our king-size bed with our tongues in a pussy.
I started by lapping at Katelyn as she did Beth and Beth did me. We were nude and our hands were wandering everywhere, including in and out of the pussies we'd chosen to love.
Katelyn seemed closer to orgasm than Beth and I were. As I'd lick around her pussy and, in particular, her clitoris, she would jerk wildly, thrusting her pussy into my mouth. She turned out to be the more vocal of the three of us that afternoon.
She rambled, "Oh Megan, what you are doing to me is sooooooooo nice. I'll give you all afternoon and night to stop. Oh fuck, right there. To my right! THERE! Oh dear. Oh, put some fingers in my cunt -- like that, good, GOOD."
While I enjoyed Beth's attentions to my clit and pussy, my attentions were aimed at Katelyn. Soon I brought her off and she had her climax.
For a few seconds, as she squeezed my head and hand together between her legs I thought I might expire, then she relaxed and just stroked my head.
A weak voice floated down to me, "Thank you, Megan. That was nice."
I kissed her pussy and took one more lap. She spasmed and jerked as I did this.
I put my head on Katelyn's leg and relaxed as I tuned in to the nice cunnilingus from Beth. She more or less duplicated what I'd done to Katelyn and I let her drive me right into a warm and wooly orgasm.
As I came I pulled my legs up to afford her maximum availability of my privates; I also reached down and pushed her face right into my puss.
After my cum I lowered my legs so Beth would have a cushion for her head. She rested, as I did on Katelyn, her face only inches from my now swollen labial lips.
Katelyn had recovered and so she went to work on Beth. Soon Beth came, writhing against me as she did.
I'd never been in a three-way with just women and I found it delightful and fascinating as we cared for and stroked each other. The visual impact of all the pussies and breasts were stimulating as well.
Three orgasms behind us we all switched direction in our triangle. Now I could assail Beth's pussy, she could do Katelyn, and Katelyn could do me.
Our tongues and fingers went to work.
I pulled away from Beth long enough to pose a challenge to my lovers, "Let's see if we can all cum together. Moan as you get close." I pushed my tongue back into Beth's vagina, lapping madly at the copious amount of love juice she produced.
Much as before I worked on Beth with tongue and fingers, learning more about how to turn her on and drive her to distraction. Soon I heard her moan.
Unlike before, I have tried to maintain my own state of arousal and pay attention to Katelyn's tongue as she sucked on my engorged clit and did interesting things with her fingers. I climbed the scale and gave a little moan after several minutes of Katelyn's attention. Then I heard Katelyn moan as well.
The three of us were on the doorstep and knew it.
Then we all just tipped into a blissful cum. Three long moans filled the room and our legs grasped the heads of our lovers and our free hand stroked the hair nestled in our cunts. Oh, fuck this felt good.
We collapsed on each other's thighs, resting our heads and lightly stroking each other in a sexual way.
I felt a warm hand stroke my buttocks in a loving way. I opened my eyes and turned and there was Josh standing naked next to the bed. Carl and Doug stood naked as well. All three cocks were rapidly inflating, no doubt due to the sight picture of the three of us in our after glows.
"How long have you been there?" I asked.
Doug answered, "I think we missed the first round but we caught most of the second, including the splendid show of a simultaneous triple orgasm." He looked at his friends and added, "The three of us almost came as well. I think we each wanted to be in one of your pussies."
Katelyn reached out and took hold of Carl's stiff cock; "Well no one is going to stop you from putting that in a pussy now." She rolled to her back; Carl came onto the bed and slid his cock into her only inches from my face.
Doug repeated the process with Beth and then Josh slid his long erect cock into my pussy. I marveled at how comfortable it felt to have three couples fucking right next to each other in the same bed -- not only comfortable but also highly erotic and sexual.
The six of us pumped and squirmed as the men drove their cocks into us. I could tell immediately that Josh had been thinking about this all day long. He seemed unusually aroused.
After several minutes of pumping Katelyn said, "Switch! I want to get fucked by everyone then we can all think about cuming again."
The three men paused and then pulled from the pussy they were in. With smiles they aligned themselves with a new partner: Josh moved to Beth, Carl to me, and Doug to Katelyn.
Carl sank into me with a long, slow and gentle slide in my cunt. He reached down and massaged my clit after he had filled me.
I told him, "If you keep that up I'll start having orgasms and then everyone will and we won't make the whole circuit." He smiled at me and started to pump with delicious vigor into my body.
Somehow my legs ended up over his shoulders. He would also reach down and stroke my breasts as he pistoned into me. He made me soar.
Just about the time I started to think seriously about cuming, Katelyn said, "Switch!"
Carl jerked his cock from my pussy, creating that jolt of electric sex as he did. I almost came.
Doug moved in front of me. He leaned down and said, "Hands and knees, my dear." I understood.
I rolled over and rose up to the request position. Doug drove into my pussy doggie style. We could both look at the other couples beside us and watch the cocks stroke in and out of their vaginas. As I balanced on one arm, I reached beside me and stroked Katelyn's clitoris as Josh fucked her; sometimes I'd stroke his cock when he had it almost all the way out of her body.
Katelyn started to peak. I said to Josh, "Cum in her. Cum in your sister."
The two of them shrieked softly and Josh jammed his cock in Katelyn's pussy and froze in position. She too froze as her orgasm hit.
I switched hands and used my left hand to stroke Beth's clit as Carl thrust into her. Soon I produced the same result. The two of them flew into orbit as they came, Carl declaring his cum as he jetted his sperm into her vagina.
I then froze as I felt a pair of feminine lips lick their way along my groin to my clit. Katelyn was returning the favor, even in the awkward position she had to be in to reach me. Soon she substituted fingers for lips. I was close.
Doug sped up. I could feel Katelyn fondle his cock occasionally when he had almost left my vagina. He started to slam into me. He announced, "Cum. Megan, cum, now!"
I did. My vaginal muscles went into contractions that rippled up and down his cock as he pushed into me several more times, hitting my G-spot. Katelyn's hand stroked my clit. Josh's hand fondled a breast.
I exploded into orbit again amidst a hail of fireworks and rockets bursting in air. I moaned very loudly. I also ejaculated a little girl juice, apparently into Katelyn's hand. When I opened my eyes to see the damage she was licking my fluid off her hand.
With Doug inside me I collapsed forward onto the bed. He rolled into the tight space next to his wife. I reached above my head and fondled Josh's cock that still retained some stiffness. I pulled him to me so I could suck on him and clean Katelyn's juices from his rod.



Beth slid off the bed and duplicated the process on Doug, sucking my juices. Katelyn did Carl as he stood in front of her beside the bed.
Finally, Josh said, "So much for the cocktail hour. How about the main course?"
We laughed at the comment and expressed our desire for further drink and nourishment.
Josh said, "Then I suggest showers, some clothes and a trip into town."
Amidst groans and theatrical complaints we all vacated our bed, now a disastrous and well-used playing field, and wandered off in pairs to the various bedrooms to clean up and dress for dinner.
*
Josh and I slept together that night. I think the other four swapped spouses, however, the two of us wanted to be together. We weren't keeping score but we both agreed we'd had a surfeit of orgasms on this vacation, particularly after his sister, her husband, and their best friends had arrived at Eagle Pines.
Josh and I had some long talks about recreational sex and agreed that we couldn't just walk into a room, pick up a stranger and fuck them. Instead, there had to be some warm relationship with the other person, particularly some kind of love interest and there had to be a 'happy' morning after -- a continuing and joyous relationship.
I explained that I needed to feel 'love' for my partner -- male or female. We talked about how I'd been so quick to fall for Josh before we made love and then only a couple of days later with his sisters and Stacy -- Fiona's wife.
I had to admit that I was 'ripe' for a relationship, although I denied it at the time. I'd broken up with my previous boyfriend about nine months earlier and had sworn off men, and then I met Josh. He swept me off my feet -- he could have swept any girl off her feet but he chose me!
I confessed to an immediate willingness to lie down and spread my legs for him. He laughed but told me he felt the same way about me. Love at first sight.
He asked me, "Then why did you and Stacy and my sisters all get it on so fast?"
I had to analyze what I felt when I'd first met Katelyn and Fiona, and almost immediately thereafter Stacy. We'd quickly tantalized each other with some of our sexual escapades and then teased each other and Josh during Fiona's wedding rehearsal dinner.
I answered Josh, "I think this is what I felt. I'd already fallen for you -- in a big way. I guess I knew you'd fallen for me too and we'd played that afternoon in the Mile High Club in the jet. By association I knew I'd love your sisters. They were immediately so open with me and so was Stacy -- I think of her as one of the sisters. Thus, when we teased and shared stories I could be totally open with them. Plus, there's nothing I wouldn't share with you -- no secrets, although I do have some erotic things I've done in my past that I haven't shared with you yet."
Josh's eyebrows went up in a questioning arch. I ignored his invitation to share further for now.
I went on, "I learned the next day that Fiona, Katelyn and Stacy liked me -- a lot, and not just as a sex object -- although that was a nice way to be remembered. I told you about how we kissed and rubbed each other in the spa. I was so in heat by the actual wedding I could have really embarrassed myself if you hadn't been there. That night, back at Eagle Pines, Stacy joined us. I already loved her and knew she'd be a part of our lives for a long time."
"And my sisters?" Josh asked.
"Them too," I said. "They'd watched us make love by the fireplace the night before as they made love up on the balcony above us. I could see them, but you didn't know they were there. I knew they cared for us on many different levels. By the time we got to Mexico with Ray, Fiona and Stacy, I just wanted some kind of culmination to what I was feeling -- some closure. The sex -- no, the making love, even with the games -- gave me the closure and validated the love we felt for each other. I miss them all when they're not around."
"How'd you feel about Doug and Beth? This was the first time we've been with them," Josh asked.
"Remember we'd made connection with Carl and Katelyn in September up here -- just as we did with Fiona and family in Mexico. While we were here then we talked a lot about Doug and Beth and what they were like, their values, how they thought about people and love. Katelyn is very observant -- and particular. By association I knew I'd love them as soon as we could get together. Just the way the others were, they were my kind of people."
"So you didn't just fall into bed with them?" Josh chided.
"Hardly," I said as I poked him in his ribs. He squirmed away from me on the couch.
"So as my 'temporary girlfriend' might that mean you want to fall in bed with me?" he asked guardedly.
"Best offer I've had since I fucked my fiancée this morning before breakfast!" I replied as I melted back into his arms.
We spent an hour upstairs making love. During this time I finally told Josh about my first series of threesomes a decade earlier with my first serious boyfriend. He pried detail after detail from me and I actually enjoyed telling him the full story as we lay there playing with each other's body parts. Josh took the news remarkably well and we actually made love again.
The next few days revolved around three major activities: sex (of course!), skiing and dining out. The routine of the house involved sleeping in, a morning assignation with someone, skiing for about four or five hours, coming back to Eagle Pines for a further afternoon interlude, clean up and cocktails followed by dinner at one of the great restaurants in the town, and then interesting groupings and combinations of people as we brought sexual delight and joy to one another.
We each got private time with members of the opposite sex and occasionally with the same sex. Katelyn and I spent one night making love to each other; she took me to one of those places where I'm having a long continuous orgasm again and I never wanted it to stop. I knew what heaven was.
Doug and I made love again and really got to know each other. We had a long discussion about how to best love Beth and make her feel stronger about herself too. We also talked about our backgrounds and participation in the life style.
Carl and I spent a night with Beth, bringing her to a 'happy state of delirious sexual slutdom' as she called it. We were relentless in our assault on her beautiful body. She took it well, survived the ordeal, and suffered through dozens of orgasms.
New Year's eve we moved two of the king-size mattresses downstairs in front of the large fireplace. We had a true orgy, taking turns and swapping 'mid-fuck' with each other over and over again. We laughed till our sides hurt, drank too much, and fucked and sucked each other's brains out. We all slept together that night, awaking often to make love to a horny 'friend' or to watch two or three others take another shot at it.
I declared the morning of January 1st to be nude morning. No one was allowed to wear clothes until lunch. As a result of this pronouncement everyone continued our little 'fuck fest' up until noon. By that time we were truly worn out and in desperate need of sleep and rest both of which filled the afternoon.
We went back to the Elkhorn Lodge for dinner that night. The last time we'd all been there was for Ray and Fiona's wedding. Things were quieter this time and we were in the main dining room rather than the function room. I had elk for the first time at dinner and loved the gamy meat.
Josh and I didn't drink that night because we were flying back to Boston the next day and wanted to be as sharp as we could be when flying the jet. Carl, Katelyn, Doug and Beth planned to fly commercially to Denver the next day too. We would have flown them however private flights into the new Denver airport were discouraged.
That night we cleaned up the lodge and sort of unwound. We each talked about what we hoped the New Year would hold for us. As we went around our circle and each of talked, I felt the declarations being made to the universe about what would happen as well as the anticipation for future.
I talked about marrying Josh in May, completing my commercial-instrument and multi-engine ratings and getting the type rating for the Cessna Citation jet, and adding two new clients to the agency I worked for.
Josh talked about marrying me (I was glad he put that first on his list!), flying to Europe, the Middle East and Africa (with me?) both to add some new donors to the Foundation and to check on some of the sponsored programs, and spending more time with family and friends.
The others had a mix of family and career goals they wanted to work on. All of us wished to be together again and to enjoy the warmth and love we felt for each other throughout the year. Of course, we invited them all to come with us on our honeymoon after I figured out where that would be; Katelyn reminded me she'd be in Boston in a month to help start the planning process.
We toasted each other, even with the glasses of club soda we held, and went to bed.
*
"November-One-Bravo-Foxtrot cleared for takeoff." The voice from Aspen tower boomed into my earpiece. I echoed the clearance back to the tower and pushed the throttles forward repeating the litany Josh had been teaching me: "If there is any problem below 80 knots, we will abort the takeoff; if the problem occurs between 80 knots and V1 we will abort only for engine failure; any problem after V1 we will climb..." I droned on, interjecting memorized checklist items into the paragraphs as I executed or checked an item.
Josh called out, "V1, rotate." I gently pulled back on the yoke and the large plane smoothly lifted its nose wheel off the pavement and seconds later soared into the sky, the airspeed now climbing rapidly. I checked gages and went through the climb out checklist. Josh turned to me and said, "Nicely done, Megan. You're a natural with this plane. You know what you're doing and you're starting to think ahead of the aircraft." I set the aircraft up for its rapid climb to altitude.
We flew back towards Boston on a GPS Direct IFR flight plan at flight level 410. Boston Center started us down west of Rochester, New York. We broke 10,000 feet and trimmed the speed back to 250 knots as we joined Boston Approach. They cleared us for an ILS 11 approach at Josh's request.
Josh had me take the plane off autopilot and told me to act as though I was going to land. The weather below six thousand feet was clear and he wanted me to make the straight in ILS 11 approach. I'd done this before in the Cessna 172 but never in something with an approach speed of 160 knots -- more than the top speed of the little Cessna.
Boston Approach Control brought us down to 3,000 feet and set us up for an intercept to the ILS approach course. Not surprisingly I flew through the course and had to correct back to the narrow beam of radio waves to the runway that jutted into the night sky from a sophisticated array of radio equipment on the ground. I lowered the gear and added the last notch of flaps to slow the plane down. Leading edge slats and speed brakes were extended automatically.
I finally got lined up and then watched as we started to intercept the glide slope. I adjusted the power and pitch slightly as Josh talked me through the intercept this time.
Josh had started to handle the radios. I heard him call the outer marker to the tower, "Hanscom Tower, One Bravo Foxtrot is outer marker inbound." Tower responded, "One Bravo Foxtrot cleared to land."
My knuckles were getting white. Was Josh watching what I was doing? My ILS and glide slope needles were still centered on the dial. The runway lights looked so welcoming amidst the black background. I heard the outer marker beacon go off in my headset. All I had to do was fly the plane into the ground at this point, pulling the power back slightly just as we flared.
Two minutes and ten seconds after the outer marker the middle marker beacon went off in our earpieces. Josh said to me, "You keep flying it. Take it in. You can do it. I'm right here."
Josh kept talking to me, "Maintain throttle, pull back slightly, there, hold it, you're aligned well with the runway, smooth actions, ten seconds to flare, Oooookay, flare now, back off the throttles, good." Five seconds later I heard the tires squeak on the runway as we set down. Suddenly we were no longer an aircraft, we were a strange ground vehicle going 140 miles an hour towards a chain link fence, some trees and interstate highway.
I pushed the throttles to activate the reverse thrusters and could hear the engines spool back up as the clam shells opened on the two engines throwing some of their exhaust towards the front of the plane. I had my feet pressed against the brakes as I also maintained directional control through the pedals. The large jet slowed and came to slow taxi speed right on the centerline with two thousand feet of runway remaining. Whew!
Tower came on the radio, "One Bravo Foxtrot, nice landing. Stay with me on this frequency, straight ahead to the runway end then taxiways Echo and Sierra back to your hanger." This time I repeated the clearance and thanked them for their help and watchful eye. I knew the female voice would surprise them but they'd get used to it for this tail number.
The radio went silent. Josh said, "You know you landed that all by yourself. I never touched the controls the entire flight. You really are getting good at this. You did it all." I looked at him in shock; I'd thought he'd had his hands on the controls at least once. He assured me all he had done was talk to me and stand ready to act but he hadn't touched the controls.
As we taxied in, Josh picked up my logbook and made an entry for the flight. When I read it later I noted that he wrote "ASE to BED. 4.1 hours. Flew entire flight from takeoff to landing. Full ILS 11 to full stop landing" in the comments section - my first jet landing. Wow! Some days I really impress myself.
Two hours later Josh wrapped me in his arms and in his love as we went to sleep. I was still flying the plane when I let my mind wander. Josh seemed to know as he kissed me and wrapped his arms around me.
He said, "You know making you my 'temporary girlfriend' was the best thing I've ever done." We kissed. The Christmas holiday had ended and there was so much to look forward to.
The end of this part of Megan's story
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"November One Bravo Foxtrot descend and maintain one-six-thousand feet."
My voice rang out clear and strong as I replied to Kansas City Center, "One Bravo Foxtrot out of Flight Level two-four-zero for one-six-thousand."
"Nicely done, Megan. Now, what would you do with an engine fire on descent?" Greg asked.
Greg was my flight instructor at the Cessna Flight Center where I'd been in the process of learning about the Cessna Citation. I'd flown in this aircraft many times before and even joined the Mile High Club in it. Now I'd been getting a 'type' certification for this particularly high performance aircraft added to my 'ticket'. A 'ticket' is pilot slang for their FAA pilot's license and all the extra ratings they've gotten.
A month before I'd culminated a couple of months of intense study with a week at the Cessna Flight Center getting my commercial-instrument and multi-engine ratings. I had to take a flight test for each of those, although I combined the first two ratings in one program. After completing my training on the Cessna Citation I would take a check ride with an FAA examiner and get signed off for the sophisticated jet.
Greg, one of my flight instructors on the Citation and the one riding in the co-pilot's seat today, continued to look at me expectantly after he'd posed the question.
I started to crisply reply from memory the checklist items I'd memorized, "Announce engine fire to crew and passengers; identify defective engine," I pointed to the engine instrument cluster in the center of the panel and overhead identifying how I'd ensure I knew which engine had the problem, "shut down defective engine; discharge fire retardant system for that engine; pull written checklist that includes the following key items: identify nearest suitable airport; advise ATC; begin emergency descent; ..." I continued.
Greg took notes as I talked. In the meantime the sleek ten-passenger jet descended with all engines intact at normal speed towards one-six-thousand feet.
I'd managed to draw Greg Bellsen as my instructor the month before and sometimes his also hunky sidekick Dave Lafontaine. Like my boyfriend, both guys were 'easy on the eyes'. They had square-jaws, trim weight, muscular arms and tight buns as displayed by the tight dark slacks they usually wore. I noticed things like that -- including the occasional bulge they got in the 'right' place.
The jet I flew belonged to the Bannock Foundation -- a charitable and philanthropic organization my boyfriend-fiancée, Josh, headed and ran. Josh wanted me to be fully qualified on the jet so we could fly together to Europe, the Middle East and Africa in a few months on the Foundation's business and a bit of holiday -- even an extension of our honeymoon.
Josh and I were to be married in Andover, Massachusetts, in mid-May in the chapel at Phillips Academy. Josh had gone to school there and my family loved the idea of our marriage occurring on the picturesque campus. Except for a few final details my wedding had been mostly planned by one of my lovers -- Katelyn. She also happened to be Josh's sister and one the objects of his affection as well. We shared a lot, including both his sisters -- and their husbands -- and their friends -- and in one case the sister's wife from their ménage a trois.
Josh and I met ten months earlier at a Starbucks near our respective jobs. The next day he asked me to be his 'temporary girlfriend'. A week later, after learning of our shared philosophy about love, life and body-mind-spirit, he asked me to marry him. I accepted, however, I chose to retain the title of 'temporary girlfriend' since I liked it's catchy sound. It also inspired discussion when I used it to refer to myself or my relationship to Josh and usually ended with a renewed affirmation of his love for me -- something I never got tired of hearing,
"One Bravo Foxtrot turn right to one-six-zero degrees, descend to fiver-thousand. Contact Approach on one-two-four-decimal-five," the radio requested in my headset.
"Kansas City, One Bravo Foxtrot is through one-six-thousand to fiver thousand turning to one-six-zero for the heading and over to Approach on twenty-four-five," I replied to ATC. I checked in with Approach.
Greg said, "You're radio work is flawless, Megan. Now, tell me the key speeds for this aircraft in its landing configuration?"
I replied, "There are many of them. V-LE is the maximum landing gear extended speed or one-ninety knots; V-MC the minimum control speed with critical engine inoperative speed -- about ninety-five; V-REF the landing reference speed or, today, one-hundred-twenty-on knots; ..." I thought of about a dozen more key speeds and told him.
Greg smiled at me. I'd caught him glancing at my legs, however. I'd chosen to wear a skirt for my more recent flights and training sessions, in part because I know I have good-looking legs and I wanted to tease Greg or Dave a little. Usually as soon as I got situated in the plane, I hiked my skirt up a few inches over my knees as though that gave me some extra flexibility. The last two days I'd been able to reveal my shapely thighs right up to my lacy underwear by careful adjustment of how I sat.
I'd also given up wearing a bra during my lessons. I wanted my instructors to see the excitement I felt during various parts of our lessons, particularly when our hands touched over the controls in some way.
The radio came alive again and Wichita Approach Control came on, "One Bravo Foxtrot descend and maintain 3,000 feet; cleared for the ILS Runway One Right approach." I repeated the clearance back to ATC and put the Jeppesen approach plate into the clip on the yoke. I'd flown the approach twice before this week so expected no surprises.
I lost the excess altitude and made a smooth intercept of the inbound course on the ILS -- the instrument landing system. I'd successfully added flaps at all the right parts of our descent, and now, just as we started to capture the glide slope, I lowered the gear and re-trimmed the aircraft. I could have had the autopilot handle the flying duties, however, Greg and David were having me handle every maneuver and adjustment manually since is what the examiner in the check ride would expect.
A few minutes later the beautiful jet dropped below the cloud deck and set down flawlessly on the Wichita runway. Tower handed me off to ground control and we taxied in and stopped at the Flight Safety Cessna Training Center.
Greg watched me go through the shutdown checklist, verbally calling off each item.
"Who taught you to do your checklists verbally?" he asked.
"Josh," I replied. Greg knew Josh from some training he'd taken there a couple of years earlier in the same airplane. Josh had taken a refresher from Greg for two days while I'd been working on my multi-engine rating in a rented Cessna 421. He also knew that Josh had coached me in various aspects of the large jet over the past half-year as we flew in it week after week.
"He's passing along from very good habits," Greg said. "People tend to skip items more when they go through a checklist silently. Your saying thing verbally is excellent."
"Oh, I have excellent oral skills," I told him; laughing uproariously at the double entendre I'd just pulled off. I glanced at him to see if he'd caught the double meaning; he had. I tried to look innocent.
As we exited the jet, he said, "You know, Megan, if there wasn't a boyfriend I'd make a play for you. I find you one interesting person on so many levels."
"Well," I said slowly as I looked at him with my flirty eyes, "Just because I have a boyfriend doesn't mean I won't accept your offer. And, I might add, I find you interesting too -- and Dave, I might add."
"I don't want to get cross-ways to Josh," Greg stated in a caring tone.
"Oh, you won't. We have a very 'open' relationship. We may involve others -- and have from time to time. Part of it has to do with our shared philosophy about relationships and marriage."
Greg eyebrows almost rotated up to his hairline. He asked, "Might you be willing to tell me the details of this 'agreement' over dinner. I mean, seriously, this sounds interesting."
"Yes, I'd be delighted," I said, "Providing you walk me through the Citation's hydraulic system one more time." He laughed.
"Yes, of course," he said. "I'll swing by the study room at four-thirty and we'll do a review, then we can go to a nice restaurant I know."
The study room was a posh living room with several study desks in it, a couple of white boards, and several DVD-equipped televisions. I'd staked out one of the desks for the ten days I would need to prepare for my type rating. I'd initially thought I'd knock off the rating in a week, however, I knew little about jets and most of the first four days had been a generic education about jets -- little ones, like the Citation, right up to big ones like a 747.
I'd accumulated about six volumes of manuals and workbooks in the few days I'd been there. Greg and David alternated my ground school training and my air work; however, today I'd spent almost all day with Greg. He'd done a credible job relating the generic material about jets to the Cessna Citation. We'd also focused on emergency procedures in their simulator in the morning and then taken a ninety-minute flight after lunch to give me actual flight time in the jet.
I broke open the manual that talked about the mysterious plumbing and valve system that made up the dual hydraulic systems on the jet. About an hour later I heard the door open behind me; soon two strong hands dug into the knots in my shoulders giving me a good massage.
"Yummmm," I muttered. "Do you hire out?"
"Yes, but you can't book the time in your logbook," came Greg's reply. I laughed, particularly since I still felt that building flight hours would get me to some kind of heaven faster. Hours! Hours! I wanted hours.
I put my head back and Greg stroked my cheek in a sensual manner as he turned to sit next to me. He asked, "Want to talk about hydraulics for a bit?"
I nodded reluctantly, although we were probably both aware that his thirty-second contact had spiked our sexual temperatures several degrees. He gestured for me to follow him to a white board.
Over an hour later, we'd filled the white board a dozen times with lots of diagrams and even an equation here and there. I felt more confident about this major system in the jet and able to cope with most of its dysfunctions.
"Tomorrow one of us will do the white board with you on the electrical systems of the Citation," Greg said finally, signaling an end to the day. I sighed with relief and smiled at him. My brain pleaded with me to stop feeding it new input; I was ready for some change of focus.
Greg said, "Get your stuff together and I'll take you to my favorite hang out for dinner and fun."
"Do I bring books?" I asked.
"Nope. Not tonight. You need to give you head a chance to recharge. Some dancing is probably just what you need -- me too. This place has some good bands in their lounge. After dinner we'll see what's happening in there."
While I had a car, I'd barely touched it except for a couple of pizza runs. My motel turned out to be a short walk from the Flight Center and I liked the start and end of day exercise, however modest.
Greg drove us and five minutes later he escorted me into a restaurant called Horse Feathers. A piano player in one corner of the restaurant provided some light background jazz.
"It'll get a lot livelier about eight-thirty or nine o'clock," Greg said. "This is the dinner crowd. The dance crowd will show up a little later."
We got some soda water and lime, keeping in sync with the no alcohol within twenty-four hours of making a flight that the school preached and that Josh abided by as well. Greg also ordered us some baked brie to share as an appetizer.
Greg sat back and abruptly returned to our earlier conversation, "So tell me about your 'open' relationship. I'm fascinated." He had a slightly lecherous look to his countenance.
I laughed, "Ah, the man has a one track mind." I put my hand atop his and squeezed affectionately. "You want to get in my pants? Right?" I asked him with a smirk.
Greg coughed and sputtered at my directness, "Well, NO! I mean, I think you're a beautiful woman, BUT, well, if the opportunity ... I wouldn't want ..."
I interrupted him, "Oh, stop. I hope tonight we can spend some time back in my motel room making love. I happen to find you pretty interesting too and feel close to you more each day we spend together, even if most of it is professional."
"You mean ... We're going to ... I want ... You ...," he continued to sputter but now I'd given him even more to think about since I'd reversed the tables and removed any mystique about where the evening would end.
I sipped my drink and ate a wafer with brie on it. The silence from Greg was palpable.
Finally, Greg said, "Megan, I am flattered and am honored we feel the same way about each other, but what about Josh. I like him and don't want to come between the two of you in any way at all."
"Josh approves of our having a relationship," I told him. "We even talked about it last night again when we telephoned."
"Is this what your 'open' relationship means? You can both sleep with whomever you want?" he asked.
"That's only part of the picture and the part everyone thinks about when they hear the term 'open relationship' or 'open marriage.' There are a whole lot of other parts to an 'open' friendship, however."
"Tell me," Greg said with great interest in his voice.
"Let me ask you which sounds more open: a democratic or autocratic relationship?"
"Oh, democratic," he said.
"Lots of communication or a long list of topics you can't discuss with your partner?"
He stated firmly, "Lots of communication, of course."
"Ownership of one partner by the other or two independent people sharing their lives together?" I asked.
"Two independent people," Greg said with a smile. He seemed to get the picture.
I continued with another contrast, "Denial of self to preserve the relationship versus dedication to each other's growth and evolution?"
"The latter," Greg said, sitting forward for the next pairing.
I asked, "Rigid relationship roles or flexibility in the various tasks and responsibilities in the partnership?"
"Ultimate flexibility," Greg said with a grin.
I added to the list, "A 'couples only' front or individual freedom?"
"High on the freedom scale," Greg stated.
"Exclusivity or mutual permission to expand and be open with others?"
"Ability to move freely without worry that you'll piss off the other person," he said.
I asked, "How about 'total fidelity' versus trust that you are your mates are 'home base' to each other?"
Greg said, "I opt for the mutual trust you'd have in an open relationship."
"So," I asked, "What would it be like living in an open partnership? How would it feel?"
He started slowly as he responded, "My eyes are opening up rapidly in this discussion but let me try. There wouldn't be the possessiveness I've felt in some relationships. I'd feel we were working towards some mutual goals yet I'd have my own goals and my partner's encouragement to pursue them. There wouldn't be any jealousy, only support and encouragement. We'd both share a lot through conversation -- share what we're doing, how we think about things and other people, what we want from life and our plan for getting it."
"Go on," I told him, "You're doing well with your list."
He grinned and continued, "There wouldn't be any 'head games' -- like one of us trying to 'one up' the other. There'd be no sacred cows in terms of conversation. Consequently, we'd align on some pretty realistic expectations about our lives together. There'd be no myths we'd be trying to propagate and no wishes or fantasies we'd be trying to hide from the other."
I nodded to Greg and he went on, "We'd be equals in the relationship. We'd be two independent people that are more because we're together. That wouldn't mean we'd exclude others, to the contrary because that would be how we'd grow and bring interesting things we learn back to the relationship -- or even bring the people back to the relationship."
"What about privacy?" I asked.
Greg thought for a minute as we sipped our sodas. Finally he said, "You could have too much 'together time' in a relationship. It'd be good to go out on your own -- to be alone or to have a private time with someone else perhaps. Sometimes, you can be in the same room with someone but you need some psychic space to chill your mind."
The waitress brought our dinners. I could see Greg appreciated the break from the intense drill I'd been putting him through. I actually thought I'd made him think harder about relationships than he had me on the Citation's hydraulic systems.
I asked a question in the area we both carefully avoided so far; "Greg, we've not mentioned sex or intimacy so far. How's that fit now that we've laid this foundation?"
He pondered the question and sipped his drink. He finally said, "It's almost irrelevant. By definition an open partnership has a deep intimacy in it so the sex must be fantastic."
"Is it a monogamous relationship?" I asked.
He thought again and said, "Not necessarily -- in fact, I guess thinking about the way we talked about trust, sharing, reaching out to others, growing and evolving through each other and with others, that it'd be unusual if from time to time others weren't involved in some intimate way -- sexual perhaps but not a requirement."
"Would the other people you brought into your open relationship be just with you or with the 'couple'?" I asked.
"Either," Greg said. "Or both or just one of the two."
"Two?" I asked.
Greg frowned, "I don't understand the question."
"Does your partnership have to be restricted to two people -- your relationship?" I asked.
"Wow," Greg said. "No. No, it wouldn't have to be would it. You could have three, four, or more people in an 'open relationship' couldn't you?"
"Yes. I'll give you an example; Josh's sister Fiona got married last May to a really nice guy -- Ray. The two of them had long before formed a relationship with another woman that they both love dearly and in every way you can imagine. Her name is Stacy and she's pregnant with Ray's child and Fiona is jumping around like an expectant father to be too."
Greg nodded as he heard the story; he chuckled.
"There's more," I said and Greg leaned forward so as not to miss anything. "Fiona, Ray and Stacy and intimate with other close to them -- like Josh and me, and Josh's other sister and her husband. There's are unbelievable support network you feel in these relationships."
Greg sat back almost stunned by what I'd told him.
I then added, "So many guys or gals think that they'll be happy when they get in the 'right' relationship so they keep looking for Ms. Right or Mr. Right. The starting place has really got to be that they're happy NOW with whom they are. You've got to be a whole person yourself to enter into an open partnership."
Greg asked, "What about when you try to change the other person?"
I laughed, "Well, that'll probably always happens but here's another perspective on it. If you form a partnership -- and say get married -- with the expectation that you'll change the other person you'll probably be disappointed in your own success and in how you perceive the flexibility of your mate. If you take someone as they are and appreciate how they are in their freedom and independence, you'll be happier longer than being mad that they haven't changed in the way you want."



"Any difference between guys and gals?"
"Fundamentally, no," I told him.
Greg suddenly asked, "So, wait. You and Josh have an open relationship, yet you've said that you want to sleep with me. How's that work? Is this OK with him? Don't you have to ask him first?"
"Greg, I would do nothing to hurt Josh and he knows that. I love him dearly and I know he loves me. We work at our open relationship and it'll become an open marriage in May. We may not get it right all the time but we'll be trying everyday."
I paused and looked at Greg with a silly grin. I went on, "Now, to tell you the truth, we've used you in our recent lovemaking as an erotic stimulus. Josh has said to me, for instance, 'Greg's going to fuck you now; feel his cock slide into your pussy; and so forth.'" I watched Greg blush.
I went on, "So I got to know you -- and Dave too, I should add -- well over the last month in ways you don't even know about. You've been a part of my fantasies- our fantasies. I am so grateful for the two weeks we spent together last month on my ratings and now we get to do it again. I like you guys a lot -- and being with you enriched my life in so many ways."
I told him, "I shared my feelings for you with Josh including how I felt about you emotionally and physically. He told me to follow my bliss because he knows I will always come back to him stronger, smarter, happier, and more integrated because of you."
"Megan, you are amazing," Greg said. He reached over and took my hand and kissed it, wrapping the kiss inside my palm.
More in a mischievous mood, I took his middle finger and sucked it into my mouth in a remarkable simulation of a blowjob. Greg groaned and rolled his eyes upward.
About that time we heard the band start playing in the adjacent lounge. I immediately stood and took Greg's hand. I told him, "You promised me a couple of dances. Stand and deliver, you stud!"
He grinned at my forwardness and followed me towards the lounge. We danced a couple of fast numbers and then melted into each other's arms as the band started a series of slow dances. The dance floor filled up even further as we pressed our bodies together. I could feel Greg's rising interest in me and responded to show him the feeling was mutual.
* An orange light from the mercury vapor lights in the parking lot of the motel leaked around the curtains and filled my motel room with an eerie aura.
Greg and I faced each other as we stood between the beds, our tongues deeply entwined and our hands stroking each other's nakedness. He had a gentleness about him -- a carefulness. He made me feel special and told me I had the same effect on him.
He lowered his face to my left breast, sucking as much of my breast into his wide-open mouth as he could. His tongue danced around my areola and my nipple stiffened. He shifted his attention to my other breast as I stroked his back and arms.
He stood so we could kiss again. I reached and held his erection in my right hand, slowly fondling the mushroom head and flexing his foreskin as I rubbed the tips against my mons.
Greg's right hand found my slit -- now exceptionally wet with my welcoming fluids. I could smell my nectar and knew I was sending out attraction scents.
"Let me love your pussy," Greg whispered to me. He turned me towards the bed we'd pulled the covers from earlier. I lay back.
Greg parted my legs and kissed from one knee down to my pussy then repeated the process on the other leg. I moaned each time his lips touched my pussy. He made purring sounds to let me know he liked what he was doing.
"Oh Megan, you smell so good and taste so good. I never want to stop."
He thrust his tongue into me -- a very long tongue. He moved it around inside me then stroked up to my clitoris. I stiffened and jerked at the stimulation. My legs embraced Greg's torso and pulled him into me. I wanted more tongue.
My clitoris rose from my body almost like a miniature penis, accepting every bit of stimulation that Greg could deliver to me. A finger and then two found their way into my vagina. I felt him search for and find my G-spot. I stiffened my body again in a purely autonomic response to his deep touches.
"If you make me cum with your fingers there on my G-spot, I usually squirt. It can be messy, if that makes a difference to you," I warned.
Greg pulled away from me for thirty seconds and went to the bathroom; he returned with all the towels from my bathroom. "I love wet sex," Greg said. "These are to mop up later."
"Save at least one for after showers," I requested. He tossed one of the larger towels towards the bathroom, keeping the others for our lovemaking.
Suddenly, Greg's mouth reattached to my labia lips and his two fingers reinserted. I arched my back in response to the pleasure.
"I love your pussy, Megan. I love you," Greg shared. His fingers sped up their masturbation of my body; thumb rubbed clit and fingers curved and stroked my internal sensitive skin.
I came. I came in buckets. I ejaculated girl juice all over Greg, yet through my squinted eyes I could see him trying to catch some of the ejection in his mouth. I froze for a short while. I stopped and floated down to earth from my orgasm. Greg gently stroked the sensitive area all around my pussy without touching my actual genitalia.
"Oh, that was very nice," I whispered to him with a hoarse voice.
"I love the way you cum," he said. "You inspire me to want to try all sorts of other things."
"Right now, just come and fuck me. Make love to me. Connect with me."
He moved up over me and I reached and took hold of his large penis. I liked the feel of his hardness as I directed it to my vagina.
I told him in my husky voice, "Push into me. Push. Now."
Greg slid his length into me slowly and we both groaned with the sensuality and eroticism of those few seconds. He bottomed out and we kissed passionately, our tongues searching and exploring each other's mouths.
After our kiss, Greg rose on his arms so he could watch me in the dim light. I liked watching his body stroke into me. My legs wrapped around his mid-section, urging him into me.
We stroked together, my pelvis rotating to meet his downward thrusts.
After a few minutes, Greg pulled out. He said, "Come over me. I want to be in you and be able to make love to your body at the same time."
I mounted Greg facing him; his long full cock again found its way deep inside me. We kissed and I dragged my erect nipples across his chest.
"You are one beautiful, sexual creature," he told me between kisses. I smiled.
"I do like sex," I told him. "Given a choice of sex or no sex, I'll always take sex."
"My kind of person," he said.
Greg leaned forward and sucked one of my breasts back into his mouth. He had a unique way of sucking rapidly on my tit, almost the way a baby would but much faster. The combination of that stimulation to my tit and the feel of his penis deep in my body brought me right back to another climax.
I told him as it started to cum, "Oh, Greg. I'm going to ... I'm cuming ... Now!" This time I didn't squirt but I oozed. My nectar flooded out of my pussy from around his cock. I thought Greg had cum too there was so much fluid then realized that he was still harder than steel inside me and showing every desire to continue.
Greg nestled me into his body and held me tightly as I crested and slowly came down from my high.
"That was niiiiiiiiccccccceeeeee," I told him in a little girl voice. Then I added, "Do it some more!"
Greg started up again. He told me, "I'm pretty close actually. I almost came that time with you. Do you know the muscles in your pussy do marvelous things to whatever's in there?"
I smiled as I started to lightly bounce on his cock again. "Oh you like that do you? Try this?"
I'd learned some modicum of control of those muscles by using some of the toys Josh had gotten me for Christmas. I squeezed and released several times. Greg said, "You're making me get nearer. Can we go back to me being on top?"
"Yes, I'd like that," I told him as I rolled off of him.
I spread my legs and Greg sank his purple-headed erection back into me.
"Hard and fast," I told him. "I want you to cum in me. Fill me with your juice."
Greg sped up, his body slamming into me with great force. The bed started to vibrate against the wall. The bed made about a dozen hits to the wall and then stopped.
It stopped because Greg came. I came too. His body arched over me as he made his final lunges into me, delivering his seed deep within. Our breathing stopped for a few seconds.
He then collapsed onto me, showering my face with kisses. "Megan, you are a magnificent lover."
"You too, Greg. Thank you for all my orgasms. I like the way you make love. You can do me anytime you'd like."
"Oh, careful with an offer like that, I'll be fucking you morning, noon and night."
"Fine with me," I told him with a grin.
We stroked and cooed at each other for half an hour. I decided I wanted to make love some more, so I dropped down Greg's body and took his mostly flaccid cock in my mouth. I make love to his tool, carefully holding and stroking it with my hand and with my tongue. I cleaned off the remains of our earlier lovemaking and then slowly brought him back to ramrod status.
We loved again. We were wetter and sloppier this time. Some of our mixed fluids from our earlier session flavored our bodies in various ways the second time. I like it and so did he.
We fell asleep wrapped together.
To be continued.
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Dave Lafontaine stood at one of the white boards; the board filled with the circuitry of the entire electrical system of the Cessna Citation I'd been learning about all week. He finished off one last thought about the tutorial he'd been giving me, "So, if the ground power is on and the auxiliary power unit or APU doesn't start, this relay will never trip and put the aircraft on its own power source."
I nodded. I'd taken about twenty pages of notes from Dave's two-hour tutorial.
"Now one more question for you," Dave said, "How about some company for dinner? I know a neat little place just down the road that had some nice music."
"Not Horse Feathers?" I retorted.
Dave looked surprised. I told him, "I ate there last night with Greg."
Dave said, "Oh, he didn't mention where you two ate. He did say you went out and had a great conversation. He said he learned a lot and that I am to ask you to repeat everything you told him."
I laughed, "Now that's a tall order. Don't you want to ask me about the Citation's systems?"
He frowned slightly and said, "Not really. I much rather get to know you better. So much of our time has been around ground school. Now let's open up Megan school so I can learn about you."
"Smooth," I told him with a grin. He grinned back now that I'd caught him in a blatant flirt.
He said, "How about I cook you dinner at my place? I am actually a pretty accomplished man in the kitchen. What do you feel like?"
"I accept your offer and I feel like an omelet with everything in the world in it," I told him.
He checked his watch and said, "I'll leave now and run by the grocery store for a few things. Give me about forty-five minutes before you leave then drive over to my place. Is that OK?"
"Yes, that'll give me time for a pass through all these notes," I rifled through the pages on my notebook. "Directions?"
Dave drew a little map. Things were pretty simple since he lived near the airport and in a condo just off the main highway.
An hour later I knocked on Dave's door. He opened the door with a smile. I moved into his arms and gave him a long kiss on the lips. I even slipped a little tongue in at the end before he had a chance to respond.
"Thank you," Dave said. "I like welcomes like that!"
I'd brought a bottle of San Pellegrino -- a sparkling water that tasted to me almost as good as some wines. Dave took the chilled bottle and poured it into two wine goblets and presented me with one. We clinked glasses, toasted each other and I sat as his kitchen counter as he went to the other side to work on dinner.
I looked around the condo, taking in Dave's decorating, art and the layout of the place. There was no doubt the unit belonged to a pilot. Around the entire room and down a hallway I could see, every piece of art tied to aviation in some way. Many of the pieces were not cheap posters but, upon closer inspection, original oils or acrylics. There were paintings of pastoral scenes from above, a pilot's perspective, with a bi-plane in a field; another of a modernistic view of the ILS lights on a runway just before touchdown; another an impressionistic piece of a jet banking away from a majestic thunderstorm -- a bolt of lightning illuminated the dark sky.
"These are good!" I exclaimed.
"Thank you," he said, "They're mine."
"They're yours? You did them all?" Dave nodded.
"You are a man of many talents. You could sell these for a lot of money. They're fantastic. I'd even like to buy the one over your mantel if it's for sale." I gestured to the plane avoiding the thunderstorm. "Heck, I'd buy most of them."
"Well, let me think about that. By the time I paint them I've fallen in love with them so much I hate to part with them. I've given a couple away for charitable reasons -- silent auction and such -- but never sold any. One went for $725 at a silent auction."
"Just give me first dibs," I asked.
"If you try the powder room and the master bedroom you can see some of my photographic work too. Those pieces are not related to aviation as you'll see." He gestured down the short hallway.
The bathroom had some black and white and sepia portraits of older people. Every one of the photos captured a mood, a look, a depth into the person's personality; the all showed an awesome ability with the camera. I had to tear myself away from the seven photos.
Further down the hallway I entered the master bedroom. The pictures on the wall showed the same skill and ability to capture a mood. In this case, however, the photographs were larger and of varying sizes. Each captured an erotic scene of a man and woman making love and even in their orgasms.
The photos required study in some cases to verify what you were seeing: the woman's pussy, a tongue and a flaccid cock covered in juices, legs locked behind a back as two bodies moved so fast their bodies blurred, breasts with erect nipples, two nude females kissing, and so on. Each photograph displayed a sensuous aura and inspired.
I strolled back to the kitchen. I said to Dave, "Trying to inspire me?"
He laughed. "Ah, you found the pictures in the bedroom. I took those about two years ago."
"Are you the guy?"
"Yes," he said.
"Two women?" I asked.
"They were a package. I loved both of them -- still do, but they moved away about a year ago. They lived next door but we all slept in that bed most of the time."
"Ménage a trois," I stated. Dave nodded.
"So did Greg tell you about our conversations last evening?" I asked.
He chuckled, "He said you and I shared a common philosophy about relationships only you explained it more clearly than I did."
"We talked about open relationships quite a lot," I told him. "I had to shift Greg's definition of the term from thinking it was just about sex to a unique partnership that touched every aspect of your life. You share yourself but remain independent and strong."
"I think he got that now, and you do say it better than I could," Dave offered.
"Did he say anything about the relationship I have with Josh?" I asked.
"No, but from his comments on the discussion I presume you and Josh have an open relationship."
"We do." I paused and asked, "Are you in a relationship now? Anyone special?"
"I am a man without portfolio," Dave said with a smile. "I know that will change some day but I'm not rushing it. I find it hard to find a girl that can handle an open relationship. Most women I meet want an exclusive, monogamous, stereotypical TV Pleasantville, little house and picket fence relationship. I know I'd get tired of that in about a week."
"Go on," I said.
"The person or persons would probably be professional women, because they'd be meeting and dealing with other people. It'd hone their personalities and make them stronger. There wouldn't be time for petty jealousies or arguments. We'd talk openly about everything. The level of respect would be awesome. We share all the traditional roles that make up a relationship. We look for and share peak experiences."
"What about your friends -- in the photos?"
"Marlene and Kim," Dave said. "I thought they were lesbians until they opened up to me. They taught me a lot about relationships and helped me clarify what I'm looking for. Marlene got transferred to San Diego with Bank of America. Kim is a strategy consultant and can work from anyplace with an airport. I miss the two of them but they had the stronger and longer ties. It wouldn't have been right for me to hold them back, particularly Marlene -- it was a big promotion. I've gone out to see them twice but it's not the same as being involved with each other on a daily basis."
I went around to Dave and he opened his arms to me. We kissed very tenderly and then more passionately, adding our tongues to the kiss to reinforce our feelings for each other.
Dave finally said, "If you continually molest the cook you won't get your dinner! What you seem interested in is called dessert and I am as intrigued by that thought as you apparently are."
I kissed the end of his nose and went back to my chair. Dave finished chopping mushrooms, peppers, onion, parsley, and a few other things, leaving each in piles around the edge of the cutting board. Our eggs flew into a dish and he used a whisk to bubble them, gradually adding some of the chopped ingredients as well as many herbs and spices.
We ate side by side at the counter. We kissed often.
Dave said, "Megan, you are one interesting person, and I guess Josh must be too. I am grateful to Josh and the Universe for sharing you with me tonight." We kissed again. He said, "What will you tell him?"
"Well, first, you should know that Josh knows I'm with you tonight. He told me -- us -- to have fun and enjoy each other. When I'm back there, I'll tell him every little detail -- every detail I can remember. He gets really hot when I tell him about having sex with someone else. He gets bigger, lasts longer, and cums more often than the times we do plain vanilla sex."
Dave looked surprised but accepted the statement.
"Second," I went on, "we've used you -- and Greg -- in some of our sexual fantasies. Both of you excited me when I took my advanced ratings a month ago. I told Josh and that led to involving you as we talked and fantasized during sex. I knew a month ago we'd be making love like tonight."
"I'm flattered," Dave said. "Wish I could have been there."
I turned to face him and said, "You're here now. Now is all there is. Make love to me."
We went in Dave's bedroom -- the room with the pornographic art. As I looked at each picture again and let my arousal sweep over me, Dave undressed me. I undressed him and we rubbed each other's bodies together for a long time, exploring and learning about each other's hot buttons and erogenous zones.
We made love twice that night and I stayed over night, nestled in Dave's arms. When we went to sleep Dave's long cock remained deep in my pussy. I woke up a couple of hours later and it was still there. I used my vaginal muscles to clench and squeeze his flaccid rod. I felt the blood surge into it and soon his cock declared to me that it wanted to fuck.
"Fuck me, Dave," I whispered. "Make love to me again ... and again."
We made love a third time before falling asleep wrapped together, his cock still in my pussy. I liked this man, his style and his philosophy.
*
Dave and I showered together in the morning. I felt wantonly wonderful after our night of sex and wandered around the apartment nude as Dave, equally unclad, fixed us some cereal, juice and coffee for breakfast.
There was a knock on the door. Dave didn't look surprised, but wrapped a towel around his waist and headed to the small foyer to open the door. I sort of hid in the hallway lest I display my nudity to whoever was calling at this early hour.
"JOSH!" I blurted out as I saw who the visitor was. I ran across the living room and threw myself into his arms; wrapping my svelte body around his. We kissed several times -- hard.
"Oh my God, what are you doing here?" I asked as I uncurled from his body.
Josh hooked his hands beside my breasts and stimulated my tits with his thumbs until the nipples were standing at attention.
"I missed you. I knew you'd be finishing up today or tomorrow. I caught a ride out here in Mel Reynolds Learjet late last night only he had to drop someone off at Midway so it was real late when I got here."
"Where'd you sleep?" I asked.
"In your bed," he said. I gave him my sad face.
"You should have told me; I would have waited for you with open legs," I said. He and Dave laughed.
"I wanted you and Dave to enjoy yourselves. I knew you were here. I talked to Dave just before you guys went to dinner last night and told him -- as I told you -- to enjoy each other. Don't forget we've known each other for about five years -- since I got into high powered aviation."
Dave said, "Breakfast for three is served." This time we ate at the table; two of us nude, and Josh in slacks and a sport shirt.
As we talked Dave slipped away with the dirty dishes and then down the hall. He reappeared a few minutes later. "Just pull the door behind you when you leave. It'll lock automatically. Have fun yourselves. Megan, we'll see you mid to late morning. I thought we'd take a flight this afternoon and work on emergency procedures; Josh come with us; Greg might come too."
Josh and I fucked like bunny rabbits as soon as Dave left his condo. I described some of Greg's and Dave's lovemaking tricks to Josh as he stroked in and out of me, getting ever harder, longer, fuller and more energetic.
I squirted when I came. I guess I'd really missed Josh. I told him I need to mark him with my juices and odor so all the other dogs would know we liked each other.
We showered and I put Dave's bed linens in his washing machine.
Josh and I arrived at the Cessna Flight Center about eleven o'clock. Greg and Dave both hailed us into the study room. Josh had brought a brief case and took a desk in the far corner and Greg, Dave and I started to talk about the jet and emergency procedures.
Greg asked, "If you lose full cabin pressurization at 40,000 feet how long do you have to get your oxygen gear on before you lose consciousness?"
I answered, "If we're above 33,000 feet the mask must provide a positive pressure of 100% oxygen otherwise it's useless and we'll black out in a seconds - probably five to ten seconds and no longer than 20 seconds. You'd have to be prepared for decompression sickness too. An immediate descent is highly recommended. The Citation can descend at 8,000 to 12,000 feet per minute in an emergency. A blowout at 20,000 feet however and you wouldn't even have time to write your name unless you went on pure oxygen almost immediately -- or had a short name."
Both men nodded. "Good answer," Dave said, "Megan, tell us about the Yaw Damper?"
"The unit smoothes out the tendencies of some aircraft to Dutch Roll. On some aircraft, it is on all the time; on others like the Citation you turn it off for takeoff and landing so the pilot can use full rudder deflections, particularly in crosswinds, without fighting the damper. The damper on the Citation works on both hydraulic systems A and B."
Greg nodded and offered up the next question. The two guys alternated for over an hour. When I hesitated on an answer, one or the other would leap to the white board and give me a two-minute tutorial on the subject. I noticed Josh looking over occasionally with a smile, particularly when I got an answer correct.
The four of us had lunch and in the airport's Spartan sandwich shop and then I went to prepare the jet for a two-hour flight up over Montana and back to Wichita. I filed the flight plan and asked for a block of airspace unusually large to accommodate some training maneuvers.
An hour later I sat in the left seat as I directed the white, streamlined jet through twenty-four thousand feet.
Greg calmly told me as I leveled out, "I booked your flight test."
"Oh, my God," I stated nervously, "When?"
"Tomorrow, one o'clock to three o'clock. Ralph Hinson will be the examiner. You've never met him but he's fair but tough. He'll give you a work out."
"Am I ready?" I asked Dave who stood behind me in the tight cockpit space.
"More ready than I was," Josh offered as he wedged himself in the tight space behind me. "I listened to you the past month and then today. You really know this plane. I'd go anywhere with you, anytime, with you as pilot in command."
I felt my self-confidence take a little leap.
Greg reached over a pulled the throttle back on the starboard engine. "OK. You've just had lost an engine ... and don't actually shut down the engine."
I went into automatic mode, reciting one of the fifty checklists of various lengths for the plane. After we'd started a smooth descent towards a nearby airport, in this case a diversion to Omaha, I pulled out the written checklist and read each item aloud as we slowly descended. Greg eventually stopped the descent and brought us back up to twenty-four thousand.
For half an hour we played a very stressful game where one of the three guys would pose an emergency situation and I'd respond, walking them through every step to bring the craft to safe conclusion.
Finally, my bladder could stand it no longer. Diet cokes do that to me. I said, "I've got to use the little girl's room for a minute; one of you fly this beast." We all maneuvered so I could slide my seat back and head towards the back of the plane. Josh slid into the captain's seat.
As I shut the door I heard Josh ask Greg and Dave, "Do you guys belong to the Mile High Club?" For some reason that question sent a jolt of sexual energy through my body. When I peed, I noticed I'd become unusually wet with my vaginal juices.
I washed my hands at the small sink, dried them with a paper towel and opened the bathroom door. There stood Greg and Dave naked and heading my way. Both had lovely lecherous looks on their face.
"There's an old tradition about getting your type rating that we haven't told you about," Greg said as he leaned in to kiss me.
"Yes," Dave said, "it has to do with conducting Mile High sex with your flight instructors."
I played a little dumb as I reached for Greg's cock, "But I already joined the Club with my 'temporary boyfriend.' Do I have to join again?"
"Oh yes," Dave said, "This is different. Flight instructors are very different people and thus this ceremony -- a true and important rite of passage -- imbues you mystical powers that you will retain for your entire flying career."
By now I'd unbuttoned my blouse. I shrugged it from my shoulder. I was braless. "I guess we better hurry then," I said as I kissed Dave and fondled his cock as well.
My skirt came off and my thong. I stood nude before Greg and Dave. I saw Josh take a long peek back into the cabin and give me thumbs up and an "OK" sign. I blew him a kiss.
Dave guided me to one of the short sofa in the passenger area. It wasn't full length, however, I could recline on it, thrusting my pussy into the aisle of the plane. Dave knelt and leaned in, drilling his tongue into my pussy.
Greg knelt on the sofa next to me and I leaned towards him and inhaled his cock into my mouth. I could feel the surges of blood enter his piece as I sucked. Soon he had a raging erection. I nursed his erection, playing various games to keep him hard and to make him what I call super horny. He headed that way pretty fast.
"Switch with me," Greg asked Dave. The men smiled at each other. Greg knelt in front of me and replaced Dave's laps and aggressive tonguing of my pussy. Dave presented me his rising penis and soon I had his cock harder than rebar.
I felt Greg move up my body and then as I deep-throated Dave, I felt Greg's cock sink into my pussy. I moaned into the penis in my mouth.
"Oh, you feel so warm and wet, Megan. I love loving you!" Greg told me.
Greg delivered an orgasm to me, smooth and nice; the kind you'd write home to your incestuous sister-in-law. 'I must tell Fiona about this,' I thought, preferably as we're fucking each other.
"My turn," Dave whispered. Greg jerked his shaft from my tunnel and another jolt of sexual energy went through me. Dave's response to that was to jam his cock into me as fast as he could. Another jolt rang through my body.
"Oh fuck, guys. I love this; don't stop!" I told them in my sexual haze.
Dave stroked away at me, and then moved me so I was reverse cowgirl. This way Greg could see all the sexy looks on my face and if Josh peeked he could watch us fucking. Josh peeked -- a lot.



I came again -- and again -- and again. The guys switched back and forth.
Dave whispered to me when he was about to take me in the doggie position, "Do you want to try anal?"
"Oh, yes," I pleaded. "I'm so wet, just take some of my juices from my cunt."
He did and soon his large cock pushed past my sphincter muscles into my dark cavity. We both moaned. Greg inserted a couple of fingers into my pussy and started to massage that area and my clit.
I came again.
"You guys make me feel like such a slut. I love to make love -- to fuck. This is such an unexpected treat. I had a fantasy one time about the two of you, however, it wasn't this good. More! More! Fuck my cunt! Make me cum some more."
Greg sat on the small sofa beside me. "Come over me, Megan. Put me in your pussy."
Dave pulled from my anus and I moved over to Greg, mounting him. He sucked on my breasts, probably giving me a hickey from his passion.
Then I felt Dave behind me again. Greg paused and Dave sank his cock into my anal opening. I think everyone moaned.
The two men started a rhythm, in and out of my openings -- sometimes in sync and sometimes juxtaposed to each other. I could feel myself heading for outer space.
I entered that special sexual space where all you feel is the pleasure surrounding you, in you, of you, with you, in every way imaginable. My eyes probably closed but I felt kisses and returned them from all angles.
I started to cum, however, it wasn't a regular orgasm where I peaked and then came down. I worked up to this magnificent plateau and then just stayed there basking in one long continuous climax. The cocks plunged in and out of me. I know I sprayed my girl juices but I didn't care.
I came and came and came. And then my lovers came as well, driving their cocks deep into me with ever longer and stronger thrusts; almost tearing me apart. I felt a unity with the two men -- a unique closeness. I felt their jets of cum fill my cunt and fill my ass. I didn't want them to stop -- just to keep cuming.
I fell forward onto Greg. Dave massaged my back. Somehow I found my way back to this universe, this planet, and the little plane that flew above it. My eyes fluttered open.
"That was amazing," I told them. Dave gently pulled away from me. I remained over Greg. Dave went to the small lavatory and used some paper towels to clean his privates and some of my ejaculate and fluids from his body.
Greg said, "Do you want to go?"
I pulled from him and said, "No, you go. I want to tease Josh."
"Ooooooh, Jooooosh," I called out as I sashayed towards the cockpit, holding my legs together to stem the exit of cum from my two orifices.
He looked around, "Jooooosh, wanna come and play with me. I'm feeling very slutty and I bet fucking three guys in the Mile High Club is some kind of record."
Josh looked interested but said, "You know, let's save that record for another flight. Make that one of your goals for next year -- maybe when you come back here for your annual refresher class or when we're flying my sisters and friends somewhere."
"Oh, spoil sport," I said with a theatrical pout on my face.
"But I will finger you cunt you little pussy, or is it finger your pussy you little cunt?" he said with a chuckled. I let him sink two then three fingers into my pussy.
"Oh, so nice," I told him. "I love you. Thank you for making that DP happen. That was special for me."
I waddled back to the lavatory, occasionally depositing a dollop of cum from pussy or ass on the plush carpeting. Greg and Dave moved aside to let me past. Both copped a feel of my breasts.
I sat for five minutes on the miniature commode thinking about the last half hour. I surprised myself that I shifted gears from flying to fucking so fast, and then to have the two guys screw me -- even DP me - in front of my fiancé; highly unusual.
When I thought the drips had mostly stopped I made a pad of paper towels and exited the loo to find my clothes. Someone had nicely laid out my clothing in the order I'd need it right outside the lavatory. I dressed, washed my face again then headed towards the cockpit.
"Thank you, gentlemen," I said as I pushed my was through to see what was happening. "Where are we?"
Josh pointed to a GPS map and said, "I think we're right near Mount Rushmore but the cloud deck blocks the ground. I'm aiming for Custer National Forest then we'll turn around. Do you want to fly?"
"Not just yet," I told him. "I want to nuzzle with my two lovers for a couple of minutes."
I pulled Dave and Greg back to the sofa and curled up so I could kiss each of them.
"You made me feel very special and I hope I gave you some thrills too," I said.
"I wasn't a member," Dave said.
"Me neither," Greg confessed. "Never had the opportunity."
"Well, now you are and I hope you never forget me. You made me really get carried away and I want you both to know that I'll have sweet dreams about this for a long, long time."
"So will we," Dave said.
We sat for about ten minutes and were just quiet together. We petted and stroked each other, nothing really sexual, just maintaining the skin-to-skin connection once in a while. I realized I'd still been pretty high sexually and savored the feeling as I floated even further back to reality.
Eventually, I moved up front and swapped seats with Josh. This time Dave took the co-pilots seat. We did a one-eighty over the Custer National Forest, occasionally seeing the sweep of the grassy plains below us through the clouds.
"Are you ready for some further questions -- about flying?" Dave asked.
"I am but cut me some slack at the beginning until I get my head back into this lover," I told him.
Dave started, "OK, Megan. On takeoff you hear a loud thunk and your gear lights show neither red, amber nor green; what do you do?"
*
Ralph Hinson might have been in his early forties and he might have been in his late seventies. I couldn't tell. He had a weathered look and somehow I felt it was more the latter than the former and that he'd flown every kind of plane known to mankind.
"Nice to meet you, Megan." He turned to Greg and asked, "Is the study room open? Unoccupied?"
"Yes, it's all yours. I blocked it out for an hour but just let us know if you want more time," he said.
Ralph handed me a felt-tip marker and said, "Tell me about the Yaw Damper System on the Cessna Citation."
Inside of me a little voice went "YES!"
An hour later, Ralph led the way back to the front office. He announced to everyone including me, "We're going to take a short flight to Amarillo. Megan, you plan the flight and file for three-three-thousand." I walked off to the flight planning room, checked the weather and filed a GPS direct route to KAMA.
Soon enough we were in November-One-Bravo-Foxtrot leaving the earth behind at two-twenty in the afternoon. I noted the time on my kneepad. I ran through the various checklists routinely.
As we topped ten thousand feet, Hinson pulled the throttle back on the starboard engine. "What now?" he asked.
I ran through my litany, pausing to ask he re really wanted a cold start at altitude or just pretend. He opted for pretending. I eventually pulled out the written checklist and orally went through each item.
Occasionally, Hinson would make a notation on a pad in his lap but other than that there was no feedback either positively or negatively about my performance.
As we dropped down into Amarillo's airspace, Hinson unplugged my headset for a few seconds as he arranged something with the tower. I guessed that he planned a missed approach at the middle marker to ILS Runway 4.
The ILS Runway 4 at Amarillo is not an easy approach coming in from the northeast. I got vectors to the eastern initial approach fix (IAF) and then had to fly a 14 mile DME arc around to the localizer. I'd been cleared for the approach. I dropped down to 5,300 feet once I captured the arc and carefully flew the jet until the localizer started to center.
I made a flawless turn to the localizer, rolling out exactly on the runway heading with no corrections required. I added some flaps and dropped the gear as the speed came in range.
"Megan," Hinson commanded, "tell me what you'd do right now if you heard a thunk but got no red, amber or green gear lights?"
I responded crisply. Was this a set up, I thought or do Doug and Greg just know Hinson so well they can second-guess his questions.
I intercepted the glide slope and ran through my final approach checklist. I called the outer marker to the tower: "Amarillo Tower, One Bravo Foxtrot is PANDE inbound." Tower acknowledged and confirmed I'd been cleared to land.
I bled off altitude at the accepted rate as we raced down the localizer. At least in a Cessna 172 you're going half this speed and have more time to think about what's going to happen.
Tower came on just as the Middle Marker because illuminated and the annunciation tone went off. I always thought of it like the doorbell, saying "We're here! Let us in to land."
"One Bravo Foxtrot, immediate missed approach NOW. Debris on runway."
I smoothly shoved the throttles to the wall as the jet continued to sink another fifty, then seventy-five feet towards the touchdown zone. I pulled up a notch of flaps and verbally went through a checklist. My hands flew around the cockpit as the 21,000-pound jet's engines finally bit into the air and started a positive rate of climb.
The engines roared as we soared back up into the sky. I took the plane up to 5,000 feet, leveled off and intercepted the one-one-eight degree radial from the Panhandle VORDME. As I entered the prescribed holding pattern, Hinson turned to me and said "Take me home. Back to Wichita."
I worked the radio with Amarillo approach and got us a new clearance to Wichita as well as a weather update. Hinson nodded, giving me the first indication of positive feedback since we started.
We shot up to about thirty thousand feet and almost as rapidly descended into KICT - Wichita. ATC cleared me for the KICT ILS Runway 1 Left approach. I had the approach plate already on the yoke.
Twenty minutes later, Hinson lowered the stairway on the large jet and walked alone to the Cessna Flight Center while I went through the steps to close up the aircraft for the day. When I was through, I gathered up my charts and my flight case and strode into the Center.
"HURRAY!" Everyone yelled, even Ralph Hinson. "You passed your type rating," Josh shouted. "You're jet rated!" A tingle ran up my spine and a tear actually came to one eye.
"Thank you all so much," I kissed Josh, Greg and Dave then on the spur of moment I planted a kiss on the stiff Mr. Hinson's cheek. He actually smiled.
Hinson endorsed my logbook and we filled out some forms for the FAA that he'd mail. I'd get another new license, this time with the endorsement "Multi-Engine Jet -- Cessna Citation Models 200/300/400/500." I leapt around the office hugging everyone as he did the paperwork.
Hinson finally finished and handed me my logbook back. I presented him the check for his examiner's fee and thanked him again. He tucked it in his wallet and started to head for the door.
"Mr. Hinson," I suddenly called out. "What about all your notes. What did you write down?"
He turned and came back to me. He pulled the yellow piece of paper from his pocket and presented it to me.
All that was on the paper were nothing but unintelligible scratchings. He'd really written nothing to do with my flying abilities.
Hinson shrugged with an apologetic smile on his face.
I looked at him with a puzzled expression.
Before he turned and walked away with a grin, he said four curt words, "Megan, you were flawless."
...More to come soon



        Temporary Girlfriend: Wedding Ch. 01

        Wedding planning, a crash, and erotic visitors.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/temporary-girlfriend-wedding-ch-01

Title: Temporary Girlfriend: Wedding Ch. 01

Author: Romantic1

Category: Group Sex

Description: Wedding planning, a crash, and erotic visitors.

Tags: flying, incest, erotic coupling, foursome, boston, aviation, group, lesbian, anal




This is the fourth story in the 'Temporary Girlfriend' series; in order the list is Temporary Girlfriend (TG); TG - Christmas Holidays; TG -- The Flight Instructors; and now this one. There will be at least one more TG - Honeymoon. Like the others and by popular request, I have put Megan -- the main character -- through some aviation incidents -- in part based on my own experience as a pilot. I know the details of that section are 'off' a little; please be tolerant as this is fiction and I needed to take some privilege lest the story belong on some aviation website.
As with many of my stories, they bridge so many literotica.com subject areas that I found it hard to categorize the story: Group, Erotic Coupling, Lesbian, Anal, Incest, and probably a few others. Please enjoy this story. Please Vote! And please drop me a note with your suggestions and comments.
*
Fiona lifted her pussy from my face, a satisfied expression on hers.
"You have the best tongue," she told me. "You understand a woman's body parts. Stacy does too. Ray, I'm still educating but he's a really good student." She flopped down next to me in the large king-size bed.
"And you taste better than anyone I know," I told her. "I love capturing your juices. I could survive on nothing but you all day long."
"What about my brother?" Fiona asked in a teasing voice.
"Oh, well, that's different," I explained in a flirty voice. "His protein helps build strong bodies eight ways. He gives me the stamina to bring you pleasure on a constant basis -- at least when you're around."
Fiona rolled her nude body into mine and we kissed. The kiss wasn't as hot as the ones we'd used when we started but still had a sultry and sensuous air about them.
We parted and our hands immediately went to each other's vulvas, our fingers lightly stroking and probing. We'd each cum a couple of times at the hands of the other, so there was no urgency to do more. We were just appreciating each other's sex and loving one another.
Fiona said, "I am so glad you're going to marry my brother next month. You are such a 'hot' sister-in-law. People like you -- and my brother too -- are the reasons incest was invented.
"Ahem," a loud male voice made its presence known at the bedroom doorway.
"JOSH," Fiona screamed as she hopped up from the bed and ran naked into her brother's arms.
They hugged and kissed rather passionately. I lay back on the bed and enjoyed seeing them greet each other for the first time in three months.
Fiona tugged at Josh, leading him toward the bed. "We've been getting reacquainted since I arrived this afternoon. Why don't you take your clothes off and join us? We have two fuckable pussies and lots of hugs and kisses for you."
Josh got a grin that let me know he liked the idea of fucking the two of us. He peeled off his clothes rapidly, tossing them onto a chair near the bed. Josh is one of the most handsome men I've ever seen -- clothed or nude. Nude you could see his abs and sculptured chest along with the sinews of his neck, arms and legs; he also had one of the nicest asses I'd ever imagined on a man.
Fiona pulled him to the bed by his enlarging cock -- also a masterpiece of manhood. When they were both in the geography, she leaned over him and sucked his entire length into her mouth and throat.
Josh threw his head back and moaned, "Oh, Fi. You know when you do that you'll make me cum in mere seconds. I want to have intercourse with you. I haven't seen you for three months."
"Then fuck me, Lover," Fiona said as she rolled from his body next to me and spread her legs in a wondrous offering.
I caught Josh's eye and grinned. I held up the dildo Fiona and I had been playing with. I said, "If you don't fuck her, I will!"
Josh rolled between her legs, positioned his rock hard penis at the entrance to her vagina, and pushed into his sister slowly until there was no more cock to enter the available pussy. I plunged the dildo into my pussy as he sank into her. We all moaned.
As Josh and Fiona made love to each other, I watched and used the dildo on my own genitals -- vicariously joining in their lovemaking. Josh leaned over and kissed me at one point. He asked, "So how was your day?"
I just grinned at him -- a lecherous grin that basically told him that his sister and I had been 'sexually involved' since she arrived about two hours earlier. I'd pretty well forgotten what I'd done at work in the morning and early afternoon; who cared!
As he pumped into Fiona he told me, "I hope you know how much I love you as my 'temporary girlfriend'. I sort of hate to change that label when we get married next month."
Josh and I met eleven months earlier at a nearby Starbucks. The next day he asked if I'd be his 'temporary girlfriend' while he attended Fiona's wedding; he needed to show up with a 'girlfriend' but had no hope of getting one before the weekend except me. One thing led to another, and he proposed to me six days after meeting me and I accepted, however, I kept the appellation of 'temporary girlfriend' because I liked how it sounded. When I gave that title rather than 'fiancée' people took notice and I liked that.
"Megan, please suck on my breasts," Fiona requested in a pleading voice.
I rolled into her as Josh rose to give me room to operate. I worked Fiona's tits the way a baby might -- a high-speed baby. I rolled her nipples in my mouth and then sucked nipple and areola back and forth in my mouth as fast as I could. I already knew it drove Fiona wild.
Between Josh's full penis and my attack on her breasts, we made Fiona cum. Her back arched and at one point I wasn't sure what was holding her up off the bed.
"OH, FUCK!" She screamed. "THAT was wonderful. Oh, it's so nice to be back with you guys."
Josh showered his sister with kisses. He told her, "Well it's nice to have you back with us. I've missed you and know Megan has too." I nodded in agreement.
Fiona said, "Josh, you didn't cum. Make love to your fiancée -- right now!"
I rolled from the two of them and Josh positioned between my legs. Soon he and I entered that comfortable state of intercourse that two lovers know who are used to each other. I wrapped my legs around his upper body as he thrust into me, driving hard the way he knows I like it unless I tell him otherwise.
I started a series of little moans and grunts in sync with his lunges into my body.
"Fiona, suck on my breasts," I asked her. Turnabout was fair play.
She moved into position and worked on my left breast. She said, "I'm going to try to duplicate what you did to me. That was pussy puckering as it turned out."
Fiona was a fast learner. She and Josh brought me to a lovely orgasm in about another minute. Josh came too; I could feel his cum washing down the walls of my vagina as he made his last few thrusts into me.
We cooed and cuddled into each other, Josh atop me. He reached out and pulled Fiona into our cluster.
"Can I have last licks," Fiona asked.
We both nodded and she slipped down the bed. She first lapped our combined juices off of Josh's cock then gave me the rare treat of sucking his juices from my gaping vagina. She'd dip a finger into my cream pie, pull out some of his fluids, and just as rapidly lap them away.
"See," I said. "It helps build strong bodies eight ways." Josh looked puzzled but didn't ask for clarification.
Fiona and I fixed dinner in the nude. Josh, wearing briefs, watched us with a continuous ogle. I rather enjoyed his lusty looks at the two of us.
"So what's the schedule while you're here?" I asked Fiona as I put the salad on the dinner table. "What do you need me to do?"
Fiona responded, "You've got four weeks to the wedding. There are a million things you haven't thought of but I have. I have a spreadsheet in my briefcase. Tomorrow we are getting your final fitting of your dress; we're going to checkout the chapel again, only this time with the florist; we're going to visit the country club where the reception will be and tidy up the arrangements; tomorrow night we're going to hear the band live; we have to choose a cake design; and many other things like that. Ask me when I have my list in front of me and don't plan on doing much except with me for the next four days."
She thought for minute and said, "OH, YES. We have to talk about your honeymoon and what you want to have happen there."
"You're flying back on Tuesday?" Josh asked.
"Yes," Fiona said. "I'm worried about Stacy and how she's getting around. She has the seven-month waddle. Plus, I do have a job I'm supposed to be doing something about."
I said, "Well, I am unbelievably glad that you took all this over as my wedding planner. How'll I ever repay you?"
Fiona thought for a moment with a sexy grin and said, "Let me wear that little Butterfly you have and you carry the remote control." We all laughed and I readily agreed to her request. Josh asked if he could carry the remote from time to time; Fiona said "Of course."
I asked the details about Stacy's pregnancy and how Ray was responding to the two of them. I got a glowing report of the soon to be father as well as more details about the baby girl. Ray was Fiona's husband and Stacy her wife -- and Ray's other wife. That first week when I met Josh, it was Fiona's wedding we'd gone to. We'd also gone on the first day or so of their honeymoon with the three of them, sharing ourselves with them as they did with us. After getting into Stacy with me, Josh made love to Fiona for the first time on that honeymoon trip to Mexico.
I like the term 'dalliance' to describe our play after dinner. We teased each other in an extended foreplay session that really raised the stakes for the eventual orgasms that we started to trigger in each other. Physiology being what it is, Fiona and I held off triggering Josh so we could both enjoy him later. That didn't keep us from driving each other crazy.
The next day I dragged Fiona out of bed. She'd crossed two time zones to come to Boston and complained bitterly about having to get up at eight o'clock on a Saturday -- or six a.m. in Denver, where the Bannock family originated. Josh poured some coffee into his sister and soon she started to rally.
In spite of the temptation, we took separate showers to wash off the long sexual evening we'd spent the night before. Fiona showered last; when she finished I made sure she'd find the toy by leaving the infamous Butterfly and its remote control on a pillow next to her suitcase.
Josh prepared French toast for us for breakfast. He'd just finished the first griddle full of our treats when Fiona came out of the bedroom.
Fiona oozes sexuality and that morning was no exception. She had on a silk blouse; however, the way the fabric folded over her breasts emphasized her bust. Normally a C-cup, she could have passed for a DD. I thought she might have spray painted on the blue jeans; they hugged almost every curve of her shapely legs and made her ass one of the most desirable things in the western world without her looking cheap or slutty. She wore three-inch Ferragamo heels to complete the ensemble.
Josh whistled. I told her, "You're hot. Planning on picking up someone while you're here, I take it?" She laughed and bent over to show us that she wasn't wearing a bra and that when she dipped her breasts were certainly visible in all their glory.
"Oh, yummy," Josh said. "Can I suck on them later -- like after breakfast?"
"Behave yourself," she told him. "No sex with your sister until we get back from our appointed rounds so we can get you married to this noble virgin. She paused for theatrical effect and added, "Well, not quite a virgin; this one appears to be a pre-owned model."
I flipped her the bird and then kissed the end of my middle finger for her benefit.
Josh planned on working most of the day -- a not unusual occurrence. Over breakfast, Fiona laid out her spreadsheet showing us what she'd been orchestrating from her home in Denver. I was aghast at the level of effort she'd put in; I had no idea weddings took so much time and effort. I effused with my thanks.
As the living room clock chimed nine, Fiona and I headed out the door to go to David's Bridal Shop. Josh had left me his Porsche so I could exercise his car for him. He'd encouraged me to be an aggressive driver of the vintage car, thus we reached the suburban shop twenty miles to the north in a little under twenty minutes.
Marjorie attended to us -- to me actually. I'd picked a strapless lace gown with a cinched taffeta full-length skirt and what the shop called a chapel train of thin lace that flowed downward from a tiara veil. We were pleased with the ensemble and a few nips and tucks were pinned into the dress so that it's ultimate fit would be perfect.
We went to an early lunch at the Andover Country Club, enjoying our salads as the golfers came and went on the beautiful spring day. I caught a few looks but nothing compared to what Fiona commanded in her tight jeans and heels. I noticed our waiter spent an inordinate amount of time behind or leaning over Fiona's shoulder as well, both well aware of the view of her breasts that he enjoyed
The Special Events Coordinator found us and joined us for coffee as we talked about the arrangements for the reception. She then showed us around the Club, particularly the ballroom where the reception would be held in a month's time. Fiona presented the Coordinator with a timeline of the reception detailing what should be happening minute by minute. The schedule impressed and the Coordinator agreed to the content without reservation.
We stopped by the church where we'd get married, the large chapel on the Phillips Academy campus in Andover. Fiona told me we were coming back on Sunday morning to see it full of people (mostly students) and to talk to the minister.
Next, we swung by Lord & Taylor for bridesmaid gifts. Fiona, Stacy and Katelyn were three of my bridesmaids along with my old friend Alex from London and my sister Amy. Fiona also picked out some gifts for the groomsmen to relieve her brother of that chore.
We were back at the condo at five-thirty. Josh came in the door five minutes after we did. Over some nice wine, we shared our day and Josh approved the gifts he'd give -- an iPod Touch -- to the groomsmen. He'd asked Ray and Carl, his brothers in law, to be two of his aides and he thought he knew of two others he wanted as well.
As we lounged around the living room, I asked to no one in particular, "What's tonight? Something about a band."
Fiona checked her watch. "Right. We have to be at a club called Shasta's in Newton at nine o'clock -- that's when they start playing.
"Dress code?" I asked.
"Like this," Fiona indicated holding her arms out to indicate the outfit she'd worn all day. "No need to change." She looked at Josh and added, "Except lose the Nikes and put on some dress shoes -- without socks!"
"Yes, Sis!" Josh retorted with a smile.
Shasta's turned out to be a great nightclub and the band rocked. The whole place vibrated to their music. I appreciated that it wasn't so loud you couldn't talk to your dance partners and at the table we could actually hear each other -- most of the time.
Fiona attracted a following. She had two guys that exuded lust for her body and she seemed most receptive to their advances. Both were good looking hunks but I didn't think either of them had an IQ over 80. She didn't seem to care.
As Josh and I cuddled and watched Fiona press her body against one of the guys, I had a flash of brilliance. "Oh, the Butterfly."
I searched through Fiona's purse and found the unused remote to the Butterfly I hoped she'd put on that morning. The small unit had two controls: on-off and intensity. I turned the intensity down to about a quarter and flipped the 'on' switch. I knew from personal experience that she'd experience a warm pleasurable vibration focused right on her clitoris from the small device.
Josh and I both watched as she jerked her body into her dance partner in initial response to the vibrations she felt. I let the device run for a couple of moments, again knowing from my own experience that her sexual temperature was rising rapidly.
I shut the device off just before the song ended. Another slow number started up and the second guy came and claimed the right to dance with her. As they nestled into each other, I cranked up the intensity and flipped the switch to 'on' again. Fiona pushed her pussy into the guy's leg as they danced, trying in some way to either bring herself off or end the torment of being on the brink of orgasm. I shut the device off. Fiona gave me a ferocious look from the dance floor; I turned the device on and off rapidly just to let her know I'd caught her look. She jerked her body into the guy again.
Several fast numbers came on and she ended dancing with both guys, giving them sexy looks and even flashing her breasts to them in some dance moves where she'd bend forward towards her partners and shake her breasts for them. Both guys had large bulges in their pants.
Josh and I sat and strategized how to use the Butterfly to torment his sister the most. We both wanted her body -- hot and horny -- when we got back to the condo, yet we wanted her right on the brink.
Another slow number came on. I cranked up the intensity a little more and flipped the Butterfly to 'on' as she now danced sandwiched between the two guys. Her hands moved rapidly over the bulges in their pants whenever she wasn't humping one or the other guy's legs. She was in heat.
Without shutting the unit off I pushed the intensity up to full for fifteen seconds then shut the device down. I could hear Fiona's moan all the way from the dance floor.
She grabbed both guys and dragged them off towards the hallway with the restrooms.
"I better go and chaperone," I told Josh. He nodded and urged me to catch up with her.
The hallway was empty and so was the ladies room. I stuck my head out the exit door into the alley behind the Club and there was Fiona on her knees. Both guys had dropped their pants and Fiona held two large cocks in her hands. She salivated as she started to lap one and then the other, slathering her fluids and the pre-cum from the two cocks around the mushroomed heads.
Fiona would envelop the head of one cock with her mouth, sliding all the way down the shaft until it disappeared completely in her mouth. She'd repeat with a staccato neck motion, masturbating the guy with probably the best blowjob of his life. She then repeated the process on the other guy.
I had to admit that even I got hornier watching her performance.
I heard her tell the guys, "Tell me when you're going to cum. I want you to cum on my face and on my tits." She plunged back onto one of the cocks. The other guy started to disrobe her, gently pulling her blouse over her head. I moved forward and took the garment from him; he looked surprised.
Nude from the waist up, Fiona alternated between the two large cocks, her breasts swaying in the cool night air. Each guy fondled and grabbed at her tits when they weren't being swallowed.
The tall blond guy eventually said, "I'm gonna cum." Fiona focused on his cock until he threw his head back and thrust into her mouth. He exclaimed, "Oh shit!" She let some of his cum shoot into her mouth and directed the rest to her breasts, using the head of his cock to smear the sticky white fluid around.
As she finished the first guy, she continued to hold onto his shaft but moved her mouth back to the dark haired guy. She doubled her efforts. I turned the Butterfly on at this point, leaving the intensity about two-thirds of the way up. She moaned into the blowjob.
The guy soon announced that he was "nearly there" and Fiona changed her approach slightly, added several deep swallows to her repertoire. He groaned and I could see a visible pulse of fluid down his shaft. He jetted into her mouth and then, as she'd done before, she aimed his firing cock at her chest.



Fiona came shortly after. She leaned against the second guy as she came. He accommodated her, his wet cock sliding around her forehead as she closed her eyes in orgasm. She was still for almost a minute. I long since shut off the Butterfly. It had done its thing.
The guys zipped up. I gestured that they should go into the Club and leave me with Fiona and they both left. I helped her up.
"You having fun?" I chided.
"Oh, yes. Except I have to clean the cum off my chest or else I'll stain my blouse."
"Do you want me to bring you some towels or something?" I asked.
"Nah! I'll come in. The ladies room is right in that hallway."
Fiona walked back in the door half nude. A guy coming out of the men's room just about lost his eyeballs gawking at her cum covered tits as we walked by and into the ladies room. Two younger girls in the ladies room had a similar response as Fiona grabbed some paper towels, dampened them, and washed the cum from her breasts. Both girls watched open mouthed.
Fiona turned to them and said, "Always give blowjobs two at a time. You get more to enjoy that way." She lapped her lips and looked the sluttiest I had ever seen her. Neither girl's expression changed.
After cleaning up, Fiona slipped the blouse back on, tucked in, and we went back and joined Josh. He gave us a questioning look. I whispered to him, "Blowjobs extraordinaire!" He gave a lopsided grin and shrugged.
Fiona announced that she was still horny and needed cock in her pussy and pussy to eat. Josh volunteered to help her with the first part of her problem and I volunteered to help with the second part. Josh settled the tab and we walked out of the Club and to the car.
The Porsche is a two-person car; there were three of us. I sat down and scrunched as close as I could to the console; Fiona sat in my lap and we just barely got the seatbelt around the two of us.
As we started off towards the condo, I handed the remote for the Butterfly to Josh with a nod. He grinned back at me. At the first stoplight, Josh examined the control and flipped the unit 'on'.
Fiona stiffened in my lap, extending her legs and jerking her body upwards so her head pressed against the roof of the car. "Ooooooooooh fuuuuuucccccck!" came from her in a long, low wail. She repeated herself several times.
I yanked her blouse from her belt and reached under it and pinched her right tit, fondling and ensuring that she had more to focus on than just her clitoris and the Butterfly. Fiona shrieked. I appreciated that the car windows were up or else someone would have called in our license plate number for kidnapping.
Fiona came ... and came and came. If she hadn't been buckled into the seat with me, she'd have squirmed out of the car. I held her tight. She kept screaming, "Oh fuck!" or "Oh shit" or "Oh no again ... Yes! ... Yes! ... Yes!" Josh laughed at her plight but didn't turn off the Butterfly until we neared the condo.
By the time we parked in the garage, Fiona was a basket case. She said, "How do you expect me to walk after all that. That was the best ride home I've ever had!" She leaned on me a little for stability and I helped her to elevator and up to the condo.
We no sooner got off the elevator than Fiona stripped her clothes off and accosted Josh. "OK, Mr. Butterfly Controller, now you have to pay the price. I need a cock in my puss and you've got the only one around."
Josh looked at me. This time I gave the silly smile and shrugged. I said, "You could have turned the Butterfly off after her first climax. You've got a 'hot' woman on your hands now."
Before I'd finished the sentence Fiona had unbuckled Josh's pants and yanked them down his legs. He stepped out of them and his briefs followed. He shucked off his shirt as Fiona dragged him to the sofa. I adjusted the lights.
I heard liquid sounds as she slobbered up his cock and raised it from its semi-flaccid state. It only took a minute for Josh to reach requisite hardness.
Fiona pushed Josh back and jumped onto his body, impaling herself on his rigid baton. They both groaned. She started to violently fuck her brother. Fiona had full control of the situation. She quickly peaked but not to a single climax but to that state I'd come to know of a long, continuous orgasm.
Both parties groaned a lot. I could see Josh getting into the event as it progressed. I stood to the side and watched, my hand inside my unzipped designer jeans lightly rubbing my own clit.
Josh stood, picking up Fiona as she remained astride his cock. He looked at me and blew me a kiss as he bounced her several times on his cock. She continued to scream and moan as he bounced her and walked to the large dining room table. He kicked one chair out of the way and deposited Fiona on her back atop the table. Now he was in control.
Josh pounded his cock into Fiona from his advantaged position, now both of them urging the other to cum and make it fast, wet and sloppy. Two minutes of this intense pace and both bodies were damp with the evidence of their work. Fiona was as active in the quest as Josh jamming her body down to meet his thrusts up into her.
Josh exploded with a wail into his sister. She had another of her peaks, raising and rotating her hips in a final gesture of acceptance to his cock and cum as he made his final thrust.
The two bodies froze together. I wished I'd taken a picture. They were beautiful and there would have been no doubt to anyone looking at such a photo as to what had just taken place.
Josh leaned forward and kissed Fiona in a gentle manner. "Did that meet your requirements?" he asked.
"Oh, yes," Fiona said. "Thank you, Lover."
Josh pulled out and a large dollop of cum immediately dripped out onto the table edge and then onto the floor.
I moved beside Fiona, stroking her arm, "Want me to clean you up?"
"Normally, I'd say 'yes' but I don't think I can stand the stimulation. Between that wonderful Butterfly and your fiancé I think I'm cooked for the night.
I reached down and stroked her slit making sure to capture some of the drippy juices. Fiona jerked and gave me a pleading look. I lapped the mixture from my fingers.
Josh came back with a paper towel. He gave it Fiona and said, "Come, Darling; let's go take a shower and tuck you in. I think you've had a very full day."
She nodded acceptance of his edict. I helped her stand and walk down the hallway to the master bath. Ten minutes later Josh and I tucked her into our bed telling her we'd join her in a little bit.
Josh put a robe on over his naked body and gestured to me to come back to the living room. I'd put on a short nightgown while he'd showered with Fiona so I padded barefoot along behind him.
"That wasn't how I envisioned the evening would end," Josh said to me.
"Nor me," I said. "Fiona had a rare mood. Has she ever taken on two guys like that?"
"Not that I know of," he said. "I wondered sometimes but it seems uncharacteristic of her now that she's married. I sort of thought they'd agreed to keep things in a small circle of friends and lovers."
"Me too," I told him, commenting that at least she'd kept her pants on. I snuggled up beside him. After a silence I said, "Well, you rose to the occasion in remarkable fashion."
"Having her attack me that way turned me on. Mind you, she was justified. You were right, I could have turned the Butterfly off a long time before I did. For some reason I wanted to torture her with pleasure tonight."
"I'll have to remember that in case I ever really, really want to get laid by you," I jested.
"All you'd have to do is ask," Josh said.
I leaned in and kissed him, pulling the belt on his robe as I did. "I'm asking," I told him. He grinned.
"Where?" Josh asked.
"Start here," I said, "and finish me on the dining room table. That's just the right height for you to drive your cock into a pussy -- or did you know that before Fiona and I came along?"
Josh grinned as I inhaled his cock.
Twenty minutes later we stood naked in the shower together. I rubbed my erect nipples against Josh's chest; "Thank you, Lover. You were spectacular -- twice tonight." We kissed tenderly.
A few more minutes and we cuddled in next to Fiona in the big bed and fell asleep.
*
Fiona padded into the kitchen wearing her very short robe as Josh and I were having a second cup of coffee. "Good morning," she said. We greeted her, neither of us sure how she wanted to remember last night.
Fiona guessed our thoughts and told us, "I remember last night in vivid detail. I thank you for the lovely fuck when we got home." She walked to Josh and gave him a lingering kiss.
Then she came to me, "And I thank you for allowing me to wear that evil Butterfly yesterday. I'm not sure I've ever been so turned on and felt so lusty in my life -- and that's saying something."
She kissed me too in a loving way.
"Do you remember the two guys?" I asked quietly.
"Oh, very much so. If you'd had the intensity on that damned Butterfly any higher while we were dancing I would have fucked them both in the middle of the dance floor. The blowjobs were a concession but just barely. I almost blew it ... so to speak."
We laughed and I helped Fiona prepare her breakfast.
"Will you tell Ray? Stacy?" I asked in an aside after Josh went to get dressed.
"Oh, I'll tell the two of them when I'm home and we're having one of our lustier sessions -- it won't be long. Moreover, I want to get a couple of Butterflies for Stacy and me to use on a more regular basis. For some reason, other than vibrators we haven't really accumulated any sex toys. You make me rethink that omission in our relationship." She grinned at me.
The rest of Fiona's short visit flew by and became a blur of activities related to the wedding. Oh, yes, we had some very satisfying three-party sex the following nights too.
*
"November One Bravo Foxtrot please state the nature of your emergency and the number of souls on board."
Those were words I prayed I'd never hear in my entire lifetime yet five minutes earlier I had broken off an approach into Bedford in the Cessna Citation to sort things out at a higher altitude over western Massachusetts.
"Boston Approach, One Bravo Foxtrot is showing two green and one amber lights on the gear indicator. The indicator shows that the right main landing gear is not down or locked. I've tried recycling the gear about a dozen times and also some downward G-forces as the gear cycles but there's no change in indication. I'd like to do a fly-by of the Hanscom Tower and have them tell me what they see. I'll also arrange for some folks from my ground crew to take a look too." I paused and added, "Oh, yes, I am alone."
"Stand by One Bravo Foxtrot," Boston Approach replied.
Monday I'd flown two others from my ad agency down to North Carolina where we had a new client -- a resort in the western mountains. My colleagues had stayed with the client for the rest of the week while I'd finished my part of the business and headed back to Massachusetts. This late afternoon flight had been uneventful up until my approach into Hanscom Field in Bedford, Massachusetts -- just a few miles from downtown Boston.
As I waited for Boston Approach to get back to me I called Executive Jet on their Unicom frequency, the place where we parked the aircraft. I explained the problem and asked that they call Josh and get him out to the airfield immediately.
I also asked that they patch in on the Unicom frequency either David Lafontaine or Greg Bellsen from the Wichita Cessna Flight Center; these two guys had been my flight instructors for my advanced ratings and also my type rating in the Cessna Citation. They knew this plane as well as any one I could think of. They had also participated in the Mile High Club with me a few months earlier.
The radio came alive. "One Bravo Foxtrot, Boston Approach. You are cleared for a fly-by of the Hanscom Tower. I'll hand you off to the tower at the outer marker inbound and pick you back up as you climb back out. After your fly-by climb to one thousand, turn left to three-six-zero degrees and climb to three thousand. Enter a hold at the Ellis Intersection until you decide on your course of action."
I repeated all that back to Boston Approach and started to head back to Hanscom.
The Unicom radio came alive. "Megan, Baby! Josh here. You OK." His voice had a slight panic in it.
"I'm fine Josh, but I may have to prang up your plane a bit depending on the gear. One question you'll need to decide is whether you want me to do a full belly flop or tetter on two wheels for as long as I can?" I noted that my voice sounded remarkably calm.
"Be back to you. Hold on, here's another friend," Josh said.
"Hi Megan, Greg Bellsen here. Can you hear me all right?"
"Yes, Greg. I hear you fine. Thanks for your help. I'm headed for a fly-by of the Tower now -- probably five minutes out. Josh will you be there?"
Josh responded first, "I'll be right beside the runway with binoculars watching your every move."
Greg said, "Just play it straight for now. I'm on my way into the Flight Center so I can pull a couple of manuals. Dave's on his way in too."
I acknowledged their help and let things get quiet. I ran through the checklists again for the tenth time.
A few minutes later Boston Approach came on and handed me off to Hanscom Tower. As I looked ahead at the airport from the outer marker about five miles ahead I could see a panoply of red blinking lights. Most of the nearby fire departments had provided equipment and it looked like more were arriving at the field as I flew down the approach path.
By agreement with the Tower I leveled out about fifty feet off the ground. I might have cheated by ten feet. I flew a flawless fly-by, folded up the gear and executed the assigned missed approach.
"One Bravo Foxtrot, Hanscom Tower. We see your right main gear is down and cocked at about a sixty-degree angle but not moving into position. The left main and nose gear look normal. If you have no questions, go on over to Boston Approach."
I acknowledged their communication and went back to Approach. Approach let me head up to Ellis Intersection for my hold.
I went back to Unicom, "One Bravo Foxtrot with you. I assume you heard Tower. You see anything else."
Josh came on, "It looks like the gear door is binding against the sheet metal under the wing. I thought I saw a ripple in the sheet metal next to the door on that wing."
There was some other chatter as he held the mic open but I couldn't understand what was aid. Josh came back on, "The battalion chief of the Lexington fire department agrees with what I just told you. He's a pilot too and was watching from the other side of the runway. He thinks the door has bound up with the wing's sheet metal for some reason and won't open any further."
"I've recycled the gear about a dozen times now since I got the 'bad lights' on the panel. Any ideas about what to do now?" I asked over the Unicom.
After a silence the Unicom came to life again, "Megan, this is Greg again. I think I understand what's happened. First off, it's nothing you did. Second, there's only one way I can think of to maybe fix it."
"Go ahead Greg," I replied. The Unicom radio frequencies often dispensed with the formality of the ATC radio channels.
"We want you to get a reserved block of airspace and dive the plane with the gear down right up to Mach One -- even past it. Our hope is that in your dive the gear door will tear off. As soon as you feel the Mach shudder, we want you to back off the speed and then slow to regular gear speed and recycle the gear again. After that, leave it down and locked, then do another fly-by. If it's still jammed we want you to fold things up and do a belly flop."
"OK, Greg, I'll go back to Approach and ask for some space," I told him. We both clicked our mics a couple of times to acknowledge.
"Boston Approach, One Bravo Foxtrot back with you. We'd like to climb to twenty thousand and do a dive to Mach One or so and try to rip a gear door off in the jet stream. After than we'd like another fly-by and then we'll come back around to land. Think you can help us with that?"
"Roger, One Bravo Foxtrot. Turn left to three-six-zero degrees and climb to flight level two-zero-zero. Remain this frequency; we will coordinate your intrusion into Center airspace. You'll be by yourself above six-thousand in the block we're putting you in. We'd like you to execute your dive on a heading of one-eight-zero so we can vector you back to Hanscom for your next approach."
I acknowledged and turned into my climb. I checked in again at FL 200. Approach had me head north a little further. As they did I had a nervous thought.
I went back to Unicom. "Unicom. One-Bravo-Foxtrot here. What if the engine inhales that gear door?"
There was a long silence.
Greg came on the radio; "We are unanimous in our belief that the gear door, if it tears off, will stay below the engine nacelle. In any case, be prepared for normal shutdown and fire just in case. You'll probably lose all three gear doors in the dive."
'Oh, great,' I thought, 'then I could try a no-engine, failed gear landing."
Unicom came alive again. Josh said, "Megan, don't worry. Also, when you fly-by this time you'll see the runway will be foamed. The fire department insists this is just a precautionary measure. They'll keep adding foam right up until you land -- wheels up or down."
I acknowledged again.
"One Bravo Foxtrot, Boston Approach."
"Go ahead, Boston," I replied.
"Turn left to one-eight-zero. Descend your discretion; level out after your run. Do not go below eight-thousand feet."
I started a slow half procedure turn to my left. I lowered the gear as I did and then allowed the speed to build up. The maximum gear extended speed is 250 knots. I slowly advanced the throttles my speed built up above 200 knots. As I leveled off I hit 250 knots and then fully advanced the throttles. I held level flight as the speed built to 300 then 350 knots.
I could feel the shudder from both wings as the gear doors started to flap. Perhaps it was my imagination, but I thought the right wing had more jitter to it.
I moved from subsonic to transonic at about Mach 0.75. I nosed over into a shallow dive; mindful of the load factors I'd be putting on the aircraft as I tried this maneuver. Mach 0.8 -- more shudder. I thought I heard a tearing from the left wing. I thought, "Wrong wing! Damn it!"
Mach 0.85. I felt more shutter and strong vibrations from the right wing; I could see a visible shudder on that wing but I'd seen greater fluctuations in bad weather.
Mach 0.9. Not much change.
Mach 0.95. Shudder starting again. I went back on the Unicom; "Megan. Mach 0.95. I'll go sonic in about sixty seconds." I didn't wait for a reply. I rammed through 15,000 feet, descending now at 5,000 feet per minute.
Mach 1.00 then 1.05 suddenly as I slid past the sonic barrier. I think I imagined a bump and tear but things sounded strange at that speed. I backed off on the throttles and watched the speed return to subsonic Mach numbers.
I went through 10,000 feet going somewhere in the vicinity of 550 knots and rapidly slowing.
I got the Cessna Citation back to 250 knots level at 8,000 feet. I called in, "Boston Approach, One Bravo Foxtrot is ready for another fly-by at Hanscom." They had me descend to 3,000 feet and gave me vectors for runway 11 again. At least the weather had held. The clouds were scattered 1,000 feet and broken 3,000 feet; overcast layer at 10,000 feet; I hadn't noticed.
As I descended I called my crew on the Unicom again. "Megan here. I want you to know I did not recycle the gear after going sonic. I think I felt a few unusual bumps but it was a rough ride anyway. I don't want to fold up the gear if there's something new going on down there; I've got enough fuel for a few more passes, so let's see what the dive produced."



"Fine, Megan. Good thinking," I heard Dave Lafontaine's voice.
Josh came on, "I'm going back out to the runway to watch you fly by. I love you."
"I love you too, Josh." Now that worried me. My best ever, temporary boyfriend and fiancé told me in a tense and dangerous moment that he loved me. Was he really saying 'Goodbye. I'll hide my eyes from the fireball as your plane lands.' Oh shit!
I made the fly-by just as before with my altitude somewhere between forty and fifty feet above the runway. I did a smooth climb towards 1,000 feet in my missed approach.
"One Bravo Foxtrot, Hanscom Tower. You have no gear doors at this point. The right gear is still at about a sixty-degree angle to the wing or thirty-degrees off vertical."
"Tower, I want to recycle the gear and make another fly-by."
"Roger, One Bravo Foxtrot; left pattern for Runway 11. Clear for the fly-by." I acknowledged the clearance.
On the downwind leg I recycled the gear. I prayed the lights would go all green.
They didn't.
"One Bravo Foxtrot, Hanscom Tower. Looks just like the last time."
"Thanks Tower. One Bravo Foxtrot is going back outside the outer and make a normal approach to a full stop landing with only two wheels fully extended. I plan to bounce very hard on the left main then go around to a full stop landing. Next time's a keeper."
Tower responded, "Go for it, Megan. Our prayers are with you." Very non-standard ATC communication.
Boston Approach vectored me in a large oval so I intercepted the approach course about two miles outside the outer marker. I kept the gear down as I re-processed the flap settings for the approach. One-forty knots over the outer marker.
"One Bravo Foxtrot is cleared for the bounce."
You'll have a major red-light reception this time -- all equipment will be watching you just in case." I acknowledged and tried to relax my grip. Remain calm.
At the middle marker I took careful aim at what I wanted as my bounce point. I cross-controlled the jet raising the right wing while I held the jet on the runway heading. I cut the power and the jet took a severe hit on the left main gear. I bounced and the plane started to roll to the right out of the bounce.
I jammed the rudder to the firewall and turned the ailerons to stop the roll -- just barely. I watched the right wing dip below horizontal; heard a terrible tear of metal and then knew I had no more control or the sleek jet. I shut down everything instantly. The plane slewed down the foamed runway at over a hundred miles an hour, rotating slightly on the right wing.
Suddenly I felt the plane spin around as it slowed, my body telling me I was on some wild circus ride that was trying to make me barf. I think we left the ground again at some point but came back down right away. I remembered those crazy twisty rides from the Rye Beach amusement park and my youth. This was worse but I didn't lose my cookies.
Then the world stopped turning. I looked out the windshield but mostly I saw mud and muck. Then the mud dissolved as a sheet of foam covered the windscreen. The fire and rescue guys were on the scene.
I quickly unseated myself and got to the exit. I popped the door and then felt the door open out of my hands. A fireman in full fire regalia helped me jump from the aircraft from the ground. I noted that it wasn't very far.
We ran from the aircraft but as I looked back I realized there probably wasn't going to be any fire. The engines had stopped and I couldn't smell any jet fuel.
The fireman pulled his hood off. "You OK, Miss?"
"Yes, and thank you," I responded. He guided me towards a fire department ambulance that pulled up just at that instant.
"Let's just have a quick look-see at you, Miss. Let the ambulance attendants just check you out." I nodded. I was numb and the shock of what had just happened for the past hour started to wash through me.
Additional cars and emergency vehicles were pulling up to the aircraft from all directions.
Before my escort could get me to the ambulance, Josh appeared running full tilt from between two of the fire trucks.
"OH, JOSH!" I cried. "I BROKE YOUR AIRPLANE!"
I fell sobbing into his arms as he caught me. I started to cry uncontrollably in huge gasping sobs into his chest. He led me to the ambulance at the insistence of my fireman escort.
Josh kept a steady stream of "It's all right. Everything's all right. You're safe now. Nothing can hurt you. You did a magnificent job. We'll fix the plane. Don't worry."
I sat on the back deck of the ambulance as they checked me over. I was fine except I couldn't stop crying for a while.
I looked back at the plane as the foam started to run off it and slide to the ground. The plane had left the runway in a spin and veered through a dirt drainage ditch coming to rest halfway between the runway and the parallel taxiway.
All three landing gear had collapsed after the wing tip had hit. Josh described his view of the landing as he stood atop a fire engine in the run-up area. He said the whole landing from contact to stop had only taken about thirty seconds and that he thought the plane had made three complete turns to the right.
I finally stopped crying and became pure gloom. The two of us just sat on the back of the ambulance and watched as the ground crew started to ponder what to do with the massive jet.
Amazing to me throughout that entire late afternoon, I never heard anything from Josh other than supportive and encouraging words. I never even heard him rue the plight of his airplane. I guess he also figured he'd ask me some other time how the meetings I had in North Carolina had gone.
Dusk came and with it some large spotlight trucks, a huge flatbed trailer, and a mammoth crane. The crew used the crane to tilt the aircraft one way and another and work some slings underneath it. The job was messy and muddy because of all the foam used to guard against fire. Eventually the crane hoisted November One Bravo Foxtrot back into the air. The truck backed the trailer under the plane and huge cushions were inflated under the plane for its short ride to the repair shop across the field.
Josh and I walked behind the truck as it slowly crawled along the taxiways to the shop. The crane followed and helped remove the plane from the trailer onto another set of giant cushions. I examined the bottom of the plane. I'd seriously scraped every bottom surface on the plane. I might have even bent the right wing. Mud and muck covered the entire plane as well as the residual from the fire foam.
Josh's Porsche mysteriously appeared. I retrieved my luggage, briefcase and flight bag from the plane and we locked up. Josh drove me home mouthing encouraging words and affirmations of his love for me. I continued to sniffle.
My landing made the Channel 7 news that night. We used the Tivo and replayed the film clip several times to study it. The right-main gear had never completely folded back into the wing; that was the reason the plane veered off the runway and into the muck. What to me had been a little hop in the plane as we left the runway turned out to be a spinning turn about thirty feet in the air, slamming me back down tail first in a huge spray of mud before coming to a stop.
I realized how lucky I was to be alive. Josh wrapped me in his arms in bed that night. I slept fitfully, reliving every second of my flight and trying to find some way I could have saved the plane.
I called Greg and Dave the next morning and thanked them for their help. Josh had talked to them on his cell phone while we'd waited for the plane to get raised and towed to the shop so they knew I'd gotten through this unharmed. They too were full of praise and sympathy.
My colleagues at work marveled at my survival. Many had apparently seen the news and watched my ignominious arrival back in Massachusetts the evening before. I got a lot of hugs and well wishes from everyone.
Josh picked me up after work that night. He had a big smile. I asked, "What's up?"
He answered, "I just got back from the airport. The plane's quite fixable although it will take a few weeks. You did not bend the wing spar, just the sheet metal and a few ribs. Same with the bottom of the plane -- lots of sheet metal work and some new antennas, but otherwise all right. The landing gears all need replacement. They all broke off from the stresses in the landing, particularly the lateral forces in the spin; new ones are being shipped and should be here tomorrow. Even better, the engines are fine; we just need to clean out some foam and they'll be quite serviceable. Given the circumstances, it's good news."
*
I put the crash behind me and instead tried to focus on the wedding that suddenly became a week away. I talked to Fiona daily about arrangements and her "to do" list. Things were coming together.
We decided that I'd abandon Josh for my last night as a single soul. After the rehearsal and dinner, I'd stay at the Andover Inn with my friend Alex -- one of my attendants, and my parents and my sister Amy.
I had a long-time intimate relationship with Alex that went back to our college days. Josh became fully aware of our 'history' when at Christmas I gave him an erotic photograph album that included some photographs of Alex and me making love amidst many others that were just of me. Alex had become a skilled photographer thanks to her professional husband. The album was spectacularly well done, not to mention the accompanying DVD that she'd also prepared.
Now, Josh and I wanted to do a second album focused on each other -- and if Alex -- or Jeremy, her husband and a dear man -- wanted to join in now and then, that was fine with us. Officially, the pair would stay with us for their visit. They were going to come down to the Caribbean with us for the honeymoon party then stop by Florida for a visit with Alex's parents before returning to London where they lived.
Wednesday about noon Alex phoned. She and Jeremy were at Boston's Logan Airport and due at our place as soon as they retrieved their luggage and cleared customs. I told them I'd wait lunch for them. After we hung up I sent Josh a quick e-mail to his work telling of their arrival.
Amidst a flurry of luggage the two arrived at our condo in Charleston. There were kisses and hugs and the joy of being in each other's presence again. I'd last seen Alex a month or so before Christmas when she was over and we did Erotic Album -- Volume 1. Jeremy I hadn't seen in two years. Further, the two of us had never actually been intimate together although I felt as though we had because of the pillow talk Alex and I shared. She probably felt the same way about Josh.
I poured us all a glass of wine and served them lunch, pleased that they had an appetite despite their jet lag. We talked and laughed. I forgot how spontaneous and uninhibited Alex could be. Jeremy, a handsome six-footer, joined in. I loved watching the little intimate gestures and touches the two of them had with each other. Soon they extended their touches to me and I returned the favors.
Josh came home about four o'clock and joined the celebration. He and Jeremy started to compare notes about restaurants in London. I was outclassed. We walked a few blocks to the Warren Tavern and had dinner and then, since the night was mild, took a longer walk back to the condo.
As we walked Jeremy asked about our second album and what kind of shots we wanted in it. I knew he'd gotten a copy of Volume 1 as a Christmas present so I didn't feel at all shy talking about the erotic intent for this album.
I thought and then told him, "Volume 1 aimed to arouse Josh. I started it with Alex and then the purpose expanded to include you too. Originally, I just thought I'd do some cheesecake stuff and maybe some artistic nudes. As we got into it, the idea of erotica and even pornography came into play more and more. When Alex joined me in many of the photos I knew we were pushing the envelope on my original idea. I loved the result."
Jeremy nodded and said, "You should know that I am one of your biggest fans -- especially now!" We laughed. He added, "You should know that Alex and I have made love with the video you made playing on the tele in our bedroom."
"I feel honored," I told him. "We've done the same thing. Good porn is hard to find." I laughed aloud.
I went back to the original question, "My original idea for this album had been erotic shots of Josh and I making love -- artsy shots, suggestive shots and even pornographic shots. Then I thought of adding Alex and having sexy shots of a ménage a trois. Now I'm wondering if you could capture the intimacy and feeling of a foursome between all of us -- in addition to the shots of just Josh and me. I'd like that very much." I reached over and took Jeremy's hand as we walked in a gesture of obvious affection and attraction.
Josh turned and smiled at me to indicate his agreement. He said, "The only thing I'd add is that I am very comfortable with what Megan proposes. As you can tell we have an open relationship."
Alex nodded and said, "Megan shared a lot with me when I was here months ago. I've told Jeremy and we feel the same way."
I stopped and turned to face Jeremy. "Kiss me," I told him.
He did but I could tell his thoughts were diverted elsewhere. I put my all into it. Josh and Alex stood and watched us.
"I think this would work better and Jeremy would be less distracted if the two of you kissed as well," I told Josh and Alex as we stood in the shadows near our condo.
The two of them went into an embrace and kissed. I held Jeremy as we watched them.
Josh has magic about his kisses. It took me months to figure out what it was then it dawned on me; more than any man I've ever known, he puts his entire self into a kiss. His brain is not off someplace thinking about work or the plane or anything other than pleasing me. We watched as he applied that magic to Alex.
The two broke apart after a long kiss. Alex looked at us and said, "Oh, my God. I've just been made love to in public." The two zealously went back into another kiss.
I turned to Jeremy and steered him into another kiss. This one was considerably better. He focused more on me and less on the others. As we kissed we started to invade each other's mouths with our tongues, using them to touch lips and to incite a pleasant duel.
I took one of Jeremy's hands and put it on my breast. I wasn't wearing a bra so he could feel my fullness with only the thin veneer of material between his hand and my skin. In only a few seconds, my nipple responded to his caress and I telegraphed my ardor to him.
"Come. Let's all hurry back to our condo where we have more privacy." The four of us broke apart from our embraces and headed back up the hill towards our condo.
Once inside I turned on the gas fireplace to warm the air around our conversation pit. Josh put the lights on what I called our "Romantic" setting. I led Jeremy to one sofa as Josh and Alex settled on the other.
Jeremy and I picked up our passionate kisses where we'd left off. I peeked at Josh and Alex as they did too. I let Jeremy take the lead this time as he caressed my breasts again and slowly unbuttoned my blouse.
As the last button became undone, he had unfettered access to my full chest. Alex and I are of similar build so I thought that there were few surprises here for him. Nonetheless, he soon started to suck on my breasts, exciting each nipple to arousal. I pushed my chest up into his face to indicate not only my approval of his action but to show I wanted to be a participant.
As Jeremy sucked on me I could watch Josh making love to Alex's chest as well. She had her head back and eyes closed as she enjoyed his oral attentions to her breasts.
I could reach Jeremy's rising bulge with one hand and started to massage his fullness. I felt the increase in his attentions as I did.
Finally, he said, "Can we shed our clothes? I want to fully appreciate your body."
I shrugged the blouse off of my shoulders and with minor effort slid my pants and thong down my legs, casting the clothing aside. Jeremy stood and unfastened his belt as he shed his shirt. He couldn't seem to move fast enough to suit himself. I could sense his impatience.
He whispered to me, "I've wanted you for months now. Ever since I saw the photographs that Alex made of the two of you -- and then the videos; I've wanted you forever."
I stood as he shed his pants. "You have me now," I told him as I wrapped my arms around him and pulled his nude body to mine. "Let's make love. Let's merge."
I pulled him down to the couch again. A quick glance showed me that Josh and Alex were only seconds behind our pace. I took an extra glance to appreciate the curves and sensuality of Alex's body.
"Jeremy, let me suck on you," I whispered. I bowed my head over his lap as I took his rising penis in one hand. I kissed the mushroomed head and then rolled my lips over the top, just encasing the head as I ran my tongue around the sensitive helmet savoring his pre-cum. Jeremy moaned.
He moaned even louder when I took his entire shaft in my mouth, sinking all the way until I had deep throated his stiffening rod. This is a skill I am proud of and I know it gives great pleasure to my lovers.
"Oh, Megan," Jeremy gasped. "Where did you learn to do THAT? It's superb. You must teach Alex." I hummed as I slowly pulled off his cock and gave him that added stimulus as well.
Jeremy said, "I want to taste you. Can you lay back and allow me to attend to you?"
Without a word, I sank back into the cushions and spread my legs to his tongue -- a tongue and fingers that turned out to be remarkably talented.
As I lay feeling Jeremy's tongue lick and suck on the strategic parts of my nether region, I watched as Josh did the same to Alex. She looked at me and I blew her a kiss. She returned the favor.
Now I became the one moaning to the erotic touch of fingers and tongue on genitalia. My moaning rose to a crescendo as Jeremy brought me to my first climax of the day. I lost sight of Alex as I closed my eyes but somewhere in the far distance of my senses I knew that she'd also cum in response to Josh's attentions.
As I floated down I opened my eyes and pulled Jeremy up to kiss me. True, he tasted like me but I actually like my taste. I also know I like Alex's taste too. Interesting contrast I planned to reacquaint myself with later tonight.
I pointed to Jeremy's erect cock; "Put that in me, now!" I instructed. I reached and pulled at his penis.
He knelt in front of me and I pushed my hips over the edge of the cushions. In one thrust he made contact. With a second thrust he sank into me and with a third thrust he bottomed out in me, his long cock pushing deep into my body.
"Ooooooooh Jeremy, that feels so gooooooooood!" I exclaimed more in a moan than in actual words.
He started to thrust into me and I met his thrusts with down thrusts of my own, at least as much as I could on the sofa.
I saw that Josh had started to push into Alex. Her whole self now focused on the intercourse she enjoyed with my fiancé -- my temporary boyfriend. I watched as she looked into his face and he into hers. Their union had more than just the physical bond and I was happy at the multi-level connection the two appeared to make. I was feeling it myself with Jeremy.
Jeremy picked me up and turned me around, lowering me onto his erect cock as we both faced the others. Alex and Josh both looked over at us. We were the exhibitionists. I rose and dropped onto Jeremy's erect cock only feet from our partner's eyes. They feasted on our erotic poses and I could tell it drove both of them higher on some arbitrary scale of sexual heat.
"Do this position for us," I told Alex and Josh. I want to watch as Josh's cock thrusts up into Alex's pussy. I want to see juices flow." I smiled at the two of them as they shifted position. We watched each other and I could even feel my own libido rise -- my sexual heat.



"Let me take you from the back," Jeremy whispered.
We changed positions again, and Jeremy jammed his thick rod into my pussy from the rear. He held my hips as he pumped into me. There was a rising urgency for all of us as we watched each other.
After a few minutes of 'doggie style' I asked Jeremy to let me mount him. He lay back and I faced him and sank my cunt back down on his cock. We started to push into each other with a renewed vigor. His hands found my breasts and then his mouth did too, yet all the time his cock worked its way back and forth into me.
Our orgasms were classic and the culmination of the evening. I matched Jeremy's timing, adjusting my own climax to his. When I felt his final thrusts I allowed myself to release the pent up sexual energy I'd felt since we'd met earlier that day. His cum filled my tunnel and leaked out around our coupling.
In my after glow I peeked over at Alex and Josh. They too had cum sometime while my attentions had been elsewhere.
"Shall we swap partners tonight?" I asked the group. Heads nodded.
"I shall sleep, however," Jeremy told me. "My jet lag is catching up with me and my body will shortly beg for slumber."
"Then come with me," I told him as I uncoupled. I grabbed a napkin from the coffee table to staunch the flow of fluids from my body.
Alex said, "Hey, I need one of those too." I tossed her another paper napkin although she and Josh made no immediate effort to uncouple. I led Jeremy down the hall to the guest bedroom and bath, making a stop in the bathroom to lose some of the fluids he'd shared with me.
Jeremy washed up and we hit the bed at the same time. He slept almost instantly. I snuggled into him and followed him to dreamland.
Sometime in the early morning I awoke briefly as Jeremy kissed me. "Stay and snuggle here in bed," he told me and then he left the bedroom.
When I did get up a few hours later I wrapped a sheet around me and shuffled into the living room. Jeremy had turned the room into a professional photography studio. I stopped in amazement.
"Where did you get all this equipment? The lights? Cameras?" I asked.
"Oh, good morning. I hope I didn't wake you. I sort of woke up on London time even though I went to sleep late by that standard. And the equipment came out of our suitcases and as you can see I made use of some things you had here. Most of it all folds up." Jeremy stood in the middle of our conversation pit in front of the fireplace holding a light meter. He was nude.
Around the room were several light stands with huge reflective umbrellas on them. A number of other lights circled the room. A video camera stood on one tripod and a digital Canon camera with a large lens on another. The shades along the east side of the great room were pulled, no doubt to remove the morning sun as a factor in the photography.
Jeremy continued, "I wanted to set up this room for some of the photographs. After last night I have such fond memories of what happened here." He walked over to me and gave me a tender hug and kiss. I kissed back with the same enthusiasm he displayed.
I dropped the sheet I'd worn into the living room in a pique of modesty. We embraced and soon Jeremy ran his tongue down my neck, across my clavicle and down to my breast and nipple. I stiffened with excitement at the attention.
"Oh, Jeremy. If you start that now we'll never get breakfast ... or dressed ... or take photographs ... or ... oh, God that feels good." He ran his finger across my slit, focusing on the small nub of my clitoris.
Put a nude man and woman together in exceptionally close proximity and the result is fairly predictable.
"Come and be closer," I whispered to him. "Get real close ... real close." I pulled him to the sofa we'd made love on the night before. We merged, his erect cock sliding easily into my wet pussy, and soon repeated the ecstasy that we'd experienced the night before. This time there seemed to be less of a rush and we spent more time cooing and smoothing each other.
Afterwards I lay cradled in the crook of his arm and we talked. Much of what I knew about Jeremy I knew second-hand though Alex. Now I caught up with the 'real' Jeremy first hand.
He asked me, "You seem to take this in stride, as though making love with another man is nothing at all. Do I mis-read you?"
I answered, "Oh, no. I don't think it's nothing at all. I think it's very important and a vital part of our relationship -- and my relationship with Alex ... and with Josh. I love you and I need to feel your love in return."
"But some people might think that having intercourse with the people you love that are not your spouse might be going too far."
"I know that. There's so much hypocrisy in the world. Under society's rules, if we feel attracted to each other we must sneak around behind our partner's backs until we find a time we can 'shack up' for a few hours. We end up feeling guilty and if we're caught our relationships or marriages are ruined forever."
Jeremy nodded in agreement.
"Josh and I, and Alex too I know, share a different philosophy honed across years of watching what others did that worked and didn't work. For us, we are open in our affection and desire. Sex is a manifestation of our happiness in another person. We don't use it to hurt someone else. We don't use it as reward or punishment. We only give it -- no, share it -- as a means of pleasure for someone we care about."
I went on, "Sometimes, the person we give it to is someone we know we'll love in the future and this is our way of opening up the channels between us -- like you and me, and Alex and Josh. Alex and I have talked so much about you and Josh with each other, we both knew we'd be in love the instant we met you both. There was no doubt because my love for you, for instance, is an extension of my love for Alex."
"What about Josh being jealous of us or you being jealous of Alex?" Jeremy asked.
"Why would I want to be jealous? Alex is making the person I love the most happy though her presence in his bed and her affection for him on many levels. Jealousy is a disease; love is health; and the two are incompatible. If I feel jealous I instantly kill the love I have for that person. If I truly love, then there's no room for jealousy. You can't have both at the same time."
"Do you believe in casual sex? The 'zip less fuck?'" he asked.
"No. There hasn't been any foundation for a longer relationship, although I admit that passion of the moment could overtake events. Josh's sister recently took a couple of guys in an alley behind a club we were at and gave them both blowjobs. If she'd had a little more to drink or if we'd wound her up sexually a little more she probably would have fucked both of them. There's no basis for a relationship or follow-on; it's all pure, unadulterated lust for one's own pleasure -- or the mutual pleasure of the participants."
I paused and thought a moment, "I can appreciate the moment but once it's passed, it's gone and there's nothing else. Thus, the situation isn't very rewarding in the long run; it's just sex on one single level. Not bad, and probably important if you're not having that part of your life filled by someone else, but if you are then it seems to fall short of the real potential if you could have a union with someone you love and care about."
"What about telling what you did? Do you have to tell?" he asked.
"I'm never ashamed of what happens in my life. If I planned on being that way I'd hop up off this couch right now and hide because we just had sex and I don't want Josh or Alex to know. In fact, they'll come out soon and see us and know and like that we made love. They are probably making love as we speak if they haven't been doing so all night long."
"Because I share the same values that Josh does -- that Alex does -- that you do. I am not embarrassed by our actions; rather I applaud them as an act of sharing with someone else that shares the same values I do. We grow closer and reinforce what we believe."
Jeremy asked, "Are you bisexual?"
"You ask the question with a puzzlement in your voice. How could a person love both genders? I love people that share my values regardless of their gender; that's why it's so easy for me to love Alex, for instance - or Fiona or Katelyn, Josh's sisters. We share a common bond about how life and relationships should work. We're not locked into how society tells us it has to be -- a way, by the way, that time and again doesn't work that well."
I lay my head back down on Jeremy's chest and we just rested together, our naked bodies pressed against each other. Soon enough I heard a stirring down the hallway.
"Good morning, you two," Alex's voice stated softly. "I love seeing the people I love together after making love." She smiled at her use of the word 'love' so many times in one sentence. Alex stood at the edge of the hallway naked and with an obvious sense of after glow from a recent sexual encounter.
I held one arm out to her to welcome her to our nest. She stepped down into the living room and then knelt beside me. She let me put my arm around her and put her head on my bosom. In one sense it wasn't sexual, yet in another it was the height of sexuality between the two of us -- between the three of us.
Josh soon appeared. "Ah, ménage a trois," he said casually as he walked naked into the room. "I'm glad I'm not over-dressed for the morning. Good thing we all got the same memo about the dress code in this place."
"Come and snuggle with us, Lover," I asked him.
"I will but only for a minute. My stomach is growling rather insistently about its empty condition." He came into the living area and also knelt beside us and behind Alex. I watched as one hand reached around and stroked Alex's breast and the other I felt work it's way up my legs until he could stroke my slit and clit. I ended pushing my mons into Jeremy and he responded by hardening beneath my leg.
"If you start that, we'll all have sex again and not get any photographs taken," I told him but in a seductive voice.
"I want Volume 2," he said. "But I also want you to know that I love you."
"And I love you," I told him.
Alex and Jeremy voiced their love for each other as well. I asked if each person felt happiness at what had happened between us and whether anyone had any issues they wanted to talk about.
One by one, starting with Alex, each person more or less said, "I haven't been this happy in ages and I have no issues. In fact, many of the issues I felt about life evaporated because of our sharing with each other."
After a few minutes there was loud gurgling sound from Josh's stomach. We all laughed and then uncurled from one another. We moved to the kitchen and Josh and I whipped up some breakfast for all of us. As we sat, Jeremy explained about the lights and photographic gear again to Josh and we started to plan the morning's photo shoot.
To be continued
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"Move you leg up just a bit. That's it. Hold it." Click -- Flash! Or was it Flash-Click? Jeremy was a perfectionist.
We'd started the photographic session with a modicum of clothing on - some thongs and boxers. The presumption made by a future voyeur of our album or images would be that some earlier foreplay had brought us all to this point.
All four of us were active participants in the photographs and occasionally the filming of a scene. Jeremy seemed a master at posing us and then blending into the scene just before the camera flashed. Once or twice I noticed a small handheld remote control for one camera or the other.
We did a series of graphic nudes of each of us, occasionally lapsing into pure pornography, or at least my version of it. Then he orchestrated a series of pairings of us. Josh, for all his heterosexual feelings, actually put up with a couple of shots where he and Jeremy's bodies were pushed together in erotic form.
Alex and I repeated some erotic behavior, actually taking the time to bring each other to orgasms. Somehow, with Jeremy's coaching, we both forgot about the camera and focused on each other and what we were tasting, feeling, and doing to pleasure each other.
There were a sequence of shots with Alex, Josh and me: the two women loving Josh and his body parts, and then pairings where we made love to the other. At one point Josh was deep in me as Alex pushed her pussy into my face. In another Alex rode Josh as I sucked mightily on one of her breasts -- and in another I rode Josh's face; Alex climaxed about that time.
Jeremy replaced Josh and we repeated many of the sequences. Then we did a sequence with all four of us in the photographs in various pairings and couplings.
We all seemed ready to take a break for lunch, even from the pleasures of 'fucking for the camera' as Josh so crudely put it. Without washing up, we slipped on some clothes and went into downtown Boston to a wonderful Chinese restaurant for lunch.
After lunch we returned to the condo. Jeremy moved the scene for the afternoon photography session to our large bedroom. The bedroom had room-darkening shades and consequently he could control the lighting much better.
"Megan, stretch out on the bed on the diagonal -- that's it. Now, up on your elbows. Now just hold that while I play with the lights," Jeremy instructed. I was nude again. I watched as he created deep shadows across my body with a single light.
Jeremy told me, "Now, just hold that pose." Click. "Now move around slowly and seductively. Occasionally open your legs to the camera." Click. Click. Click. Click. "Good, keep turning." Click. Click. "Push your chest up." Click. Click. "Arms back."
Josh cradled Alex's naked body against his as they watched me perform for the camera.
Jeremy called out, "OK. Now, Josh, get over here in about the same positions Megan was. Good. Just hold that for a minute while I adjust the lighting a bit."
Soon the heavily shadowed body of Josh became the target of the 'click, click, clicks.'
Jeremy instructed, "Alex come over and make him hard with your mouth. Suck him."
Alex moved to the side of the bed away from the camera and gently took hold of Josh's cock. Click! Click. Click. Her mouth descended on his rod and she inhaled him. Click.
"Josh, respond. Touch her breasts. Make love to her. That's it." Click. The camera started to take one shot after another. I watched as my lovers created the scene I knew would be a favorite. As the two would shift position, Jeremy would stop the action and shift a light into a new position.
Finally, Jeremy positioned Alex atop Josh's cock. He was on the bed taking shots from every conceivable angle -- up at Alex, down at their union when Josh's cock almost separated from Alex's large labial lips -- his penis glistening with her juices in the light and the edge of his mushroomed cap just showing against her vagina, Alex's face as a climax neared; Josh's face as he jetted his cum deep into Alex. He took a few shots of Alex's pussy as the cum seeped out and gently ran down her leg, proof positive of a consummated relationship. And, lastly, he took photos of the two lovers from twenty different positions as they cooed and loved each other in their satisfaction and after glow from the intercourse.
"Wow!" I finally exclaimed as he stood back, obviously satisfied with that part of the afternoon. "You are wonderful. I'm glad you took all those shots of Alex and Josh; I get off just thinking about him fucking someone else and I feel the same about Alex. To have the two of them together is spectacular.
"Oh, thank you. You and I have to have a turn now. Alex is going to play photographer." He grinned at me and I walked into his arms and kissed him.
I told Jeremy, "Good. It turns out Josh likes to see me make love to other guys and gals, particularly someone we both know and love. You and I will be the perfect complement to the shots of Alex and Josh. They'll both get off on those."
I took my turn on the bed again, commenting in slight jest about the 'wet spot' someone had just left. We all laughed. There were more adjustments of the lights, including a backlight up part of the wall decorations over the bed.
Jeremy came to me and slid his head between my legs. I opened them and pulled my legs up, affording the camera some opportunity to see the erotic scene. Alex was there with camera as we posed. I already knew Jeremy had a talented tongue, but now I felt its full benefit as it danced around my vagina and genitalia and I gradually forgot about the camera.
He added fingers, stopping often to visibly lap my juices from his digits when he pulled some of my fluids from my body. Click. Click.
Jeremy moved up and made love to my breasts and nipples with tongue, fingers, hands, face, and teeth. The camera caught it all. My juices flowed just watching a nude Alex wander around near us with the camera.
I pushed up into Jeremy's body for penetration, my buttocks off the bed so he could drive his full cock into me. Then he pumped into me and my breasts shook and rotated in sync with his strokes. He shifted me to the doggie position and drove into me from behind. I rocked back to meet his thrusts.
"Josh, get in here," he commanded. "Let her swallow you as I pump into her." Josh suddenly appeared in front of me. I engulfed his cock, still awash with Alex's juices. I loved the taste and the thought of what I was doing. The relentless click of the camera persisted, yet it had almost disappeared in my reality of being loved by these two wonderful men.
A thumb entered my anus, pushing deep -- lubricated by spit and the overflow of juices from my vagina. Then Jeremy pulled out of me and touched his cock to my anal opening. I relaxed and he pushed in, gradually sinking, stroke-by-stroke, until he was deep into my cavity. I fingered my clit with one hand as I held onto Josh and sucked him with the other.
"Rock back with me," Jeremy told me in a whisper. I allowed him to lift me back onto him as he settled onto his back on the bed.
"Josh, cock in cunt, if you please!" he ordered.
Josh moved between our legs with a look of love for me in his eyes. He leaned in and kissed me. Before I knew what was happening I felt Josh's cock slide into me. Now I had two long rods deep in my body. The two men started to oscillate -- sometimes together and sometimes in opposition to each other.
I'd long since gone into orbit. I'd entered that place where the world appeared to be one long, magnificent orgasm with little oscillations from moment to moment to drive me even further into my oblivion.
"Can you cum?" Jeremy asked Josh.
"Yes, soon," he responded.
The cocks pumped back and forth into me. My cunt started to convulse. I could feel the spasms of my vaginal muscles start to grab and milk Josh's cock. At the same time, I knew my anal cavity was spasming as well. Hell, I went into spasms all over.
"OH, GOD!" I screamed as I felt Josh's cum splash inside me. Just as soon I felt Jeremy's cream fill me from the back, the pulses from his cock signaling to me his climax.
My body pleaded to be fondled and stroked and the men did not disappoint. Kisses rained upon me from all directions. I kept jerking and spasming, even with the subtle little movements of the two cocks that remained embedded in me. My whole body seemed on fire.
Gradually, I wound down. Josh pulled away. I became aware again of the camera capturing my leaking vagina. Jeremy fell out of my back end. I rolled to my side. Large dollops of cum seemed from my body. The camera captured it all.
Alex came and kissed me. She said, "It took every bit of will power I had to keep taking pictures as you went on the step. I just wanted to join in and bring you pleasure. You will LOVE these pictures. God you are sexy." She kissed me again ... and again ... and again.
Then I was aware of Jeremy sliding from the bed leaving the three of us there. Alex slid down the bed and took Josh in her mouth, cleaning his cock from my vaginal juices -- our juices. Then she was on me, licking and sucking again. I went right back into orbit as I allowed her to not only clean me but to perpetuate the pleasure the men had been delivering.
I came again, albeit in a less intense orgasm than I had with Jeremy and Josh. I have often said there's no such thing as a bad orgasm and this was one of the nicer ones.
As I floated down from my high, I heard the camera click a few more times. I just closed my eyes and smiled in my joy.
I could have continued our love making for hours, but the men were spent for a while. We showered and I changed all the bed linens with Alex's help.
While we'd been doing domestic chores, Jeremy had downloaded all the photos of the day into his computer. He'd immediately burned a back-up disk and had us squirrel it away just in case something happened to his cameras, the memory cards, or his Macintosh computer.
With Josh's help they looked up the computer to our HD television. Suddenly, I appeared in my nudity in near life-size form. "Oh, great," I clapped. "Everyone come and look. I'm on television -- and this time I'm not crashing as airplane." We laughed and I marveled about how well I'd put that terrifying incident behind me.
Jeremy paged through the photographs from the start of the day until just a few moments earlier when he'd caught Alex and me washing each other in the shower with coy looks on our faces as the camera clicked. From time to time he'd comment about how he could embellish a particular shot by cropping or using some Photoshop filters to create a particular mood.
When he was through we all stood and applauded his masterpieces -- and Alex's work as well. They had captured nearly fifteen hundred shots of us all making love in one way or another to each other.
"There's not just one album here," I proclaimed. "There are probably four or five volumes here. I want every shot. I want to make some of them my screen savers and background images."
Jeremy said, "With your permission and full veto power, shot by shot, I'd love to use some of these commercially -- to put a public version of our day together. The idea is just starting to come together in my mind. I'll have to see where it takes me when I start to work on the photographs."
"I'd be flattered," I said. "Maybe I'll quit advertising and become a porn star -- a loving porn star."
Josh laughed and agreed that he'd be all for it; he just wanted to see it done tastefully.
Alex laughed and said, "I don't really get a vote. I'm already out there in my all together in so many different ways. Most of the time people aren't sure it's me but I know and it's sort of a kick when I see myself on the Internet or in a magazine, particularly if it's an erotic shot. I'm an exhibitionist at heart."
We kicked around lots of ideas for the albums as we sat and shared some wine and cheese. The sun got low in the sky and I promised Alex and Jeremy we'd go to dinner at the Parker House -- a staid old institution in Boston. We dressed and took a taxi to the restaurant, enjoyed a splendid dinner and then returned to the condo.
By the time we got back to the condo the city lights were on full and the night sky was also spectacular. We changed into boxers, t-shirts and thongs and went up on the roof and cuddled into each other as we looked out at the lights and the sky.
Soon hands started roaming and fingers were probing and kisses rained down from all directions again on everyone. We all went downstairs and made love to each other again.
*
Friday -- The day before the wedding
Josh, Jeremy, Alex and I were slow to rise the following day. I had a few last minute things to attend to and there was a rehearsal and dinner that night. The wedding ceremony was to be Saturday afternoon at four o'clock so I'd even have some time Saturday morning to do some errands too.
Josh and I made love in the morning and I told him this was the last time he'd have the opportunity to fuck his 'temporary girlfriend.' After this, I told him, I'd be his 'temporary wife' and he'd better behave. Somehow the word 'temporary' had stuck in how we referred to each other all through our yearlong engagement and I guess we'd carry it into our marriage as well. The term had affectionate meaning to each of us in spite of its frivolous implications.
After breakfast, Alex and I packed overnight bags. We were going to stay in Andover, Massachusetts at the Andover Inn, right next door to the Cochran Chapel where the wedding would take place. Both buildings were on the Phillips Academy campus. Alex and I were going to share a room together.
We left Josh and Jeremy to their own devices for the day, and we took Josh's Porsche and headed north out of the City. Josh had arranged a rental car for himself later in the day. He said he was going out to the airport to check on the damaged Cessna Citation that I crash-landed the week before and also to see about getting a large portion of the wedding party to our Caribbean island for the honeymoon. We were firm believers in 'group' honeymoons.
As we drove I called and reached Fiona on her cell phone. She, a very pregnant Stacy, and Katelyn, all Josh's sisters -- more or less -- had arrived the night before and were staying at the Andover Inn too. They squealed with delight to know we'd see them in a few minutes.
I'd met Fiona the year before when she'd married Ray, however the two had lived together for two years already and included Stacy in their family. Now Stacy was pregnant with 'their' child and they were both ecstatic. Katelyn and hubby Carl were there too, along with their dear friends Beth and Doug. All of us shared an intimate relationship with one another more than once over the past year.
I called my Mom up in Durham, New Hampshire, next. She and Dad, along with my older sister Amy, were going to drive down in late afternoon to connect with all of us and participate in the wedding rehearsal that night. They had a room at the Inn too. I also got an update about which of my relatives intended to show up for the wedding and reception.
Alex and I checked in at the Inn and amidst a hail of kisses and hugs as we joined up with Fiona, Stacy and Katelyn. We fawned over Stacy who expected to deliver her baby within the month. We took turns feeling her extended belly as the baby turned and kicked. The resulting gabfest went on the rest of the day.
With the exception of Stacy who drove, the rest of us walked downtown from the Inn and had lunch at Palmer's on Elm Street. We then walked back, but not before visiting every clothing and knick-knack shop in the small town.
The rehearsal at Phillips Cochran Chapel took a short time thanks to a well-prepared minister who had been well briefed by Fiona with an outline of the service. Soon a crowd of twenty of us gathered next door at the Andover Inn for cocktails and hors d'oeuvres and then dinner. Toasts were made and Josh and I had fun handing out joke gifts and remembrances to our close friends and family members.
After dinner people left for their rooms, homes and hotels. Fiona, Stacy and Ray whispered to me that they could barely wait for the 'honeymoon' and playing together. When Carl and Katelyn kissed me goodnight, they said they really wished we could be together but they too would wait for our island adventure. Beth and Doug made similar comments.
In short order Alex and I found our selves alone in our room. As I shut the door behind us I turned and raised an eyebrow to the coy look she gave me over her shoulder.
"Just because everyone else flaked out on you doesn't mean that I will," she said with a licentious grin.
"Good, because I would like to make love to you again tonight," I replied.
We flowed into each other's arms and kissed. Alex whispered, "Let's get comfortable. I want to eat you until you beg for mercy."
"Sounds good to me, particularly if I can return the favor," I told her. I unbuttoned my top and pulled it over my head. Next my snug black slacks disappeared along with my spike heels. A frilly bra and my thong got tossed into the chair too.
I turned back to Alex. She'd stripped too and our nude bodies flowed together in a tangle of arms and kisses. Our breasts pressed together.
"My bed," she said in a husky voice. I followed her and stretched out across her bed. Alex leaned in and we French kissed with all the tenderness and love telegraphed between us that we'd felt for each other for years.
"Darling, I love you," she told me. I replied in kind.
I remain convinced that women are much better lovers than men. Not that Josh isn't attentive, inventive and sensitive; it's just that he has to search to find the right spots. Alex knew instinctively where to kiss, where to lick, where to suck, where to blow, and where to bite.
She reduced me to a blithering lump of sexual energy in mere seconds. I suffered my first orgasm at her hands in two minutes. I had to admit I'd gotten really good at conjuring up orgasms at all the right times. I thought, the more you have the more you'll get.
Alex proved much better with her tongue than the day we'd done our photographs and videotapes. In my mind she was the best she'd ever been.
I came again.
Alex drove her tongue into my vagina, wiggling and wagging the digit until I came yet again. I moved up my orgasm scale.
She added fingers and the next I knew she'd sunk her complete fist into my cunt. She rotated her wrist so that her whole hand turned inside me, her knuckles rubbing back and forth across my G-spot.
I screamed and came yet again. I also jetted a generous amount of girl juice into Alex's face and across her torso. Through my glazed eyes I watched as she eagerly lapped at my excretions. I had a thought that everyone must like them because everyone I've cum on laps and tries to get every last drop in their mouth. Perhaps I dispense the beverage of the year.
Finally Alex drove her hand back and forth into me, turning, twisting, and rotating as she sucked on and lapped at my clitoris. I entered that magic space for me where I'm having a long, continuous orgasm. I coasted along from thrill to thrill as she ministered to me. She'd taken me to heaven and I didn't want to leave.
Finally, I sated. I could take no more. Every touch or lick triggered my body into jerking and writhing as a pleasure wave -- almost too intense -- washed through me. I reached and clutched Alex's head and tried to hold her motionless against my pussy. "You've got to stop! Too much!" I told her.
Alex complied and then moved up beside me and cradled me in her arms and kissed me as I floated down. I thought of times when we'd been college roommates that one or the other of us had achieved such a state and been loved and held by the other in our after glow.



My parachute was slow to bring me down to earth. During my bliss I thought of all the people I loved and all the different ways that love materialized. I felt everyone's love and was prescient about how it sustained my own bliss and joy.
Somewhere I think I dozed but only for a few seconds. My body needed to retreat from the high state of stimulation Alex had created. We kissed for a long time and I told her how I loved her -- and Josh -- and Jeremy -- and everyone in the world.
I slid down Alex's pliant body until I could suckle on one of her breasts. I brought the teat into my mouth and rapidly agitated the nipple. I felt Alex stiffen as I did this erotic act. Soon I was on her pussy, her clitoris, and her entire lower body.
Soon I was the aggressor, my fingers and then hand invading her nether region and bringing her to orgasm after orgasm. Alex moaned, and squirmed, and writhed, and groaned under my attentions.
Alex went to that orgasmic state I'd just left. I kept her there almost torturing her body with the love I had for her.
Then I was the one whose head was grabbed and pushed solidly against her pussy, my nose buried in her vagina -- inhaling the sweet aroma as I licked the only space I could reach.
Then stillness.
Then kisses and love.
Then slumber, our naked bodies entwined around one another.
In the morning, I awoke to find Alex staring at me in a most loving way. We kissed again for a little while, cooing at each other about the day and how much fun we'd have leading up to my wedding.
We showered and dressed in casual clothes then went downstairs in the Inn to find several of the others already at breakfast. We joined them.
By ten o'clock I'd rounded up all my attendants and we headed downtown to a spa. I followed Fiona's lead about getting everyone super pampered for the afternoon wedding. I, however, had made some special arrangements.
The group included Fiona, Stacy, Katelyn, Beth, Alex, and Amy, my sister who for the last year or so had lived in Paris working for Google Europe. I thought Amy was a liberal thinker and shared most of the same values I did although I wasn't sure about how much to tell her about my polyamorous relationships or my bisexuality.
The first hour in the spa consisted of a pedicure, manicure, and some group time nude in the sauna. Everyone behaved although I worried about Fiona.
Then my special surprise started. The spa directed the seven of us into a large room with massage tables arranged in a large circle with the head of each table facing inward. At each table stood a very attractive and muscular masseuse in a white t-shirt, white shorts and white tennis shoes, ready to attend to each one of us. This was better than I'd expected for each guy was over six feet tall and a true Adonis in looks and physique.
I sensed a little hesitation as the women entered the room clad only in their towels, chose a table, and lay face down while continuing to clutch the towel to their bodies. I could hear a series of introductions being made by each masseuse; my masseuse said his name was Paul.
Each man rubbed some warmed oil into the shoulders and back of each of us. Their touch was tender and the aroma of the oil alluring. I looked around and each man seemed to know what he was doing. They worked up and down our legs briefly telling us they'd return there for a deeper massage in a moment. I really started to relax although I knew the gist of what was going to happen next.
One by one each of the men told the woman they were working on that they were too warm and so they were going to shed some of their clothing. Paul, for instance, then pulled his t-shirt over his head and kicked off his white shoes. Next he jerked down his shorts until all he was wearing was a male thong clearly filled with a generous inflated cock. He had my attention.
I looked around the room at the other six men as they restarted their massages. Several of the men were more excited than the others and their cocks were barely contained in their small cloth sacks.
Paul lifted the towel from my body and I saw all the towels disappear as the men worked oil into the areas of our back and buttocks that they hadn't touched before.
Our eyes roamed the gorgeous landscape taking in the muscular men as they attended to us and rubbed us into not only a relaxed state but also a state of sexual excitement. Occasionally our eyes met one of the other women and we winked or looked agog at what was happening.
At one point Paul stood by my head and rubbed his hands deeply down my back and shoulders. His barely clothed cock frequently brushed along parts of my face as he worked on me. I resisted the urge to grab and suck.
"Do you want me to do your front as well," Paul said to me in a smooth, subdued voice.
I told him, "I wouldn't it this for the world." We grinned at each other and I rolled over, completely exposing myself to him. I noted that we led the way for soon I heard the other women getting on their backs. Oddly enough, we girls weren't talking to each other very much.
Now the moans started as our bodies were oiled again and with muscular hands the warm oil rubbed into our entire bodies including breasts, abdomens, our pubic areas and mons, and then down our legs. The men took time to work their way back up our legs. This was foreplay at its finest level.
I knew I was starting to flow in anticipation of some kind of sex act. My libido was alive and well. I glanced around the room and met Fiona's eyes; they were almost glazed over with a look that I can only describe as pure sexual hunger. I checked on Amy and even she appeared totally wrapped up in the moment.
Paul worked up my legs but carefully skirted my pubic area on his way up to my neck. He spent a lot of time on my breasts and nipples, complementing me about their generous shape and feel. He teased my nipples into a highly erect state. He massaged my neck muscles and my cheeks and temples, again his erect cock -- now more erect than before -- stroked by my face still contained in the sack.
"Take that off, please," I asked quietly. Paul nodded and slid the small piece of cloth from his waist, tossing the thong onto the pile of clothes under our table. His cock sprang to life then in the air, now unfettered and able to move freely.
Paul returned to the top of the table by my head and started to work on my face, shoulders and chest areas. As he did, I turned my head so I could occasionally lap at the cock as it flexed by my face. I knew this was naughty and I loved it. Paul did too; he aimed his cock at my mouth and allowed me to inhale his long hard rod into my mouth.
I watched Beth, Fiona and Katelyn instruct their masseuses to shed the thongs and soon all the men were as naked as we were. Fiona, however, was next to capture her attendant's cock in her mouth and really go to town for a few minutes with a genuine blowjob -- her head bobbing as he stood there watching her body shake in response to her efforts.
Paul returned to my mid-section, now carefully oiling my pubic area again and running his hands down between my legs. This was a common occurrence around the room and I watched as even Amy allowed the action. I watched as her man gently stroked a finger along her slit and then slid two fingers into her pussy. I could hear her moan in her pleasure.
My juices were flowing as Paul penetrated me with his fingers, actually massaging my vaginal muscles in a way no one had ever done to me before. We smiled at each other, although I started to head to a high of some sort. I know my eyes had a glassy look to them as I enjoyed the pleasure.
Paul moved his hand and fingers at lightning speed back and forth in my pussy, hitting my clit with his thumb on each insertion stroke. The move was so rapid and sudden all I could do was arch my back off the table to meet his manual thrusts into me.
He backed off just before I came. I groaned and I knew from the sounds from the other women that I had not been the only female brought just to the doorstep of a good orgasm and then put on pause.
Paul rubbed his way down my legs again, back up my body and then across my breasts. This time I reached out and fondled his cock. This man really was a masterpiece. Not only was he engorged he had one of the nicest shaped penises I'd met and one that was lined with velvet skin but displayed the purple mushroomed head with an unusual prominence.
"Bring me off ... please," I pleaded with Paul. He smiled and then leaned in and kissed my neck, running his tongue down to my breasts. He sucked one nipple and then the other into his mouth, biting gently and using his teeth to excite me.
Paul's fingers reinserted themselves into my pussy, repeating for thirty seconds the rapid stroking of my cunt and clit that elevated me off the table. He slowed but didn't stop this time. His other hand rubbed and massaged my breasts. I fondled his cock.
Around the room I could watch various sexual situations playing out. Fiona had slid to the end of the table and pulled her legs up; her attendant rolled a rubber onto his long cock and I watched as he carefully sunk into her hot pussy and the two started to thrust into each other. He massaged her breasts as he thrust.
My sister Amy, my own sister, was being fucked by her attendant; her legs spread wide revealing a part of her I never knew about. Wow!
Katelyn went next, allowing the oversized cock to punch into her pussy as she basked on the table. Her moans floated across the room. Beth and Alex followed. Stacy had opted for masturbation from her man, her distended abdomen an attraction all of us watched. I heard her assure her attendant that 'fingers were more than welcome in her cunt.'
I wanted to fuck in the worst way but felt that being the 'bride of the day' I should show some slight restraint. I whispered my apologies to Paul but told him all else was fair game. Thus, as the various stages of intercourse unfolded around me, I sucked on Paul as he leaned across the table and rapidly applied his best masturbatory techniques to my pussy.
I came in a glorious orgasm that I truly enjoyed. I returned the favor to Paul sucking and fondling his cock in my own way.
Paul finally said, "I'm very near. How should I finish?"
"Cum on me -- on my chest," I told him. "Then I want you to massage your cum into me."
We smiled at each other again and he shifted slightly and blew his generous load across my breasts. Shot after shot of creamy white jism slapped onto my skin as he completed his climax. When he was through I kissed the end of his cock, and licked the residue from him.
"Now just let me finish this massage," Paul said in a business-like tone as he reached for my cum-covered tits.
I relaxed again and let him rub his man juice around my entire upper body. I captured a few fingers worth of the gel and enjoyed the taste of this man's protein. Gradually the gel-like fluid he rubbed in disappeared, leaving me with a smooth, glistening body. He sucked on my breasts often during his massage.
I heard Fiona and her mate cum with grunts and shrieks, then Amy and her attendant. Alex, Beth and Katelyn followed in that order. I watched as Stacy completed a blowjob on her Adonis, having him jettison his juices across her swollen breasts and abdomen. Paul and I watched as the fluid got massaged into her skin.
The men gave us deep back rubs to end the session and then one by one escorted us to the showers. Paul led the way. He carefully placed a cap on my hair telling me the hairdo was next on the agenda. Under the spray in the large communal shower, he washed me from head to foot, using a loofah and small brush here and there on my body. I never felt so clean in all my life. I took joy in washing the excess cum and sweat from Paul's muscular body as well.
The others joined us as they finished their sex and after glows in the adjacent massage room, each man attending to the woman he'd massaged and in some way pleased sexually. I watched as Stacy's attendant paid particularly loving care to her full body; it seemed so tender to see the obvious affection he had for her and her condition.
The men saw us to a drying area where they rubbed each of us down with luxuriously thick towels, sometimes two men to a woman. A skin lotion got applied to us as well and strong hands rubbed the lotion into our bodies. My skin just tingled. I don't know that I'd ever felt so pampered. We were provided with a large terry cloth robe and directed into the hair salon part of the spa. The men disappeared.
Our hair treatments took an hour and proved to be as relaxing as the past hour with the men. Now we started talking again amongst ourselves and then with the stylists. Most of the stylists had peeked in while we had our 'massages' and were amazed at the quality of the men I'd arranged to 'service' us for our massages.
By one-thirty we were not only sexually sated - for the moment, but also dolled up, made-up, well fed, and looking like million dollars. Most of us drove back to the Inn. Alex opted to walk back to the Inn so I finally got my sister alone for a few minutes when Beth, Katelyn, Fiona and Stacy went off to find their husbands.
I hadn't spent much time with my older sister since she left home to go to college years earlier. We kept in touch with occasional phone calls or e-mails and I perhaps saw her once or twice a year at my parent's home when she came to visit, however the closeness many siblings have had been missing in our relationship since she moved away.
As we walked into the Inn, I said to her, "I didn't know you were so sexually liberated?" I gave her conspiratorial grin.
"Yeah," Amy said latching onto my arm. "I'm sort of embarrassed you saw me like that. I couldn't resist. My God," she stated enthusiastically, "I haven't been so horny in ages. After that initial massage by that Greek god, I would have fucked a fire hydrant if one had been handy. That was one of the best ... interludes ... I've ever had."
She paused then said, "I'm not the prude you probably think I am, in fact I'm pretty free thinking about sex and relationships. You must be too, based on what you set up for us today. From seeing your friends and soon to be relatives, I'd say you've thrown in with a pretty free-thinking bunch too."
I smiled at her and said, "Yes, we've all been together in one way or another before today. I've always thought that love and physical attraction were in short supply."
Amy pulled me into the bar area and we ordered two glasses of wine. She said, "I don't want you to talk to Mom or Dad about this, OK?" I nodded agreement. "I was a swinger for several years although things have come to a stand still since I moved to Paris. I've never met anyone I really cared for over there. To tell the truth I miss the love, excitement and support I felt from my intimate friends I had in California."
Slowly, I told her, "Josh and I have shared our selves with others too." I could see her relax in my sharing. I'd suddenly become another like-minded soul and a co-conspirator. I told her, "The 'group honeymoon' will be full of 'sharing' too."
"Do I infer from that statement that Josh ... errrr, and his sisters ... "?
"Yes," I interrupted. "They've redefined their brother-sister relationships. It's the nicest form of incest, full of love and deep caring for each other, and mutual attraction and willingness. The physical part of it is the icing on the cake."
Amy asked carefully, "And you're OK with all that?"
"Oh, I'm more than OK with it. I am ... well; I'm usually involved too. I discovered that I'm bisexual. I love Josh's sisters in mind, spirit and body as much as he does. We've shared some very close times together, once in a while just one of his sisters and me. In fact, our honeymoon will be the first time the whole family will have been together ... in a permissive environment."
Amy leaned across the small bar table and kissed me on the lips. She said, "I discovered I'm bisexual as well. I took such delight in that discovery with my friends out west. At first, I limited myself to men, but in our lovemaking we often got very close to each other. Well, I tried to understand what turned on the men so much and I ended up turned on too."
"I started in college -- with Alex. I should introduce you two more intimately. She and Jeremy, who you met last night, live in London. If the chemistry works you might at least have someone on that side of the Atlantic you could be close to."
"I'll go out of my way to get to know them better tonight at the reception."
I thought for a moment and blurted out, "Amy, why don't you come down to the Caribbean with us. Come on the honeymoon. Oh, please. We're all billing it as a big party anyway and Alex and Jeremy will be there. I don't think anyone would think anything other than that you're just one more reveler."
Amy studied me for a long time. I wasn't sure if she was weighing the sincerity of my invitation or thinking about whether she could spare the time off work or what.
Then she said slowly, "I'd like that very much -- very much. You're sure I won't be a fifth wheel or anything?"
"Not a bit, in fact you'll even out the ratio if I count correctly. The house we rented has plenty of space. Hell, you can sleep with Josh and me -- if you don't mind being pawed over by a hunky guy and your sister." I gave her a lecherous grin.
Any said, "This whole conversation, that's all I've been thinking about. Do you think I'm crazy? I'd like to make love with you -- to you -- by you; and Josh too. I've had the hots for him since I met him that day last summer when you brought him up too Mom and Dad's home for dinner while I was visiting.
"He briefly mentioned that he thought you were pretty 'hot' too, as I recall," I told her. "Plus I've always been curious about what you'd be like -- my big sister and all. Random curiosity but now that I discover you're sort of a like-minded soul, I'm overjoyed that we might actually get together somehow." Amy laughed and nodded.
We continued to open up to each other about our sex lives and how we felt about open relationships and various sexual situations. I shared with Amy some of the intimate times I'd had with Ray, Fiona and Stacy and with Katelyn, Carl, Beth and Doug. I also told her about the intimate relationships with my flight instructors Greg and David, since both of them were in the wedding and, I hoped, down on the Island for the honeymoon party.
Amy said to me with a smirk, "Now jealousy is finding out that you joined the Mile High Club with two hunks while your fiancé flew the plane." She paused and said, "Oh, dear me! I just realized I don't have a thing to wear down on the Island and ... and how are we getting there? Do I need to phone for airline tickets?"
"No, no. You don't have to worry about a thing except delaying your trip back to Paris from Boston by a week or so. You can have one of my bikinis, although if the past is prolog, all you'll need is a thong to wear most of the time. As for getting there, Josh arranged to borrow another corporate jet for the week. He and I will pilot the plane down on Monday morning with everyone aboard. You'll have time to see Mom and Dad some more tomorrow as well as poke through my wardrobe, although you really won't need many clothes." As an afterthought, I tossed in, "We just fuck all the time!"
"Oh, I am so going to join you," Amy said with a twinkle in her eye. "I hope your last remark is an understatement." We grinned lecherously at each other as I nodded in the affirmative.
Alex walked into the Inn about that time, saw us in the bar and joined us. She had a rosy look to her complexion from her brisk walk.
"Amy's just decided to join us on the Island," I told her as she sat down next to us.



Alex's eyebrows went up with an unasked question.
"Oh, yes," I said to Alex. "She's a player. In fact, I just found out how much of player. Didn't you notice this morning? Amy was in there with her masseuse like the rest of us."
Alex said, "The only thing I noticed for an hour this morning was a ten-inch cock that had my name written on it. THAT was the nicest bridesmaid gift I've ever gotten -- a fabulous fuck!" She turned to Amy and asked, "I take it you availed yourself of the gift as well?"
Amy grinned and said, "Of course. The group setting made it that much more erotic and exciting. I love to fuck. Besides I think I have exhibitionist and voyeur genes in my system."
Alex turned to me, "She'll fit in well on the Island. Bring her for sure." We all laughed then Alex rose, came beside Amy, leaned in and kissed her -- a long sensuous kiss that I could tell elevated the temperatures of both women.
Just as Alex broke off the kiss and sat down again, my parents walked in the door of the Inn. Their presence shut down any further conversation about our sex lives. I thought it strange that their two daughters had these lascivious feelings about life and love, but couldn't share them with the people they should be closest to. I guess this is what generation gaps are all about.
Mom told me it was time to think about dressing and getting serious about the rest of the wedding preparations. I'd explained time and again that Fiona was handlings the entire thing. I think my Mom was actually put out that she had to do so little to help me prepare for my wedding; my future sister-in-law had done almost all of it.
We walked upstairs to our rooms. Mom joined Alex as the two of them started to prep me for my gown. I think I shocked my mother by striping and walking around the room in nothing but a frilly and lacy blue thong I'd borrowed from Alex. Alex cheered me on for wearing 'something borrowed' and 'something blue' at the same time.
Jeremy knocked on the door as I pranced around poking at the dress, veil and all the under garments. He said through the door, "I'm here to take pictures, candids for the wedding album."
Alex looked at me. I said, knowing it was a bit of white lie for my mother's benefit, "Well let him in. He's seen you naked before and we're built about the same. No surprise there." My mother rolled her eyes towards heaven.
Jeremy politely said hello to my mother then set his camera bag down and pulled out his Canon. He said to me without blinking an eye at my near nudity, "You just do what you do naturally. I may ask you to pause or turn, but other than that these are all candid shots."
I nodded and went back to pulling the dress out of its protective bag and fluffing up the crinolines. I kept hearing the shutter snap. I even watched as he caught one of my Mom and Alex working on the veil and short train.
Mom whispered to me at one point, "Shouldn't you at least put on a brassiere? I mean there's a man in the room."
I told her, "Oh, Mom. He's going to see me topless on the beach in two days. Who knows, maybe I'll even go nude. Don't worry about it. His wife is here, after all." I could see Alex and Jeremy both stifle laughs over her shoulder. Mom rolled her eyes some more and then announced that she was going back to her room to slip into her special dress and would be right back. She left the room.
After the door had closed, Jeremy and Alex burst out laughing and I joined them. "You sure don't make it comfortable for the older set do you?" Alex chided. I grinned.
"Hold up the veil in front of you," Jeremy said. I like this light from the window -- stand over there. Just like that. Wonderful, I can see your breasts through the thin fabric; a very erotic shot. The camera clicked about ten times as I turned back and forth and posed for him.
He directed again, "Alex step in and hold her from the back. Like that, more your arm around her." Click. Click. Click. "Now cup her breast in your hand. Good." Click. Click. Click.
"All right," he said, "Enough erotica for now. Go back to what you where doing although I know I'm going to hate seeing you cover up such a lovely body."
I walked to him and kissed him. "Thank you for so many things. You are such goodness in my life ... and in Alex's life. Thank you." I kissed him again. He gently rubbed one nipple with a thumb.
I stayed undressed and helped Alex slide into her dusty rose-colored bridesmaid dress. She looked so pretty in the dress and the folds of the dress did amazing things for her breasts and backend. Jeremy offered that he'd be ready for a 'quickie' anytime she was willing. I think he actually got a picture of her nearly naked body as I copped a feel before sliding the dress over her head.
By the time my mother came back, I was pretty well into the wedding gown. I thought that brides probably spend more time looking at and talking about getting into a gown than the few seconds it actually takes to put it on and adjust it to their bodies.
I'd worn the white shoes around the condo on and off over the past month so I'd broken them in to the point they were comfortable to wear for long time periods. With all the dancing and standing I planned, I didn't want to be disadvantaged with a pair of shoes that hobbled me before the day was out.
Mom buzzed around twitching at my dress. Amy, Fiona, Stacy, Beth and Katelyn came in resplendent in their bridesmaid's gowns. The gowns were floor length, high waist pastel sheaths with a revealing bodice. I noticed it would be even more revealing when they bent forward. Of course, we'd all planned it that way.
Stacy made a show in her lavender dress. The combination of the high waist and the fact the other dresses were sheaths made it all the more evident that she was VERY pregnant. She exaggerated by pulling the dress tight against her thighs, a move that amplified the evidence of her impending child. Stacy said, "If I do this, every OB/GYN within twenty miles will drop everything and run to my aid." She thought for a moment as she looked at herself in a floor length mirror and added, "I also look like a purple Easter egg."
We laughed and I went and hugged her. "Stacy, I love you so. Thank you for doing this -- this way! I know you feel conspicuous but if we'd waited a month you'd of had a screaming baby in the back of the chapel." I poked at the baby then felt he stomach; the baby poked back.
"Smart kid you have there. Got a name yet?"
"We do," Stacy said softly. She turned to Fiona. "Fi, can we tell her?"
Fiona teared up and said, "Yes. It's time to tell her."
Stacy hugged me again and said, "We're going to call the baby 'Megan' -- after you. We love you so much and you've brought such happiness to our lives -- you and Josh. The middle name is going to be 'Grace' after Katelyn and Fiona's mother, plus she'll have a choice of first names all the way through her life."
"I teared up. "Thank you. You didn't have to do that. I'm so honored that you think of me this way." I hugged and kissed Stacy on the lips then did the same to Fiona. My mother looked on in pleased amazement over what was taking place and how we interacted. In the distance I heard the persistent click of the camera.
"How will we know when to go over to the Cochran Chapel?" my mother finally asked trying to refocus our attention on the last of the dressing details and the wedding.
Fiona responded, "Ray will call my cell phone with a five minute warning. If you look out your window you can still see a lot of people arriving at the church. They have to walk by here to get to it -- oh, there goes Uncle Ted and Aunt Mel." I peeked out the window over her shoulder.
Fi went on, "When we get the signal we'll all troop over and the ushers will be ready for us in the foyer off the Chapel." She turned to my mother and said, "You'll be seated then the processional will begin. Did I tell you there's a jazz group in addition to the organ?"
"NO," I said surprised. "That's wonderful." I hugged Fiona again. "Again, with a tear in my eye I thanked her for all her hard work." Fiona explained how she'd adjusted the service to get some modern music into the wedding service.
We sat and chatted as we waited for the phone call. Jeremy hung in there with us taking photos for a while then slipped away. "Time to get the groom's side of things," he'd told us.
Ten minutes later the phone rang. Ray told Fiona to wait another five minutes then come over. We waited then slowly walked downstairs.
The Cochran Chapel on the Phillips Academy campus is a huge, red brick church with a slate roof that telegraphs establishment and strong New England roots. It has a steeple that is clearly a direct line with God. The setting, with large trees around it, is right out of a storybook.
Our little entourage walked slowly from the Inn to the Chapel, a distance of only a hundred yards. Alex walked behind me holding my short train and skirt off the ground as I held the front of my gown up a foot or so. We ascended the dozen or so stairs to the front entrance of the building.
Ray, Carl, Doug, Greg and David were all there as ushers for the wedding as well as groomsmen. Jeremy snapped photos from a corner of the vestibule. Ray and Carl escorted my mother down the aisle. I know she loved arriving with a handsome young man on each arm, plus she did look very fetching in her wedding dress. Even for a middle-aged woman she'd retained her youthful shape. We all peeked in the huge door, as it swung open. The sanctuary was full of people on both sides of the church. We let the door swing shut.
"Daddy are you ready to go?" I asked as I hugged my Dad's arm to me.
"Yes. I want to tell you I am so proud of you, Megan," my Dad said. "You and Amy have been a delight to me every day of my life since your arrival on this planet. And your boyfriend and friends are all such wonderful people; I love them all. Most make me wish I was thirty years younger too!" He gave me a kiss and reached over and squeezed Amy's hand. I loved my Dad.
Carl and Ray arrived back at the huge doors to the sanctuary and propped them open. We stood out of sight off to one side. They had laid out a snow-white runner for me to walk on down the entire aisle of the church. Further, they'd draped both sides of the aisle with a running garland of greenery with white flowers woven into it. At each pew, a bouquet graced the aisle.
Fiona came up, "Oh, I almost forgot your bouquet." She thrust into my hand a large and beautiful gathering of spring flowers. A small handle had been created for me to clasp as I held the flowers. She passed out smaller bouquets to the other women.
The groomsmen slipped down a side aisle to join the groom at the front of the church. Jeremy took a few more shots then left to get down front to photograph the entrance processional and the main part of the wedding.
We all heard the organ crank up with the wedding processional -- our cue! My sister led the procession to the front of the church followed by Fiona and Stacy walking side by side; Stacy's 'bump' a prominence hard to miss. Katelyn and Beth followed together at the appropriate interval followed by Beth. As they arrived at the front of the church, each bridesmaid set her flowers on a small table in front of the first pew.
The minister and my friends formed a circle on the large raised platform at the front of the sanctuary. Each woman joined her partner as she arrived at the stage so the circle was not the traditional men on one side and women on the other. Josh stood alone in the midst of the circle as the others held hands in a circle around him.
My Dad escorted me down the aisle. As we passed the first pew I set my flowers on the small table. At the circle, Amy and Greg dropped their hands to admit me into the circle. Just before I left his arm, Dad gave me a kiss and I walked into the circle to face Josh. My Dad walked back to the first pew and my mother stood and joined him; they walked up to the circle and joined hands between Amy and Greg. The people that loved us most surrounded Josh and me.
The minister began, "Thank you all for joining this couple as they openly pledge their Love to each other today. This union represents a desire by Josh and Megan to share and explore life more fully with each other, to add strength and support to one another, and, through each other, to amplify the joy the Universe provides us all and the Love they feel for each other and for Life."
At that point Fiona broke from the circle and came to the front of the group on stage. She recited a poem perfectly. It was Elizabeth Barrett Browning's 'Sonnet Number 43' - 'How Do I Love Thee, Let Me Count the Ways'. I got all choked up as she finished.
As Fi rejoined the circle, the minister continued; "Josh and Megan are adults and give themselves to the other freely. They cherish this union and all it represents. They encourage each other's journeys through life, being not a tether but added strength in those travels; being not a yoke but a constant companion, whether present or not; being committed to the other without ownership; caring without possessing; and striving to help each other be complete individuals."
Katelyn now broke from the circle and came forward to face the congregation. Like her sister she flawless recited Susan Polis Shultz's poem, 'Celebrate Love'. As she read I realized the poem had the under current not only about love but also about sharing orgasms with the one you love, and in fact, doing it rather publicly. As she finished and turned, Katelyn gave me a wink then kissed Carl as she rejoined the circle.
The minister picked up the thread of the service again; "The bonding agent for this union is Love. All of us here today share in that Love for this couple and for each other. Please join hands so that the Love can flow through us all." The entire church rustled as people held hands. I could see people reaching across the pews so that even pews were connected together.
The reverend went on in a strong voice, "The Love Josh and Megan share will not court jealousy, for where there is jealousy there is no love. This Love will encompass others, for where there is Love it expands to be inclusive. This Love has many levels, for Love is physical and spiritual, personal and familial, an honor and a joy. Love is why we're here."
At this point Stacy broke from the circle and waddled to the front. She had a silly grin at the humor of her appearance. She recited e. e. cummings' poem 'i carry your heart with me.'
Behind me the jazz combo started to play. A beautiful and young redheaded woman in a shimmery black cocktail dress came forward from the corner where she'd been sitting. I knew from Fiona that her name was Renee Olstead and that she'd done some jazz recordings. She did a beautiful rendition of the well-known song by Amy Grant, 'That's What Love is For.' She was so professional in how she handled the song, and her voice was so pure that by the end there wasn't a dry eye in the house. Led by our whole circle, the whole congregation applauded enthusiastically. The song certainly underscored all the reasons to love someone.
Alex came forward at that point, facing the hundreds in the pews and recited a Roy Croft poem that started with the line, 'I love you not only for what you are, but for what I am when I am with you.' I couldn't help stifling a little sob as she spoke of the love I felt for Josh. I looked at Josh and he had a tear running down his cheek.
Beth replaced Alex at center stage and read a poem by Duval with the last line 'When I met you I had no idea where our relationship would lead us; how beautiful you would make my world. But now I know without a doubt, the luckiest day of my life was the day that I met you.' Beth turned and blew me a kiss as she returned to her place in the circle.
The minister refocused everyone on the circle by asking, "Josh, please state your vows to Megan; and Megan your vows to Josh." The circle parted so that everyone in the congregation could watch the two of us.
Josh held both my hands in his. I got all teary as I looked in his beautiful blue-grey eyes. He began speaking with a strong clear voice, "Megan, I, Josh Bannock, will be your partner forever. I will cherish you and this union, and hold your joy above my own. I will love you more each new day and always treat you with the utmost care and respect. There is no circumstance that you will face in which you will not find my full support and my Love. There will be nothing that I do not share with you. I pledge you my Love."
I had a tear running down my face as he squeezed my hands in his. He looked at me with such love. I began to speak, trying to remember to speak up so everyone could hear me, "Josh, I, Megan Watson, pledge you my Love and life forever. I will cherish you and our marriage, be devoted to you, be supportive of you, be respectful of you, be caring of you, be sharing with you, and be loving with you always. Your joy will be my joy, your burden mine to help carry, your dreams mine to help make happen, your life my happiness to embrace."
After a short silence, the minister said, "These vows of love stand before us all on this happy and joyous day for Megan and Josh."
The jazz combo started another song and Renee Olstead stood again. She smiled at us then sang a jazzy version of 'Our Love Is Here to Stay.' Again, she got a large round of applause from everyone. I wondered how Fiona found such great talent and then gotten them to appear at my wedding.
The minister started again as soon as the song ended; "Having witnessed these vows and by the power vested in me by the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, I am happy to now pronounce Josh Bannock and Megan Watson as man and wife." He held his arms in the air in the form of a blessing from the universe over the two of us.
I moved into Josh's arms as he embraced me and he kissed me. I fought to hold back my tears of happiness. After our perfunctory kiss I hugged him and he held me. For that brief second, the whole world disappeared and I felt the infinite depth of our Love.
We turned and the circle of our dear friends swarmed in and surrounded us for a minute with hugs and kisses. Then the circle parted and allowed us forward. Everyone stood and applauded about that time. The jazz combo started again and as we led the exit procession, Renee sang 'I Want a Sunday Kind of Love' -- a dreamy love song that had many people swaying in time to the music.
Josh and I reached the back of the church and I suddenly realized I had no idea what to do next. Fiona appeared a few seconds later as her part of the processional reached the back. She herded us all into a receiving line and as the first couple came from the sanctuary she routed them into the line. That started the line so that eventually we were congratulated and met everyone that had been in the service.
After a round of photos with all sorts of combinations of people and relatives, we filed into a large limousine and were whisked about two miles away to the posh Andover Country Club for our reception. More photos were taken there followed by all the pre-dinner silliness that goes on. Dinner started with round after round of toasts and glass tapping so Josh and I would kiss.
After dinner we cut the cake and sedately did not mash the cake into each other's faces. We did kiss a lot, however. We did the traditional dances with each other, with Dad and Mom, with relatives, and then with everybody. The band was rocking' and the crowd hung in there and enjoyed the great music right up to the end. I was glad too that the jazz quartet and Renee Olstead reappeared for a half-hour gig while the rock band took a break.
Things broke up at midnight when the band finally stopped.
Josh's sisters, their husbands and the others headed back to the Andover Inn. I suggested that Amy come with us into Boston since it was now definite that she'd go with us to the Island down in the Caribbean for the coming week. My parents actually thought that was a wonderful idea and were glad we'd get some time together. I told Mom and Dad that we'd drive up to New Hampshire tomorrow afternoon for a more relaxed visit before we left on Monday.



Thus, Josh, Amy and I piled into the limousine to ride back to the condo. We stopped by the Inn so Amy could collect her luggage. Josh had arranged for Jeremy and Alex to drive the Porsche back after ensuring that no one was in danger of getting a DUI if they got stopped.
In the living room of the condo, I quickly shed my wedding gown, returning to the 'something borrowed, something blue' lacy undies I'd borrowed from Alex that morning. I ditched the bra too. Amy took my cue and shed the bridesmaid dress, ending similarly dressed to me. Josh had gone off to get out of his tuxedo.
Josh came back into the living room just as Amy finished shedding her clothes. He stopped short at the edge of the hallway clearly wondering if he should be seeing my sister in her state of undress. He gave a little "Ahem" to announce his arrival. He'd put on some cutoffs and a t-shirt, yet Amy and I together had less on than he did.
"Do you want some privacy while you change?" he asked to no one in particular.
"No," I replied. "We're fine. Come on in."
As he came forward into the room, I could watch his eyes jerking back and forth between Amy and me. I could actually see him comparing me with my sister -- our hips, the outline of our mons -- both clearly visible through our undies, our butts, the line of our backs, and our breasts -- now free from the confines of our dresses and frilly brassieres.
I went to him and pressed my body against him. "You are over dressed for the occasion." I lifted his t-shirt from his body. He cooperated but with a face full of questions.
I rubbed the front of his pants, creating a lump of sizeable proportions. Amy watched us as she carefully folded her dress over the back of the sofa.
Amy said, "Shouldn't you two be off 'consummating' or whatever it is newly married folk are supposed to do on their wedding night?" She grinned at us.
I undid Josh's belt as I replied, "Why yes. We'll 'consummate' right here. We need sisterly supervision, I think. Will you instruct us, oh wise older sister, in how to properly 'consummate'?" Josh's pants hit the floor; he'd gone commando and his large cock flopped out into the open air.
Amy came over to us. "First off, I need a 'real' kiss from my new brother-in-law." She flattened herself against Josh -- much to his surprise -- and engaged him in one very hot and very sensual kiss that lasted over a minute and obviously had lots of tongue in it.
I knelt beside the pair and as they separated I turned Josh to me and grabbed his rising cock. "I think I need to do something with this tube, don't I?" I asked Amy.
She knelt beside me as Josh stood and looked down at us, 'Yes, sis. You have to lick and suck this until it is 'done'."
I lapped at his cock, barely touching his penis. "Like this? Is this good enough? Oh, and how do I know when it's done?" I asked Amy again.
"No, no, no," she said in a mock scolding voice. "You're doing it all wrong. Here, let me show you." Amy grabbed Josh's cock and slid her hand up and down his shaft a few times than sank her mouth over the end completely, gradually working the shaft all the way into her mouth until there was no more cock showing -- a full deep throat.
Amy yanked her mouth off Josh's cock; he let out a long moan and an "Oh shit!" She said to me, "Now you try it."
I slurped onto his cock, not at all put off by the pre-cum that was rapidly materializing nor the generous dose of saliva my sister had left. This time, I jammed Josh's cock down my throat to show Amy I really did know what I was doing.
Josh moaned again. "If you keep doing that I won't last long."
"Maybe I don't want you to, husband -- 'temporary husband.'" I told him.
"Well 'temporary wife,' you and your beautiful sister will get a face full of cum if you persist," he said.
I let Amy inhale his penis again. I said to Josh as I looked up at him, "Maybe we'll just have to take that risk." I gave a happy grin. Josh was now hard as a rock. I stood a peeled off my little thong undies and as Amy sucked on Josh, pulled her undies down her legs. We were all nude.
Amy pulled off Josh and said, "I actually think he's 'done.' Now lie down on the couch and let him 'consummate.'" She emphasized the words.
I lay back as Amy guided Josh to a kneeling position in front of me. He thrust forward and impaled me on his pole. Now I groaned as I clutched his shoulders then kissed him with passion. Josh pumped steadily and rapidly into my cunt. I could feel my muscles clutching him to me, tightening my vagina as he stroked into it.
I looked at Amy who had sat beside me on the sofa, "Is this enough of a 'consummation'?"
"You're doing fine, but save some for your big sis." She leaned in and kissed me then ran her mouth and tongue down my neck to my breasts. She sucked on a breast until my nipple rose to meet her attentions.
"Amy, lie back. Josh, make love to my sister -- fuck her."
The two repositioned. Amy grabbed Josh's cock and directed it to her wet pussy. He gently pushed into her but Amy pushed her body towards his to accelerate the process of joining.
"Oh, Josh, that's wonderful. You feel so good in me. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Oh, I love you. You are the best brother-in-law ever! Oooooooooh fuuuuuuuck!"
Josh pounded into Amy as I now leaned across and kissed her and then suckled on her nearest breast. I used one hand to roam all over her body, often reaching down and rubbing her clitoris as my new husband thrust his rigid penis into her vagina, her cunt, her pussy. I felt so stimulated as I watched the couple.
Amy came and shortly thereafter came again. I loved multi-orgasmic women, particularly since I'm one myself. Maybe all women are if they let themselves go into the moment. Amy was into the moment.
"Josh, go back to Megan. Make love to Megan."
Josh yanked his cock from Amy's pussy, making her moan loudly at the sudden withdrawal. "I'll be back," he said in an Arnold Schwarzenegger voice.
He came and thrust back into me. I reached beside me and diddled my sister as he resumed his pounding. Amy held her legs back to allow me access and to provide Josh a sight picture of her open pussy.
"I'm there," Josh announced. He pounded into me a few more times then deeply imbedded in my pussy, he exploded sending an ocean of cum into me. I came too, relishing the sweetness of our love and the passion of the moment.
I rolled Josh to our sides towards Amy. She helped pull him up on the couch, a good move except his penis disengaged from my body.
"Oh, look," Amy said. "Hot cum ... and all for me." She knelt on the floor and cleaned Josh just as the first rivulet of cum started to exit my creamy slit. Amy then lapped and probed deep into my slit as she tried to get every last drop of Josh's cum.
"He tastes good," Amy said to me at one point. "An excellent choice. You did well, Sis." I liked her emphasis on our sisterhood; a little incest is good for the soul. I neared an orgasm but chose to hold off for now. I knew I'd have further opportunities that evening.
When she finished, Amy came up behind Josh again and we smothered him with kisses.
From the shadows of the entryway we then got an ovation, well, two people clapping. Jeremy and Alex had been standing there watching us for some period of time. I'd never heard the elevator door open to admit them.
As I looked I realized they hadn't exactly been standing there watching, they'd been doing some other stuff too. Both were nude and I could see small trace of cum running down Alex's leg. They'd fucked as they watched us apparently.
"You guys put on a great show," Jeremy said as they approached. "I hope you don't mind, we used your performances as the basis for visual stimulation as we engaged in similar activities."
I patted the sofa beside me. "Come and join us." Jeremy slid in behind me with a kiss. Alex nestled in behind Amy cupping her breasts as she kissed her shoulder. Amy seemed very receptive and leaned back to kiss Alex, albeit from an awkward angle.
Josh told them, "I got surprised. I didn't know my new sister-in-law could be so ... so cooperative, so lovely, so sexy, so squishy, so tight. What a nice welcome to the family. How long were you guys there by the way?"
Alex said with a chuckle, "Well, we watched the 'official' consummation then the handoff to Amy and then the crescendo back in the bride's steamy cunt. We came about the same time you guys did. I moaned a lot but I guess no one heard me."
Amy had turned more towards Alex. She used a finger to stroke up Alex's thigh, capturing a finger's worth of Jeremy's cum. She drew the finger to her mouth and tasted the mixture.
"Yummm," Amy exclaimed. "Everyone tastes so good tonight. It must have been something in the wedding cake. I might like to try that one too, if there's no objection." She gestured over to Jeremy's tumescent cock.
"There's no objection in this extended family," Alex told her gesturing to Jeremy. He smiled.
"Tonight, though, I'd like to be with my sis and new brother-in-law," Amy said thoughtfully. "I've decided to join you all in the Caribbean, however, so we'll have time to play I'm sure."
Alex pulled her into a kiss. She said, "Why don't you go with them ... and then, if Josh and Megan haven't totally tired you out, come and find us. Wake us if we've drifted off. You're too good to miss."
The five of us rose and headed off to the two bedrooms.
Amy and I sucked on Josh together a while, restoring his full-sized penis to a highly excited state. We took turns deep throating him. His staying power had been enhanced after one climax so we were able to play more without worrying about someone tipping over the edge.
Josh and I then worked Amy over for half an hour. We took turns bringing her to several orgasms with tongues, fingers, and hands. We found Amy's G-spot and, as I can be sometimes, she turned out to be a squirter. We were covered in her girl juice yet couldn't get enough of it.
Josh and Amy worked me over, making lots of snide comments that I started about the slut bride. I explained carefully to them in a panting voice, "Many 'temporary girlfriends' become 'temporary wives' which is the same as being a 'slut bride.' We love people and the people we love we fuck! So let's fuck."
On that note, Josh rose and drove his hard cock into me again. He pulled out right away and repeated the process on my sister.
"Amy, come over my face. I want to eat you," I directed.
As Josh plunged back into me, Amy dropped her pussy over me. My tongue and fingers returned to her pussy again, driving up into her as Josh drove his cock into me.
"Oh, God, I love sex. I love you both so much," I gasped.
A few minutes later as I fisted her cunt as she squatted over me, Amy exploded again with another emission of her ejaculate. Josh and I were covered by her orgasmic rush and didn't mind a bit.
Amy collapsed on the bed beside me, grabbing Josh's cock from my pussy and licking all the juices off of him. Josh picked her up and turned her so he could drive into her body. This time I knelt over Amy's face and she duplicated the moves I'd just done to her on my body. I came as well, my juices squirting mostly over Amy's face, neck and chest.
As I rolled to the side to recover, Josh said, "I'm near. Where would you like this load?"
"Oh, Josh," I told him, "Cum in my sister. Cum deep in her body like you do in mine. I want you to give her your love juice."
I'd no sooner finished that I could tell his climax had started. He thrust into Amy a few more times as she shrieked with delight. Then the two of them climaxed together, Amy wrapping her arms and legs around my new husband as he jettisoned his creamy cum in her body." I stroked Josh's back as he started to breath again then we kissed passionately. We leaned in and kissed Amy passionately too.
"I may never go back to Paris," Amy exclaimed. "This is the best sex I've ever had. Oh, I love you both so much." She hugged us both to her naked body.
"We may not let you go," I whispered. "I think we should make you our sex slave."
"Oh, I like that idea," Amy and Josh both said simultaneously. We all laughed.
I went down on Josh and cleaned his cock then ate a lot of his cum from my sister's pussy. She cooperated by spreading her legs wide for me as Josh held her and nibbled on her nipples.
Amy and I snuggled into Josh and we both made sleepy noises. The bed was a giant wet spot but no one seemed to mind.
Amy then said, "Oh, I have to be some place nice, I think."
I went, "Huh?"
She said, "Alex and Jeremy invited me too, remember?"
I giggled and said, "Then get your pretty ass down the hall and be ready for a treat."
Amy left with a smile.
Josh and I snuggled into each other's arms just as we heard a shriek of joy from Alex. "Are you ready for the honeymoon?" he asked.
The next installment, 'Temporary Girlfriend: The Honeymoon,' will follow in a few weeks. You comments, votes and suggestions are all welcome.
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This is the fourth story in the 'Temporary Girlfriend' series. This two-part story captures the essence of Megan's honeymoon and the remarkable things they learned from a 'teacher.' This story will be enhanced by reading the earlier parts of the 'TG' series, however, you can read this as a stand alone story. Enjoy. Vote. Write your comments. Add me to your 'Favorites'. Namasté.
*
I'm married. Wow!
I'm Mrs. Megan Bannock.
Do I like that name? I could keep my maiden name – Watson; I could remain Megan Watson. Josh could become Josh Watson instead of Josh Bannock. I could do a hyphen: Mrs. Megan Watson-Bannock or Mrs. Megan Bannock-Watson. We could both do a hyphen. Decisions. Decisions. I'd have to talk to Josh when he and the other guys got back from their golf game. I thought it amazing we hadn't thought about this in the year we were engaged.
As I pondered my name and other deep questions, I floated in the pool at the L'Oasis, a private villa we'd arranged for our honeymoon party on several acres of land on St. Marteen in the Netherlands Antilles. The estate consisted of a large Moroccan-style home with seven master bedrooms, several other bedrooms, two pools – an Olympic size 'negative edge' pool by the house and a smaller pool down by the beach, an eight person Jacuzzi (that we had fourteen people in the night before), and a vista of the waters where the Caribbean Sea kisses the Atlantic Ocean.
The view from the patio around the pool was spectacular. One perspective looked across the water to some of the hills making up the rest of St. Marteen; the other view looked across the Caribbean Sea where dozens of small yachts and ketches played against the azure sea. Further, the temperature was a balmy eighty-five degrees.
There were fourteen of us partying at L'Oasis – all on our honeymoon: Josh and I, the newly weds as of three days earlier; Ray, Stacy and Fiona – the ménage a trois surrounding Fiona, one of Josh's sisters; Carl and Katelyn – Josh's other sister; Doug and Beth – intimate friends of Carl and Katelyn and now all of us; my sister Amy; and two guys that had been Josh and my flight instructors for the Cessna Citation jet – Greg and Dave.
Josh and I had flown Carl, Katelyn, Doug, Beth and Amy down in a rented Cessna Citation. We rented a plane because I had crash landed Josh's Citation about four weeks earlier when I'd had landing gear problems. This trip was the first I'd flown since the crash. I was reluctant to pilot the Citation down to the Island but Josh insisted so that I would get my 'sea legs' back after the accident. By the time I landed I had regained some of my excitement about aviation.
Josh and I hadn't participated, however, all our passengers availed themselves of the opportunity to join the Mile High Club during our flight to St. Marteen's from Boston – with a refueling stopover in Jacksonville mandated by headwinds on the trip down. Once during the flight a very odiferous and nude Amy came into the cockpit and kissed the two of us. She tried to persuade Josh to come back and make love to her but he begged off in favor of a more relaxed time in the evening.
Greg and Dave had flown the rest of our revelers down in a twelve-passenger Lear Jet they'd borrowed from the Wichita Flight Safety Center where they worked and were part owners. As in the other plane, the passengers – and pilots taking turns in this case – played in the Mile High Club on their way to the Island. Fiona, of course, insisted on having her picture taken sitting naked on Greg's lap and impaled on his long cock as they flown along at 40,000-feet. Alex took the pornographic picture but only if Fiona took a similar photo of her. There were other photos too that Jeremy later shared with us from his laptop.
We'd landed in mid-afternoon on Monday and it was almost five o'clock by the time our large party got to L'Oasis. We were all nude in the pool within five minutes of our arrival. Everyone understood the Island's dress code.
We found the Villa well stocked for our arrival and soon everyone had a beer or wine and hors d'oeuvres to nibble on as they basked in the sun or floated in the upper pool. We were a frisky bunch and there proved to be no end of erotic play and suggestions about how we could all spend our night. A few of us ran down the steps to the beach and splashed in the Caribbean just to feel the soft salt water on our bodies.
The first night at the Villa Josh, Amy and I made love to one another, taking turns being the one being pleasured by the other two. Even with the events of the past few days and our love making the previous night I remained incredulous yet ecstatic about my sudden bisexual relationship with my sister. She told me she felt the same way and we both agreed that neither of us wanted to change back to the way things were before.
Amy and I woke early and went for a run down the beach. Both of us conceded the use of sports bras to control the sway and oscillation of our breasts as we ran. Both of us shed our bras and running shorts as soon as we returned to the Villa. We were sitting nude in the kitchen talking as some of the others started to arrive in a similar state of dress.
The kitchen in the Villa opened into a huge family room and into a media center in another direction. A formal dining room that could seat us all opened into a Great Room, complete with a cathedral ceiling and a balcony running around the upstairs perimeter off of which the large bedrooms flowed. Even for its size, the house design favored close and intimate relationships. Outside the bedrooms a shared porch ran the length of the house and looked out over the Caribbean.
Amy and I welcomed people into the kitchen by walking up to the individual and pressing our bodies into them as we gave them a sincere and loving kiss. The response proved unanimous: every person not only kissed back but reflected our sexual feelings for them back to us. Most of the men displayed other signs of excitement at our 'good morning' kiss.
Eventually everyone sat in some way in the kitchen or nearby family room area, all of us focused on each other and the planned events for the day.
Josh told us all, "There are two planned events for the day. First, there are two tee times at a nearby golf course in an hour. Who would like to play – raise your hands?"
Ray, Carl, Jeremy, Greg, David and Doug's hands all went up instantly; Beth's hand also rose. Josh said, "OK, the eight of us should get ready to go now. We should be back by three o'clock. This will work out well because at four o'clock there is a special event that you should all be here for. In the meantime, please no love making or sexing around."
A chorus of "What's going to happen?" and "Is someone coming?" echoed through the kitchen of the Villa, particularly from those of us that weren't going golfing. We were all curious about his secret.
Josh explained, "I won't tell you the details for what happens at four – and into the evening too, I might add, but you will want to save your sexual juices and erotic feelings. I guarantee you will all like what happens – even love it. By the way, you should be dressed casually at four."
Several in our group probed Josh for details but he was resolute in not providing any further information.
As Josh went up to change into his golfing clothes, I followed him. In our bedroom I locked him in a passionate embrace and pushed my pussy up his leg, begging for a quickie – and information about what was going to happen.
Josh said stoicly, "No sex. No further information." He gave me a sly little grin. He pushed me away from him, kissed me on the nose and sat me firmly on the bed. I pushed my lower lip out in a mock pout.
"You don't love me," I told him in a last futile attempt to elicit his secrets for the afternoon from him.
He finished dressing, came and kissed me on the nose again. He said, "I love you very much and will love you more than ever later – and forever, in fact. Now you be a good golf widow and I'll see you later, Darling. Oh, yes, behave yourself." He disappeared. I followed along behind but it was only to watch him join the others and see them disappear in the cars to the golf links.
Amy, Fiona, Stacy, Alex, Katelyn and I congregated in the kitchen. They expected that I knew something about the four o'clock event. I didn't and it took a few minutes of intense grilling and persuasion before they believed I knew as little as they did.
Alex, Fiona and Katelyn went off to the beach area in the nude to swim in the ocean and then relax around the lower pool. Stacy announced she was going to take a morning nap or read or both; she waddled off towards the living room with a paperback and I watched her curl up on the sofa and go right to sleep, her nude and pregnant body laying on its side in a way so her baby girl put the least pressure on any vital organs. I teared up now every time I looked at her swollen belly because my namesake was in there, just a few weeks from her arrival in this world.
Later, Amy and I went to the big pool and after finding some floats, set out to lounge around the pool. We shared a few erotic moments when we took turns applying sun tan lotion in liberal amounts to each of our bodies, paying particularly attention to "tits and clits" as Amy said. Other than that we behaved ourselves.
The two of us had a rich talk, catching up on each other's lives. The difference from earlier times we'd seen each other was that now we had this new dimension that we could both talk about with each other – our sex lives. By the time we pulled our naked bodies from the pool, I was surprised the water hadn't boiled away. We had both shared most of the significant sexual events in our lives and bonded with each other in a unique and erotic way that we had never done before.
"Details. Details. Details," Amy implored me. "Come on I want details about how this Caribbean Orgy all came to pass. Go back to day one!"
That was how we started, yet some of the stories and events I shared with her went back to when I lost my virginity in high school, a threesome I'd had several times with an old boyfriend, my Sapphic relationship with Alex, another threesome, meeting Josh, and then all the various combinations I'd had over the past year leading up to this week on the Island.
Amy shared with me the details of a swing club she and a prior boyfriend had frequented, then her integration into a neighborhood in California where she ended up adopting a less lusty and more loving approach to her sex life, the latter providing a more satisfying set of relationships and feelings for her. We also talked about bisexuality and how it was different for women and men.
We talked about our values around relationships and sex and how they'd morphed over the years to where they were now. Somehow, quite independently of each other, we were pretty neutral on monogamy, believing we could each love more than one person at a time and, in fact, had or did. Further, neither of us wanted to be 'owned,' or to 'own' someone else; we wanted mature adult-adult relationships amongst equals. We both believed that our sexuality led to personal growth in many different ways and that we didn't think exclusivity supported our growth – we needed to be with other people in many different ways, including sexually.
"Life is too short to allow someone you feel you have chemistry with to pass by in an unfulfilled relationship," Amy told me; I agreed. "That said, I believe that sex is only one way to express your feelings and emotions for another person. These days the atmosphere has to be right, the ambience right, for me to get the most from hooking up with someone."
I chided her, "So is that why you got into the Mile High Club so quickly?" I shot her a teasing grin.
Amy laughed, "Well, to tell you the truth, every guy you hang around with turns me on. Maybe I'm lining up for sloppy seconds, but I think Doug and Carl are super and generous lovers, not to mention their wives. We were all in seventh heaven in the back of that plane as we romped around. Thank you for providing the forum for me to lose my high altitude virginity and to bond more deeply with everybody; I will forever be able to hold my head up high knowing I am a well-qualified member of the Club." She gave me a lecherous grin.
Amy and I fixed salads for everyone, leaving one covered for Stacy who still slept in the living room. We carried our lunch and those for the others down to the beach joining Alex, Fiona and Katelyn. They were sitting in a triangle talking away when we arrived. They opened their circle to include us, and soon all of us launched into lunch and discussion of the major assets of the masseuses I'd arranged for the female members of the bridal party the morning of my wedding.
About two o'clock, I announced my short nap, carried the lunch dishes back to the house, and launched myself into the pool on my float again. I instantly slept awaking about an hour later as I heard the cars pull into the driveway.
The golfers arrived full of good cheer and recounting various elements of their game, duffed shots, and questionable scoring. I got out of the pool and greeted them all, continuing to enjoy the long period of my daytime nudity. I'd have to remember to ask Josh about going to a nudist retreat some time.
After a few minutes regrouping, Josh went down to the beach to herd the women down there back to the main house and into some clothes. I headed to our bedroom for a quick shower and some shorts and a colorful top. Josh joined me but carefully avoided physical contact with me as he showered and dressed. The lack of contact almost wound me up as tight as if we'd touched and teased each other, perhaps because it was so obvious an omission in our normal behavior.
One by one everyone joined us in the living room until all fourteen of us sat there looking at Josh.
He said, "Just be patient. We're to have a visitor I arranged. There is no part of this you won't enjoy and treasure for the rest of your lives. Our visitor will be here any moment, I'm sure."
We chatted until Doug heard a car in the driveway. "Someone's just arrived," he announced.
Josh said to us all, "I'll welcome our guest. Just wait here." He left the room and headed towards the front door of the Villa.
I heard the door open then some greeting sounds and friendly conversation between Josh and a woman.Joyous laughter came from the hallway.
Seconds later, Josh ushered a tall middle-aged Indian woman into the living room. She had long, jet black hair and nearly matching eyes beautifully set in her angular face. She carried herself in a stately manner and through her colorful sari I could see her magnificent figure.
Josh said, "I would like to introduce you all to Alyssa Ramahandra. Please tell her your names as you greet her."
We'd all stood and Alyssa went to Doug who was nearest the door. She stood facing him as he put his hand out in a greeting and told her, "I'm Doug."
Alyssa moved inside his outstretched arm and embraced him in a hug and kissed him on the left cheek. She said, "And I am Alyssa – your teacher and your new love."
Doug look puzzled.
Alyssa moved to Beth. She said, "I am Beth – Doug's wife." She too held her hand out in the very American form of greeting.
Alyssa moved inside her arm too and hugged Beth to her as she'd done before. "Beth, I am Alyssa – your teacher and your new love."
Alyssa repeated the process around the room until she'd completed our circle of fourteen. In the end she and Josh shared an even tighter embrace and kiss.
We all looked on with a great sense of puzzlement yet now stood awed by the impressive personality of this woman. Warmth and love emanated not only from her body but also from her very essence.
Josh motioned for us all to sit and we did. "You are all probably puzzled by Alyssa's presence with us. Alyssa is my guru, my teacher, and one of the first women in my life that I loved and still love with great devotion."
He locked eyes with me and I could tell by the smile and his laughing eyes that he had so much more to tell.
Josh went on, "When I was twenty-two and just out of college I dated a girl who told me I needed to take up tantric sex if I ever expected to get to third base with her – let alone home plate. At the time I thought it might be an interesting endeavor and, as it turned out, I had a misguided idea of what tantric sex was all about. I was at a lusty age and the idea of infinitely long orgasms and bringing irresistible pleasures to your partner stimulated my interest. The girlfriend eventually disappeared but my interest in Tantra and in particular tantric sex remained."
A few heads nodded in acknowledgement but not in understanding of where the afternoon was going.
He continued, "It turns out Tantra is so much more than some interesting sexual techniques. The process the way Alyssa taught me dealt with my holistic self – my Mind, Body and Spirit. I got these parts of my life in alignment and felt the richer for it."
Josh looked at me and smiled, "I've tried some of the techniques and things I remember on Megan, but I've forgotten so much I wanted a refresher. Further, as I got into graduate school and then the Bannock Foundation, I got out of balance – way too much work and not enough attention to the other parts of my life. Megan has restored some of that balance and I want to enter my new relationship with her with both of us balanced and complete individuals."
He continued, "We've proven beyond a doubt to each other that we are a very lusty and loving group of people - a fact I thank the Universe for every day. That said, however, I wanted Megan and me to start our marriage not only with a western view of our sexuality but also a deep appreciation of the philosophy and practices of tantric sex – a more eastern view of thing. I know from what I've learned it will make our lives more delicious and full of joy. Moreover I thought it might interest you so I invited Alyssa to come down to the Island and join us for a few days and play teacher as well as enjoy the Villa with us."
Ray said, "I've heard of tantric sex but that's about all." Several other heads nodded to indicate their same level of awareness.
Alyssa spoke in her pure voice; "Tantra actually started about six-thousand years ago for many of the same reasons the protestant movement started in the western world in the 1500s. The religious movement that preceded it was corrupt, stifling, controlling, and had reached a point where it forbad sex for any reason other than procreation. Tantra re-launched a beautiful spirituality and embedded in it an appreciation of sex for procreation, for pleasure, and for spiritual connection with the Universe and your partner. The focus became completeness for the individual in terms of Mind, Body and Spirit."
Josh stepped in again, "The balance I spoke of a moment ago is a journey not an end point. Tantric sex is much the same. As I found some sort of Mind, Body and Spiritual balance, I also found I became a better lover. I produced more pleasure for my dates and for myself, made the right things last longer, and eliminated inessentials. I could be more genuine and intimate in my relationships and found new and exciting meaning in those couplings. I was a better person and now I need to re-ground myself in some of those fundamentals."
Josh spoke softly, "Alyssa, tell us about what you'll teach us this week – if we're lucky." He smiled at her.
"Based on what Josh has told me about you and your passionate times together, I believe you would like to find out how to extend and even heighten the pleasure you give and derive from each other. In the short time I can spend with you I will show you some techniques, however, this area is about energy management – sexual energy management by your conscious and unconscious mind."



She paused and assessed our circle; "Through this teaching I will bring you my own perspectives on energy, balance and spirituality, and how they too enhance our sexuality and the connectedness we feel with one another – and with the Universe. We will only scratch the surface this week."
Fiona said, "I find this fascinating and ... well, how do we start?"
Alyssa took a chair Josh brought for her. She said, "Please, everyone, sit forward on the edge of your seat – back straight, eyes open and alert."
There was a shuffling around the room as we shifted towards the front of our chairs or the sofa. Even Stacy, heavy with child, levered herself up and to the edge of the chair she'd claimed.
She continued, "First, I want you to breath from deep inside you, from your chest then you're your abdomen and then from your sexual organs." The room filled with the sound of deep breathing.
Alyssa went on, "Now, slowly engage in eye contact with another. Be quiet. Just talk through your eyes. Don't spend more than a minute or so in contact with any one person."
I locked eyes with Katelyn and we smiled and held each other's gaze for a while. I broke off and moved until Amy and I found eye contact. Several more times I shifted and had contact with my friends.
After about ten minutes of observing us and occasionally participating, Alyssa said, "What did you feel in each of these transactions?"
Stacy said, "I wanted to make a deeper connection – this seemed too superficial. By the way, the baby liked the deep breaths; she kicked a lot."
Carl spoke, "I wanted to know what the person was thinking, sometimes about me but also just in general."
Beth commented, "I wanted some physical contact with the person."
I said, "I sensed different moods in people but realized I'd made up a story about each person and what they were thinking."
Several others shared similar comments about the hollow nature of the connections yet acknowledged that there had been a connection of some sort.
Alyssa said, "Now I want you to hold the person's hands as you look into their eyes – make physical contact and this time hold each person's eyes for five minutes or more. Initially choose someone other than your regular partner. Go ahead restart."
I recalled several times Josh and I had done this, staring into each other's eyes for long time periods. Each time my heart gushed with love and affection for him; he told me he'd felt the same way.
Jeremy and I teamed up. We pulled our chairs to face each other and leaned forward in them holding hands. As we looked into each other's eyes I felt an overwhelming feeling of love for him and for the world. I went through a minute or so of sadness and cried, the tears streaming down my face; Jeremy cried too. We ignored our tears. I felt passion for him. I sent him messages of love and caring. I felt embraced and almost closer to Jeremy than any other human being.
We continued to look into each other's eyes. I became aware of a connection and closeness I'd never felt before. The world faded away and there were only Jeremy's eyes and my feelings of love – yes, sexual love, and also brotherly love, familial love, devotion and awe.
Alyssa called us all back to 'class' with a loud "Ahem. Please finish your thoughts and rejoin us."
Jeremy and I reluctantly broke off our contact with the other.
"How much time has passed since we started this exercise?" Alyssa asked.
After several guesses Alyssa informed us that about twenty minutes had gone by. I'd become oblivious of time.
"Are any of you sure about what your partner was thinking?"
Each of us raised our hands.
I felt certain that the thoughts of love, happiness, sharing, physical lust, sorrow and enlightenment I'd felt had come from Jeremy.
"Verify with each other that what you felt and the messages you received are in fact accurate," Alyssa requested softly in her smooth voice.
I explained to Jeremy what I'd found in my head. He validated that we were aligned and thinking the same things. Overall we'd expressed our love for each other.
As the room silenced, Alyssa said, "You see if you focus on your partner you reach a new level of exchange, of communication, of unity, of connection."
Heads nodded around the room on the profundity of this simple lesson.
She went on, "Now imagine the connection you could make if you spent a longer time and were nude and sexually connected. What would that be like?"
"I'm not sure I could stand it," I volunteered after the room was silent to her question. "I mean that would be a wonderful and deep connection but it'd be so revealing of my own mind."
"What were you all doing as you looked at each other?" Alyssa said to my statement.
"Just looking and touching," Beth offered. "Otherwise, just being."
"Good," Alyssa said. "You were 'being' without 'acting.' Taking action gets in the way of feeling." She paused and asked, "Were any of you judging?"
"In the first minute or two, yes, but then less and less," Fiona said tentatively. Fiona and Dave Lafontaine had been partners for the exercise. He nodded agreement with her statement.
Alyssa told us, "Judgments prevent you from enjoying the present moment. You become too wrapped up in whether you are right or wrong, whether you like or don't like what is happening, what other people might think of you or what you're doing, and on and on. If you can suspend your judgments you feel the present moment the way it really is – without opinions or shading."
Katelyn said, "Sometimes I asked myself if I'd felt this way with Carl or Josh or someone else."
Alyssa asked, "So you made comparisons to earlier situations? Did anyone else?"
A few heads nodded.
"When you bind yourself to the past by comparing what you are feeling now with a past 'then', you rob yourself of the ability to find a new feeling in the new experience," Alyssa spoke. "Each experience has the potential to be new if you let it – new experience, new ideas, new possibilities versus the past. What sounds more exciting to you?"
Again we saw the points she raised to us.
Alyssa asked us, "Why have sex with each other? What is your goal?"
"An orgasm," Greg stated. "Feeling good when the climax arrives," he expanded.
A few heads nodded agreement.
"You start a sexual situation with a goal in mind – the orgasm. What happens if you don't have that peak experience?"
Greg answered her, "I feel inadequate. I failed my partner and I failed myself. I don't like to be robbed of that pleasure."
"Ah, there's some pleasure involved!" Alyssa chided with a smile. She asked further, "Can you have some pleasure without the orgasm?"
Stacy said, "Yes, of course. The foreplay, teasing, dancing, kissing, romance, talking, story telling, smoothing, licking, sucking, blowing, feeling and whatever else I forgot all help make the experience feel good – pleasurable."
"Good," Alyssa said. "What role do expectations have in what you feel?"
Greg answered again, "If I go into a love making session expecting how it'll be, I can end up disappointing myself. If I don't have expectations, I'm often pleasantly surprised with the way things turn out."
"So your focus on the future – on expectations – can rob you of enjoyment of the present?" Alyssa asked.
Most of us nodded agreement.
She said, "So here, in less than an hour you have learned four lessons that deal with the obstacles to good sex and that pave the way to enjoying what some call tantric sex. First, just be – live in the 'now'. Second, do not judge – take the pleasure as it comes. Third, leave the past behind. Fourth, do not have expectations about the future. This is all about the journey and enjoying the process as it unfolds before you."
We all looked expectantly at her.
Alyssa said, "While I explore you beautiful Villa, please each of you pair with your partners. Please go, get naked, join in a sexual way but do not talk and do not orgasm. Can we meet here again in ninety minutes? Josh tells me we will then go into the town for dinner so please come dressed casually."
Josh stepped forward and said, "We have two large tables reserved at a seafood restaurant for eight o'clock. We'll have time for a few cocktails and some discussion here before we go."
We paired off. Alyssa suggested that Ray go with Fiona since they were recently married. Stacy waddled off with Dave Lafontaine. Greg and Amy became a pair as well. The rest of us went with our spouses.
Josh and I went to our room in silence. When I attempted to suggest something, Josh gently put his fingers on my lips to silence me. I smiled at him and got the message.
We both pulled each other's clothing from our bodies. Josh sat in the middle of the bed and I sucked on him briefly to get him to requisite hardness to penetrate me. I nestled into his lap and together we worked his hard cock into my vagina. Then, unlike the times we'd tried to fuck each other silly, we just rested and looked into each other's eyes for a while then looked and visually explored each other's bodies and faces.
We smiled and even laughed a few minutes into this exercise, much as I had with Jeremy an hour earlier. Gradually, we settled down and just stared into our eyes and then into our very souls. We often moved and writhed into each other in a very sexual way. Josh often pumped his cockhead back and forth along my tunnel, and we often smoothed and touched each other in a sensuous way.
I felt an amazing thing happen as our hour progressed. I grew closer and closer to Josh. Soon I knew he could not only read my every thought and mood, but also what I felt. I mirrored exactly what he was thinking and vice versa; we'd become synchronized, loving beings. I grew closer to Josh and knew, instinctively that the love I felt emanated from his inner being and that it transcended the spoken word. I became amazed at how close I could feel to Josh without a single word being spoken.
We shared a quick shower in our bathroom, slipped on our clothing again, and went downstairs. As we got to the bottom stair I said to Josh in a whisper, "Can we talk now?"
"Yes, Darling."
I said, "I just want you to know that I loved what we just did and I feel so close to you. I feel like we saw into each other's souls. In this past hour ... well, I feel so close to you. Almost like I've seen parts of you I never knew existed – and I love them all."
We stood and snuggled in the hallway for a few minutes, cooing intimate words of love to each other.
Eventually, I heard noises from above signaling that others were ending their exercises. I felt a domestic wave sweep over me. I turned to Josh, "I'm going to fix some hors d'oeuvres. Can you play host to Alyssa?"
Josh headed off to the pool deck. I could see Alyssa's naked body sitting in the classic lotus position astride a lounger beside the pool, her back towards the house. She faced out over the magnificent Caribbean.
I paused to watch Josh gently touch her shoulder. She responded with a turn to him and a smile. I watched with pleasure as Alyssa reached up and pulled Josh into a tender kiss before she uncoiled her lithe body to stand nude beside him. Her body really was magnificent, her dark toned skin giving her a healthy look we all aspired to.
I had laid out some cheeses, crackers and a few other nibbles when Josh and Alyssa joined me in the spacious kitchen. Alyssa remained nude.
"Where do you live?" I asked politely of Alyssa.
"I reside in San Diego. I grew up and received my education near Agra – the site of the Taj Mahal. My mentor still resides there and we talk frequently thanks to modern technology."
I turned to Josh, "And how did you meet? This is a side of you I never knew."
The two laughed. Josh said, "When I wanted the tantric training a friend recommended Alyssa to me. She had just come to the United States then. I called and next I knew I became her student and her lover. I trained in yoga, tantric sex, life balance and spirituality, Hinduism and relationships. I invested about eight weeks over that first year."
He paused and went on, "I know you haven't seen much evidence of these areas in our relationship so far. As I said when I introduced Alyssa, I've reverted to western ways so this is a good refresher for me again. I've forgotten so much I didn't think to mention the specific trips and training to you. I didn't mean to hide anything from you; well, at least until I got the idea to invite Alyssa down here."
Greg and Amy joined us and right behind them Dave and Stacy. Josh poured wine for us. The new arrivals just sat close together in obvious affection for one another and listened to our conversation.
"You drink?" I asked Alyssa, perhaps with a surprised tint to my voice.
"Oh, yes," she laughed. "I've become pretty westernized and I'm not a purist. If I have one focus, it is joy. Wine is a joy for me often – as are many other things in this world. Life is not about denial of pleasures, it is about awareness and appreciation."
I laughed and asked Josh, why didn't you invite her to the wedding?"
Alyssa smiled at Josh and spoke, "Josh called many months ago about whether I could come to the wedding. I had to be in India for a month up through the past weekend so regrettably I could not attend. As we talked Josh and I thought up my joining you for your honeymoon and doing some teaching. He assured me you would all welcome this and he wanted it to be a surprise."
"Don't feel rejected because of my secret," Josh said to me. "I wanted to surprise you and everyone else. For years after my initial work with Alyssa this training helped me so. I've felt a hole in my thinking as I've become aware of how I've lost touch with the training and its application."
"Oh, no," I said. "I think this is wonderful. Keep surprising me like this." I turned to Alyssa and said, "The one hour we spent together – I haven't felt as close to Josh as I do now. I should tell you that over our marriage I look forward to the unraveling of the mysteries we each hold inside us. As each of these mysteries is revealed, our intimacy and love will deepen."
Josh's sisters and their husbands arrived downstairs, closely followed by Jeremy and Alex.
David volunteered, "I'm in love again – with Stacy. I don't know that I've ever felt so close to another human in my life."
Amy sighed aloud, "I feel the same way about Greg." She reached and squeezed his hand.
Greg said, "And I'm feeling the same about Amy."
Doug and Beth joined us completing the group. They both were hugging one another as they appeared in the room.
Alyssa said, "The feelings of love, attraction and closeness you feel for each other are the normal response from the exercise you did. You can repeat the exercise with others that are as attuned as you are to each other and to the obstacles to tantrism – the ones we discussed before you went off with each other. Did you all have a nice experience?"
"The best in my life," Fiona said softly; she reached out and stroked Ray's bare arm in a caring and affectionate gesture. Her response and attitude surprised me. I thought she might be the one amongst us to least appreciate tantric sex.
Doug said, "Beth and I have been married ten years and we went together three years before that. In all that time, I never thought I'd attain the closeness I felt with her I did over the past hour." He wrapped his arms around Beth and kissed the top of her head.
Alyssa said, "Tantric sex is a way of thinking about yourself and your partner or partners. It is spiritual and if you go into a coupling with a spiritual mindset you should have an experience of enlightenment. Tomorrow we will talk about this. Tonight I want you to change partners and repeat the experience you shared." She laughed, "Only this time, after the hour, you may complete the orgasm if you both are so inclined. I recommend you keep your conversation to a minimum as well as the urge to do anything fast, including breathing. Take it all slow – do not rush to orgasm."
Josh added, "Based on what I know I would choose your partners for later now, because the 'dance' we are to do starts immediately and carries into the night."
Ray immediately said, "I need to be with Stacy, to share this experience with my other wife." He smiled warmly at her and she moved to his side, her pregnant belly pushing into his side. He smiled at the intrusion as he hugged her.
Amy chose Josh before another second ticked by. "I need to know my new brother-in-law in the way you are teaching us. We've made love but not like this." I appreciated the closeness I could see the two would develop with this technique.
The other couplings were announced through eye contact or verbal announcement: Greg and Alex; Doug and Fiona; Katelyn and Jeremy; David and Beth; and Carl and me.
I realized we were all couples except for Alyssa. "What about you?" I asked her. "Will you come and join us?"
Alyssa looked at me with an aura of love and almost a halo of spirituality around her, "Yes, I will," she said. She turned to some of the others and added, "I may join all of you in some way." She picked up her sari and started to re-dress, showing no shyness for her nudity amongst our clothed bodies.
At dinner, Alyssa had us hand feed each other, encouraging us to touch each other's faces and lips in the process. "Tantric sex is about sensual feelings – and the spirituality we'll talk about tomorrow. Lips and fingers are two of many sensual points of the body and should be used both to give and receive enjoyment."
I leaned in and fed Alyssa a small tidbit of cheese. She looked deep and lovingly into my eyes. "You are a deep and loving person, Megan. Thank you for the care and love you have about the Universe."
I started a trend. I went around the tables and fed each person and followed each ceremony with a kiss. With many I used my tongue to caress their lips and touch deep inside their mouth. I noticed the waitress watch me as I circulated.
As I took my place again, I again fed Alyssa and kissed the older woman. As we parted I said, "Thank you for being the Spiritual Being you are."
She smiled at me and said, "You are more Spiritual than you realize, Megan. You will see deeper into your own soul as we move through this process."
"How do you know?" I asked her, confused by her statement.
"I am Spirit," she said. "We are all connected and you and I share a connection as you will discover before long." She ran her tongue around my lips in a highly sensuous move and then we parted.
I glanced around the restaurant. Our waitress stood a few feet from us. She looked at me and our glances caressed each other. I smiled warmly at her; she smiled back.
Alyssa urged moderation in our consumption of alcohol. "You will be a better lover and respond better without too much liquor in your system – men especially," she told us. She also urged us to avoid red meats and fatty foods for the same reason. "These foods and many others capture your body for a long time and do not allow the release and pleasure you hope for. Your mind is lugged down and does not work as smoothly."
She also urged us to do little things for each other and to touch each other frequently. "Come up with a fantasy you'd like to explore with your new partner. Make them the star of that fantasy and then tell them, even do it with them." She glanced around the restaurant with a worried expression on her face and we all laughed at her humor.
Around the table I noticed a number of whispered conversations and often smiles and kisses as each couple communicated with each other. Carl told me quietly about wanting to take me on a luxury yacht, anchoring off shore so we could see the beauty of the Island from the water, and then spending the day making love to me in a thousand different ways and positions. He graphically described what he would like to do to me. Shivers started in my womb and radiated up my body. I felt myself getting wet in anticipation.



I told Carl I would like to sneak into his office and get under his desk where I could proceed to perform oral sex on him all day long as his colleagues came and went in his office with none of them aware of what was happening. As I told him, I stroked his legs; I could visually verify that he found my fantasy exciting.
After dinner we drove back to the villa in the cars we'd used to drive into the town. Those not driving cuddled and stroked each other the way teenagers often do when on a first date.
At the Villa, Josh volunteered liqueurs to anyone interested. I whispered a wish to Carl and he grinned at me.
Carl poured me a demitasse of Grand Marnier took a sip and then went to Alyssa. He bent to kiss her red lips and she entered the kiss with him. I watched as he thrust his tongue into her mouth and then jetted the sweet liqueur into her. She flowed with the experience and I could watch her savoring not only the liqueur but also Carl's affection.
As they parted Alyssa said to Carl, "That is a very sexy and sensuous thing to do. I hope you have taught that to the others." Carl nodded. She went on, "Thank you, my Love, for teaching me. The teacher always learns from the students." She caressed his face as she leaned in and kissed him again.
Unlike the prior evenings, each couple gradually left the group and disappeared to their quarters, often hand in hand. Carl eventually led me to his room. Katelyn stood nude in the room with Jeremy. I went and kissed both of them then we left to find unoccupied space.
Josh was not evident in our bedroom so Carl and I claimed our bed for the night. Carl and I opened the doors to the upper veranda and enjoyed the warmth of the evening and the onshore breezes. We took over fifteen minutes to remove each other's clothing, our kisses covered the newly bared skin as we disposed of each piece.
Standing nude before each other Carl allowed me to give him a nipple massage. I writhed around him, my erect nipples dragging across his body in hundred of different ways. I pushed him onto the bed and used my nipples to caress and touch his erection. Occasionally I would lick and then blow on his rod to add sensation to his experience.
Carl took the lead and stroked me all over with his hardness – my breasts, arms, around my face, ears, neck, thighs, stomach and my pubic area. He carefully avoided my vagina for the time being.
I assumed Alyssa had wanted us to be more inventive in our lovemaking so as Carl's cock passed my lips I mouthed the mushroomed head and then urged him to stroke into my mouth. Per her instructions, we kept things slow and I took my time loving his rod, first directly from the end and then almost like I was eating corn on the cob. I also loved his scrotum. Carl knelt next to me on the bed and we allowed ourselves a long time in our cock play.
Carl finally pulled away from me and stretched out next to me. He made love to my breasts, one at a time, not only bringing my nipples back to full ripeness but also loving over the whole of each taut globe. Then he made love to my navel, running his tongue in and out of the knotted hole.
At last he reached my pubic area, his tongue darting around my upper thighs and around my narrow strip of pubic hair. He worked his way closer and closer to my vagina and my clitoris, occasionally allowing his tongue to catch a droplet of my generous secretions.
"Are we allowed to have orgasms other than at the end?" he asked.
"I don't see why not. I just think she didn't want a 'wham bam thank you mam' kind of fuck."
"Then relax and let me bring you even more pleasure," Carl whispered.
His head nestled back into my groin, his tongue slowly stroking my sweet spot and often penetrating the first couple of inches of my tunnel. I flowed juices and just as fast Carl licked them from me. He praised my taste and texture.
Two fingers penetrated my tunnel and immediately found the clitoral sponge or G-spot. I relaxed into the feelings of pleasure that swept over me, reminding myself to enjoy the sensation without rushing to orgasm.
Nonetheless, the orgasm found me. I reached down and pressed Carl's head to my throbbing cunt as the climax swept through me. I could feel the warmth of the event start deep within my lower abdomen and radiate outward in successive seismic waves. I know I gave a loud moan of appreciation to my lover.
After I relaxed from my tremors, Carl kissed his way up my body and embraced my face in his hands.
"Megan, I love you dearly. I would move heaven and earth to bring you pleasure."
"Thank you, dear Lover. I love you and feel the same. You are a divine lover. I am so glad we can share these moments with one another."
As we kissed I became aware of a third person in the room – beside the bed. We turned and Alyssa stood there, her naked body a wonder to behold.
Alyssa spoke, "You two are beautiful to watch. You are excellent students of keeping things slow and measured in your lovemaking."
"Did you watch us?" I asked.
"Yes, at least for the past five minutes or so. I watched Carl's cunnilingus – excellent, as well as your use of tongue and fingers to stimulate and arouse. I like how you only talk to each other in measured tones and words as well."
We both nodded to her. Carl turned more fully to see her beside us. Alyssa knelt on the bed beside him. She reached to his erect penis and slowly stroked the rod; I could see him harden further at the unexpected touches from her.
"May I have Carl make love to me as well?" Alyssa asked softly. The very thought excited me greatly. I nodded my assent.
Alyssa slowly masturbated Carl's long rod, the head now a tone of purple with arousal and need for release. She brought her mouth to his shaft and pushed her head completely down until his cock completely disappeared down her throat. Her head bobbed slowly as she repeated the gesture over and over for a minute. Carl's head was thrown back in his ecstasy.
Suddenly she pulled off of him and I could see her reach and squeeze his cock with her hand. Carl let out a long sigh and moan.
"You had an orgasm?" she asked Carl.
He speechlessly nodded vigorously in her general direction, clearly still awash in the flow of pleasure through his body.
She turned to me and said, "No fluids. He didn't ejaculate. Just as you can cum over and over again, and even get up on the step in one infinitely long orgasm, a man can too. In this case, I prevented his ejaculation but he can do it through concentration and self discipline."
Carl looked at me with a helpless expression that shifted to a smile. "That was wonderful and I can still make love."
"Carl, please make love to me," Alyssa said.
Carl looked at me for approval. I nodded encouragingly.
I joined Carl and together we made love to Alyssa. I caressed and loved her face and upper body as Carl repeated his talents on her cunt. Soon enough Alyssa moaned her approvals to us and urged us to further endeavors on her behalf. Carl and I traded places so he could romance her and I could taste Alyssa's fluids.
Alyssa came in a soft orgasm as I ministered to her. She just announced to us, "I'm cuming – right now. Oh, thank you. Such a wonderful feeling you've given me." She sighed several times.
"I would like you to have intercourse with me. Please Carl, penetrate me and love me."
Carl and I moved to change places but, to my surprise, Carl scooped up the beautiful Indian woman and carried her across the bedroom and through the doors onto the upper veranda. A large lounger faced the dark Caribbean and the night sky just outside the door.
He carefully set Alyssa down on the lounger and moved between her legs, his penis more erect than ever. I stood in the doorway and watched as he penetrated her just enough to bury the mushroomed head in her folds. She reached up and stroked his chest.
Carl pulled out the short distance of his penetration and slowly re-entered her folds, this time moving infinitesimally deeper into her body. He paused and withdrew, the purple head of his cock glistening with her juices and waving in the dim light from the pool and outdoor lights.
He again positioned at the entrance to her vagina and pushed into her, this time moving only slightly deeper than his prior foray. He withdrew. Alyssa moaned her approval at his approach. She held her arms open to me and I went and lay beside the two lovers in the three-person lounger.
Carl again withdrew, paused, and penetrated again, moving only a fraction deeper than his earlier thrust. He repeated and repeated this move, never in a rush to bottom out, not acquiescing to urge to wildly pound into Alyssa's velvet cunt.
After many minutes, Carl finally bottomed out. The two lovers ground their hips into one another as their organs enjoyed the pleasure of a complete union.
Alyssa whispered to Carl, "Just pump slowly into me. Make me enjoy your thrusts as much as you do. When you feel the urge to cum I want you to stop and back down from that urge. Do that twice then cum in me."
As I held Alyssa and kissed her beautiful face and breasts, Carl pumped into her at an even and measured pace. I felt him stop and looked at him in the shadows. He watched the two of us with a halo of love. He leaned across the lounger and kissed Alyssa and then kissed me, delivering a shower of tender kisses. He rose again and re-started his thrusts.
Minutes later he again moved in and showered the two of us with kisses. As he returned to his thrusting Alyssa whispered to me, "Please put your pussy against my mouth. I want to taste you and bring you pleasure."
I shifted around on the lounger holding on to the edge as I carefully backed over her face. Alyssa's tongue immediately found my soft spot and then thrust upward into my vagina. I jerked with the arrival of her pleasure, amazed at how in two seconds she'd found my trigger points as though she'd known ahead of time.
My juices started to flow again as her tongue lapped at my cunt. I could feel the thrusts of Carl into her body and often his hands as he stroked my back and buttocks.
"I feel another orgasm coming," I whispered to my lovers.
From beneath me, Alyssa instructed, "Megan, cum. Pleasure yourself on my tongue – on my face." I felt her fingers thrust into me occasionally, pulling fluids from my body onto her tongue."
I allowed myself to drift and then fell into the maelstrom of an orgasm, writhing almost out of control as the joy again started deep in my body and swelled to my groin, thighs and breasts. I almost blacked out at the pleasure as I froze in position above her face.
Somehow I managed to lie beside Alyssa and allow her to embrace me. Carl had paused as I came and now thrust again into the lovely, exotic dark skinned woman.
I felt Carl speed up slightly. Alyssa encouraged his more rapid thrusts and then suddenly there were a half dozen major long thrusts into each other's bodies as the pair climaxed into each other. Both mewled softly and then whispered love words to each other and to me. I shifted to hold Alyssa in her after glow. Carl gently lowered himself onto us and again kissed us and told us of his love.
We remained like that for a long time before Carl moved and shifted behind Alyssa as we sandwiched her between us. Our hands continued to smooth and our mouths continued to kiss and speak of love.
Alyssa left us eventually, pushing Carl and my nude bodies together in a further gesture of love and caring.
We slept on the comfortable lounger, the soft breezes of the Caribbean caressing our warm bodies.
*
I awoke cradled in Carl's arms. My eyes blinked open to the dawn light rising on the other side of the Villa and sweeping across the sea. I lay and enjoyed the comfort of Carl's arms and the closeness I felt to him.
As I looked down the porch I saw two other couples out on the veranda as well: Jeremy and Katelyn, and Greg and Alex. Alex slowly gyrated above Greg's body as they made love. The other couple seemed to be asleep.
"They're beautiful, aren't they?" Carl whispered in my ear. He'd awoken and been watching as well.
"They are. I never tire of watching people make love, especially people I love."
We watched until Alex had an obvious orgasm freezing in position above Greg's arched form. I somehow suspected that the lessons Alyssa had been trying to impart to us the evening before had been temporarily forgotten by the duo.
We heard two splashes from below. I slipped away from Carl and peered over the balcony. Fiona and Doug drifted along the length of the pool under water; their nude forms visible beneath the surface.
At the shallow end of the pool Ray was helping Stacy negotiate the stairs into the pool. The care he displayed showed an obvious love and caring for his pregnant partner. Even from above I could see the stretch marks across Stacy's swollen belly.
"Carl, come let's join the others in the pool or even swim in the ocean." I pulled Carl to his feet and we walked through our room to the stairs. Seconds later we dove into the pool and greeted the others with kisses.
"Did you make love?" I asked Stacy. "Can you make love?" I smoothed her breasts and abdomen with one hand.
"Oh, yes," she said. "Just because I'm two thousand months pregnant doesn't mean I can't fuck. We were gentle and Ray is a divine lover – very caring and careful about me. I feel pampered by him. Just thinking about last night makes me flow and tingle all over."
Jeremy and Katelyn joined us from the shallow end, gliding into the pool water with smiles and then hugs and kisses for everyone. Greg and Alex followed Josh and Amy, all giving out similar greetings to everyone. Finally, David and Beth appeared, blushing as they were the last to join our circle; I took the blush to mean they'd been in a sexual romp only moments earlier. Both looked rosy and had a glow about them.
"Where's Alyssa?" I asked as I looked around the circle.
Josh looked at me and shrugged, his rugged figure and manly physique amplified by his nudity. Stacy shook her head, as did Fiona.
"She spent two or three hours with us last night," Doug volunteered.
"And with us," Josh said.
"And with us," Carl and David simultaneously.
Puzzled looks went around the circle in the pool.
Greg said slowly, "I know she was at least an hour with us, probably longer."
Katelyn added even more slowly, "And we made love with her for a couple of hours too."
I said, "There aren't that many hours in the night. How could we all have spent so much time with her?"
Josh said softly, "She is magical. She can do things none of us dream about. It's part of who she is and how she teaches."
I took the descending stairs from the pool telling the others over my shoulder, "I'll look for her down on the beach."
I took the stone stairs down to the beach and the lower pool. The shaded area was cooler than the areas the sun was now starting to reach. The cool sand felt good against my feet.
Alyssa sat naked on a beach towel, her legs entwined in the lotus position and her arms extended over her knees. Her thumbs and fingers formed small circles. Her meditative state and motionless body gave her a surreal look; for a moment I thought I could actually see an aura around her sensual body.
Without looking at me she raised her arms and stretched, extending her arms towards the water's edge. Her legs unfurled and she extended her body in a long stretch across each leg.
"Good morning, Megan," she said to me before she turned and looked at me for the first time that morning.
"I just wondered where you were. We all did," I said as I walked up to her.
Without asking she closed the distance between us and we shared a loving embrace and kiss. Her lips tasted like a sweet wine – delicious and pliant in their response to me.
"Good morning, Love," she told me more intimately.
"Thank you for coming to see us last night. Apparently you visited all of, but we can't figure out how you spent so much time with all of us over the short night."
Alyssa gave me an enigmatic smile as she picked up her towel and the two of us started walking towards the stairs. She never did respond to my comment.
To be continued.
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The others greeted Alyssa, often with kisses and hugs. I heard the question of her impossible visits raised by a couple of people but never heard an answer – just silence as she dove into the pool and washed away the past.
Josh, Amy and I made breakfast for everyone. The well-stocked kitchen provided sufficient stock for omelets all around for those that ate. Carl, Beth and David did clean up duty. We seemed to work well together and for the most part our nudity did not act as a distractant, only a visual stimulant to us all.
As clean up ended, Josh announced that Alyssa would continue the lessons starting at ten o'clock in the living room but that attendance was optional now that she'd been introduced. He made it clear he didn't want to force her or the accompanying philosophy on anyone.
An hour later all fourteen of us were seated in the living room. We'd remained nude. Several couples sat close, wrapped in the arms of their morning's partner.
Alyssa came into the room clothed only in a thin gossamer sari that was sexy and revealing.
"Thank you for all being here," she started. "This afternoon we will revisit the lessons from the night, however, now I feel like talking about our Spirit. Please relax. Be comfortable with your partner or partners." I could feel some of the tension in the room deflate immediately.
Alyssa went on, "I use the term 'our Spirit' because I believe we share a Spirit force with one another. On a non-physical plane we are as one, connected and joined, at one with each other and with the same God-force that flows through everything everywhere."
"We are much like waves on an ocean. The ocean is what we are made of and that to which we belong. We are not separate from the ocean except in the brief individuality each of us have as a wave."
"I believe the God force is all there is. We live, move and have our being in the mind of God. This physical world is our creation, much as a wave is created. There are no other forces in the Universe; no devil, no demons, no ogres, except as we create with our minds. We create our own reality."
"We are Spiritual Beings having a human experience. We created this situation for ourselves and our purpose here is to grow, evolve and experience joy and bliss – the latter being our natural state unless we do something to reject and change that state. Any heaven or hell exists here and now and is of our own creation. We always have the option of free will and the self-determinism of our thoughts and actions."
"Putting this in more human terms, if you want to change your life, change your thinking. One author put it another way, 'There is nothing good or bad, but thinking makes it so.' You have the ability to see the worst of a good situation or the best of a bad situation, but you are the deciding factor."
"Thus, as part of the God force and together with the God force, we each co-create our own lives. We blend and move together in that accepting and harmonious Universe, our energies moving and blending with the others we share these dimensions with."
Alyssa stopped and looked around the room. "Now questions," she invited. The discussion started and she was smooth and adept in how she responded regarding the basis of her philosophy.
"How does this related to the tantric sex lessons from yesterday and last night?" Doug asked.
Tantrism is really a Mind-Body-Spirit connection. Josh told me you all had the 'body' part down pretty well." She smiled at all of us and a ripple of laughter ran through the room. "What you may want to consider is a Transformation. There are so many other dimensions to your sexuality. Besides the lust and orgasm, your sexuality is a pathway to enlightenment and a bridge between the human and the divine."
"Tantric sex is about building and harmonizing the connection between Mind, Body and Spirit. Balance and activity in each area flows with an active energy to the other areas. As most of you experienced last night, your use of your intellectual abilities in figuring out how to please each other led to wonderful experiences."
Heads nodded in agreement around the room.
Alyssa continued, "The better the sex, the more your mind surged with that energy. At the same time you felt the greater oneness with your partner, even when it wasn't your primary life partner you still felt the spiritual bond start to form."
She paused and looked around the room. "If you understand the Spirit and your relation to that God force, you can heighten even further the flow of energy into your relationships and your sexual couplings. You understand sexual energy and body power or energy. Now understand Spiritual energy. You can funnel each to the other and amplify all that you are, have or do without limit."
She gestured to us for more questions and a more open discussion prevailed. Suddenly it was one o'clock.
Alyssa dismissed us with a short challenge; "Before we break for lunch, I want each of you to spend an hour or more after lunch meditating. I don't mean sleeping, just to be clear. Please go to a quiet place by yourself, sit comfortably, and free your mind of all thought. You will each find this difficult, I suspect. Listen for a small voice from within and see what you find. We will re-convene at four o'clock."
Over lunch, several of us peppered Alyssa with questions about 'meditation' and how to do it correctly. The statement I remember; "There is no right or wrong way to meditate. Just go and do it in your own way and in your own place."
I put on bikini bottoms as a token adherence to propriety on the public beach, took my watch and towel, and walked a couple of hundred yards down the beach to a dune that looked out over the sea. I spread out a towel and sat, realizing I could not force my legs into a lotus position. I just hugged my knees and looked out at the water, initially focusing on a large sailboat miles off shore that had captured the wind and now raced through the ocean.
At first I found it hard to tune out the chatter in my head. My thoughts kept whirling around. Persistently I focused on nothing ... and then on everything in the Universe all at once. My Mind alternated between expansion and total inclusion and contraction and narrowing to the small sliver of sail near the horizon.
I listened for the message – a message from within ... then from anywhere. Was there a message? Did I already know the answers to the unasked questions?
I re-lived the experiences of the past few days, particularly my couplings with Josh and Carl. I loved all of them and all our friends. I knew they loved me. I knew I loved all of humanity in that instant as well. The thoughts exploded in a sea of rainbows and fireworks; a mental orgasm without physical stimulation or sexual involvement. I felt a unity with each person I loved, a connectedness again. My thoughts vanished and only the sailboat remained canted in the wind as it tacked towards its Island home.
I walked back in the warm Caribbean sun feeling a unique peace and filled with Love. I met Alex coming from the other direction as we got to the beach house. We hugged and walked up the stone steps arm in arm. Strangely we didn't speak to one another.
Alex and I went to the living room and sat close to one another; she put her arms around me and we just sat. Doug came in alone and then the others started to drift in one by one. Alyssa came in wearing her sexy sari again.
Without waiting for full attendance, she asked, "How do you feel? What was your time alone like? Megan, why don't you start? The others will join us as they finish their meditations."
I described my feeling of love and peace as well as my focus on the sailboat. I talked about the feel of my focus expanding and contracting, as well as the feeling of wellness and wholeness. I told the group that meditating had been a challenge because I seldom felt my mind wasn't active and fighting my attempts at 'blankness'.
The others described similar experiences with only a few variations. Alex surprised me by also commenting on her focus on the same sailboat off the Island's shore.
By the time we finished going around the circle and discussing our experiences, the rest of our circle had joined us and it was six o'clock. Alyssa took the lead again in charting our evening.
She instructed, "I again want you each to choose a different person for this evening's pairings – again, preferably not your spouse or regular partner. Tonight, I want you to love your partners remembering all we've talked about for the past twenty-four hours."
Alyssa started to reiterate our lessons on her fingers, "Put the emphasis on 'being' not 'doing'; suspend judgments about what you're doing or what others might ever think about it; focus on the now and don't bring the past or expectations for the future into your lovemaking. Think of yourself and your partner in terms of Mind-Body-Spirit connections. Control your orgasms, men especially; postpone ejaculation until you want that type of closure. Create a deep and spiritual connection with not only your partner but also with the Universe at large; use your meditation skills as you make love."
As I looked around the living room I saw a glazed look in some eyes. I said, "Do we have to get it perfect?"
Alyssa tossed her head back and laughed aloud. "Oh, dear me, no!" she exclaimed. "I've been practicing – and I use that word purposefully – practicing for thirty years and perfection is a nice unattainable goal. The journey is so enjoyable though. All of you should enjoy the journey."
Josh interjected, "My bringing Alyssa here was to make you all aware of some new dimensions in yourselves and in your lovemaking that could heighten your feelings for each other. This shouldn't be an onerous chore; this should be fun."
Alyssa said, "When we reconvene tomorrow morning – say ten o'clock, let's talk about how we each laughed and what struck us funny about this whole process. Remember sex is has three purposes: procreation – not a focus for us now ... except Stacy." We all laughed. She finished her sentence then, "Pleasure – a major focus for you all tonight; and Spiritual connection to your partner and the Universe – also a focus for you all tonight. Don't worry the act to death. Just try to put it all together." She laughed again.
The rest of us in the room visibly relaxed.
Alyssa added, "As I did last night, I will join some or all of you over the night – not for instruction but for participation and my own pleasure and spiritual connection to you all. I love you all so much, I want to crawl inside everyone of you and be close." She made a gesture of hugging herself on our behalf.
I stood and walked across the living room and took Alyssa in my arms and hugged her tightly. Alex stood and joined me, then Josh, then Doug, and soon everyone in the room stood surrounding Alyssa in one large group hug – fifteen of us.
We formed pairs for the night again: Greg and Fiona coupled by making ga-ga eyes at each other at the thought of being together for the night; Doug and Amy found one anotherand he went and sat next to her; Jeremy and Beth paired by simply sitting next to one another and holding hands; Josh and Katelyn paired with a short kiss and hug; Carl and Stacy with an embrace and an affectionate kiss by Carl on her bulging stomach; and Ray and Alex joined up with a kiss and hug.
As the pairings were made, David came to me and pulled me to a standing position. He said, "Megan, will you be mine tonight. I've wanted to be with you again for months and I can't believe I have this rare opportunity." He smiled and I melted into his arms and we kissed, the steam rising from our embrace.
Again, we drove all the cars into the small city and found a restaurant that would take our party of fifteen. Alyssa had us do 'food play' again as a form of foreplay. David and I had melted brie as an appetizer and did well pleasing each other with the slices of apple piled with brie. At one point we laughed so hard we attracted the attention of the whole restaurant.
I sat in David's lap in the car on the way back to the villa. Ray and Alex shared the back seat with us. Soon Alex and my short skirts were pulled up to our waists as our men stroked our naked pussies. Neither Alex nor I had worn underwear in anticipation of just such an event.
Our temperatures rose – our sexual temperatures – as David's fingers stroked and penetrated around my nether region. We kissed and hugged all the way home. At one point, however, I noticed a different feel to the caresses of my clit. I turned to find that Ray and Alex were taking turns fingering me as David fingered Alex's sweet cunt.
I joined in our back seat swap by adding a finger deep into Alex's tunnel, her eyes rolling up in her head as David and I simultaneously sank our digits into her body. She and Ray returned the favor as our sexual temperatures rose.
Katelyn watched from the front seat as she stroked Josh's cock through his shorts. Josh adjusted the rear view mirror so he could keep tabs on our sexual shenanigans. I teased him a bit by often flashing my pussy to him, as we'd pass beneath a bright streetlight, sometimes with someone's fingers embedded inside me.
At the house, I gave Josh a deep kiss and reminded him that I loved him and encouraged him to have a wonderful sexual encounter with his sister. I told him to really try to follow Alyssa's teaching and create 'Spiritual Sex.' He told me the same and we turned to our partners.
I started for the stairway to the bedroom, however David turned to me and softly said, "Not that way." He held my hand and led me from the large foyer to the Villa outside to the pool deck. Doug and Amy were stripping off their clothing for a swim as we walked by. Sexual being that I am I couldn't help but admire Doug's tumescent cock and Amy's lithe body.;
David led me to the stone stairs and down them to the beach. Along the way we picked up a couple of large beach towels and carried them with us. We walked about a hundred yards up the beach in the near darkness that made up the night sky.
David stopped and we spread out the towels. Next he came to me and gently pulled the few items of clothing I wore from my body, carefully piling them on one of our blankets. I repeated the process for him, leaving the two of us nude.
We walked together into the lazy surf that massaged the shoreline without any intent to inflict impact other than the rustling sound of the small wavelets. We floated and swam for a few minutes in the warm waters.
As we left the Caribbean and headed back to our towels we both noted a rising crescent moon. In the darkness of the western sky, the moon seemed positively brilliant to me and I turned and could see my moon shadow on the sand.
David said, "Sit beside me and let's meditate for a while."
I sat and David came next to me. We both sat Indian style, our legs crossed but not in the severity of the lotus position. We interlaced our arms so we could touch one another and then focused on the stars on the far horizon.
My mind initially drifted and I thought of what I hoped to do with David to bring him pleasure and joy in our union. I pushed that thought away with a prayer of sorts to Josh and Katelyn for a happy union; that prayer gave way to assertions about how all of us would have pleasure in the night. Another thought went through my head about whether Alyssa would be able to find us. Next I thought about the star near the horizon and I focused on it and watched the games my eyes could play with the speck of light.
Finally, I had a few minutes of serenity where I really think I thought of nothing. A feeling of supreme well being swept through me several times, almost like mental orgasms rather than physical ones.
David pulled me from my reverie with a kiss. I kissed my readiness back to him. He uncurled his legs pulled me into his lap, his rising cock finding the lips of my pussy. I reached between us and pushed his cock against the moistness of my pussy, coating his rod with my juices.
"Lie back and look at the stars, Megan. Count them and think that every star is a place in the Universe that loves you." He helped me lie back.
David loved my breasts for a long time as I stroked his hair and upper body. Then as I focused on the Andromeda galaxy, David slid lower on my body until his tongue caressed my lower lips and my juices started to flow faster. Occasionally he'd flick his tongue across my clit. He had my attention.
"David," I told him softly in a loving voice, "I'm looking up at Andromeda. Somewhere in that galaxy of a billion stars, there's a sun with planets around it like ours, and on one of those planets two beings are lying beside a warm beach in a gentle breeze just the way we are, and they're making love. The female being is lying on her back as her male partner brings her orgasms and pleasures far beyond any pleasure we can imagine on earth. But she's looking up at the sky as her partner ministers to her, seeing a far off galaxy called the Milky Way and she's imagining a sun with a planet like earth, and a sea like the Caribbean with two lovers beside it making love. And in this thought, we four lovers are connected with each other and in Love."
He made me cum a couple of minutes later. I never shut my eyes; I just looked up at Andromeda and sent outward my feelings and wishes for passion, love and connectedness. I felt them echo around the Universe in my orgasm and return to me a hundred fold.
David held me and we looked at the stars for a while. I brought David to a dry orgasm, praising him for his self control.
"I'm looking at Andromeda, seeing the same couple and feeling their love," he told me.
I came and joined him. He waved his arm across the sky. "Megan, there are millions of loving people out there doing what we're doing. We're all connected – right now, instantly across all the light years we see. We are here and in a million other places."
I heard someone walking down the beach toward us. Alyssa's voice found us first, "David, my Love, you are right and your observation is profound. You ARE connected to the spaces, things and beings you imagine in a million other places and they to you and to you Megan. Your pleasure is their pleasure, and their pleasure is your pleasure if you open yourself to receive it."
Alyssa's nude body slid between us on the blanket of towels we'd created. The bright moon lit her dark skin with a mystical light, creating a wondrous view of her figure through the shadows and shading the light made. She lay back and extended her arms to the sky above. "Caress the sky; reach for infinity," she told us and we duplicated her move.
"Let me hold you both, love you both, provide a channel between the two of you and all the infinite possibilities the Universe is providing you," Alyssa said softly.
We let her wrap her arms around us. Somehow the connection became more than just her holding us, it became the essence of total and unbelievable sexual and erotic contact. I felt swept into her mind and felt my body give itself over to her.
I soared into my place of infinite and continuous orgasms so rapidly my head swam in the delicious joy of the occasion. I could feel penetration by David ... and Alyssa ... and Josh ... and, Oh My God, the entire world. It was wondrous!
I floated through space watching the stars go by, staring back at earth and realizing my place – our place – in the reality of Love that made up the Universe.



My erotic experience went on for hours and hours. I couldn't count the orgasms or the places in time and space that I occupied during those hours were one long continuous orgasm – a single lasting spasm of pleasure, not just of my own but all the others that were connected to this place.
Hours passed and then I relinquished my grip on the zone of hedonistic pleasure I'd lived in. An aura of after glow gradually descended upon me.
I blinked my eyes open, still at the edge of pleasure. The dawn lightened the eastern sky and provided sufficient light to see around us. David's engorged cock penetrated my pussy, yet he seemed frozen in time as I'd been. I pushed against him to let him know I was awake and he started to move into the reality I had found. His eyes blinked as he looked and me and then kissed me deeply.
"Megan, I love you so. I've just had the most memorable night of my life."
"David, I love you too. And I too had an unreal experience - all night. Alyssa came to us – hours and hours ago. I think we spent the night with her. I ... I had ... We had one long continuous orgasm.
"I did too. I didn't know I could cum like that – or climax with the feeling never ending."
We hugged for a long time and tried to explain the experiences we had both had. As the dawn continued to brighten we rose and slipped into the Caribbean, letting the warm waters wash over our nude bodies again. I thought of the analogy of being a wave in the ocean of infinite Love.
We gathered our belongings and walked down the beach to the stone stairway up to the Villa and ascended to the pool deck.
Doug and Amy sat beside each other, their feet dangling in the pool. They were nude and having a very serious conversation.
"May we join you," I asked tentatively.
"Oh, yes. Please," Amy exclaimed as she awoke to our arrival. Doug nodded.
As we sat, Amy said to us, "Doug and I had the most amazing experience last night. We spent the night with Alyssa and we just seemed to cum and cum and cum. I rose into an orgasm shortly after she joined us and it didn't end until just a little while ago. Doug had the same experience."
I looked at her for a long time to see if she joked and realized she was serious. "Amy, David and I had an identical experience." We just nodded at the wonder and mystery surrounding Alyssa again.
Josh and Katelyn appeared as the four of us sat in silence. Josh sat beside me and kissed me. He said, "Katelyn and I had a night ... an unusual night. The sex ... our orgasms ... never ended all night. The experience was spiritual and erotic and ... I just can't describe it."
I turned and asked, "Alyssa?"
"Yes," he said, "she was with us all night, almost guiding us on our Spiritual journey – our orgasmic journey."
Josh realized we were all nodding in agreement. "All of you?" he asked. We kept nodding.
Not much later Carl and Stacy, Ray and Alex, Greg and Fiona as well as Jeremy and Beth verified they'd had nearly identical experiences.
"Where is Alyssa?" I asked, realizing she'd given us all the most incredible experiences of our lives and she wasn't here for us to thank.
Josh went to look for her. He came back to the pool deck a few minutes later caring a short note.
"She left," he told us all. "She left a note for us. 'Thank you all for being such wonderful pupils. You all learned so quickly, I think in part because you all are so ready to share your Love with one another and with the Universe. Now all you need to do is practice. There is nothing that happened over the past couple of days that you can't do for yourself. Thank you for sharing your experiences with me and allowing me into your pairings. Our paths will cross again, I promise you. Go with Love. Namasté, Alyssa.'"
"Wow," I exclaimed. The others made equally amazed sounds about her departure and the note.
Josh asked me, "How do you feel?"
"I feel amazingly rested and at peace with the world. I know I had a truly spiritual experience and I'm still living in the after glow of that experience. The sex David and I had was only part of what I'm still feeling – something much, much deeper and more transformative happened. How about you?"
"I feel the same way," he said. "I would like to go someplace, just with you, and savor what happened last night. Take a walk with me – down the beach?" I nodded.
I put my bikini bottoms on again and Josh slipped into a thong bikini. I loved his suit because you could see the muscles and dimples of his tight ass as he walked. We stood at the bottom of the stone stairway and kissed for a long time before we started walking. I could feel the juices flow from my body in the sensual kiss.
I think we walked for five miles or more. We passed a few other people who were similarly clad as we were. We talked little and thought a lot for a while We held hands; we walked arm in arm; we walked with Josh's arm around my shoulder – sometimes brushing against my breast and arousing my nipple. We swam a little in the aqua waters at a picturesque little cove we'd passed through.
"What are you thinking?" I finally asked Josh along our walk.
"Several things all at once," he responded. "I'm thinking how much I love you and how you think. When we did that exercise, I felt I could see deep inside you in a way we'd never did before. I resonated with your comments, your comments about feeling close."
He went on, "I'm also hopeful the others will get the same value from this that I did years ago – and that I plan on refreshing this week. I forgot more and more about this as I got wrapped up in grad school and the Foundation. Western ways trump Eastern ways, I guess. Anyway, this is really important to me – to us – to our marriage."
"Why do you say that?" I asked.
"The short exercises about intimacy and closeness only scratch the surface for where Alyssa can take us – for the type of thinking we should do in order to have one of the most loving, intimate and complete marriages in the world. We'll continue learning with each other after the exercises she gives us this week. She's been studying most of her life and is still learning."
I spoke, "What you talk about – intimacy, love, closeness and all, wouldn't we find those anyway in our marriage?"
"Maybe and maybe not," Josh said. "I want our marriage to be really rich and wonderful for each of us. Expanding how we love each other is a large part of this and this is what Alyssa will teach us – not only this week but in future sessions with her. Part of what I want is to move beyond 'western' thinking and embrace some of the great concepts they've learned in India and the Orient about lovemaking."
We walked a hundred yards as I thought.
Josh began again without a question being posed. "We have adopted a polyamorous life style. There are other people that we love and that love us – and not just one or two. We could drift around in that as a couple and take what happens but I want our marriage to be more than the two of us drifting with our lovers. I want us to have the deepest, richest and most intimate of our relationships – in all the dimensions we can think of, Mind-Body-Spirit is one set of dimensions, another might be the characteristics of one's life, family, social, professional or career, sexual fulfillment, intellectual fulfillment, recreational and play, relationships, financial and prosperity, motivations and health. You might think of others too."
"You mean we're close in all these areas?" I asked.
"As a goal, yes," he said. "To find completeness in some area you will want involvement of others in some way, hopefully from within our circle. But our aspiration is to be the best for each other in these areas. Otherwise, someone that knows all our relationships and us will ask someday, "Why'd you bother to get married?"
I agreed with Josh.
"And involving the others in Alyssa's education?" I asked.
"If we're going to have this polyamorous circle, I want the best for my lovers too. I think Alyssa and her philosophy can start each of us on a path – a Spiritual journey – that can enrich all of us. We'll all grow and evolve at different rates. We'll each internalize what we learn differently. Nonetheless, we'll all grow and share a common basis for loving and interacting with each other, and I like that. This is the direction I hope we'll all grow."
We walked some more and soon four ourselves back at the villa. We washed the salt water from our bodies in the dipping pool beside the beach and went up to join the others. The other women were sitting in loungers in the shade of a palm grove having an excited discussion about something. I could see Carl and David talking in the living room, occasionally laughing. Jeremy was bent over his laptop computer. The other men weren't around. Josh wandered towards the kitchen as I joined the circle of women.
Amy talked with great animation in her voice, "So you mean even if it's just masturbation we can bring ourselves to the same level of pleasure that we all found last night?"
Fiona responded, "Yes, I think so. I mean if we each were to meditate and achieve some state of inner quiet, don't you think we could do that. We might have to kick start things with some stimulation but I think I could ... you know, have a better experience."
Katelyn chided her, "You mean you wouldn't be thinking of being the main subject of some all-night gang bang of hunky looking guys?"
"No," Fiona insisted with a wounded voice. "I know I've had my slutty times, but this isn't what I'm talking about. I really think if we were to get in a deep meditation we could 'ascend' the way Alyssa taught us. I wish she'd stayed; I have so much more to learn."
"When I meditated I had a hard time making my mind go blank," Beth said. "I kept thinking of the kids, things I need to do, and on and on."
I filled the silence, "You can get through that if you acknowledge the thought. One book I read said to say something to yourself like 'Thank you for sharing' and then pushing the unwanted thought away."
"I felt the same way," Alex volunteered. "When I started my mediation my mind was all business. I made myself an observer of what my mind was thinking. Eventually I told my 'head' I'm going to take the 'real me' into a deeper and more spiritual place. Somehow I left the mundane things behind for a few minutes."
Beth said, "I guess I'll have to keep trying."
Fiona said, "Why don't we try it now?"
"What do you mean?" Amy asked.
"Let's all go off somewhere – alone – and masturbate. I mean have a 'Spiritual masturbation' just like we've been talking about. Meditate and focus on your own pleasure and on launching that pleasure into the Universe. If you need to use your fingers or vibrator, do so!"
Stacy shook in delight, "I'm close to having an orgasm just thinking about it." We laughed.
"I, for one, intend to try it," Fiona announced as she stood.
"I'm in," I volunteered.
"Me too," Amy and Katelyn said.
"I'll try," Beth announced slowly.
"Me too and let's meet back here in ninety minutes and compare notes," Alex added.
I found Josh and told him I intended to slip away for a couple of hours. He nodded and told me he'd be reading somewhere around the house.
I went back down to the beach. As far as the eye could see the beach was empty. I removed my bikini bottom and set it on a patio table. I found a small footstool and set it beside the dipping pool looking out at the Caribbean. I adopted my meditative position, sitting Indian style. The added advantage in this case was that my sexual organs were fully available to me for caressing and stimulation.
Before I did more than just run my hands over my body in a sexy way, I found a small focus point near infinity – the mountaintop of some distant cay, perhaps the Virgin Islands. I let this point absorb my thoughts and forced my needs, wants, worries and desires from my thinking. Gradually my head cleared. I became aware of the warm sun kissing my naked body and the sounds of the shore birds. I floated looking down at my body and a feeling of oneness with all the others, particularly my sisters in the Villa.
Somewhere, somehow I felt the fingers of one hand penetrate my vagina and then pull the nectar our and spread it around my lips and clitoris. My other hand caressed and pinched my nipples. I soared into orbit. In hindsight I couldn't tell you if my eyes were open or closed. I lost all track of time. There was only 'The Pleasure.'
I became connected with the Universe, with all of mankind, with the source of Love and with Spirit itself. I entered the time and place of an endless orgasm. I know part of what I felt had to do with the manipulation and thrusting of my fingers and my palm across my clitoris or my search for my G-spot. Yet, I'd found some place and it had connection and pleasure not only with the physical but also with the Spiritual.
Over an hour later I sat alone in the shade of the palms reflecting on the pleasure I'd brought myself. Now I knew for sure that I could practice some of what Alyssa had left with us. Like Fiona, I felt I still had so much to learn.
The other women gradually drifted into the circle. We were all quiet but nodded to each other in our after glows. Even skeptical Beth smiled at her accomplishment.
"So I have a question," I stated to the group. "If I wanted to create this state for one of you and you for me, could we do it together at the same time the way Alyssa did for us last night?"
"You mean a lesbian encounter?" Stacy asked.
I nodded in agreement.
Fiona said "Let's eat some lunch and then try it. I'm curious and up for anything – but you guys already know that!" We all laughed at her statement.
We ate light lunches and over lunch paired off. I wanted to be with each of the women so I had a hard decision. In the end, Alex, Amy and I formed a triad. The other pairs were Fiona and Beth, and Katelyn and Stacy.
Alex, Amy and I went to our bedroom, throwing up the doors to the veranda and the magnificent view of the sea.
"Come and let's kiss one another," I insisted. Our trio merged tenderly and for many minutes we traded kisses, often using our tongues. As we kissed our fingers and hands roamed over each other's bodies, bringing nipples to erectness and fingering clits and plunging into vaginas. We all remained standing.
Eventually I pulled us all to the bed in a triangle. We sat as close as we could to one another, our knees touching yet our pussies fully exposed to the wondrous breezes circulating in the room. We held hands briefly but then abandoned that contact.
I put my head back and refocused on the small mountaintop, now invisible to sight but visible in my mind. I brought the thought of infinite and unconditional Love into my mind, visualizing what that would be like and how I knew I'd soon feel immersed in that ocean. I thought of the pleasure I could bring the others – which we'd bring each other; I thought how it would reverberate through the Villa and bring pleasure to the other women and men I loved.
I could feel a sense of Spiritual oneness sweep me up again. Love filled all space and time. As fingers caressed me, I brought pleasure to the others. My pleasure lifted me up and away from the physical world. I truly transcended and re-entered my state of orgasmic bliss. I knew this was heaven and all I'd needed to do all my life was be open to the possibility that it was here – now!
I lost track of time but when I found myself floating back to this reality, I sensed that two hours had passed. The sun had moved to a new location in the sky compared to when we started.
I looked with Love at Alex and Amy. We kissed and hugged again. They too had shared in our mystical state of bliss.
"My God," Amy exclaimed, "If we were to package this and sell it, we could end wars and move planets."
"I can't believe I've spent most of the time since midnight in this orgasmic state. I hope Jeremy understands what's been happening and how it's affecting me," Alex offered.
I said, "I feel I could pause almost anywhere and think myself into that state." The others nodded in agreement.
"Try it," Alex softly urged.
I closed my eyes, thought of the warm water and the distant mountain, and drifted right up the scale to a place of ecstasy. Fingers darted across my clit but they were unnecessary for my joy. I held the thoughts of heaven and Love for several minutes and then relaxed back to consciousness.
"Wow," Amy said, "You really can just go right into it."
Alex said, "You may become my new guru if Alyssa doesn't show up again."
Amy added, "As you achieved your climax state, you pulled us right up to the edge with you. Alex and I both touched each other and brought each other off, then we touched you but you didn't seem to need us. I still feel so close to you both – to everyone. Other times I'd want to crawl inside you but now I feel as though I am inside you both. I can't be closer." She touched us both in a sexual way.
We talked a little longer until there was a soft knock at the door from the porch. Josh stood there looking at the three of us.
He said, "You three have had an amazing afternoon together. I hope you don't' mind but I sat and listened for a while. You were erotic yet I knew you were all in a Spiritual place. Mind, Body and Spirit really merged in this room."
I patted the bed beside me; Josh came and sat. "Do you want to make Love with the three of us?" I asked him softly; he nodded. As I moved to kiss him, so did Amy and Alex.
*
After dinner at Le Galion we returned to the beautiful Villa. That night Josh and I created our own Spiritual sex for one another. I drew great satisfaction in knowing that I could help him crest into an elevated state of continuous orgasm. I explained to Josh in more detail about what I'd learned from Alyssa and what I'd learned I could do during the afternoon before our quartet ended the afternoon in our bed. He filled me in on his learning too, showing me some techniques he'd remembered.
Everyone in the Villa seemed to rise late the next day by design. Various combinations of people sunned, swam in one of the pools or the Caribbean Sea, read, toyed with their computer, read novels, and so forth. Two couples went shopping in town for a while. It was a lazy day and we all enjoyed it.
We ate at Pittou's Beach Bar for dinner. We were about as dressed down as I thought we could be. I wore my bikini bottom and a thin white blouse tied in a knot beneath my tanned breasts. Flip-flops completed my dinner ensemble. As it turned out, I was overdressed.
As we all funneled back into the villa after dinner, Jeremy announced that he had an erotic surprise for the bride and groom and he was sure we'd be willing to share it with everyone.
"Come and gather around the big screen television," he instructed us all. We filed into the room and spread ourselves around on the various sofas and chairs as well as the floor. Lights were dimmed to enhance viewing of the huge flat screen television.
Jeremy stood before us all and the television screen came to life with a slow progression of photographs from the erotic photograph album I gave Josh for Christmas months earlier – what I called 'Volume One'.
He said, "Most of you have seen Megan's erotic photograph album. I'm pleased it sits on her coffee table as a continual reminder of her love for Josh and, of course, for my beautiful and sexy wife Alex." He paused and collected a small kiss from Alex.
"Now," he went on, "I am pleased to present – for the first time – Volume 2."
A slow classical music piece became audible in the background and then increased in volume until it filled the room with imposing music.
More impressive, however, were the slow progression of photographs of first me, then me and Josh, making love to one another. Every shot was erotic in some way, a curve or flap of skin, a close up of my pussy damp in anticipation of lovemaking, a photo of an erect penis about to penetrate, a tongue arched to barely touch my clitoris.



The 'album' unfolded almost in a storyline of seduction, foreplay and then penetration in a wide variety of positions. After fifty or sixty photographs the scene shifted again to one of obvious after glow, my creamy pussy proof-positive of our climaxes.
The music ebbed and Jeremy stepped forward again in the dim light, "Of course, we took more photographs for other more advanced albums as well. So here are Volumes Three and Four, if you will." He stepped aside and the classical music rose to match the scenes again.
This time the scene shifted and Alex and I made love again. Visible in the photographs were our tongues and genitals pleasing one another, fingers penetrating, and the shadows and curves of our sexy bodies as we made love. As the photos projected on the screen I went and cuddled in the overstuffed chair with Alex, pulling our tops from our bodies so I could stroke her chest; then we shed everything so we could touch each other unimpeded. Other clothing in the room seemed to come off too.
A scene shift brought Josh into a threesome with Alex and me. Highly erotic shots of his cock buried in Alex's cunt, moist with her nectar as I licked, made half the room groan in sexual frustration that they weren't immediately copulating with someone. I watched as a nude Amy moved to my husband and sank her pussy down on Josh's steel rod. He grasped her breasts from behind as she started to slowly ride his cock.
Another scene shift occurred on the television screen and the threesome became a foursome; including Jeremy's remarkable photographs of his long cock deep in my pussy and then barely penetrating in the next, his mushroomed head all but breaking contact with my skin. I reached past Alex's shoulder and stroked his hardening cock through his thin shorts.
Somehow he'd captured shots of all of us fucking, lined up along our living room sofa in Boston, and then obviously changing partners multiple times for variety in our lovemaking. The last few photographs showed a progression of cum flowing from cocks into pussies, across breasts, into mouths, and even being shared between Alex and me. The scene shifted to some flowers on our coffee table and then faded as the classical music ended.
The silence in the room gave way to a standing ovation for Jeremy and Alex and their photographic work. They bowed their now nude bodies.
"Wait!" he said, "There's more! While we were doing the still photographs we also had a video camera running most of the time. Now I haven't been able to edit this as much as I'd like but I wanted to share it with you all such as it is."
He looked at the assemblage of half-naked horny people in the room and added, "Fucking while you watch this video is permitted and will be taken by the film crew as a positive gesture that you like the film." We laughed and I pulled down Jeremy's shorts and maneuvered him into my lap as the film began.
As I fondled Jeremy's rising cock I watched the others forming pairs. Soon everyone had a partner.
The video started with me seductively disrobing for Jeremy. I remembered that morning a week or so earlier when I'd found him before anyone else had awoken and we'd fucked. Now here was that complete erotic scene captured for posterity as I mouthed his cock, deep throating his rod, and then mounting him on our sofa. The fuck was memorable in particular because of my stream of 'dirty' talk to him, mostly telling him how excited I felt to be able to fuck Alex's husband and how I hoped that Josh's cock was right that moment buried deep in Alex's pussy. These weren't forbidden acts, just something we were doing to satisfy each other's lust and to bring joy to the moment.
The scene shifted when Alex and Josh joined the party and then escalated again to more orgasms. Somewhere along the line Alex and I took turns lapping the cum our partners had left in our vaginas; usually we shared our discoveries.
Around the viewing room the slap of bodies together started to add to the erotic situations portrayed on the video. Even Jeremy and I started to grind into one another as the film progressed. Further, I found it such a turn on to be able to look around the room at seven couples in various stages of making love. I think, at heart, every one of us is an exhibitionist; the shows being put on for the benefit of the others boggled the mind.
The scene on the television eventually shifted to Josh and my bedroom. A long scene rolled by where I rode Jeremy's muscular body, my eyes closed and my body focused on extracting my pleasure from him. I came multiple times, a precursor to what Alyssa taught us this week.
Next the television screen lit up with a close up of Josh's cock stroking in and out of Alex's ripe pussy. As he pumped into her, Alex's fluids flowed from her body. I could actually smell her body sex, then I realized that Alex and Doug were fucking right next to me. I reached over and inserted my hand between them, stroking and tickling Alex's clit to heighten her sensations.
On screen, Josh orgasmed into Alex's steaming pussy. Alex ejaculated too, a small jet of girl juice coating the two bodies. Josh pulled away after filling her pussy and the camera zoomed in on Alex's pussy showing a rivulet of cum slowly oozing from her vagina and then running across her thigh towards the bed covers. The scene faded to black ending the tape.
The scene in the room did not change, however. Bodies still pumped into other bodies, and moans and groans were heard from one end to the other.
Then the orgasms started to arrive. Stacy surprised me by being the first to cum. On the cushy carpeting, David nestled behind her with his long cock solidly buried in her tunnel. Every stroke and twitch we could watch ... and did. Stacy's breasts were swollen from the pregnancy and David took delight in fondling and holding them as he pumped in her body and then as the two of them wallowed in the after glow of their climaxes.
Josh and Amy climaxed, Amy falling back onto Josh's body as he embraced her and kissed her neck and shoulders from her back. Amy looked so 'right' with Josh; I had a fleeting thought of her moving back to the U.S. from Paris and moving in with us. I'd like that and I know Josh would.
A wave of orgasms trickled across the room with bodies in many different positions and sounds coming from couple after couple. I thought how beautiful the act of lovemaking is – regardless of time, circumstance, position, or inclination. Making love is an act of unity and spiritual achievement. Alyssa was right; I hoped I'd see her again – soon.
Josh and I again snuck away from the others after Jeremy's slide show and movie. We went down to the beach and walked, in the nude, for a while. When the urge struck, I lay back in the soft sand and Josh penetrated into me. Over his shoulder and with his knowledge, I merged with some unknown constellation and then soared across the Universe. Josh, too, entered a blissful state. I returned to earth awash in Josh's cum; further, I had apparently jetted my girl juice across his body in my orgasmic state.
After we cooed and cuddled we swam in the warm Sea then walked back to the Villa and went to bed, our nude bodies loosely wrapped around each other beneath the slowly churning ceiling fan.
I awoke the next morning to someone eating my pussy. I could tell it was a female and by process of elimination I figured out that it was my sister Amy. I finally blinked my eyes opened and verified my guess.
"To what do I owe the honor of this occasion?" I asked in a sleepy, just waking up, voice.
"Just I love you and I want to be close to you again," she said. Her tongue dove onto my clitoris and she thrust three fingers into my slot. I moaned loudly.
"But I'm not quite ready to return the favor," I stammered out and trying to reach for her attractive face. "I'm just waking up – and in a wonderful way I might add."
"No reciprocity required. Just lie back and enjoy this. Sometime you can return the favor – or Josh can." Josh lay next to me on his stomach apparently oblivious to the pleasure Amy delivered to me.
I allowed myself to drift with her attentions and then I knew an orgasm grew near. "Amy, I'm going to cum very soon. Don't stop. Oh, ... please ... don't ... stop!" I barely got the words out when deep inside my body I felt a sudden warmth and spasm that radiated outward, ending right at my clitoris and Amy's tongue.
"Oooooooooooh Amieeeeeeeeeeeeee," I moaned. "I love you. I love you. I love you."
Amy came up and let me hold her in my arms. "Oh thank you," I told her as we kissed. "Do I have morning breath?"
"Your fine," she said, kissing back. After a silent moment as I savored the event she'd just delivered, Amy said, "Sis, I love you. I don't want our sexual times together to end. I've so enjoyed the past week – has it only been a week? I hope you feel the same way."
"Don't worry Darling," I told her. "I'm here for you always in every way you can imagine."
"There's something else," Amy said. "I've really fallen for Greg. I think he feels the same way. I mean when we haven't been off with someone else we've been together. He's such a special person and has so many great traits. Am I crazy? Is he as good as he appears to be?"
"Oh, Amy," I said, hugging her to me. "I hoped the two of you would 'click.' I love Greg and yes, he is all he appears to be and more. If I make a list of all the traits you'd want in a guy, Greg's got them, just like Josh. Plus, I think he can handle the emotions that being at a week like this can evoke without being overwrought."
"I'm so taken with him that I might ask for reassignment back to the U.S. from Paris. What do you think about that?"
"I think the whole world would rejoice to have you closer to us all," I told her.
"Then I'm going back and wake him up and tell him," Amy said almost asking for permission from me.
"Go for it," I told her. She stood, her nude form that of a goddess, and left the room.
Josh said in a clear voice from his sleep position, "I'd be very happy if she came back to the States. She can come visit us anytime."
"I'm glad you like my sister," I told him as I slipped into his open arms.
"No, I love your sister," he said with a grin. "And I'd like to love her many more times too."
The two of us made love again that morning.
I wore a bikini bottom to breakfast, in part to stem the flow of semen from my lower orifices. Several of the others were up and we availed ourselves of the wonderful assortment of fresh foods that had been left for our daytime meals. Soon Fiona and I had whipped up omelets for everyone with bacon and sausages on the side.
We all wiled away the day as we had the one before. Four guys went golfing; a couple of the other women went shopping.
Stacy came and got me in mid-afternoon; I'd been reading beside the pool. She said, "Key family meeting on the beach in ten minutes." Now that piqued my curiosity so I sashayed down the stone stairway at the appointed time, joining Katelyn and Fiona around the lower swimming pool.
"What gives?" I asked as I sat beside the others on one of the large loungers.
Stacy said, "I need your advice and counsel before Ray and David get back from golf with the others."
We nodded. Fiona asked, "Advice about what?"
"I've really fallen for David – I mean big time, my heart beats faster, palms go cold kind of fallen. I'm in love and I know he loves me; I mean really, really loves me. He loves my 'bump' too – my Megan." She shot me a grin knowing I was an obvious soft touch for my soon to be born niece.
Stacy went on, "Now, I don't want to leave Ray or Fiona, but I love David. Am I nuts? What should I do?"
Fiona tossed her head back and laughed, "Oh, my Darling, Stacy. I love you so." She pulled Stacy next to her on the chaise they were on and kissed her.
Katelyn and I laughed too. Finally, Fiona said the words we were all thinking, "Have David join the three of you. He likes even loves Fiona too. He's a pal with Ray. He does work about 500 miles away but I'm sure you'll figure out a solution to that. Just ask him."
Katelyn and I nodded our concurrence with the suggestion.
Stacy looked shocked. "I never thought I could have my cake and eat it too – so to speak," she gave a lewd grin. "Do you think he'd buy it?"
"You won't know until you ask?" I said, "But I do suggest you talk to Ray first." She agreed.
We swam in the Caribbean, Stacy sitting in the sand letting the gentle waves break over her engorged stomach. I stood and laughed with the others at her plight as a wave broke over her belly. She replied, "I'm teaching Megan to get used to the water."
Two hours later I saw Stacy waylay Ray as he came back from the golf game, pulling him off to their bedroom for a private time. Fiona, Katelyn and I smiled at one another. The pair didn't reappear for almost two hours and Stacy had that 'just fucked' look about her as well as a smile on her face. Ray looked pretty happy too.
The cocktail hour arrived only this time the four pilots amongst us opted out from drinking alcoholic beverages. This was our last night on St. Marteens and we'd all be departing in our aircraft the next morning.
As we sat around nursing some Diet Cokes, I watched Stacy lead David away from the group and back down the stairway to the beach. The sky was awash with reds and oranges as the sun set. Josh, Ray and Carl got the large grill going and soon we started preparing various elements of our cookout meal.
Steaks eventually went on the grill. The attractive odor of grilled beef filled the patio and wafted everywhere within two hundred yards. I thought Stacy and David should appear momentarily to see what we were cooking. I was wrong.
We saved them food but the rest of us started to eat at the huge long table that seated all fourteen of us. Two seats were empty.
Eventually as we were finishing, David and Stacy appeared. I knew she'd been successful in recruiting him to a new foursome; she had a smile from ear to ear as well as that freshly fucked look again. David looked pleased too.
Fiona stood and went to David and kissed him deeply and with great meaning. She hugged him. I heard her welcome him to their family. Ray was there too with a bear hug and a strong handshake. The rest of us lined up to congratulate the two of them – the four of them.
David said, "I have so many questions. I don't even know some of the questions to ask. I do know this feels so right to be doing this and I love Stacy so ... and Fiona ... and Ray ... and all of you." He and Stacy both had tears in their eyes as they hugged again.
*
The fourteen of us stood between the two jets hugging and kissing each other. Two linemen stood ready to assist us in leaving the ramp area at St. Marteen's airport, amazed at the intimacy we all shared with each other as we kissed and hugged goodbye. Eventually we broke apart, whispered our love for each other once more, and boarded one of the two jets.
Greg and David's Learjet filled with Stacy, Fiona, Ray, Carl, Katelyn, Beth and Doug. I watched from the pilot-in-command seat as David waved to us one last time and folded up the electric stairs and secured the door. We waited while they started their engines and ran through their checklists and then left the pad to taxi to the runway for takeoff.
Josh sat in our co-pilot's seat. In the back of the plane were Amy, Jeremy and Alex. Jeremy and Alex would catch an evening red-eye back to London that night. Amy would spend a few more days in New Hampshire with our parents before spending a night with us and flying back to Paris.
The radio came alive in my headset, "Citation, November-Four-Eight-Gulf (our tail number), Clearance Delivery." Josh replied and they started again, "November-Four-Eight-Gulf is cleared to Bravo-Echo-Delta airport in the United States, via RNAV Direct Juliet-Alpha-Xray, Direct. Vectors after departure. Expect Flight Level 410 five minutes after. And you are cleared to taxi to Runway 09; hold short landing traffic." I let Josh repeat the clearance back to them as I set up the radios with the correct frequencies and put the waypoints in the Global Position System.
We taxied to the runway and went through our checklists. I found my confidence returning now stronger than ever. Josh and I smiled at each other and he reached over and gave me a loving squeeze of my right shoulder. We watched a Boeing 757 sweep into a landing, roll-out, and then taxi towards the commercial terminal.
The radio came alive again, "November-Four-Eight-Gulf cleared for take-off. After take-off, turn to flight plan route and cleared to Flight Level 410. Contact departure on one-two-eight-decimal-niner-five after clearing one-thousand." Josh repeated the instructions back as I revved up the engines and started to taxi the last few feet to position the plane on the runway.
I took a quick look back at our passengers. Alex was already asleep. Jeremy and Amy were holding hands. Amy gave me a thumbs up gesture of support and confidence with a big smile.
The Citation turned to the runway heading and then we started our roll down the 7,070-foot runway. We soared flawlessly into the air well before the end and I repeated the climb-out checklist from memory.
As we cleared through ten thousand feet on a nearly cloudless day I gestured for Amy to come up and join us in the jump seat. She came and sat, asking us to explain in detail each of the flight instruments and radios. She seemed fascinated with everything we showed her.
"You know I wouldn't mind becoming a pilot," she told us as we eventually made our turn nearly eight miles high over Jacksonville. "Maybe Greg will teach me how to fly."
The End
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This short story was an entry in the Valentine's Day Contest in 2009. It didn't win anything, but did have some good reader comments. Please enjoy it, and if it's near that special day, then Happy Valentine's Day.
*
Tina, my wife's sister, was single, attractive, and in her mid-thirties. I'd often told my wife I might have married the wrong sister, but only in a playful way. Sometimes she told me she wished I had so that she could be the sister-in-law that jumped my bones, but didn't have to put up with whatever my bad habit of the day was. Kim, my wife, is equally pretty and sports a trim body, great looking legs, and breasts that I love to sink my face into when we make love. Both Kim and Tina still have the same gorgeous physique!
Kim and I drove to Tina's for the long Valentine's Day weekend. After we got our luggage inside, I volunteered to make myself useful by doing a project or two around her condo while she and my wife talked. Tina assigned me the task of installing some new shelves in her closet. She had tools and shelving, all the things needed for the installation. I accepted the assignment and then shooed Tina and my wife away to 'catch up' and enjoy each other while I worked.
The first part of my task was to empty the closet where the shelves were to go. I piled the clothing up on Tina's bed, and then started to move some old shoeboxes from the closet to a temporary location.
As I did, one of the boxes fell apart revealing an assortment of sex toys. I studied my find for a minute: mink encrusted handcuffs, a two-headed dildo, a large vibrator, a butterfly with a remote control, some KY jelly, an egg with a remote control, and a couple of anal plugs. Just for kicks I turned on the remote for the egg; the device came to life and rattled away in the box. I turned it off and tried unsuccessfully to repair the box, finally setting it carefully aside on the bed so it wouldn't disintegrate further.
The shelving took me a couple of hours to custom fit to the odd shape of the closet. When I finished, however, the new shelves provided more surface to store things on and everything would be easier to find. With two closet rods where there had been one, no hanging space had been lost either yet there was still plenty of room for Tina's boxes, shoes, and boots.
As I started to put things back in the closet, I decided to be a little more organized and put like things near like things. The clothes were easy then I started to peek into the shoeboxes trying to decide which shelf to put them on.
Shoe boxes with shoes in them went back on the floor. Several boxes contained computer cables and printer supplies; things like that went on the bottom shelf. The next shelf up contained some tax records and receipts.
Then I found a box with sexy thongs, edible underwear, a couple of porn DVDs, a microscopic bikini and another vibrator of gigantic proportions. Apparently, my sister-in-law had more of a sex life than my wife and I gave her credit for.
I put the box I'd just found with the box I'd found earlier on the fourth shelf, right about chest level.
I carefully arranged the other things she wanted in the closet and then stood back and marveled at my work.
About that time Kim and Tina came back into the bedroom to see my progress.
"Oh, fantastic," Tina exclaimed. "You've finished, and you've put everything I wanted in there. Will I find things when I need them?" She poked at the lower shelf, then the next shelf up and then the next, and then ...
Suddenly, I could see her neck redden as she realized I'd found the two boxes with her sex toys and clothing.
"Oops," she said to no one in particular. Over her shoulder she said, "You weren't supposed to find those. I forgot to hide them before you worked in here. The fact I forgot is a commentary on how bad that part of my life has been."
"Forgot about what?" Kim asked ignorant of what the boxes contained.
After a long silence, I answered; "Tina has a couple of boxes of sex toys and related stuff I wasn't supposed to see."
Kim said, "Oh, I want to see. Bring them out." She was insistent and with reluctance Tina brought out the two boxes. I explained how one box had fallen apart on me as I'd touched it.
"That's because I used to use it all the time," Tina said candidly in an embarrassed tone and with a continued blush.
"ALL the time?" I questioned in a tease.
"Yea, pretty much. Single life is not all it's cooked up to be. Right now, I'm like an eunuch."
"What's this?" Kim asked, holding up the butterfly.
"It's a butterfly," Tina told her.
"How do you use it? What's it do?" my wife asked.
Tina explained how to wear it and that part of it rested against your clitoris and vibrated when you worked the remote control.
"Cool," Kim said. She held up the egg and asked, "Is this the same kind of thing?"
"Yes," Tina said getting used to the fact we were pawing through her private things. "Except with the egg, you slip it inside you and then use the remote."
I picked up the remote and turned the unit on again. The small purple egg started to hop around in Kim's hand.
"Could I try one?" Kim asked cautiously, shooting me a glance for acceptance. I nodded enthusiastically to her.
"Slide this into your vagina," Tina said handing her the egg. She discretely disappeared into the bathroom off the bedroom and returned in sixty seconds.
"It's in there," she said. "Now what?
I took the remote from Tina's hand before she could do anything. I flipped on the switch for ten seconds. I thought Kim would jump out of her skin.
"Oh fuck," she said. "That's one of the Seven Wonders of the World." She grinned at Tina and me. She looked at me and pleaded, "Do it again!"
I hit the switch and left it on for thirty seconds. She spasmed again. After I stopped she came and sank into my lap on the bed, "If you keep that up I'll jump your bones right here with Tina watching." We kissed passionately as Tina watched.
Tina disappeared into the bathroom for a minute and came back. As Kim sat on my lap, Tina presented me with the remote for the butterfly. Wow! What power I suddenly had in my hands.
I turned on the butterfly for ten seconds at a low intensity. Tina's eyes rolled up in her head, and she groaned as an orgasm hit her from deep within. She grabbed onto my shoulders and held on as the pleasure swept through her.
Kim got a lecherous look on her face. She suggested, "Let's wear these to dinner tonight. Jim can carry the remotes and use them at will." The sisters nodded in agreement at one another.
An hour later the three of us were in the bar at a popular seafood restaurant waiting for seats in the dining room. I had the remotes in my jacket pocket. So far, except to test them for a second, I hadn't done much with them. This scene was different.
Kim sat next to two hunky-looking guys and the trio started to talk. I hit the remote and watched her jerk erotically for a second before I let her relax again. Then I hit Tina's button, just as I put my hand on her leg. She grabbed and jerked my hand up against her pussy so I would push her butterfly into deeper contact with her clit. Before she could react fully, I shut the unit off. She moaned and gave me a look with a plea attached to it.
I hit Kim's button again and let the egg vibrate a little longer this time. She put a hand on a shoulder of one of the guys she was talking to for stability. Her eyes were rolling around in her head. He gave her a funny look, almost as though he knew she was having sexual experience.
I toyed back and forth with each woman's sex toy as the evening progressed. By watching the women while I had their sex toy in the 'on' position, I discovered that it's hard to order food when your pussy or clit is being vibrated. Further, I noted that small orgasms can be enjoyed without needing to shriek and moan like Meg Ryan during her orgasm scene in 'When Harry Met Sally'. On the other hand, it is possible to orgasm in the midst of after dinner coffee while the waiter is standing there collecting my credit card. Correspondingly, waiters notice when a customer has an orgasm in their presence. I left a generous tip.
After dinner, we drove the short distance back to Tina's condominium. I hit both remotes one last time as we walked from the parking lot. The sisters held onto each other, whispering frantically in each other's ear as they both vibrated their way to the front door. They kissed and hugged after I stopped the vibrations.
Inside the condo, Tina drew the drapes and the two sisters stood in front of me and slowly stripped their clothing from each other, often depositing some of their more delicate items into my lap. My lap, of course, sported a rising bulge from within that I couldn't hide.
"You are so going to fuck the two of us," my wife told me. "I've never been hotter in my life, and Tina said the same thing. We both want your cock."
Tina said, "This may turn out to be the best use of those toys ever. I need you in me right now." She gave her sister a glance to be sure the request was not out of line with her apparent understanding. Kim nodded enthusiastically.
The women pulled me up and stripped my clothing away. As my pants and briefs slid down my legs, Tina inhaled my tumescent penis into her mouth, sucking on me with a bouncing motion and masturbating my cock as she did. Soon, I became the consistency of a steel rod. How could I not, since I was in the presence of two beautiful nude women that wanted my services?
I watched Kim pull the little egg from her vagina and hand it to Tina. Tina licked the outside of it and turned to Kim; "You taste really good, Sis."
"My turn," Kim said. I watched my wife finger her sister and bring a nectar-coated finger to her mouth. "Oh, yummy," she exclaimed after a moment. "We both taste good." Kim turned to me and said, "James, you have two pussies to start eating right now!" She spoke with authority.
Tina and Kim lay back next to each other on the sofa as I started to eat them each, switching back and forth, their juices soon coating my face and often running down my body in odoriferous rivulets of female juice.
I love cunnilingus and reveled in how I could bring the two sisters pleasure as I shifted back and forth between them. As I did the two of them were feeling each other's pussies and breasts, as well as kissing with lots of tongue and emotion.
Kim was right. Tina tasted divine-- different, and divine just like Kim. I savored the juices emitted from both women.
Finally, as I started to shift from my wife to her sister, Kim said, "Time for you to bury that nice cock in her pussy. Do it! Do it now!"
The two of us kissed, and then I moved to Tina. I lined up my rigid cock with her wet mound and gently pushed into her, sinking just the mushroom head into her. Tina moaned. I maneuvered slowly, back and forth, with each inward stroke only incrementally longer than the last. I took well over two minutes to sink my entire rod into Tina. She moaned on every forward thrust and sighed every time I withdrew.
"Fuck me. Fuck me, Jim," Tina said as she looked up at me with big doe eyes. She reached up and stroked my face and chest. Using subtle motions to urge me into her. I felt a special affection in our relationship that I'd never felt before.
I thrust into her with long, slow, deliberate strokes. I'd pause occasionally and lean in and suck on one of her erect nipples. I found the feel of her erect nips against my lips and tongue an exciting sensation.
Kim must have thought so too, for soon she leaned over and took the nearest breast in her mouth, licking and sucking at the breast, areola and nipple. The erotic Sapphic scene with my wife almost brought me to an instant climax. Tina moaned in synch with our attentions.
I whispered to Kim, "Where should I cum?"
She replied in a soft voice, "In her cunt, silly. Where else?"
I sped up my pounding; Tina's legs locked behind my back, affording me deep penetration of her velvet cunt. She took the opportunity to urge me to thrust faster and deeper into her lithe body.
We came together; a remarkable fact given this was our first time having intercourse. We jammed our bodies into each other and froze as the waves of pleasure swept through us, and the jets of my cum splashed into her vagina.
Then I collapsed onto Tina, smothering her with kisses and rubbing her body all over. Kim was right in there helping.
Tina asked Kim in a whisper, "Can I use the 'L' word with him?" Kim nodded. She turned to me and said, "Jim, I love you. Thank you, thank you, thank you. You are a wonderful lover and eat pussy better than anyone I've every known, and I repeat, I love you, I really do." Tina hugged me to her and I hugged back.
I felt all warm and comfortable in my relation with Tina and my wife. I pulled Kim into a three-way kiss; our nude bodies pressed together as my cock remained imbedded in Tina's body. What a Valentine's Day this was turning out to be.
I turned to Kim and said, "I love you. Thank you for understanding our needs to join."
Kim kissed me back. She said, "You too can use the 'L' word too if you want. I love the two of you with such an expansive heart and, of course, I always will." She hugged us to her body.
I told Tina I loved her and we ground our groins together, a maneuver that wiggled my cock inside her pussy. Tina liked that and responded in kind.
Eventually, I pulled out of Tina. Kim was on me in an instant, sucking the juices from my flaccid penis. As she finished she moved to her sister and lapped at the rivulet of cum oozing from the gaping vagina exposed to her ministrations. Tina moaned a few times as Kim's tongue hit just the right place.
After we lay together cooing and whispering to each other, Tina went down on me and brought me to the 'ready' state again. This time she steered me to Kim's warm love tunnel and helped aim me into my wife.
"Sit on my face, Tina," Kim told her. Tina moved up over her face and gently lowered her pussy onto her lips as I gently thrust into her body. Soon, Kim had an orgasm and then another. Finally, I reached that plateau from where there is no retreat. I could feel the pump deep within my body switch into gear and the semen race towards my exit. I sent jet after jet of cum deep into Kim. I know she came, for I could feel the muscles of her cunt having spasms around my cock.
After we lay and smoothed each other for a while, Tina pulled us all to her large bed. I cuddled the two of them to me, and we drifted off to sleep.
Early the next morning, I rose just a few minutes before the two of them and found a few things I needed in my suitcase. I made some adjustments and wrote a bit then wormed my way back between the two naked women in the warm bed.
Tina eventually got up; closely followed by Kim. I could tell when they found the Valentine's Day cards I'd left for each of them because I heard them reading not only the sentiments printed in the cards, but also the longer notes of love and adoration I'd written for each of them. I'd also gotten each of them mood rings just so there were some kind of 'presents' to accompany the card. I didn't realize they'd have such significance when I bought them.
Tina and Kim both rejoined me in bed, showing me their rings and proclaiming their love for me. I think I'd created a ceremony. Soon, Tina mounted me and we fucked as Kim rode my tongue. The three of us spent most of the day in bed, as well as the evening. We did make brief forays for food and drink.
My two Valentines have remained in my life ever since. We love each other dearly. Two years after that weekend, Tina relocated and moved in with us. I upgraded the mood rings in a ceremony that just the three of us shared a year later; after all, diamonds are a girl's best friend.
Those that know us have often questioned how the three of us can live and love together and remain so happy. "Aren't you jealous of each other?" is a common question. If we are jealous of anything, it is our time together as a threesome. We are not jealous of any 'one,' just of time, and how little of it we have to spend together. We are sensitive to each other's needs and make sure the other's bucket is always filled.
I am so in love with Kim and Tina. I recall a comment Tina made once that went something like 'I must have lived in hell in some other life because now I am in heaven.' My heaven is being with these two fascinating creatures and the fact that we share our entire lives together. I could not ask for more.
Happy Valentine's Day, My Darlings.
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*
A year ago, on Valentine's Day, besides pledging our undying love and affection to each other by way of a morning lovemaking session and the usual greeting cards, we leisurely sat around over breakfast that day talking about our marriage.
"What could we do to keep the spirit of Valentine's Day in our marriage all year long?" I asked my husband, being ever the romantic.
"Keep giving each other greeting cards at frequent but random intervals?" Jim posited.
"No, it's got to be something else. Something more personal - sexy," I suggested as I recalled the pleasure we'd experienced a half hour earlier.
"I just read where some couple made love every day for a year," Jim replied. "That has some appeal to me." He grinned at me.
I ignored his comment and said, "How about we make a Wish List for each other? Each list would comprise sexy things we want to do over the next year. We could make the lists today and give them to each other tonight at dinner."
Jim quickly agreed with the idea of the Valentine's Wish List. He'd also grinned at me with a devilish look and then scurried off to his computer for a few hours. I heard him typing madly, and I got a little worried. I figured his list would have a few things we did normally as well as some experimental ideas on it. Wrong!
Over our candlelit Valentine's Dinner, Jim presented me with his list - a neatly organized seven-pages of single-space perversions. By comparison, my list was one page and pretty staid compared to the things on his list. I quickly saw that if I did every action on Jim's list, I'd be way outside my sexual comfort zone for most of the year. I suddenly felt very naïve and a little scared.
"How did you create a list this long so fast?" I asked in awe as I waved his stapled pages at him. "I'm amazed at the extent of your imagination."
Jim chuckled and responded, "I found a web site full of stories in all sorts of categories: erotic couplings, loving wives, group, lesbian, mature, BSDM, and on and on. I just started to read story titles and their one sentence descriptions. I got one idea after another."
"Damn," I said with a grin as I swatted at his muscular shoulder. "Isn't that cheating?"
"No, I love all these ideas and I would have come up with them sooner or later. The stories were just reminders of all the things I wish we'd do -- that you'll do in the coming year. Right?"
I gave a reluctant 'umph' sound suggesting slight agreement and plopped down in my chair to study the list again.
After dinner, Jim volunteered for clean up. I reread his list and thought about things generally for another twenty minutes. The whole list idea made me wet and horny. I went to Jim and wrapped my arms around him as he finished putting the last of the dishes away.
"You have a brilliant mind, a wicked imagination, a perverted psyche, and warped sexual urges. And I love them all. I'm ready to start on the list ... now!" I ran my tongue into Jim's ear and my hands down his chest in my first moves of seduction of the night.
"Now show me that web site -- the one you talk about in number eight on your list," I asked.
Fifteen minutes later I'd fellated Jim's cock to a rigid state and then sat impaled on his cock as we read story after story from his favorite web site. When I didn't squirm around on his long rod, he'd pump into me. I remember we lasted about an hour before we finally changed to a web site with some porn videos and fucked as we watched the computer screen. We also crossed off number 145 on Jim's list.
*
The year went on and almost daily we tried something new. It was transformational. I changed my outlook on life, become much more of a sexual person, able to create my own list of perversions and sexual adventures. Thus, we reached today, Valentine's Day a year later.
"What turned you on the most over the past year?" Jim asked as we cuddled in the afterglow of our morning fuck.
"There are a bunch of them," I said. "I can still remember the day after last Valentine's Day when I went to work. I'd never exhibited myself to anyone, at least not like that. Remember that one of the items on your list was to give up wearing underwear for the year. I started that day. Then I was supposed to 'inadvertently' expose myself to some people on the Metro and at work too."
Jim volunteered, "I can still remember that morning as you went off to work. You were nervous but unbelievably horny."
I continued my reminiscence, "I remember I wore a short skirt. When I got on the Metro I hiked the skirt up slightly as I sat down and pulled out a paperback book and started to read. My skirt was almost up to my pussy. I know the guy across from me could see my slit. He even got a hard-on as he stared at me for the twenty-minute ride."
"I forgot to ask: did you ever let him know you were doing it on purpose?"
"Yeah, right at the end of the commute I locked eyes with him and gave him a knowing smile. He grinned back at me and when I rose to get off he blew me a kiss. Nice looking guy too."
Jim said, "And then you got to work that day; as I recall you continued to have fun?"
"Oh yes, there's more," I said. "I'd always liked Carl and wanted to get closer to him. So I'd arranged to have coffee with him that day. I did the same thing I did on the Metro, sitting down and hiking my skirt simultaneously. When he sat opposite me, I thought his eyes would bug out of his head."
I went on, "Actually, he was a perfect gentleman. He said something in a halting voice like 'You may want to adjust your skirt a little.' So I did; I hiked it up another two or three inches showing him more thigh and I could spread my legs a little wider. Then he knew my display was quite intentional."
"And? And?" Jim asked with a lecherous grin.
"Carl said, 'Very pretty. Very nice,' to me several times then he asked whether this was as far as I intended to go. I told him I had one milestone for the day if he were interested. He nodded, and I told him I wanted him to finger me -- that was on your list: 'Get fingers by a co-worker'. I also told him that'd be all for that day, hinting that we might go further another day."
"I still remember Carl brought me to a wonderful late-morning orgasm. He thrust a couple of fingers into me and then moved them so rapidly against my little G-spot that I blew off for him a few minutes later. We kissed a lot, and then I broke off lest we get caught. The rest of that day after Valentine's Day, I was a 'good girl' except you should know that Carl brought me a single red rose in mid afternoon."
Jim asked, "Did you feel the Valentine's Day Spirit with you as you worked on the list that day?"
"Oh, yes," I said. "Now, what was your first high point from my list?"
He started, "Well, your list was shorter and lot more conservative, but I remember you wanted me to make love to you in a public place. I chose the beach at dusk, if you recall."
I nodded and smiled at the recollection.
"I'd bought you that pink bikini and talked you into wearing it that day; I think it was in April -- a nice warm day. At the time, you thought it was scandalous because the bathing suit showed so much skin. I made you walk the beach with me as I told you some erotic story to get you in the mood. We'd brought some wine and well, by dusk you were in the mood."
"I pulled you and our blanket into the dunes. I remember pulling your bra off and making love to your naked breasts for five or ten minutes before you let me go any further. If we'd been standing everyone would have seen us, but that one dune barely covered our activities. Finally, you let me strip off your clothes completely and go down on your lovely salty pussy that day. You always taste good, you know?"
"So do you," I told him as I squeezed his hand.
Jim went on, "Anyway, eventually, you pulled my suit off of me and we started to fuck, right there on the beach and only a hundred yards or so from the path back to the parking lot. If you'd screamed or shrieked a little louder someone would have come and investigated?"
"Actually, I have a confession to make," I told him.
Jim looked puzzled, "What's that?"
"We were watched. Another couple came walking close to the dune we were behind. I think the girl saw us first. They stopped, and the woman kept him quiet. You were buried to the hilt in my cunt as you fucked me. The two of them watched, occasionally kissing or stroking one another. He sucked on one of her breasts briefly and even fingered her."
"Why didn't you say something?" Jim asked.
"I didn't want you distracted," I said with a grin.
"Hell, I would have invited them to join us."
"Well," I said, "that makes me think of another great Valentine's Day List moment during the year -- the time we had Carl to dinner and the two of you made love to me."
"That was one my highlights too," Jim affirmed.
"Remember how unsure Carl was of what our agenda was. He arrived, and I pasted my body against his to welcome him. By the end of that first kiss, he had a hard on. I remember he watched to see what your reaction would be, but all you did was smile and nod encouragingly to him."
"He caught on fast enough soon after that."
"Particularly when you went to make the second round of drinks and I started making out with him." I laughed at the memory. "I took his hand and moved it between my legs. We hadn't done anything since I'd let him finger me. This time I took his cock out as he fingered me and started sucking on him. That's when you 'caught' us."
Jim stated with a laugh, "He had that deer in the headlight look when I suddenly appeared in the room."
"But you were gracious," I told him with a smirk.
"Well, I asked whether he wanted to be more comfortable."
"He said, 'Yes'."
"And that was when you pulled him up to our bedroom leaving behind a trail of your clothing."
"Well, he finally caught on that we were both all right with a three-way."
"You were hot that night," Jim exclaimed. "You had the Valentine's Spirit."
I rubbed my mons; "My God, I can still feel your two cocks. I'm glad we still get together every now and then. You are so special to let me play with him. I love you, but he's special too."
"I love watching him make love to you. It's sexy, erotic, stimulating, and we fuck like minks after he leaves. What's not to like? You are one beautiful woman when we're loving you."
I said, "That night was my first threesome. I couldn't believe I could receive that much pleasure at one time. I hated for it to stop."
"You wore us out."
"When you were sucking on my breasts or kissing me and Carl was plundering my pussy with his tongue or cock; I went to some magic land where life became one infinitely long metaphysical orgasm. I never wanted it to end." I paused and added, "You guys still do that to me when we're together."
We were silent for a moment then I said; "Now I bet I know another of your favorite moments although it came from your list and not mine."
"Beth!" we both said simultaneously. We laughed at our simultaneous agreement.
"Well, she's your sister," I said to Jim.
"Yeah, but you're the one that seduced her."
"How else was I going to cross number 22 off your list -- 'Participate in a MFF lovemaking session'?"
"She liked it and keeps coming back for more," Jim said. "She likes our Valentine's List and even took a copy of mine to see how many of them she can do on here own."
"And I love her and the time we shared. You even got to watch the two of us make love to each other, the two-headed dildo notwithstanding. She even let you fuck her that first night."
Jim said, "I think we had some pent up feelings for one another. Growing up we'd occasionally see each other naked. I think she even tempted me from time to time; approach-avoidance; she wanted me but was afraid. I'm glad we got through that."
I said, "Well I think she wanted me too. I didn't know I was bisexual until I kissed her that night."
"She didn't know she was bisexual until that night either."
I said, "We sure went from 'A' to 'Z' pretty fast. When you kissed her passionately, she gave up whatever reservations she'd had about making love to us. She knew, and we knew instantly."
"I love burying my head in her nest and eating her pussy. She tastes so good; and then making love to her as you sat on her face -- how mindblowing! My only regret was that we didn't start ten years earlier."
"Well, we're regulars now. I wish she lived closer," I said.
"You know, we should have her here sometime when Carl is staying over. I bet they'd both like to hook up or participate in a wider variety of activities." Jim nodded in agreement.
I asked, "So, now for the key question of the year. Dah daaaaaaaaah!" I gestured with a fanfare; Jim looked puzzled. "Did we capture the Valentine's Day Spirit for the year?"
Jim thought carefully before answering; "Yes. Yes, we did. I love you more today than a year ago. I feel more open with you -- more intimate. I have shared more of myself than ever before, and I know you have with me. Although we involved others in some of our sex play, I love you more each day. Valentine's Day is about love, and I feel what we did helped us move in the right direction. How about you?"
I responded, "Oh, I think we found a winning strategy. I agree that Valentine's Day is about love. Not only did my feelings of love for you intensify and grow, they also extended to Carl and Beth with no diminishment of my love for you. I love them too, and they love us -- so we are both triply blessed."
Jim asked, "What about all the other times; our kinky lovemaking around the house, and interesting places and times outside?"
I responded, "That's all part of how we love each other. We play, and the joy it gives us is both fun and loving. When we're kinky, like my giving you a blowjob in that restaurant or you eating my pussy in the movie theater, that's part of how we play and signal that we love each other. That things are a little risky just adds some spice to the equation."
"Well, I do love you more than ever," Jim told me. "Now I have a little surprise for you."
Jim reached beside his chair and pulled up a large greeting card as well as a sheaf of pages stapled together.
"What's this?" I asked as I thumbed through the pages. "Oh, goody," I exclaimed, "Another list." I opened the greeting card and read the sentiment of love in it, but quickly went back to scanning the new list.
"That's my Valentine's Day Wish List for the coming year," Jim exclaimed. "It's a little longer and kinkier than the past year. I've had more of a chance to find ideas and note them down in anticipation of today. I really liked the way we kept the Valentine's Spirit for the year."
"Well, I have a little surprise for you too," I told him as I pulled a card and about a dozen handwritten pages from the drawer in the coffee table.
"Oh?" Jim said quietly as I passed things to him. He perused the pages then turned and said, "You made a list too?"
"Well, my list last year was pretty tame. I'm warmed up now and gotten a lot bolder. Doing your list took me out of my comfort zone, and I'm ready to move way out of the zone in the coming year, but I want to take you outside your comfort zone too. So I've been thinking about what you might do to keep the Valentine's Spirit throughout the coming year and so now you have my Valentine's Wish List too -- much longer than last year."
We stood and hugged each other.
Jim finally exclaimed just before he led me back to our bedroom, "Oh, this is going to be such a fun year! Happy Valentine's Day, Darling."
"Happy Valentine's Day, Love."
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*
The Pixie's name was Melissa. She'd always been small compared to everyone else in her life, especially her parents. Her father – a six footer - told me that as she grew up they'd always thought she'd catch up to her cohorts with a growth spurt of some kind but she never did. The Pixie's mom stood about five-nine.
Mel stood exactly five feet tall and weighed about a hundred pounds. She looked trim, even shapely for her small size, with legs that turned an eye, coupled to well-proportioned hips and a cute little butt that'd catch your attention as she walked away from you – particularly if she was wearing tight cutoffs. Besides her petite size, she had a striking face, a perky nose and pleasant mouth, angular cheeks with smiling eyes, and all that surrounded by long blond hair that she often pulled back into a ponytail.
One other fact was inescapable about her – she was stacked! She had a set of knockers on her that defied the laws of gravity and made every male eye (and many females) turn in awe and wonder as she passed by. They weren't grotesque or bulbous; they were just remarkable – truly remarkable. Somehow, in seeing her you knew they were 'naturals,' just the way Mel was overall.
In school, because of her pint size, she'd been given the nickname 'The Pixie' and never lost it. She liked the implication of mischievous cuteness and magic the name implied. The overall impression of Mel was that of a 'sexpot' – a small, hot body that might do just about anything and probably had.
The Pixie had an unusual personality. She was a rebel, carefully figuring out what was 'normal' and then doing anything but.
I'm Doug and I've been married to the Pixie for eight years. Together we've had two daughters both of who show signs of 'pixie hood' in spite of my six-foot frame and more conservative personality.
I met the Pixie about four years before we got married. Even though I was a junior at Ohio State and a fraternity man, I'd managed to stay pretty naïve about life and relationships. Slightly shy and a hopeless romantic at heart, I evaluated just about every female acquaintance against some high standards I'd developed for the role of soul mate, but at that time no one had come even close.
I thought of myself as a 'catch' when the right soul mate did come along. Besides a sense of humor, I'd been told by some dates that I was handsome, and in fact I did have that square-jaw, dark eyed, clean-cut look about me. Further, at the time, I was a fraternity man; a label that I thought imparted some mystical qualities of attractiveness to me. As I said, I was naïve about life at the time.
I met Mel for the first time the day she arrived at OSU as a freshman. Along with the rest of the male population that saw her, my eyes popped out of my head the first time I saw her sexy body walk by. She was wearing a peasant scoop-neck top and a short skirt with spike heels. I can still remember the moment I first saw her, just as though I took a photograph of her that instant when she came to my information table at freshman orientation.
Lots of impure thoughts raced through my mind and the words "SOUL MATE" flashed before my eyes in large capital letters. I fell in love with her in that instant. I'd been looking for my soul mate for at least six years (I was twenty one at the time) and suddenly, in just that glance, I knew she was "The One". A friend of mine once convinced me that we each have an aura and that our auras meet and interact – sharing the totality of information about ourselves - well before we ever say a word to the other person. This is why first impressions are often so accurate.
I'd volunteered to staff an information table at freshman orientation for the University. I was dressed in my 'Joe Cool' college outfit: tight jeans, loafers with no socks, and a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up part way. My specialty that day was how to register for the courses you want. The Pixie came to my table first. We were both wearing nametags: mine said "Doug" and hers said "Melissa".
We talked and I think she felt some magical connection too. We even flirted a bit; you know using body language to signal you like someone. We leaned into each other's comments and questions; soon we were very close. We touched a few times, as though to emphasize a point. Each time I felt some electricity run through my body.
I devoted myself to answering her questions about the course registration process as well as many other aspects of campus life. Her questions were intelligent and a cut above the naiveté of most incoming freshmen. Before she left my area to checkout the other tables she was supposed to visit, and with my knees knocking slightly, I asked her to come to a welcome party for new freshmen on Saturday night at my fraternity house. Mel accepted.
After Mel had prowled the rest of the tables at the Orientation Session, she came back to my table. I broke off from the guy I'd been talking to so I could devote undivided attention to the Pixie. She gave me her campus address and we set a time for me to pick her up on Saturday. She asked if I would escort her out to her 'ride' and of course I jumped at the chance.
Mel's ride turned out to be a little pink Vespa motor scooter. I'd never seen anything like it. She dug a matching helmet out of the rear luggage compartment and put it on as I watched, commenting about how unusual the scooter was.
Mel said, "I do lots of things that are unusual – the more the better. Maybe you'll want to find out, and maybe you won't." Then, just before she left, she came up close to me and pulled my head down and kissed me on the cheek. "You're cute," she told me. "I think we're going to have a lot of fun together."
The rest of the day I could think of little else but the Pixie. I'd been told I could be unemotional so it was most uncharacteristic of me to feel my stomach do flippity-flops over some girl I'd just met. Not only did I feel funny, but also I started having little fantasies about Mel – everything from wild sex to just sharing a simple meal with her.
Time passed very slowly over the two days before Saturday. I went out of my way to often walk by her freshman dorm hoping to run into her again, but didn't see her until it was time for our date. By that time my emotions had ranged from wild elation and certainty that I would sweep her off her feet and that she'd fall in love with me on Saturday, to near suicidal depression that she'd totally reject me and that I'd never see her again.
Mel turned out to be a savvy young woman that knew exactly what her attraction to males was all about. She also knew how to change the basis of the relationship away from sex and her gorgeous breasts into other, more fun or intellectual endeavors. She also had the magic capability to absorb huge quantities of beer without showing the slightest signs of inebriation or loss of mental faculties.
Thus, at my fraternity's welcome party, mainly for frosh girls, Mel drank me under the table, mostly as we sat and had deep discussions about ourselves, careers, life, spirituality and what made us feel happy. Mel's views on practically every topic were well thought out, yet often unusual.
For instance, rather than taking courses to get some career certification, she wanted a mix of general science and business courses that would let her do about any kind of job. Thus, she was the only person on campus signed up for the business science degree program. Further, she'd decided on a minor in art, making the whole package a very unusual combination.
In terms of religion, she belonged to no normal faith. Instead, she explained, she had read rather widely in the area of metaphysics and eastern religions. She even showed me a small tattoo on her wrist of the Chinese symbol for the Tao. "It reminds me to be in harmony with the world, yet to seek a full and rich life that makes me happy."
As we got to know each other, I found that Mel had taken a special education program through middle and high school, resulting in her graduation over a year earlier. For the past year, she'd gone to Europe on her own to 'see the world'. While there, she'd decided to go to Africa and help in some way regarding the spreading AIDS epidemic. She'd ended up working as a volunteer in a woman's clinic in Zimbabwe teaching sex education - mainly disease and birth control. All I did of note last year was bag groceries at the nearby market.
Somehow, in spite of the beer, I managed to be the most brilliant I think I've ever been. Suddenly, I found I actually had an intellect and could have deep discussions on profound subjects. The Pixie also seemed impressed, however, both impressions might have been influenced by the prolific amount of beer that the two of us consumed.
I fell deeper in love with her that night, however, she was cautious; she emphatically told me she planned to play the field while at college – at least for a while. In spite of that partial rejection, she told me she 'liked' me and wanted to see me again. She even added the word "Please". I felt those little 'flippity flops' again, particularly when she accepted my invitation for another date.
I dreamed about the Pixie every night now. I would say little prayers about her and our future together. I found myself promising to reform all of my bad habits if only she would fall madly in love with me. Everywhere I went on campus I watched for her, continually disappointed that our paths didn't cross.
I got to first base with Mel a few nights after that welcome frat party when she deigned to go out with me on our second date and we spent a lot of time with our tongues down each other's throats. I know both our temperatures were elevated by the time we called it quits that night. I could tell she liked me. I saw Mel a couple of other nights over the next week or so and we repeated our heavy make-out sessions.
Mel didn't dress like the other co-eds on campus. The usual campus dress consisted of jeans or cutoffs, a t-shirt or multi-layer look of some kind, and flip-flops until snowfall. Those pretending to be rebels dressed down in grunge. By contrast, Mel usually wore a skirt and fashionable top and heels. If you weren't watching, you could often hear her coming from the click-click-click sound her heels made as she neared. In contrast to a no-jewelry style on campus, Mel usually wore a single strand of pearls or some piece of elegant African art she'd obtained while in that country.
Two weeks after the opening fraternity party I took Mel dancing at one of the more forgiving clubs in Columbus. She dressed to the nines in spike heels, tight black shimmery pants, and a scoop neck top that left her midriff bare. She had expertly applied makeup and had put her hair in a twist. She looked like a million dollars and looked like she was in her late twenties rather than eighteen.
Somehow, even with her small size, she managed not to get carded. Mel was a hit with everyone in the place and every guy wanted to dance with her; not so much because she was a great dance partner (she was) but because of the magnificent oscillations her breasts achieved in time to the throbbing beat of the music from the live band. The top she wore excited us all, in that it gave the appearance that it might either dip below or flip upwards at any moment, in either event exposing the full glory of her breasts. It never did.
While we danced, Mel found interesting ways to mold her body to mine. She also liked to dance by holding her hand on my bare neck, a move that signaled SEX to me in large capital letters. We nuzzled and kissed a lot as we danced.
Mel appeared to be the 'hottest' date in the Club. There was more to it that how she danced or shimmied her lithe body. She had an 'air' about her, a sophistication that no other person in the place had, even people decades older. She was friendly, approachable, fun loving, and even loving, yet there was no doubt that she was different, a rebel and someone with avant garde views on everything.
I decided to let Mel set the pace for any romantic or sexual activity between us. I didn't want to start pawing her and suddenly get slapped or told I was being way too forward, and then never see her again. Thus, I played the role, as I had been brought up, of being the perfect gentleman. My mother and my sister would have been proud of me.
On the way home from the club that night, Mel told me to find some place 'romantic' to stop. Columbus has a beautiful park, although at night it was pitch black. We found a parking area where I thought we wouldn't be disturbed and parked.
I put my arms around Mel and we made out for a while. Finally, she said, "You may touch my breasts – outside my top. Will you?"
Would I? What a question! I'd thought of nothing else for the whole time I'd known her and they'd been the primary objects of my masturbatory fantasies. Mel allowed me to push, probe, rub, smooth and tweak her breasts but all from outside her sexy top. We kissed a lot too, again romancing each other from the neck up more than the neck down.
During the following week I saw her twice but truly private time was hard to find, so I had to be content with heavy make-out sessions and a copped feel somewhere in the shadows of a campus building.
Mel's unusual style, attitude and thinking captivated me right from the start of our relationship. If she was the rebel, I was the conservative. Yet I found myself struggling to break out of my 'traditional' upbringing and comfort zone, wanting to move into new ways to think about life and how things could be – just the way the Pixie did.
Among other things, this led me to think up unusual dates for us to go on. A typical campus dinner date was to walk down one of the main streets to a pizza place and then occupy a table for most of the night. Somehow, I knew from the beginning that I'd seldom take Mel on that kind of date.
Thus, the following Saturday, I drove the two of us off campus for dinner at a nice little inn. I could tell Mel approved of the 'different' date. By the end of dinner, the sun had just set and Mel suggested we find a nice place to watch the pretty sunset. I found a small scenic turnoff from the main road and parked there facing west and the dimming light of day.
Mel turned to me and said, "Play with my breasts." She willingly unbuttoned her silk blouse and undid the front clasp of her lacy bra, exposing her melons to me. I was in heaven. I petted, smoothed, fondled, squeezed, licked, sucked and caressed her globes for almost two hours, enjoying every second; apparently Mel did too because she kept urging me on and even making suggestions about what I could try with her mammaries.
One might think you'd get bored of passing over the same landscape again and again, however, the Pixie's chest only offered pure and increasing excitement and wonder. Of course, I made more than a few forays up to her luscious lips and neck too, but that night her breasts were my primary focus.
Mel started purring shortly into our make-out session and, except for her exhortations to try this or that, she didn't stop until we called it quits. I could have gone on all night and wanted to escalate and move to the next base, but she'd set our limits and I acknowledged and abided by them, again in the role of the perfect gentleman. I did tell her I hoped our relationship would progress further - rapidly. Mel laughed and said, "We'll see!"
I saw Mel only once mid-week due to our school workloads and two night seminars I had. We remained content with 'breast play' in my car although I started to think about how to bed her. During the next week when we did meet and make out, Mel acknowledged the very physical emphasis of our relationship by being an eager participant. She told me with a giggle one day, "We have to find some things to do other than make-out and pet all the time."
I'm a fast learner. I could see the logic in her statement, however, I translated it into my own terms: 'If you want the breasts, you must provide more intellectual pursuits as well;' A follows B.
Friday night I took Mel to a concert by the Columbus Symphony Orchestra. Somehow I managed to not only stay awake but also be urbane and attentive. She looked gorgeous and I was proud to have her on my arm that night. At that event I realized that the Pixie fascinated men of all ages, not just college age guys like me. Further, Mel knew the impact she was having. In fact, I noticed, the older the men the more they ogled her magnificent chest. A chest displayed at its finest that night due to the black sequined evening dress she wore that had a plunging neckline and delicate little spaghetti straps. Her graceful neck was adorned with a simple strand of pearls. Even I was mesmerized by how the dress violated the laws of physics. By far, she was the prettiest woman at the concert.
On the way home Mel suggested that we go the park again. Pleased that I'd get some 'breast time' I pulled into the city park. Mel dropped the top of her dress and I started attending to her chest with tongue and hands.
After a while Mel started to rub the evident lump in my pants for the first time. I'd already sported hard-ons when we'd been together before and always accepted the fact that I wouldn't find relief until after our date ended and I went back to my room. That night, the Pixie had other ideas, however.
As I continued to fondle and kiss her breasts, Mel reached over at one point and slowly unzipped my pants. She reached in and fondled my package with just the right erotic and stimulating touch to head me for earth orbit. A few minutes later, in the midst of a deep 'soul kiss' she carefully pulled my cock out of my pants and started to masturbate me. Somehow she seemed to know what to do with her hand better than I did when I jerked off. She was magnificent.
I gladly accepted her attentions but then started to rub her thighs as well as her breasts. She told me, "What you're doing is fine, but tonight you can't go past the tops of my stockings."
"Damn," I thought.
Mel told me by way of explanation, "I just don't want to rush this. I need to take my time – to be sure about us and how I feel. Just let me pay attention to you for tonight. You enjoy my breasts while I give you some pleasure. You already know I'm not like anyone else you ever met, now let me prove it by how we engage in sex."
With that she started to give me a serious hand job, a sexual experience that I could tell she excelled at based on prior experience. Instead of feeling some twinge of jealousy that she'd learned this skill through earlier practice, I felt the entire experience one of the most erotic experiences of my life.
Mel's every action was calculated to bring me to an exquisite, mind-blowing orgasm, but not before bringing me to brink and back an untold number of times. Where had she learned this technique that so drove me crazy? She reduced me to a bundle of raw sexual energy in a matter of minutes, and then someone pleading for relief. She didn't rush me to climax, and instead focused on raising the sexual tension between us and having us bask in it for many minutes.
Eventually I came all over her hand and my exposed leg, depositing a copious amount of cum particularly where her hand and my cock met. I let out a huge sigh and a moan that might have been heard across campus. Fortunately there was a box of Kleenex in the car so we could clean up the mess I'd made.
That night I told Mel a little lie. I told her I thought I was falling in love with her, when in fact she'd stolen my heart weeks before. She didn't say anything back but she did kiss me really hard and then wrapped my face in her breasts. I took her response that as a positive sign.



Mel went on a date with someone else the following weekend. As I was studying that Saturday night I ruminated about how I felt about Mel. Oddly enough, I hoped she was having a good time rather than wished for a change of situation. We already had another date planned and somehow that seemed good enough for now.
Mel had explained to me how she just didn't feel like other girls. "I don't feel this drive to forge an exclusive relationship with some guy. I find personal comfort in having lots of guys around me, even guys that love me – and that I love. It's not that I don't like you – or value you, it's how I think about relationships. They just shouldn't be exclusive. They shouldn't shut you off from other people. She explained, "That's why I had two guys take me to each of my last two proms in high school. I'd often go on double dates – two guys and me. And, yes, we'd even make out and mess around."
I slowly accepted Mel's unique philosophy about dating. Her unusual approach was at least consistent with all the other parts of her non-conforming life style and thinking.
The fraternity had a toga party two weekends later. The Pixie and I planned our costumes and even visited a couple of stores to get just the right laurel wreath crowns and sandals to go with our toga sheets.
The frat party was a scene right out of the movie 'Animal House'. The Pixie threw herself into the whole scene and late in the evening became the party's focus. As the drinking escalated and the live band got louder and raunchier, various female 'guests' abandoned their togas or dropped their tops. While none went completely nude, the sight of several dozen naked gyrating breasts on the dance floor became a scene locked in my memory forever.
The Pixie decided not to exclude our fellow revelers from the sight of her own spectacular breasts. Thus, as the band rolled into the thirty-fourth verse of 'Louie Louie', Mel slipped the top of her toga off her shoulder exposing her luscious taut breasts to the other dancers. She was in front of the band and there was a sudden lull in the music before the beat was re-established. The pause made everyone look to the dance floor to see what was happening.
Mel swung her blond hair and body around the dance floor; her boobs followed the wild gyrations. She showed complete abandon as we danced. Various eyeballs started to pop out of the heads from all the guys and even the gals around us and soon the dance area was packed with my fraternity brothers not to mention their dates. Everyone cheered and applauded as Mel shimmied and shook her 'pair'. No other female could even begin to compare to the spectacular full breasts Mel had revealed.
More than one brother patted me on the back and told me I was the luckiest guy in the world to have access to such wonders. In the meantime, Mel continued to dance wildly allowing hand after hand to stroke her breasts so long as it didn't upset her dance routine. I rocked along beside her, clearly a superfluous body in the throbbing throng of dancers.
Later Mel pulled me off the dance floor and up to my study room in the frat house. We made out for a while, I sucked on and made love to her breasts, and she gave me another hand job. After we cooled down, I walked her back to the freshman dorm and we promised to see each other the next afternoon.
Sunday afternoon I picked Mel up and took her off campus to a mall where we had lunch and walked around shopping. We held hands.
Mel finally asked with a licentious grin, "Did it bother you seeing me dance half naked at the party last night?"
I thought for a bit and answered, "No, but you took me by surprise. I was a bit fogged last night from the beer, but even this morning I think of the whole night as exciting and sexy. You just added to it. Are you having regrets?"
"No, not at all. I was afraid that you might think less of me. Personally, I thought it was a rush. Besides so many other girls were doing it. You know I danced topless, even naked, in Africa many times when I lived there. It's fun."
"I thought seeing you do that in public was a rush too. I guess I like having an exhibitionist girlfriend and certainly one that is as 'different' as you are."
"Oh goody," the Pixie said, "Maybe I'll do some more 'displays' of my body sometime." She pushed herself up into my face and kissed me wantonly.
I went on more seriously, "I have question for you, Pixie. I'm really falling for you and I'd like to go steady - to give you my fraternity pin. This would make us, well, engaged to be engaged. I think you're the most fabulous person I've ever met and ... well, I can't imagine my life without you."
Before I could go any further, Mel led me over to an out of the way bench in a side corridor of the mall. As she did she spoke softly, "Doug, I like you – a lot – a whole lot. I really do. However, I'm not going to accept your offer and I feel I need to explain a little more about how I feel. I like our times together and I want them to continue but I need to date other guys and party my pretty little ass off while I'm in college – or at least for a couple of years of it anyway. If you can humor me we can see how it all plays out. In the meantime, I don't want either of us to feel locked into anything - ever."
She paused and studied the look on my face, "This isn't a rejection of you and it's certainly not that I don't like you. It's the way I grew up. For me, life and love aren't about exclusive relationships. Maybe it's just because I'm such a contrarian. I'd probably feel at home in a commune, but that age past us by and besides, parts of that life style were too laid back for me."
"I don't know if I'll ever settle down and be anyone's exclusive spouse. Maybe I'm doomed to have to live with the results of this errant way of thinking. I just can't imagine an exclusive, monogamous relationship as something I'll ever be in." She looked at me with large and sympathetic doe eyes that signaled to me that she loved me in her own way.
I nodded. I'd expected the rejection based on her earlier comments. I'd tried to make things go too fast. I remember thinking that in the past she'd left the door open for things to change in the future. I could have been heart broken over her refusal, but instead I felt relief that the issue had been breached and resolved – at least temporarily.
She held my hand tightly and continued, "I like our sexy times together. I want them to not only continue but also to become more exciting and sexy for each of us. Now I'm not exceptionally experienced sexually, and as you know from our talks I'm also not a virgin. That said I've learned a few things about good sexual relationships over the past couple of years – by doing a little and by reading a lot." She paused and added, "And now you will too. We both will."
"Huh?" I responded not fully understanding her last couple of sentences.
"What I'm trying to say is you need to learn how to make me happy – how to make any woman happy sexually. Put another way, if I'm going to be one of your 'girlfriends' then you are going to have to become one of the best boyfriends in the world. I only deserve the best." Mel grinned at her statement.
"What's that mean?" I asked. "Lots of practice?" I said hopefully.
"That too," she said emphatically, "But it means you have another course to study – 'Sex 101' taught by yours truly, and I'll be learning more right along with you. Somehow, I think you'll end up a winner."
"Sounds like the best course on campus," I said.
She grinned and said, "It might be, however, you have some tough homework to wade through. I just bought us this book while you were buying those CDs and I want you to read it over the next couple of weeks and we'll discuss parts of it. You'll be tested on its content."
The Pixie shot me her warmest smile and I melted. She reached her small hand into a bag from Barnes & Nobel and pulled out a copy of The Joy of Sex by Alex Comfort. She passed it to me. I flipped through a few of the pages, amazed at seeing several rather explicit pictures of a modern couple making love in different positions.
"Mel," I asked cautiously, "Am I a bad lover? Have I done something wrong? Gone too fast? Too slow?" I suddenly felt a tremendous sense of inferiority wash over me.
"No, no, no!" she declared as she hugged me. "Nothing like that. It's just that we're going to make love one of these days - real soon - and I want us to know what we're doing – what we're both doing to each other and why. We can bring a lot more pleasure to each other if we understand what's in this book. I don't want to have just sex, I want to make love." She stretched out the word 'love' to add great emphasis. "This book is what I used about six years ago to learn about sex. My parents had a copy and I'd read it when they went out. I think they actually left it around so I'd find it."
"And if I do this it will make you happy?" I asked tentatively looking deep in her blue eyes. My emotions were all a tumble at the moment. After all Mel had just practically guaranteed that we'd make love soon.
"Yes," she said with emphasis. She looked around to be sure no one could see us, then pulled her loose top down to expose one breast to me for a second. She gave me a lecherous grin.
"Then I'll definitely do it." I paused and reached for the breast that quickly disappeared before my hand got to it. Mel swatted my hand away with a wicked little laugh. I told her, "I'll do it because I love you and want good things to happen between us – for a long time, like forever."
I guess that was the right thing to say because Mel jumped into my arms and we created a noteworthy public display of affection right there in the mall. No one seemed to mind as we hugged and kissed each other. We did manage to keep our clothes on.
My feelings for Mel might have been tempered by the fact that I was irrationally falling in love and had subconsciously adopted the position that she could do no wrong. Yet, I carefully examined Mel's philosophy about relationships and tested over and over again whether I could live with them.
I even called my sister Kara and talked to her about Mel's philosophy. She was closer to Mel's age yet had been raised in the same conservative home I had. Kara brushed the whole thing off, declaring it just part of the 'any philosophy goes' part of kids our age. Thus, in the end, I decided I'd try to adapt to whatever situation Mel conjured up.
I read the Joy of Sex from cover to cover over the next three days – some parts twice or even three times. Somehow I also managed to read some textbook chapters in social psychology, master fifty new Spanish words and a verb conjugation, as well and do a term paper explaining activity-based cost accounting principles. I found myself operating in a high performance mode I didn't know I was capable of thanks to Mel.
I didn't see Mel during the week but we talked by phone a couple of days and made a date to spend Saturday together. Thursday when we talked on the telephone she suggested that we stay together overnight into Sunday at a 'nice' place. Her tone of voice and innuendo to our conversation left no doubt about the wild sexual activities we'd be engaged in every moment we'd be together overnight. I started sporting a perpetual hard-on because I couldn't stop thinking about the coming weekend. Now I was thinking of sex all the time, not just once every five seconds.
I had never 'shacked up' with anyone before. I wasn't a virgin yet I'd had few opportunities to copulate in my short, happy life. The previous summer I'd had steady sex for a month with an old high school girlfriend while her parents were in Europe. She had a boyfriend a thousand miles away near where she was going to college so didn't want to get serious, so we became 'fuck buddies' for the month before she left to go back to college. Prior to that month I could have counted the times I'd had intercourse on fingers and toes – mostly fingers.
I looked around for a motel that would be a compromise between the Ritz Carlton and the 'No-Tel Motel' that specialized in the hot sheet trade. I couldn't afford the former, by far, and worried that the latter would make Mel feel cheap and unappreciated. Thus, I settled on an acceptable Holiday Inn out by the Interstate. Saturday morning I drove out, registered and got our room keys. I also left a couple of little presents for Mel on the pillow of the king-size bed in the room. Not only did the Holiday Inn have a nice room but also a heated pool, exercise room and a nice restaurant.
Emotionally, I had high expectations for the afternoon and night. Mel still seemed reluctant to commit and be exclusive, yet I found myself joyous with any arrangement that involved the two of us. I felt I might win her over if I could prove that I'd mastered the book she'd given me. I even allowed myself time to scan the book one last time that Saturday morning.
I picked Mel up at noon. She had a small bag in addition to her large purse. I carried my shaving kit, my bathing suit and a couple of clothing items in a small duffle bag. I also had two-dozen condoms; I was armed for a 'big' weekend. Mel looked very athletic in a pink exercise suit with an aqua top on beneath the unzipped jacket. She had her pretty blond hair pulled back in a ponytail with the tail pulled through the back of a Red Sox baseball cap.
Based on my initial reading of the Joy of Sex, instead of racing to the motel and attempting to pummel her lovely body with mine, I wisely drove us into the countryside to another little inn that sat beside a wide river.
We had a leisurely lunch on the deck of the place and watched a few canoes float by from time to time. We talked about our classes, parents, and hopes for summer jobs the following year, and dozens of other things. I found Mel fascinating and her opinions and ideas really interested me. Since she leaned forward and seemed to hang on my every word too, I guess the feeling was mutual. I felt her eyes often peering deep into my soul, almost in examination of my inner most feelings. Was I worthy of her? Would I make the cut? Was this relationship worth pursuing?
I ignored the inner voices of insecurity and after lunch suggested a swim and some late season sun at the motel. Mel liked that idea. Thirty minutes later, carrying both our bags, I escorted her into our motel room.
Mel gave a little clap of her hands and a little jump of joy when she saw the flowers and book of sappy poetry I'd left on the pillow. The Joy of Sex had been right about little gifts as a quintessential part of foreplay.
I thought I was laying it on a bit thick but Mel didn't seem to think so. She threw herself into my arms and kissed me passionately. Our tongues dueled together for a short time before Mel pulled away and said, "Oh Doug, let's read some of the poems to each other while we sit beside the pool."
I quickly agreed. Mel disappeared into the small bathroom with her overnight bag much to my disappointment. I quickly changed into my swim trunks and waited at the door with two towels from the rack in the room.
Mel appeared from the bathroom in her swimsuit. My jaw dropped open and my tongue instantly lolled out the side of my mouth. I'm sure I also started to drool. The Pixie wore a little pink bikini that couldn't have been much bigger than three postage stamps arranged strategically over her body by a few pieces of string. Her tight little buns were fully exposed by the G-string thong; a small patch of hot pink Lycra barely covered her mons and vagina area. Mel's magnificent breasts and large areolas were barely encased by two small triangles of the same slick, hot pink fabric, and her slightly erect nipples were already evident as they pressed through the fabric.
Mel apparently liked my response to her suit, because she came and kissed me hotly again as our bodies pressed into each other's. When she finished and pulled away, I had a good start on an erection and briefly worried about being seen with it outside the room until I realized that no one seeing us would look any further than the Pixie's bathing suit – what little there was of it.
We went out our exterior door to the pool and stretched out in the warm slanting rays of the mid-October afternoon sun. One other couple appeared to be dozing at the other end of the pool from where we sat. Mel thrust the book of romantic poems I'd bought into my hands. I hadn't read poetry aloud since high school but knew if I wanted to score big with the Pixie I'd better relearn how to do it - fast. I slowly opened the book to the first page and turned to Mel. She rolled towards me on her lounge chair, one breast falling from its meager support; she tucked the nipple back into hiding and grinned briefly at me.
I started reading slowly and with meaning from the book: "If I could have just one wish, ..." The first poem was short and sappy but I poured my heart into it, looking up often and deep into the Pixie's blue-green eyes. She looked back at me with an adoring expression. My heart melted every time she looked at me like that.
As I finished the last line – "Knowing that I could never find that feeling with anyone other than you," Mel got up on her knees on her lounger, her taut breasts swinging down from her chest into the small scraps of material meant to encase them, leaned over and kissed me firmly on the lips.
"Read another," she said to me in a husky voice.
We both knew we were taunting each other. Now there was no doubt where the afternoon would end or what we'd soon be doing. Nonetheless, we both opted, at least temporarily, for this time of romance rather than lust.
I started another poem from the book after scanning two or three before selecting one; "Your lips speak soft sweetness, your touch a cool caress, ..." I went on with this longer poem as Mel now hung on my every word again.
I finished and she said, "Another." Her wish was my command. I read several more poems to her, each more romantic and sensual then the previous one. I was glad I'd spent so much time in the bookstore looking for just the right poetry book.
She kissed me again when I finished the fifth poem. This time she said, "Put the book down and let's swim." She stood and stretched, her magnificent body reflecting the sun's rays.
I rose and we held hands and walked into the tepid water. Once we were submerged I suddenly had the Pixie's body tight against mine again. The difference this time was that one of her hands now grasped my rapidly hardening penis through my swim trunks.
"Oh, Mel," I whispered so no one else could hear, "If you do that I'll have an accident right here. I'm really hot – and hard - for you right now and it won't take much for me to cum."
Mel grinned as she let go then thrust her tongue into my mouth. When she pulled away, she said, "Nice pool. The bed looked nice too. I think it's time to try out the bed."
I grinned back and we turned around and exited the pool after our short swim. We dried off with the towels I'd brought and sauntered back to our room as though neither of us were in a rush. I drew the doorway curtain so anyone passing by couldn't see in and when I turned around Mel stood naked with her arms outstretched to me. I quickly lost my suit.
This first view of Mel's body in its full naked splendor stopped me in my tracks. Every part of her body had a gentle curve leading to an erogenous zone or two or three: her beautiful face and features, a slender neck, her impeccably shaped legs and hips, a flat stomach, a shaved pussy with a small tuft of hair as decoration, and then her magnificent breasts. And best of all, this beautiful young woman wanted me!
"Make love to me," she said in a voice tinged with innocence. She held her arms up in a tender and welcoming gesture. This was also the first time I'd heard her use the "L" word. My heart did some those little flippity-flops again; Mel loved me.



"I thought you'd never ask," I retorted softly as I moved to her, gently picked her up in my arms, and set her in the middle of the bed, my hard-on bouncing around in the air.
I immediately kissed Mel several times then dropped a little lower and romanced her breasts, bringing her nipples to an high state of excitement. My next move was to run my tongue down her body, encircling her pubic area and then approaching from below with my tongue – up one leg and then the other. I made sure to take my time and not rush into 'ground zero'. My readings about foreplay from the Joy of Sex played in my head as I stroked, licked, smoothed, and caressed her body.
Mel might have cum from the first touch of my tongue to her clit. I confess I did take aim at the right area before ensuring that a wide and sensuous lick by me would touch the right areas. Apparently, I did.
Mel blurted out as she started panting, "Oh shit, you are good. Do THAT some more – a lot more." I did, getting my tongue deeper into her pussy and exploring more of the little nooks and crannies and interesting flaps of skin that she had. Somewhere along the line I added a couple of fingers. I made a couple of thrusts into her with my fingers as my tongue lapped at her clitoris. Mel suddenly grabbed my head in a near vice-like grip and held it to her juicy area.
The Pixie's orgasm pleased me. I'd read in depth about them in the book and now I actually produced the kind I wanted for my Love – a nice, mind-blowing, earth-shaking orgasm of about Richter 7. Mel moaned going into it and as she clutched my head to her nether region she actually started to purr.
"Oh, Doug," she expounded as she released the pressured grip she'd had on my head, "You are so special." She stroked my hair in a very affectionate manner.
Rather than say anything I lapped up her slit again. She jerked and twitched in response.
Suddenly she pushed me away and announced; "Now it's your turn. What would you like me to do? A blowjob?" She pulled me up to bed so we could kiss again.
I moved up beside Mel's shapely body, kissed her lips, and told her, "No, I've wanted to make love to you from the moment I met you. I just want to be buried in your pussy in a way that brings us both pleasures – and that let's you know how much I love you." I reached onto the bedside table and retrieved a condom, quickly rolling it onto my erect pole.
As I moved to come over Mel, she pushed me back and straddled my hips. She reached down and took my engorged cock and ran it back and forth along her soaking slit, lubricating my rod. She then positioned me at the entrance to her vagina and slowly lowered her excited body onto my rigid cock, her warmth slowly enveloping me until every inch of me resided deep in her body. How someone as petite as she could absorb so much cock and not noticeably swell mystified me. As she sucked in my rod, she closed her eyes clearly entering a state of ecstasy.
I instantly knew that I would cum in mere seconds due to the sensations and eroticism of these first moments so sweet. I could feel her pussy pulsating around my meat. "Mel," I said, "I'm not going to have any staying power this first time."
"Just cum in me," she said. "Do it, right now. I'm there too."
We made about ten strokes together, each propelling me closer and closer to an orgasm. Mel reached down and started to massage her clit as I made the last few strokes into her.
Then the weeks and weeks of dreaming and fantasizing became reality. I'd fallen in love with the Pixie and now could make love to her. I came, hard, thrusting up into her body with my hose jetting a stream of cum into her body, stopped only by the prophylactic.
Mel came too then sagged onto my chest in her after glow, her full breasts pushing against my naked chest. We kissed and tongued at each other in those first minutes of appreciation for our initial union.
Twenty minutes later, after pawing and cooing at each other constantly, Mel lay beneath me imploring me to fuck her harder. Her legs were over my shoulders, as I pounded into her ripe pussy. This time we didn't rush and I didn't feel the urge to prematurely, in my opinion, end our lovemaking session until I'd brought the Pixie to untold heights of sexual ecstasy.
We often paused and looked deep into each other's eyes, ensuring as we went that we were pleasing our partner. Often we smiled in our happiness, urging the other to continue just what they were doing. My heart ached with love for this woman.
We rolled around the large bed trying different positions and enjoying each other and the different sensations each afforded before moving on to the next. Mel particularly liked the doggie position and the woman on top, she told me later. In the former, my cock stroked against her G-spot more than in other orientations and she came twice in the period of two minutes. In the latter, we both enjoyed that she had some of the control and I could reach up and fondle and love her breasts more effectively.
When I blasted my load this time, we'd been at it for almost an hour and were exhausted. We fell together side by side as I cradled her head against my shoulder. We both snoozed for a half hour or so. When I awoke, Mel was staring into my eyes with a very happy look on her face. We kissed and snuggled into each other.
With breaks only for meals and a daring midnight swim in the motel pool in the nude, we fucked most of the night and into the next morning. When we weren't fucking I was exploring new ways to bring the Pixie to a state of orgasmic bliss.
After a late brunch in the dining room at the Holiday Inn, we both declared we were too tired to try anything new. Mel also complimented me on my lovemaking and told me the money she'd spent on the Joy of Sex turned out to be the best investment she'd ever made. She told me that any test of my sexual prowess or right to earn her favors had been passed with flying colors.
We checked out of the motel and drove back to campus. Regrettably both of us had schoolwork to attend to lest one or both us screw up our mid-term exams. Further, we both reluctantly yet humorously admitted to each other that we were sore and might need a day or so to recover.
*
The next few months were a blur. I'd really fell for Mel; I offered her my fraternity pin several more times and she reiterated that she wasn't the kind of girl to go steady – at least right now, if ever. Whenever I'd bring up the subject she'd reaffirm her independent status and even go so far as to encourage me to date other girls. Several times she made it clear than she was going on or had gone on other dates, but that she still wanted the deep relationship we were developing as her 'primary' one. I accepted her wishes and for some reason didn't react with jealousy about her other dates.
Most of the time when we got together we were sexually active. Sometimes that just meant that we petted like crazy in the car in the city park and brought each other off; other times we spent the night together somewhere and screwed until we ran out of energy.
Over the Christmas break I drove from my home in Ohio to Mel's home in Massachusetts to be with her and meet her parents. We spent New Year's Eve in Boston at their First Night celebration. Planned or not, we somehow found 'alone time' every day I was at her house and were able to fuck our brains out for at least a short time each day. Two days after New Year's, we drove back to the Ohio State campus together, spending an overnight at a beautiful hotel just outside of Pittsburgh.
While Mel had encouraged me to date other people, since I'd met her I'd only gone on two other dates and had not in the least felt an urge to apply elsewhere any of the testosterone or other hormones raging in my loins, let alone the skills I'd learned from the Joy of Sex and our 'practice' sessions. Mel knew this and with great intent changed that about a week after classes restarted.
"I want you to take my roommate out," Mel told me one Sunday as we were walking along snow-dusted sidewalks back to her dorm from the campus library.
"But I like taking you out," I told her.
"And, she needs to go on a date with you – to get to know the 'real you' she's heard so much about."
"You mean you kiss and tell," I asked jovially. We'd never broached the subject of what we told other people about our relationship or activities. I found myself surprised that she talked about the two of us then realized that was probably pretty normal for two women. Personally, I'd said little about the Pixie to any of my friends or fraternity brothers. I had sought some advice a couple of times from my sister but she was a thousand miles away and of little help at this stage in our friendship.
"Yes," she replied with a smirk.
"What's that mean?" I inquired.
"It means that she'd have expectations on a date about you showing her some of the finer points about The Joy of Sex. The poor girl only went on one date all of last semester and she's nice. She's pretty, has a nice personality, a great body – which you'll really enjoy, but she's shy. She might even be a virgin."
"Are you pimping me out?" I asked in jest as I tried to duck the question.
"Yes, and you'll like it. How about next Saturday? I'll even pay for the Holiday Inn; just don't tell her I paid. She needs to get laid. It'll change her whole outlook on life, and believe me I know."
"Your offer to pay insults my sense of chivalry. Besides, I'd rather be with you next Saturday."
Mel said, "You can't. I already have a date – so there. Bill Seaborn is driving me to Indianapolis on Saturday so we can watch the Pacers play. We're staying over."
I felt like a small truck had just hit me in the chest. I tried to macho my way through the next couple of minutes before we parted company for the day. I immediately acted pensive, as though I was thinking about whether to take her roommate out. Mel studied me as we walked.
I'd met Joy, Mel's roommate, many times over the past four or five months. Mel was right, she did indeed please the eye but seemed intensely shy and for the first few months I'd known her, when I'd started dating Mel, she'd barely said two words to me. More recently, she'd opened up a little and once or twice got quite chatty. I liked her but had never thought of her in a sexual way or even as a date.
As we neared her dorm, Mel pushed me harder in a direction my thinking had never been in. She seemed to have insight into what I was thinking and the hurt I felt about her going out with someone else.
"Doug, I know you think you want exclusivity in our relationship, and I also know you know I don't – at least not now, if ever. To me, that kind of commitment and exclusivity imply ownership and I don't want to be chattel. I'm my own person, with unconventional standards about relationships. I want to be accepted and valued that way. I think I'll be a better person if I'm open to see other people – on any basis. That's why I accepted this date with Bill and why I'm telling you. I want you to know about it, not to hurt you but to get you to date too – to experience other people, to reach out, to like – even love - others. I'm not a 'pin-me-down' kind of girl and think you'd like being that kind of guy. So no guilt trips on me, OK? I'm the way I am."
I nodded stoically as we started walking again. My brain raced but it seemed like the wheels were spinning but there was no traction. Mel's logic seemed obvious to me for some reason, yet I needed time to get used to her ideas.
Mel continued, "I don't want us to break-up; far from it. I've already got a lot invested in you as you do in me. Why don't you try to adopt the same philosophy and I'll try to meet you halfway. The past few months we've been each other's primary relationship – a home base, so to speak – even though I never phrased it that way. Let's continue this way, to date and learn about each other and advance whatever it is we have for each other to new levels. In the meantime, be completely open and free with other people."
I asked in a slightly glum voice, "Is this an 'open marriage'? I heard a few other people refer to their relationships this way."
"Exactly," Mel responded, ignoring my grumpy tone of voice. "I want you to go out with others. I want you to explore other people – see how they think, how they tick, and even how they make love. Bring that back to our relationship and share it. We'll both be richer for it.
"And you'll do the same?" I asked with some angst in my voice. I paused as we walked and looked at her.
"Yes, I will," Mel said softly; she reached up and stroked my cheek with her warm hand. "As little or as much as you want to know, but I won't malevolently hold back anything from you – even if I think it would hurt you. I'll offer it all to you. I do love you."
There was the "L" word again. She loved me but wanted this unique brand of boy-girl relationship, something I'd never encountered before. She loved me but would see other people. She loved me and wanted me to see other people. Her philosophy was all so new and didn't follow any of the models I learned about mating.
"Would you share all the details about your trip with Bill?" I asked in a taunting voice, emphasizing the word 'all' and not expecting the response I got.
Mel got very quiet for a moment then said, "Yes, with you, I will." She came around in front of me and leaned up and kissed me. Then she said, "You don't understand yet, do you?" She looked into my eyes in the dim light and said, "Go on the date with Joy and then let's talk. I think you'll start to get the feeling of why I am the way I am. And even why I love you."
I thought for a long moment as we stood and hugged then I told her in a slightly more upbeat voice, "OK. I'll take Joy out and try to be the perfect date – sex and all. That's what you want?"
Mel nodded and hugged me.
I felt awkward and clearly moving in a direction for which there was no map. In one way I didn't like the idea of Mel going off with someone else, yet in another sense I did. I wanted to be with her, and yet the idea of taking Joy on the kind of date Mel described was tantalizing, particularly when the instigator of the date was my girlfriend.
"Should I call her or are you the intermediary?" I asked in a neutral voice.
"You call her when you get back to the frat house. That'll give me just enough time to talk to her briefly." She paused and added, "And trust me, you'll have a great time and I want you to bring all your raging hormones to her doorstep – and beyond. Oh, and I want to hear all the details – from both of you."
I gave her a funny look and frowned, somewhat uncertain as to what she meant by her comment about my raging hormones.
Mel looked at me with a grin and said, "Fuck her brains out, stupid!"
*
About an hour later I called the phone in Mel and Joy's room. Joy answered the phone and I pretended that I was pleased she'd picked up. We both knew my call was a bit of charade and we both knew we were being aimed at a weekend fuck fest at the Holiday Inn starring just the two of us with my girlfriend playing matchmaker.
Nonetheless, I politely asked for a date for Saturday night, suggesting in an oblique aside that perhaps we'd stay overnight somewhere and that it'd be great if she could bring an overnight kit and her swim suit as I planned to find a place to stay that had a pool.
Joy accepted in a low key and very shy voice. I detected a shudder in her voice that indicated a rather nervous acceptance. I ignored the tremor and told her I looked forward to our date and that we'd see each other before then and plan the details.
Strangely enough, Mel and I went out every night the rest of the week and Friday when we went out we managed to even fuck in the backseat of my car while parked in a remote section of city park. That week we never mentioned our respective dates until I was dropping Mel off after our passionate interlude.
"Doug," Mel whispered to me as we sat in the car just before she went into the dorm, "Please have fun with Joy. Don't think about what Bill and I are doing. Do your own thing and be good– be very good." She smiled warmly at me, kissed me and disappeared into the dorm.
I nodded, reluctantly resigned to perform the role she'd assigned to me.
*
I picked up Joy about two o'clock on Saturday afternoon. She had a very large duffle bag with her and I had my usual small overnight bag. As I did with the Pixie, I'd driven out to the motel in the morning, pre-registered and gotten our room key. I'd even left flowers and a different book of poetry on the pillow for her.
When we got to the room, Joy had a combination of embarrassment and shyness over the flowers and book of poems. She actually blushed so much that her whole face looked flushed. She allowed me to come and hug her yet we didn't kiss. We'd never kissed.
I'd worked myself up to a state of excitement about our overnight. Yet, in those brief moments as I watched her blush I wondered if this was the right thing to be doing. Mel had been so convincing that all her roommate needed was a serious date, yet now I wondered whether this might be a bad idea in terms of Joy's psyche and self esteem.
I'd lured Joy out to the motel ostensibly on the excuse that they had a winterized pool. In fact, it was a low budget operation. The pool was heated but the motel had erected a large inflatable dome over the pool. The dome was not attached to the motel so to get to the pool you had to go in the outside air and then through a sort of air lock in the side of the bubble dome. Once inside, the whole place smelled like chlorine and I expected to be a blond by the time we finished our swim. In any case, we decided to start our time together with a swim.
After we dropped our bags in the room, we did a quick change of clothes. Joy used the bathroom to change into her suit and came out in a demure one-piece suit that clung rather nicely to her curves yet didn't reveal very much. She had nice looking legs and curves in all the right spots. For a moment I tried to decide whether the term 'busty' could be used to describe her.
Joy stood about five foot six inches tall and had luxurious long dark brunette hair that hung down her back past her shoulders. She also wore glasses with pointy frames – not the best shape for her pretty face and a throwback to the 1950s. Overall, she had the appearance of a nerd, except at the moment she was wearing this hot bathing suit.
We took some towels and opened the exterior door to go across the patio to the door to the pool. The outside air temperature was about ten degrees and I'm sure my body temperature dropped to that temp in the thirty feet we sprinted to the door into the tented pool. We burst into the pool's bubble dome to find we were alone in the pool area. At least we were both laughing at the situation we'd put ourselves in.
I shed my shoes and dipped a toe in the pool. Although heavy with the smell of chlorine the pool did have the perfect temperature. I could actually dive in and neither feel it was an overheated bathtub nor an ice bath.
"The temp is perfect," I told Joy. She smiled at me and headed for the stairs into the pool.
I took a shallow dive from the deep end of the pool staying underwater and enjoying the drifting sensation as I slowly glided towards the shallow end and Joy.
I surfaced about ten feet in front of her just as she took the last step in the pool. She was still dry from the waist up but dipped down in slow increments until she'd submerged up to her neck, most of her hair still dry.
I walked over to her, helped her stand and turned her to me. I whispered to her, "Joy, we've never kissed and I think it's time."
She nodded shyly and allowed me to kiss her lips a couple of times. She didn't kiss back and was stiff as a board. After the fourth kiss I verified that she was just presenting her lips to me but was not participating. She had her eyes clenched closed.



"I think you're supposed to kiss me back," I told her in a soft voice. With this pretty friend I could have infinite patience.
"I'm sort of scared," came the timid reply as she opened her eyes and looked down into the water between us.
I thought for a moment then said, "Try this. Kiss me."
I stood motionless and locked my jaw and pursed my lips into a frozen state. Joy kissed me and it wasn't half bad except I didn't respond. We pulled apart and she gave me a funny look.
"You didn't do anything," she observed.
I said, "Right. When two people kiss they're supposed to get into the act together, otherwise there's no feedback, no feeling of passion, no appreciation that you're glad we're together, no hint that it could go further. I feel all these things for you, by the way."
"I guess I'm nervous," Joy said flatly.
"Come here," I said and pulled her into my arms in a loose embrace. I kissed her forehead and said, "You will be the only person putting pressure on yourself on this date. I'm at your service. We don't even have to kiss or go any further than have a nice swim and maybe have some dinner together. If the thought of our date horrifies you, I can take you back to the dorm whenever you want – right now even."
"Oh, No!" Joy exclaimed immediately as her head jerked up. "I want ... well, Mel said ... I have to ... Oh, damn, I'm so nervous. Just give me a while and I'll get used to all this."
Joy wrapped her arms around me and we stood there hugging. Finally she looked up into my face and we kissed – really kissed. This time the kiss had some feeling and romance in it. Our lips were pliant and soft for one another and there was some motion as our bodies snuggled into each other.
We hugged and kissed some more standing there then on one of our kisses I gently pushed my tongue into her mouth. She welcomed me with her tongue, dueling with mine for a moment. I pulled back to see if she liked what we'd done. She smiled and we kissed again. With tentative moves her tongue snaked into my mouth and I sucked on it gently. Joy moaned.
During one of our breaks for air, Joy said, "I've never French kissed. Actually, I've only kissed two other boys. I guess you can tell, huh?"
I told her softly, "I'm here to bring you pleasure and joy. You draw the boundaries. And, right now you are doing just fine in the kissing department." I led her into another soul kiss and I'm certain both our temperatures rose so we heated the entire state.
As we kissed I also started to stroke her body. Her swimsuit had almost no back but a lot of front to it. I ran my hands over her back and up and down her arms. I also used my arms as we hugged to maximize the amount of skin contact we were having. Joy caught on and returned the gesture.
I slithered into the warm water of the pool pulled Joy over onto me. We floated close together – romantically close together and made several laps around the pool. I pulled her with me, touching as much of her body as I thought she'd feel comfortable with. We stopped periodically and kissed some more.
I pulled Joy with me towards the pool edge at one point. I hopped up on the edge and positioned Joy facing away from me as she still stood in the pool. I massaged her neck, shoulders and back, making the event as sensuous as I could. I wrapped my legs around her hips as I worked at relaxing and pleasing her.
Eventually, I slid back into the water and pulled Joy to me really tightly. I ground my hips – my cock – into her groin, leaving no doubt that I wanted her body. This wasn't exactly textbook Joy of Sex, but I did think it telegraphed my desire and intentions to her. We broke from a kiss I'd started and looked at each other. Joy turned and walked back towards the pool steps pulling me behind her. She turned and I looked questioningly at her; she said, "Let's continue this in the room."
Five minutes later we stood in the motel room. I slowly peeled Joy's wet bathing suit from her upper body, using my mouth on her pretty erect nipples as they came into view. She had nice full breasts that overflowed my hand as I cupped first one and then the other. I rubbed and smoothed them with tenderness and care, hopefully communicating that I not only liked what we were doing but also that I like her and her body.
Joy stood half-naked before me and watched my ministrations in what initially appeared to be a detached manner then the sensations started to arouse her sexually and she started to moan and move her hips in a sexy way. Soon her skin was singing under my hands.
She whispered to me during my attentions, "No one has ever ..." She didn't finish the sentence; she just put her head back in obvious enjoyment of what I was doing.
At one point I used my own chest to stroke her erect nipples, swaying and rubbing my nipples and modest chest hair into hers. Apparently the action stimulated her in the right direction for suddenly Joy thrust her tongue down my throat again and we seemed to shift into a higher gear of sexual activity.
I knelt in front of Joy and pulled her bathing suit off, having her step out of the wet fabric. I gently massaged her damp skin with the fluffy towel before I made love to one prong of her pelvic bone. I then licked my way across her flat stomach to her other side. My journey took me just north of her pubic area. She jerked as she stroked my head. I could tell I was delivering little lightning bolts of pleasure to her because of the little sighs and purrs from her throat.
I kissed all over her lower extremities from knee to navel yet stayed at least a few inches away from her pussy. Joy lightly stroked my hair as I knelt before her, her feet a shoulder's width apart. I often ran my hands over the same area then up to her breasts, cupping their comfortable weight in my palms and feeling the warmth of her beauty in my hands.
I stood eventually and pulled my own bathing suit off, quickly dabbing at my damp body with the towel I'd used on Joy. I then urged her onto the king-size bed, pushing her into the middle where I could more properly assault her pretty body. I could still detect her reticence as I nudged her into position and then lay before her.
Now I readied myself to taste her nectar and to make oral love to her nest. I gently slid beneath her legs, pushing them over my shoulders and lowered my head to the whiteness of her body. My tongue extended and touched the small flap of skin surrounding her clitoris.
Joy's body jerked into a state of heightened arousal in spite of the exquisite tenderness I used on her. A long, low moan escaped from her lips and she then encapsulated my name in the next moan.
I lapped at her slit from peritoneum to clit and beyond. Joy practically came out of her skin as her arms flailed to hold my head still for a moment. She groaned at first and squeaked as I finished.
"Oh, Doug. That's wonderful. Oh ... oh." Her breath quickened as I re-applied my tongue to the area. Her body rose up and pushed into my tongue.
I had become quite adept at cunnilingus thanks to the Pixie's affection for the sport as well as detailed instruction from the Joy of Sex. Thus, in record time I had Joy squirming and writhing beneath my tongue as I licked and touched the tender areas of her anatomy. I knew my work was effective because I could hear her ever-accelerating heavy breathing.
Suddenly, Joy's arms slapped back into the bed and her hips rose to meet my mouth and then locked in place. She froze motionless in that position as my tongue dove back and forth into her vagina. Joy had climaxed. I gently applied my entire mouth over her clit and sucked the nub into my mouth, almost like a miniature penis. She screamed and clenched my head between her thighs.
"Ooooooooooooouuuuuuuuh," she wailed softly as the emotional moment swept through her body, warming her from within. I had successfully taken her on that wonderful journey with only my tongue.
As she relaxed her legs, I slipped under one leg and scooted up the bed to hold and kiss her. We went into a tender embrace and I kissed her. Our tongues were soon dancing.
Suddenly, Joy pulled away and looked at me. She tensed for a second then relaxed.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing really. I just realized I could taste myself in our kiss." She thought further for a moment then added, "I rather like it, actually." She smiled at me with a guilty look on her face, but then she French kissed me again using her tongue to search out the new taste she'd found.
Joy's body was a banquet of slender sexy curves. I thought how she could be a great calendar model before I went on to other things. I let my fingers, and occasionally my lips, trace many of the curves of her body in a lazy but erotic way. We seemed to be delighting in the feeling of skin on skin, of flesh rubbing against flesh.
"Joy," I told her with a grin, "Sex is dirty, wet, smelly, and loaded with feelings and taste sensations – if it's done right." I kissed the end of her nose then thrust my tongue, still clinging to some of her nectar, back into her mouth. We had a long French kiss and Joy's tongue explored the tastes I offered her.
Joy's hand soon found my partially inflated penis and took hold of me. The touch was one of innocence and uncertainty about what to do next. A rush of blood started to further fill me to the bursting point. She looked at me as she awkwardly stroked and fondled me.
"Will you really fit inside me?" she asked in an uncertain little girl voice.
"Yes, when you're ready. Are you a virgin? Mel wasn't sure whether you were or weren't."
She answered in almost a whisper, "Yes, but I've been doing some things to help prepare for this day."
I asked, "How can I make this the most special moment in your life? You know you'll remember this forever, don't you?"
She nodded her head. "You're the perfect guy. I really like you – and Mel. I'm so glad she's sharing you ... with me. You're so tender and gentle, and you make me feel safe. Plus, I know you really care about me. No one's ever bought me flowers or a book of poems. It's little things you've said and done over the past months to make me feel comfortable with you – with guys in general. You include me. I know Mel's you're Number One, but for a little while I can be your Number Two. And ... and right now you've stoked my sexual temperature up to an all-time high."
Joy smiled slightly at me and then urged me to come over her, between her legs. She continued, "So now is the time to make me a woman as the saying goes. Love me."
Joy watched me as I moved into position. I quickly slipped on a condom then leaned in and kissed her with all the tenderness and love I could summon to show her in that instant. Joy's hand directed my steely shaft until the mushroom head of my penis rubbed into the prolific moisture almost gushing from her vagina. I slowly pushed forward in small thrusting motions as I started to penetrate, first by fractions of an inch and then in larger strokes into her willing body.
Joy's legs naturally folded back and then went around my lower body as I neared full depth. She instinctively used them to guide and urge me deeper into her. I sank unimpeded by any encumbrance until I bottomed out, the tip of my cock at the gate to her womb. I didn't detect that she had any pain with my incursion into her virginal body.
My weight pushed her down into the turned down comforter on the bed, the soft fabric surrounding and welcoming our union.
Joy had shuddered almost continuously as I penetrated her, closing her eyes and turning her head with an air of pleasure – of satisfaction. Now she steadied herself, opened her eyes again, looked at me and smiled. She whispered, "Thank you," in a voice that was almost inaudible.
Together we started a slow oscillation into each other. My gentleness took more strength than the passion we both wanted at that instant. I needed release – release from so many things that afternoon. I still held the tension from the peculiar relationship Mel wanted, plus Joy and I had now built this sexual tension between us. I thought whether I should just fuck this woman for my own selfish satisfaction, plundering her body until I ejaculated into her.
My tenderness and warm feelings for Joy won out. I wanted her to have a good experience – a smooth, painless, loving, joyful experience. I wanted her to want more – from me, from life. I felt a caring and wanting for this lovely girl in spite of our unusual pairing.
Joy had a natural motion of her hips to welcome me, to milk me of my juices, and to maintain the magnificent sensations we were providing to each other. As her legs loosely encircled my body, one arm reached up and touched my chest in an erotic gesture, her fingernails lightly raking my torso; the other hand reached up in the same instant and tenderly touched my face.
I resisted the growing urge to drive hard into her body that I often felt with Mel when we hadn't been together for a day or so. Instead, with Joy, I prodded into her nest more slowly, circling my hips to bring her greater stimulation or pulling almost entirely all the way out before slowly reclaiming the territory I'd just given up.
The more I did to arouse, stimulate and scintillate Joy, the more she responded and the more blood I had roaring in my head. Finally, she came, her pussy spasming around my rigid shaft as she froze in another orgasm. After that her breathing became more a series of pants or gasps as she urged me deeper and faster into her pussy.
"Just cum. Cum in me. Aren't you supposed to blast your cum into me? Isn't that what they say?" she asked with a questioning look into my eyes. I could tell the words were foreign to her tongue and more some story of our lovemaking that Mel had probably told her.
I told her, "I'm actually very near, but my focus is on bringing you pleasure. Your pleasure is my pleasure."
"My pleasure right now is that you fuck me until you cum. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me." She kept repeating the last few words over and over again as I increased my stroke length and frequency, driving harder into her yet holding back.
I became a machine, propelled forward towards an unmistakable conclusion. I felt the tubing and ducts in my body engorge with the semen from my scrotum. Warmth in my groin and surge of pleasure started deep within me and traveled like lightning to my cock. I ejaculated jet after jet of cum into Joy's body as the waves of pleasure hammered into my brain stem. My body became racked with pleasure and a sense of heaven for a few precious seconds.
Joy pulled me into her with all her might and I couldn't have been any deeper. We mashed our mouths together so hard our teeth gnashed occasionally. I tasted blood for a second but wasn't sure whose it was.
Joy had shrieked again as I'd bellowed my pleasure to the Universe. From our ecstatic state with bodies arched into one another I carefully lowered myself onto her, then rolled us to our sides, my long and satisfied cock continuing to nest in her hot vagina. I showered her face and neck and ears with kisses.
"Oh God. Yes. Oh, Doug, you are so wonderful. This is so wonderful. I never knew. I'd hoped but this is so ..."
"Sssssh, my little love," I told her. "Just be quiet and enjoy the feeling of the after glow." I kept kissing her and wrapping her in my new affection. There was a new kind of energy in me and I knew Joy could feel it.
To be continued.
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*
My weekend with Joy had several unintended consequences of course. She fell in love with me. I played my part too well of initiating her into the hallowed halls of womanhood.
The other major consequence was that I fell in love with her too -- without falling out of love with Mel.
So now I loved Mel -- the Pixie -- who professed her love for me as well, but didn't want to be tied down; and I loved Joy, Mel's roommate, who openly loved me too. Further, we all knew everything about how we all felt about everyone else. I didn't think this was a normal situation.
I tried to convince myself that Mel was my Number One and that Joy was a very close Number Two, but the fact was that I loved them equally yet differently. This state of being surprised me greatly, particularly that I felt comfortable feeling this way. Whether with one or the other or both together, I had feelings of love, warmth and compassion for both of them. Moreover, they seemed to feel the same way towards me and towards each other.
Mel, of course, was a rebel in her own way. She would be the one that pulled us out of our comfort zones or pushed us into doing something that expanded our thinking in some 'risky' way. She was also the 'dish' -- the hottie -- the outgoing Pixie that everyone looked to as a source of both amusement and amazement. I knew I was too conservative and Mel had set out to fix that; I welcomed the change. Mel also knew how to praise me in a language I understood and took as pure love; she'd tell me what a good student I was, or how hard I'd worked for a grade, or how she so appreciated the things I did for her or how open I was when we were together. I loved our talks together, particularly how she expanded my thinking in some area.
Joy was almost the opposite of Mel, even more conservative than I was yet open to Mel's efforts to pull her out of her shell. I often felt protective around Joy, even though when you saw her she looking like this stunning woman than knew exactly what she wanted. Joy liked to do little things for me that showed her love; I'd find a love note tucked in one of my books or a pressed flower; one time she washed and shined my car for me; another time she found some way to make me a box of chocolate chip cookies -- my favorites. Her gifts and little acts of service I accepted as her love offerings.
Of course, we were all physical with each other. We liked to touch, stroke, hold, look at, hug, and make love with one another. While part of this love language was the raging hormones we all seemed to have at this age, I knew that physical touch was important to me -- both to give and to receive.
A week or so after my weekend with Joy, I sat with Mel in the Student Union one afternoon talking about the situation; only no words came out in terms of solutions or options. My mind was blank.
Mel asked with a tone of encouragement, "So, why don't you do another weekend with Joy?"
"Heck no," I replied sensitive to insulting Mel and making her feel left out; "I mean Joy is wonderful; everything you could ask for in a date and yes, I'd love to be with her again. She is a divine and passionate lover. Not as good as you, of course, but she's learning."
I felt myself blundering around in this peculiar landscape for which I did not have a vocabulary or any kind of compass. I paused and looked Mel deep in the eyes. I continued, "The problem is that I'm in love with you -- too. You are my Number One girlfriend and I feel I should concentrate on you. Joy is nice and I really care about her - too. Do I need to make a choice?"
Mel ignored my struggle to be politically correct and pleasing to her, and asked, "What if you could have both of us?"
"I sort of do, don't I?"
"No, I mean at the same time. Say, next weekend at the motel?" I got a Pixie grin from her just before she tossed her head to move an errant lock of blond hair from her face. In that flash of a second I could see the entire weekend unfold. I felt a surge of blood enter my sleeping dick.
"I have trouble keeping up with your sexual needs. I had trouble keeping up with Joy's needs by the time we started to cool things down and think about checking out last weekend. What makes you think I could handle both of you at the same time?"
Mel got a silly grin on her face and said, "Maybe Joy and I could take care of each other when you're recovering. Besides, you're still exciting even when you aren't trying to have an orgasm. Not that I've had all that much experience, but you have the best tongue of anyone I've ever known plus you've studied the sport. You love pussy, which is more than I can say for some folks I've been out with. Plus, aren't guys supposed to get off watching two women together?" Her sexy grin got wider and she licked her lips seductively.
I'd learned from the Pixie that her weekend with Bill Seaborn had demonstrated his lack of creativity as well as unwillingness to be inventive sexually. Secretly I was glad, yet I had at least hoped Mel would come back happy rather than barely satisfied from her weekend in Indianapolis.
I felt my pants bulge further in immediate response to the Pixie's suggestion of a threesome and a lesbian encounter that I'd get to watch. I also noticed that not for second did I think it unusual or repugnant. I grinned rather widely. This exciting and erotic landscape of possibilities was all new to me thanks to Mel.
The Pixie said, "I'll take that as a definite 'Yes'. Let's do all weekend at the motel -- two nights, Friday and Saturday. If I work like hell the rest of this week I won't have too much homework to worry about. What about you?"
"I could swing it if I finish a term paper for psych before Friday. Besides, for a weekend like this I'd drop out of school," I said in my most lecherous voice. Mel laughed and punched my shoulder.
"Wait!" I said suddenly, holding up my hand. "One small problem; what if Joy doesn't want to play with us as you propose?"
"Leave it to me," Mel said with an impish smile.
*
I don't think I'd ever studied as hard as I did that week. I didn't want any worries about homework or term papers or any thing other than my feelings about my two girlfriends hanging over my head by the time we left on Friday. The downside of that philosophy was that I didn't see either Mel or Joy much the rest of the week except for Wednesday night dinner at the Student Union.
I decided that the Holiday Inn has outlived its usefulness as a love nest. After Mel and I had our talk I telephoned a number of places and finally found a winterized log cabin on a picturesque lake about an hour east of the campus. We'd have to do our own cooking, however, the winter rate was very low and I thought we'd enjoy playing house together. Mel loved the idea that we go somewhere else and assured me that Joy would like it too.
At dinner mid-week, while the three of sat together in the Student Union, I asked Joy if she was all right with what Mel and I had planned. She had seemed more fragile than either of us in terms of her sexual experience and I didn't want to damage her delicate psyche by forcing her into a threesome.
To my surprise, Joy laughed and squeezed both our hands. She whispered so no one else would hear, "I've wanted to have a lesbian experience for five years. This weekend will be a dream come true. I love you Doug, and I get to have you make love to me again. And I love Mel, and now she's also ready to make love to me. I'm in seventh heaven and Friday can't come fast enough." She bestowed her infectious grin on me again.
Joy had more moxie than I'd given her credit for. Moreover, since the weekend I'd taken Joy to the Holiday Inn, she'd become much more outgoing and open - to everyone. She'd started to come out of her shell. I know when I lost my virginity my self-confidence rose dramatically; I guess the same thing was happening to Joy.
I studied and wrote my term paper with a ferocious intensity and finished two weeks of studying in a few days. My conscience was clear about taking off for the complete weekend and for those rare few days I'd actually gotten ahead in my courses.
Friday, I picked up Mel and Joy at their dorm about one o'clock. We swung by a Wal-Mart and picked up a weekend's worth of food for the three of us and by four o'clock the three of us stood in front of a roaring fire looking out at a good sized, man-made lake half covered in ice. While the weather outside hinted of snow flurries, inside we were nice and warm. The cabin exceeded my expectations and I silently thanked the travel agency I'd called for their recommendation of this beautiful place.
As we stood by the bay window, I hugged Mel and Joy to me, and they each put their head on my shoulder. Mel said, "You out did yourself, Douglas. This place is beautiful -- particularly when compared to the 'Ye Olde Holiday Inn by the Interstate'."
Joy turned and kissed me on the lips, "I agree." After a long pause, she asked rhetorically, "Is it time for us to make love yet?"
After a second's pause, both Mel and I said, "Yes!" simultaneously. We both pulled Joy towards the pine paneled bedroom and the king-size bed with a view of the lake.
By unspoken agreement, we took turns removing items of clothing from each other. Sweaters went first then our shirts and bras. A slight pause occurred in the undressing as I sampled each of the four female breasts in the room, kissing and nuzzling each nipple to an excited state.
Joy surprised me by tentatively reaching out and stroking Mel's gorgeous breasts. Mel soon returned the favor.
After that brief foreplay, shoes, socks, slacks, thongs and boxers quickly disappeared. We stood for a few moments and just looked at the splendor of each of our bodies. Each of us had the luster of youth: trim and muscular, shapely legs, flat stomachs even hinting at the muscular abs that lay beneath the taut skin, shapely breasts, and beauty and grace in limb and face. I shall never forget those few seconds as we studied each other.
Any hint of initial modesty quickly disappeared as we entered a group hug and group kiss, our bodies pressing together and tongues licking and probing everywhere, even between the two women.
Earlier, I'd let out a small cheer when I realized the bed came equipped with an electric blanket. When we'd first arrived I'd cranked the unit up to ten to take the chill off the bed. Now, Mel pulled the two of us to the bed and we all snuggled together atop the warmed mattress.
Mel said to me, "We're going to make love to Joy now. My turn will come later." She turned to Joy and asked her roommate, "Any reservations? Any taboos?"
"Make love to me," Joy responded, holding her arms out to the two of us. "I want both of you."
We both cuddled into her sides, taking turns French kissing with her. I watched as Joy fondled and licked Mel's breasts -- those amazing feats of Nature that so pleased me and now our female lover. Mel moved so Joy could continue and she could touch and stimulate Joy's breasts as well.
I moved down to the lower parts of Joy's anatomy, using my tongue over the angular parts, such as her where her pelvic bones gracefully accented her flat tummy. I ran my hands all over her lower extremities then zeroed in on her pussy. I slid down the bed and brought my mouth and tongue to Joy's pussy, applying all the skill and talent I had to her wet slit. At the same time, I reached across and ran one hand around Mel's shaved mons, eventually sinking two fingers into her.
Eventually I moved back up the bed and assumed a push-up position over Joy. I allowed Mel to position my cock at the entrance to Joy's pussy then sank slowly into her snug depths as we both enjoyed that initial wave of pleasure. Mel sucked on Joy's breasts as I pumped into her body and eventually came, filling my condom with an excess of milky fluid.
As Joy cradled me in our after glow, Mel slid down the bed and applied her mouth to Joy's nether region. Joy jerked and writhed in pleasure as the Pixie did 'pixiesque' things to her. While it didn't surprise me, I noted that Mel had produced a long pink vibrator and had started to use it in and around Joy's pussy.
Joy encouraged me to suck on her breasts up until she had another orgasm. She held me tight to her breasts and I could see she'd clenched Mel's head to her pussy to stop any further stimulation. I could hear the battery-operated vibrator running at top speed. Joy let out a huge shuddering sigh of contentment then collapsed back onto the bed from the tension she'd held through her climax.
As we pulled apart, Joy's voice praised the two of us; "That was amazing. I didn't know the human body could be pleasured so much -- in so many ways. I already want to sign up for future episodes of this program." We chuckled at her pleasure.
I shifted position and went to the bathroom for a moment to dispose of my condom. When I came back I pulled Mel up the bed so she was beside Joy and me. We both cuddled Joy for a few moments then I went down on Mel. I think I do have a talented tongue, at least based on the feedback from my two lovers. I brought Mel to a small orgasm as I licked her clit and curled my fingers inside her body to stroke her G-spot.
As I focused on Mel, Joy repositioned herself on the bed until she could suck on my cock. "Yummmm," she said. "I can taste my juices on you." She enthusiastically started to suck on my rod, creating the excited from the unexcited in minutes.
Finally, Joy declared, "You're ready. Love Mel."
Not one to ignore clear instructions, I moved until Joy directed my steel rod into Mel's beautiful pulpit. As I'd done with Joy a short time earlier, I sank into the Pixie's velvet tunnel, again feeling that wonderful sensation of love and wonderment sweep over me as I bottomed out in her nest. We both moaned in honor of the moment.
As I started to oscillate in and out of Mel, I thought how glorious this situation was. Here I was with two women that loved me, each of them soul mates on my soul mate scale. We had not only a physical relationship, bust also we shared an intimacy that few achieve in even one relationship.
Joy shifted so she could suck on first one and then the other of the Pixie's pert breasts. The Pixie made a lot of noise in response to the double stimuli and then she started coming. I knew the road we were on but felt no need to get off, so I kept pounding into Mel's body in spite of her orgasms. Mel groaned, moaned, writhed, squirmed and thrashed about in response to our ministrations to her body.
Finally, I came again, completely filling another rubber. The visual stimulation of two nude and available female bodies as I fucked one of them became too much, too soon, and I blasted a load of cum into Mel.
The three of us lay there for a while. Joy pulled the covers back over us all and we enjoyed the warmth we'd generated as well as the additional heat from the electric blanket.
I eventually slithered out of Mel, sliding the condom off of me, knotting it and dropping it to the floor to dispose of later. Mel said, "I think we could dispose with those for the time being. We're all safe - in every way, I mean. None of us are having unprotected sex outside our threesome and we're on the pill."
I nodded and smiled appreciatively at the invitation to go bareback. Joy laughed and said, "This is the only place I've had sex -- with you guys. I so enjoy this. Someday I'll experiment like you suggested, Mel, but for now this is very comfortable. You guys are amazing."
As Joy's statement registered, I noticed that I accepted it without the angst I'd felt weeks earlier when Mel had indicated she planned to have other relationships. It wasn't that I loved her less or anything like that, the fact was I'd gotten used to the idea of each of us having the freedom to explore other relationships as well as the one's we'd forged together.
To emphasize her point about experimenting with things sexual, Joy proceeded to go down on Mel, working her over rather intensely and even roughly -- something the Pixie seemed to enjoy. Mel came in a spectacular Sapphic orgasm a few minutes later much to the pleasure of Joy who looked so pleased with herself and the feelings she'd induced for the first time in her roommate -- at least I think it was the first time.
We cooed and talked about the wonder of our sexuality and the warm emotions of love and affection it inspired in us for one another.
Eventually, we slipped on some clothes and together made some beef stroganoff and an Italian salad for dinner. Since we did it from scratch, it tasted so much better than the usual dose of junk food that we'd been used to. I opened a nice bottle of wine we'd brought too. Soon the three of us sat down together to our first 'real' meal together as Joy put it. We toasted each other and our threesome, ate and then went back to bed and made love.
*
I reflect back on our first threesome weekend with amazement. There were a lot of lessons that we learned from each other and we even talked quite explicitly about each of them as they occurred to us.
First, we were each surprised that we could love two other people. Even Mel, the instigator of the various pairings in our threesome, seemed amazed. Prior to our union, her philosophy has been theoretical; we made it practical. As she told us one day, "We've each been brainwashed by society or the church that heterogeneous exclusive monogamy is the only 'right' way. Yet, here we are feeling all these wonderful feelings about each other people and in turn basking in that love. I feel twice as loved as I do with just one of you." The fact that there was Sapphic pairing seemed to add spice to the equation.
Second, while lust certainly entered into our relationship, the more time we spent together the broader and deeper the basis of our relationship became. Sex became only one way we had for pleasing each other. We went to concerts, movies and plays together.
I, for one, found myself fascinated with the different ways both Joy and Mel approached their education, thought about problems, and came up with solutions to the daily issues they had to deal with. They likewise seemed infatuated with how I thought. We often learned from each other. We were changing and adapting to each other as well as feeling individual personal growth.
The three of us also seemed to operate on a different plane from so many of our classmates. Soon, we found ourselves having much richer discussions about such mundane subjects as the purpose of life, spirituality, eastern thinking, particularly the Tao; and even Tantric sex. The latter led us in some interesting directions. Our classmates, on the other hand, seemed more focused on the next great party or who was going out with whom.
Third, not one of the three of us entertained any feelings of jealousy or uncertainty about the direction we chose. We were all secure in who we each were and willingly gave to each other without judgment or expectations. We may not have started that way, particularly in Joy's case, but as each week passed we each became more our own person.
We each had a genuine sense of gratitude for what we received from the others, and our feeling of love for each other wished only that the others feel love, not that we exerted any degree of control over them. Even when Mel went out with some other guy, as she seemed to need to do every now and then, neither Joy nor I wished anything for her other than a happy and satisfying date; she always went with our positive support.



Joy went through a real transformation over the months before summer break. Each new day she became more self assured and confident, losing the shyness and avoidance of interactions that she'd initially had when she arrived at school. Now she reached out to others in helpful and gregarious ways. Going with those changes were changes to her looks; she became more style conscious, got contact lenses and lost the nerdy eye glasses, and, with Mel's help, transformed into a real stunner. Before our eyes, Joy became sexy.
Fourth, Joy taught us about the Law of Attraction; basically, that what we think -- both consciously and unconsciously -- creates our reality. If you believe you can do, be, think or have something in a positive way, you can achieve it. As she put it one day, "Know what you want; ask the Universe for it; feel and behave as if the object of your desire is on its way; and be open to receive it."
Armed with this new philosophy we each seemed to attract an entire new life for ourselves. Friends and even family opened their arms to our unusual relationship. I thought my parents would freak out to find I was in love with two pretty women. Instead, both my Mom and Dad received the news calmly and with interest, urging me to bring both young women home on our next holiday.
Joy's parents weren't as accepting as mine were, loading her up with warnings about broken hearts and our lack of exclusivity in our relationship. By then, Joy had achieved a level of self confidence that enabled her to hear but not react negatively to their comments other than to assure her parents that right now, this was what she wanted. I think they were actually amazed about how she stood up for herself and how assertive she'd become. After that, they gradually warmed up to a moderate level of acceptance.
Mel confided that her parents had no problem with our relationship. Indeed, it was from them that she'd developed her open relationship philosophy that seemed to empower our threesome. Her parents had insisted that she examine and challenge each societal or religious rule and more, deciding for herself how she would deal with it. Thus, over time she came to realize that more interesting and trusting relationships could be built without ownership, exclusivity, or jealousy.
Word of our unusual relationship slowly spread around parts of the campus too. We didn't broadcast it but we didn't hide it either. Friends at school and even my fraternity brothers that initially raised an eyebrow and made crude sexual comments about our threesome soon became staunch supporters and even defenders of our life style, in several instances even going so far as to educate themselves about polyamorous relationships.
Both Joy and Mel reported that many of the women in the dorm sought them out not only for dating advice, but also for counsel on establishing their own multi-faceted relationships. Both thought it peculiar that even upper-class-women sought their advice. In part due to these requests for advice, both of them started to read widely about building and sustaining good relationships. In turn, I started to read some of their books and articles. Thus, all of us became much better informed about relationships including our own, and how to make them run more smoothly.
Other students and even some faculty, often people that wouldn't have given me the time of day, started to talk openly and freely with me about themselves and open themselves to friendship -- something I'd wished for since I'd started at the huge and impersonal university. Joy said it was because I was giving off vibes of friendship now whereas before I'd been emitting messages about my lack of friends -- so that's what I attracted.
We used the Law of Attraction on our academic pursuits too. Certainly all our grades improved, as we got deeper into the second semester that year. Somehow it seemed like we each put in fewer hours and got more results academically by focusing our efforts.
Partway into the semester I moved into an off-campus apartment from the fraternity house. It was quieter and gave the three of us space to just "be". Joy and Mel had to be back in the dorm each weeknight, yet we used that fact positively to focus how we spent our time together.
During those months we could feel our sexual energy expand. Our libidos certainly drove a lot of our behavior. Often the only time we weren't having sex of some kind was when we'd just finished and needed a recovery period.
Towards the end of the semester I started to think about two things: what would happen to our threesome over the summer and how I'd earn some money for the following school year.
I'd turned twenty-one the previous semester and didn't really want to move back home, even for the summer even though it was only an hour's drive from campus. I felt I needed to stake out my own independence regardless of what Mel and Joy did for the summer.
My search for a summer job started and ended right outside my new apartment door. The complex of apartments that I'd moved into in March wanted to hire a handyman and painter for the summer to renovate as many of the empty units and they could. I thought myself competent with tools and certainly with a paintbrush and roller, so I applied for and got the job. Besides free rent for the months I worked at least 80 hours, I got a decent wage and could set my own hours.
Mel and Joy both turned nineteen during the spring semester. We had a small party for Joy's birthday and after everyone left, Mel and I turned her every which way but loose. As I pummeled her pussy one more time, Joy screamed for mercy, however, we both knew she really wanted more, more, more, and both Mel and I gave it to her.
Joy loved sex -- and thus fit in rather nicely with the two of her over-sexed friends. We had the same passion and we loved her dearly. One day as we all lay panting after a particularly arduous love making session, she asked me, "Could I stay and work with you over the summer? That is, if Mel wouldn't mind." She looked tentatively at Mel for approval or disapproval.
"Talk out loud," I reminded my partners. "No secrets." I turned to Mel and added, "I have the same concern Joy does if she stays."
Joy turned to Mel and spoke, "I love both of you, however, I'm worried that you, Mel, will feel jealous of me if I stay with Doug over the summer and you don't. I don't want to displease you. If you say it worries you, I'll head home and find a summer job around Cleveland and hope we can all re-connect in late August."
Mel rolled across my body to Joy, pulling her up into an embrace and kiss. She said, "Thank you for your concern, but I think it would be so sweet for the two of you to stay together for the summer. And, no, I won't be jealous that the two of you are together, only sorry that I'm not here with the two of you. I've got a wedding and a bunch of family things I'm expected to do until the end of July then I might be able to come back and join you guys."
I added my two cents, "You're sure. The last thing either of want to do is jeopardize our relationship with you by seeming to be exclusive with one another. We are a threesome and we are incomplete without you."
Mel nodded and thought for a minute. We both gave her time to form her idea. Mel then spoke, "This apartment is small; it's really for only one person or two in a crunch. What if we all moved in together for next year? Doug, you could get us a larger unit here in the complex and we could all share the rent. Joy, could you swing that?"
Joy and I were suddenly both smiles. "YES," came from our mouths simultaneously. Joy added that she'd have to win over her parents to the idea of all of us living together, not only over the summer near the University but also of living with the two of us over the coming year. She needed their economic support.
I added, "I'll make sure to get an apartment with three bedrooms in it. We can use the space anyway, if not for bedrooms then for dressing rooms or study rooms."
We were all smiles then I had a sudden thought. "Mel," I asked, "What about your promise to yourself that you'd stay unencumbered and date wildly until at least your junior year?" I couldn't believe that Mel was suddenly started to mellow and become 'establishment'.
Mel smiled and said, "Well, nothing's changed -- at least for now. There are some friends I want to see over the summer. No expectations and no guarantees, right? In the meantime, I've never felt more loved or included anywhere in my life as with you both, and at the risk of regrets later, I'm not going to throw this beautiful time in my life away and live alone because of some silly statement I made a few months ago. I want it all; I want all the options, all the possibilities. I want to do it all."
She thought for a moment and added, "There's more to our relationship that just the sex and our love for each other -- although either would be enough to get me to stay. I feel I am growing so rapidly with the two of you as my mentors and I don't want to give that up. Every day you help me move out of my comfort zone and then I expand how I think to that new real estate and I'm a better and more rounded person because of it. I hope I do the same for you guys."
I affirmed, "Mel, you do. You're our risk taker, although you sometimes don't see yourself that way. Don't you see, it's usually you who takes us all out of our comfort zones." Joy nodded in agreement.
Mel said, "Then I'm going to rush through all my family functions and be back here as fast as I can. Keep a spot for me in your bed. And, don't forget you can always come and visit me outside Boston."
We all laughed. I couldn't image being without her for almost eight weeks. I resolved that maybe Joy and I could drive up to New England and see her midway through her time away. Mel told us she'd see if that could fit into the rest of what her family had planned for her.
*
Joy coupled an annoying habit with another more pleasing habit that drove me crazy and deeper in love with her. She liked to wake up early whereas I'm a night person. She also liked to give me blowjobs.
Thus, on a lovely June morning, Joy awoke me early to a wonderful session of fellatio. Before she could 'finish', however, I flipped her over and buried my hardened shaft into her velvet vagina amidst her screams for mercy and laughter. As we kissed and thrust into each other, I wondered how I could love someone so much and just not explode into tiny little pieces.
We'd become lovers adept at providing each other the right stimulation and the right words to bring each other to climax. That morning proved to be no exception; we both came together, our backs arched as our groins pushed together to maximize my penetration and delivery of seed near her womb.
Exams had ended the week before. We'd had a teary goodbye before we put Mel on an airplane for Boston. Sensitive to Mel's old vocalizations about wanting to play the field before she settled down, both Joy and I had urged her to date and see many others while she was back home. Of course, we both crossed our fingers and said a little prayer that she'd come back to us relatively unchanged. We both talked about setting butterflies free to fly on the drive home from the airport.
I had thought I'd revert to being a 'monogamist' after I'd been left with just Joy. I didn't. I loved Joy yet still missed Mel. Further, I felt no guilt over my lack of exclusivity.
Jim, the Property Manager or PM for the apartment complex had no problem with me expanding my one-man workforce with Joy or later in the summer Mel. Thus, after that early morning fuck, we showered and went to work on the unit that would ultimately become the one we'd rent for the following years. The second floor unit had three bedrooms, looked out through some pretty trees over the nice pool and common patio area, but needed some serious renovations including new plumbing fixtures.
I made a list of the major appliances we'd need to replace and with Joy's help estimated the paint we'd need. Joy majored in art and so made some decorating and color recommendations the PM seemed to like. He gave us a budget and a credit card and off we headed to Home Depot.
I learned a lot about plumbing that first week, mostly through trial and error. Joy also learned that I had a colorful vocabulary that could have been the envy of many Irish seamen. That first week I made two trips a day to Home Depot, mostly to buy little things that I'd screwed up in my education process either the day before or that morning. At least I felt I was learning something.
Joy helped me when we had a two-man task but usually painted as I did plumbing and replaced rotted wallboard behind the shower. The latter project ended with my taking all the wallboard in the master bathroom off and starting anew with what I learned should have used in the first place -- blue board. I then learned all about taping joints, joint compound, sanding wallboard, making square corners, tiling and grout. In the end it all turned out well and I repeated the process in a third the time in the other bathroom and part of the kitchen.
The property manager came around every couple of days and checked on our work. In hindsight, I realize how tolerant Jim was those first few weeks of my blunders and how they contributed to my handyman education. He offered helpful suggestions and never uttered a harsh word.
Joy did better for our team. Her painting was meticulous and her selection of colors, including contrasting walls in the same room, pleased the PM a great deal. She received considerable praise from him and I took pleasure in watching her glow with pride at his praise. I found her work pleasing; I thought, why shouldn't he. All that, plus I liked working with her, although our projects were often in different rooms so we didn't interfere with each other.
Some days we put in twelve hours straight, working seven to seven, and the first few weeks we also put in six- or seven-day weeks. The money rolled in and we completed the new apartment in two weeks and moved in with our Spartan supply of furniture.
The next apartment we renovated was the one I'd originally rented and that we'd just vacated. That unit was in better shape and only took a couple of days to fix up and repaint. Then we started another, and another, and another. Jim praised our work and one-day offered me the job of onsite maintenance and management after the school year restarted. I accepted.
Nights, Joy and I would go out to dinner somewhere, maybe see a movie, and then fall in bed exhausted, but not before quietly and romantically making love. Our sex drives still seemed to be matched and we both enjoyed daily sex play -- usually twice a day.
In spite of our working and hard and robust sex life, we still missed Mel. We talked to the Pixie just about every day, but the conversations were hollow and a poor substitute for being together.
Mel talked us into trying phone sex one evening. While Joy and I fucked and were vocal about it, Mel masturbated with a vibrator and told us what she was doing. In the end we decided the call made us more frustrated to be with each other than the stimulation it provided.
The end of June, Joy had a family wedding to attend. She urged me to take the weekend off too and fly to Boston to be with Mel. I agreed and the last Thursday of the month Joy dropped me off at the airport as she started her drive home to a suburb of Cleveland.
*
Three hours later, as I came through airport security at Boston's Logan Airport, a small, bright yellow blur rushed through the airport and hurled herself into my arms, wrapping her lithe legs around my body as she screamed with happiness and extracted kiss after kiss from my willing mouth.
"Oh fuck, I've missed you so much," Mel practically shouted into my ear as the onslaught of arriving passengers looked at our rather overt public display of affection. Affection? Hell without a little restraint Mel might have raped me right there outside airport security.
Finally, the Pixie peeled herself from my body but latched onto my arm and clung for dear life as we walked towards the exit to the parking garage. She chattered about how glad she was to see me, how coming back to Boston was such a mistake when she loved Joy and me so much, and how all she could think about was being back with us at the end of July.
We fucked in the parking garage at the airport. Mel had parked her car as far away from the walkway as she could, in a remote corner on a nearly empty garage level. She pulled me into the back seat, but not before she'd stripped off the cutoffs she'd been wearing and yanked her tube top above her gorgeous breasts. Now I remembered why I'd made this trip.
We dispensed with foreplay. Mel pulled my cock from my pants and inhaled my rod, sucking mightily until I achieved the required hardness. This act took thirty seconds. Mel then straddled me and sank her warm pussy down my shaft, mewing in the process. I confess, the act felt wonderful to me too and I'd even made love that morning with Joy.
As the Pixie knelt and started to ride my cock, her breasts were right in my face. I leaned into her chest and tongued then sucked on one breast then the other, bringing her nipples to a highly aroused state. Mel kept moaning and telling me I hit all the right spots and sucked just the way she loved me too.
Our oscillations became almost violent. I sped my upward thrusts into her small body as she drove downward into mine. I knew we'd both feel muscle pain afterwards but who cared.
Finally, I uttered my warning to her. She nodded her head aggressively in response and moaned that she was near too. Thirty seconds after that we exploded together, my jism jetting in shot after shot deep into her body. Mel shrieked and we heard the cry actually echo back through the concrete parking garage.
Mel would have collapsed on my chest except the narrow confines of the backseat prevented too much cuddling or after play. Instead, she showered me with kisses as I returned the favor.
"Oh, God I love you so," she exclaimed.
"Part of that came from Joy," I smiled up at her between passionate kisses.
"I know. She called me this afternoon after she'd dropped you at the airport and urged me to fuck your brains out all weekend."
"Will that be possible given that your parents are around?" I asked, skirting an issue we hadn't talked about much.
"I think they'll be pretty cool about our being together," Mel told me. "I told them we'd be sleeping together. I got some raised eyebrows but acceptance. They know we've had a very active sex life together, at least my Mom knows. I told her all about 'us' including how the three of us make love together. She asked a lot of good questions. My Dad thinks its too much information. Let's clean up and I'll tell you more about our conversations and we drive home."
Mel produced a box of Kleenex and we cleaned up from the sexual mess we'd made. I'd not only produced a prolific amount of man juice for Mel, but also noticed we both carried the strong aroma of our quick fuck. I told her I hoped her parents wouldn't notice. Mel waved her arms around inside the car as we redressed.
"What are you doing?" I asked, wondering what purpose the arm flapping was having.
"I'm spreading pixie dust around to cover up the odor of sex. It'll all be gone by the time we have dinner and get back to the house."
I rolled my eyes again yet thought how creative and loving the Pixie had become.
We stopped at Hooters for dinner on the way back to Mel's home. It seemed ironic that the restaurant chain specializes in having good looking, busty waitresses, and here was Mel attracting all the attention as we walked through the place to our seats.



I managed to clean up a little more in the men's room, although I was sure I needed a shower. Mel didn't seem to mind, however, I wanted to make a good impression on her parents again. The last time I'd seen them had been the previous Christmas holiday.
About an hour later, Mel led me into the house. Her parents came into the kitchen to welcome us and I politely greeted them. My heart sank when I saw her Dad sniff the air, as though some unusual odor had permeated his nostrils. I tried to ignore his action. Mel announced she was taking me to "our bedroom" so I again picked up my large duffle bag and let her lead the way.
"Mel," I whispered. "You've got to wash up. You smell like a sex factory."
"I am a sex factory," she said as she again pushed her body against mine and looked up into my eyes begging for a kiss.
"But ... your Dad ... I think he smelled you, or me, or both of us."
She looked at me kind of funny, shrugged then sighed and went off to the guest bathroom. I heard the water running. I made a quick change of underwear madly sniffing my own briefs to see if I'd been the offending party. I waited for Mel to finish then we went back downstairs. We talked to her parents a bit then curled up in front of the TV and talked about the work Joy and I were doing. I went into a lot more detail than our phone calls.
Mel's parents came in and bid us goodnight about ten o'clock. We listened to them trudge up the stairs. Before their last foot hit the top floor, Mel was foraging in my pants for my cock again.
"Mel!" I exclaimed in an excited whisper, "What if they come back down?"
"They won't. They never do. Now lie back. I am going to fuck your brains out right here, right now. I'm also going to excite your libido a little with something I did last week."
Mel knelt on the sofa next to me and sucked on my cock as she moved her hand up and down the increasingly rigid shaft. In part because of her small size, I found I could reach her love nest and slip a finger or two under her cutoffs and rub her clit. Mel's back end squirmed in pleasure as she fellated me.
I half turned towards her so I could use my other hand to pull up her tube top, exposing her beautiful breasts.
"Come and let me suck on these," I suggested to Mel.
Mel stopped working on me and stood, pulled off her shorts, thong and top in record time. I'm the kind of guy that can take a hint; I lost my clothes only seconds behind her. Before Mel could resume her attention to me, I pushed her back on the sofa and dropped to the floor in front of her, putting her legs over my shoulders.
I availed Mel of my award-winning tongue and coupled in some creative use of fingers and nose as well. Mel soon started purring and making soft mewling and growling sounds in response to my attention to her mons, clitoris and vagina. As I assaulted her G-spot with two fingers, she put her head back and orgasmed, slamming her legs together around my head and hand as she climaxed. I worried momentarily that my head would burst like a giant pimple, but then she eased up and my tension past.
"Oh, Wow!" Mel whispered to me. "You can do THAT to me anytime; anytime at all and anywhere too."
"Maybe I will. Now what do you have to tell me that is supposed to excite me?" I pushed three fingers into her sopping pussy and twisted my hand, almost fisting her pussy in the process. The Pixie writhed beneath my fingering of her vagina and sighed.
"Well, you know I'm very proud that I'm in this relationship with Joy and you?"
I nodded in agreement as Mel rose and faced me on the sofa. She straddled me and very slowly forced her pussy down the entire length of my shaft in one smooth move. When she was fully impaled she continued, "So I've shared that fact with a few of my friends here when they've asked about boyfriends and how I'm doing and so on. In response, they've always asked more questions and often made some frank admissions to wanting to be in their own threesome."
"Yeah," I said slowly wondering where Mel was taking our conversation and what she'd done. I pumped up into her body, feeling my cock swell from the physical stimulation as well as the possibilities of where she might take our conversation.
"Soooooooooo," Mel went on as she slowly raised and lowered her body above mine, her large, taut breasts swaying with every motion, "I helped fulfill the threesome wish of one of my best friends last Saturday. I had sex with her and her boyfriend. You'll meet them tomorrow. She's sexy and he's a hunk -- like you are."
I fought back a sudden and unexpected wave of possessiveness by remembering that I'd been fucking Joy on Saturday night. After that negative emotion left, I said to Mel, "So did they like fucking a Pixie? Tell me what you did? How you felt?" I gave a couple of extra thrusts up into Mel's pussy. She was correct; the thought of her with another couple gave my libido a boost.
Mel began, "Well, my friends Dan and Katie from high school are home for the summer too. They're both going to U. Mass out in Amherst. Anyway, they've been an event since as long as I can remember. So when they found out I was home they stopped in. One thing led to another and soon they had me describing my relationship with you and Joy -- in detail."
I reached down with my thumb and started to massage the Pixie Clit as I called it. The Pixie slowed her vertical oscillations and closed her eyes with a look of ecstasy so she could enjoy the stimulation. For a few moments her recounting stopped.
Somewhat hesitantly Mel began again as some wave of pleasure finally passed through her; "Anyway, while we were talking Katie confessed she'd always wanted to try a ménage a trois. I thought Dan's head would fall off of his body; he reacted so fast to her comment.
"I'd been describing how I equally loved both you and Joy, so I leaned over and kissed Katie. I didn't just give her a peck on the cheek; I really laid one on her -- soft, wet lips and then some tongue. Soon the two of us were in each other's arms really going at it."
I asked, "Where were you doing all this? Here?"
"Right on this very sofa a week ago and then again a couple of nights after that," Mel replied with a lewd grin. She wiggled her pussy over my cock indicating she had some fond memories of the two nights. "It was late and my parents had gone to bed. So I pulled Katie's t-shirt off and sucked on her breasts then had her do the same to me."
"And Dan?" I asked.
"When my top came off I thought he'd cum in his pants. He moaned so loud I had to tell him to keep quiet or else he'd wake my parents. Anyway, I pulled him to my chest and he sucked on one breast while Katie sucked on the other. We were all panting pretty hard."
Mel went on, "Katie finally whispered to Dan, 'Let's fuck her and let her fuck us.' That's all it took. We were naked in seconds and Dan had his shaft buried in my pussy as Katie licked my clit. I came in seconds but Dan had more staying power, I guess because I made him wear a condom. Anyway, we kept changing positions. Finally, I was eating Katie as Dan fucked me from behind. Katie came and that made Dan cum, and so I came too."
"Wow!" I exclaimed. "Very hot. What happened next?"
Mel ground her cunt into me and said, "We waited a half hour and then did it all again then two nights later on Tuesday we got together again at Katie's house. Her parents went away until next weekend."
"And you liked this?" I asked with a smirk.
"Oh, I better than liked it. I loved it." She pulled almost all the way off of my shaft so we could both look where we were joined and see the edge of my mushroom-capped cock. Mel then pushed all the way onto me in one smooth move again.
She went on, "Of course it reminded me that I really want to be with you and Joy. I miss you both. And just thinking of our relationship -- and our sexy times -- well, it makes me want to cum ... and, in fact, I'm cuming ... right ... now."
As the Pixie's speech patterns slowed down, she not only ground her pussy into my cock, she started to oscillate her hips forward and aft, forcing my cock up and down against her G-spot. Of course, this movement also brought me right up to the brink of my own orgasm ... and then beyond.
I jetted a gallon of cum from my throbbing balls up into the Pixie's cunt. Our breathing stopped and both our backs arched as my milky man-juice surged into her body. Mel fell atop me, her breasts crushed into my chest; her rigid nipples pushed into my skin in a way that excited beyond description.
I uttered a stream of love and sexual epithets; "Oh fuck. Mel you are so loved. I never tire of fucking you over and over again. My God, I love sex with you. I love you. I love sex."
We kissed all over each other for a few minutes, as we remained coupled. Mel then said, "Well, I'm glad for your last comment -- that you love sex - because tomorrow night we're going to have a very sexual time with Dan and Katie."
In my state of after glow it took a moment for the thought to sink into the rational part of my brain. Finally I said, "Huh?" I pulled back slightly so I could look at Mel in the dim light.
"The four of us are going to Katie's house and we're going to have an orgy," Mel exclaimed. "You're going to fuck all the women and so is Dan, and we're going to fuck you back."
To be continued.
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*
I felt extremely comfortable waking up naked with the Pixie cradled in my arms. Sunlight streamed in the window of her bedroom. She was still asleep. I kissed her tousled hair and pulled her closer to me. My God she had an exciting body, yet so did Joy my other love interest. They were significantly different but each excited and aroused in their own way and I loved them both dearly and without bias.
I gently slid from around Mel and lowered myself down her body. I draped one of her sexy legs over my shoulder and lightly ran my tongue around the outside of her mons. I could watch her autonomic responses as various muscle groups automatically relaxed or engaged.
I lightly flicked the very tip of her clitoris. An almost inaudible moan came from the Pixie. I licked her entire slit, still moist with the juices from our intercourse the night before and again in the middle of the night. I didn't care. She tasted divine and I wanted her again and again.
I focused on her clit, trying to suck on the little stub just the way she could suck on my cock, only in miniature. I noted that I sported a significant hard-on by this time. As I sucked I watched Mel's eyes flutter open.
"Oh, Doug, I'll give you all morning to stop that. Hell, all day!" The initially sleepy voice gave way to one more impassioned as she spoke.
I nodded and thrust some fingers into her as I continued to eat her. She spoke again, "Oh, you are going to make Katie so happy to meet you tonight. Dan is nowhere near as adept as you are at eating pussy -- or even just making love. She confided in me that she hopes he'll learn something from the two of us. I might add that you'll love her taste. She's divine. Plus she's right, he needs some tutoring in lovemaking."
I came up over Mel and sank my rod into her tunnel. We worked at our lovemaking only briefly before we both came.
"So what's your plan for today," I asked a few minutes later as I held Mel in a loving embrace.
"Completely open," she said. "Except I'd like to keep fucking you every opportunity I get."
"Sounds like a plan to me," I replied. After a pause I suggested, "Between main events I'd like to see Rockport and Gloucester if we have time and take some pictures; you know, do touristy things for a couple of hours. I'd also like to go to some big and relatively new apartment complexes and take a look at some of their units. I want to get some ideas for work."
"Both easily arranged," Mel answered as she ran her fingers through my chest hair. "You know you are so manly." She kissed me. "And we should take a shower -- together."
"What will your parents think," I asked, ignoring the obvious -- the fact that we'd been sleeping together all night long. I wondered if I'd have the tolerance her parents did if my daughter showed up with a boyfriend and proceeded to sleep with him.
Mel pondered my question and answered, "That we're in love and horny, or is it horny and in love. Doesn't matter; same end result. Come on."
*
I felt a little sheepish when the two of us finally descended and meandered into the kitchen. Both of Mel's parents were there enjoying coffee and reading the newspaper before they headed off to work.
Mel's Mom spoke first, "Good morning you sleepy heads. I hope you both slept well."
"Good morning," came from her Dad. He shot me a glance that assured me he knew I had violated his daughter at least once sometime during the night. Then again, maybe I just felt guilty.
I mumbled something about sleeping just fine. Unseen, Mel jabbed me in the ribs as she told her parents what our plans for the day were.
"Doug wants to see Rockport and Gloucester, so I thought we'd borrow a car, if that's all right, and go and have lunch there. He wants to take some photos. Then he wants to see some modern apartments similar to the one where we live in Columbus. I told you he's working this summer doing renovations to some of the units, and he wants ideas. He's also going to be the on-premises guy for maintenance once school starts."
Mel's parents talked briefly about how they could arrange their commute so we had a car at our disposal. That problem solved, Mel's Dad engaged me in a discussion about my handyman skills. Soon the two of us were laughing about my inexperience and some of the creative plumbing I'd done the first week. I relaxed a little and the obvious fact that I'd been fucking his daughter seemed to fade from our thoughts.
The day was pristine and perfect for photography. Of course, Mel ended up in most of my photographs. I seemed to have a fixation. We both called Joy while we sat outside at a little bistro but she couldn't talk too long as she was in the midst of preparing for the afternoon wedding she was in. We did telephone kisses and the afternoon returned to just the two of us.
Mel later drove us into Wakefield and Reading and we found two large and new apartment complexes to look at. We pretended like we were imminent renters and went through units of various sizes and floor layouts. I got some wonderful ideas for expanding the available space in some of the units by knocking out full walls and using half-walls or counters as room dividers. I didn't think much of the colors in any of the units we saw; most were all plain white and thus boring. I told Mel about what Joy was doing with color wheels and contrasting walls in the same room. She couldn't wait to see everything.
We got back to Mel's house about five o'clock. Her parents arrived moments later from their nearby jobs. The four of us sat down together and I showed them the hundred or so photos I'd taken that day, including the pictures in the apartments and my ideas for renovations where I was working.
Inside my hormones were raging for a number of reasons. Periodically, when her parents weren't watching or had left the room, Mel plastered her lithe body against mine and laid kiss after hot kiss on me. Further, she reminded me often of how fucking hot her friend Katie was and how I would really enjoy grinding my beef stick -- as she took to calling it that afternoon -- into her nubile body. Occasionally, she would describe how hot I would feel watching Dan's cock surging in and out of her pussy. The way she talked aroused me and I struggled with hiding my hard-on when her parents would reappear.
I told Mel she was raising expectations that Katie wouldn't meet and that I was sure to be disappointed. Further I assured her that no one could measure up to her in so many ways. Mel made me get specific and itemize as many ways that I could. I ran out of praise for the Pixie's many virtues and positive attributes after about five minutes of rapid talking. My God, I'm a good bullshit artist! We both laughed over some of my exaggerated compliments.
As we sat talking to her parents about my carpentry work and Joy's painting, I found that every other second I courted a sexual thought. I wondered that I could even function I was so in heat. I knew what they meant when they say a guy thinks with his dick.
I wondered about my mention of Joy's name, however, they seemed to accept the mention as though it was natural that I shared the same friends as Mel. Her Mom even asked about Joy's use of contrasting colors when I mentioned it. One result was that I promised to e-mail pictures of our new apartment.
Mel's Dad asked me, "What will you and Joy do if Mel doesn't like the new apartment?" It was a question asked with true curiosity yet perhaps a sense of jest. I saw all sorts of land mines in how I answered that question; my brain came to screeching halt and I'm sure I exhibited that deer in the headlight look.
I took the question seriously and my reply seemed to prove something to the three of them sitting there. I told them, "If Mel doesn't like it, the three of us will find something we all like and that's where we'll live."
My knees sort of knocked together. There it was out in the open -- the fact that three of us would live together. All sorts of implications followed from my statement.
The Pixie beamed one of her most radiant smiles at me. She said to her Dad, "That's how we think, because we love each other. But I know that Joy and Doug picked the apartment thinking of how they loved me and so I know I'll really like it."
My knees clanged together even more loudly. The Pixie had put the icing on the cake. Now it was on the table that we not only lived together but that we all loved each other. I knew that both her parents appreciated all the implications of Mel's use of the word "Love".
Her Dad nodded with a sense of finality. Her Mom actually had a tear in her eye. She reached forward and squeezed both our hands and said, "You guys are so nice together -- all of you. Bring Joy the next time you come visit. You can even have the big bed in our room; we'll use the guest room."
I couldn't believe my ears or the implications of all that had just transpired. Mel's Mom had actually said, "We bless your threesome."
I think I stammered out something like, "Oh, sure," and then the conversation migrated back to fixing up apartments and condos as a fulltime business and whether work like that could be viable in a shaky real estate market.
We excused ourselves from dinner with her parents as Mel had made it known that we were 'double dating' with Dan and Katie. No details were provided except that we might 'crash over at Katie's place' if we got too tired after watching four or five movies. I detected a certainty in my not returning to Mel's house that night.
*
Katie was a vision of heavenly loveliness -- a mix of the girl next door and seductress. Mel's friend had almost red hair in pageboy haircut complete with big bangs that came down to her eyebrows. Her face was round with a small mouth that held sparkling white teeth that she kept flashing in a beautiful smile. Her blue eyes were offset by a bevy of freckles across her cheeks and up-turned nose that tilted the balance of opinion towards a hometown girl.
What tilted the scale even further in her favor was her near-perfect body. She stood about five-foot-three, was thin and not a person you could call busty by any stretch of the imagination. Nonetheless, she knew how to work with what she had; a scoop-neck blouse plunged perilously low across her braless chest, teasing each person she met, while her midriff showed just a tasteful couple of inches around her hip-hugger jeans.
Dan stood about five-ten and I pegged him as wrestler; he had that stocky yet muscular stance where his trapezoidal body balanced above narrow hips and muscular legs. He sported dark hair that still showed a trace of hair gel in its styling. Two tattoos graced his forearms: one a star and the other a Gordian knot. He too sported a few freckles on his cheeks and nose, giving him that down home look as well. He was wearing a Dave Matthews Band T-shirt, jeans and well-worn deck shoes.
Dan and Katie greeted us at the door to Katie's house -- actually her parent's home. After introductions were made the four of us headed out to a Tex-Mex restaurant called On The Border in Woburn. We talked and I got to know the new pair as we waited for a table. Dan was a sophomore and Katie a freshman at U. Mass Amherst about 90 miles west of Boston. Dan had chosen engineering and she computer technology as majors.
As we talked I kept testing myself to see if I could really be interested in Katie -- sexually. She flirted with me in a dozen small ways, almost reading my mind and subtly offering herself up to me in front of her boyfriend. At our table she insisted on our making contact with our legs under the table. The contact wasn't particularly sexual, just the growing familiarity of our body parts touching.
Mel flirted with everyone she came in contact with -- male and female. Thus, when I watched her with Dan, I realized she already had him on the hook and was reeling him in, so to speak. I chuckled to myself and smiled seeing how happy she seemed with her long-time friends.
We lingered over dinner, everyone but Mel apparently nervous about where the rest of the evening would take us. I thought it was a foregone conclusion that we'd have sex in some way, at least that was the impression that Mel had given me. As dinner progressed I realized that Dan was the most nervous of the group followed closely by Katie.
I turned to Katie at one point and asked, "Am I to understand we're heading back to your house after dinner?" I tried to make the question neutral and one that she could answer to anyway she wanted.
Katie blushed immediately. "Yes," she whispered as she rubbed her leg against mine. "I'm nervous, and so is Dan, but we want to do this -- to ... to ... to be with you two."
I nodded acceptance of her answer, however, after a pause she went on.
"Dan and I have only ever had sex with each other, well until a week ago with Mel. I know we're both pretty inexperienced and, from Mel, that you guys are expert. We're both hoping to learn ... well, to learn how to love each other better."
I couldn't help it; I burst out laughing. "Oh, Katie, I love you already. You're funny. Mel and I are a little more experienced and we do practice a lot. I definitely am not an expert. I learn something new everyday and many times I wonder if I'm nothing but a horny clod."
Katie grinned at my response.
I went on, "Mel gave me a book a few months ago -- the Joy of Sex. I've been an avid student of what the book presents and I've also read several other 'technique' books including the Kuma Sutra and a book about Tantric Sex. If you feel inadequate, you shouldn't. If you want to spice up your sex lives, you've picked one way to do it by what you've apparently signed on for tonight, but there are other ways and other approaches."
She said to me, "Well, anything you can teach us would be great." She paused, turned to the others and asked, "I've finished my drink; shall we go?"
Heads nodded around the table so we left. The drive home was remarkably quiet. I think each of us thought about the coming evening in our own way. Mel spoke the most on the way home, but often just to comment on some sight we passed by.
Katie's home -- or rather that of her parents -- was a comfortable split-level from the 1950s that had been completely modernized several years before. The lowest floor that was finished contained a large family and media room, as well as a fully stocked bar. Two large modern sofas graced the room together with a mix of tables and chairs of various heights.
Katie led the way to the comfortable room. Dan asked, "Can I get someone a drink? Anything?" His voice betrayed a further tremor of nervousness that hadn't been there over dinner.
"A small glass of Grand Marnier for me, please," I asked. Katie passed and Mel was rummaging in her large purse for something. Dan moved to prepare my liqueur.
"Ah, here they are," Mel finally announced. She held up two DVDs and asked Katie, "Have you guys watched porn together?"
"No, never," Katie replied. "Dan visits some web sites every now and then but I don't frequent them."
"Well, tonight we're all going to learn from some experts as we learn from each other," Mel said. "I found a special in the adult store of these two videos so I bought them. One's called Love Comes Twice and the other is Trial and Error. These are the X-versions, but they've also been released as R-versions. The latter ones won the Sundance Film Festival last year."
Dan came to Mel and examined the pair of DVDs. "I'll put this one in the player. I think it was done first." He went to the TV and DVD player and worked for a moment until the opening titles for Love Comes Twice started to roll across the screen.
I took my liqueur and sat beside Katie. I leaned in a kissed her and she willingly kissed back. Next I took a sip of the strong orange liqueur. Katie watched me as I set the small glass on the coffee table. In a single smooth move I turned to her and embraced her again, this time kissing her and gently forcing my tongue into her mouth. When she appeared to be used to our French kiss, I jetted some of the orange fluid from my mouth into hers.
I felt Katie's body stiffen for an instant then heard a low growl from deep within her. She thrust her tongue deep into my mouth, forcing me to withdraw and enjoy her assertiveness. After about a minute of our soul kiss we both came up for air.
"Wow!" Katie exclaimed. "That was really sexy. Where'd you learn to do that?"
I shrugged as I ran a finger along her neck; "I think I read it somewhere in a book a couple of years ago."
"Have you done it with Mel or Joy?" she asked.
"No, I don't think the opportunity has come up yet."
"I feel very privileged," Katie whispered as she leaned in a kissed me again. "Will you do it to me again?"
I picked up the glass and took another sip of the strong sweet liquid. Katie was right there waiting for me to assail her lips and mouth and I didn't disappoint. Our French kiss and sharing of fluids lasted well over a minute.
When we broke, Katie said, "You make me feel that everywhere in my body -- especially in my pussy. Did you know it had that effect?"
"I was hoping," I said with a grin as I stroked her neck again.
I glanced over at Mel and Dan. They were making out and I watched as Mel took Dan's hand and planted it firmly against her breasts. Dan took the hint and started to massage her glorious breasts. I felt of surge of excitement go through my body in that instant.
My instincts told me to take my time and to romance Katie. When I turned back to her we kissed some more then I gently took her head and turned her so I could make love to her ears with kisses and my tongue.
As I ran my tongue around her neck and ears, and tugged gently on her lobes, she muttered, "Oh, Doug. You are so turning me on. I can just feel my sexual temperature rising higher than ever. We don't ... no one's ever ... I've never felt so hot." A minute later she said, "I can't believe you're doing this to me. Dan always just wants to get down to business." She sighed with pleasure.
I repressed my urge to jump her pretty bones. I ran my tongue and kisses around the back of her neck, lifting her hair to give me access to what I knew were oft forgotten erogenous zones. Then I took another quick sip of the liquid fire and returned to her lips for another French kiss. This time she moaned her acceptance as she opened to welcome my tongue in her mouth.
I allowed my kisses to drift down her slim angular neck. She lifted her head skyward so I could have open access. I kissed along the edge of her blouse and across her upper chest, resisting the urge to start unbuttoning right away.
A small voice whispered near my ear on one of my forays across her chest, "Oh Doug, please stop teasing. Remove my blouse."
The light blouse buttoned up the front with a series of narrowly spaced buttons; I knew she was braless. While I could have probably lifted the seductive fabric over her head in one move, I instead undid only the top two buttons, fumbling on purpose to delay the inevitable. As the small new patch of skin became revealed in her modest cleavage I leaned in and kissed and tongued the area, blowing hot air down into the blouse aimed in the direction of one breast.
I undid another two buttons very slowly and repeated my ploy. Katie moaned and stroked my head. After another two buttons I could easily have pulled the fabric apart and had ready access to her lovely breasts. Instead I kept the fabric together near her centerline and cleavage and confined my kisses and licks to the same area.



At last the task of undoing the buttons ended. I ran a finger from her neck down to her navel and back up again several times, teasing by moving slightly inside the now open blouse near one breast and then the other. Katie tried to shrug off the top so I let her rush her exposure for me.
Katie's breasts were sweet and luscious. Each consisted of a perfect handful of aroused female flesh topped with a silver dollar size areola and perky nipple. The nipples were erect, an indication that my efforts so far that evening had been pleasing.
Without asking permission, I leaned in and kissed around her right breast in a circle that gradually rose up the mound to her nipple. As I reached the top, I gently sucked the nip into my mouth and raked it with my teeth.
Katie moaned, "Oh, dear! No one's ever paid this much attention to my breasts. Dan tells me they're too small."
I broke contact just long enough to tell her, "Well, Dan is very, very, very wrong."
I repeated the process on her left breast and then eased her back on the sofa so I could kiss down her flat stomach and run my tongue along her belt line. Of course, I returned periodically to her breasts and now my hands started to bring us both pleasure, as I kneaded her orbs and stroked her upper body. She kept sighing with obvious happiness at what I was doing.
Katie pulled me up into a kiss and fumbled with the buttons on my shirt. I didn't argue or delay the process. Soon she pushed my shirt off my body and cast it aside.
"Katie, do to me what I've been doing to you."
She gave me a questioning look then started to kiss my neck and tongue my chest. Her motions appeared somewhat mechanical.
"Relax, Katie. Don't force it on yourself. Your tongue is a sense organ, just like your fingers. Use it so that it brings pleasure to you. If it feels good to you, it will feel good to whomever you're doing it to, the same with your kisses and your touch. Use all your senses -- your tools to bring pleasure to your lover as well as yourself."
Her delicate tongue lightened in its touch on my body, not quite tickling but not the heavy, inexperienced licks she delivered a moment earlier. As she tongued my nipples, one of her delicate hands found my ears and her slender fingers ran around inside in a sensuous way. I felt my cock surge in reaction to the two sensations.
Katie fumbled with my belt buckle and zipper, clearly eager to unveil another part of the night's entertainment. I let her get all the clasps and zippers undone, and then shifted so I could take the attention back to her.
I undid Katie's jeans and then slid off the sofa in front of her so I could pull them from her lithe body. She rose slightly and I pulled them down her legs, revealing a small thong covering her pussy.
After disposing of the jeans I took one leg and licked and nibbled my way from her ankle up to her knee and then to her thigh, turning about six inches from her cloaked pussy and returning my journey back to her pretty ankle. She giggled in appreciation. I kept a running commentary about how nice her legs were, how slender and shapely, how good they tasted to lick and kiss, and how appreciative I was that she was sharing herself with me tonight. I repeated the process on her other leg. As I did she said quietly, "No one's ever told me I had a nice body; not even Dan."
At that point, I stood and stepped out of my own slacks. Katie watched with a sense of eagerness.
As I finished I turned to Katie and nudged her onto her back laying the length of the sofa. With her compliance, I removed the thong, enjoying the glance at her pussy lips and the small landing strip of hair she'd left after trimming herself.
Katie wasn't sure what my next action would be, so expressed surprise when I rolled her onto her stomach, giving her a pillow for her head. I mounted her thighs and leaned into her upper body and started a Swedish massage, a classic recommendation from the Joy of Sex. Katie groaned and wiggled her body beneath me in clear appreciation for my attention to her body.
As I sought out each muscle group, I often leaned in and kissed her body somewhere. Because she was so trim, I could easily work the muscles along her neck, shoulders, arms, sides and back, then into her buns. I dismounted and worked on each leg independently.
I checked on Mel and Dan. I could hear murmurs of instruction to Dan from Mel, mostly dealing with foreplay and occasionally explaining what I was doing and why I hadn't plunged into Katie's pussy just yet.
I rolled Katie onto her back, again relishing the view of her sex. This time I went and stood at the end of the sofa near her head. I reached in and massaged her facial muscles, running my fingers along her jaw, cheeks, temples, forehead, and behind her ears, searching in each locale for the tiny muscles that worked so hard for us. Katie sighed deeply.
Then I worked her upper chest and pectorals, and arms, right out to the end of her fingers, taking time to kiss each digit as I finished my massage of that part of her body. Now, she groaned occasionally.
I allowed my massage of her pectoral muscles to drift lower on her body, massaging her breasts, pushing against the nipples and tweaking the ends until each nip was screamingly erect. I kissed and tongued each one again then continued to her abs, stopping my foray just above her mons.
Katie was moaning a lot and I was talking softly to her, extolling her perfection. I did her legs, emphasizing her feet and quads as I worked my way up her extremities.
Only then did I now allow myself to massage my way into her nether region, pushing the flat of my hand against her pussy and using the heel of my hand in a circular motion against the area I knew contained her clitoris.
Katie's back arched almost immediately and she came, grabbing my hand and holding it tightly against her clit. I leaned in and kissed around her face, gradually working my way to her sensuous mouth.
"Oooooh, Doug," she cooed at me, "That was magnificent. I've ... I've never come this way. You barely touched my sex and yet you made me cum."
"Oh, I'm just beginning," I told her knowing that there was in fact some element of truth to my statement.
In her after glow, I repositioned her on the sofa as I knelt in front of her. I put a leg over each of my shoulders and then gradually worked my tongue up her inner thighs to her pussy.
I avoided her clitoris for the first few minutes of my cunnilingus. I pulled her labial lips into my mouth and sucked on each for a while then tongued deep into her vagina, gradually adding two fingers.
I used those fingers to search for the area inside her called the G-spot. I'd learned enough about the G-spot to understand that it is actually the inner and more sensitive part of the clitoris. The skin is slightly different textured compared to the other walls of the vagina.
As I located this, I increased my oral assault on her pussy now moving to suck the clitoris and surrounding skin into my mouth and to wax the area thoroughly with the rough surface of my tongue.
Katie came again. Her back arched and she pushed her clit harder into my mouth for stronger contact. My fingers, buried to the hilt in her pussy, felt the tremors ripple through her body. I gave her a break and didn't use them as she came.
"Oh Doug! Twice in one night!"
I heard the Pixie moan from close by and turned to see her crested in an orgasm created by Dan's tongue. He knelt, as I did, on the floor in front of her as she reclined in a large overstuffed chair. He also looked pleased with the pleasure he'd delivered to Mel.
Katie whispered to me, "That's the first orgasm he's delivered by oral sex. He hasn't done oral sex too much."
I told her, "Well you taste divine and I can't imagine not wanting to spend all day here inhaling your juices and your beautiful aromas. I might even apply for the position."
Katie looked pleased with my comments. She leaned back and pulled the lips of her pussy apart for me. I dove in again with further oral stimulation to go with my fingers. Katie produced her female juices at a prolific rate and I sucked them all down. I meant what I'd said.
After another orgasm, I commented to Katie, "Did you know you were multi-orgasmic? Most women are but don't know it."
"No," she replied with a pleased tone to her voice. Then she whispered, "I don't even cum most times we have sex, only when I masturbate. I don't do that with Dan; I think it might embarrass him."
"Well, you and Dan ought to be able to change that now. You're both smarter about what to do, what areas to touch and how. And watching each other masturbate is really hot; you should try it."
"Will you make love to me now," Katie asked quietly, pulling me up in front of her so we could kiss.
"Yes. Yes, I will," I told her. I stood and slid my briefs down my legs. My penis had been in a perpetual state of readiness for the past hour; that's how much time we'd devoted to foreplay.
Katie grabbed my cock and lightly masturbated me for a few strokes. She leaned forward and put her small mouth over the end of my rod and started to bob back and forth on me. I stood ramrod stiff and allowed her to pleasure me. She was good.
"Do you do this to Dan?" I asked.
She pulled off of me, "Just sometimes. He likes to just start fucking most of the time."
"Well, you are gifted in the skills of fellatio. Don't lose your magic touch. Someday he'll appreciate what a rare gift this is."
She smiled at me, lay back, and nudged me towards her wet nest. I slipped a condom over my mushroomed rod and in seconds I slowly slid into her body from the missionary position. Katie gave a very satisfied moan.
Mel, Joy and I had become students of the Americanized version of Tantric sex. A spin off of yoga, the technique allows you to enjoy and share the sexual energy you feel with your partner and to extend the sex act almost indefinitely. Thus, it was with pleasure that I again shifted gears with Katie and had her follow me into the meditative place where our energies merged and supported one another.
We kissed, fondled, rubbed, smoothed, changed positions many times, explored the feelings of different depths of penetration, tested stroke frequency, and played at the act of making love with each other. I even fingered her anus at one point, watching as her eyes got huge in surprise at the new stimulation to her body. I could do no wrong; every move I made was not only welcomed, but also appreciated with a sense of awe and wonderment by her.
Katie and I also watched Dan and Mel as they progressed to the point where they joined, his long hard shaft burrowing into Mel's love nest as she lowered herself onto his body.
Katie came several more times during our lovemaking. I held off each time, even with the muscles in her vagina milking me to climax. I also made it different for her each time, changing our positions, how I stimulated her clit, pointing out to her the finer points of intercourse as we watched the lesson Mel was giving Dan. I taught her to be creative in the use of fingers and body.
After about fifty minutes of being coupled with Katie, I told her I planned to cum soon. I rolled her onto her back on the wide couch cushions and started pumping into her muff with all I had. The change of tone from the Tantra we'd been practicing a few minutes before was obvious. Suddenly I was goal directed and I could feel her change to the same goal.
We both broke out in a sweat, our bodies becoming coated with a fine sheen as though we'd just emerged from some pool. Katie started making little squeaking sounds on each of my in trusts to her body. I pushed her legs apart so Mel and Dan could watch as my cock pounded into the pussy so nicely presented to me.
Then our explosions came. Katie actually came first, her pussy spasming around my prick in a way that I found irresistible. My orgasm started deep in my body, a surge from my scrotum that I could feel surging along the interior plumbing in my body as my juices raced for exit. A feeling of heavenly ecstasy hit my brain like an addictive drug, my back arched, my breathing stopped, I pulled Katie's hips hard into my groin, and my jism surged from my cock.
Twenty seconds later we both gasped for breath as our moment of unification passed. My cock finished the last few surges of fluid into her body. We'd been to the same place -- heaven. I fell onto Katie and smothered her with kisses, wildly stroking her body with my hands. She did the same in return. We both cooed and spoke in low tones of how wonderful the experience had been for each of us.
Beside us I could hear the slapping of Dan's body into Mel's prone form, her legs drawn up and over his shoulders. Dan gave a loud moan and Mel yelled as his climax arrived then the two of them entered their special zone of pleasure.
I watched the pair as they started to crest. Mel was right; I found it highly arousing to watch Dan pump into her body. From now on I'd have a new set of sight pictures about what Mel was doing on a date.
The four of us lay there exhausted. We watched Mel push Dan away, then remove his condom and tie it closed. She then engulfed his deflating cock, pushing her nose tightly into his body as she deep throated him.
Katie watched with fascination. "What does it taste like?" she asked.
"I thought you'd tried that," I said.
"Oh, I've given Dan a few blowjobs but I've never let him cum in my mouth. We've always ended up fucking with him wearing a condom for birth control."
"Well, it's a taste that varies depending on the guy and what he's eaten. Most of the time it's sort of musky and slightly saline. It's just protein. Mel's even has me cum in her hair when she wanted some of my special conditioner." I laughed but Katie's eyes got large again.
I pulled off of Katie, removed my rubber and tied a knot in it. Before I realized what was happening Katie had leaned forward and sucked my cum coated rod into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my crown as she swept me clean of the significant amount of residual cum on my cock.
She pulled away finally and said, "Not bad." She looked up at me seductively.
I took the last sip of my Grand Marnier from the glass on the coffee table and then bent down and gave Katie another French kiss loaded with the sweet liqueur. We hummed love into each other's bodies.
After a few minutes I suggested a joint shower to Katie. She nodded enthusiastically and said, "We've never done this together." She led me upstairs and into the master suite where there was a walk-in shower as well as a copious supply of towels, shampoos, conditioners and such. The two of us could easily stand together in the large shower.
We took turns washing each other's various body parts, carefully making sure not to miss any. I gave her a luxurious shampoo and massaged conditioner into her scalp as she closed her eyes in pure enjoyment of the sensations I delivered. She leaned against the wall, giving herself completely to the moment. Ultimately, I washed every inch of her body.
After we shut off the water, I lightly buffed Katie's body with one of the fluffy towels, again turning the experience more into a sensuous massage and spa treatment that just a quick dry. Somehow my tongue found a few interesting places to lap as the towel passed near certain 'zones'.
As we left the master suite, I spotted a mink stole in a plastic case hanging in her mother's closet. "Can we borrow this and take it downstairs?" I asked pointing at the coat.
Katie responded, "Sure, as long as we take good care of it."
"Oh, we'll take really good care of it and it will take really good care of you." I carefully removed the full-length fur coat from its protective sheath and helped Katie put it on over her nude body, the interior silk lining caressing her skin. She looked so pleased as I led her downstairs.
During our absence, Mel and Dan had claimed the long sofa. She had apparently revived and mounted him, her wonderful breasts now hanging down in his face. She was encouraging him to tongue and bite her tits as we came back in the room.
Mel and I winked at each other then blew each other a kiss. I recalled how unusual and unconventional our relationship was, not only this night but also our relationship with Joy and Mel's continued open dating even though we had a loving and intimate bond. I had a fleeting thought that I would never really understand Mel then turned my attention back to Katie.
I took the coat off Katie and spread the mink out on the deep pile carpeting across the room from the sofa. I motioned to Katie to lie back on the mink. She finally understood the implications of my borrowing the mink stole.
As she settled her pretty nude body onto the coat and stretched out, Katie said, "Oh, this is heavenly. I feel like the entire coat was created for me to lie naked on. Why haven't I done this before? What now?" She smiled at me.
"Just lie back and enjoy," I told her softly as I helped lower her whole body in the furry nest the coat now provided.
I sank down between Katie's legs and reasserted my cunnilingus skills as she squirmed and luxuriated in the folds of the gorgeous coat. After several orgasms spread over many minutes, we made love again, this time remaining in the missionary position so that Katie could fully experience being made love to atop what I estimated to be a $30,000 coat.
After our joint climaxes and some oral cleaning of each other's love nests, the two of us cuddled together on the coat, even pulling the sides of it onto our bodies to relish in the splendor of the fur feeling.
I told her, "You know your lifetime membership in PETA -- the People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals - is forever revoked by what we just did?"
Katie leaned in and kissed me. "I don't care. I shall never forget tonight. I feel the most loved I've ever been -- and not just physically. When you love a woman you put your all into it. I know you -- we -- watched Mel and Dan for a while, but I didn't feel you wanted to be anyplace other than with me, doing something that pleasured me." She kissed me again. "Thank you, so so much," she whispered before tenderly kissing me again.
We both nested our nude bodies closer to each other and deeper into the mink. From the sofa came the unmistakable sounds of passionate fucking. Katie and I were almost oblivious to the sounds as we drifted off to sleep in our fur-lined nest.
To be continued.
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I found Joy waiting just outside airport security when I got back to Columbus after my memorable weekend with Mel and Katie. I'd thought all afternoon about how I'd tell her what had happened with Katie. Because of our shared philosophy about our relationship, I knew she was all right, even encouraging, with anything that Mel and I did but I wasn't sure whether those boundaries extended to Mel's friend Katie.
We'd all often talked about Mel's philosophy of seeing other people or even responding to some opportunistic situation that involved some other person. That said, talking and agreeing in theory about some vague situation could be easy, but the harder part would be when one of us actually got involved in some way as I had with Katie.
The night Mel had told me about her threesome with Dan and Katie, I'd tested how I felt about the philosophy, at least as it involved Mel. Well it certainly made me feel horny and desirous of her body, I found myself at the edge of my comfort zone at the time. Later, I became more comfortable when I met Dan and realized he felt about Katie the way I did about Mel. We loved our primary girlfriends yet appreciated the opportunity to engage with others. Moreover, in Dan and Katie's situation there had been a rather strong education component, since both were pretty naïve about lovemaking.
After Joy and I kissed and hugged our initial greetings we walked with our arms tightly around each other back to the short-term parking, kissing often and nuzzling into each other. She felt so comfortable to be with; it felt good to be home.
Of course, she immediately questioned me about what we'd done, however, I deflected the questions temporarily since there were people all around us in the terminal and then I got her talking about the weekend wedding. I noted all our remarks were "public" and indescribably superficial about the events of our weekends.
I suggested an early dinner for the two of us as we neared a Ruby Tuesday's restaurant on the way back to our apartment from the airport. A few minutes later the hostess seated us in a comfortable booth that afforded us some privacy, leaving us dinner menus. A waitress immediately took our drink order and disappeared.
We looked across the table at each other in what gradually became a long awkward silence. I reached across and took Joy's hands; she squeezed my hands in a loving gesture but neither of us said anything. We just looked at each other. Our drinks arrived and we both mindlessly ordered dinners from memory, having eaten there so often. The waitress disappeared again.
I started slowly, "Errr, Joy, there's something I have to tell you. Something that happened while I was in Massachusetts."
I barely got the words out. My words overlapped those from Joy, "Doug, while I was home at the wedding something happened I have to tell you."
Our simultaneous statements made us both pause and take in what the other had said.
"You go on," I said.
"No, you go ahead," Joy told me.
We went back and forth a little and finally Joy stopped the volley by holding up her hand. I noticed a slight grimace as she started to speak.
She started again, "While I was home, I made love with someone – a guy that was at the wedding. I didn't expect it to happen, it's just that the situation got very romantic and ... well, things progressed sort of fast ... and, well, one thing led to another."
I looked at her for perhaps thirty seconds absorbing what she said and testing how I felt then I burst our laughing.
"Oh, Joy. I love you so and I always will. I'll ask about the details in a moment but in the meantime you should know that I made love with a friend of Mel's while I was away. Her name is Katie. Mel and I had a foursome with her and her boyfriend Dan."
I stopped and checked the expression on Joy's face. As I had a moment earlier, she absorbed my remarks, evaluated and then a large smile broke out on her face.
"I worried about how to tell you about this all day," she said.
"So did I," I offered.
"Do you know why we felt this way?"
"Sure," I said. "I've got a bunch of old tapes about jealousy and fidelity that I let play to the point I got worried that you'd leave me – leave us – and never give us another chance."
"That's how I felt too," Joy said. "This isn't about another chance, this is about a life style that permits exploration and new friendships, even intimate friendships with others." She paused for a moment then asked, "How to you feel about this now?"
"Relieved," I replied. "Oh, and hopeful that you had a great time, created a fantastic experience for yourself and the other person, and I'm even more hopeful that you'll share what happened. And you?"
"The same," Joy replied with a grin. She slid out of her side of the booth and came over next to me, sliding in next to me and planting a wet kiss on my lips that turned into a smoldering public display of affection.
The waitress shut off our discussion by reappearing with parts of our meals. We agreed to hold off on our stories until we got home and in more intimate surroundings. Accordingly, the meal went rapidly. We dispensed with the 'public' portion of our weekends. I recounted the day-trip to Rockport and Gloucester, as well as checking out several apartment complexes for ideas where we worked. I showed her some of the pictures on my camera that I'd taken two days prior. Joy filled me in on the wedding of her first cousin, detailing all the preparation, the ceremony and the reception. We both made oblique references to others whose details we'd provide later.
An hour later our nude bodies enveloped one another in the start of our passionate reconnection.
I told my story first, detailing the lovemaking sessions Mel and I had at Logan Airport and then at her home. I told how Mel told me about her two threesomes with Dan and Katie, emphasizing how naïve and uncertain they were about sexual technique. Then I told about the night of our foursome including my calling forth many of my trademark techniques of foreplay, some that I'd learned with Joy.
I described how Katie and I made love on her family's plush mink stole and described our lovemaking in the middle of the night and again in the morning. Of course, I commented on Mel and Dan's parallel activities throughout our time together.
"And if I could ask her, how does Katie feel about you?" Joy inquired.
"I think she'd say she has a new friend and lover. When Mel and I left the two of them the next morning I had the feeling that they couldn't wait to try out some of the techniques we'd taught them on each other."
Joy squirmed around on my cock, forcing me deeper into her body. She kissed me on the lips and said, "I bet Katie's feelings run a little deeper than that. You are very easy to fall in love with – deeply in love with."
I couldn't comment but invited her to ask Mel what feedback she got from the couple. I also encouraged her to get Mel's version of our night with Dan and Katie. I had totally enjoyed myself, however, I would have preferred a night alone with just the Pixie. Mel would tell all.
"Is Mel going to continue the threesome with them?" Joy asked with an excited tone to her voice.
"I can't say for sure. Mel told me she was open to the idea but wasn't sure how Katie or Dan would feel after our weekend. She was going to talk to Katie in a couple of days after she and Dan had a chance to sort out their feelings about our time together and their own relationship. Maybe it doesn't need sorting out and then again, I hope we didn't do any damage. As you know, Mel sometimes acts without thinking things all the way through."
Joy and I got sidetracked for a few minutes as we took turns stimulating each other. The recollection of my time with Katie, and Joy's positive reactions to my detailed story certainly stimulated my libido, a fact that proved itself in terms of my swollen rod.
"OK," I finally said, "Your turn. Tell me about the 'real' wedding." I kissed her on the nose and ran my tongue over her lips in a seductive manner.
Joy squirmed down on my cock again. "Things started at the rehearsal the afternoon before the wedding. For the promenade down the aisle I was paired with this groomsman – a really cute guy – Tyler Bishop; he's a buddy of the groom from the Atlanta area. He graduated from Georgia Tech last year."
"Anyway, as we're waiting and getting directions about how to walk down the aisle that most of us are ignoring, I'm feeling this overpowering chemistry with Tyler. Apparently he is too because the next thing I know we're standing really close and he's like casually stroking my arm as we talk, only my body is amplifying the light strokes into these sensuous and erotic gestures that are turning me on in every way imaginable."
I asked, "Did you encourage him?"
Joy shot me a sly smile; "Of course. I was in heat and I wanted him that way too. I put one hand on his abs and just rested it there. It was like another point where lightning surged through our bodies." She raked her fingernails across my chest to show how she'd been touching him.
She took a moment to bounce several times on my cock, renewing our sexual fervor and providing new stimulus to our union. She went on, "I swear I knew I wanted him less than thirty seconds after we met; we both knew in another minute we'd find a way that day ... and soon. After we'd stood there looking at each other, Ty said to me, 'I want you.' I told him, 'I know. I want you too. How? When?"
"About that time the wedding planner insisted we pay attention and line up, then she started us down the aisle. As we slowly paced down the aisle, Ty said to me, 'I'm staying at the Hyatt. Room 566. Tell me a time.'"
Joy paused but not in our lovemaking. She closed her eyes to savor our union before going on; "It was about four o'clock. Our part was going to be over in half an hour. I told him, 'Right after this; sooner is better.' About that time we reached the altar and parted. The only other time we were together again at the rehearsal was as we walked out in pairs behind the bride and groom. We just split up after that; no questions were raised by anyone, if they even noticed. I excused myself when I became certain my part in the rehearsal had finished. The dinner wasn't until eight o'clock and I even had my dinner dress and cosmetics in the car."
"So you had about three hours?" I questioned encouragingly.
"Yes," Joy replied in a dreamy voice. "I was at the Hyatt in ten minutes; it was near the church. He opened the door to his room before I even knocked. God, it was a rush. We were all over each other. We were naked and his cock was buried in my cunt in three more minutes. I mean this was almost unreal."
"Details?" I asked softly.
"Well, just as I got in the room he closed the door and made sure it was locked. He put the little 'Do Not Disturb' sign on the knob. He turned and we kissed, hard. That kiss turned into a French kiss. His hands were all over me, rubbing my breasts through my summer frock. Even though I had a bra on I knew he felt my nipples go rigid. I ground my hips into his and he pushed back. He hardened as we ground together. I started rubbing the rather evident lump in his pants." She grinned at me and squirmed around a bit.
I kissed Joy again, holding onto her nipples as she rose and maneuvered above me. Her nipples were hard as candy, clearly showing her excitement in both her story and our coupling.
"Ty reached behind me and started to undo the buttons on the back of my dress – only he was too slow. After he'd undone about two buttons, I just pulled the whole dress up over my head and tossed it in a chair. He yanked his shirt off then his pants. I stripped from my bra and thong. We joined together again, our naked bodies now pressing together. His cock is like yours, big and long. I grabbed it and started to stroke as we tried to hug at the same time."
"Hot," I told her as I increased the speed of my thrusts into her body.
Joy continued, "He suddenly picked me up and tossed me in the middle of the big bed in the room. Then he was in me – that fast. There was no foreplay, just our chemistry and passion. We hadn't really said more than a few words to each other since we'd met. Oh Doug, this was wonderful."
"And then?" I asked in a throaty voice.
"And then we fucked like minks. He had remarkable staying power just like you do. I was mostly in the missionary position as we fucked - hard. I pulled him into me as hard and fast as I dared. He drove into me for all he was worth. We were just two bundles of raw, lusting, sexual energy. Wow! It was consuming."
I drove my body up into Joy's naked form. She responded by closing her eyes and focusing on our fuck. I knew she was also reliving the experience with Tyler but I didn't care. If I could bring her pleasure and a fond remembrance, I'd be happy.
We'd made love so many times that one might think this time would have been 'routine' yet it was anything but. We both exploded into each other, our orgasms resulting in each of us flooding our union with juices and then the hugs and hot kisses and wildly roaming hands and tongues. The panting and sweaty bodies pushed together in their joy and passion.
I rolled us to our sides maintaining our coupling as we started our after glow.
"Oh, Doug, I love you. Thank you for doing that, for making me re-live that experience with Tyler." I smiled at her and we kissed as I smoothed her luscious body.
Joy whispered to me, "After we came we just lay together and got to know each other. It was weird, I mean we'd just met a few hours earlier; he was almost a stranger. You and I did that months ago but we weren't strangers. You know, when you ... you know helped me find myself and my sexual being." She kissed me hard. "Thank you. You've made me feel so liberated, so free to be me, so loved, so able to reach out."
I hugged her to me. She talked further about her weekend, "So later we made love again. We took our time and it was very romantic. I could see lots of potential there. Later we showered together and I dressed and ran down to the car and got my dress and stuff. I came back and changed and then we went off to the restaurant for the big dinner."
"You got to spend more time together I hope?"
"Not that night. I had to go home with my parents from the dinner. The next morning the bride treated all the bridesmaids to a spa treatment and girlie things then we dressed for the wedding. The wedding was in the middle of the afternoon and went off like clockwork. Tyler was well behaved. At the reception we made sure to sit together so we could talk more. We danced a lot too."
I grinned widely at her, "And then?"
"And then, the reception ended about eleven o'clock but there was a casual 'party after the party' for the 'A List' at the new home of the bride and groom. We'd both been invited. We drove to the Hyatt, ostensibly to change clothes; it just took a little longer than we'd expected. We made love again ... then slipped in relatively unnoticed to the late party. We also left the party early. I think I got home around four a.m. – well fucked and happy."
I told Joy, "I'm glad for you, for your happiness. You follow this anyway you want to; just let Mel and me know how you want us to play it. Oh, one more thing; just know that I love you."
"Thank you. I love you too. I'll let you know."
*
Summer turned into autumn, autumn into winter, and winter into spring. Mel, Joy and I lived in an unbelievably comfortable relationship for those months. Angry words or miffed feelings were rare. The tone of our relationship was pure Love in everything we said and did for and with each other.
Both girls were sophomores and I was a senior. We each had our classes and homework, yet found time to be together and to play together as well as pursue friends and even lovers. For instance, Joy made two trips to Atlanta for weekends with Tyler, and Mel went on a couple of dates but later declared there was no chemistry. Of course, we all continued to work part-time at the apartment complex where we lived.
My job as the property manager for the apartment complex we were in got better and better throughout the year. The complex had 108 apartments and most were rented to upper class or graduate students at the nearby university.
By the end of that first summer, after Mel rejoined our threesome, we'd refinished twenty-eight of the units, making major structural improvements in a few and cleaning and repainting the others. The three of us had found some ways to make most the units more appealing either by removing some of the walls or using half walls or just by decorating and using attractive color schemes. Occupancy rates increased due to our work. Jim Reynolds the Property Manager for our complex as well as a many others praised my ideas and encouraged us to make the changes.
Joy, Mel and I were a good team. Somehow, when we worked together it made the whole experience fun and not at all like a 'job'. Even better, at Christmas time, Jim gave us all generous bonuses and more praise for our work. He called us 'naturals' at property management and encouraged us to stay and work as we were through the spring and following summer. Our grades stayed up, yet we were making a lot of money.
I was due to graduate in early June and over the winter started to think about what I'd do after college with an undergraduate business degree. In hindsight I had the balls to think I really knew something about something. Later, I learned how little I knew about how the world actually worked.
In any case, I mentioned my needing a job to Jim Reynolds one day. A week later, he invited me to lunch with another gentleman name Gray Steel. I liked the new man's name even before I met the CEO from the Real Estate Investment Trust that owned all the properties Jim managed.
Jim made the introductions and then surprised me with his opening statement; "Doug, we'd like to make you an offer to start working for Steel Properties Trust when you graduate. You'd start as my assistant and gradually take over my job completely as I focus on new acquisitions."
I stammered and stuttered a bit; the job offer came out of the blue and caught me completely by surprise.
Jim took my hesitance to speak as resistance to his idea, so he started to sweeten the deal immediately. Gray nodded encouragingly to him and commented to me about how well I was thought of in 'headquarters' and how my name and all the work we'd done with the units caught everyone's attention and commanded higher rents and a better class of tenants.
Jim went on, "We'd start you at $35,000 a year, plus your continued free rent in the open unit of your choice. You could keep the unit you're living in now; you seem comfortable with your roommates and coworkers in that unit. Further, there's a signing bonus of $10,000, a new pick-up truck that you'll need in the job, and a yearly bonus that will depend on the overall occupancy rates of the units you're in charge of; if you create a high occupancy rate at high rental rates you get a high bonus. You get the idea. This could double your salary."
I nodded slowly as I started to take in the benefits of offer. I still hadn't said anything.
Gray jumped into the conversation, "We'll also give you a half unit in the Steel Properties Trust each year to sweeten the deal. Right now that's worth about ten grand a year, plus it'll give you all sorts of tax advantages the year you get the share and in future years as the various depreciation options kick in. Oh, we also do great things with our 401k plan."



I asked slowly, "And my duties would be?"
Gray replied, "Oh, you'd be the property manager for twenty of the properties that the Steel Properties Trust owns. You'd oversee the upkeep and renovation of all the properties, inside and out – just what Jim's been doing overall and it's just what you're doing now with your crew down at Oakside Acres, but for twenty properties instead. You'd be responsible for finding, hiring and checking on individuals like you've been at each site. Overall, I think there are somewhere around 3,000 apartment units in these twenty sites."
"Could I move staff between sites? Is that allowed? How big a staff would I have?"
"Oh, most certainly you could move people around; anyway you'd like to manage them. You'd be the boss. You'll have about twenty or thirty people working for you – at least, some part time and some full time. Of course, our idea is to keep costs low and revenues high, not to mention occupancy rates; so if you can figure a way to do more with fewer people, so much the better."
After some further banter about the job I asked for a written job offer. Both men smiled and assured me I'd have it within forty-eight hours. I also asked that I have a couple of weeks to think about the offer and they agreed. The lunch was very cordial and I felt comfortable with these guys as my bosses and in the stability of the company.
Further, I liked the work I was doing and liked the idea of expanding my role in property management. Lastly, the idea of not having to search any further for employment offered all sorts of benefits to me.
I talked the offer over with Joy and Mel and we all ended up doing a little celebratory dance in the middle of our bed – naked of course. The new job would be a huge leap from what I was doing now and I feared I might not be up to the task. I raised my feelings with Jim one day and he assured me that he, Gray and the others in the company would all be there to coach me along into the new job. They wanted me to succeed.
I took the job.
*
Unlike the summer before, Joy and Mel stayed in Columbus most of the time to work on the various apartment complexes I took over. Both were skilled decorators by that time, often drawing on courses they'd just taken to enhance their contributions. Further, I was able to pay them at a top rate; perhaps I was biased but I really valued their work.
Half the apartment complexes I took over already had onsite managers. That meant I needed up to ten new people to fill the gap. After I studied the turnover and occupancy rates, I felt I could make do with only a couple more if they handled multiple geographies. I tried my idea with a couple of new hires and it worked well and saved many thousands of dollars for Steel Property Trust or SPT. I gradually worked the scheme across all the units.
I created specialized crews, using cheap labor from the local campus, as often as I could. I favored the engineers for electrical and plumbing work. I created a couple of painting crews as well, even finding some skilled crews amongst the student body. The latter took instruction from Joy or Mel about colors and detail work. Then I cut some deals with local landscapers to dress up the drab landscapes at some of the properties.
One of the complexes I took over looked like a prison. Mel, Joy and I sat in the courtyard of the place one summer day trying to visualize what we could do to improve the looks of the place without breaking the bank. By the end of the afternoon we had a list of ideas. The following week I rolled the painting crew in with instructions about how to paint various panels on the outside porches of the units in contrasting pastel colors. The next week, the landscape crew rolled in and added two-dozen hedge maples to the property, as well as dozens of other new plants. I added a playground and a picnic area.
The place was transformed. Units that had sat vacant for months suddenly rented. Occupancy went from only fifty percent to one hundred percent by the time school started six weeks later. We'd recouped the investments I'd made in only a month.
Gray Steel and Jim Reynolds met me down at the reworked complex one-day for a walk around – my show and tell time. They were very pleased executives and were vocal in their praise. Before they left, Gray handed me a 'special bonus' check of $2,000. I was speechless.
I used part of the money and threw a party for all the work crews I'd hired. We had a great blast with lots of beer and a catered barbeque right in the center of the reworked apartment complex. The whole shebang cost me $500 and I think I got about $50,000 extra work from all the crews in the following months.
I encouraged idea sharing and creativity across the crews and the PM's for the various complexes. I moved people around so they could see the other properties, and give and get ideas about what to do where they were mainly focused. Great ideas at one site started to show up everywhere.
By Christmas I felt I was rolling along in my job and starting to find my sea legs. While I was in the main offices downtown one December day, Gray presented me with another special bonus of $5,000. "Doug, you are revolutionizing how this firm does business. You're saving us thousands and increasing occupancies wherever you go. You'll get your full regular bonus without question the way you're going. We're all very proud of you."
As I left the high-rise offices, I stopped at a jewelry shop in the lobby and bought two matching diamond rings – one for Mel and one for Joy. Over the many months we'd gone together, I'd fallen deeper and deeper in love with both women. I'd been looking for something akin to an engagement ring but hadn't found anything suitable, thus I finally just settled on the rings and figured I'd let the girls figure out what to call them. My sister assured me that diamonds never disappoint either the given or the receiver.
I also called a restaurant called "M" – no doubt named after the exclusive street it was on – Miranova, an exclusive downtown address with a view of the Scioto River. I made reservations for three for that evening. I left messages on both Joy and Mel's phones that we were going out for a special occasion that evening.
Fortunately, exams had ended the week before so neither of the women had tests or homework to worry about. We'd been cleaning up some decorating details at one of the complexes, then we were all going to head to our parents' various homes for the holiday period, having made arrangements to regroup as a threesome at each home for at least one day to show the flag of unity for our unique relationship.
I got back to our apartment at six-thirty. We'd developed a custom that immediately came into play. Both women came out and showered me with kisses to welcome me home. Had I been home early, I would have provided the same kind of welcome to either of them as they returned home. Homecomings were always so joyful this way.
We kissed and hugged, and of course I got aroused because both women were only clad in thongs and little frilly bras, and somehow their hands roamed all over the right places on my body. But the two were in a playful mood and pushed me towards our spacious bathroom, pulling the clothing from my body as we went. Shedding my work boots and jeans last, they pushed me into the shower with instructions to hurry and get clean so we could go to dinner at the exclusive restaurant. I sighed over the missed occasion but knew there'd be further opportunities for erotic play later that evening.
While I'd been driving home and again in the shower, I rehearsed the little speech I planned to give to Mel and Joy as I gave them the rings. I wanted to get it right and not be misunderstood.
A half-hour later the three of us piled into Joy's car and headed downtown to "M".
"M" is a beautiful upscale restaurant, with a posh atmosphere and the ability to have an intimate conversation without feeling intruded upon. I'd been there for drinks one time with Jim and Gray and promised myself I'd take my girlfriends there; tonight was just the right occasion. I'd arranged to latch onto the corner table in the restaurant that afforded the finest view of the river and the beautiful city lights, special this time of year because of the holiday season.
After we'd sat and ordered some fine wine, I went around the table and knelt between the two women, kissing each one as I lowered myself between them.
I started my short speech, "A little over two years ago I met the two of you, and my life has been nothing but a joy since." I held both their hands. "In this time, I have fallen hopelessly in love with the two of you and I think you have with me as well." Both Mel and Joy gave definite affirmative nods yet clearly wondered where my little speech was leading. "I am blessed to have found not one, but two soul mates."
I let go of their hands and fumbled in the two side pockets of my dark blazer. "Anyway, I wanted to do something special to celebrate the love I feel for you both and today I had the opportunity. I got a special bonus and it allowed me to do something I've thought about for two years."
I pulled the two ring boxes from my pockets and flipped the tops on the two boxes simultaneously, a move I'd practiced in the car for several minutes before I'd gone home from the jewelry store. The identical rings each had a large diamond surrounded by baguettes on each side of the stone, embedded in the platinum band. The rings had what I called a high sparkle factor.
The eyes of each girl shot open in disbelief. Mel shrieked and threw herself into my arms, thereby attracting the attention of every patron in the exclusive restaurant. Joy embraced the two of us and kissed me madly.
We broke apart and each woman held their left hands out for me to put the rings on the proper finger. I pulled the two rings from the boxes and, with one in each hand, carefully and simultaneously slipped the rings on the girls' fingers. I was rewarded with more kisses and hugs.
"If we had a more traditional relationship I'd say these are engagement rings, however, we seem to not want that. So these are just signs of my love for you both and you may explain them to others to be as much or as little of a commitment as you choose. I certainly don't mean for these to imply ownership or exclusivity; I know those aren't how you want to define this relationship. So these are engagement rings of the sort that come with even greater freedom to explore, experiment and grow. I love you both."
More kisses and hugs prevailed before I rose and went back to my seat. After I sat down, there was some modest applause with lots of smiles aimed our way from a few diners at some of the nearby tables. I politely bowed and smiled my thanks to them.
Joy and Mel started talking simultaneously. "Tell me about the bonus you got? These are marvelous. We love you back. Oh, you are so going to get lucky tonight. Oh, this is the perfect Christmas gift; my Mom and Dad will be ecstatic. We love you too. Where'd you get these? Oh, I'm going to tell everyone I'm engaged – I don't have to say engaged to be anything. I love being engaged."
As they talked and took turns posing for each other, I watched the two of them. They kept holding up their hands at arm's length and looking at the sparkling jewels I'd given them. I don't think I'd seen either girl so happy. They were both so in touch with our relationship, so in touch with me. I don't know that I'd ever felt closer to either one of them.
*
We spent Christmas at Mel's home outside Boston. The three of us arrived just as a major snowstorm dumped about eight inches of snow over the area.
Mel's mother went absolutely crazy with delight over the double engagement. She confided that if she was our age she'd be engaged to two handsome guys and basking in the pleasures that such a relationship could afford her. There was no doubt she allowed some sexual fantasy to run through her head as we talked about our relationship.
We found it hard to explain that the rings meant we were engaged and had strong bonds in our threesome, but that our philosophy about relationships allowed for us to connect and be with other people. Mel's mother understood, at least she said she did. Her father just shrugged and said, "Whatever." He told me later he liked me and wished me luck with our relationship.
We beat the next snowstorm and got to Joy's home outside Cleveland late one afternoon. This was not our first visit as a threesome so the initial awkwardness of dealing with our non-standard romance had been dealt with a long time before.
Nonetheless, Joy's mother expressed complete puzzlement over the 'engagement' rings and what they meant both to us and to the world. I listened attentively as Joy tried to explain the non-ownership, non-control, non-exclusive, open sharing, growth-oriented nature of our relationship.
Her mother asked, "But aren't you going to get married?" This was not the first time she'd exhibited this fixation.
Joy responded, "Maybe. We haven't defined what that kind of future would look like. We might just continue to live as we have been."
"How long would that go on?" she asked.
"Until it stops," Joy told her nicely.
"Oh," she said with a strong tone of confusion in her monosyllable. She thought for a few seconds and asked, "Joy, aren't you acting like Doug's wife now?"
Joy smiled and said, "No, I am my own person and part of a committed three-person relationship. I am as committed to Mel as I am to Doug, and as they are to me."
Her mom turned to me, "Doug, do you think of Joy as your wife? Or Mel?"
"Yes and no," I replied. "We are each other's companions and try to provide each other the space and encouragement to grow and evolve to be a whole person. I try to bring them happiness. If the term 'wife' implies some sort of chattel or implies ownership or subservience, then the answer is clearly no."
Still seeking clarification she turned to Mel and asked in a polite way, seeking clarification of what kind of relationship we had yet again, "Are you two in a lesbian relationship? Is one of you dominant?"
Mel laughed. "No. No. No. No one of us is dominant in our relationship. As for putting a label on my relationship with Joy, I would prefer that you describe the three of us as very much in love rather than put some potentially pejorative or inflammatory label on us."
"Oh, dear. I didn't mean it that way at all!" her mother stated as she sat back in her chair, apparently horrified that we might think she didn't like lesbians. She muttered, "I'm just thinking about how to describe to my friends what you ... you three ... are."
I offered, "I think I'd just say that Joy is in a loving relationship."
A strong male voice came from the doorway. Joy's father had been standing there listening to our conversation. He said, "Martha, listen to what the young man just said. Your daughter is the happiest I've ever seen her in her life. She's in love. Don't try to explain it or understand any more than that. It's simple."
*
My younger sister Kara raced out the door of our parent's home an hour west of Columbus and threw herself into my arms. We hadn't seen each other but twice – briefly – over the past year and not too much the year before that. She was a freshman at the University of Texas and probably one of the prettiest women on the campus – there or anywhere.
Next to collect giant bear hugs from Kara were Joy and Mel – the Pixie. Kara stands five-foot-eight, and so she towered over the Pixie and my new fiancée almost disappeared from view in my sister's welcoming hug. Kara helped us carry our Christmas gifts and overnight bags into the house.
My Mom and Dad were both there to welcome us. I'd told my Dad about the rings on a telephone call; somehow he understood and didn't ask the kind of questions that Joy's mother had. Maybe it was a guy thing.
Anyway, as we took off our winter gear in the hallway, suddenly Kara screamed and grabbed at Mel's left hand; "Oh, my God, you're engaged! Tell me. Tell me. Tell me."
Mel laughed at my sister's unbridled enthusiasm and instead of speaking, reached over and took Joy's hand in hers and held both left hands out to my sister, my mother and my father. Kara shrieked again, "Oh, my God, you're both engaged." After a long silence, Kara looked at back and forth between me and the girls, "Oooooh; you did it! You got engaged to both of them. You're all engaged – to each other? Wow! Cool!"
We got hugs from everyone and my Dad patted me solidly on my back in a congratulatory manner.
Kara said bluntly, "I can't believe you're living – intimately – with two of the best looking women in the state; my ugly puss brother. You amaze me." She tousled my hair then stood back obviously proud of me.
I just grinned at her and hugged Mel to me since she was nearer. We both looked very happy together. Joy came and joined us in a three-way hug. Kara surrounded all us as best she could.
Oddly enough, my parents and my sister never asked a single question about how we defined the relationship or what the significance of the rings were. To them, things were self-explanatory. All we got were warmth and congratulations.
Our visit went very smoothly although the three of us ended sleeping rather snugly together in a queen-size sleeper bed in the rather open and public basement playroom. By now in our lives, that was all right. Some days – only a few, hard as I found it to believe, we just didn't engage in sexual activity.
*
By the following summer I felt on top of the world. I continued to be madly in love with my erstwhile fiancées Mel – the Pixie, and Joy. Both had finished their junior year at Ohio State on the Dean's List. The three of us lived together in a gorgeous apartment that we got rent free because of my job as the property manager for twenty of the apartment complexes owned by the Steel Property Trust – including the one we lived in.
Everything I seemed to do in terms of managing the nearly 3,000 apartments in the twenty different apartment complexes seemed to increase rents and occupancy rates. SPT's rating by various financial services went up and so did the value of the various units in the REIT that I'd been awarded as bonuses.
We started the summer working at a ferocious pace to redo not only two hundred apartment units but also to create exterior makeovers at five of the sites I was responsible for. The three of us maintained not only a frantic work schedule but also a spontaneous and freewheeling sex life that kept each of us on our toes.
The two women caught me at home one day where I'd planned a quick lunch before making one of my inevitable runs to Home Depot and Lowes for more supplies for a couple of my crews. As I came in the door, the siren calls of two female voices led me to the bedroom. I no sooner entered the room than I was bodily assaulted by the two naked nymphs I loved.
Soon I'd been stripped naked, forced onto my back, and compelled to endue a blowjob from my two lovers, one on each side of my erect cock. As they licked up one side of my rod and down another, taking turns, I found I could insert fingers in each girl's shaved pussy. I took turns sampling the nectars they produced as they brought me to sexual readiness and turned my mind far from work.
Mel mounted me, bouncing atop my hips with her magnificent breasts swaying in rhythmic harmony with her thrusts. My cock, now harder than steel, pelted into her body on each lunge downward she made.
As we fucked, Joy talked dirty to me – a favorite adjunct activity to our lovemaking. "I came home half an hour ago and Mel was here still in her pajamas working on the decorating plan for that north side complex. I was horny so we started kissing and then, well, I pulled the Pixie's clothes off and started eating her pussy. I love her pussy juice and I got a lot this morning."



Joy went on, "Then we switched and Mel ate me, bringing me to a couple of orgasms. We also sucked on each other's tits and talked about how we'd act if we were sluts. Then we decided as good sluts that we'd fuck the first guy that came in the door. And do you know, the door opened just about then and you walked in – you lucky guy."
I pumped harder into Mel as Joy talked, then she crested into an orgasm and rolled to her side, jerking her body from my erect prick. Joy immediately impaled herself on my shaft, her warmth and moisture now the focus as I thrust upward into her body, meeting her down strokes.
Mel moved in and sucked on my nipples for a minute then shifted so she could lower her pussy onto my mouth. I inhaled her sweet musky aroma and drove my tongue deep into her vagina. In a few seconds I'd located her clitoris and started to alternately inhale and rub the bulbous sex shaft of her body with my tongue.
Mel became the one to talk dirty at this point as Joy's focus turned inward. "Oh, pump that pussy with your cock. Drive into her. Wash her insides with your cum. Make her cum. We love fucking with you lover. Oh, shit, your tongue ... it's just right ... oh gees."
One of my hands went to Mel's breasts and the other to Joy's clit, so I could bring as much pleasure as I could to my loves. Our bodies oscillated in carefully orchestrated harmony for a few minutes then Mel spasmed over my face again, falling to her side on our large bed as she clenched her pussy in the happiness of a passing climax.
I focused on Joy, watching a series of small waves of pleasure wash through her body. After one of her small tremors she rolled to my side.
"Doug, both of us are going to fuck you at the same time. Just nestle in. We had this idea earlier."
Joy and Mel approached my body from either side of me, carefully interlacing their legs across my body so that their dripping pussies ground together with my fleshy rock-hard shaft between them. They pushed towards each other creating a moist pulpit made of two pussies around my cock. I truly felt like I was inserted in the vaginas of both women simultaneously.
I slowly started to pump upwards into the space of our union. As I pumped, each girl swayed forward in her own surge towards climax and sexual sensation. Mel said, "Oh fuck! As you do that, as we move, you rub against my clit. You're going make me cum again."
Joy spoke too, "He's hitting my clit too, right where ... well, it couldn't be any better." She sighed and pushed into our union.
I pistoned upward with ever-longer strokes, watching as the girl's breasts swayed and feeling the unusual sensations of our three-way fuck. Then I felt my orgasm start. This time was not a sudden arrival and ejection. Instead, I felt a series of surges deep within me start to send my semen towards my cock.
I warned the girls of my impending explosion. Mel moaned, "Me toooooo!" Joy just nodded enthusiastically as she threw her head back in the arrival of her ecstasy.
I could feel my juices jet through nature's plumbing low in my body. I kept pumping between the two juicy cunts that tightly surrounded my cock. All the sensations they delivered to me were the right ones. I exploded upwards into the space above where our three sexual organs joined.
Jet after jet left my body, flew upwards and then splashed back onto our union. Soon the three of us were covered in my cum. I couldn't believe I'd ejected so much fluid. When I opened my eyes, my milky white fluid covered everywhere I looked on our lower bodies.
"Oh, God, that was sexy," I told my lovers.
Both women were panting. "We came too," Mel confided.
"Yea," Joy said. "That was powerful. I felt I was having intercourse with the two of you, not just one." She reached down and scooped up some of my cum and brought the fluid to her lips, showing the two of us in a highly erotic move as she sucked the cum from her fingers.
Not to be outdone, Mel repeated the process, this time allowing the fluid to drip from her fingers into her upturned mouth. She laughed as she caught the first couple of droplets then devoured her fingers and the remaining cum.
As they continued to play with my cum, I asked, "Do I always cum this much. I haven't cum outside of a pussy in years?"
"Yes, Lover," Mel said. "You gush. That's one of the things about you that turns us on. You are always fulfilling. You have lots of little swimmers and it's a good thing we're on the pill."
Joy added, "Haven't you noticed that we always have to drain away the excess or wear a pad after we've made love?"
"I guess not."
Mel said, "One other thing, although my experience is more limited these days, you have amazing recovery powers. I know you don't think you do, probably because you're servicing two thirsty pussies, but I assure you that you can reload and fire again in near record time."
Joy said, "I'll prove it to you." She shifted around on the bed and inhaled my tumescent cock in her mouth. Mel focused on kissing me, and directing my hands and mouth to her luscious breasts. In no time at all I felt Joy mount me again, my shaft sliding readily into her vagina.
Joy started to ride me for all she was worth. A sheen of sweat and cum covered her body from our earlier episode; both made her look so appealing and so slutty, I couldn't resist hardening.
She started to talk dirty to me and Mel picked up the litany and repeated some of it to me: "Oh, fuck me Doug. Drive that cock deep into me. I want more of your cum deep inside my hot tight pussy. I want you to fuck this cunt. Feel these muscles tighten around your cock; they want you. Drive that into me. Surge into me. Fill me."
I flipped Joy around without breaking contact. I wanted release and she was the target. She shrieked with gales of laughter over my sudden dominance. I drove into her body at a frantic pace. This was a 'hard' fuck. Our pace increased until our bodies and movements on the bed must have only been a blur.
Then we exploded – again. I felt surge after surge of my cum jet into Joy's uplifted pussy. She hugged me to her and we kissed with wild abandon.
"Oh, I love you so," I told her. She repeated our passion back to me.
Before my after glow had even passed Mel had my cock in her mouth, masturbating me back to some state of readiness again.
She knew yet I was surprised. I'd never paid attention to my recovery time. In less than a couple of minutes I was hard again, at least hard enough to service another damsel in distress.
Mel pulled me over her body and directed my shaft into her tight little pussy. The vocal invectives coarsely urged my sexual performance and directed how I should pummel her small body. "I want a fast, hard fuck too. Lay it on me." I complied, of course.
A few minutes later, as Joy lay beside us lightly stroking her clit, I blasted yet another load into Mel's pussy. We hugged and kissed. This time Joy joined us.
"See!" Mel said. "That's three times for you in less than a half hour. I doubt there are many males on the planet that could match that. Plus, in case you didn't notice, Joy and I are both seriously leaking your man juice. When you give, you give a lot, even if you've just given."
Joy added, "Soon we'll have you having as many orgasms as we do." She pushed a breast into my mouth. "You'd like that wouldn't you?" I nodded as I gently bit onto her nipple.
We did 'nooners' a lot over the summer.
*
Both Mel and Joy took trips home multiple times over the summer and even into the fall and winter of their senior year. Thanks to fortuitous timing I never slept alone. That said, things started to change in our relationship, particularly with Joy.
Joy came back from an early July trip to Cleveland and told us she'd 'reconnected' with Tyler, a nice guy she'd met at a family wedding a year or so before and someone she admitted she had great 'chemistry' with. The two had apparently spent quite a bit of time together on that weekend and Joy seemed inclined to spend more.
She saw him again in early August and at the end of the summer after school started, and then a few more times over the fall. He drove up from Atlanta on his way to the Cleveland area at Thanksgiving and picked Joy up so they could drive to her home together.
Mel and I got to meet him for the first time; we both knew instantly. We'd lost Joy.
Somehow, Tyler was not bothered by the unusual relationship Joy had with Mel and me. He apparently didn't want to participate in any way, but he did like Joy – a lot, and it showed just in the short time we met him. Later I reflected on how it was the way they looked at each other. Joy called it chemistry; I called it love.
Christmas and the spring semester turned into a bittersweet time for the three of us, only I think Joy was oblivious to it. Neither Mel nor I said anything to each other for several months, yet later, when we compared notes, we'd both seen the inevitable long before Joy did. We'd suppressed our observations and didn't bring them up with Joy either. Some days my heart would ache and I wasn't sure why, until I realized Joy would be leaving.
Mel became more attentive to me. We were both grieving – before the fact. Mel would go out of her way to find me alone when Joy was out, not to make love but just to hold me and tell me she loved me. I provided the same support to her. We were softening the eventual blow to each other when the time came for Joy to leave us.
Joy's trips to see Tyler became more frequent and he became an attentive lover from the stories we heard and the gifts that arrived weekly at the apartment - flowers, a book, a trinket of jewelry, a handwritten love letter or poem.
The three of us finally talked about the dissolution of our threesome in mid May, just a few weeks before the girls' graduation. I guess we were all skilled at denial to have been able to postpone the discussion for so long. The talk was teary, both in our remembrances of the happy times we'd had as well as the thought of separation. Joy thought she'd just decided a few days before our discussion; Mel and I knew we'd lost her heart months earlier.
The day after our talk I went home when I knew Mel would be alone. I found her sobbing uncontrollably on our bed. I joined her and soon the two of us were flooding each other's shoulders with our tears. After a good hour, during which we said few words to each other, we both ran dry. I brought wash clothes for our faces and we cleaned up then went for a silent walk with each other.
Later I found a line from a poem written by some unknown author that I thought wrapped up what happened: "Love is like a butterfly: It goes where it pleases and it pleases wherever it goes." Joy was our butterfly and we turned her free, with our love and affection.
We made no pleas for her to stay and laid no guilt trip on her. We loved her and wanted the utmost in happiness for her. Right now, in her life, the most happiness seemed to be by strengthening her relationship with Tyler.
Symbolically and in a teary good bye one morning, Joy returned the diamond ring to Mel and me. She told us she still loved us but felt compelled to pursue this other bliss. Believe it or not, we both understood. This was part of our philosophy and part of what we believed about how the world should work. We'd know all along that things weren't always going to be happiness and joy for all the players.
Joy assured us she would always be there for us, in spirit, in mind and in body. She even emphasized the last part with us in our last torrid lovemaking session that morning we had our dissolution discussion. Even as we all made love that last time, we all shared tears about her departure from our midst. Oddly enough they were tears of both sadness and joy over her newfound happiness with Tyler. After that day, I never say Mel cry about Joy's departure again.
Classes ended and Joy moved her possessions back to Cleveland. Mel and I helped her pack the U-Haul trailer she towed to her parent's home. Two weeks later, she and Tyler came back for the graduation ceremony. He proposed marriage to Joy after the ceremony. She accepted of course.
Before she and Tyler left to return to her home, we feted Joy and Tyler's engagement at our apartment with a bottle of champagne, and hoped our melancholy didn't show or dampen her spirits.
I could tell Joy carried her own grief at departing from our midst, even though the choice had been hers. When we kissed goodbye that weekend, her hug was so tight and her kisses so poignant and loving. She whispered in my ear, "I shall always love you. I shall always remember." Then she was gone.
Mel and I moped around for weeks and I gradually got over the sudden urge to cry without warning. Spaces that Joy had occupied in our thinking, our conversations or our apartment, gradually got filled with our own thoughts, comments and remarks, or our own possessions. Summer had started; Mel and I were working together full time again now that school had ended; I missed the third leg in our partnership.
Mel and I found not only solace in each other after Joy moved out, but also realized that we still loved each other dearly and now with all our hearts. We healed each other's pain over Joy's departure and then realized we were good for each other. We brought out the best in each other and pushed each other out of our comfort zones so we grew and expanded our thinking. As the days past, our happiness and laughter returned.
Mel went on a couple of dates in June, just to reassert her individualism to the Universe. I rolled with the situation, appreciating that I had to take her the way she was. I didn't think I'd have too much impact if I set out to change her.
Even though the two of us were skeptical of the 'institution', I proposed marriage to Mel on July 4th as we watched a fireworks display along the Scioto River. Mel accepted and that night jumped my bones with glee. Mel started to have cold feet about the whole idea of marriage from time she accepted my proposal right up until our unique ceremony. She even went on a couple more dates after she'd accepted, as though to prove to me that nothing had changed in her thinking. I just rolled my eyes and accepted the situation, hoping she had fun.
Mel and I talked a lot the rest of the summer about what we wanted our marriage to be like. Neither of us envisioned the traditional two-person relationship with the dominant man and the 'little woman'. We both wanted kids while we were young, so that after they'd left the nest, we'd still have many vital years ahead of us. Moreover, we recapitulated the tenets of what was now a four-year relationship. We were equals. We were open to other people in all ways and at all times, even when love and sex were involved, and we'd share whenever possible. Communications were the hallmark of our relationship with no subject taboo. In a crisis we would not accuse and blame, but rather support and find loving solutions. We would be flexible in whatever roles and directions our relationship and union took us. We would strive to provide peak experiences to each other as a couple and to each other as our lovers. We both thought of our relationship as making us more than we were as two stand-alone individuals; there was something greater there because we were together.
Mel and I went to Joy's wedding in October. It was a very traditional ceremony and reception. Mel was the maid of honor and I was her escort.
Mel and I were married over Thanksgiving. I've never known of any wedding or reception like it, before or after. Mel and I wrote the ceremony and planned the event; it was all very New Age and somewhat 'hippie'. All the guests took an active and individual part in the ceremony. The whole thing was a very informal affair at a beach in New Hampshire with a big cookout afterwards; fortunately the November weather cooperated with our plans. Joy and Katie were there too.
After that, I thought things would settle down; little did I know.
The story will continue. Watch for the posting of the 'Pixie and Katie' some time in the near future and if you haven't already, read 'The Loving Porn Queen' in my stories. Please enjoy, vote and comment.
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"I'm pregnant -- again!"
These earth-shattering words came from my lover and wife of four years, Melissa, otherwise known as the Pixie, who stood in the doorway of our kitchen with a grin on her face from ear to ear. She stopped waving the wand from a pregnancy test kit around just enough so I could see the positive indication.
I went and hugged the Pixie, celebrating our joyous moment. We had wanted another child and, with very little effort, had apparently been successful in our quest. In that hug I thought back to the moments that brought us to this happy day.
The Pixie earned her nickname in high school, even earlier, when she ended up being the smallest person in the school and also developed mischievous and mysterious ways about her. Later I was to find the nickname was well deserved.
Somehow she had adopted social standards that varied widely from what the rest of society called normal behavior. She was a rebel. She'd over dress; she'd under dress. When hair was in, she cut hers. When short hair was in, she got hair extensions. A streak of color in her hair as a youth was not at all unusual, but at a time when only the most daring did such a thing. When her classmates wore sneakers, she wore high heels. Those were her expressions in dress.
Mel was a rebel in her thinking and actions too. She found Thoreau and Emerson fascinating, a unique stance amongst her four hundred classmates. She excelled in every one of her classes, yet exuded a devil-may-care attitude. She chose friends irrespective of whatever social clique they might belong to, her criteria being a feeling of rapport and empathy with the person. When asked, she said she belonged to her own clique and no one else was allowed in.
She lost her virginity years before most of her classmates discovered sex. She wasn't the least bit promiscuous, yet she confessed a number of liaisons before we met that honed her skills as an outstanding lover.
I'm Doug, her husband and devotee. I worship the ground the Pixie walks on and never fail to tell her how much I love her and how glad I am she chose me as her 'soul mate'. I'm a hunky guy, I'm told, and together we make a rather striking couple. I'm a six-footer, standing tall and proud to have the Pixie beside me. I have dusty blond hair, a muscular body, a square jaw, deep set eyes that I'm told lures other females into my reaches, a grand sense of humor, and a disposition that allows about anything at all to happen around me, particularly by the Pixie -- and now a two year old named Ashley that may end up owning more of my heart than the Pixie does.
Melissa -- a.k.a. The Pixie - stands five feet even and, when not pregnant and bulging with child, weighs in at a trim one hundred pounds. Mel is a gorgeous blond with an unusually shapely body that turns male heads when she walks by. Her greatest asset is -- no, not her ass -- her breasts. Yes, the Pixie is blessed with a pair of tits that even today, after nursing one child, still amaze all within sight of her beauty. Her breasts are perfectly shaped and erect -- even alert -- as they sway gently to her natural body motions.
Mel knows she has been greatly blessed with these resources, and has always used her body to entice and sometimes tease others she's come in contact with. She's a bit of an exhibitionist. Thus, she dresses mostly in tops or blouses that show her cleavage and cling to her upper body. I was one of those individuals she caught, being drawn into her lair and eventually captured, although I still think I was more the pursuer and wooer of this wonderful woman.
Mel and I started dating from her first day on campus as a freshman. I was a junior. I fell in love with Mel immediately; it was love at first sight. As our initial dating progressed she fell for me too, but then I learned about her unique philosophy about relationships. One result of that was that Mel kept dating other guys, even though we seemed to be building something permanent. The other result was that she set me up to date her roommate, Joy. Mel, Joy and I were a threesome for almost four years; a time period that changed my views about life, love and relationships forever. Not surprisingly, Mel was the thought leader of our threesome when it came to defining what our relationship would be like.
I lucked into a wonderful summer job the year before I graduated from Ohio State. I became the property manager for the complex of apartments where I lived and it turned into a part-time job for all of my last year. The apartment became the base not only for me, but also for Mel and Joy, my two girlfriends at the time, right up until they graduated. I got to hire both of them to work as painters, decorators and handymen for the company. We all worked hard and made a lot of money, but more importantly we made some real positive changes on the place we lived and later on many of the properties the company we worked for owned.
That first college summer job at the apartments, and then my part-time work during the school year, turned into a job as property manager for over twenty similar properties around Columbus owned by Steele Property Trust or SPT. They paid well and the bonuses and shares in the real estate investment trust were outstanding. Further, I was given a lot of encouragement to take risks and be creative in how I approached the job of managing and marketing the properties I was assigned.
After only two years with the company, I'd been promoted and given responsibility for all of the property the REIT owned, not just residential but also commercial. The honor was amazing for someone my age; I was only twenty-four. Gray Steele, the CEO of the REIT, told me I was a boy wonder and wanted to keep me happy. He liked me and rewarded me generously with titles, salary, bonuses, cars, perks, and promotions.
Our threesome dissolved just before the girls graduated. Joy, our partner and lover, had found someone else with greater chemistry that she felt she needed to be with. With regrets but support, we wished her well. Mel and I married in an unusual wedding ceremony, of course, shortly after her graduation.
Mel distinguished herself early on, first as a painter and erstwhile decorator and then as the decorator and designer for all of SPT. She shined in her new position and everyone in the company loved her and respected her advice and decisions, even when many of them were extreme and unheard of in real estate circles. She transformed property after property, often on a lean budget, and occupancy rates went right up to one hundred percent and stayed there. After her graduation Mel became a full-time employee of SPT and she too started getting a generous compensation package and benefits.
Two years later, when Mel was pregnant with our first 'spin-off' Pixie, we cashed in our savings and all of our units or shares we had in SPT and built an unusual, beautiful and large modern home halfway between Columbus and Delaware, Ohio on two acres of land. We were able to put a lot of sweat equity into the home as well as get our special SPT discounts on many of the building costs, appliances and finishes for the home. We ended with a multi-million dollar home on a fantastic site that hadn't cost anything near that much to build.
A few months after the house was completed Mel and I settled into young adulthood as a devoted and idyllic 'couple' with a new baby, home and mortgage, two cars, and a couple of great jobs.
I'd love to be able to say our marriage was idyllic and that we never argued or had a fight, but I'd be lying. We had our disagreements and several of them became rather heated and lasted many weeks. The major source of discord was how I spent my time and how I apparently was or wasn't devoted to my new family.
Mel wanted quality time and attention, not only for herself but also for Ashley, the youngest Pixie in the family at that time. She'd rant and rave about how I'd forgotten how to romance her and how attentive I'd been during our college years and courtship. She contended I'd fallen out of love with her and that our marriage was doomed. She told me often how empty she felt. Our sex life went to zero -- nil -- nada. I barely noticed.
I suffered the pangs of high tension between family -- who I loved dearly, and the need to meet monthly mortgage payments as well as credit card payments that were becoming staggering, as our family's needs rose. I felt under great pressure and kept looking for relief in some way, either through making more money or by drastically cutting our family's expenses. I felt I had to put in long hours, usually seven days a week, to meet the demands of my job and to earn the generous bonuses that came our way periodically. I also carped on Mel constantly to stop using her credit cards in such a reckless way. Besides all this, I started to experience a wide range of stress effects none of which, fortunately, that were irreversible; I had a constant cold, sore muscles all the time, a nervous tic in my eye, and a love for wine that exceeded even what I knew made sense. Over time, I avoided going home since I knew Mel would just attack with criticism and condemnation.
Fortunately, we sought professional help but at first I wasn't that convinced outside help would work for us. We started weekly sessions with a marriage counselor, who also gave us homework in between these meetings such as reading and discussing a book and then reporting the results back to the counselor.
At first, the counseling added in one more stress factor to my life. Somehow, I now had to find not only the two hours it took to get to and go through the one-hour counseling session, but also had to find time to read a book and then discuss it with Mel. I couldn't duck any of this without being the ultimate bad guy that submarined my own marriage. Not only that, my parents got wind of our difficulties and sided with Mel; they got on my case about 'working at the relationship' and correcting my errant ways.
I have to admit that I felt better about our marriage after only two weeks of counseling. Moreover, our sex life started to revive. The counseling experience was transformational and changed how Mel and I interacted and communicated, and it ultimately changed how I worked.
The counselor was amazed at the unconventional viewpoints about relationships that Mel and I had, particularly Mel. He told us frankly that he'd never seen a couple like us. I can still remember his mouth hanging open in near disbelief as Mel and I told him about the four years that Mel, Joy and I had been a threesome. She never said one word in judgment of how we'd lived, and in fact, I think she empathized with the emotions we shared with her.
Early on, the counselor had us prepare a family budget and start to allocate our funds on a monthly basis to the areas that were important to us. Mel agreed to hold to the budget and this relieved a lot of my stress aimed at reducing our debt.
After some rational thinking about my job, I hired a 'Number Two' to help me manage the properties at SPT. Gray Steele, the CEO of SPT, supported 'un-stressing' my life and welcomed Jake Hardisty, the guy I hired, into the company with enthusiasm. Jake struggled to get on board, and gradually over the next couple of months I could feel a lot of the tension and stress from my job easing as he assumed many of my duties. Soon, I had our weekends back with only an occasional telephone call dealing with some minor crisis somewhere amidst our holdings.
Mel and I also discovered that we had different ways we wanted to be loved. I needed to be loved in two primary ways: first, through our physical relationship and second, through supportive words.
Physical touch is too easily laughed off as sex, particularly from a guy's point of view. Yet what I really needed was physical gestures from Mel that signaled she loved me; for instance, a touch on the shoulder, a hug, a passionate kiss, or a snuggle in bed by her warm, naked body.
The words of affirmation I also needed from Mel would be encouraging. They'd create a verbal intimacy, soothe how I felt about life, and help me rise to my full potential. They'd be little requests filled with love and not demands or judgments. They'd show she loved me and wanted me in her life and how proud she was of me.
Mel, on the other hand, wanted my time -- quality time. For at least some portion of each day, she wanted to have my undivided attention on her, and on Ashley, our daughter. She wanted me to share more of my life with her as well as listen to what she was thinking about or doing. She didn't want advice; she wanted my empathic listening, shown by my probing questions and willingness to suspend judgment. These 'meaningful' and intimate communications would signal to her that I truly loved her.
Also high on her list was that I would often give her little gifts of some kind, not necessarily expensive things, but just some tangible symbol of my love for her -- even if it was just a pretty flower I'd picked beside the road as I drove home.
As we learned and discussed each other's 'love languages', as the counselor called them, we got closer to each other and came into a much deeper understanding of our love for each other and how to express it in a way that made sense to our love object. In the end, I'd never felt closer to Mel nor she to me.
Our love life had suffered during the 'downturn' in our marriage. As the love replaced the emptiness we both felt in our marriage, so did our physical relationship. According to the counselor, we shed a lot of our 'baggage' and found new ways to 'fill each others tanks with love.'
Thus we found ourselves more in love than ever in our lives and then, by choice, Mel was pregnant again.
The months drifted by and all too soon the Pixie grew to more resemble a waddling beach ball with a head. Hormones kicked in too. Some days I was wonderful and could do no wrong; other days, the opposite opinion prevailed. I rolled with the mood shifts, as I knew they were just a temporary phenomena characteristic of pregnant women. What I did find hard to roll with was the negative impact on our love life. By the six-month mark, Mel had gotten so big -- or rather the baby and packing case -- that she couldn't handle intercourse comfortably.
And then the phone rang one Saturday morning in mid-June.
I answered the phone to find a shrieking, sobbing, hysterical female voice on the other end of the line that I could not identify.
"Mel, I think it's for you," I said with a mix of concern and humor as I passed her the phone.
"Hello," Mel said politely, unsure of why I'd passed the phone to her.
"Oh, dear. Darling, get hold of yourself, I can't even understand you." A long pause transpired and Mel said, "Oh, now that's a little better. Tell me what's wrong. Are you OK?"
I listened to one side of the conversation, occasionally hearing only a muffled shriek from the earpiece even though it was against Mel's ear.
Mel tried to mouth to me who it was but I couldn't decipher her pantomime or read her lips. She kept saying comforting words to whoever was on the phone and urging them to 'get a hold of themselves.'
As Mel talked soothing words into the phone, I took Ashley out of her highchair and indicated to her mother that we'd go out in the backyard. I led the toddler out of the house and left Mel to deal with the distressed female on the phone.
Half an hour later, Mel waddled out onto the back deck and waved to me. Ashley and I were in the sandbox building and destroying sand castles.
"That was Katie. She's left Dan, or rather he's left her or more accurately, kicked her out."
"Oh wow!" I uttered as Ashley pummeled the carefully crafted sandcastle I'd just left for her. "Why? What happened?"
Mel went on, "Seems the two of them have just grown apart and become lonely souls. Near as I could get out of her between bouts of sobbing, they were both co-existing and living in a very dead and very cold marriage then he told her last night that she had twenty-four hours to clear out of 'his' house. Apparently, he's moving in some new honey tonight."
I stood and went to Mel. I wrapped the small beach ball in my arms and told her, "Honey, I'd never do anything like that to you. We've got the beat." I hugged and kissed her forehead.
"She's coming here this afternoon. I invited her."
"Oh," I exclaimed, casting a glance towards the house wondering what shape the guest room was in.
Mel followed my gaze and responded, "Don't worry, we can clean it up in a few minutes. The bed's clean."
"What time? Did you get flight information?"
"No. She said she'd call if she had a chance. She's going to throw a suitcase together and head for the airport, Southwest Airlines out of Manchester. She thought she'd get here around five."
"Do I want to know more of the details?" I asked.
"I don't have them," Mel answered softly. "Most of the time on phone she just sobbed and kept saying she was 'so sorry' and that she just couldn't think of anyone she was closer to or wanted to talk to more than me -- us -- you too; both of us. Then she'd have another crying jag."
"Well, she's more than welcome here. I hope we can help her turn her life around."
Mel went in and puttered as an expectant hostess would. I played with Ashley up until lunch then we put her down for a nap.
Mel fielded a brief call about one-thirty. She told me a few minutes later, "She'll be here at 5:50 p.m. Can you pick her up?"
"Me?" I said in an exaggerated voice, horrified that I would be welcoming a hysterical woman that I'd happened to have a little fling with years earlier, although at Mel's instigation. I certainly didn't want Mel to think anything untoward now.
"Yes, you!" Mel said with a laugh. "I actually think you'd be the best medicine for her right now." She gave a long theatrical pause and added in a more serious tone, "You know she loves you."
"Me?" I said again, my voice going up a further octave.
"Yea. Ever since we had that weekend when we swapped, she's always had a soft spot in her heart for you. She confessed to me back then and I know she hasn't changed. Whenever we've talked, she's always wanted lots of details about what your doing or thinking. You're the perfect lover in her eyes."
I sputtered, "But ... but ... but that was five -- no, six years ago. We were different people -- experimenting and all. There was Joy in our lives too. Now we're married ... Ashley ... you and the babe." I gestured towards the center of the Pixie's beach ball.
The Pixie adopted her very authoritative stance, hard to do since the result was that the beach ball belly became more pronounced and off-center over her legs. "I know all that stuff, and I know you. I love you and I love Katie. She's one of the few people in the world I wouldn't mind ...", she paused and redirected her statement. "Look, just pick her up at the airport. Buy her a drink -- two drinks. Give her dinner if she's up for it. Romance her a little to help her self esteem then bring her back here. I mean it. Play it by ear. If she's a basket case, just bring her back here and we'll work on her together."
We talked some more and Mel insisted on my meeting Katie, finally convincing me that the male-female chemistry might be just what could power up her wounded psyche.



Thus, at 5:50 p.m. I stood just outside the airport security area holding a single yellow rose I'd purchased at a florist shop I'd passed near our house. The deplaning passengers were mostly past by the time I saw Katie trudging along slowly, trying to keep her trolley suitcase on course. She also carried a greatly over-stuffed shoulder bag.
She didn't see me right away. Perhaps she was expecting Mel in the baggage claim area. The pause gave me time to study her for the first time in years.
Katie stood about five-foot-five and had beautiful auburn hair, now long and pulled back tightly -- almost severely - in a ponytail. She had greenish eyes, a cute button nose and small mouth, yet her face looked ashen. She wasn't wearing any makeup and the paleness of her face was also clearly stained by the new tension in her life. Her shoulders were slouched low, carrying far more of a load than just the shoulder bag. There was no doubt as you looked at her but that her life was in crisis.
I moved forward to meet her, putting myself squarely in her path before she looked up to examine the obstacle in her path to baggage claim. I held the rose out to her slowly and said the first words that came to me, "Katie, you are loved here."
"Oh, Doug," she wailed as she dropped the shoulder bag and hurled herself in my arms. Her wail wasn't a sound of joy, but more a plaintive cry to make the badness in her life vanish. She broke into uncontrollable sobs, holding onto the lapels of my jacket to try to muffle her more audible howls.
I wrapped her in my arms and held her tightly, allowing her to hide against my chest. Other passengers flowed around us, yet somehow we remained oblivious to them or what they might think.
Gradually, perhaps over ten minutes, Katie's uncontrollable crying slowed and finally stopped. My jacket and shirt were soaked with her tears. Finally, we just stood and I held her close. I kissed her forehead and told her it would be all right. She nodded in understanding -- in appreciation. She said nothing.
I picked up her shoulder bag and put my other arm around her as she pulled her suitcase. I led Katie out to short-term parking and we found my truck. I put her bags in the backseat, made sure she was secure, and then drove us north towards home.
In her current state, I couldn't see walking into either a bar or restaurant with Katie. One glance and you'd know she'd been crying -- a lot! Plus, there was always a fifty-fifty chance that I'd be pegged as the guy that brought tears to her eyes rather than seen as one of her rescuers. Thus, as we left the airport, I phoned in an order for pizza to our favorite deli and drove in the direction of home.
I tried to engage Katie in a light conversation on the way home, but she made no response, so I figured she just wanted to be a recluse. I told her we cared and were glad she thought of us as a 'safe haven' in her time of need. After that I shut up and drove. Katie just watched the scenery float by in some sort of vegetative state.
Mel was reading a story to Ashley when we came in the house from the garage. I carried Katie's bags a step or two behind her. When she saw Mel, Katie dissolved into tears again and ended up sitting next to her on the sofa sobbing wildly. Ashley looked concerned and then got up from the sofa and walked around Mel so she could gently pat Katie's back in a comforting gesture from the two-year old.
I got us two glasses of wine and a Diet Coke for Mel, listening occasionally as Katie attempted to talk. She'd get about three intelligible words out of her mouth before the sentence dissolved into jerky sobs. Gradually she quieted down, but she was unable to talk. I sat on the floor turning the pages of several books with Ashley.
Our pizza arrived and I settled with the delivery boy, leaving a generous tip. After wolfing down a slice, I took Ashley by the hand and led her to our master suite for a bath in the big tub. A half-hour later, after another story while sitting in my lap, she willingly went to sleep in her crib. I went and rejoined the others.
Mel and Katie hadn't moved except that Katie was curled up in Mel's lap with her eyes closed. Mel was stroking her cheek and hair in a loving gesture.
"You eat?" I asked quietly.
"No," Mel replied. "I'm starved. Can you bring us a couple of slices? Zap them in microwave to warm them up, please." I nodded and went to the kitchen to fix up a few slices. I brought two plates back to the spacious living room as well as refills for the drinks.
Mel inhaled her two slices and gulped the soda down, holding her glass out for a further refill. I complied and asked if I could get her anything else.
Katie didn't move and her pizza slices went untouched for an hour until I finally ate them.
"Is she awake?" I asked the Pixie.
A little squeak came from Katie's lips, "Yes." She gave a huge sigh, her shoulders rising on the intake of air and then falling as she expelled the air with a shuddery sound.
I sat next to Mel on the sofa and reached over and stroked Katie's hair. She sighed again, but not as deeply or as emotionally. I kept stroking in a loving and caring gesture. When I felt bad I always liked to be touched in some way. Mel always seemed to instinctively know just when and how to touch me to make the badness go away.
I looked lovingly at Mel and then at Katie as the light faded outside and night settled in. One light we had on a timer in living room came on, yet the three of us were mostly in the shadows of the room.
We sat for a long time. I dozed on and off, and I guess Mel and Katie did too. Finally, I announced I was heading to bed.
"Help me bring Katie into our room. We'll surround her with love tonight," Mel said.
I acknowledged her instructions and then lifted Katie up into my arms in one smooth move. She put her arms around my neck and her head on my shoulders. I heard her whisper "Thank you" as I led the three of us into our master suite.
When I set her down, Katie came to life enough to go to the bathroom. I left to close up the rest of the house and check on Ashley. When I returned, Mel and Katie were in our bed. Katie was clearly going to be in the 'middle' for the night.
I hesitated a moment. Mel and I usually slept in the nude except on the coldest nights of the year when we don our flannels. I wondered what the women were wearing. Uncertain about protocol, I decided that sleeping in my briefs would be acceptable, thus I stripped to my dark blue bikini underwear and slipped into the king-size bed next to Katie.
As I raised the covers, I realized that Katie and Mel were nude. Mel gestured to me wildly and I got the two messages she was sending. I slipped off my briefs and tossed them on the floor, turned out the bedside light, and then cuddled up to Katie, encasing her in my arms. She nestled into me as though we did this every night. Somehow our nudity didn't matter.
No one said a word. And soon as I embraced her, I felt Katie's body sag as sleep finally overtook her. I then allowed myself to pass into dreamland, but not before acknowledging some of the erotic feelings I was having over the situation. Only then did I feel a slight surge of life in my penis.
I awoke the next morning when I became aware off Mel getting out of bed and waddling off towards the bathroom. When she came back in the bedroom, she sat next to me on the bed, leaning in and kissing me to be sure I was awake.
"Good morning," I said in a muffled voice.
"Thank you for being so loving to my friend," Mel said as she stroked by unshaven cheek with the back of her hand. She gestured towards Katie's sleeping form.
"She's easy to like," I whispered, turning to look at the still sleeping figure next to me. The sheet was just above her waist as she slept on her stomach. The naked back was alluring and suggestive, even though I knew its owner was suffering dearly over the demise of her long-term relationship.
"I'll go fix breakfast for us. Can you rouse Ashley and get her changed?"
"Sure," I replied as I hoisted myself up to a sitting position next to Mel and planted my feet on the floor.
A muffled voice next to me asked, "What time is it?"
I said, "Oh, 'bout seven o'clock."
A long groan erupted from Katie's prone form then a sleepy voice said, "I don't do seven a.m." She rolled onto her side, cranked one eye open, and faced us. Her perky breasts were obviously evident to both Mel and me. I just accepted the moment as it was and tried not to read anything into it relative to any other subject in the world. This is just the way life is right now.
Katie started again in her sleepy voice, "Thank you. Thank you both for all your caring last night. I feel so much better this morning but don't let that be a reason to stop." She smiled wanly at the two of us.
Mel said, "You came to the right place." She put her hands on her swollen belly and moved them around. She unabashedly turned her naked body toward Katie and said in a slightly excited voice, "Katie, give me your hand. You can feel the baby move."
Katie immediately extended her right hand past me and put it on the beach ball part of Mel's swollen abdomen. Ten seconds later she alertly sat up and grinned, "I can feel it. It moved for me." She moved her hand around slightly following the squirming bump.
I put my hand down on Mel's belly too, something we'd done more frequently when she was pregnant with Ashley. I too felt the gross movement of an elbow, knee or foot somewhere in the inner reaches of her womb. I smiled at Katie and then at Mel. Mel looked very proud, as though she was controlling the movements.
Finally, I said, "You girls play. I'm going to shower then I'll do Ashley." I stood in my naked splendor and sauntered away towards the bathroom, my morning tumescence pointing the way. Just before I shut the door, I heard someone comment "Nice buns" in a taunting voice.
Ashley enjoyed the company as she sat in her high chair surrounded by three adoring adults. She carefully watched Katie, the newcomer, and seemed to enjoy the moments when she paid attention to her.
"I'm so sorry I caved in on your guys last night," Katie began, after the mundane matters about breakfast had been settled. "I guess all my tension about my crumbling marriage had been building and held together with a fragile thread right up until Dan told me to get out." She turned to me; "I sort of held it together until the airport - you poor man. You came to pick up your house guest and ended up with a distraught female on your hands."
"A knight in shining armor always at your service, Madame," I stated as I made a sweeping bow to her.
Mel reinforced my remarks, "I meant what I said; you're always welcome here. You're my closest friend -- since forever. Of course you'd come here to mend. You stay as long as you like -- you can even move in here with us."
"I thought I'd stay a few days and see what Dan had done with my things at the condo. He'd threatened to toss them all out -- whatever was left. He only gave me twenty-four hours notice. Not much of note to end a marriage on. Besides, I can always move back with mom and dad until I get reestablished."
"Dan told you he had a new honey?" I asked carefully. I didn't want to reopen the wound that had hurt her so yesterday.
"Yea. I guessed, but it was different having it confirmed and thrown in your face that he wanted to move her in and me out. I would have thought almost three years of marriage counted for something more than that."
"Me too," Mel said in a sarcastic tone, clearly unhappy at Dan's behavior.
After a long silence I went and sat by Katie and put my arm around her in a friendly hug. "What can we do to lighten your load, to bring you back to your usual state of happiness?"
She put her head on my shoulder and allowed me to kiss her forehead again. Mel watched with a smile on her face.
"What do you normally do on a Sunday?" Katie asked.
"Well, we'd thought about driving up to a lake and doing a picnic today," Mel announced as though we always did something fun like that every weekend. "The weather is nice and we wanted to get away from the house and all our projects for some quality time with each other."
I knew quite well that we had had nothing planned. More typically, our Sundays drifted by with a series of small home and work projects. Thus, the idea of a picnic came as a surprise that I managed to hide beyond actual enthusiasm for the idea.
"Oh, that sounds so nice. Can I help you prepare something? How can I help?" Katie inquired.
"Just keep Doug away from the kitchen while I prepare things," Mel said with laughter in her voice. I had a reputation for snacking on anything being prepared in the kitchen. For some remarkable reason, I could eat about anything and not gain weight.
"Come," I said to Katie, "I'll show you around the 'estate'." I took Katie's hand and led her towards the back door and our deck. Mel started to pull cold cuts and sandwich makings from the refrigerator. Ashley seemed content to play in the middle of the kitchen floor.
"We own almost as far as the eye can see back here," I said gesturing expansively at the backyard. "All the way to the back hedge row," I stated as though it was miles away, when in fact it was only about sixty feet from the back of the house. I got a laugh from Katie.
"This is so quiet and private. You can't see any of the other homes," Katie observed as she moved to sit on the rail of the deck, a cup of coffee in her hand. "Oh, is that a Jacuzzi?" she asked gesturing towards the covered spa in a corner of the deck.
"Yea," I said modestly. "We can fire it up when we get home and enjoy it this evening if you'd like. Mel and I use it about one or two nights a week, particular if I've had a physical day on the job. Mel really enjoys it now that she's carrying so much baby. It's pretty good at making all your worries disappear."
Katie said, "Then I definitely want to try that as soon as we can. I've got a lot of bad memories to make disappear."
Katie tried to muster some enthusiasm for the day, but I could tell she was working at being cheerful. Sometimes her responses were just flat and matter of fact. I continued to engage her and our conversation wandered to my job and the wide variety of tasks I encountered. Increasingly my time was spent interviewing promising candidates to head the various properties, particularly one shopping mall where the attrition rate had been rather high.
I got Katie talking about her job doing web development for an ad agency in Boston. She talked about a couple of large banks and financial houses I knew as some of her company's clients.
"I'm going to have to explain to my company why I'm absent tomorrow. Fortunately things didn't look too busy this week. I don't even think I had any meetings booked, just lots of computer time."
"Can you work from here?" I asked.
She thought for a moment and said, "Yes. Yes, I could. I even brought my laptop although it's not much of a production machine for me. I normally use a four-core Mac that's maxed out in every way you can imagine with multiple displays, memory, hard drives, graphics tablets, and all."
"Give it a shot," I suggested. "But don't forget your real reason to be here is to get back to health, not to stress yourself out further with some work assignments. If all you do is bury yourself in your work, you'll find you just postpone the mental homework of dealing with the 'Dan Situation.'" Katie nodded in agreement with my concept.
I felt sorry for the emotions I knew she'd have to encounter and deal with over the next few weeks. I guess you never really get over being ditched so catastrophically. I moved to Katie's side and used my finger to brush back a lock of her hair from her pretty face. She looked up at me and smiled.
Impulsively, I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. She turned and met my kiss. This wasn't any torrid kiss that suddenly launched us into some sexual embrace. This was just a simple kiss that told her, "I love you" and "I'll take care of you" while you're here. She smiled at me when we parted and I stood.
I stroked her cheek gently and said, "Let's go check on the picnic."
"You really love Mel a lot, don't you?" Katie stated.
"Yes I do," I said. "We've had our rough moments too, but nothing as bad as what just happened to you. We got some marriage counseling and turned things around. You know Mel is such a non-conformist; we even managed to amaze the counselor at some of the things we've done."
"Can you share?" she asked inquisitively. "Not to gossip. I'd just like to particularly hear what you guys learned about each other and what the counselor told you or got you to think about. I tried to get Dan to go to counseling a couple of times but he wouldn't hear of it."
"Come on, we'll talk in the car or at the State Park." I led Katie back into the house. Mel was just finishing putting things in a large cooler on the kitchen table. I went to snoop as to what was in the cooler and Mel gently rapped my knuckled with a wooden spoon. We all laughed.
A half hour later we were in Mel's Jeep, heading northeast to Mount Gilead State Park. Mel sat in back with Ashley to keep her amused; Katie sat in front with me as I drove. We'd never been there before so this was a treat for Mel and me too. On the drive, we just chatted about our house, friends and jobs.
After we arrived, we made elaborate preparations at one of the campsites along side the lower lake. In a few minutes we'd set up a large canopy for shade, laid out a picnic table, and even provided a play area for Ashley.
I stretched out against one of the oak trees next to our picnic table and played with Ashley. Mel and Katie sat at the table.
"Mel," I said, "Katie wants to know what we learned from the marriage counselor. How we turned things around."
The Pixie blew me a kiss then turned to Katie; "First you have to understand what was happening in our marriage -- or rather what wasn't happening. We were in the doldrums. Both of us had put a lot of emphasis on our jobs and the house, and then Ashley. The attention we paid each other suffered. Our marriage just lost its warmth; there was no emotion, no heat. It was empty, dead."
Katie nodded knowingly at Mel's description.
Mel went on, "We started to nag each other about little things -- the house, errands, the baby, time spent at work, broken commitments -- real and imagined, and on and on. We got in a negative spiral; things only got worse. About the only thing we could agree on was that we didn't understand each other and needed outside help to pull us back from the brink."
I broke in, "One of the guys at work had been through counseling. He hadn't said much about it, but I could tell it had worked and he was so much happier after the weeks he and his wife went through it. I got the counselor's name and we called."
Mel picked up the thread, "From the moment we walked into the marriage counselor's office, things started to improve. Instead of asking us what the problems were, she asked us how we loved each other and whether we liked being loved that way? I loved her approach; it seemed so different from what I'd expected."
I went on, "After a few weeks of talking and reading, we realized we weren't loving each other the way that really meant love to each other. People usually like to be loved in one of five ways: words of affirmation about the relationship, quality time with one another, gifts showing love, acts of service that demonstrate love in some way, and physical touch. I described each of the 'love languages' in more detail and what Mel and I found out about each other."
Katie asked, "So what'd you do, change how you approached each other?"
"Exactly," Mel said, looking to me for confirmation. I nodded. "I started to go out of my way to touch Doug, anyway at all, even just a brush of my hand across his back when he was doing desk work. Of course we also started to spice up our bedroom play too."



I volunteered, "She also started to tell me how much she appreciated me and the pressures I was working under. She acknowledged all the things I'd been worried about; somehow this made things better -- almost instantly."
"Doug started to set quality time aside to spend just with me too," Mel recounted. "He'd come and sit with me in the morning with a cup of coffee, even for just ten minutes, but it was time he focused on me and what my day was going to be like. He showed he cared. Then at night, he'd spend some time just sitting and listening to me unwind. It took some doing but he stopped making suggestions and giving advice, and rather just listened."
Mel continued, "As we shared, I understood why Doug was so worried about our financial situation and was working so hard. We started living to a budget and that relieved some pressure from him and Doug hired an assistant that took off the rest of the pressure and actually let him get to some of his more strategic projects."
Our enthusiasm was apparently contagious. Katie perked up and started to ask good questions about the approach and some of the detailed things we did. Mel and I were very open with her. Nothing was taboo with our friend.
After lunch I took Ashley wading in the lake and then we did mud play. She tired after a while and we put her to sleep for her afternoon nap on a blanket under our canopy. Katie, Mel and I just talked.
Katie finally unwound about some of the details of her marriage and how things had soured with Dan. I found it heartening that she took ownership of how she felt during the decline in the relationship. She'd known where things would end up, just not the details of how it would end. At one point I reclined against a big oak tree and both Mel and Katie put their heads in my lap and dozed. I felt secure, loved, and loving all at the same time.
We drove home in late afternoon, making a quick stop at the grocery store for a few supplies. At home, Katie and Mel gave Ashley her dinner and bath while I served cocktails and fired up the grill to start some salmon cooking. I also turned on the spa and got the water warming. I could tell the evening would be cool.
After tucking Ashley in, Mel waddled onto the deck and sat at the outdoor table in the dimming light of evening. I noticed that Katie sort of waddled too, in sympathy with her friend no doubt. We ate a slow leisurely dinner, enjoying the fleeting warmth of the afternoon and the beautiful sky that changed into a million beautiful colors for us as the sun set.
I cleaned things up and on one of my last trips to the deck Katie asked, "What's needed to use the spa? You said we could try it tonight."
"Just you," I said, gesturing at the unit in the corner of the deck. "Here, I'll pull the cover. It's been heating; just get in."
Mel stood and slowly peeled her clothing off, revealing her luscious breasts and, of course, the beach ball and her puckered navel. She stepped out off her stretch shorts and underwear and waddled off to the hot tub. Over her shoulder she said, "This was made for pregnant women. I just have to watch the temperature so we don't bake junior before she's hatched."
Katie looked at me, almost as though she was seeking permission to disrobe. I made a 'go ahead' gesture. She pulled her top off, revealing her shapely breasts beneath a frilly brassiere. The bra quickly joined the pile of clothing followed by her shorts and thong.
Perhaps to tantalize me, she turned to me full frontal and smiled, so invitingly. She held her hand out to me, "Aren't you coming too?"
My clothes joined the pile and I walked towards the tub and the two nude women in the spa. Mel had turned on the bubbler so the water churned and massaged each of us. We all lay back and half-floated in the warm water.
"Oh, this is heavenly," Katie declared. "Can I sleep in here? Then again, I so liked where I slept last night. Will you harbor me again?"
Mel smiled at me and said, "Yes, most certainly. We both like having a naked woman join us in bed."
I nodded my enthusiastic support for the idea, careful to not get too over zealous in my expectations.
Mel floated over to me at one point and had me give her a massage and back rub. I sat up on the edge of the pool as she sat in front of me. Mel's hair swung back and forth across my tumescent penis as I worked on her, and soon I had a noticeable erection, although I ignored the event as just one more wonder of nature and hoped Katie wouldn't take offense.
After a while Mel said, "I'd better get out now. I'll get us all towels from the locker. Be right back." I helped steady her as she climbed out and got her footing on the deck. In an afterthought, she said, "Give Katie a massage too. Show her your best." She grinned at me then turned and waddled away.
Katie moved in front of me and I leaned down and rubbed into her back and shoulders. She groaned with obvious delight over my physical touch to her body. "Oh, Doug. I'll give you all night to stop."
"Careful, I just might take that long," I responded.
Katie relaxed and her head and hair also started to dance around my groin, eliciting even more of a response than Mel had created. Katie seemed to know exactly what she was doing as she backed her hair into my cock and turned her head back and forth so I received some stimulation.
I was excited and wondered how I'd find some relief. Even though Mel had closed her love tunnel for the duration of her pregnancy, she still found a number of other ways to please me. Yet with our guest, particularly if she slept with us, I wondered what I'd do.
Mel came back to the spa carrying two oversized towels. She dropped them on a chair then sat beside me on the rim off the spa. She leaned in and gave me a very passionate kiss and then another. I felt Katie turn and watch us.
"Now me," Katie said to both of us. She stood and turned towards the two of us.
Mel reached out and pulled Katie in her direction. Soon the two women kissed just as Mel and I had a moment earlier. This time, however, I could see their tongues flick briefly into each other's mouths.
Mel then motioned that Katie should go to me. Katie came into my arms, looking up into my face and we kissed -- passionately. My erect cock came into play as it brushed against her chest. Now my excitement was obvious and unavoidable. I felt her hand wrap around my sex and she pulled me towards her body.
Mel whispered, "Let's take this inside. I want the two of you to make love."
I looked at Mel to be sure this was indeed her wish. Our eyes locked on each other's and she smiled at me. She nodded and added in a whisper, "Make love to Katie."
Wrapped in our towels we paraded through the house turning out lights as we went. Mel dimmed the bedroom lights to our 'Love Mood' setting. I went and held her, kissing my wife passionately. "I love you," I told her. She nodded.
Mel said, "Katie needs to be loved -- by you. You need to be loved by her. I'm here too so don't forget me, but I'm going to be very content watching the two of you."
I turned to Katie and wrapped her in my arms, her nude body pressing against mine with my cock trapped between our bodies. She closed her eyes and we kissed and let our tongues play with each other. One hand found a breast and toyed with her erect nipple.
This was the woman that I made love to about five years ago when Mel decided she wanted to have a foursome. We'd swapped with Katie and Dan, both very inexperienced and naïve and trying rapidly to move up the scale of sexual excitement. As I recall I blew Katie away as I applied all the foreplay and sexually exciting techniques I knew, and according to Mel she fell for me. Now, all these years later, we were to have a return engagement, a rare opportunity to again express the love we'd found for each other that night.
I pushed Katie towards the center of our bed, nudging her legs apart. Everything we'd done today was foreplay leading up to this moment. My tongue found her nest instantly, plunging into her nether region with the desire to bring unbridled pleasure to this woman. She groaned and pulled my head deeper into her folds.
I spent a lot of time there, only mildly aware that Mel and Katie were kissing and smoothing each other as well. Katie served up a rare and intoxicating sexual cocktail of her vaginal juices. I couldn't get enough of them, and the more I inhaled their addictive aroma and taste, the more she seemed to produce.
I ignored the first call to come up and love her. The second call was more insistent and even Mel joined in. "Doug, it's time. Make love to her. Now."
I rose up on my knees, my cock standing at rigid attention and pointing directly at Katie's pussy. Mel shuffled down the bed and grabbed my rod. She leaned in and sucked on me for a moment and then ran her tongue up Katie's slit. Enraptured by the taste and aroma, Mel lingered longer than I think she'd planned and then in a definitive move she pulled my hardness to Katie's vagina.
Katie watched the two of us with a sense of wonder. Then I was in her, slowly sinking my shaft into her body. Her eyes got big and the corners of her mouth turned up in obvious pleasure as I slid further and further into her chasm.
"Katie, I love you," I whispered to her. "I love you very much. You are so wonderful and so deserving of love and affection. Thank you for being here with us tonight." I wanted her to hear nothing but loving, positive messages from us tonight; I knew Mel felt the same way.
Katie enfolded me in her arms and my hips started an automatic motion to bring pleasure to the two of us. Mel lay down beside us, one hand rapidly stroking her own clitoris as she watched Katie and me set up a natural rhythm in and out of each other's bodies.
We went on for quite some time. I didn't want to rush the orgasm and end the pleasure we both seemed to be getting from the act of intercourse. Eventually, however, we both allowed the ecstasy we felt to crest. We talked to each other and to Mel, synchronizing our climaxes, until in one brief interval all three of us surged into an orgasm space.
I collapsed from my raised position onto Katie and then rolled the two of us into Mel's waiting arms. We were all panting. I pulled Mel to me and kissed her.
"Thank you, darling. That was luscious. I needed relief and you knew it. I'm glad I could please our friend." I turned to Katie and kissed her waiting mouth.
"I shall be a bottomless pit for love like this," Katie announced. "You may plunder my body anytime, anytime at all like this. I love the two of you so much. Thank you both." She extended her arms to the two of us in a large group hug.
Eventually I uncoupled from Katie, and the two of us didn't do more than wipe a little of the excess fluid off with a washcloth from our store in the bedside table. I made sure Mel was content then the two of us cuddled in tightly against Katie and we all allowed sleep to overtake us.
*
"Take care of her," I urged Mel and I kissed her goodbye the following morning. "She may have some regrets about last night. I don't want us to be the source of her fretting about launching into some kind of kinky relationship because she's on the rebound from Dan." Katie had slept in allowing me some quality time with Mel before I left for work.
Mel said, "Don't worry, we'll talk and I'll be sure she's in balance. I have a meeting downtown with Richard Waterstone, one of SPT's contract architects. I'll see if I can get her to come along while we view the shell of a new extension at the Taylor Creek Condominium complex. Getting her out and moving might be a good idea. This morning we'll just enjoy lots of coffee and get into things again. You know, girl talk."
"I love you," I told Mel. "And thank you for last night. I feel like the cat that ate the canary."
"No, thank you for last night and you ate more than the canary -- you got the pussy too." We both smiled at her comment. "I enjoyed it all as much as you did, perhaps more. It reminds me that to feel in balance I need to be unconventional -- to be a rebel in a lot of ways, particularly in our relationships. I liked what we did and want to do it some more. And you're right; I think we should be careful with Katie. I'll talk to her."
I accepted that, gave her a last kiss, and headed out to the garage and the commute down to one of the job sites where SPT was putting in some new playground equipment this morning at an apartment complex where I wanted to attract young families as renters.
That evening when I got home, Mel gave me one of her sizzling, flesh melting; tongue twisting kisses as I came in the door. Up until we had a toddler on our hands we probably would have skipped dinner and gone right for a sexual entrée. Instead, however, I sighed mightily as I pulled away from the Pixie. I kissed Ashley who sat playing with mixing cups in her high chair.
Mel said, "Katie and I talked just about all day. She's fine with what happened, and just to reiterate what I told you this morning, so am I. She's in a much better mood but needs some of your help with next steps vis-à-vis Dan. She wanted to put on something seductive for you for dinner, she should be out in a minute."
I waggled my eyebrows and made a lecherous smile as I turned to the wine rack. "Anything I can get you while I have a sip of wine?"
"Yea, just a diet coke. I don't want to stew junior's brain just yet." She went back to cutting up bits for a salad.
I prepared our drinks, setting out a glass for Katie. Just as I finished Katie came in the kitchen wearing a pair of cutoffs and a thin short-sleeve blouse tied rather than buttoned. She was barefoot but wore several toe rings and a gold anklet. Her toes were now a sexy shade of pink. Her bare midriff and shapely bosoms left little to the imagination. She oozed sex appeal and revealed a lot of cleavage not to mention shapely leg and firm butt. If the intent was to arouse me, she succeeded.
Katie came up to me and wrapped her arms around me. "Thank you for last night. I loved how you made love to me all those years ago and I loved it even more last night."
"You inspire me," I told her as I hugged her tightly. She looked up and gave me a searing hot kiss, her tongue darting into my mouth.
As we parted, I made eye contact with Mel. She winked at me; a signal I took as full acceptance of what Katie and I had just done. Ashley was much more fascinated with the dish of Cheerios that Mel had just given her.
"Wine?" I offered Katie.
"I'll have what you're having." She took my offered glass that I hadn't had a chance to sip and then I turned to pour another.
"Did Mel tell you I need your help? I feel I should do something about separating from Dan but to tell the truth my brain is still pretty fried."
"You mean like banks and taxes and stuff like that?" I asked.
"Exactly."
I took a pad of paper out of a drawer. "Let's make a list of the things you should probably do, if it's not already too late." Katie looked worried, so I added, "Then again, it's never too late."
I thought for a minute and offered, "One of the first things is to extricate yourself financially from Dan: bank accounts, checking, credit cards, rent payments, and stuff like that. Did you have any investments?
"No. We owed on everything. Dan didn't hold back when he wanted something. We both have a car with payments to make but each is in our own names," Katie said.
"That's good. I think you should post some kind of statement in the Boston paper about 'not being liable for any debts incurred by' and quickly distance yourself from him. I'm not sure what you have to do to make that happen. Maybe you need a lawyer back in Boston."
Mel stepped in, "Remember, my Dad's a lawyer in Massachusetts. He can do this at no charge. Finish your list and then we'll call him."
Katie and I cheered. I'd temporarily forgotten that Greg Landers, the Pixie's father, was a partner in a north shore law firm near where she'd grown up. He'd be perfect for advice to Katie. As we ate in the kitchen, occasionally playing with Ashley, we filled a couple of pages with questions and items we felt Katie should do or be aware of in separating and later divorcing Dan.
I did a rush job with Ashley after dinner, hurrying her through a bath and bedtime story. She seemed content with things and willingly went to bed.
We called Greg on the speakerphone in the kitchen and had a one hour conversation with him about Massachusetts divorce law and legal liability for debts and things like that. The action plan for Katie was quite clear and she promised that the very next morning she'd start to put things into action. Greg volunteered to post the right notices and assignments back in Massachusetts, as well as take the steps of extracting her from the relationship.
After we hung up we just sat and looked at each other in stunned silence for a couple of minutes. Katie finally broke the silence, "You know when you're standing up in front of a lot of people saying your wedding vows, a moment like this is the farthest thing from you mind. This still seems surreal to me, like a bad dream."
I went and put my hand on her shoulder as Mel reached across the table and held Katie's hand. Katie said, "I'm so glad I have you guys. You're going to keep me sane and healthy while I go through this."
One of Mel's Dad's recommendations was to have Dan pack the rest of Katie's belongings in her car and arrange to have someone drive it to her parent's home or wherever she wanted it if she couldn't do it herself. This required a call to Dan, not something that I thought Katie was up to. I took it upon myself to make a civil call to him and make the request.
I went off into the media room that doubled as my office to make the call. I took a deep breath and dialed the Boston number. A friendly female voice answered the phone and I asked for Dan, explaining I needed to talk to him. She didn't ask further questions but apparently carried the phone to him.
Dan seemed overly cordial when he learned who it was. I explained that I was calling on behalf of Katie with some simple requests about her stuff. I could tell he stiffened until I explained that she had come for a visit in Ohio and wanted to get her possessions out of his way, possibly to her parent's home or even with her while she visited. I was careful not to threaten, only to suggest areas where he could help us get all this 'unpleasantness' behind us. He seemed agreeable to what I suggested and we arranged a strategy for him to get her car filled with the right things and then drop the car off at Katie's parent's home, near Boston. Later we'd figure out how to get the car out to Ohio if that seemed the right thing to do.
I bid him a pleasant goodnight and hung up, relieved that the call had not degenerated into some kind of acrimonious communication. I went and told Katie and Mel; we were all relieved at the outcome of the call. We talked about what Katie wanted too.
My next call was to my fraternity on the Ohio State campus. Several requests and handoffs as I explained what I needed and I found a guy who was heading back to Boston the following weekend to see his girlfriend. He jumped at the opportunity to fly one-way at our expense if he'd drive her car back to Columbus. We got into the details of the arrangement and on my next call I made his flight reservations.
Katie called her mother and had a long talk with her. I listened to enough of the conversation to learn the separation was not a surprise to her mother, only the suddenness with which it had occurred. Her mother seemed glad to hear that she'd sought solace with close friends in Ohio. As they talked about Dan, the car, and her possessions, I gather she promised to call when the car had arrived. I left and went back to the kitchen so Katie had some privacy to talk to her family.



Mel came and gave me a hug. "Thank you for doing this for Katie. These are acts of service that show you love both of us. I'm sorry I thrust all this you so suddenly. Let me know if it becomes too much."
"You're kidding, right?" I retorted. "I love you, my pregnant darling. You get sore and uncomfortable when I make love to you. So what do you do? You find a gorgeous, sexy playmate to join us for a while that I make love to, and if I read the sign language around dinner, I'll make love to again tonight. I don't see a whole lot to be sorry for in this situation." I grinned at Mel as she stood beside me and I stroked her inner thigh, right up to her near naked pussy.
Mel closed her eyes as I stroked, our conversation apparently forgotten. "Will you make me cum? You know, with your mouth?"
"Your wish is my command," I said as I fumbled with the elasticized shorts Mel was wearing, pulling them down her shapely legs. "What about Katie?"
"Oh, yea. Let's go to the bedroom. She can join us. You two can make love, but only after you bring me off in your unique way." Her voice had that distracted and far away tone to it.
Mel stepped out of her shorts and waddled towards the master suite. We didn't say anything as we passed through; we just gestured to Katie to follow us towards the bedroom. She got the message right away and I could hear her start to wind down the telephone conversation.
The Pixie stripped away her clothing and shuffled on her back towards the middle of the bed. I lay my nude body down in from of her and started lapping all around her pubic area. Soon, I zeroed right in on her vagina and clitoris, alternating between gnawing, lapping, and driving my tongue into the areas that seemed to stimulate her most.
Much to my surprise, I felt someone nudge my body to roll onto my side. Katie wanted at my mid-section. As I moved slightly, still focusing on Mel, I felt Katie's long brunette trusses sweep across my side. She swung her head back and forth dragging her sexy locks over my body.
The locks of hair swung lower and then lower still. I turned partially and felt her hand wrap around my manhood, her tresses tight against me as she slowly stroked and swirled her hair in a way that drove me to great distraction. Finally, the tresses slithered away and a warm, loving mouth enveloped my steel hard rod. As Katie did this, I could also feel her hair and erect nipples occasionally rub against my thigh, a highly erotic feeling.
Katie then abandoned my prick for the same territory I'd been mining with my tongue. She said, "I haven't done this in years. In fact, Mel's been the only woman I've ever done this with. Let me try again. I think I might like it more now." She nudged me away from Mel's nether region, flipping her mane of hair over Mel's lower abdomen in a wanton gesture.
I watched as Katie's tongue tentatively reached out and licked Mel's labia. Even Mel thought the event was noteworthy, for we all heard a very audible groan of pleasure from her lips. "That is so hot -- what you're doing. I can't see it but I know it's you and I can feel it. Don't stop."
Katie slowly worked her way into deep penetration with her tongue and fancy sucking and licking with her lips around Mel's clit. I wondered briefly about the old adage I'd heard that a woman knows how to make love to another woman much better than a man. I watched one of Katie's fingers gently nudge into Mel's pussy and begin a slow in and out motion.
I slid away from Mel and pushed Katie's legs apart, burying my face in her pussy. I started with the same delicate moves I'd seen her bring to Mel, just using the tip of my tongue as it danced among the folds of skin and touched little key places of interest in the area. Gradually, I went deeper and harder and then I added my fingers.
I heard Mel whisper, "I'm cumming." Katie gasped, "Me too!" The two women came together, at least within seconds of each other. Katie hugged Mel's thighs as Mel ground her pussy into her friend's face. There followed a brief rest period as they enjoyed their after glows.
Mel then played instructor. "Doug, come up over Katie. Sink that beautiful cock of yours into her puss. Katie, lie back and enjoy Doug -- enjoy each other. Love each other." One of Mel's hands found her clit and she started to masturbate herself again, or at least maintain some level of arousal.
Katie did lie back and invited me into her love nest. I felt like I had a diamond tipped head on my cock that could cut steel by the time I moved to penetrate. I slid slowly into Katie, both of us enjoying the sensation of pleasure that intercourse provides during those first few seconds of coupling when lovers sense each other's warmth and penetration. Katie's pussy was sopping wet in anticipation; I thought her earlier orgasm might have left the area flooded with her ejaculate. When we kissed I could taste Mel on Katie's lips and I brought the taste of the two of them to our kisses.
I was reckless. I wanted her and I knew she wanted me. I'd wanted her every day since I met her years earlier. Katie was the woman of my fantasies. Every married man carries deep within him a fantasy to make love consistently to at least one other woman -- in love, in lust. This situation made that possible but in a strange way since my wife lay naked beside her and watched us with a look of happiness and contentment on her face.
I leaned in and suckled on one of Katie's breasts and then leaned across and suckled on one of Mel's. Both women held them for me, pushing them up to be fuller and more available. Katie joined me as we sucked on the breasts Mel offered us.
Our bodies moved together in a wonderful rhythm, moving faster and then slowing down; speeding up again -- slapping together, then stopping; squirming and circling so my rod touched places inside her she'd forgotten, then, as our peaks got nearer, we focused on just our linear drives into each other and our march towards the inevitable conclusion.
With a little conversation and at the Pixie's urgings, we came together. Katie came, her pussy clenching in spasms around my engorged and sensitive cock suddenly frozen in her. I was right on the edge. Her vaginal signals tripped my own climax that started deep within and brought forth surge after surge of fluid from my body into hers. We were frozen in time, our bodies arched into one another to maximize penetration and the proximity of my seed to her egg.
I brought more of my weight to Katie and her legs wrapped around me tighter as she pulled me to her and we kissed passionately.
"I love you," she told me. "I've loved you for all this time even though I haven't seen you."
"I love you," I whispered back to her as I kissed her. "Me too."
"And you, my darling;" I reached out and encouraged Mel to roll her body up tightly beside our coupled torsos. She came close and we kissed her, her baby bump pushing against us both.
As we lay and cuddled together, I thought of Joy, Mel's college roommate and then 'our' roommate during their undergraduate years, when we lived and loved together. We would often end up cuddled together like this in some pretzel of love that maximized skin contact and our ability to kiss and smooth one another.
I rolled so Katie was again between Mel and me. We smothered her with kisses and both of us were smoothing her body and polishing her excited breasts.
Mel asked in a throaty voice, "Now, isn't this better than being in Boston with Dan?"
After a long pause, Katie said, "Dan who?" She giggled.
We all burst out laughing. The healing was underway.
About A Year Later
As I walked in the door on a nice October afternoon, Katie had Catrice, our second daughter, in a baby backpack. She was trotting around the kitchen in a jerky galloping style to the great amusement of the ten month old who giggled with glee at the wild but very safe ride she was being given.
Katie pushed her body against me in a welcoming kiss, the kind you never get tired of as well as the kind that make you come back for more.
"Hi Lover," she whispered to me as she nibbled on my ear lobe. "Tough day at the office? How can I bring you some pleasure?" Now the last part of her question was pure sarcastic humor, the kind we bantered around all the time.
I whispered back in a soft romantic voice, also dripping with the same kind of sarcasm, "I need a wife or mistress that doesn't give me any lip."
We broke apart after a further peck on the lips and I kissed Catrice. Katie said, "Well, you're not likely to find either of those here." Ashley was seated in her high chair watching us very closely as she used both hands to push Cheerios into her mouth. I kissed her forehead too. She giggled.
"Where's Mel?" I asked.
"She had a meeting with Richard, the architect guy, at the new shopping mall. She should be home shortly. I worked at home all day but just got the kids from day care a half hour ago. Dinner's in the oven - meatloaf." I scanned the pile of mail sitting on the counter. She followed up, "Seriously though, can I get you a beer or glass of wine?"
"That'd be wonderful, Sweetheart. I want to change and wash up first, so no rush. I'll be right back for that -- and you." I gave her a wink and headed to our bedroom - the bedroom that Mel, Katie and I had shared since Katie's arrival a year or so earlier when she fled the disastrous end to her marriage. Mel had been very pregnant with Catrice at the time but that situation ended only a couple of months later. In the meantime, we forged a comfortable threesome.
The year had flown by. Our circle of friends accepted Katie with nary a blink. She became the pretty woman that lived with us and no one tried to make any more or less of it, although most knew we had a 'friends with benefits' living arrangement with Katie. Personally, I felt proud to be desired by two gorgeous women and they both told me I was 'their guy'.
Katie periodically wondered aloud to us if she was being a burden by staying. Mel and I loved having her with us and in private moments alone confirmed that Katie's presence made us happier and a more loving group.
Katie had been lucky enough to be able to bring her job as a web developer with her to Ohio, slowly phasing out of that work into a new venture with Mel. We got her a desk and more robust computer, and she set up shop in the guest room. Even though that room had a bed, it never got used; Katie slept with us every night.
Mel had shifted to part time work with SPT, the real estate company we worked for, just before Catrice's birth. She was their interior decorator and designer, landscape architect, marketing arm, and whatever else seemed needed. She took a few months off and during that time expanded an idea she had for another company. Thus, when the time came she'd just not returned to the SPT job on a full time basis, using the time to actually launch into the new business that included some private decorating clients.
As Mel worked on her interior designs, she'd constantly complained about the lack of a computer program that could do both CAD as well as the more artistic components of her work, including wall décor with perspectives, color and shadows properly taken into account. Katie expressed some interest in the area, and the two women had started Isis Design Computing or IDC. Together they were designing and building just the computer program Mel needed in her work. They'd done their due diligence and thought there was a world market for the software. According to them, version 1.0 of their application would come out of the office the two women shared in our house in a few days.
I lived with two very smart and innovative women. For me, this was heaven on earth; not only were their business savvy and entrepreneur skills top notch, they also loved each other and they both loved me - all in a very physical way -- my language of love. I returned the love to them in their language by spending quality time and giving them both words of encouragement and appreciation.
Katie and I had been enjoying our wine when Mel came in. She looked a little disheveled and I wondered what had caused the disarray of both clothing and makeup.
"Oh, wine!" she exclaimed as she eyed our drinks. "Exactly what I need." She came and took a sip of Katie's wine.
Katie said, "Let's take a moment and get you relaxed. Come with me." She led Mel out of the kitchen, and I heard several girlish giggles from down the hall as they headed towards the master suite. I poured Mel a glass of wine and checked on the dinner Katie had started.
When Mel and Katie came back in the kitchen, Mel had washed up and looked more like her trim and carefully coiffured self. She'd put on shorts and a scoop neck top. I marveled at her body, acknowledging inwardly that I never got tired of looking at her pert figure.
We did our normal 'How'd your day go?" discussion, the three of us swapping stories and adventures we'd found in our worlds. I became aware that my antenna was up; something was amiss. Mel was holding something back in our discussion. I didn't call her on it, but I found myself looking for messages between the lines -- the unsaid amidst the said.
The three of us polished off the meatloaf and another bottle of wine. I cleared the dishes and whipped through the pots and pans, feeling mellow from the wine we'd consumed. Katie and Mel sat at the kitchen table talking about their software program and marketing campaign.
When I was through, I joined them, sliding into the cushioned bench seat that formed a side of the breakfast nook. Their discussion about their company continued for another couple of minutes; I just listened with interest and sipped the last of my wine.
Mel then announced to the two of us, "I had a little adventure today that I haven't shared with you yet." She looked to the two of us for permission to continue; we both nodded.
"I had a slightly romantic encounter with Richard today," Mel said with a touch of enthusiasm in her voice. "We've worked together for over a year now and I guess we've always known there was some chemistry, but neither of us ever did anything about it until this afternoon."
"Go on," I said slowly, trying to reserve judgment until the full story was on the table.
Mel continued, "We've always flirted; you know touching one another in an almost inappropriate way, or looking deep into each other's eyes. We've both felt it. You guys have felt it with other people too, I know."
"Anyway, today, we had to work at his office shoulder to shoulder a lot, going over plans and the interior designs for the west side of the mall. We started our rubbing and touching, but to tell you the truth, it was a little more intense than in the past. We both were clearly enjoying the teasing and closeness between us. He even massaged my back at one point, as I made changes to some plans on one of his computers, his hands venturing closer and closer to my tits. Well, the next thing I knew we were kissing and then I invited him to fondle my bare breasts. I know how much that turns you guys on and he was no exception."
Mel's voice exhibited an excitement and enthusiasm. I could tell she'd certainly enjoyed herself in the encounter she was describing. I could also tell she felt comfortable enough with the two of us to 'tell all.'
"Did it go further?" I asked in a neutral voice.
"No. No, definitely not. We made out for about half an hour and he mostly made love to my chest. He loves my puppies." She nodded toward her chest. "When he started to go 'south,' I suggested we keep our activities in the 'north' today." She turned to me and said, "I didn't feel we'd talked about involving anyone further in our relationship." Almost as an after though, she turned to Katie and added, "And I mean the three of us."
I suppose there was an open question on the table about Mel continuing in some way with Richard. I found myself surprised by my hostile reaction to the idea. I tried to test whether it was jealousy or some baser emotion.
A long silence occurred while the three of us looked back and forth between each other. I sipped my wine, really just something to do while I thought about what Mel had just told us. Katie sipped her wine too, also in a pensive mood. Mel slid into the breakfast nook bench seat next to me and held my hand. I pulled away, thus showing my displeasure with her action. The move was obvious to Katie.
I had two very conflicting emotions: one, I felt distressed and possessive, yet at the same time I felt a surge of horniness. I couldn't feel jealous; Mel would have never married me if I exhibited that raw emotion. We'd agreed back when we first started going together in college that her ability to see other guys -- other people -- on any basis she chose, was a core value of hers that could not be negotiated away. I accepted that and in fact had been the beneficiary of her philosophy several times in our relationship when Joy and more recently Katie joined our relationship for extended stays.
Katie asked Mel, "Do you want to sleep with him? Make love?"
Mel answered carefully, apparently and visibly weighing my hostile reaction. She thoughtfully and truthfully said, "I'll have to think about it. I've known and liked Richard for a long time. We have good chemistry. We have fun and work well together. While I know it might appear a frivolous diversion, it's not, and I'm sure he feels the same way." She paused and added, "And there's no feeling I have about wanting to replace the relationship I have with Doug -- or with you. It's just that I like the excitement of the shift in my relationship grid; some book I read called it a surge of new relationship energy."
"Will you screw up your work relationship?" I asked in an obviously peeved voice. My tone surprised even me.
"I don't think so. He's an older guy and mature about relationships and such. I'm sure he'd keep it in perspective. I know I could."
I said bluntly, "You're selling yourself on the idea. I've got really mixed feelings about this. I'm not sure I can even articulate all of them right now."
"Me too," Katie added quietly. More pensively, she added, "I'm not afraid to admit I'm sort of possessive of our relationship. I'm honored that the two of you integrated me your lives when I needed you, and even though it's always been fun, it's taken me a while to get where we are. I'm gotten accustomed to this being just us -- the three of us. For me, it'd feel kinda weird if there was a fourth person off to the side."
I nodded in agreement with Katie and added to Mel, "Think about it. I'd feel strange being married to you but left at home with Katie while you carouse with Richard. I love Katie, but that'd be bizarre -- your going off with Richard every now and then." Unthinkingly, I added, "I mean Katie will leave someday and we're still a unit of some kind." I was making the moment as uncomfortable for Mel as I could. I wanted to see her squirm because of her insensitivity.
Katie jumped in, "You know the only time we make love -- I mean have sex - is when it's the three of us. Doug and I have never had sex without you Mel -- well, except for making out a little and I think I gave him a blowjob one time." She flashed me a sexy grin obviously trying to defuse the tension between us.
I would have grinned back but Mel and her proposal bothered me. Again I directed a comment at Mel, "I know you say you need the outside contact -- even validation, from others. Isn't there a way you could do this without taking it all the way into the bedroom?"
Mel sat there looking between Katie and me, nursing the last of her glass of red wine. If I read her correctly, she was surprised at my reaction -- our reactions. She got up and paced slowly around the kitchen, forming her thoughts. Finally she asked, "Can we all just think about this some more and talk tomorrow or on the weekend? I want to think about it too. I want acceptance from you, even some enthusiasm for finding some new pleasure in my life. I'd even share him with you both; I think he'd be open to that."



I scowled at her comment, my ego obviously in play and working at frustrating her idea.
She paused and added, "You both know I'm this non-conformist." She turned to me in apparent irritation, "You even knew all the years we dated that I'd go off and see other guys. I don't want to be tied down this way -- even now. I'm not sure what that means, but we've talked about this before."
I said curtly, "Yes. Yes we did; and now I'm feeling the difference between theory and practice." I paused and added, "I'll think about it too. I'll see if I can find some other mindset that I feel comfortable with." I looked to Katie.
Katie had a scowl of unhappiness on her face. She said softly, "Me too. Will you be seeing Richard again?"
"Yea," Mel said with some level of resignation, "tomorrow, but we'll be at the mall construction site. I'll keep things tame just to please you guys."
Mel came over beside me again and took my face in her hands and kissed me on the lips. "I do love you, even though I have all these other urges that I seem to have to follow. Thanks for at least considering all this." She reached across and stroked Katie's face as well. I responded coldly to Mel's advance.
The matter was on the table but no further discussion took place that night, at least with Mel.
I announced I intended to take a walk to 'clear my head' about an hour before our regular bedtime. Before the words were out of my mouth, Katie said, "Me too!" with such finality that I could see it shut Mel out from joining us. Normally, we would have put an end to such friction as it happened, but I let it slide by. After all, I was one of the aggrieved parties. We quickly left the house, leaving Mel reading in the living room. In hindsight, I think Mel wanted to give us the space to talk together about her proposal.
Katie and I held hands as we walked down the driveway and headed north for a clockwise walk around the block. We were silent for a long time, both of us thinking about 'things'.
She finally said to me, "Doug, I love you too. And I've made a decision tonight that will affect all of us."
I looked at Katie's sweet face in the heavy shadows of the night, a streetlight casting the only light towards us.
"I'm going to leave and get back to my own life," Katie announced to me. "I haven't told Mel but I've been thinking again about it for a few weeks. This situation that Mel brought home tonight has been a catalyst for me making that break sooner than later."
"Oh, Katie, are you sure? We both love having you here," I pleaded. Inside, my heart started to ache in a very physical and strange way. I suddenly felt all empty inside and like the world was sliding away from me and I couldn't get it back. First, Mel and now Katie were upsetting my life.
"Yes," she said slowly. "Tonight, after Mel said she wanted to spend some intimate time with Richard I wondered if my presence might have something to do with that; you know, that you split your time and attention between the two of us and she's consequently feeling the need for some 'outside' attention."
"I know she'd say 'No' to that and I do too," I tossed in as I put my arm around her. She pulled into me. We stopped and kissed. I added, "This is just Mel trying to be the non-conformist she likes to be, particularly in her relationships."
"There's more to my decision," Katie said. "I think I need a more traditional relationship; you know, just two people being intimate -- I guess, not three. I'm past needing to be married, but I think I want to shift back. I could do that very easily with you -- very easily, but if I pushed you to run away with me and leave Mel, I'd be the home wrecker and I couldn't do that -- even with Mel living out all these ideas about unconventional relationships. I'd never forgive myself."
"You tempt me," I said wondering where I'd take the conversation if Katie took my comment as something other than an ego booster. I hugged her to me.
She went on, "If I leave soon, it'll un-complicate the thinking you need to do about Mel and Richard -- for her too. If Mel thinks you have my warm body at home, it changes her thinking. If she realizes that her attraction to Richard might come at the expense of time with you, she might change her priorities."
I said firmly, "Now, I can guarantee that Mel doesn't think that way. She just wants to be with Richard -- to have an intimate relationship with him. It's the way she is -- the rebel. Both of us agree that we can love more than one person, and we've done it before and now are doing it with you."
I paused, stopping our walk and turning into her. "Please reconsider and don't leave us. You make my heart ache at the idea. I'm on the edge of being teary. I need you in my life and I know Mel does too."
"Doug, I want to have kids and a more traditional family -- what you and Mel had before I arrived a year ago. This has been a fantastic year that I shall cherish and remember with joy, excitement, and fondness forever. But I think I shall ever regret if I don't end it and move on."
"I volunteer to be the father," I told her, trying to make light of the moment, yet inside my emotions were starting to overtake my control. I ignored the last part of her comment.
"I know," Katie said. "I've even thought about that and haven't even ruled that possibility out yet. That said, my leanings are to go back to Boston and restart. My parents are there and can help me get right back into things without a hassle." Katie's resolve softened and she sniffled back a tear.
I stopped walking again and pulled Katie into an embrace. Tears had welled up in my eyes on and off over the past couple of minutes over my colossal sadness about her departure; now they returned and started to stream down my face. I choked out a sob and held her closer. I felt grief at the imminent loss of a loved one and recalled the same sad emotions when Joy had left. We stood in the middle of the street and cried into each other, both anticipating the separation and loss we'd feel for months after she left.
I asked through my unrestrained sobs, "You're sure?"
Katie just nodded her head against my chest, unable to speak.
We cried together for many minutes, feeling the hurt of the changes we both knew would eventually come. Finally, we heard a car coming so we turned and started walking again, this time just holding hands. The car passed and was long gone, and the two of us just let the momentum carry us back to the house. We didn't speak another word that night except to pause outside the house and say, "I love you" to each other.
I zoned out in my den staring at the TV as an old movie played, leaving Mel and Katie to whatever discussions happened to come up. I eventually fell into some kind of exhausted sleep in my chair, full of emotions that I seemed unable to cope with while conscious.
I awoke very early with the TV still on and with a hollow feeling deep within. I decided to go to work. I took my shower and re-dressed using the guest bathroom, trying to avoid waking Mel and Katie who both slept together on either side of the large bed when I peeked in.
I kissed Mel on the side of her head and she mumbled something unintelligible. I went around the bed and kissed Katie too. She woke up and looked at me. She sat up, the sheet falling from her naked form. She held her arms open to me and we hugged and kissed. I felt passion from her but also the closing of a chapter. We ended with a tender kiss. Katie looked at me with big doe eyes and then pushed me towards the door. As I pulled away I could see the tears streaming down her face again.
Katie was gone when I got home that night.
*
Much to my surprise Mel was more broken up by Katie's leaving than I was. She'd break into tears and blamed herself for the breakup, however, we both avoided a long discussion about her leaving or placing any blame. That first week, we proved to be each other's rocks. I steered the conversations to the fun times we had while Katie was with us, and reflected back even further for the first time in years on the fond memories we had of Joy when the three of us lived together down by the University.
A couple of months just slipped by. The sadness Mel and I felt with Katie's departure gradually healed leaving us with both happy memories of our year together and a melancholy feeling about her departure. We'd helped her heal, removing the pain of her shattered marriage with our own love. Love is often a bittersweet experience and our relation with Katie was no exception: sweetness for all the time we had together, the shared experiences and passionate love making, and the joyful memories; and sadness about her return to a traditional life style back in her hometown.
Mel said that Katie had made her promise not to telephone or try to contact her. "I'll need my space and time to create a new life," she'd told her. Mel had promised for both of us and we honored her request.
Mel's idea of a liaison with Richard didn't come up at all after that night in October. I didn't think Mel would have her fling without talking further about it. One cool night as we sat in the spa, I finally broached the question with her.
"Mel, what ever happened to your idea of you and Richard getting together? You've been very quiet about it since Katie left." I paused and added, "I'm not promoting anything except the subject was so controversial and then evaporated when Katie left."
Mel slid across the hot tub into my arms, "Well, truth be told, I haven't lost interest in the idea. I just put the whole idea on ice while we got over Katie leaving. Moreover, I wanted you to get used to the idea that I still want to have 'outside' friends."
I said, "I have mellowed a bit about the idea, but give me a little longer. Is he cool waiting for you?"
Mel told me, "I just said I wasn't ready to go any further. He accepted that. It's a 'nice to have' for him too; he's married and has close to the same kind of relationship with his wife that we have."
I wasn't surprised at Mel's continued interest but let the obvious questions and opportunities implied by her statement pass by for the moment. I really did want more time to get my head around what a relationship with another male or couple would be like and how that would be different from involving women like Joy or Katie in our lives.
To be continued...
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Two Weeks Later
The Pixie and I had always had a great sex life. For almost half the time we'd gone together or been married, another woman had been involved. Nonetheless, we often looked for ways to spice up our sex life. Heck, even theJoy of Sex, the book Mel had me read in great detail early in our relationship, recommended using sexy stories or movies to spice up the sexual side of a relationship.
Thus, we had a small collection of DVDs, a pile of Penthouse Letters and a few books that we periodically watched or read to each other on one of our 'spice it up' nights.
Towards this end, I stopped at the Triple-X Adult Film and Bookstore on the way home one night to pick up something to add to our collection. After ten minutes in the store I settled on a special two DVD set. The accompanying display and flyer promoting the set extolled their virtues, alluding to their possible showing – in less graphic versions – at the Sundance Film Festival. One DVD was calledLove Comes Twice and the other was calledTrial and Error. Supposedly, they were the hottest things on the market.
Our two daughters got special stories from Dad that night after Mel had bathed them and also read a story to the two of them. I'm not sure the one year old understood the story but she loved the attention. We did prayers, drinks of water, brushed our teeth again, and had one more potty stop and diaper change, all in the name of extending bedtime. Finally, they were abed and sound asleep.
Mel and I grinned at each other and crept off to our bedroom suite, both eager for some time alone and some sexual entertainment as well. We both took a quick shower together and after drying off I opened up theLove Comes Twice DVD and set up the DVD to play on the flat screen TV we'd just added in the bedroom.
I went and stretched out on the bed, the controller for the DVD player beside me.
Mel came into the bedroom wearing some strappy black four-inch heels, the kind that turn me on whenever I see her in them. We both call them her 'fuck me' shoes, often because I end up fucking her soon after I see her wearing them. Did I mention she was nude, except for a black-ribboned choker that set off her blond hair rather nicely?
She thrust her breasts out at me, eyed my rising cock, and walked to the bed with a very sexy waggle of her hips. She reached out and grabbed my rod; "What do we have here? Why it seems to be swelling. Was it something I did? Something I'm wearing?"
I started to sit up but Mel pushed me back down against the pillow. "Turn on the DVD. I'm going to be busy down here for a couple of minutes." With that she lowered her head to my tumescent penis and lapped up one side and down the other.
I turned on the DVD and in a slight daze alternated my focus between watching the Pixie fellate me and the TV screen as the opening credits flowed by on the screen and the opening music played.
The Pixie had me completely down her throat and was milking me with her tongue, a move so advanced even theJoy of Sex didn't mention it.
On the television screen, the DVD showed a couple meeting outside a Starbucks coffee shop and talking. I didn't pay too much attention, but then they were kissing and I watched his hand brush along the backside of the actress whose face I'd missed seeing in an earlier scene. He gestured towards his car, and in the next shot the two of them drove away.
My attention shifted back to Mel. She moved up on the bed so I could reach her pussy with one arm extended as she continued to work her oral magic on my cock.
Then my attention shifted back to the television and the DVD and I did a double take – a triple take. I couldn't believe me eyes. There was ... "HOLY SHIT!" I exclaimed as I sat upright. There was my SISTER fucking some guy in the porno film I bought that afternoon – the guy was not Carl, my sister's husband.
"MEL," I exclaimed loudly as she turned to follow my gaze at the TV screen. "Shit, Mel. LOOK! It's Kara." I pointed at the television screen.
By now the Pixie had totally abandoned my cock to see what was bothering me. She turned and looked at the TV screen. "It sure looks like her. What a coincidence."
"No, no, it is her," I insisted. "See, she even has the beauty mark on the side of her neck. That's Kara."
By now I was sitting up watching the fuck scene unfold on the DVD. My beautiful sister was getting ploughed thoroughly in a number of different positions as she and an equally handsome guy rolled around a bed and pledged their love to each other. They both seemed to enjoy their antics.
Mel watched the DVD with me, but kept one hand stroking my erection. The scene on the TV got hotter and hotter and I realized I'd become even more turned on watching my sister's sex act on the screen.
Mel noticed too, "You're getting all turned on watching your sister, aren't you? Look at you, all full and stiff; you're very fuckable, you know." She deep throated me a couple of times, then did a little sexy hum as she showed me a strand of mixed spittle and my pre-cum between my cock and her mouth just as she captured the unusual link with one finger and lapped at it.
"LOOK THERE'S CARL!" I exclaimed a few minutes later with a shout. Kara's husband appeared on the DVD, romancing a pretty brunette outside of a mall. The two of them soon were in a living room setting proving their love to one another with foreplay techniques that only experts can appreciate; and not long after, Carl's long prick foraged around in the brunette's pussy as the two drove to an explosive climax.
Mel was now captivated by her brother-in-law's 'equipment', as she called it. "I never knew Carl was so well endowed. Next time we see them I definitely want to try that out." She moved around in what we called the reverse-cowgirl position and planted her hot pussy on my cock, slowly sliding down my rigid rod. Given my angle across the bed, we could both watch the TV yet Mel could ride my cock.
I lost the thread of the plot in the movie for a minute as I came deep in Mel's pussy. I would have normally deflated, but then my sister Kara reappeared on the TV screen making love to another woman, a beautiful lithe blond. The Sapphic interlude lasted a few minutes before Carl and a third guy appeared, surprising the women and joining in the fun. Then another couple arrived and joined the sexual fray, the three couples freely exchanging sexual gifts with one another.
I started to fuck Mel again, my penis apparently experiencing some nearly instantaneous recovery from my last orgasm. She moaned in pleasure as I restarted my upward thrusts into her small body.
Mel turned around and rolled to her side. "Come behind me and fuck me, hard. This movie has me so turned on. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
I rolled into Mel, slamming my cock into her pussy as I glanced up at yet another sex scene with my sister on the television screen. My hips became a blur as I imagined myself fucking Kara, her loving arms wrapped around me, her legs holding me to her body, our chests barely touching so I could just feel her nipples as they dragged across my pecs, and our abdomens pushing into each other. It wasn't that I didn't love the Pixie; this was all just different – a whole new way of thinking had come over me.
I exploded again in another orgasm, jetting a copious amount of semen into the Pixie's pussy. Mel came too.
We lay there exhausted as the closing credits for the DVD rolled across the screen. The DVD ended and the main menu appeared with a light classical music piece accompanying the credits. Mel and I slowly stopped gasping for breath.
"That is one hot movie," Mel exclaimed as I rolled from her body, my moist cock carrying some of our fluids as I pulled out of her body.
"I can't believe my sister did that. I feel I should do something but I don't know what," I stated.
Mel said, "Well, for one, you can re-start the DVD. I want to watch it again ... and again ... and again." She laughed with a sense of sexual glee. I found the remote control for the DVD player and started the movie anew.
"How'd you happen to buy this?" Mel asked. "I take it you didn't know this had your sister in it?" She laughed again at my obvious mixed emotions at discovering Kara's appearance in the film.
I explained about my stop at the Triple-X Adult Film store on the way home and the special display promoting the two DVDs. Was I actually blushing in front of the Pixie?
Mel said, "I won't last through this and another DVD tonight. Let's save the other one for tomorrow night." I agreed yet already felt an impatient urge to see it – to see my sister doing pornographic acts while I came, imagining myself deep in her pussy.
Mel read my mind. "This is the start of the scene where Kara makes love with that hunky dark haired guy." From her position nestled in my arms she pointed at the TV. I watched, verifying yet again that this was my sister. Her mannerisms, tone of voice, gestures, and laughs in the film, all proved beyond a shadow of doubt that my sister was a porn queen – and a very good one. The movie held my interest on many levels, but primarily because I really wanted to fuck my sister – a realization I'd never faced until that night.
The Pixie laid beside me stroking my flaccid cock as she watched the film again, her magnificent breasts pushing into the side of my chest. I reached around and stroked one breast, bringing the nipple back to an excited state. Much to my surprise I hardened again, particularly as the love scene between Kara and one of her co-stars splashed across the screen.
Mel rolled in front of me and indicated that I should penetrate her from the back so we could again both watch the movie but continue having intercourse at the same time. We coupled up and I started a slow oscillation in and out of the Pixie's pussy.
When the group scene with three couples appeared on the TV screen I found I focused on Kara – my sister. I watched her receptivity to each of the men in the film, including Carl, her husband. For me, the camera almost focused on her to the exclusion of the other actors.
And then, with a little warning to Mel, we came again, our synchronized orgasms ripping through our bodies. As my ecstasy faded so did the film.
"Just stay in my pussy," Mel told me softly. "Sweet dreams." She took the remote and the TV went dark. I closed my eyes and drifted into dreamland, appreciating the warm pulpit my cock was buried in. I had very sexual dreams that night. Not surprisingly, Kara played a major role in them. Mel was there too. I even imagined her with Carl at one point, finding pleasure in watching her with another man – even though it was my brother-in-law – especially because it was my brother-in-law.
*
I didn't want to leave my heavenly and sexual dream state in the morning. My alarm clock went off and I kept hitting the snooze button and trying to return to the place I'd been before I'd been so rudely interrupted from my sleep. I couldn't; so I eventually got up and joined Mel in getting the kids ready for daycare.
As we puttered around the kitchen, Mel said to me with a smile, "You were really turned on last night. Seeing Kara like that lit your fires in a way I haven't seen for quite a while."
I nodded sheepishly, feeling somewhat embarrassed by the incestuous feelings that had emerged as a result of the DVD and our sex play. "How'd you know?" I tossed out.
Mel came close to me so our daughters couldn't hear her remarks and whispered, "Besides the fact that we made love three times, you called me Kara about five times while we fucked and watched the movie." She gave me her most lecherous grin over her shoulder as she walked away.
I had a hard time focusing on my work the rest of the day. Visions of Kara lying prone with my cock driving into her pussy kept flashing before my eyes, or there was the group scene with the three couples where different men kept approaching Kara and pushing into her willing body. In my daydream, I was one of the guys.
In a more rational moment, I reflected on the entire film and Kara's performance. I realized I hadn't paid enough attention to the plot, but from what I could remember I liked it – a lot. Kara appeared to be a skilled actress, her natural talent coming through the various scenes. Moreover, Kara liked what she was doing in the film – the acting, the genuineness of her responses, and the sex; she liked it all.
I was horny again by the time I got home. While this was not an unusual occurrence, the level of my ardor that day surprised even me.
Mel was feeding both kids in the kitchen when I walked in. I swept Mel off her feet with a shower of kisses, much to the amusement of our daughters Ashley and Catrice. Ignoring the food clinging to their bibs I then picked each daughter up and whirled them around the room, giving them kisses as well. Gales of laughter echoed around the house, as I loved them.
"You're a great daddy," Mel told me as she flowed back into my arms. "Thank you for all your love for us." We kissed some more; both kids looked interested in what we were doing.
As we parted, Mel asked me with a laugh, "Did you think about anything other than your sister all day?"
I retorted, "Good question. Yea, at least for a few minutes – like between 12:47 and 12:48. Other than that, my mind was consumed with you know what."
"Well, the movies are playing again tonight," Mel said with a mischievous tone to her voice. "Perhaps you'll like the second film even better than the first."
The second film was better than the first – at least in my opinion. Kara, my sister, again had a starring role inTrial and Error, apparently the second film she'd made. Mel and I watched the film similarly to how we'd viewed the first film the night before: amidst our own sexual activities and orgasms.
The next morning as we got ready to go to work and drop the kids off at daycare, Mel said to me, "I think you should visit Carl and Kara down in Texas this weekend and see what they're doing? It's not that I mind, but there's a whole side to your sister and brother-in-law that you don't know about and should."
I acknowledged, "You're right. I'll see what I can arrange. You don't mind being alone for a few days?"
"No," Mel said. "I've got to spend all day Saturday working for a new client – sort of important. I've already arranged childcare. I'm working on the presentation in the morning and seeing this new couple that afternoon – a new wing to their home. I do want to know what you find out though – and as soon as you have anything to report. I'm not sure I've ever been more curious about anything in my life."
The next day, I made arrangements to visit a construction company the following Monday near where Kara and Carl lived, ostensibly to place a large order with them and see how they did quality control on some of their doors and windows. I also arranged my flights for Friday and Monday. Armed with that excuse, I called Kara and announced that I wanted to spend the weekend with her and Carl. I was sort of rude and didn't give her a chance to say she was busy with anything, I just told her when I'd be arriving the next day, on Friday, and leaving on Monday. Kara actually seemed glad to hear from me and said they'd look forward to my visit.
*
I got to Kara and Carl's house about four o'clock Friday afternoon. I wanted to just burst in the front door and ask about the porn films I'd discovered a few days prior that featured the two of them. Instead, however, I bit my tongue and waited for an opportune moment.
The day was hot, certainly compared to Columbus. Carl suggested I put on shorts and that we sit beside the pool and talk before cooking up a few things for dinner on the grill. After I changed I walked around the house, taking the long way out to the patio deck. There were the sofa and artwork that I'd seen in one of the DVDs; then I noticed the lamps and the coffee table too. All had been part of the staging in the films.
I joined Carl on the deck and he thrust a cold beer into my hands. We talked about the weather, how long it had been since I'd seen them, Carl's search for a job to replace the one he'd lost many months earlier, and my work as property manager for several dozen properties owned by the real estate investment company I worked for.
Kara came and joined us, also enjoying a late-afternoon ale. Mostly she just listened as Carl and I got reacquainted, occasionally asking a question about my job or volunteering some piece of information about what they'd been up to, including her loss of employment.
I looked for an opening to spring my surprise question to them. After we'd talked for over half an hour, it finally came when there was a lull in the conversation. I looked at the two of them, signaling that I was about to speak and then I sprung the question on them.
"So how is the porn business?"
Carl didn't bat an eye except to look at my sister to see how she wanted to play this. Kara looked puzzled and for a moment I thought perhaps I'd made a colossal mistake. She asked flatly, "Excuse me, would you care to explain that question?"
I explained, almost rationally but ready to burst apart into a million little pieces, "So Tuesday, I stop by our Triple-X Adult Film and Book Store on the way home from work and I'm browsing the store for a good film or two and I see this special display for two films by the same outfit. One film is calledLove Comes Twice and the otherTrial and Error."
Carl nodded in acknowledgement of what I was telling.
I kept looking between the two of them and continued, "Now it's odd that they promote one porn film versus another because there is such a wide variety in the kinky tastes of the American public, so the display really caught my attention. Anyway, I ended up buying the two-video package. I remember the display had lots of rave reviews about the videos. I figured how could you miss with reviews and PR like that."
"So Melissa and I loved up the kids, read them stories and tucked them in bed. Now we had the whole evening to ourselves. We figure we'll make love and watch one of the videos I'd just bought and fool around. I pop one of the DVDs into the player and turn it on as we start to get into our ... errr ... lovemaking."
"I'm splitting my attention between what Mel is doing to me and what is happening on the TV screen, AND THERE IS MY SISTER GETTING FUCKED BY SOME GUY THAT'S NOT CARL."
Kara calmly said, "Oh, you must have been watchingLove Comes Twice to get to a love scene so early in the video."
Carl struggled to hold back a laugh and let out a snort. At least they saw some humor in my unease.
"So WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" I asked, my voice resounding around the patio.
Carl answered calmly now deciding to come to my aide, "We are making adult films, and I might add that we are very good at it."
I made a couple of snide comments about what being 'good' consisted of, but Carl brushed them aside.
Finally Carl turned square on to me and spoke, "Doug, we told you a little white lie a few minutes ago. We said we were still looking for a job when, in fact, we stopped several months back. We have our own company producing adult films. There's good money in this – very good."
I must have looked skeptical because he clarified his last remark for me.



"Doug, by 'good money' I mean that so far this year we've already cleared over a million dollars – after taxes."
I was speechless. I started to sputter as I said, "You're kidding, right?"
"Nope," Carl said. "To be more exact, so far this year our little film company has made almost three million dollars on those two films and off an advance to put both films into 'R' rated versions. We will most likely have both versions of those videos featured at the Sundance Film Festival in Park City, Utah in January. Being selected means the films will get another jolt of earnings and it paves the way for our future films to be welcomed in more respectable cinematic circles."
I asked numbly, "Where's the other two million?"
Kara gestured to the homes on either side of us and said, "Our partners live next door to us. We are all in this together. If you watched both films you saw everybody in the company at one time or another."
"I'll say I saw everybody," I said, leaning forward again. "I saw all there is to see about everybody too." I started to sputter again, so I shut up.
Kara jumped in and asked me, "So did you watch the two films? What did you think of them?"
I took a big breath and said, "After I got over the shock that my sister was getting fucked on a porno flick, Melissa and I paid more attention. We paid more attention the second time through too ... and the third ... and the fourth. I just couldn't believe it was you."
I looked at Carl and said, "I guess I can say this in front of you given your new profession, and don't take offense, but I got the biggest hard-on I've ever had watching that film. Hell, even as we kept watching Mel and I made love three times that first night; it was some of the hottest sex we've ever had."
Kara smiled warmly and nodded, encouraging me to go on.
"Anyway after we watched it all the way through the first time Mel says, 'put it on again.' So I restart the DVD and I get another hard-on immediately. This is historic. We maneuver so we can both watch the TV and see it again, this time paying even more attention even though we're fucking like rabbits." I looked at both of them and added, "I figure I can use this language around you guys and you won't be offended."
Carl smiled and said, "Go on."
"So we watch the entire film again as we slow fuck right to the end and then we have another round of fireworks together - very nice climaxes. So, yes, I loved your video. But I don't like my sister being in it. What were you thinking?"
"Would you have gotten so hard and paid so much attention to the film if it hadn't been your sister," Kara asked, ignoring my question.
I felt myself blush. "Kara. I love you and I always have, but for the first time in my life you made me see you as a desirable woman and not as my sister. Every time I've watched those films – and I should tell you we've watched one or the other of them at least twice every night since I bought them - I've wanted to make love to you."
"Then why don't you?" Carl suggested in a matter of fact manner. When I looked at him, I could tell he was serious and that his suggestion was genuine.
I sat back like I'd been hit in the chest again. I sputtered, "You ... you ... you ... you mean ... you mean you'd ...I'd ... she'd ..." I couldn't put the whole thought together in one sentence. A long silence ensued. My brain had finally fried all its circuits. Kara went and got us some more beers and some cheese and crackers. I found myself staring at the water in the pool with random sexual thoughts just rushing through my head. Carl and Kara seemed content with the silence between us all.
Suddenly, I heard Kara say, "Oh, look here's Ally."
I turned and a beautiful buxom young woman in her mid-twenties came strolling across the backyard from the equally large house next door.
Kara introduced Ally to me with some words about her assisting on this or that video, and emphasizing that she was now directing the current film they were doing – another film calledLove Strokes. I recognized her immediately. Without thinking, I blurted out, "Oh yes. You were inTrial and Error – towards the end. You fucked Carl and ... and you made love with Kara." The words were out before I realized how inappropriate they probably were.
Ally said, "Right," with a smile and apparent appreciation for my recognition of her role in the video. She delivered passionate kisses to Kara and Carl, then came over to me, pulled me up to a standing position, and proceeded to kiss me passionately, her tongue even darting into my mouth just before we broke our kiss. She said, "If you're Kara's brother, you deserve a big kiss too." She pasted herself against me and we kissed again; this time I got into it.
Ally said to me, "You kiss nice. Maybe later we'll do it again." She pulled up a chair between Carl and me and joined our circle.
I blubbered out something about my kisses being limited to Melissa these days, really a throwaway comment I didn't expect anyone to pay attention to.
Kara quietly said to me, "You can kiss me that way if you want to." She reached over and squeezed my hand. My brain went into fry-mode again. My sister actually wanted to have a sensual kiss with me.
I sat numbly watching Carl and Ally talking about shooting schedules and holding hands. There was a comfortable air about their being together that I just sort of appreciated for what it was. I felt I should be having some profound thoughts, but for the life of me I couldn't figure out what to think about.
Kara pulled her chair closer to me and took my hands in hers. "Doug, you should know some things about us that might make you feel better about all this." She explained about the loving relationships they'd formed across the three families and with Ally, as well as how they got started doing the films almost by accident when four of them were out of jobs, money and hope. I learned that Ally lived with Kara and Carl most of the time. I also got a dose of the group's philosophy about love and relationships. Not surprisingly, they were close to what Mel and I espoused.
Kara said, "It's important that you know that we all love each other. We are not only best friends in every nuance of the word; we are also each other's lovers and confidants. We are also each other's business partners and spiritual advisors. Our lives are inextricably intertwined with each other in every way and on every level you can think of. This is not a swing club or a group grope that we get off on now and again. We are as serious about our relationships as you are about yours and Melissa's. We work at them every day and in every way we can think of."
I asked in a quiet voice of understanding, "So you almost have a group marriage here?"
"Yes," Kara answered. "One where we believe you can love more than one person and that Love is in such short supply around the world that we should share it."
"I know 'Unconditional Love' was the underlying themes in the two films," I said. "See I did do more than just get my rocks off watching them. I got the not so hidden messages in them." I paused and asked, "So you don't care if Ally goes off with Carl?"
"Oh, I care a lot," Kara explained with a smile. "I hope they can find the kind of place they'd like to make love – the ambience. I hope that if they want friends to join them that the others find them at just the right time and in the right way to please them. I hope they have a sensual experience that brings them to new and higher levels of understanding about themselves and each other. I hope their orgasms are mind-blowing and memorable. Yes, I care a great deal. I want them to be happy. In return I know they think of me in the same way."
After a pause, Kara asked me, "What kind of a relationship do you have with Melissa? How would you feel if she had an intimate relationship with someone she cared about? What would she say if you had a relationship with one of us?"
"Oh, those are tough questions to think about. We talk about it sometimes. She'd like to have an affair with a guy she works with a lot. She's told me not to feel threatened and I don't, but I don't like her going off with her friend in that way. She broke it off before it developed into anything."
"Because you owned her?" Kara asked me.
"Because I thought we were committed to each other," I said.
"Does commitment mean ownership and exclusivity?"
I thought a minute and said, "Yea. Mel and I keep bumping up against this point in our relationship. She doesn't want to be owned nor exclusive. She says she's more committed to her own growth and to mine, than even I am. Besides, there's a complicating factor you don't know about."
"What's that?" Kara asked with great curiosity.
I explained, "Well, you know I lived with two gals in college – Mel and Joy, and Joy went off with another guy after graduation. We felt committed to her and her happiness even though it didn't involve us. There was some hurt there when she left. I guess we had wounded egos."
Kara nodded and I went on, "Anyway, a little over a year ago one of Mel's friends had a blow-up with her husband. He kicked her out – very messy. She came and ended up living with us for almost a year. Her name was Katie but now she's left us too. She felt my lack of acceptance of Mel's having a relationship with this guy she works with – Richard – would all have been different if she hadn't been around. She said she changed the 'dynamic'."
I paused and went on, "I didn't feel jealous or any of these things when we forged a relationship with a woman, but I guess I do if it's a guy. Should there be no difference? Am I running a double standard?" I never had these realizations before so just posing the questions made them breakthroughs in my thinking.
Kara looked surprised at my revelation. She thought for a few minutes as I pondered my questions.
Kara asked, "Would it be different if you were friends with the guy and you all shared the philosophy that I outlined for you a moment ago? That instead of feeling jealous and having your nose out of joint, you wanted her to have a fantastic experience with her guy friend and you even did things to help make it happen in a way that made it wonderful for her?"
She went on with a further question, "How come she didn't feel threatened when she brought Joy or Katie into your relationship?"
I said, "You're right. She wasn't threatened because she was willing to accept whatever the outcome was. She loved me – and them – enough to allow us the freedom to be together in any way we wanted. Besides, Mel is a rebel and I know she took pride in having an unusual relationship at home compared to anyone else we ever knew. Until you guys, that is."
Kara nodded at their unconventional life style yet probed my thoughts further; "Can you feel the same way she apparently did? Can you be more of a rebel?"
I slowly nodded. "Our discussion a few months ago would have been so different. She would have been so happy at my support and I probably would have been too – in the end. Instead I made it an uncomfortable scene with Mel and then Katie blamed herself because she was odd man out and she abruptly left us. She was someone I loved and wish would come back in our lives every day."
"Have you talked about it since then?" Kara asked.
I responded, "Yes. No. Not really. There's so much all tied together and I guess we need to talk. Hearing you talk about your extended family has given me some new perspectives." I gestured to the houses on either side of Kara's. "With this approach it's so much easier to talk about relationships and bring things like this out in the open. Mel is so much better at all this relationship stuff than I am."
Kara said, "No, you're just being cautious and protecting yourself rather than putting the focus out there – on her and her happiness. Take a risk. Turn it all around. One way you know you love someone is when you're willing to let them follow their bliss – even to help them do it – and even when it's risky for you."
Kara paused, leaned in, closed her eyes and kissed me very tenderly on the lips. I felt that kiss echo around inside my body for thirty seconds. I kept evaluating what I felt by the kiss, and then it came to me – I felt Love in every way imaginable.
She pulled away and went on, "Look, why don't you go call your wife? Tell her what you've learned and what you're feeling." She laughed, as it was clear I continued to evaluate her kiss. "She's probably waiting for you to report on our film business anyway, right?"
I grinned and nodded, "I'm going to take a little walk down your street. I need to have a special conversation with my wife." As I stood Kara stood too and gave me another soul searing kiss with her lithe body pressed against me. I got aroused. She finally pulled away from our hug and pushed me towards the side of the house.
As I started to walk around the side of the house, Carl said loudly, "We'll start dinner cooking while you're gone. Let's say it'll hit the table in about forty-five minutes." I waved my Blackberry over my shoulder and disappeared around the corner of the house.
Mel answered the phone on the first ring. I could hear the kids in the background, yet I told her we needed to have a marriage changing conversation. The Pixie gave me her full attention after she situated the kids in front of the television with bowls of Cheerios.
"Mel, I love you. I really love you," I told her. "I've just had a wonderful talk with Kara ... and well, she's infected me with a philosophy of love that's changing how I think about things. It also influences their films and how they interact with their circle of friends. It's also changed how I think about you and Richard, and about us and Katie."
Mel said eagerly, "You've got my full attention. This sounds earth shattering."
"I'll try to pass this on as I heard it from Kara. I'll miss some here and there, but you'll get the gist of it," I said. "She talked about her group – the seven people in the last movie. They're like a big family that takes pleasure in giving to the people they love. They love each other and have learned more about sharing and giving to each other more than anyone we've met. They're their own person first, so they have that self-empowerment to give, empathize and love with others. They're not dependent on other people for love, yet in just giving they get ten fold in return."
"They've reached a realization that they can love more than one person at a time. They don't subscribe to the concept of monogamy, and don't buy in to some blind adherence to a Bible or other religious or social tenet just because it's there. Instead they challenge it with their own thinking, strengths and emotions. I sense they're a very spiritual group. They've all found that each of them has the capacity to give of themselves to a few other people that they deeply care about." I paused and added, "Mel, I feel they've even embraced me into their circle."
"They don't put demands on each other, nor do they feel the need for exclusivity and couplehood as we were inculcated growing up. They seem to be a fluid group that puts their love, time and attention on the people in the group that seem to need it at the time. They don't own each other and are not possessive; they're committed to each other yet without jealousy. They even taught me a new word – the opposite of jealousy – 'compersion.' It's when you find joy and contentment in watching someone you love find some kind of bliss with another person."
"Kara said she's never felt so satisfied, so loved, so cared for and so supported in her life, and I assure you she had very loving and caring parents growing up." My mind flashed to the happy childhood I'd had in the same household.
"When they have problems and disagreements they invoke lots of communication and seek 'win-win' solutions to settle them. I haven't met them all, but she assures me they have different styles, needs, wishes, wants and desires just the way any group of seven people would; they just see the world differently from others and take delight each day to learn the viewpoints, thinking and traits of their friends."
I went on trying to summarize Kara's and the group's philosophy for Mel. "One sentence Kara said to me that had a lot of impact a few minutes ago was, 'The greatest sin is the unlived life.' She also said, 'This life is too short to allow the people you find you love to pass by with that love unrecognized and unfulfilled.' This really jarred my thinking."
"She summed it up by saying, 'We believe that what you give out comes back to you; if you give love, you get love in return.' That's why their films carry the message of love and sharing, and of joy and a blending of hearts. If all we see of the films is the sex, we've done a great dis-service to my sister, Carl, and all her friends. There's so much more here."
I paused because of the long silence at the other end of the phone. "Mel? Mel, are you still there?"
"Oh, I'm more than still here, Lover," Mel said softly to me. "Can I tell you something, honestly and openly without you getting mad or defensive?"
"I'm open to it," I told her.
"I've been living this philosophy and trying to teach you these messages since the day we met. I'm there and I've been there since I was a teenager and started reading books about this kind of philosophy. It's everywhere in the literature where enlightened people gather."
All I could do was utter one word in that instant, "Wow." After a pause I added, "I'm a slow learner."
We had a comfortable silence, but mostly it was Mel letting me think through a few more things.
Finally, I spoke again, "Oh, one epiphany I had involves you and Richard – the discussion we re-started over a month ago and never finished because I got my ego all involved and didn't see things as clearly as I do now."
Mel cautiously said, "Go on."
I urged, "I want you to feel the freedom to follow your bliss with him – or anyone. If some relationship with him is important to you, then please pursue it with my love and support. I would like to meet him, but that's not a requirement. I'm not giving you 'permission' because that would imply ownership or control, but what I am offering is 'acceptance' without strings."
"Thank you," Mel said. "I don't know where things are between us, but I'll be seeing him tomorrow about some new work. Don't worry about what might happen – I'll keep it low key, and do know that what I do, I do with love in my heart for you."
"I got it," I replied.
Mel said more enthusiastically, "You're in a transformational environment down there. Enjoy every second of it and feel the same freedom and openness to enjoy and participate in the relationships you form. As you said to me, if you can, share them, but don't think of that as a requirement." She paused and added, "Unless I'm wrong, I suspect you're about to have a few more epiphanies tonight; just enjoy them – and I mean in every way possible. I love you."
We talked a few more minutes and then promised to talk more the next day. When I looked at my watch, I was surprised that I'd been on the phone nearly an hour. I also found I had walked almost all the way back to Kara and Carl's house after my extended walk.
Ally welcomed me as I came around to the back of the house. "You've been crying. Is everything OK?" she asked softly as she pulled me into a hug. I rather enjoyed the pressure of her shapely body against me as she held the hug without a trace of reservation.
I pulled away slightly so I could look at her beautiful face; "Yes, better than fine. I just had one of those great conversations with my wife that transcends love and life. Here I am a thousand miles away. Oh, well."
Ally gave me another full body hug. I whispered "Thank you."



Kara came and took over after we parted. "It went well?" she asked tentatively. I could tell the question was asked with a sense of genuine sensitivity and caring for me and Mel.
I nodded and Kara gave me a knowing smile. She said, "I've always thought Mel and I resonated. Now I'm sure of it." She turned and headed into the kitchen. Over her shoulder she said, "Besides, we both love the same guys." I was left to put whatever spin I wanted to on her last comment.
Carl was flipping hamburgers and hot dogs on the grill. He just nodded his support to me and winked in a guy kinda way. I appreciated that.
I mellowed out over dinner, no doubt helped by three glasses of some very nice Chardonnay as well as comfortable physical contact with Kara, who sat snugly beside me on the picnic table bench seat and went out of her way to promote physical contact between the two of us. After dinner, the four of us sat around in the dim light of the patio talking and enjoying the soft night air.
Kara suggested a night swim. Almost before I could register the idea, Ally stood from the table and walked partway towards the pool. She stopped, turned towards us and slowly stripped the casual clothing she wore from her fine body. I confess I was mesmerized watching the unveiling of her flawless skin and shapely form.
Then Kara stood and repeated the process, looking me in the eyes as she slowly unbuttoned and shed her blouse and then disposed of her shorts and thong. I'd seen her naked in the films, but this was different. My God, I had a beautiful sister, and I both loved and lusted after her body. I sat frozen in my seat watching her in the shadows cast from the interior lights of the house.
Ally and Kara both came to me in their nakedness and pulled me from the table. Standing, Ally went to work on my slacks, unbuckling and pulling them from me. Kara worked on my shirt. Both went out of their way to rub their excited breasts against me in some way. They paused when all I had left were my briefs, now evidencing a penis with more than passing interest in the two women. I balked, part from embarrassment and part from the taboo of nudity in front of my sister.
Kara said to me, "I really need to see my big brother in all his glory. Not only that, I am serious about us making love later tonight – you see I love you and want you. You need to make love to me for all sorts of reasons too, besides really loving me I mean. First, you've always wanted to fuck a porn queen. Then, there's the learning and growth you'll have when I turn you any which way but loose. Oh, it'll also free your thinking about what Mel does in her spare time. Next, I've always wanted to be physical with you from the time you were sixteen. I've put this off for too many years." She leaned in and kissed me rather passionately, the erect nipples of her breasts pushing seductively into my chest.
I asked, "Won't Carl think us kinky and way out of bounds – incest and all?" I glanced at Carl briefly but he held only a look of interest in what we were doing. He had started to disrobe for a swim as well.
She said with a laugh, "Of course he will. But that's all right with him too." She gently pushed my briefs down my legs, my tool flopping into a semi-erect position in the open air.
Ally pushed the two of us across the patio towards the deep end of the pool and as a threesome we jumped off the side into the water. I thought of all the inter-related symbology of sex, water, darkness, touching, nudity, lovemaking, and relationships. Carl dove in right behind us.
As we moved in the water, enjoying the sensations of the cool water against our naked bodies, another beautiful and naked woman suddenly appeared at poolside and dove in. She floated to Carl and embraced him.
A few seconds later the two of us stood face to face in the dim light and I met June, another member of Kara's extended family. In spite of my erection, now enthralled by yet another eye-pleasing female form, June gave me a full body hug and kiss of appreciation in our meeting. Then she floated back to Carl and the two nuzzled into each other, obviously pleased that they could share an intimate moment together.
Ally and Kara eventually pulled me to the shallow end of the pool and asked me to sit on the side. As I pulled out of the pool and sat on the side, Kara's hand suddenly held my semi-hard cock and brought it to her mouth. From my other side, Ally ran her hands up my chest and pulled me into a truly extraordinary kiss.
Because of my past relationships with Mel and Joy and later Katie, I felt some comfort in the threesome with two women. That said, one of them was my sister and this created a new dynamic my mind struggled with. I sighed between kisses with the two of them, "Oh Kara, are you sure? It's a forever thing if we go further. Heck, this is all a forever night."
"Never more sure of anything in my life," she said softly between her oral ministrations to me.
Ally and Kara traded places back and forth, one sucking and loving my hard rod and the other kissing me and encouraging me to feel and probe their breasts and every orifice.
Eventually, the two women had enough of doing this on the side of the pool. Kara directed us to one of the large loungers on their patio, large enough to easily hold the three of us. As the three of us situated ourselves on the chaise, I took advantage of the moment and pulled Kara around in front of me. In that instant our eyes locked, we smiled and I went down on her.
I drove my mouth into her crease, bringing fingers and tongue to the fray to please her. My goal was to deliver an orgasm. A minute later I got my reward.
"Ooooooh Doug," Kara replied. "This is so hot. Come up here; be in me. Make love to me. I don't want to want another second."
Ally lay beside us stroking her clit and watching the two of us couple. Occasionally, she would stroke Kara's hair, kiss her, or smooth some part of her body.
I rose over my sister and in a gentle yet firm move I slowly sank my rigid cock into her body, enjoying the sensation as every fraction of an inch burrowed into her warmth. Her legs locked behind my back as she implored me to make love to her and pulled me deep into her pulpit.
At full penetration, we paused and kissed. It wasn't just a casual kiss, but rather a seal on a new relationship we'd just forged. We'd found a new way to love each other and our lives would never be the same again. I had a thought that I'd just moved closer to heaven as I felt the love between us explode into a new dimension.
As we brought our bodies together again and again, Kara talked to me, "Oh Doug, we should have started doing this in high school; all this time we could have been loving like this. You're divine. I love having your cock buried in me. This is such a sense of completeness for me. You can have me anytime you want. Ooooooh fuck me!"
I did. We wanted our orgasms as the final elements to our new relationship. I warned and Kara implored me to explode into her. Seconds later, I did. The night sky filled with shooting stars and fireworks and an unbelievable orgasm swept through my body. I felt the birth of a new love, a new galaxy, a new constellation of relationships.
I fell into Kara as my surges into her body passed and we hugged one another tightly. We pulled Ally into our midst too. She talked about how beautiful it was to watch us make love and how pleased and honored she was to have been there for our first joining of brother and sister in this new way. The way she said it was so kind and expressive.
As she talked I fondled one of her breasts, occasionally accepting the orb as she'd bring it to my mouth for oral stimulation. At one point Kara and I administered to each of Ally's breasts with our mouths, driving her to distraction.
After many minutes of cuddling and also watching Carl and June couple on the adjacent lounger, Ally soon pulled my flaccid shaft from Kara's vagina and put her own mouth down over the entire shaft. The whole erotic scene was almost too much for me, not to mention the new relationship I'd just forged with my sister. I hardened almost instantly as she oscillated her head up and down over my hardening rod.
"Love Ally," Kara implored as she clenched her hand to her pussy to stem the flow of my juices from her cunt. I watched as she brought some cum drenched fingers to her mouth to sample my taste.
Ally nudged me into a new position and straddled my hips with her magnificent body. She slowly allowed her body to sink down onto me until she bottomed out. I reached up to her breasts and neck and face, caressing her features, sucking in her beauty and love. I pinched and rolled her nipples with my fingers, trying to bring some unusual stimulation to her. She closed her eyes and pushed into me in every way she could.
Neither of us lasted long. I surprised even myself with my short recovery period. The friction Ally provided, the sexuality of the entire night – including watching Carl and June fuck right next to us, and my excitement and fullness proved to be irresistible for either of us. We came into each other, groaning and pushing into each other as we climaxed. Ally then cuddled into my chest, as I remained buried in her moist nest. This time, as we kissed, it was Kara we pulled to us so that we could love her as well.
"Don't you get tired of this? Bored with the sex?" I asked the two women, almost in jest.
Both replied with comments such as, "Oh no. Every time is different and so great."
Kara went on, "For me, I've become addicted to orgasms. Several weeks ago we had a busy day and I somehow missed having sex. By evening time I was tense and anxious, almost a bundle of nerves. Everyone felt it but it was Carl that brought me back to life with some love. I really need a lot of time like this, every day."
Ally commented, "Excuse me, but I am flooded." She turned towards Kara, "Do you know your brother cums in buckets?"
Kara said, "Yea, I just discovered that myself. I'm very full." She again brought her fingers up to her mouth and tasted the mixture of our juices from our interlude together. She grinned and asked her compatriot, "It tastes good. Wanna swap?"
Ally grinned too and in seconds the two women had rolled away from me into a classic "69" position with each other, their tongues and fingers deftly extracting the admixture of juices from each other's pussies. This hot Sapphic scene went on for perhaps five minutes, before Kara threw her head back in a heated sigh as an obvious orgasm raked her lovely body. Ally looked pleased.
As the climax cleared, Kara asked Ally, "Can I bring you off?"
Ally said, "Please, but I want Doug to hold me as you do." She repositioned into my waiting arms, her legs spread apart as my sister went down on her again. Two minutes later I felt Ally stiffen and writhe as the orgasm approached, then her body froze as the jolt of pleasure hit her center. I wrapped my arms tightly around her and pulled her to me.
"Oh yessssssss," she moaned in voice that turned into a long purr of satisfaction.
The three of us wrapped around each other for a few minutes. Kara said, "Why don't you and the Pixie move down here. We'd turn her every which way but loose. Do you think she'd like that?"
I responded, "Oh, she'd love it. Until meeting you all, I thought she was the most sexually motivated person I knew. Now, I think you could all teach each other a few things. In any case, I'll bring up the subject tomorrow."
As though to push my thinking, just the way Mel would have, Kara said to me, "Do you suppose Mel is fucking her friend right now? He could have come over and have his cock buried in her pussy right now."
"I hope she's happy," was my response – not said with sarcasm but only with love.
Eventually we took another short dip in the pool to clean off some of our 'stickiness' then dried off and went up to bed. Ally and Kara cuddled up on each side of me, and sleep rapidly overtook us.
I woke to a very sensuous blowjob from Ally. Kara was nowhere to be seen. Ally said, "Oh good, you're awake. Now you can make love to me. I so liked our time together last night." We kissed and I worried about my morning breath, a possibility that didn't seem to worry Ally at all. She said if anything I tasted sort of like pussy.
Soon she pulled me between her legs in the missionary position and we made love until we each had a wave of ecstasy sweep through us. We lay together for a while and just made 'love talk' to each other as I expressed my gratitude for meeting her and being able to love her. She felt the same way about me.
Ally blotted up my excess 'juice' with a wad of Kleenex and she insisted we go downstairs naked. "It's the dress code of the house," she exclaimed. Indeed by the time we got to the kitchen I found she was right. Kara, June and Carl were all in the kitchen as naked as Ally and I were.
Over breakfast, the film team decided to forge ahead with a day of shooting. Thus, a few scraps of clothing were thrown on and Ally convened a script review in the living room for a couple of hours in the morning. I watched all this fascinated. Kara often helped me get my bearings about the script book, the movie plot, where they were shooting and all.
The group took a two-hour break at noon. As the others left the living room where the review had taken place, Kara asked me what I wanted for lunch. My reply was, "Why you, my darling sister." I grinned lecherously at her and she returned the thought with a grin and nod. She led me upstairs to the master bedroom.
Less than five minutes later, my tongue sank into Kara's pussy and her mouth wrapped around my cock. "You still taste of Ally from your fuck this morning. I love this!"
On that note, I flipped Kara around like a piece of paper in a breeze and buried my cock deep inside her. Oh what a heavenly feeling. We both sighed then got to work. Minutes later I flooded her with what seemed like a gallon of my cream. We lay together cooing and speaking words of love to each other. I told her I'd said some of the same things to Ally that morning, asking if she minded.
"Oh, not at all," Kara said. "I'm so glad you love Ally and connected the way you two did. I love her too. Does that take away from you?"
"No, not a bit. Quite the opposite, in fact; I feel doubly loved by the two of you."
"So do I," she said. "You know from your time with Joy and Katie that you can love more than one person at a time." She thought for while and asked, "Is Katie gone for good?"
"I don't know," I told her. "I wish she'd come back. We've left her alone for a while at her request; she's living at her parent's home outside Boston."
"Why don't you go to her? Bring her back," Kara suggested.
"Maybe I will, or at least I'll try," I said thoughtfully. "You've given me a new look at myself and a lot of things I hadn't really dealt with." I kissed Kara's eyes, nose, cheeks and then her mouth.
Kara pulled me into the shower and then we had a rushed lunch before rejoining the others, this time to shoot a few scenes for Ally's movieLove Strokes. I sat on the sideline all afternoon fascinated by the set up and filming.
Late that Saturday afternoon, Kara was in a bedroom scene with her neighbor and friend, Sy, as well as Nancy, Sy's wife. The three of them rolled around naked in the bed Kara and I had made love on over our lunch hour. It didn't take much, but I ended with another hard-on.
Mostly the scene being filmed consisted of Kara getting fucked by Sy, however, Nancy frequently contributed to the scene in some way. I watched as Kara came a few times, almost losing my own juice each time, and then she and Sy actually climaxed together in a noisy recounting of their ecstasies. Carl was doing the camera work. After the orgasms, Sy pulled away from Kara, and Carl moved in for a long close-up of the cream pie left in her pussy. I guessed that some of the cum might have been a residual from our time together at lunch. I think everyone in the room was tremendously turned on.
In any case, that scene ended the filming for the day. Carl announced cocktails on the patio for everyone after a short break as well as communal dinner for anyone interested.
I called the Pixie again; I missed my wife. I started our call by recounting the events of the past twenty-four hours to her. She was quiet and I started to wonder if I'd finally overstepped an invisible boundary with her.
Finally, I asked, "Mel, are you OK with my ... my new relationship with Kara? You're very quiet."
Mel said slowly, "Are you ready? I'll tell you how I feel. Hold the phone away from your ear a little." I held the cell phone about a foot away from my head, looking at the device somewhat puzzled. Then I heard Mel yell, "HOORAY!!! HOORAY!!! I LOVE YOU."
I carefully brought the phone back to my right ear. "So you're cool with all?" I finally asked.
"Oh, I'm more than cool with it. I think it's one of the best things to happen to my conservative husband. It moves you out of your comfort zone in another new way and for that I am grateful. You need to learn to break the rules more often; it's good for you."
"And the part about loving Ally?" I asked tentatively.
"Also very fine," Mel responded with a degree of enthusiasm. "I would hope you'd bond with Nancy and June too before you leave. If not, I want to go down there as soon as we can park the kids and get away for more than just a weekend; you can extend your bonding then – as I will with the guys. I'm so glad I'll get to change my relationship with your brother-in-law." She paused and added, "I have a grin from ear to ear I'm so happy for you and what you've done."
I asked, "On another note, did you see Richard?"
Mel laughed and said, "Oh, yes. I took you at your word. After we'd done our project work, I suggested that it was time for him to pay some more attention to my breasts. He's almost more enthralled by them than you were when we first met. Anyway, he locked his office door and we made out for about an hour – then I had to break off and get the kids from the sitter. Anyway, we advanced our intimate behavior quite a bit. You know me, I'm taking it slower than he'd probably like. I just want to be sure everything feels like it's resonating in the right way before we move to consummate anything – you, Richard and me. You OK with that?"
"I'm fine with it. You set your own pace and boundaries," I posited.
Mel said, "Oh, Doug, our time together was nice even though we didn't make love all the way. Thank you, thank you, thank you. I know I'm not supposed to say that because it implies you own me, but I'm so glad that you're more relaxed about this now." She paused and asked, "You are, aren't you?"
"Oh, I am, I am," I insisted. I really did note that I felt glad she and Richard were on a new course that made Mel happy.
"We both want you there when we get together again," Mel said. "He wants to bring his wife too, to see if the four of us have any chemistry together. I've met her a couple of times and you'll like her; she's cute and has a bubbly personality."
"After being here a little over twenty-four hours, I feel transformed. I'd love to meet her."
I asked, "Will you see him again soon?"
"No," Mel said. "He's left town for some board meeting. We'll wait until you're home and then do dinner."
I asked, "On another note, I've been thinking about Katie. Do you suppose we could get her to come back? I miss her and I know you do too."
"I don't know," Mel said as she shifted her thoughts to our friend and lover. "She felt she was holding us back and interfering in our lives. We could try. Let's talk about it when you come home Monday."
We chatted some more and filled in some of the details about our various love sessions. Eventually we blew kisses to each other and hung up.



The rest of my evening? Well, we did another pool party and it sort of went like the night before, except June and I forged a loving bond with one another. I felt so included in the circle of love my sister and her extended family had created. I marveled at this life style; and I was feeling so included and so loved by everyone. It was easy to return the feelings to the others.
Sunday we played around the pool during the day and I got a demonstration of how Carl and Mike, June's husband, did the video editing. That evening, Kara and I paired off and then Monday morning I left to visit my vendor and fly back to Columbus.
What an amazing weekend – or at least I thought it was until Thanksgiving when Mel and I flew down ostensibly to join my sister and her husband for the family holiday. In fact, what happened that weekend are five days I will never forget.
To be continued
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A Few Weeks Later At Thanksgiving
Mel and I arrived in Austin on Tuesday afternoon before Thanksgiving. My parents had taken the kids for the long weekend so that we could spend time with my sister and party all weekend.
Less than an hour after we got to their home, Ally and Kara had Mel in pool without her top on. Not that Mel would ever have minded; she loved to show off her 'puppies' as she sometimes called them.
Mel had had an image of my sis and Carl as being staid and conservative up until we found they were making porn films and my subsequent fact-finding visit there a few weeks earlier. Mel, my Pixie, had of course met Kara and Carl on many occasions including our respective weddings, but due to distance we just didn't get together all that often. I could see that would change.
Mel had never met Ally, the gorgeous twenty-five year old and newest member of my sister's extended family, and a woman I was rather drawn towards. They all 'clicked' and the long weekend was off to a great start. I could watch everyone's perceptions change as that first afternoon progressed.
Carl, my sister Kara's husband, became rather enamored with Mel. Like me, he towered above her, however, I got a kick out of watching the two of them flirting together in the pool and of Carl's advances. Shortly after bathing suit tops were tossed aside and everyone stood in awe of the Pixie's fantastic boobs, Mel let Carl briefly fondle and suck on her orbs. Of course, the move was a harbinger of things to come.
The others in the filmmaking business came and went. I'd met them all on my earlier visit and we had a joyful reunion that first afternoon. June especially flirted with me and got me all horny even though she and her husband later headed for home. Sy and Nancy also put in a brief appearance. Mel impressed everyone and by the end of the first afternoon it was clear that we had joined this growing mutual admiration society.
We did another cookout for those of us at the house: Mel and me, and Carl, Kara and Ally. No one dressed from our half-nude state in the pool. After we cleaned up, I cuddled up with Kara and Ally. The feelings of love and arousal that I'd experienced with them a few weeks earlier returned in full force. The Pixie and Carl snuggled into each other on one of the other poolside loungers.
Mel spoke to me at that point in the evening, "You look very comfortable over there with Kara and Ally. Are you comfortable with my being with Carl – for the evening?"
I told her quite openly, "Yes. I want you to experience the love and passion that exists in this family. It's why we're here. We've talked about it. No boundaries except what you make."
Mel turned to Carl and said softly, "Kiss me and then make love to me. I can hardly wait."
I wondered how well Carl would do with the Pixie. I mean she's small, and, well, Carl was pretty big. The three of us nestled on one lounger, feeling and stroking each other and watched as Mel and Carl on the other lounger slid out of their virtually non-existent swimsuits and embraced.
Carl already looked huge next to Mel. I thought how his cock appeared to be the size of her forearm. I muttered to my cohorts, "Oh she's going to like this. I can tell."
Carl slid down Mel's body and buried his face in her pussy. She had a small stripe of hair that was pure decoration. Carl's tongue immediately went wild in her pussy, an area of expertise he had built up over the years I was informed. Mel pulled her legs up and opened them to afford him full access.
We heard Mel climax almost immediately as Carl thrust his tongue in and out of her pussy. I thought aloud, "So nice. So nice that he can do that for her."
Kara said, "That's just the beginning, Brother. Carl's very talented." I found myself glad that Mel had a knowledgeable lover. In that instant, I recalled her buying me the book theJoy of Sex early in our relationship so I would meet her high standards for loving.
Kara slithered down my body almost like a snake, her tongue leaving a trail of dampness down my torso. She left my upper body to Ally. Kara worked my swim trunks down my legs until I stepped out of them and immediately my partially inflated rod got sucked into my sister's mouth. I moaned into the kiss I shared with Ally. When we parted, Ally smiled at me before we kissed again.
As I fingered Ally and Kara rocked my world with a great blowjob, I occasionally watched Mel and Carl. I had to admit, watching Mel with another guy was an awesome and arousing experience. I found myself participating in Mel's loving, even though I was a dozen feet away and otherwise occupied. Carl and Mel did a classic "69" and she demonstrated her deep throat capabilities. I heard Carl moan several times. About ten minutes later I watched her administer the best tit fucking Carl would probably ever enjoy, in large measure thanks to the gifts that nature had endowed the Pixie with.
Finally, about the time Kara slithered back up my body and mounted me, I briefly watched Mel mount Carl, his mammoth rod totally disappearing into her small body. Then I sort of forgot about Mel as Ally lowered pussy onto my mouth. The serious activities of the evening had started.
I hadn't been thrusting into Kara very long before I heard Mel and Carl both climax. Neither had lasted very long, not a surprising fact given how enthralled they seemed to have been with each other since we'd arrived. I had no doubt but that Mel had driven them rapidly to their ecstatic crescendo. Now she would orchestrate a more leisurely fuck and love session.
Ally and Kara changed places about that time, Kara lowering her moist pussy to my lips as Ally worked my cock into her pussy and then slowly rode me. Then suddenly, Kara was gone – I could see; the sexy body that had covered my face had lifted away, taking with it one of the sweetest pussies I had ever tasted. I looked beside me and there was my sister preparing to start cunnilingus on my wife. I muttered to Ally, "My God I love incest!"
The Sapphic pair kissed passionately briefly before Kara sucked briefly on Mel's breasts and then ran her tongue right into the Pixie's pussy. I got harder than ice in that instant; even Ally could feel it and commented.
Kara lapped and licked Mel for quite a while as Carl held the Pixie sprawled across his body and watched the Sapphic pair. I finally lost it the scene was so hot. I jetted a full load of cum into Ally. She'd been right at a peak too and we came to our zeniths together, our backs arching into each other as our groins pushed into one another.
Mel and Kara shifted into a "69" position, their tongues still lapping and fingers now in play. I heard Mel say to Kara, "You haven't cum, yet. I have, thanks to Carl. Let me bring you pleasure." I saw Kara nod acceptance of the indecent proposal.
Kara rolled into Carl's arms as Mel went down on her. Then I watched as I saw her right hand start to vibrate in a blur into Kara's pussy. Mel stopped suddenly and I saw her slowly work her entire folded hand into Kara's cunt, fisting my sister until her hand disappeared. Once inside I watched as she twisted and turned her hand, obviously raking her knuckles across Kara's G-spot. Kara was moaning and twisting in exquisite pleasure. Finally, she allowed her first climax of the evening, her back arching off the lounger as she flooded the union of hand and vagina with a torrent of feminine ejaculate. Mel looked very satisfied as she pushed herself up Carl's body until she could kiss the two of them.
As we all lay on the pool loungers in the dim light coming from the house, we now were all in some state of after glow. I heard Kara say to Mel, even through her gasps for air after her climax, "I love you. Thank you for coming and for sharing yourself and your husband with us. I love you both dearly."
Mel looked at Kara still with that air of disbelief that she'd had frequently that day, "I love you too. Moreover, I can't believe I've just had a lesbian fuck with my sister-in-law and that I enjoyed every precious second of it. I'd do it again in a heartbeat and hope we do it over and over again." Turning to Carl, Mel said, "Right now, however, I would love to have some more cock. If I suck you back to life are you up to the challenge." Carl nodded eagerly and they were off again.
Kara came back to join Ally and me. "Doug," she whispered with a nod to Ally, "It's time for you to fuck your sister." She gave me an evil grin of conspiracy and I returned the same to her. I thought how far we'd come from a traditional brother-sister relationship, how many rules we'd broken, and how I didn't want any of it to change back to the old way. In one sense, I'd lost my sister and gained a lover – several, in fact.
My two lovers brought me back to hardness and then Kara had me come over her. Ally lay beside us and made loving sounds and gestures to the two of us, providing us some 'dirty talk' as we fucked. Kara implored me to be fast and furious with her. "Do it. Do me – fast – hard." I did. We did. I flooded into her body a few minutes later, exhilarated by the sights and sounds around me.
On the other lounger, we heard the unmistakable slapping together of bodies driving to a climax. I heard Mel come not once or twice but several times, urged on by Carl who apparently had found the key to her secret door. Then the sounds stopped for a half a minute and all we heard was the absence of sound, followed by the gasping of two lovers who'd peaked. I heard Mel say, "I've never cum so many times in one night. Oh my God, this is fantastic." I watched as Carl pulled her small body into his.
A while later, Ally and I took the guest room and Kara, Carl and Mel disappeared into the master suite. Apparently all of us sought further activity during the night, and by morning no one appeared disappointed.
Thanksgiving consisted of the entire large extended family: Mel and me, my sister Kara and Carl, Ally, Sy and Nancy, and Mike and June. The women dressed up very chic, however, we guys discovered soon enough they'd conveniently omitted underwear or bras, the later most evident on Mel who received considerable attention every time one of us would pass near her.
Friday evening we had a screening of Ally's remarkable film,Love Strokes. The close friend of the entire group from the film company sponsoring the films into the Sundance Film Festival, Ed Mellick, had arrived that morning and joined the group as a fully participating and loving member. While Mel and I had watched porn as we screwed, this was the first time I'd been in a room with ten people watching a porn film while everyone enjoyed intercourse with another partner.
I found it exciting to watch my sister getting screwed by the newcomer. They had a thing about each other, as did Ed and Ally. I coupled with June again and we reestablished the budding relationship we'd formed on my last visit. Mel and Sy coupled up for the first time; Sy devoted himself to Mel for the evening, proving to be a warm and competent lover. We showed the film twice and there were many, many more orgasms than that per capita.
By the end of Mel's and my short visit, I'd been introduced to each of the female members of the cast on exceptionally intimate terms. I remained amazed about how free everyone felt around everyone else in this tight circle, not to mention how readily they accepted us into their group. We hated to leave and were enticed by Kara's suggestion that Mel and I move down to their Texas neighborhood.
A Surprise Ending For The Richard Saga
Two important things happened right after Thanksgiving. One involved Richard and the other Katie.
Mel hosted a dinner at our house the first weekend in December for Richard and his wife, Lisa. I'd met Richard briefly before that evening in connection with some architecture work his firm did for SPT where we work; he was at least twenty years older and much more debonair than I was, a fact I no longer let bother me. He had a relaxed air about him, a keen intellect, and a mature sex appeal that noticeably appealed to women – particularly my wife who more recently had been working with him on several projects and even more recently had enjoyed a couple of intimate sessions with him stopping just shy of intercourse.
Lisa was a little past forty, yet the passage of time appeared to have only made her more beautiful. A lawyer by training and profession, she now also ran two not-for-profits in her spare time. I was surprised to find she'd mothered two grown children. When we first met, Lisa flowed into my arms in a graceful way, accepting my kiss and welcome to our house. She held my arm close to her breasts as I gave her a tour of our unusual home. Less than five minutes after her arrival I felt like I'd known her for years and looked forward to wherever the evening would go.
According to Mel, one purpose of the evening was to check out our 'chemistry' together as a foursome. We huddled around hors d'oeuvres and then Mel's spectacular lamb roast dinner. Conversation flowed easily and focused mostly on each of our work, as well as the rising success of the software product Mel and Katie had launched just before Katie departed.
Mel's meal consumed, clean up completed, and things quickly tucked away, the four of us briefly reconvened in our family room. Almost by unspoken agreement, Mel took Richard away to her study for 'a look at some plans and sketches'. Lisa and I were left together at opposite ends of the couch. I realized that I did not have an instruction book for how to proceed from this point forward.
After a polite silence that I did not feel compelled to fill, Lisa said to me, "You know they're not really looking at 'plans and sketches'."
I nodded and said, "I kinda guessed. Mel's very taken with Richard." I was trying to read Lisa. She seemed submissive and willing to go along in whatever direction things were 'supposed' to go, yet now that we were alone I felt a barrier that hadn't been there before.
She said. "I think we're supposed to get to know each other better too – a lot better." There was an edge to her voice as she said the words. They were too mechanical, like an invitation to an experience she was supposed to perform, not wanted to perform.
I moved closer to her on the sofa, and said, "But you feel rushed, don't you?" I took her hand in mine in a gesture of friendship and comfort. She nodded slowly. I asked, "Does it bother you that Richard and Mel have gone off together?"
She said, "No, not really. When we met and later married, there was always an unspoken agreement that there would be no boundaries like that. We can each do whatever we want."
"But you don't 'play' the way he does, do you? You're more conservative."
"You're right," she admitted softly.
I asked, "Do you just go along with what Richard wants to do?" I felt there was something there that I needed to know, something important that would impact our relationship – our almost forced pairing.
"Richard likes Mel. I know he'd like to have an affair with her. She's safe because she's married – less risky I imagine. Plus, you apparently have a similar agreement with Mel to give her freedom to have any kind of relationships she wants."
I probed further, "But you disagree? You're just going along with this."
"Doug," she started. "When I met Richard seven years ago I had two failed marriages behind me and two young teenagers. I was only halfway through my law degree and working two jobs to support us all. Richard was a knight in shining armor, even to the kids."
"And?" I asked.
"And, I saw him more as a rescuer than a lover. He can have a heart of stone at times, and sometimes he gets in such a dark mood that it's scary. I wanted the financial security; he wanted someone that would add an air of respectability to his persona and work. I cut a deal with the devil. Sometimes I know I'm a trophy wife – or at least I was when we got married, but they usually don't come with teenagers nor are they only fifteen years younger."
I laughed at her last comment, but recognized that she had indeed been serious.
After a silence, I asked, "Have you had relationships with other couples?" My implication was clear. Were they into swinging? Were we just one more couple?
"Yes," she answered softly. "A few. Two others that we've been intimate with recently."
"And you override your common sense and go along with it, or do you really enjoy it?"
Lisa thought a long time then said, "I guess I pretend I like it. I lie to Richard."
"What's missing for you in those pairings?"
She said quickly, "Lots of things. Love, trust, intimacy, and would you believe physical contact – something other than sex - touching, caressing, you know; just being held in a loving embrace." She gestured with her head to where I was stroking her hand and smiled. She liked that I'd reached out to her in a non-sexual way.
I nodded acceptance of her answer.
She asked me, "Does it bother you that Mel and Richard may be fucking right now?"
"No," I said. "I had some time to get used to the idea. If it brings her pleasure in some way I wish her well at it."
"We're supposed to do the same thing, you know?"
I said, "So let's just pretend we did and enjoy each other's company instead." I shifted so I could look Lisa in the eye, "That way you don't end up feeling compelled to 'go along' with the agenda for the evening," I paused and added, "And I get to have some time with a very pretty woman."
Lisa smiled at me, then leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. "You are a very special and sensitive person. Sometime, under other conditions, perhaps we will make love. Thank you for my release."
We had another long silence until I said, "So Richard did most of the talking over dinner. Why don't you tell me about your law practice? What do you specialize in? Who's your most interesting client?"
Lisa and I chatted away for half an hour before Richard and Mel reappeared. Mel looked a little rumpled, almost like she hadn't quite gotten her clothing back on in the right order. Richard looked content.
I just smiled at them and continued my conversation with Lisa. A few minutes later they did their goodnight dance, thanked us for dinner, and left amidst kisses and hugs.
As the front door shut I turned to Mel and raised an eyebrow. I did smile at her so she knew I wasn't alarmed by anything that might have happened.
Mel grinned and said, "Everything but!"
"Care to elaborate?" I said smiling at her
"We did everything but fuck," Mel said as she came up and wrapped her arms around me. "In fact, that omission was quite intentional as it turns out. My choice." She paused and asked, "Did you and Lisa do anything?"
"Nothing. We just talked. She's not into the same game Richard's playing – swinging and all. She said they've swung with two other couples, but she really isn't into it the way he is."
The Pixie said, "Over dinner I got the feeling I was going to be one of his conquests. I didn't like that so I changed my mind about how far I'd go. He may lie about it but I'm only a small notch on his gun." She thought for a minute and said, "You know, I had fun but it was missing something."
"Love?" I volunteered.
Mel processed the thought then said, "Yes. Yes, exactly. All the other times I ever had sex – going all the way back to the beginning of my sex life – male or female - I've felt some degree of love for the other person and I knew they felt that way about me. Isn't that wild? I never thought of it that way."
"My sister? Ally? Carl and the group in Texas?" I offered up names for her to test. "And what about Dan?"
"I loved each of them – the whole crew, everyone you just mentioned," she shot me a shy glance. "I felt an immediate and loving connection with each and they embraced me with that love as well. Richard never gave off that feeling; I wonder if he loves Lisa? With him it felt more animalistic, not that I haven't done animalistic things with some of the folks you mentioned, but we always felt some caring and love for each other beforehand."



She thought for a moment and added, "Oh, and Dan – yes, I even loved him way back when. I'd just as soon not see him now after how he dumped Katie, but years ago we had mindshare and feelings for each other."
She thought for a few moments and asked rhetorically, "Do you suppose Katie's doing all right?"
I reached over and took Mel's hand to underscore my comment. "Tomorrow, when the timing's better, you should call her." Deep inside I yearned for knowledge of how Katie was doing. I wanted her back in the house, living with us as she had for most of the past year. As the feelings surfaced in my mind, I added for emphasis, "Please call her. Please ask her to come back."
Reunion and Redemption
I'd just finished straightening the garage early on Saturday morning, when Mel came out of the house and joined me. She held a mug of coffee out for me as she sipped one of her own. I saw that Mel had a tear rolling down her cheek.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"I just talked to Katie's mother," Mel started with a slightly choked up voice. "Katie's not a happy camper. Her mom says she spends all the time in her room. She doesn't get dressed in the mornings, barely eats, seems to have forgotten about working or job hunting, cries a lot and often just sits in the dark. Her mom says she's really depressed. She's worried about her but doesn't know what to do about it."
I felt a tug at my heart based on what Mel told me. A tear even came to my eye as I felt Katie's pain across the miles. Someone I loved hurt - badly. I thought for only a second and said, "I know what to do about it." I dusted my hands off on an old rag and tossed it onto my workbench. I led both of us into the house.
A little over three hours later we'd parked the kids with my parents and Mel and I were on a flight to Boston's Logan Airport. About six hours later, Mel and I pulled our rental car up in front of Katie's childhood home. Her mother opened the front door to welcome us. The Pixie got a loving and warm hug from the middle-aged woman and 'guilt by association' being what it is, I also got a hug.
Katie's mother said, "She's up in her room. She came down around lunch and got a glass of milk and some bread. She's not eating well, not talking to us, not working, not playing ... not doing anything. She just sits and stares out the back window, even in the dark." She gestured us towards the stairs, knowing that Mel knew where she was going in her old best friend's home.
The two of us crept up the stairs to the small hallway at the top. Mel tapped gently on the door to Katie's room. A flat and lifeless voice just shy of a whisper came from deep within; "Come in. It's open."
Mel opened the door and the two of us stepped into Katie's room. The room was in shambles. The messy room was so uncharacteristic of her time with us, and showed something seriously wrong with the room's occupant. This space belonged to someone that just didn't care about her life anymore.
Katie sat in an armchair looking out a small window over the backyard of her parent's home, but her view was mostly the tops of trees and some sky. She didn't turn or say anything. I could feel the depression, the apathy, the lethargy.
I slowly walked over behind Katie and kissed the top of her head, stroking her shoulder and down her arm as I did. Mel was right beside me and duplicated my gestures of love.
Katie whirled around and alternately looked at the two of us with amazement. Her face broke into a grimace and then a choke and plaintive sob from deep within echoed across the room; "Ooooooh, God." She rose from her chair and threw herself into my arms, reaching out with one arm and awkwardly clutching Mel to her.
She cried, inconsolably, for five minutes without interruption – huge racking sobs that made her whole body shake with pain and remorse over some deep hurt. My shirt slowly became soaked with her tears. Neither Mel nor I moved a muscle except to more fully embrace Katie with our love. The only words we spoke were to say over and over again, "We love you. We're here for you."
Finally, the sobs and crying became rougher, almost harder to maintain at that level. Brief spaces of sniffling and snuffling started in between the tears, and then even periods of quiet that became longer. Lastly, a trembling female voice asked, "Why are you here? Why now?"
I whispered, "We came for you. We love you and want you back with us."
Mel said, "We're incomplete without you. We want you to reconsider. Come back."
A long quiet descended on the room. I nodded to Mel, indicating that we should just accept the silence as it came and not try to fill it with hollow words in any way.
Katie sputtered, "But ... but ... but ...I was getting in the way. The decisions ... I changed your family ... Richard ... you ..." A sob came through occasionally. The thoughts were incoherent even knowing the background of what was going on in our lives just prior to her departure six weeks earlier.
"All that's past," I said.
Mel pulled Katie into a light kiss then told her, "So much has happened over the short time you've been gone. We've learned a lot – about our family, our relationship and our love for other people – and you especially."
"That's why we're here," I said. "We want you back in our family – as part of our family. We don't feel like a family without you. We hope you want to belong there. We hope you'll take us back."
Katie looked between the two of us, a surprised look on her face, "Take you back?" she asked, incredulously, then broke in a sob again. Through her tears she said, "I felt I was in the way. I'm flattered you want me back."
"We wouldn't be here if we didn't really want you. Six hours ago we woke up to what we were missing – really missing – in our lives. You! We also finally learned that you might miss us too." I paused and looked to Mel for support; she nodded for me to keep going. "Please come home with us."
Katie broke into sobs again and this time allowed Mel to pull her over to the rumpled bed where they both sat. Katie leaned against Mel's small body, her tears now falling on Mel's shoulder. I stroked her back for a few minutes until she calmed down again.
Between a couple of her sobs, she managed to squeak out the one word question, "Really?"
"Really!" I declared with an air of finality to it.
"Really!" Mel said with the same degree of certainty to it.
Katie gradually calmed down. I sat on her other side and we took turns holding her as we extolled her praises and many virtues. She just nestled into us, soaking up the love we'd brought back to her life.
About this time I could almost feel the veil of depression lift from Katie. Perhaps it was an illusion, but the late afternoon sunlight seemed to brighten in the room, the air seemed to clear, and the odor of chocolate chip cookies seemed to waft into the room from the kitchen below.
We could feel Katie actually come to life as we held her and talked. We revisited a few moments of the happy days in our past year, including how our kids missed her and wanted their 'other mommy' back in their life. We emphasized that what was more important to us, however, was that we wanted her back in our lives.
Mel slipped out of the room at one point and was gone for almost half an hour. When she came back she carried a tray with three glasses of milk and a plate of fresh baked cookies. I cleared a space on the chair Katie had been sitting in and Mel set them there.
"I talked to your Mom," Mel explained. "You've been a worry to her. Why didn't you call us, or better yet come back?" She passed each of us a glass of milk and then some cookies.
"I just didn't feel I could," Katie muttered. "I mean you two are so special. I just got to thinking I wasn't ...worthy. I guess I got in a depression pit. I couldn't seem to pull out of it. I guess I did a bad thing; I hid it from you. Then that question about Richard came up and I realized that my being there changed the situation in various ways. I mean you had to ask the two of us, not just Doug," she said as she turned to Mel.
"Oh, Katie," I said in a sympathetic and loving voice; "You are so worthy of being loved and so wanted by the two of us."
She looked at me with a question still on her face. I went on, "Katie, of course you changed the dynamic of our relationship. You can't add a third person to a relationship and not have it change. We know that. We chose that with you. We wanted what resulted. We want it back."
Mel continued by train of thought, "When you arrived over a year ago, we could have politely nudged you back to Boston after you'd healed from the worst of your marriage breakup. But we didn't. We didn't because we both decided we liked having you with us – no we loved having you with us. We both fell deeply in love with you."
She went on, "You may think it screwy to be loved by a woman – even desired sexually and in all the other ways you feel when you love someone. Well, I think it's sort of screwy too, and I've only felt this way about a few women in my life. You know about Joy and sometime I'll explain about the others. But right now, more than ever, I want you to know that I want YOU." The last word came out with great emphasis and we all smiled over her exaggerated emphasis.
I went on, "Your last day with us you said you want a 'traditional' marriage. Well, we can't offer that. If the three of us live together, it'll be anything but traditional. We're guaranteed to be different just because we're three and the world thinks in 'twos'. Mel and I think that's fine and so do a lot of our friends, even our friends and neighbors around home. They've already accepted you as part of our family. They know it's unusual but they just take it as it is."
Mel said softly, "You want kids. Well, you left two beautiful children that love you just as they love Doug and me." Mel shot me a look and I nodded; I knew where she was taking this comment. "Further, if you want the overrated thrill of pregnancy and childbirth, we'll provide that to you too, if you don't mind Doug being the father."
Katie turned to me with such a tender look in her eyes that several more tears ran down my cheek. I nodded my love to her as I squeezed her hand. She tried to whisper something, but no words would come out she was so choked up.
I gestured to Mel and we both knelt in front of Katie as she sat on the edge of the bed.
I reached in my pocket and pulled out a small black, velvet covered ring box. I opened the box and extracted a large diamond engagement ring. I held it between my thumb and forefinger, first showing Mel our offering. Mel put her hand on mine and together we extended the ring towards Katie.
"Katie, we'd like you to wear this ring as a symbol of our enduring love for you – for each other. If this part of the world allowed it, we'd marry you. For now, this will have to do."
Katie's eyes got as big round as saucers as she looked at the ring we offered. Two more tears rolled down her face, yet the corners of her mouth turned up in newfound happiness. They were tears of happiness.
For over a minute we were a frozen tableau. Mel and I kneeling and holding the ring out to Katie, and Katie fixed - looking at the ring. I could feel her weighing all the alternatives, thinking of the implications of the ring and what it would mean for the rest of her life.
Finally, her voice came alive, "This is forever, right?"
"Right," we both said in unison.
"Will I belong to the two of you?" Katie asked.
"NO," I said quickly. "You'll be your own person. We won't own you or possess you any more than we can possess a rainbow or a ray of sunshine. We'll willingly share ourselves with each other, support each other, and most important of all, love each other."
Mel nodded and added, "It's hard to define commitment without ownership – most people wrap the two together, but we don't and that's how we want it. For always, it means we've made a decision that we want you in our lives. As we all know, there are no guarantees on longevity, but from this side of things it looks like forever."
"Will we be engaged? What does it mean?"
Mel said, "It means we share our love. You can say we're engaged if you like, or even just say you're engaged to Doug – or to me – or to both of us. Someday, if the laws change we'll do something more formal, but for now this is about it. If you want a ceremony we'll do one. It won't mean any less to us and those that know us though just because we haven't been through one."
Katie looked carefully into our eyes. We both held her gaze.
Then slowly, and with care, Katie raised her left hand towards us with her fingers spread, her ring finger slightly separate from the others.
"Yes. Yes, I want you both so much it hurts. I didn't know when I came back that I could miss any body so much – any bodies so much." Tears flowed down her cheeks.
We slipped the ring on her finger.
Katie flung herself from the bed into my arms, rolling me backwards onto the bedroom floor with her atop me. She kissed me passionately then turned to Mel. She pulled the Pixie into her open arms as she rolled from me onto her back. The two women kissed passionately. Soon we were all hugging and kissing, expressing our love for each other and how we'd all been so foolish to draw apart. And, for the first time since our arrival at her house, we heard the joyful sound of laughter and happiness erupt from Katie.
A few minutes later Mel and I followed Katie downstairs. Her mother was puttering around the kitchen, apparently starting the fixings for dinner.
Without saying a word, Katie went and hugged her mom. We heard her say, "Thank you, mom. Thanks for being so supportive these dark months." She paused and pulled away slightly, then said to her, "You should know I've been rescued. My knights in shining armor have come and claimed me."
Katie held her hand out at arm's length, proudly displaying the large diamond in the platinum setting. Her mother let out a little shriek and turned to the two of us, her eyes full of questions yet she had a smile from ear to ear.
"The two of you ... err, three of you?" she asked hesitantly.
"The three of us," I said softly. "We love each other."
"But you're married, aren't you?"
"Yes. And now we'll have a third member of our family – plus our two daughters, of course."
Katie quickly added, "And we'll probably have a couple more."
"How will they take it?" Katie's mother asked, genuinely concerned.
"Just the way they have for the past year. They have two moms that love them and care for them. It's a bit unconventional and we don't and won't flaunt it; it'll just be the way things are in our household versus all the others."
Katie nodded emphatically as I spoke, a smile on her face and tears of joy again rolling down her cheeks. Mel moved to put her arm around Katie, a gesture unusual in its delivery since the Pixie was six inches shorter than Katie.
Katie's mother looked between the three of us and finally said, "I'm happy for you all, but particularly for my daughter. I can't believe the transformation in her that you delivered in the hour you've been here."
*
Four Years Later
"I'm pregnant – again!"
The last time I'd heard those words was over five years earlier from the Pixie when she'd become pregnant with Catrice, our second child.
This time, however, the words came from Katie. She stood at the entrance to the kitchen facing the entire family holding the wand from a pregnancy test kit. The red plus sign was clearly visible in the small window of the wand. Katie had a grin from ear to ear and suddenly, so did I.
We had a family cheer for Katie – really for all of us. "Hip, Hip, Hooray" echoed half a dozen times around the kitchen from everyone. Everyone consisted of Mel – the Pixie, my wife and mother of two of my children; Ashley, my oldest child with Mel, now a precocious eight year old pixie; Catrice, my youngest child with Mel, who at five years old had leanings towards being a world class musician as well as a lively pixie; Taylor, the beautiful three year old girl I fathered with Katie after she rejoined our family; and of course Katie and me.
I rose and gave Katie a kiss and a bear hug then picked her up and swung her around the kitchen as she clung to my neck. Gales of laughter rang from the kitchen table where the rest of the lunch crowd sat. I finally set Katie down and she resumed her seat at the table where she got a kiss and hug from Mel and then from Ashley, Catrice and Taylor. Mel enthusiastically explained to the children that there was going to be a new baby brother or sister in a few months.
I leaned against the counter and looked across the room at all the people in my family. I felt such appreciation to the Universe for the life I'd found, that I'd helped create. I had a harmony that most people never find, a unity with that Universe. I felt such love and contentment. I remembered a quote and whispered it aloud to myself to reinforce its meaning in my memory.
"Happiness is the spiritual experience of living every moment with love, grace and gratitude."
###
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I rarely write in the third person, so this story is an experiment for me. My thanks to Jeriscol for his editing and education about the commas and semicolons.
*
Marybeth stomped down the street trying to vent her anger. Brad had pissed her off every day this week, setting a new record for his insensitivity and selfishness. Moreover her wrist hurt where he'd twisted it trying to gain control over her and make her have sex with him the night before. She'd spit in his face and he'd thrown her across the room onto the sofa. Now that she thought of it, her hip hurt too.
"Oh, God," she thought, "I'm headed towards a divorce. He was so nice when we lived together -- and then we had to go and get married." The wedding had been two years ago and the marriage had gone downhill from there. A fleeting thought of the lavish wedding and reception flashed through her head.
"I'll call Jess later and see if she has any suggestions." Jess, her long-time best friend, had divorced her husband of five years the year before and now seemed to be living an idyllic life living and working in the Embarcadero in San Francisco. She had several attentive boyfriends that seemed to adore her and satisfy her every need. Marybeth pushed back the twinge of jealousy that crept into her mind when she thought of Jess.
"Coffee; must have a coffee." The aroma of fresh brewed coffee wafted onto the sidewalk as she passed the Starbucks near her office. As usual she turned and waited in line for the expensive brew.
Afterwards, as a reward that fine spring morning and also to cool her temper and anger at Brad before she went to her office, she sat at a small metal table outside the coffee shop and sipped the hot coffee.
It was then that she noticed renovations going on in the empty store next door to Starbucks. The store had sat vacant for almost two years, the art gallery that had been in the place had folded. She recalled the art had never appealed to her and that she'd never seen anyone other than the gallery owner in the store. No wonder it had folded. There was no indication of what the new store would become.
*
Two days later, Marybeth stomped down the street -- as usual. She thought, "Brad's setting a new record. He's been an asshole everyday this month." This morning he'd yelled at her for leaving her dirty clothes from the day before in a pile in the corner of the bedroom. Of course, his were strewn from one end of their condominium to the other, some of them smelly remnants of his basketball game with the guys the evening before at the court in the schoolyard near where they lived. He'd thrown a few things at her but fortunately they'd been clothing.
Also as usual, she turned into Starbucks glancing at the pile of construction debris piled curbside for trash pickup by the empty store next door. "That's quite a renovation they're doing there," she thought. I wonder what the store will be.
When her turn came to order her coffee she also asked the girl behind the counter if she knew what the store would be. The result was a shrug and a shake of the head.
On her way to work she peered through the windows of the construction site next door. The place would be some kind of nicely appointed office space. She could see that the contractors were preparing a number of separate rooms. Based on wires hanging from the wall, the place would be well connected with computers and such. She speculated on what kinds of business that might include: insurance? Investments? Telemarketing? Oh well, time will tell.
*
Two weeks later things had only gotten worse with Brad. Marybeth came out from Starbucks and sat down to enjoy her morning coffee. She thought, "I have to get my head off my hellish life with Brad and into my job. My marriage is affecting everything I do." Suddenly, she noticed the intriguing name for the store that had been under construction. The signage must have gone up the day before while she'd been at work:

Marriage Exchange"Hummm.Marriage Exchange," she thought, "I'd love to exchange my marriage for someone else's. I wonder if they'll do that for me? Nah. Probably just a catchy name for a marketing company of some kind -- or perhaps counseling." After all, no one could exchange your marriage, could they?
She reflected on Brad's latest 'stunt' as she referred to them. He'd gone out drinking with the guys and not come home until one in the morning. Then he'd demanded sex with her. She'd told him on no uncertain terms to 'fuck off' and get sober. She locked him out of the bedroom, worried that he'd destroy the door. He'd slept on the couch, again, and was just rolling his slovenly body into gear as she'd left the condo. "What a mess I've made of my life -- my marriage," she thought.
The thought of sex flit through her mind and made her smile. She hadn't had sex with Brad for months. She decided to save her 'treasures' for some future, more deserving lover. Brad was turned off -- permanently. Nonetheless, she felt needy some days. She thought of Jess and her lovers. She'd call Jess later, if nothing more than to get her perspective on what she should do. Jess was earthy, but gave good advice and was always a good listener.
After she finished her coffee, Marybeth looked in the windows of the new shop again, however, there appeared there was no furniture or equipment yet in the offices. The following day, she asked about the shop at Starbucks but again only got a shrug indicating both indifference and lack of knowledge.
*
A week later, seething with her latest frustration with Brad, something to do with his anger over her meals and his drinking problem, Marybeth trod into Starbucks, her mind full of thoughts about how soon she could extricate herself from her husband. Such a shame I can't snap my fingers and make him vanish like the witch on that old black and white TV show.
A few minutes later armed with her coffee, she decided she'd better let her anger at Brad cool down before barreling into work with her current attitude. She sat at one of the metal tables and took a deep breath. "Maybe I should try mediation," she thought, "Or levitation; I'll levitate Brad right into the path of a speeding locomotive."
She looked across the sidewalk and for the first time realized that the previously vacant store now had come to life:Marriage Exchange. There were lights on in the establishment and she could see one woman moving around the outer reception area, neatening up the area.
Marybeth screwed up her courage, stood and walked towards the new store. As she entered a subtle sweet aroma of jasmine caught her attention and made her pause. She could feel some of her anger drain away.
"Hello," a woman's voice said pleasantly. "May I help you?"
Marybeth turned and looked at the woman: about her age, pretty -- no even beautiful, trim, wonderful skin tone, hair done in an attractive twist, silk blouse, black stovepipe slacks, low heels. "Yes, I guess." She paused and for a moment mused over how her own dress standards had declined as her anger at Brad grew. "Your store name caught my attention. I wondered what you did, or perhaps if you have a brochure."
The woman smiled and said, "I'm Tara. And yes, we do have a brochure." She rummaged in her desk and produced a single pocket-sized pamphlet with picture of smiling couples on it. She rose again and handed it to Marybeth. "Do you need a replacement or a better model?" she asked with a touch of humor in her voice.
Marybeth asked, "Replacement? Better model?" The woman sounded like she'd been talking about refrigerators.
Tara laughed. "Yes. Women come to us when they either need to replace a husband or boyfriend that's left them high and dry, or they want to get rid of one they have and get a better one. Usually they're in a marriage, but not always; sometimes it's a long-term relationship, that's why we call itMarriage Exchange."
Marybeth nodded in understanding and stated bluntly, "Oh, I need a new model!" She glanced at the brochure. "How do you make THAT happen?"
"Well, we have a variety of techniques. Apparently the one you have doesn't show any signs of departing? Have you tried counseling?"
Marybeth said, "He won't go to counseling; I've asked several times. And, no, he won't leave on his own. All he does is criticize and yell at me for my mistakes; he can occasionally be a little physical." She rubbed her wrist still sore from over a week earlier. "I've kept score over the past couple of months and there's only been one day when he was nice all day."
"Well, on one level, we have two basic techniques. We can help you push him out, or we can use some outside 'magnet' to make him want to leave you for what he thinks will be better. In the process we also find 'something better' for you. How's that sound?"
She thought for a moment and said, "Well, for one, it sounds expensive. Don't I need a lawyer and divorce papers and things like that?"
"We provide all that as part of our package, satisfaction guaranteed or your money back. The 'Do It Yourself' kit is $2,000; the 'Chauffeured Package' is $3,000, plus out-of-pocket expenses. There can be a few extras. We can finance the payments or even arrange for the money to be 'extracted' from your spouse's share of the divorce settlement as he departs. When you sign up for one of the programs we explain all the details to you." She looked at me expectantly.
After a moment Marybeth said, "Let me get back to you. That's more money than I've got now, and I also want to read your brochure. Do you have references for this kind of thing?"
"Oh yes, just let me know when you want them. We're very patient and there's no hard sell. I should also mention that something like this can take a few months; a separation or divorce is not something that we can make happen overnight, although we have had a number of miraculous departures or exchanges." Tara smiled warmly.
Marybeth took the brochure and her coffee and left the store, completing her walk to work. She felt as though a burden had been lifted from her shoulders even though she hadn't signed up for anyMarriage Exchange programs.
At work she read the little brochure about a dozen times, but it provided no further information aboutMarriage Exchange other than what Tara had told her. There was a phone number, a local exchange that she assumed was the storefront she'd visited. She called and heard Tara answer: "Marriage Exchange, how may I help you?"
"Tara, this is Marybeth Wagner, I was in there about an hour ago. I wondered if I could talk to one or two people that used you guys. Is that awkward?"
"No, no," Tara told her. "Here are two names: Kate Webster and Diane Lawford. I think they both work in town near here." She also provided the phone numbers. "If you want I can give you a couple of men as well; you know problems such as you're facing can be felt equally on either side of a relationship."
After hanging up, Marybeth dialed Kate's number. Almost immediately a female voice answered: "Optimal Insurance, how may I direct your call?" She requested Kate Webster and in another moment another voice answered, "Hi. This is Kate."
Marybeth started, "Kate, you don't know me butMarriage Exchange gave me your name as a reference. I know it may be presumptive to ask but I was curious why you used them and how you think about someone like me using them? I'm thinking very seriously of signing onto their program."
"Where are you? Now I mean?" Kate asked.
Marybeth answered, "Errr, I work downtown, near Main and Pineapple."
Kate said, "Oh, Good. I'm about two blocks from you. How about we do lunch? Do you know the sandwich shop on Cortez near Main?" The pair set up a meeting and two hours later the two women sat on a park bench in front of City Hall eating their sandwiches.
Kate started by telling her story, "I was married to a guy named Charlie. Everybody loved Charlie, including his secretary. He bonked her a few times and I suspected but didn't have any solid evidence. I could have probably forgiven that, but then his whole disposition around me soured; I couldn't do anything right. It was a downward spiral. I figured he'd leave but he didn't, he just hung around, fucked her, and made my life miserable. He wouldn't go to counseling either. I hated to go home from work. I didn't know where to turn."
"A friend told me aboutMarriage Exchange. I thought it was a joke, you know 'trade your husband in for a better model' and all that. It wasn't. I'm married to Todd now and he's such a sweetheart, as different as night and day from Charlie. He's attentive, loving, kind, can't wait to do things with me, dotes on me, and calls me a few times every day just to tell me he loves me. Moreover," she whispered, "He's a divine lover. He's a dream come true."
"Anyway, M.E. as I call them; apparently had some other gal enter the picture and come on to Charlie. She was irresistible -- even more than his secretary - and he went for the bait. They did their magic on him and next thing I knew he'd packed up and moved out, then pleaded with me to divorce him on my terms. He gave me an outrageously great settlement. A month or so later, just when I was thinking of getting back into life, Todd showed up to offer help and solace, although I didn't think I needed much of that." She laughed, "Anyway, I'd resolved to swear off men and never get married again. Todd swept me off my feet, from day one, and a couple of months after my divorce became final, we ran away to Vegas and got hitched. I've never been happier in my life and my life only gets better with him."
Marybeth pushed and prodded with questions; amazed and incredulous that Kate could go through such a rapid change and come out of it amazingly upbeat and elated without the bitterness she detected in so many divorced women. Yet the evidence sat beside her on the bench as they had lunch.
Marybeth called Diane Lawford in the afternoon. As soon as Diane realized she'd been given as a reference, she giggled and suggested a glass of wine after work. She told Marybeth, "This isn't the kind of thing I can talk to you over the telephone about." They agreed on a spot downtown and Marybeth spent the rest of the afternoon wondering about Kate and Diane's objectivity. Had they been so desperate to get rid of their husbands that any replacement would do? Had they paid full price? How long had it taken? Were they still bitter?
Diane Lawford was a beautiful woman and warmed instantly to Marybeth. The two settled into a leather-bound booth at the stately old Hotel Drake, now made over and part of a national chain. Each had ordered a glass of Merlot.
Diane told her, "I can't tell you how happy I was withMarriage Exchange. Two years ago I even contemplated suicide. Darren, my ex, beat me up once in a while; it was his way of controlling me. I asked him to leave several times, but the most I got out of that discussion was a broken jaw one time. I had to drink my meals through a straw for six weeks; they wired it shut. I also missed two months of work."
She went on, "A friend had found the Exchange in another city and sent me a brochure. One day while I was at home nursing a black eye, I called them and talked to someone named Rachel. After she understood how desperate I was, she came here at her own expense a few days later and talked me through the program. I signed up and spent three days giving them an unimaginable amount of information about Darren and me, a lot of ... well, kind of personal ... intimate information. Well, after things started, at least his disposition improved slightly and I didn't feel I'd get roughed up, and then six weeks after I'd started he told me he was divorcing me; he moved out that day and I haven't seen him since."
"What did it cost you?" Marybeth asked.
"Well, it didn't cost me anything. Darren doesn't know it but he paid for the Exchange as part of his settlement."
"Exchange?"
"Oh yes, a couple of months after Darren moved out, Kinsey Cartland showed up on my doorstep, literally. The Exchange had him come by to help me sort out my affairs. They knew I'd eventually have to move to smaller quarters and trim back in a number of ways. Anyway, Kinsey arrived at ten o'clock in the morning and proposed marriage over a bottle of outrageously expensive wine that same day at five o'clock. Of course, I didn't accept right away, but I did four months later. He swept me off my feet."
"And you're happy?" Marybeth asked tentatively.
"Happy?" Diane stated incredulously. "I haven't had an unhappy second for the three years since Kinsey came into my life. He's the most fascinating man I know, plus he's a divine lover." Diane got a kind of dreamy look on her face.
"Is it ... is your marriage all based on sex?" Marybeth asked.
"Oh no," Diane exclaimed. "He's a bit of an intellectual. He's written a couple of dozen books -- mostly textbooks and he's often a guest lecturer at the City's college. He's well off, plus he brings me gifts, he writes me poetry, he's surprised me with trips to Europe -- where he's from, and to the Caribbean, he helps with housework, he's handy around the home, he likes all my friends -- even the crazy ones, and he encourages my wild streak."
Marybeth just sat in an astonished state and said, "Wow!" Finally she asked, "What did they do -- theMarriage Exchange?"
Diane said, "All I can figure is they lured Darren out by some strong female scent -- some other female was involved, but I don't think much ever happened between them. He was burning up with passion for something or someone when he left -- he just wanted out and I mean immediately. Rachel, the M.E. woman I worked with, said they used something new called E.H.T., whatever that is -- don't ask me, I didn't pay attention. I heard through the grapevine that Darren had changed jobs and was doing all right, but that's all I know for sure. I don't want to stir up a hornet's nest so I haven't called him but he's around town.
*
"How do I sign up?" Marybeth asked. She sat in front of Tara's desk atMarriage Exchange, her feet planted firmly on the floor and her purse clutched in front of her. On the desk sat her morning cup of coffee.
Tara said looking at her desk calendar, "We'll book a couple of days for you to come in to share a lot of information with us about yourself and about Brad. We could start on Friday and then pick up the second day and any additional time we might need the following week." She looked to Marybeth for approval.
Marybeth nodded, "The sooner the better. Should I plan being here the whole day? This is so important; I can take time off from work."
Tara said it would take at least two full days and then any other time could be done after work, unless there was something exceptional. Marybeth booked Friday and the following Monday.
Then Marybeth asked an interesting question: "As you do whatever it is you do to Brad, is there any chance I could watch it take place? I'd really like to see how you do what you do, but really I want to see the prick cooked in his own juices." She thought a minute and asked, "Diane said you used something called E.H.T. as part of your approach; what's that?"
Tara laughed and said, "We'll see if there's a situation where you can watch. You'll have to ask Stacy; she'll be your advocate here. You'll meet her Friday. Some parts of what we do I just don't know how you'd even be able to see them, but certainly any pickups or come-ons we can figure something out. It depends in part on Brad's habits. As for E.H.T., that stands for Extended Hypnosis Therapy. Several of the founders are expert in the approach and use it in some of our work. Stacy can tell you more about it on Friday."



*
Friday, Marybeth arrived atMarriage Exchange at exactly 8:30 a.m. as she'd been told to do. Tara was there and introduce her to Stacy who would be the first person she'd work with in terms of collecting information about her and Brad.
Stacy was another stunning person: long black hair, with natural curls in it, high cheek bones that provided angular relief to her crystal clear complexion and full lips. Stacy was also about Marybeth's height and full bosomed. Stacy's legs were sheathed in a long, maxi-length dark gray skirt with a slit up one side. As she walked in her low heels, Marybeth could occasionally see significant flashes of skin well up Stacy's thigh. The whole package was alluring and Marybeth actually felt herself flush at her unusual Sapphic reaction.
Having met Tara a few days earlier, Marybeth had started dressing better again. She wore heels, snug designer jeans that showed off her best assets, and an expensive looking summery blouse and a colorful scarf that called attention to her slim neckline and breasts. She had a light sweater in her oversize purse. She'd actually admired her flat tummy in the mirror that morning as she'd stood assessing her nude body after her morning shower. She recalled thinking, "It's a shame Brad will never get to touch all this lovely real estate again." She also wondered if anyone would ever find her interesting enough to explore the secrets her body held.
"Shall we begin?" Stacy said, after she'd led Marybeth into a nicely decorated and comfortable meeting room. The two sat; both chairs were padded in comfortable leather. The table between them had a posh inlay of leather also. The surroundings were rich and suggested a successful organization.
Stacy went on, "You and I will spend this morning together. After lunch, you'll meet with Mike Connors and he'll continue with you in the afternoon. He's new to this office, but one of the co-founders ofMarriage Exchange, so you'll be getting the best all the way along today." She smiled in an engaging way. Marybeth felt herself relax.
Stacy continued, "The three of us will meet again for the last half-hour of the day to wrap up and cover any unasked questions. I'm going to collect a lot of standard information and then start to ask you some very personal questions that I hope you'll answer candidly. Sometimes, it's just some little fact that helps us trip the scale in the right direction so bear with us. Of course, all of the information is confidential. We do record our sessions so we can go back and review the information, but the tapes are destroyed after a month or you can have them back."
Marybeth nodded; she'd been ready to start all week.
Stacy started with the usual questions about Marybeth's demographics: address, birth date, parents, health, financial status, job position and nature of work. Then the questions became a little more personal: how she felt growing up, her relationship with parents and siblings, her friends and how they interacted, her education, her work and her co-workers.
The questions then got into her emotional life: how she felt about things in general; what made her happy and sad; what brought joy to her life? Did she have a narrow or wide range of emotions? Was she quick to anger ... or laugh? Was she forgiving and tolerant?
Marybeth felt well grilled about her 'public' life by the time the pair took a fifteen-minute break about ten-thirty. She walked around outside to clear the cobwebs from her head and get a little exercise and fresh air.
Stacy started the late morning part of her interview with an interesting question: "Marybeth, when you first saw me, what did you feel?"
Marybeth stammered a little at the directness of the question. Finally, she garnered the courage to answer it accurately; "To tell the truth I had several thoughts. Well, first you come across as very professional and competent. Perhaps it's the way you dress or carry yourself, however, I felt I was in good hands and made the right decision to come here." She paused and went on, "You are also a beautiful woman. Everything about you has, errr ... sex appeal, and I wish I had the ability to always look as nice as you do -- to be sexy too."
Stacy didn't bat an eye, but made a minor notation on her note pad. Finally she looked up and said, "You're normal and I appreciate your compliments. To tell you the truth, I'm drawn to you as well. Your jeans are tight enough to show you have nice legs. You are sexy in your own way." She grinned.
Marybeth almost gasped.
Stacy added with a laugh, "Don't worry, I'm not hitting on you. If I ever did, I'm pretty direct and you'll know it. Besides I like guys."
After that, the questions got very personal, including Marybeth's sexual preferences, experience and predilections. When did you start having sex? Did you like it? Have you had many partners? Who was the best? Why? What do you like most about it? What have you done? What would you like to do again ... not do again? What do you fantasize about?
Marybeth decided this was the most complete interview she'd ever had. Somehow the morning flew by until suddenly Stacy's phone buzzed to indicate noon.
As they stood to go to lunch, Marybeth volunteered, "All this talk about sex made me hot and bothered. The first male I meet better watch out."
Stacy laughed and confided, "Frankly, I am too. Mike probably won't notice, and even if he does he'll act professionally. By the way, he's going to join us for lunch. I thought we'd go to a little sandwich place around the corner." She grinned at the clear indication that Mike would be the first male I'd see.
Mike was waiting in the lobby of the small office and after a cordial introduction; the three walked the hundred yards or so to the Greek restaurant on the corner.
Marybeth studied Mike as they walked. As Tara and Stacy were beautiful, Mike was handsome. He stood just over six feet tall, with short wavy dusty brown hair. He was smooth shaven and thus his square jaw and clean-cut look were amplified. He had square shoulders and no doubt worked out to carry the physique evident on his body. He had trim hips, a cute little behind, and what looked like long strong legs. Marybeth now felt even more bothered.
Mike was very polite and held the chairs for both Marybeth and Stacy. Marybeth wondered if the two of them were an event. She started to hang on his every word, his voice so well modulated and masculine. She checked his left hand and for some reason was glad to see he wore no wedding ring.
"So are you all answered out?" Mike asked with a touch of humor in his voice.
"Well, let's just say I've never spent such a concentrated period of time talking about myself -- and in some sensitive areas too."
He turned to Stacy and asked with a chuckle, "How'd she do on all the sex questions? Did you finish?"
Stacy said, "You can listen to the tapes later but she seems above normal on the scale. That's good; we're more likely to find her someone quickly that way. I'll explain the side to side variations to you later."
Marybeth asked, "Huh?"
"Oh, we use some research instruments that allow us to portray your answers on a multi-dimensional grid. What the resulting polyhedron looks like -- up, down, left, right, and all the other dimensions -- helps us understand both you and Brad better, plus it helps us match you to some other people with a much higher degree of success than any dating service ever dreamed about. Isn't that right, Mike?" Stacy turned to him clearly with a desire to impress, and Marybeth suddenly realized two things: Stacy and Mike had not worked closely before today, and Stacy appeared attracted to Mike. She wondered if Mike had been Stacy's date the night before and then decided the two did not have that kind of chemistry yet. She could see the unrealized potential between the pair and felt glad that they worked together.
Mike picked up the lead and answered in a professional tone, "I worked at two dating services before this -- e-Harmony and Match.com. They're the leaders in what they do. While I worked, I also went to grad school and came across these new techniques and instruments that we use now, and then co-foundedMarriage Exchange. I couldn't wait to apply some of what I learned. The company is now five years old and our success rate is phenomenal."
Stacy said in a flirty jest, "You don't need to sell it, Mike. She's already bought."
He retorted with a chuckle, "No, but I am bragging. This is really good stuff." He turned back to Marybeth, "You should know that about a year ago, based on the instrument's use on a couple of thousand individuals, the whole shebang got updated and refined. The improvements are wonderful. Further my partner and I have integrated what we call E.H.T. into our approach and it's made it almost foolproof."
"Oh, I wanted to know more about E.H.T.," Marybeth said jumping into the conversation.
Mike began, "Well it stands for Extended Hypnosis Therapy. The term 'extended' means it lasts for a long time; it also takes a long time, relatively, to make happen. The technique was created to deal with addictions -- nicotine and drugs; and then began being used in other areas such as treating post-traumatic stress, anxiety and such. The problem with it is that any therapeutic benefits tend to wear off unless they were reinforced in some subtle ways. We learned how to make the benefits last longer -- a few months anyway - and also how to avoid any feeling of violation or doing something against your will. Then a couple of us got interested in using the approach to help improve relationships, and," he gestured, "Here we are."
"Who's your co-partner?"
Mike replied, "Rachel Star. We were grad students together and then co-foundedMarriage Exchange. We got the Atlanta office started and then I decided we needed to expand and so she started a Washington office. I stayed in Atlanta until I groomed someone that could run it. I moved here about a month ago after we'd made arrangements for this office, clerical help and such."
Marybeth was enthralled with Mike's enthusiasm about the profiling instrument and E.H.T., as well as the new office. She asked some polite questions and relished his answers. She'd certainly lucked out in finding this place, and prayed that it would work on Brad. All that, plus she hoped she'd get to spend more time with Mike than just the coming afternoon. The trio finished their sandwiches and drinks and walked back to the office. Mike ducked into a newspaper shop for two minutes and then caught up with women just as they reached the office door. He had a flat package under his arm -- a couple of magazines.
As they walked in the office door, Stacy excused herself and said she'd rejoin them about 4:30 p.m. Mike led Marybeth back into the same interview room they'd used that morning and the two sat comfortably at the table.
"Marybeth, I want you to close your eyes for a moment -- until I tell you." She could hear the rustling of paper, no doubt Mike's package. A few seconds later he said, "OK, open you eyes."
In front of her on the table were four men's magazines -- well, not entirely:Playboy,Hustler,Playgirl, and a magazine calledCouples.
"Which of these magazines would you like to read first?" Mike asked in a soft voice. He went on, "Don't think about your response, just react. Speak now."
Marybeth blurted out, "Couples."
"Why?"
"The copy and photos on the cover make it clear it contains graphic pictures of couples making love, in one case in a group setting. I've only seen that in a couple of porn films Brad showed me. I'm curious, plus that kind of thing turns me on."
Mike picked up the magazine and set it aside, "All right, what one would you choose next? Just blurt it out."
"Hustler."
"Why?"
"I saw it once before. It's crude, raw, rough sex. Graphic. Again, it turned me on. I'm not sure I'd do any of that stuff, but it's fun to think about."
"Why notPlayboy orPlaygirl?"
"Both too tame. My dad hadPlayboy lying around the house as I grew up, it got to be just another magazine. The women in it were too 'processed' -- they weren't real. Dimples were added and beauty marks removed, if you know what I mean.Playgirl is about the same, except for the male body. Well hung guys, but I need to feel something about the guy -- either love or lust, but passing interest as I'd have at aPlaygirl photo just doesn't cut it -- well, at least most of the time." She blushed.
"Fair enough," Mike said. He gathered the magazines and handed all of them to Marybeth. "Here," he said. "Take them home and study them over the weekend. You'll be tested on them on Monday." He chuckled and then sat down and made some notations on pages in his portfolio.
Mike finally looked up and said, "OK, for the next few hours, we're going to talk about Brad. So close your eyes and take a deep breath."
Marybeth did exactly that to get her head in gear.
Mike said, "We'll start with the easy stuff first. Give me his demographics -- his bio if you will; all the kind of information you probably gave Stacy at the start of this morning."
Marybeth laid out what she knew about her husband: birthday, where he grew up, parents, family, financial status, job, friends, and so forth. She talked fast and ignored the small microphone sitting before her. Mike also wrote rapidly as she talked. Finally, she ran out of the 'public' things to say about him. She was surprised she knew so much of his background, and doubted if he'd ever paid that much attention to her life.
Mike then pushed into a new but related area; questions like: How did you meet? When did you have sex? How was it? What did he say? How did he react? Did he follow up or did you? What were your later dates like? Was sex a regular occurrence? When did you start living together? Why? What did each of you get from cohabitating? How did your relationship change over time? Why did you two decide to get married? Was the engagement different from just living together? How did things change during that time period? What was the wedding like? How did Brad behave? How did the frequency with which you had sex change over time? Why?
Then Mike took yet another tack: Who are Brad's friends? Does he bring them home? Have you met them all? What percentage of time is he with them? Do you detect anything emotional in his relationship with them? What do you know about the home life of his friends? What do they do together?
Mike's questions then shifted and got into Brad's anger, distrust and dissatisfaction with life. He probed to find Brad's open sores that he said they might find a way to exploit. Mike also bore in on Brad's sexuality even further: What turned him on? How did he react to things you did together? Did you and he have any joint fantasies you explored? Was he all male? Do you describe him as an alpha? How would he have reacted if you had an affair?
The questions went on and on, and Marybeth realized that Mike was methodically searching for the weaknesses in Brad's behavior, disposition, performance, preferences, and fantasies. Somehow,Marriage Exchange would find the chinks in Brad's armor and use them to advantage. They'd slip in the Trojan horse and then the job would basically be done.
*
Marybeth arrived home exhausted from the intense questioning she'd undergone all day. Stacy had made her promise to relax over the weekend.
Brad was particularly surly when she walked in the door. She hadn't expected him to be home until after sunset since he usually played 'hoops' until he had to come home and eat, consume a prodigious amount of beer, belch a dozen times, and then lamely try to have sex with her.
"Why are you late?" He demanded. "Where's my dinner?"
She brushed off his comment with a remark about workload at her job and then set about fixing dinner. Brad got into the beer right away, not a good sign unless she could get him to consume so much that he eventually passed out in front of the television.
He grumbled and sniped at her as she worked in the kitchen, actually tossing a nearly empty can at her as she rushed some hamburgers to the table for him. She then had to scurry to clean up the spilled brew before it stained the carpet.
If she hadn't found the glimmer of hope atMarriage Exchange, this would have been the night she probably would have walked into the bedroom, packed a suitcase, and then walked out the door into the night, risking that he might get physically abusive with her in some way.
Brad wolfed down his dinner, making crude remarks about how he wanted to fuck her and make her his woman tonight. When out of sight, Marybeth just rolled her eyes, and went to get him another beer. Then she had what she thought was a stroke of genius: she'd make him a boilermaker. She poured a little of the beer from the can and poured in about an ounce of Jack Daniels -- Brad's favorite hard liquor. She carried it to him as he watched TV.
"Honey, I know how much you like your beer," Marybeth crooned as she delivered the special can to him. "This one's special; see if you like it. I made it just for you."
Brad gave her a suspicious look and sniffed the can then took a sip. Marybeth adopted the posture of the doting wife and stood near him with a calculated look of trying to please him. "Hey, this is good. You put some Jack in this? Good girl." He turned back to the TV.
She smiled and clapped her hands, apparently pleased that she could please her man. She kept delivering those to him for the next two hours, the dose of Jack larger in each succeeding can.
Brad passed out about ten o'clock. Marybeth put a pillow under his head, covered him over, and turned the television volume down slightly on the twenty-four hour sports channel. He'd be out until around six in the morning when he'd have to get up to piss; he wouldn't bother her then. He'd just go back to sleep on the couch again, probably after taking a pile of pills to mitigate the terrible hangover he'd have by then. She grinned at her sweet revenge.
As Marybeth closed the door to the bedroom, she thought how diabolical she'd been. I'll have to tell Stacy on Monday she thought -- or Mike. She found herself attracted to the two of them.
*
Monday morning, she enthusiastically strode intoMarriage Exchange ready for another full day of questioning. She wasn't disappointed. In the morning, Mike and Stacy each interviewed her further, the emphasis shifting more towards her husband and his terrible behavior. She told them about how she had fended him off all weekend, keeping him in an alcoholic stupor. She urged them to move quickly.
After lunch she was introduced to other people new to the office, Philip and Natalie, both also beautiful people and skilled interviewers who led her deeper into a psychological assessment of Brad, and, of course, herself. The quartet of interviewers met as a group with her from four to six o'clock, probing a few untouched areas as well as searching further for any hidden areas any one of them might have missed that could provide a leverage point for dealing with her husband -- or, for that matter, matching her to some highly desirable mate.
Marybeth picked up some Chinese takeout on the way home, however, Brad wasn't there when she arrived at the condo. She ate and eventually put the leftovers in the refrigerator for him, if he ever came home. One could hope.
About midnight she heard the door slam, announcing Brad's presence one again. He came into the bedroom and she could smell the stale smoke and beer on him before he even got near the bed.
"Oh, yuck!" she said with an acidic voice. "You need a shower. You smell terrible."



"Fuck you, bitch," he said as a retort and left the room, slamming the bedroom door. Marybeth felt sorry for their neighbors. Brad's anger at her had gotten louder and meaner with each passing week, resulting in more yelling and now his slamming doors. That said, she thanked the stars he hadn't tried to make love to her.
*
At work two days later, Marybeth answered her cell phone. "Marybeth, this is Stacy."
"Hi, what's up? Do you need me for more questions?"
"No," she said in a cheery voice. "I just wanted to let you know that we're starting today -- this evening in fact. Come by the office about five. You said you wanted to see part of this operation. We're assuming that Brad will go by his usual club after work."
"Oh yes," Marybeth said with a touch of glee in her voice. "I'll be there."
*
Stacy finished placing the scraggly dark wig on Marybeth's head and adjusted the look. "Now, with this change of clothes and some crazy glasses, we know Brad will write you off as someone he's not interested in. You'll just be a body in this place, if he should even see you."
Marybeth looked at herself in the mirror in the backroom of theMarriage Exchange. She barely recognized herself. She wore the clothes of someone ten years younger and much more punk; large tinted glasses gave her a funky look that would not appeal to Brad. Stacy had also down dressed and wore a wig, giving her a less than attractive appearance. The two were a pair.
"OK, let's go," Stacy said, "I need to warn you that Brad may not be approachable tonight. We think we have the right mix of ingredients, but we'll have to see." Stacy led them out the door and they caught a taxi to a club not too far from where Brad worked and where Marybeth knew he often went after work, sometimes for hours and hours.
The place was filling up rapidly as the after work crowd poured in for some drinks or even a burger before heading home. A DJ kept a wide variety of songs playing at too high a volume over the speakers on the stage. He had a smoke machine that gave an interesting air to the place.
Stacy said, "See the redhead near the bar?"
Marybeth nodded.
"She's the bait. She's done this before for us."
"She's going to pick him up?"
"Oh, a little more than that, but I'll explain as things unfold."
Marybeth turned rapidly away from her look at the redhead that also took in the main door to the club. "He's here. He's actually here."
"Oh good," Stacy said. She picked a small device out of her purse and held it near her lips. Marybeth leaned forward so she could see and hear what Stacy said into the small microphone, "Chili, your target just came in. Sandy hair, blue shirt near the door looking around. Now he's heading to the slot at the bar to your left about six people down from you."
Marybeth hitched around until she could see the redhead, whose name was apparently Chili. She raised both arms and stretched; apparently a signal that she'd heard the message and homed in on the target. The pair watched as she hefted her pert figure off the bar stool and sauntered towards Brad, stopping to make a remark to each person as she went. Marybeth could tell she could be very friendly.
"Chili's an expert at flirting. You'll meet her later. She said she wanted to meet you too. It's unusual that we do this, but you wanted to see her in action plus she also wanted to meet you after reading your file and listening to some of your tapes over the weekend. She's from the Atlanta office, by the way."
Marybeth blushed thinking of some of the material on the tapes.
Chili reached Brad and tossed out some comment to him. He replied and soon the two were in conversation. The postures of the flirting couple were unmistakable. This was a mating dance: Chili out for the kill and Brad the soon to be carcass. Soon they watched Chili buy Brad a second beer and then a third.
Stacy explained, "Based on what you told us, Brad appears to be a sucker for females that gift him little things -- like a drink. It's a dom-sub thing. Moreover, he likes redheads, freckles, and touching -- see how she's got her hand on his arm now and her body pushed into his muscles. He likes an aggressive female, even if she's teasing."
Marybeth said, "But I never told you any of those things explicitly."
"No, but we imputed them from the data you gave us after we did a computer analysis. By Saturday we thought we had it figured out and what you told us Monday only confirmed our initial analysis. Fortunately, Chili was free and could start the game tonight."
"She came here from Georgia?" Marybeth asked in an astonished voice.
"Yep, just for you. She's got friends here too, so it's not entirely a dedicated trip."
They watched as Brad pulled Chili in closer to him, trying to plant a kiss on her cheek. Chili deftly turned at the last minute, laughed and then sashayed away from him towards the ladies room.
"Quick, that's our sign, come with me," Stacy said. She pulled Marybeth up and the two women followed the trail Chili had left towards the ladies room. The room was a torrent of women coming and going, the area in front of the large mirror swamped with women primping before they went back into the meat locker.
Stacy saw Chili and led Marybeth over. "Hi, doll. This is Marybeth."
Chili smiled warmly and sympathetically at Marybeth; "You've got yourself quite a handful to get rid of out there. He's a case, all ego and self centeredness."
"I heard you came up especially to help do this for me. I'm so grateful. I hope he doesn't give you a hard time. That's what I usually get."
"Don't worry, Marybeth," Chili told her. "You'll find a way to pay it back and I'll try to leave him at least neutered tonight so he won't be a problem when he gets home." She winked at Stacy. She pulled the earpiece out from behind her hair and with some finger work dislodged the small transmitter from her lacy under garments and pulled it up and out of her blouse by the wire. "You'd better take this. If he starts rummaging around in my hair or elsewhere, I don't want him finding it." Stacy took the receiver and put it in her pocket.
Chili exchanged a couple of words with Stacy and then said, "I better get back. I'm going to deliver the first dose in a few minutes if I can. I'll check in with you later or tomorrow." She slipped out the door of the bathroom as a gaggle of early twenty-somethings came giggling in the door.
"We'll give her a few minutes then slip out," Stacy said as she headed towards an open stall. "Be right out."
Back at their table, Stacy and Marybeth watched Chili and Brad in their flirtatious dance.
"Will she lure him with sex?" Marybeth asked, suddenly starting to put pieces of the puzzle together.
"Yes ... and no," Stacy said. "Brad is complex. He'd take the sex, but the fact is he wants more. He wants to play out that dom-sub thing I mentioned, plus he'd like to entertain all manner of fantasies with the right woman, most sexual, but some more substantive. That's why we picked Chili."
"I just don't want her to do something she wouldn't normally do," Marybeth said.
"Oh, she won't. You should know that Chili is happily married. She went through theMarriage Exchange program about two years ago -- at the time she lived in Raleigh. She liked it so much she started working with us."
"Did she have a terrible marriage, like mine?"
"No, in fact it was just one of those things that turned cold after a few years. Amazing, since I met both of them and thought they were warm people -- just not with each other. Anyway, that was true exchange."
"What do you mean?"
"Well in that case we matched Chili and Hank, her first husband, up with Shane and Alison. They were going through the program too, only from a few miles away in Chapel Hill. The couples hit it off and so did the cross pairs, if you know what I mean. They ended swapping spouses."
"You mean sexually?" Marybeth asked, surprised by the volume of her voice.
Stacy laughed, "Well, I don't know about that, but after they'd established their compatibility, they swapped marriage partners for good -- two success stories. Shane moved to Raleigh to be with Chili, and Hank to Chapel Hill to be with Alison. They even kept the houses they had."
"Did you think of doing that with Brad and me?" Marybeth asked then realized the dubious nature of her question. She clarified, "I mean, swapping us with another couple." She gave Stacy a lopsided grin.
"Yes, briefly, at least until we learned about Brad's abusive nature. I haven't met a woman yet that wants an abusive, often drunk, self-centered, egotistical bastard as a mate." She laughed at her string of words. She added, "Sounds just like my first husband."
"You mean ... you ... were you a client too?"
"One of the first," Stacy said. "At that time there was a lot of theory about all the match making and luring games. I lived in Boston at the time and met Mike's co-founder --Rachel. She was doing her Ph.D. on E.H.T. They needed a test subject and I was one of them, or rather my ex was."
Marybeth asked, "If E.H.T. is so good, why not just hypnotize the person so they change their disposition and be nice. Why does the couple have to break up?"
Stacy nodded and said, "What their research found is you can only change the fundamental nature of someone for a short time -- a few months at best. If you keep coming back and reinforcing it, you can boost it back up, but sooner or later, what I call their true nature resurfaces." She thought for a moment and added, "To your other question, if Brad changed now and stayed that way would you take him back?"
Marybeth thought for a moment and said, "No, not now. The relationship is too damaged to survive."
Stacy said, "Mine was too. Anyway, this part of what we do is sort of temporary. The person knows what they're doing, they can even object if they want, but it's done nicely. They can be a little easier to convince too. But sooner or later, we have to let nature take its course and they'll revert to the way they were -- in Brad's case, a rotten disposition."
Marybeth turned back to look across the room at Chili and Brad. Chili had her arm around his shoulders and was whispering in his ear. "I hope she's having fun," she thought aloud.
"No," Stacy said in a serious tone, "I think she's actually working. He's getting his first dose of hypnosis therapy based on the spacey look on his face." We watched for a few minutes; Brad sat almost motionless on the bar stool as Stacy whispered non-stop into his ear.
Finally, Stacy said, "We should get out of here. Not much more is going to happen tonight. She'll make a date to see him back here in a couple of days probably. I'll talk to her tomorrow morning and let you know of anything important."
The pair settled the tab and left the club. Brad never paid any attention to them.
*
Marybeth was in bed when she heard the door to the condominium open and shut as Brad came home. She actually thought he was trying to be quiet for a change. She waited for his usual attempt to make love to her; however, it never came.
In the morning as she got up to go to work, Brad was asleep on the sofa. He cranked one eye open and looked at her as she passed by to go to the kitchen; "Hi Babe. I didn't want to wake you so I slept out here. Got home past your bedtime I guess. Have a good day at work." His eyes closed and he nodded off again.
Marybeth was amazed at his pleasant demeanor. He'd rarely been that nice to her. Then she thought, 'Too little; Too late.'
In late morning Stacy called Marybeth. "I just wanted to update you. I talked to Chili and she's cool with everything that happened. She said he was an easy subject to hypnotize and open to every suggestion she made. She reminded me to tell you that some of it may wear off so don't be surprised if he regresses in some situations until he gets the full treatment. One session does not a success make." She laughed and said, "You can always revert to the boiler makers again." The two chatted a little more and ended the call.
*
Friday evening, Brad was groping a pretty and young longhaired blonde when Chili came through the door of the bar. She nodded subtly in the direction of Stacy and Marybeth's distant table then slowly worked her way down the bar to Brad and the blonde. Once there she planted a very wet and sensual kiss on him that made others at the bar start to comment about the steamy relationship and how Brad was going to get very lucky tonight.
Much to the surprise of his bar mates, as well as to Brad's surprise and apparent pleasure, Chili turned to the blonde and planted a similar sensuous kiss on her, running her tongue up to one of the blonde's ears and back down to her mouth. Soon the two were creating a small scene right in front of Brad. A couple of catcalls rang out from down the bar. The bartender paused to leer at the pair.
Marybeth asked Stacy in a conspiratorial whisper, "Is the blonde part of the act?"
Stacy laughed and said, "No, never saw her before. Chili has wide and varied tastes as you can see. Who knows, she just might take the blonde home tonight." She grinned at Marybeth at the obvious sexual innuendo.
"Hot," Marybeth whispered as she sat back.
The trio at the bar fell into conversation, with lots of physical touch involved. As Marybeth and Stacy watched, they could see Brad enter his trance-like state as Chili whispered in his ear and then remarkably, she repeated the process on the cute blonde.
"Do they know what's happening?" Marybeth asked.
"Oh, yes," Stacy said. "They're fully aware. They're just allowing themselves to be led more directly to make decisions and take actions they otherwise might dismiss."
The trio soon hit the dance floor and started gyrating around to the rock music echoing off the walls. Marybeth felt a touch of nostalgia and even a twinge of jealousy as she watched him flirting with Chili and the blonde. Such a shame, she thought. If only they could have made the marriage work. Now, she tested once more in her mind, it was dead -- very dead -- and she was ready to move on with her life.
*
The following week all was quiet and she only saw Brad a few times. On Wednesday night when she got home from work, she actually found a note from Brad telling her, politely, that he intended to play basketball with the guys and when he would be home.
In the morning, she found Brad again asleep on the living room sofa. As he got up and rubbed his eyes he told her, "I know I've been a little edgy the past year or so. Anyway, I thought I'd sleep out here until you felt comfortable asking me back to our bed. I won't try to force my way on you any longer." He gave her a warm smile and then headed off to use the bathroom.
Marybeth was speechless. She accepted the comment with a nod and then prepared breakfast for the two of them. The two made polite conversation about his basketball game the evening before. *
Mike escorted Marybeth to Brad's favorite bar the following Friday evening. She again wore the wig and some clothes that were just 'not her'. They took a table far from the bar, but one that afforded each a view of most bar stools. Brad appeared again right after work only this time obviously waited for someone. The 'someone' turned out to be Chili.
Mike volunteered, "According to Chili the blonde might show up too. Apparently they did have a little liaison last week."
Marybeth's eyebrows rose. "Did everyone participate? Brad?"
Mike laughed and said, "From what I hear, Chili got lucky. Brad didn't."
Before too much time had passed, Marybeth noted that Brad's vacant stare had returned and that Marybeth was whispering in his ear. "How many sessions like this will it take?"
Mike replied, "Well, we measure the effectiveness of E.H.T. on a ten-point scale. We keep up the 'treatments' until the subject gets to a nine or ten. Based on what you told us about his behavior over the weekend and earlier this week, and about his change of attitude -- his politeness and all -- I'd say he's at about a six. We're getting close. Chili will give him a strong dose tonight and we'll reassess in a couple of days."
Marybeth sighed and then relaxed back into the chair, watching one more time as Chili whispered into Brad's ear; she was rubbing his arm in an erotic manner and Brad had a distant look in his eyes. Mike hitched his chair a little closer to Marybeth. He reached over and held her hand. The nonchalant move was anything but that to Marybeth; her body went on high alert at the flirt. As the minutes passed and they sipped their drinks and talked, Marybeth felt the wetness in her crease purely as a result of the physical attraction she had for Mike. Apparently Mike liked her too.
Soon Marybeth said, "We should go. I have to play catch-up this weekend -- a few things from the office I pushed off from when we did all the interviewing. Brad looks in good hands. I wouldn't even care if he got lucky tonight." Mike shook his head to indicate the concept was very unlikely.
Mike settled the bill and the two left the bar. Outside the pair stood for a minute. Mike whispered to Marybeth, "You should know I'm very taken with you. Some night I hope to get lucky with you ... errr, I mean to date you. I know you may not be ready now, but someday." He bent and kissed her.
The words and his kiss surprised Marybeth. "Oh ... oh ... yes ... I'd like that ... I'd like that very much." She reached up and stroked his face. She thought about how long it had been since she'd rejected Brad for the last time. She thought about the sexual revelations she'd provided to Stacy and Mike in the interviews, and then about her magazines and her bedside vibrator. She looked up into Mike's face and this time she kissed him. She then said, "In fact, I'd like it tonight please."
The pair hugged and Mike hailed a taxi to take them to his apartment a few blocks away.
At his apartment as Mike took her coat, Marybeth asked, "Am I under any kind of hypnotic spell by any chance?" She also pulled the wig from her head and brushed out her hair.
Mike laughed, "No, only the spells and curses we place on ourselves. No one of us has done anything to you. You, however, have made yourself open to other people as you closed Brad out of your life. You're receptive ... and I'm glad." He came and kissed her and she kissed back, just enough to hold a promise of where the night would go. Mike walked to his open kitchen as she stood by his window admiring the view of the courtyard below.
He got out some Grand Marnier and gestured with a small liqueur glass to Marybeth. She nodded her acceptance and he poured a half a glass of the rich tasting liquid. He brought the glass to her but rather than hand the glass to her, he took a sip from the cordial glass and then kissed her again, this time using his tongue to open her mouth and then squirting the Grand Marnier from his mouth into hers. The moment was a turning point. She moved forward, pushing her pelvis into his and rubbing her breasts across his chest. This was a mating dance.
"Wow," she said, licking her lips, "No one has ever French-kissed me with Grand Marnier before." After a few more regular kisses, she said, "I'd like some more Grand Marnier." Mike reached for a clean glass, but she stopped his hand. "No, that's not how I want it." He sipped some more of the liqueur in his mouth and again thrust his tongue and the liquid into her mouth as they French kissed again.
In an obvious move, Marybeth reached up and undid the top button on her blouse. "The rest is up to you," she said in a sexy voice. Mike reached up with one hand and worked each of the lower buttons to open the blouse completely, pulling it from her waistband as he did. Once the blouse was open, he put his head to her lacy bra and blew hot air on the apex of first one breast and then the other. He felt each nubbin rise to meet his moist call. He made small biting motions through the bra's thin material at each nipple. Marybeth watched intently as he ministered to her breasts with his mouth. She cradled his head and held him close to her.



Mike's hands were not idle as his mouth teased her breasts. He stroked her buttocks and then used an up and down motion on her thighs with one hand. He got closer and closer to her pussy on each up stroke, making those moments as sensuous as possible for both of them, expecting them to end at any second.
"Come," she said, pulling him to the sofa. They nestled in next to each other. She undid the buttons on his shirt until she had his chest exposed. Marybeth then ran her tongue around each of his nipples, biting gently as she went. Mike soared into orbit at her behavior. He liked aggressive women too.
He undid her bra snap and in a sweeping movement, Marybeth shrugged off both blouse and bra. Mike lost his shirt too. They hugged but in a way that allowed her to use just her nipples to stroke his chest. Her nips were highly erect and sticking out three-fourths of an inch.
Mike said, "I'll give you all night to stop that." She smiled wantonly at him and did it some more, both of them getting erotic stimulation from her act. Mike finally stopped her and captured a breast in his mouth, gumming onto her nipple with at first gentle and then rougher sucking and biting action.
She said, "You're good at this. You know all the right spots." She sighed at the pleasure he brought her.
Mike used his free hand to again stroke up and down her legs. Finally, she stood up and said, "Come with me. We'll be more comfortable in bed." She led him into his bedroom. She stood and faced him, half naked; her beautiful erect breasts betraying her arousal. She undid her belt and zipper and her skirt dropped to the floor. She kicked them to the side as she dropped her lacy thong too. Mike lost his clothing in as rapid a manner.
Marybeth and Mike stood facing each other for a moment, both totally nude. His erection arched out from his body; her pubic area devoid of hair to accommodate her bikini. Then they came together in a hug; this time savoring the feeling of each other's bodies and the skin-to-skin contact. They rubbed their bodies together to maximize the skin contact and enjoyed more soul kisses; this time with greater meaning and feeling to it.
Then they were on the bed. Mike buried his face between Marybeth's legs. She spread her legs apart for maximum availability. He slowly licked up and down her slit, savoring her musky taste, and used his thumb on her clitoral nub, pushing through her swollen labial lips. She squirmed in obvious pleasure and delight.
After a few moments of external stimulation, he brought a finger into more significant action, thrusting in and out of her pussy lips as he continued his oral attention on her clit. Marybeth was jerking around on the bed and moaning encouragements to him.
Mike felt around inside her vagina and finally located her G-spot by the slightly rougher texture of vaginal skin. He could tell he'd found the right place, because Marybeth yanked his head into her pussy when he stroked the area and sucked on her clit at the same time. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she groaned.
He kept stroking her G-spot and increasingly focused on her clit, not fully ignoring her moist labial lips either. He occasionally thrust his tongue in and out of her pussy too. Her moaning and panting increased.
Finally, she clutched the top of his head and pulled his face tight into her. A long "Faaaahhhuuucccckkk," replaced her groans. Her hips rose off the bed as she thrust her cunt into Mike's mouth. There then followed a series of little squeaks and moans as her body visibly deflated from her climax.
She looked with large doe eyes at Mike; "Oh, how did you ever learn how to do that, you wonderful man." Marybeth reached down and pulled him up to her so she could kiss him. "Hummm," she said, "You taste like my pussy! How delightful." She gave him a naughty smile.
Mike grinned and said, "And, how do you know what your pussy tastes like?"
She ignored his question and pushed Mike over on his back and arched her body over so she could take his erection into her mouth. She told him how nice a cock he had in terms of length and girth. He had deflated slightly while administering to her, so at first, she had the whole penis in her mouth, but then a surge of blood arrived and his cock grew to a rigid rod, and she was only attending to the upper part.
Marybeth alternately stroked him in a masturbating move and sucked and licked the mushroomed head of his unit. He kept swelling until her hand barely reached around its circumference. Gradually, she pulled the rod deeper and deeper into her mouth. He felt the tip enter her throat as her face pushed into his pubic bone.
"My God," he thought, "She's completely swallowed my hard cock." Now he was the one moaning. He started little thrusts into her mouth to emphasize that he had a mission to accomplish too. She reached up and stroked and pinched his nipples.
Mike whispered to her, "If I have the choice of where to cum, it is not into your willing mouth, although that's not a trivial activity. I would much rather be embedded deep in your warm pussy. You're putting me on high alert right now. Can I make love to you?"
Marybeth moved up his prone body and straddled his hips. She rose up while she held his saliva-covered cock in her right hand. She rubbed the mushroom head along her slit several times, focusing on her clit. Then she started little up and down jerky movements over him, sometimes thrusting her hips forward and sometimes to one side or the other. Each time she came down, his dick would go a little deeper into her cunt. Quarter inch by quarter inch she worked her pussy down his cock, teasing erotically, until at last their pubic bones jammed together.
They didn't move for a few moments, just enjoying the sense of mutual coupling that they had accomplished and tenderly kissed each other. Mike relished in the warmth surrounding his cock, punctuated as it was by an occasional muscle twitch from her. Marybeth praised the sense of fullness he gave her.
Mike reached up and again started to stroke and smooth her breasts, rubbing her nipples between his fingers. He could actually feel her vaginal muscles contract when he pinched or bit into one of her nips a little harder than usual.
Gradually, they established a rhythm as he thrust in and out of her vagina. They enjoyed this pace for a few moments and then Marybeth started to rotate her hips in a rolling motion that sucked his cock deep into her body on her forestroke -- right up to her cervix, and then released him on the backstroke. She bent over him as she did this, so that he could suck on first one breast and then the other. Her nipples were rigid, the same as his cock; all were steel rods of varying lengths extending from their bodies to maximize their pleasure in some way.
Marybeth's rotating hips did him in. He couldn't hold back any longer and told her so. "I'm going to cum," he panted as he thrust up into her body. She smiled and kissed him again, her nipples raking across his chest; "Me too," she said.
They pumped only another thirty seconds with increasing vigor until Mike's orgasm arrived. He felt the approach from deep in his body. The first rays of ultimate pleasure filled his whole lower body as he thrust up into her cunt. The wonderful sensation radiated outward until it was focused on his balls and cock. Rapidly, then, signals going to his brain said this is spectacular; you feel good all over -- and he did. Mike's inner pump called forth the frothy white semen from deep within; he felt the surges moving down his urethra towards Marybeth's body. He came and came and came, filling her exquisite pussy with his love juice.
Marybeth's orgasm arrived simultaneously with Mike's. Her vocalizations became louder and louder again. Moans had turned into squeaks of enjoyment had turned into slutty words, spoken and then shouted, urging continued fucking, sucking and licking until the end of time. Her back arched and she thrust her cunt down onto his hard cock for deep penetration. Her arms moved back to support her from falling backwards onto his legs. He was deep into her body, his cockhead by her cervix as he exploded. He could feel the strong rippling muscles inside her milking every drop of fluid from his cock.
Marybeth said she could feel his surges splashing on the walls of her vagina. She said "Oh God" about a dozen times. They were both soaked in sweat and the room had that sensual aroma of sexual intercourse.
Marybeth collapsed over Mike and he wrapped his strong arms around her. He remained deeply ensconced in her vagina as they both panted and listened to their racing hearts. Gradually the after shocks from their climaxes subsided and their body chemistries came back towards normal. Mike stroked Marybeth's back and buttocks gently as they cuddled in the after glow. She remained above him, clearly unwilling to make any move that would result in the separation of their sexual union.
Mike whispered to her, "Thank you, my gorgeous Darling."
"And thank you my beautiful Mike," Marybeth whispered back before she showered him with kisses again.
*
"Marybeth, this is Stacy," she heard as she fumbled with her cell phone. "I just wanted you to know that Chili did another assessment last night and Brad is at a nine or ten on our scale. She planted the final seeds for him to leave you, so he might say something any day. I just wanted you to be prepared."
"That was so fast," Marybeth spoke into the phone, thinking only a month had elapsed since she'd signed up forMarriage Exchange. "Thank heavens. I didn't want a long drawn out process. Thank you and please thank Chili. Will I see her again?"
"Oh, I'm certain of it. She wants to see you sometime anyway, perhaps after the Brad thing has finished unraveling." Stacy paused and added, "I'm alone in the office and someone just came in, I'll keep you informed and if you have anything to report, please call me. Bye."
They bid goodbyes and hung up.
*
Thursday morning, Marybeth awoke early. Something told her this would be an important day, a sixth sense perhaps.
As usual, Brad had slept on the sofa. He stirred when she shuffled into the kitchen to get a glass of juice and start the coffee. "Mornin' Hun," he said.
"Good morning, Bradley," Marybeth said in a cheery voice, noting she used a name she'd often reserved for him in more formal occasions. "Coffee will be ready in five minutes. I'm going to do scrambled eggs, can I fix you some too."
"That'd be nice," he said pleasantly. "I'll be right back." He headed down the short hall into the guest bathroom.
Marybeth thought how amazed she was at his change in behavior since Chili had started to work on his case.
Brad came back into the living-dining room. He'd put on slacks and a golf shirt and a pair of loafers. He said, "After breakfast, I was sort of hoping we could talk a little -- about our relationship. Can you stay home a bit and not rush off to work?"
Marybeth nodded and said, "Fine, I'll be here. I can do what I have to do here today." She paused and added, "Coffee?" A smile graced her whole body.
Brad started talking, apparently unable to wait until after breakfast was finished; "I don't know what happened to me when we got married. I think I resented being tied down I guess. I don't know. Anyway, a week or so ago, I woke up to the fact that I haven't been a very good husband. I guess I also woke up to the fact that you've fallen out of love with me."
Marybeth sat opposite Brad at the dining table and nodded in agreement with his read on her feelings.
Brad went on, "Anyway, given that our marriage is dead and we're both young enough to move on, I feel I should move out and that we should divorce."
Marybeth nodded in agreement again. Inside she jumped for joy, yet tried not to show it.
"To make it up to you I'll cover all the costs and such. We don't have too many assets but you can take whatever you want. I need to start over again in so many ways. I thought I'd take a trip of some kind, by myself, and try to find myself. To figure out how I can be a better person the next time around."
Marybeth predictably asked, "Have you met someone?"
He answered, "Yes and no. I've met several interesting people, and deep down I know they'd never really be interested in me the way I am. If I can change, I don't know whether they'll be there then, but I'll be okay. Eventually I'll find someone -- and I hope you will too." He paused and looked longingly at her and added, "I really loved you; I'm sorry I fucked it up so."
She nodded and rose, getting the coffee pot and pouring them both another cup. After a long silence, she caught his eye and said, "Brad, thank you."
Marybeth worked at home that day, in one sense feeling she had to be there for him. Late in the afternoon a melancholy mood struck her. She sat by her condominium window and looked out over the terrace, a glass of wine in her hand. A light mist from a gray sky filled the outside air.
"It was so easy," she thought. Brad had spent the morning packing. He'd even planned ahead and brought boxes in to pack up some of his possessions and his sports gear. There hadn't been any arguments and she'd kept her distance as he packed, although he seemed pleasant enough.
He told her he'd taken a short-term rental on an apartment a couple of miles away. The rent was good and the place was clean. Before lunch, she'd helped him carry a few of the boxes down to his car. And then he drove away and Marybeth felt a dark blanket lift from her life.
Now the place seemed so empty. She'd cleaned and straightened after he'd left, moving a few of her things into the closets and spaces he'd vacated. In one sense it was refreshing and in another depressing. She knew the feeling would pass and also knew her life would change only for the better.
*
"Good morning,Marriage Exchange."
Marybeth recognized Tara's voice. "Hi Tara, this is Marybeth. Is Stacy in yet this fine Friday morning?" Her voice carried a new cheerfulness, a joy that hadn't been there for several years.
"Hi Marybeth, yes she is. Hold on I'll get her."
After a silence, she heard, "Stacy here."
"He's gone. He left yesterday."
Stacy said, "Wow! Great! How're you feeling? No, I bet I know: a mix of relief and a little depressed, right?"
"Yeah, right," she sighed into the telephone. "I feel I tossed away a few years of my life."
"We've all been there," Stacy told her. "We've got some other things to do to finish this episode in your life: paperwork, legal stuff. Are you up for it today? I've got the afternoon free."
"I'll be there. How about three o'clock?"
*
By five o'clock, much to Marybeth's amazement, she'd completed her version of a divorce agreement and had something for Brad to sign, if he was willing. He'd said he'd agree to whatever she wanted, but the truth would be if he signed. After he signed, it would only be the mandatory state waiting period and a review by a judge before the divorce would be completed. She'd been fair she thought, and they'd split the proceeds of the condo unless she bought his half from him. She liked walking to work. After theMarriage Exchange attorney departed, Marybeth and Stacy sighed and looked at each other.
Stacy said, "I think this calls for some type of celebration. How about we collect Mike and go to the wine bar down the street. My treat."
Marybeth smiled wanly; she was tired and mentally drained from thinking about the dissolution of her short marriage and longer relationship. But she liked Stacy and Mike and wanted the interaction with them. She nodded and went to gather her copies of various documents and her note pad from the table they'd been working at.
Stacy added, "Then, you and Mike can see where the evening takes you ... again." She shot Marybeth a sly grin, obviously teasing her.
"So Mike kisses and tells?" Marybeth asked in a mocking tone.
"No," Stacy said with a laugh. "I'm a superb guesser. Mike blushed ten shades of pink at the mention of your name after you were out with him watching Brad last week. I took that as a positive sign that you two had connected. I assumed it had happened the night he took you to peek at Chili doing her stuff with Brad and I presented it to Mike as if I knew for certain and he inasmuch admitted it." She looked pleased with herself.
Marybeth blushed now, "Well, you're right. Sorry if I've ruined his professional reputation, but he was a perfect gentleman and it was just one of those nights where everything clicked." She gave a little cockeyed grin at her.
"I knew you two would click," Stacy said in a positive tone, as she put away some of the papers on the table. She added, "In fact, I was certain you two would click."
Marybeth looked at her with her head cocked to one side in an unasked question.
"I did your interviews, remember. I know a lot about you. Please! I listened to tapes from all the other interviews you did too, plus I did the analytic work we do to see what makes you tick -- what makes Brad tick -- and how the two of you interacted." She paused and added with a grin, "I also did a work up on Mike."
Marybeth said, "I thought you didn't know him until he started work here."
Stacy replied, "I really didn't. Last summer, long before you ever walked through the door, we did impartial tests on each other in the company with the new evaluation instrument. That's when I met Mike for the first time. I interviewed him for two days and then did his work-up with the evaluation software. Someone did me too. After that I didn't see him again until he showed up here to start work the same day you walked in the door. I was working outside of Washington and he was in Atlanta. I knew after interviewing you that first day that you two would connect. I know a few other things too, but I'll tell about those later."
Marybeth looked amazed, "You mean Mike is my exchange husband?"
Stacy laughed and said, "Maybe." She turned and over her shoulder said, "Come on. Let's find him. By the way, he doesn't know I think you two are a match so keep your mouth shut. You're not supposed to know either. It's all supposed to happen surreptitiously." She led the way out the door and down the hall to Mike's office.
"Come on Mike," she said standing in his doorway with Marybeth close behind, "We're going out to celebrate another success inMarriage Exchange's approach to fixing relationships, in this case getting rid of an unwanted husband. Marybeth is about to be very single again. It all went like clockwork. I'll call Chili later and tell her."
Mike stood with a smile on his face, clearly happy that things had worked out. "Marybeth, congratulations. I'm so glad all this worked for you." He came around his desk and offered a handshake to Marybeth.
Stacy said, "A handshake? All she gets from you is a handshake? After a week ago? Oh, come on!"
Mike looked at Marybeth rather sheepishly and then moved to give her a rather bland and non-committal hug. The two moved together tentatively until Stacy wrapped her arms around them and pushed. "I want to see a 'real' hug. Come on guys, I know what you did. I just wish I'd been there with the two of you." She gave them both a wistful grin.
Stacy leaned in and kissed Marybeth on the lips and then kissed Mike too. She then orchestrated a full-body press and solid kiss between the two of them, in spite of their blushes and protestations.
The trio parted and headed out the door to the promised drink down the street. As they walked Marybeth touched her lips, almost as if she wanted to seal in the kisses from Mike -- and much to her surprise Stacy. She was drawn to both of them -- emotionally, physically, sexually, and intellectually. She had a fleeting thought of actually going to work forMarriage Exchange.



Mike was the hunk, but so kind and gentle in his approach. He'd already proven in the one night they'd been together that he was a considerate lover. Moreover, he was smart and ambitious enough to be the co-founder of the company that was painlessly helping her regain singlehood again.
Stacy was gorgeous, and equally sensitive and motivated. Several times in their talks Marybeth had felt a sexual attraction to her, wondering what an encounter with another woman would be like. She'd never sampled that side of life but always thought it interesting. She liked the saying one of her bisexual friends told her about that lifestyle: "It doubles the chance for a date on the weekend."
A glass of wine at the wine bar turned into several glasses of wine and a flow of tapas from the menu. As the evening went on the frequency of touching between the three increased. Mike initially reached out to Marybeth, clearly enamored by her. He often touched her arm or shoulder, then held her hand and then often rubbed her thigh as their knees rubbed together.
Stacy too wanted to physically touch both Marybeth and Mike. Initially it was when someone said something funny; she'd reach forward and put her hand on Marybeth or Mike's arm. The trio all hitched their chairs closer to the table when the snacks arrived and their knees touched. Stacy took advantage and often rubbed her palm up Marybeth's thigh or Mike's leg. She let her shapely leg rub against Mike in a more obvious flirt. Neither seemed to mind in the least.
Marybeth liked being touched. Brad had not been physical, except when he wanted to get laid. He had no sense of foreplay and 'caress' turned out not to be a word in his vocabulary. Mike's touch excited her just the way it had the week before when they had their first 'date' that really wasn't a date, it was checking on Chili's progress with Brad. Marybeth reciprocated to Mike, touching back to show him she liked what he was doing.
Then, increasingly, she became aware of Stacy's touches. Much to her surprise she also found those exciting, especially after she realized there was probably some sexual intent behind them. Over and over again she replayed Stacy's comment as they left the office to go to the wine bar: 'I just wish I'd been there with the two of you.' The more the idea of the three of them fermented in her mind, the more she wanted just that to happen.
By nine o'clock, the trio had exhausted the tapas menu of the wine bar. "I'm still hungry," Marybeth announced.
"Me too," Stacy said. "Let's move this celebration,"
Mike said eagerly, "My place isn't too far. We could pick up some Chinese on the way there and hang out some more." He looked at Marybeth, hoping she'd stay with him that night. He really liked her. He didn't plan much beyond wanting Marybeth to come back to his apartment. He liked Stacy too but wasn't sure what her role would be the rest of the evening. He was glad she wanted to be with them too. Both women turned him on.
Stacy picked up the tab as she'd promised while the other two waited and then the three walked in the direction of Mike's flat. Along the way, they stopped and picked up some takeout food as well as two more bottles of wine.
Mike played the perfect host to the two women. He gave them a brief tour of his new apartment -- modern and very fashionable; made sure they were comfortable; turned on some light jazz on his stereo -- some Eva Cassidy music, served the wine of their choice; and ensured they had everything they needed to enjoy the food they'd bought. His enthusiasm for perfection amused Marybeth. She kept telling him to slow down and just come and join them.
Finally, after his flurry of activity, he joined them, sitting next to Marybeth on the sofa. Stacy sat in a nearby chair. The conversation resumed, this time with talk about Marybeth's soon-to-be new single life. Stacy particularly suggesting all the different 'hang outs' where the good-looking guys went. Mike even added a few to the list.
As they finished, each of the three took their plates to the small kitchen. In the tight space, Marybeth suddenly found herself pressed against Mike. She did what came naturally, putting her arms around his neck and pulling him into a passionate kiss. The two wasted no time in escalating the brief kiss into a soul kiss with dancing tongues and hips pressed solidly against each other. She could feel Mike's arousal as the kiss extended.
At the end of their kiss they parted, looking longingly at each other. Marybeth became aware of Stacy standing only a few feet from them watching intently, totally mesmerized by the display of passion the two had just completed.
Marybeth turned to her, "Did you mean what you said earlier? You wished you could be with the two of us -- make love with us?"
Stacy nodded and in a throaty whisper said, "Yes. Most definitely yes."
Marybeth reached out to Stacy and the two came together. Marybeth said, "I've never been with a woman before."
Stacy said, "Neither have I, but I want to be with you." She looked at Mike and said, "And with you. Somehow I just know this is a path to some new happiness for me -- for each of us."
Marybeth leaned in a kissed Stacy, a soft feminine kiss full of tenderness, caring and love. Mike put his arms around the two of them and then kissed Stacy after Marybeth had finished.
Mike said, "I can't believe we've worked in the same company all this time and never realized ... I mean I would have moved here sooner." Stacy held her fingers to his lips.
Much to the surprise of the others, Marybeth unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged the white fabric from her body. Her bra unclasped in the front and she immediately shed that garment as well. After tossing her clothes on one of the dining chairs she turned back to Mike and Stacy, thrusting her chest out in their direction.
Stacy reached out tentatively and stroked one of Marybeth's breasts. They weren't huge or pendulous or anything like what she'd seen in a few pornography films, instead they were taut and well shaped handfuls with large dark areoles -- much like her own.
Mike lowered his head to the breast nearest him, sucking on the nipple and bringing both it and Marybeth to a heightened state of arousal. Of course, he could feel his own organ swell with excitement as he watched the two women kiss and as he watched Stacy smooth Marybeth's chest.
Marybeth's fingers delicately started to unbutton Stacy's blouse, their eyes locked on one another as each tested whether they wanted to proceed further. When the blouse opened Marybeth leaned in and blew hot air through Stacy's frilly brassiere onto one of nipples. Stacy groaned and soon joined Marybeth in shedding all her clothes. Mike was quick to get the message and helped both women in between getting assistance from them in creating his nudity.
The three came together in a group hug when their nakedness was complete, each enjoying the sensation of two other sensual bodies rubbing against their own. Mike said, "I've never done this. The feeling of both your bodies at the same time is mind blowing."
Mike steered the women across his living room and into his bedroom. Marybeth stretched out languorously across the large bed. Stacy started to join her but then changed her mind and knelt in front of her, leaning into Marybeth's sex with her tongue extended, and licking at her wet secretions.
"Mmmmmm," Stacy said, as she tasted her for the first time. "You've been thinking about this for a while, haven't you?"
"Yeah," Marybeth said slowly, "Ever since you mentioned that you wished you were with us last week. That idea grew on me. Oh shit, don't stop doing that." She paused as Stacy's tongue moved up her slit. A few seconds later she reached out to Mike who knelt on the bed, "Bring that love stick of yours over here. " She pulled him into position so she could suck on his rod. Mike was the next to groan as she inhaled his fullness.
The first sex acts the trio engaged in consisted of Marybeth's giving Mike a blowjob as Stacy ate her pussy. After a few minutes Marybeth started to crest. "Oh, ... Stacy ... what you're doing to me ... is making me ... cummmmmmmmmmm!" Her back arched as the climax hit from deep within; even through her climax she continued to pump Mike's cock near her head, occasionally mouthing his rod. Stacy looked pleased with herself.
As Marybeth regained control over her spasming body, she said to Stacy, "Switch with me." She moved out of the way.
Stacy moved into position, her mouth immediately opening to allow Mike's engorged cock to fill the cavity. Marybeth lay prone across the lower bed and lowered her head to Stacy's pussy. Now Stacy was the one that groaned and abandoned herself to the wondrous feeling her friend delivered to her.
Marybeth captured Stacy's clit in her mouth and sucked the small nub as well as used the roughness of her tongue to stimulate. Mike used his hands and fingers to caress Stacy's breasts, pinching and erotically tweaking her nipples as she writhed beneath the two of them. Stacy soared higher and higher, approaching her orgasm. Finally, she announced, "I'm near, very near. I'm going to cum."
Stacy thought for a moment and then added "I want you in me," Stacy said as she pulled Mike onto and into her body. Mike started his rhythmic thrusts into her body, his hips pumping as her magnificent breasts swayed in harmony with his thrusts. His cock, now harder than steel, pelted into her body on each lunge downward, his hips becoming a blur as his desire made him speed up.
As they fucked, Marybeth lay next to Stacy, fingering her wet pussy and talking dirty to the two of them. "Look at that steel cock moving into you, Stace. You look like you love cock -- especially buried in your sweet pussy. I love your taste, you know. I'll keep eating your pussy every chance you give me. And Mike, your cock is so fulfilling to suck. I love your aromas -- the smell of fucking going on here. Pump faster -- faster - harder. Don't you just love how his long cock hits all those nice places in your cunt?"
Mike pumped harder into Stacy as Marybeth talked, then Stacy crested into another orgasm. Knowing he had to please two women, Mike rolled to his side, jerking his cock from Stacy's pussy. She moaned and almost came again at his sudden extraction.
Marybeth immediately pushed Mike up the bed beside Stacy and impaled herself on his shaft, her warmth and moisture now the focus as his upward thrusts into her body, meeting her down strokes.
Stacy moved in and sucked on Marybeth's nipples for a minute then shifted so she could lower her pussy onto Mike's mouth. He inhaled her sweet musky aroma and drove his tongue deep into her vagina. In a few seconds, he'd located her clitoris and started to alternately inhale and rub the bulbous sex shaft of her body with his tongue.
Stacy became the one to talk dirty at this point as Marybeth's focus turned inward. "Oh, pump that pussy with your cock. Drive into her. Wash Marybeth's insides with your cum. Make her cum. We love fucking with you lover. Oh, shit, your tongue ... it's just right ... oh gees."
One of Mike's hands went to Stacy's breasts and the other to Marybeth's clit, so he could bring as much pleasure as he could to his two new lovers. Their bodies oscillated in carefully orchestrated harmony for a few minutes then Stacy spasmed over his face again, ejecting a small spray of girl juice on him. She fell away from Mike to her side on the large bed as she clenched her pussy in the happiness and after glow of her passing climax.
Mike then focused on Marybeth, watching a series of small waves of pleasure wash through her body. After one of her small tremors she rolled to his side keeping his long cock inside her.
Marybeth then said, "Mike, both of us are going to fuck you at the same time. Just nestle in. I had this idea earlier as I watched you and Stacy make love." Marybeth orchestrated the careful placement of each of their bodies. Stacy and Marybeth approached Mike's body from different sides, carefully interlacing their legs across his lower body so that their dripping pussies ground together with his rock-hard shaft between them. They pushed towards each other creating a moist pulpit made of two pussies around his cock. Mike moaned and said, "I feel like I'm in both your vaginas at the same time. This is mind blowing."
He slowly started to pump upwards into the space of their union. As he pumped, each girl swayed forward in her own surge towards climax and sexual sensation. Marybeth said, "Oh fuck! As you do that, as we move, you rub against my clit. You're going make me cum again."
Stacy spoke too, "He's hitting my clit too, right where ... well, it couldn't be any better." She sighed and pushed into their union.
Mike thrust upward with ever-longer strokes, watching as each girl's breasts swayed and feeling the unusual sensations of their three-way fuck. Then he felt his orgasm start. This time was not a sudden arrival and ejection; instead, he felt a series of surges deep within him start to send his semen towards his cock.
He warned the girls of his impending explosion. Marybeth moaned, "Me toooooo!" Stacy just nodded enthusiastically as she threw her head back in the arrival of her ecstasy.
Mike could feel his juices jet through nature's plumbing low in his body, leaving behind a trail of ecstasy. He kept pumping between the two juicy cunts that tightly surrounded his cock. All the sensations they delivered to him were the right ones. He exploded upwards into the space above where their three sexual organs joined.
Jet after jet left his body, flew upwards and then splashed back onto their union. Soon the trio was covered in his cum. Mike exclaimed, "I can't believe I ejected so much fluid. My cum is everywhere." He looked slightly horrified.
"Oh, God, that was sexy," Stacy told her lovers from her prone position. She rubbed some of Mike's cum into her flat abdomen.
Both women were panting. "We came too," Marybeth confided.
"Oh yes," Stacy added. "That was powerful. I felt I was having intercourse with the two of you, not just one." She reached down and scooped up some of Mike's cum from her flat tummy and brought the fluid to her lips, showing the other two in a highly erotic move as she sucked the cum from her fingers.
Not to be outdone, Marybeth repeated the process, this time allowing the fluid to drip from her fingers into her upturned mouth. She laughed as she caught the first couple of droplets then devoured her fingers and the remaining cum. She reached down again and filled her fingers and this time rubbed the white liquid onto her breasts. Mike relaxed and even felt himself harden again as the two women played with his cum.
The three of them rearranged themselves so they could all snuggle into Mike across his king-size bed. The women held hands across his body. Kisses were exchanged between the three of them and one by one they each allowed themselves to drift into dreamland.
*
Saturday morning the trio repeated their lovemaking. Marybeth felt almost sinful screwing in the bright light of day with the shades wide open; however, no other buildings had a direct line of sight through Mike's bedroom window. Stacy, on the other hand, clearly had more of an exhibitionist streak in her. After their 'session,' she rather intentionally paraded around in the nude into the living room and kitchen where an office building across the street did indeed have a direct view into the apartment windows. "It's Saturday," she said; "Anyone working today needs some motivation." She stuck a sexy pose only a few feet from the window. She seemed thrilled at her actions, at least until Mike came and pulled some sheer curtains across the large windows. He kissed her to make up for ruining her show.
Oddly enough there seemed to be no embarrassment or shyness between the lovers that morning, only a willingness to do it all again and an even stronger willingness each felt to remain as a threesome throughout the weekend.
Thus, after their lovemaking and a nude 'touch and feel' breakfast, Marybeth led them all back to her condo so she could pickup a change of clothes and some cosmetics. The three then meandered through a street fair and market, picking out some fresh foods to use that evening for dinner.
Lunch consisted of some quesadillas at a sidewalk table for a little Mexican restaurant in Mike's neighborhood. Anyone studying the trio would have had difficulty figuring out the pairing amongst the three of them, the difficulty created by the fact that there was no pairing -- they were a threesome.
After lunch they walked along the river, enjoying the sunny afternoon. As they walked, Mike paused to look at some used books a sidewalk vendor was selling. He told them, "You walk on ahead, I'll just be a moment."
The girls walked on ahead at a slow pace, arm in arm. Marybeth remembered a comment Stacy had made: "Stacy, you said something yesterday that I just remembered and I'm not sure what you meant. You said that you knew Mike and I would connect, but then you said you knew a few other things and you'd tell me later. What were the other things?"
Stacy actually blushed, unusual since just that morning she'd shown no shyness in exposing her entire body to the office building across the street from Mike's apartment. She stopped and turned so the two of them faced each other. Stacy said, "I learned that you and I are a perfect match too. This threesome is a perfect match all the way around. We were made for each other." She leaned in and slowly and passionately kissed Marybeth on the lips; Marybeth kissed back.
They parted and Marybeth said, "Oh," in a neutral voice. The pair started walking again, looking back to keep Mike in sight as he picked out another book to look at. Stacy looked sideways at Marybeth, afraid for the first time that she'd overstepped some hidden boundary. A long silence hung between them.
Finally, Marybeth stopped and hugged Stacy to her. She said, "You know, I've never envisioned myself in a relationship -- a love relationship -- with a woman, let alone a man like Mike and a woman at the same time. It's exciting in one sense and I feel so appreciated by the two of you."
She paused and looked at Stacy before continuing; "I feel a burden I didn't feel in my other relationships -- when I was one part of a couple -- even with Brad. I never felt I had to balance between lovers because there was only one. Last night and this morning, even today, I'm constantly testing to be sure no one feels left out of my affection -- my love for them."
"Oh, Honey," Stacy said, "You don't have to worry about that kind of stuff on a minute by minute basis. It'll all even out, and I'll take any little thing you can toss my way. Plus neither Mike nor I are shy. If we want something from you I'm sure we'll signal that to you rather clearly. I'd just ask for some of your time or create a 'date' with you -- if it was all right with you -- and Mike, of course." We looked back towards the bookseller and Mike had just finished his purchases and started to walk to catch up with us.
Marybeth asked, "What if Mike doesn't want a threesome?"
"I think he will," Stacy said with a grin. "Let's ask him." She led Marybeth to a nearby park bench and the two sat until Mike caught up with them.
"Mike, have a seat," Stacy said in a coy voice. "We have the beginning of a lovely proposition for you." She turned to Marybeth to be sure she had stated things properly. She nodded.
Mike sat between them, taking the time to kiss each woman on the lips in a tender way. Before either could say anything he reached in his bag and pulled out two books: the first, Sonnets from the Portuguese by Elizabeth Barrett Browning, was one of the best selling book of love poems for all time; the second, an anthology of love poems by Susan Polis Shultz. He carefully presented one book to Marybeth and the other to Stacy.



Mike said, "I give you each a book of love poems because in the short time we've known each other, I find myself falling in love with each of you -- an untenable situation I know, yet one I can't seem to help." He turned and kissed each woman again. A passerby on the river walkway did a double take; Mike just smiled to the man.
Stacy said, "Mike, I'm falling for you pretty fast too. It was destined, I found out."
Mike looked puzzled.
Stacy went on, holding one of his hands tightly as Marybeth held tightly to his other hand; "I probably did something I wasn't supposed to do at work. Remember when we were testing the new approach and I interviewed you last year. Well I kept my notes, the analytic work I did on you, and my access to yourMarriage Exchange computer profile. When I heard you were coming to this office and we'd be working together, I pulled your profile up and ran it against the people in our system. I was one of those women ... and I came out as your most likely match -- by far." Stacy actually blushed as she finished her confession. She was looking at the book in her lap and not directly at Mike.
Mike started to say something, but Stacy turned and put a finger to his lips. "There's more," she said in a weak voice of contrition. "After we did all the interviews and the profile on Marybeth, I repeated the process. You and Marybeth matched with a very high score ... and so did Marybeth and I." Stacy looked down at her lap with a shy smile, leafing through the pages of the book Mike had just given her.
Marybeth asked the two of them, "Why does the idea of the three of us being together in a long-term relationship have to be untenable?" She particularly looked at Mike who had just made that statement a moment before. "The idea of a threesome was what Stacy and I wanted to talk to you about just before you arrived with our gifts." She patted her poetry book. "We wanted to talk about it, not as a one night stand -- or a casual lusty weekend -- but as something with some staying power to it."
Mike looked surprised at her proposition and hugged both women to him. The trio sat for over an hour and talked about how they could work through dating and even living together, as well as Marybeth's concern over balance and jealousy.
They played the 'what-if' game about situations that might come up and how the threesome would handle it. They talked about living arrangements, daily chores, lovemaking, illnesses, parents and siblings, friends, work, communicating, and a lot of the issues they'd found to be sticking points in other relationships. They revisited some of the areas in the interviews each had gone through they remembered as sticking points or questions that were hard to answer or deal with. As the afternoon wore on, each became increasingly comfortable with the idea of the threesome as well as with the wit and intellect of their new lovers.
Mike actually confessed he thought he'd died and gone to heaven to have fallen in love so quickly with two beautiful women. His big concern had been having to make a choice between the two of them, a choice that didn't need to be made if he was allowed to love both of them.
Marybeth looked up at him and asked, "Are you concerned about our bisexual natures? Something, I might add we both just discovered about ourselves."
Mike grinned and confessed further that he found it exceptionally arousing that the two of them loved each other and had physical feelings not only for him but also for the other in their triangle. He also admitted he'd been concerned about the 'balance' issue the same way Marybeth had, having to share his 'limited resources' as he called them -- gesturing towards his groin -- with two women.
Both women laughed and acknowledged that they both felt more than adequately satisfied the night before and that morning. Stacy espoused her theory that none of them should worry about balance on a minute-to-minute basis, but on a longer-term basis -- say on the order of days. "If one of us feels needy, all she or he needs to do is talk about it: Right?" The others agreed, falling back on the principle of excessive communication that they'd already agreed upon in their long discussion.
Late afternoon found Mike, Stacy and Marybeth arrayed in a panting pile of satisfied flesh in the middle of Mike's large bed. They'd opted for an afternoon sexual interlude before dinner, an idea that had been unanimously and enthusiastically embraced by all of them. Now the odor of sex permeated the air. Further, there was the promise that the three of them would repeat their ardor after dinner.
Marybeth lay in the middle this time, snuggled tightly between Mike and Stacy who she alternately kissed by turning her head back and forth. She whispered to her new lovers, "If you guys want a testimonial aboutMarriage Exchange, just let me know. I am one satisfied customer."
The three all burst out laughing and hugged even more tightly.
*
Late Monday morning, Marybeth called her friend Jess in San Francisco. She started after Jess came on the line, "Jess, you know how you're always telling me to dump Brad, loosen up and get laid. Well, Brad's gone, I'm in love -- with a great guy ...and a beautiful woman, and they both love me back. I've got to tell you about the most amazing weekend we all had ... and it's just the beginning of something that feels totally right and long lasting ..."
# # #
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Have you ever discovered something you wish you hadn't?
One day you're living blissfully unaware of some situation, and then suddenly, somehow, you find out something that you didn't want to know. Sometimes it creeps up on you, bit by bit, like putting puzzle pieces together until the overall pattern emerges. Other times, you learn about things all at once, and then, in hindsight, you see the little clues that were always there, but that you'd somehow ignored. Sometimes it's a current event; other times it was something that happened years earlier. This is one of those stories.
I'm Gar Winston. Gar is my nickname; it's short for Garrett, and rhymes with 'jar.' I'm fifty -- the big 'five-oh.' My wife Kim tells me I'm still as handsome and sexy as when she married me two decades earlier. I have tousled brown hair, steel gray eyes that can look green or blue depending on the color shirt I'm wearing, and I've kept pretty trim over the years thanks to Kim's obsession with her weight.
Kim is a knockout, even at forty-eight after having mothered two of our children to adulthood. She's an Irish lass with long, fiery red hair that is eye-catching and one of her best features. She occasionally has the fiery disposition to go with it, along with flashing green eyes. She's trim but naturally busty, and has long shapely legs that seem to go on forever, especially if she's wearing a short tennis skirt. People often stare at her; certain she's a movie star.
Long before I met her, she learned how to maximize her good looks and her sex appeal through the right clothing: a pair of high heels and a short skirt to bring out the best shape in her legs, a wide belt to accentuate her narrow waist, a buttoned blouse -- with not too many buttons fastened to highlight her breasts and cleavage, and the application of subtle makeup in just the right places to accentuate her cheekbones, soften her few freckles, and bring out her lovely facial features. She usually looked calm, relaxed, and regal, right on the edge of sexy, even when we were lounging around the house on a weekend and doing chores, or when we were on vacation hiking in the mountains in the western part of the state and she was wearing hiking gear with her mane of hair pulled back in a makeshift pony tail.
We both have good jobs, and have squirreled away enough money to put both kids through college and get a head start on thinking about retirement. Kim is the executive secretary to the CEO and president of a company called Pharmacol Health (the first word a concatenation of pharmacology). She's worked for the company for fifteen years and progressed to her senior position about seven years ago after educating herself about molecular pharmacology, the pharmaceuticals sector, and psychology.
Kim takes no shit off anyone, and near as I can tell never has. Repeatedly, I hear that her reputation is that of a highly efficient and effective executive assistant. When she first got the head admin job, everyone thought she'd screwed her way up there or was there just to be eye-candy on rug row. Those impressions quickly dissipated as she proved how tough she could be in managing her boss' time, demanding compliance with promised milestones, and even setting up and running meetings for him, including part of the annual shareholders' meeting. She was poised and unafraid of standing up in front of several hundred shareholders, calling a meeting to order, and then acting as moderator as the executives in the company spoke of their accomplishments and plans.
Kim was so good looking I had no doubt that people hit on her all the time. Before she got promoted she had more problems. She grew up and went to high school near Boston, but then lived in Los Angeles for six years. In LA, she assured me, she had learned every put down for every situation you could imagine. She told me she could repel male advances three ways: dismissively, flirtatiously, or the vocal equivalent of a hard kick in the groin. From what I heard at her company's social functions, she often used the latter approach to keep a lid on things, so much so that she became known as the 'ice queen' at Pharmacol. I stopped worrying about her fidelity or 'virginity' after a while.
I manage the information systems group in another nearby company called Intercont Logistics (IL) -- a multibillion dollar a year intercontinental logistics company. Because of the geographic spread of our company as well as the need to visit our hardware and software vendors, I travel all over the world -- a lot.
I can get overly focused on work. Kim has consistently nudged me back into 'family mode' over the years when I get remote, my thinking is too far a field, or when I've been away for too long. I know I'm seen as a competent manager, yet also a nice guy that goes out of his way to help and be supportive of the staff. Someone once told me I had low ego needs. I guess that goes with having a Pollyanna attitude about life, being a perpetual optimist, and believing that every cloud has a silver lining. I wasn't always that way at work. Early in my career I was quick to anger, and could be dismissive. Over time, and with some good mentors, I mellowed out.
Of course, all these traits set the stage for my 'discovery.' The one I wish had never come to light.
I can still recall the day. It was a Friday in October, and I'd just flown in from a four-day trip to Silicon Valley, stopping for half a day at one of our operations centers in Chicago. I got home about three o'clock. Kim was at work, and the house was empty, so I unpacked and set about catching up with mail and things on my desk after five days playing road warrior.
Kim always piled the bills and any mail on my desk. If I were away a long time, she'd work her way through the bills, paying most of them online in her efficient way. Any other mail sat until I got home. Thus, I sorted through the pile of mail, frequently dumping the things that obviously looked like junk mail into the trashcan without even opening the envelopes.
One envelope I started to throw away made me pause, however. It had no return address on it, yet the crisply typed address made it different from other advertisements. I slit open the envelope, fully anticipating that with one glance I'd be tossing the contents into the wastebasket.
The contents were one letter-size page with only a few words typed in the middle: 'Buy the DVDPrivate Afternoons. Someone you know has a starring role. More later.' I hesitated long enough to set aside the page and examine the envelope.
The envelope was stamped rather than metered. This might have been why I opened it rather automatically tossing the unknown piece. The postmark was from Raleigh on Monday morning, the largest city near to our suburban North Carolina home, yet a city in which I knew no one.
I slipped the page back into the envelope and tucked the letter into my top desk drawer where I stored other 'suspense' items -- things I might get back to some day. I thought for a moment about the directive to 'buy a copy' of some movie. I turned to my computer and did a quick search for the movie.
Much to my surprise, two movies with that title popped up -- both were apparently porn flicks. I read about the one that seemed newer and more popular, and saw no reason why anyone in it would pique my interest. A lot less was available on the other older film other than a brief description of the DVD as exceptionally sensational. On a whim, I ordered a copy, paid online, and then tucked the whole matter away until I could see whether the film was any good. Kim and I occasionally spiced up our sex life with a porn movie. We didn't have a lot of them, but there were a few hidden away in my closet where the kids had been less likely to find them.
By the time Kim got home a couple of hours later, I'd paid the bills, sorted out my travel expenses, and all but forgotten the letter and the movie I'd ordered. Kim was glad to find me home after my days and nights traveling and showered me with kisses. We were both relishing the new time we suddenly had alone together now that both of our children were away at college. Both had been home for the summer, and consequently there hadn't been much time for spontaneous lovemaking, particularly to celebrate a homecoming before dinner.
I was horny and pleased to find Kim in a rare and similar mood. We stood in the kitchen where I'd greeted her and necked for a few minutes. Kim's lips tasted divine. The very sight of her turned me on just as much as when I'd first met her twenty-two years earlier. Whereas I'd started showing sure signs of being an aging male, Kim looked only a few years older than on our wedding day. I even had to acknowledge that my libido was showing signs of fading.
There's an old wives' tale about redheads, namely that they have more sex than women with any other hair color. I used to tease her about that fact, but she always took it in stride and commented that redheads heard the rumor too and then felt they had to live up to their reputation.
In any case, Kim and I migrated to our master bedroom, where I teased off every piece of clothing she wore. We both showered together, Kim covering her long red tresses with a shower cap. I was sure we'd washed and re-washed every little nook and cranny on each other's bodies several times when we turned off the water. I got out first and got us towels.
As Kim stepped out of the shower, I enfolded her in a large towel and then started to massage her shoulders and back, a service I render not often enough in her thinking, and one that always pays off handsomely. I could watch her alluring body in the large vanity mirror as I rubbed her back, her full breasts swaying with my attentions. The massage, complete with a toweling dry, continued to our large bed. Oils and lotions from our bedside table also came into our sex play.
The more my hands roamed over Kim's body, the more I wanted her and the more she panted and looked at me with her come hither look. I kneaded her breasts, sucking on each one to excite and arouse her. Kim moaned. I knew small biting motions stimulated her, and today was no exception. She watched me with rapt attention as I kissed and licked every inch of her chest.
After a few minutes of this, Kim rolled me over on my back and became the aggressor. She arched her body over mine so she could take my turgid member into her mouth. She told me how nice my cock felt in terms of length and girth, not to mention capability to please. I loved our dirty talk, and Kim had always been creative and willing to use it in our encounters. She could always conger up some fantasy, story, or situation that would excite the two of us to new levels of horniness and sexual excitement.
Kim alternately stroked me in a masturbating move, and sucked and licked the mushroomed head of my shaft as I started to thrust up into her mouth. I kept swelling until her hand barely reached around my rod's circumference. Gradually, she pulled the rod deeper and deeper into her mouth. I felt the tip enter her throat as her face pushed into my pubic bone.
"My God," I thought, "She's completely swallowed my hard cock." Now, I was the one moaning. I knew Kim had this talent, but it was one she seldom brought out for use in our play. Perhaps we needed to find more times like this. Kim reached up and stroked and pinched my nipples.
I reminded her in a whisper, "If I have the choice of where to cum, it's not into your willing mouth, although I know that's not a trivial act. I would much rather be embedded deep in your warm pussy. You're putting me on high alert right now. Can I make love to you?"
Kim moved up my prone body and straddled my hips. She rose up while she held my saliva-covered cock in her right hand. She rubbed the mushroom shaped head along her slit several times, focusing on her clit. Then she started little up and down jerky movements over me, sometimes thrusting her hips forward and sometimes to one side or the other. Each time she came down, my dick would go a little deeper into her cunt. Quarter inch by quarter inch, she worked her pussy down my cock, teasing erotically, until at last our pubic bones jammed together.
We didn't move for a few moments, just enjoying the sensation of mutual coupling that we'd accomplished. We tenderly kissed each other and whispered words of love to one another. I delighted in the warmth surrounding my cock, punctuated as it was by an occasional muscle twitch from my wife. Kim praised the sense of fullness I gave her.
I reached up and again started to stroke and smooth her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers. I could actually feel Kim's vaginal muscles contract when I tugged or bit into one of her nips a little harder than usual.
Gradually, we established a rhythm as I thrust in and out of Kim's vagina. We enjoyed this pace for a few moments, and then Kim started to rotate her hips in a rolling motion that sucked my cock deep into her body on her forestrokes -- right up to her cervix, and then released me on the backstroke. She bent over me as she did this, so that I could suck on first one breast and then the other. Kim's nipples were rigid and as hard as my cock; all were steel rods of varying lengths extending from our bodies to maximize our pleasure in some way.
Kim's rotating hips always did me in. I couldn't hold back any longer and told her so. "I'm going to cum," I panted as I thrust up hard into her body. She smiled and kissed me again, her tongue thrusting into my mouth as her nipples raked across his chest; "Me too," she muttered as her eyes rolled up.
We pumped only another thirty seconds with increasing vigor until my orgasm arrived. I felt the approach from deep in my body. The first rays of ultimate pleasure filled my whole lower body as I thrust up into Kim's cunt. The wonderful sensation radiated outward until it was focused on my cock and Kim's vagina. Rapidly, then, signals going to my brain said this is spectacular; you feel good all over -- and I did. I glowed. My inner pump forced my frothy white semen from deep within; I felt the surges moving down my urethra towards Kim's body. I came and came and came, filling her exquisite pussy with my love juice.
Kim's orgasm arrived simultaneously with mine. Her vocalizations became louder and louder again. Moans had turned into squeaks of enjoyment had turned into more slutty words, spoken and then shouted, urging continued fucking, sucking, and licking until the end of time. Her back arched, and she thrust her cunt down onto my hard cock for deep penetration. Her arms moved back to support her from falling backwards onto my legs. I was deep into her body, my cockhead by her cervix as I exploded. I could feel the strong rippling muscles inside her spasming vagina milking every drop of fluid from my cock.
Kim said she could feel my surges splashing on the walls of her vagina. She said, "Oh God" about a dozen times. We were both soaked in sweat, and the room had that sensual aroma of sexual intercourse.
Kim collapsed into my arms. I remained deeply ensconced in her vagina as we both panted and listened to our racing hearts. Gradually, the after shocks from our climaxes subsided and our body chemistries came back towards normal. I stroked Kim's back and buttocks gently as we cuddled in our after glows. She remained above me, clearly unwilling to make any move that would result in the separation of our sexual union.
I whispered to her, "Thank you, my gorgeous Darling. I love you so much."
"And thank you my handsome Gar," Kim whispered back. "I love you." After another minute passed, she rolled off beside me; grabbing a bedside washcloth we kept at the ready to catch the drips of semen from her pussy. She said in a low voice, "I think I need another shower ... and I'm hungry. Aren't you supposed to feed women before you fuck them?" She giggled.
*
I'd met Kim the week after she'd moved to the Research Triangle Park area of North Carolina from living in LA for six years. She'd grown up in a suburb of Boston and then left to go to college at UCLA. Money was scarce in her family, so after her first year she started working part time -- doing clerical jobs she said -- so that she could fund the rest of her college education. It took her six years to graduate with a B.S. in business, however, she was proud that she'd finished.
Kim had a high school friend that she'd kept in touch with that lived in Durham. Her friend had lured her to North Carolina with the promise of interesting jobs and good-looking guys in the area. That's when I came along -- good looking guy that I am.
We met at a yard party her friend hosted to welcome her to the area. I knew a friend of a friend of a friend, so ended up at the party. We fell into a conversation and consequently started dating. I fell in love almost right away. I didn't say anything, because from the moment we met, Kim made it clear she wanted to take any new relationship slowly. Thus, our early courtship consisted of me doing everything I could to earn her love and affection: flowers, candy, poetry, stories, romantic dinners, and on and on. She confessed to having been in a couple of relationships while in LA that turned out to be 'big mistakes' as she put it, thus, she wanted to be sure how she felt before she committed to anything. I continued my romancing with greater ardor.
We spent several months getting to know one another and talking about the kind of life we wanted in the future for ourselves and our children. I often felt she was interrogating me in those first months of our relationship, and I always felt I scored well on whatever tests she was putting me through. I more or less accepted Kim as she was, appreciating the tidbits about her past that she shared.
Over time, we became increasingly romantic. It was six months after we'd started dating before we slept together. Later, I recall thinking she'd held me at arm's length an unusually long period of time. She'd grown up in a 'sexually liberated' household, lost her virginity at fourteen, and shyly admitted to a string of relationships through her youth that included sex.
A couple of months after we started to have sex, we both openly confessed our deep love for each other. Once I heard that, I felt that I had to make my move. I immediately bought a diamond ring. It wasn't anything gigantic, but it was all I needed. On the next night, I got down on my knee and proposed marriage to Kim.
She accepted!
Almost a year later, we had a modest wedding at her parent's home outside Boston, with our families and a few close friends in attendance. By then, I'd met all Kim's relatives and a few of her old friends from the Boston suburb she'd grown up in. I'd been surprised to find she'd invited no one from her years in Los Angeles. Kim had explained she wanted to forgot those years and move ahead with her life. As she put it, she'd gotten what she went there for -- a college education -- and had nothing else from those years was worth bringing east.
My family idolized Kim from the time they first met her. Of course, she was prettier than anybody they'd ever known. Moreover, she was polite and solicitous of their good opinions about her. I helped her reputation by doing what came naturally, raving about how wonderful my married life was.
Our early-married life was almost idyllic. We had our spats as we sorted out boundaries and learned to live together, but things always ended with an abundance of love, respect, and caring for one another. About a year into our marriage, Kim became pregnant with Jamie and a year or so after that we had Heather. She dropped out of the workforce for a couple of years, until Jamie started kindergarten, and we felt that Heather would adapt well to day care. That was when she started at Pharmacol Health.



When Heather was born, I was doing systems development work for a manufacturing company near our apartment; the pay was good and it let us start to think about buying a real home for the family to grow up in. A year later, we'd outgrown the apartment we were in. We made an offer on the house we live in now (less a large addition over the garage we did five years after we moved in). Since our marriage, we hadn't touched a surprisingly large amount of money that Kim had saved before we married -- enough money to put down on the house and nudge us into a good mortgage rate, with a lot left over for emergencies or even the kids' education. Our new home was in a nice neighborhood on the outskirts of Chapel Hill.
*
A week later, on Saturday while I was out doing some landscaping, the mailman dropped our usual load of bills and junk mail in the box. I collected the pile, noting right away that the DVD I'd ordered ofPrivate Afternoons had arrived. I could barely remember the title and given that we were going out with neighbors for dinner, I didn't have time to scan the disk. Instead, I tossed it along with several bills on my desk for later disposition.
The next day, Kim and I took a long walk and indulged our passion for bagels at a downtown coffee house. We meandered back home holding hands -- this after twenty years of marriage. I was happy.
That afternoon, I had to pack and catch a flight to Austin for a first-thing Monday morning meeting and then a few days of proposal reviews for some outsourcing the company was planning. I packed my suitcase and then went to my den to grab my briefcase and laptop computer.
As I stuffed a few things in, including some magazines and a paperback book, I saw the DVD I'd ordered. I snickered to myself as I picked up the unopened DVD. Perhaps one of my lonely nights on the road could be a little less lonely with help of some good pornography. My laptop had could play DVD disks in full-screen hi-def color. Seeing the disk also reminded me of the cryptic and anonymous letter; my curiosity again piqued. I tossed the disk into my briefcase and then ran for the door. I always seemed to be late for my trips to the airport.
I kissed Kim goodbye on my way out and, several hours later, via a connection in Atlanta, I found myself in the plain vanilla Marriott Residence Inn on the edge of Austin. I crashed into bed after setting my alarm.
Monday I stood in a hurricane of decisions, PowerPoint slides, a pile of proposals to digest, and a flow of people in and out of the conference room I'd adopted as my temporary office away from home. I had dinner with Dale Winlock, the guy in charge of the operation, and Sarah Davis, his head of development. While we knocked back a few drinks, the dinner conversation just continued the intense day until none of us could hold our heads up we were so tired. We repeated the process on Tuesday; this time narrowing down the choices for our outsourcing contract selection process to two vendors. We were to pick a 'winner' on Wednesday morning.
Tuesday evening, the team broke apart feeling good about our two-day accomplishments. We knew there'd only be a couple of hours more work to complete the selection process. I could even see catching an early flight home on Wednesday.
I ate alone on Tuesday evening, catching a steak at one of my favorite haunts. When I got to the hotel, I found I had a couple of hours to myself. I pulled out the DVD and decided to treat myself to some carnal pleasures. I took a warm shower, grabbed some tissues, got comfortable on the bed with my PC beside me, and popped in the DVD.
The DVD started with a couple of shorts clips and some promotional trailers for some similar DVDs from the same distributor. I found I could skip over the 'commercials' and get to the main feature, and so I did.
Some funky music more characteristic of the 1980s started playing as some credits and titles rolled across the screen in a slightly amateurish fashion. The quality of the filming left a little to be desired too. Clearly, the movie had been a film that had later been digitized.
The opening scene showed two guys cruising through some town in an old Dodge Charger. The scene could have come out of the TV seriesThe Dukes of Hazzard, except these actors were a little chunkier and didn't know their lines as well. The two guys, who we quickly learned were Roy and John, were looking for some chicks so they could get laid.
Almost immediately, the pair spotted two young girls walking near some beach. They pulled the car over, and all too easily got the girls to come over to the car and talk to them.
I suddenly did a double take. One of the girls -- 'Sue' in the movie -- looked just as Kim did when she was younger. I increasingly lost track of the intimate dialog as I studied the film, trying to figure out if indeed it was Kim.
Before sixty seconds had passed, the quartet had decided to party together and the scene jumped from near the beach to a motel room. Sue and Roy had coupled up and started necking, while John and Pam, the other girl, had formed a pair. Clothing started to fly, particularly focusing on Pam as she stripped and started to give John a slobbery wet blowjob right next to Roy and Sue on a long sofa.
When the scene shifted back to Sue, she was removing the last of her clothing. She turned with a laugh -- a laugh I knew so well -- and pushed Roy so he was lying back on the sofa.
There was no doubt in my mind -- 'Sue' was Kim.
I knew every square inch of Kim's body; I'd explored it over and over again with tongue, fingers, and lusting eyes. Two beauty marks -- one under her right breast and one on her left butt cheek were give aways. Coupled with 'Sue's' red hair, some large freckles almost in the pattern of the Big Dipper on her chest, and dimples when she smiled, I cemented the deal.
I sat back in shock as she started to fellate Roy in the porno movie. My brain spun out of control at the revelation. His fingers reached down and stroked her pussy lips as she writhed her lower body into his hand, not missing a stroke with her mouth as she inhaled his generous cock.
The scene flipped back and forth a few times between 'Sue' and Pam, and the looks of ecstasy on Roy and John's faces from their blowjobs. Sue clearly had a talent for wet and sloppy oral sex, as well as an ability to take all eight inches of Roy's cock into her mouth, continually burying his rod inside her and pushing her nose against his pubes.
I was stunned. I thought back to what Kim had looked like when I met her. She was older than she was in this movie, her hair was longer, her moves more sophisticated and smoother. 'Sue' was a little awkward at the acting, however, she clearly enjoyed the sexual setting and contact she was having.
I felt embarrassed when I realized I was hard and that I was stroking my cock. I was looking at a part of Kim's life that she'd never shared with me -- had gone out of her way to avoid talking about. Now, perhaps, I started to understand some of what went on during her six years in Los Angeles. I wondered just how involved she'd been in these films, what else she'd done. Did she ever do the 'clerical jobs' she'd vaguely referred to while she lived in LA?
In the movie on my computer screen, Kim leaned over and joined Pam sucking on John's long cock. As she did, Roy changed position and boosted her hips so he could tongue and lick Kim's pussy. The camera zoomed in as his tongue flicked through her labia and vulva, and then as the tip darted around her clitoris. Kim's hips ground into his mouth.
The scene changed again, this time Kim was fully reclined on the sofa so her pussy hung over the front edge of the cushion. Roy proved to be a skilled practitioner of cunnilingus, running tongue and then tongue and fingers in and around her pussy. He'd often dip two fingers into her cunt and then pull them nearly all the way out and lick the nectar-like juices he'd collected. The camera focused on the pinkness of her inner pussy as his tongue and fingers violated her cunt. Kim's fingers often appeared in the close-ups as she massaged her clit and masturbated in front of Roy, John, and Pam.
After a similar scene between John and Pam, the camera refocused on Kim and Roy as he stood and rubbed his engorged penis up and down her dripping lips. He slowly penetrated, pushing his long cock into her cunt as she held her legs wide apart to afford him complete access. While most of the soundtrack had been the soft moans or groans of the sexual teams, Kim let out a loud wail as his cock sunk into her. The camera panned out to show the two of them fucking one another with complete abandon, Roy's cock visibly oscillating in and out of Kim's pussy as her breasts swayed and shook in harmony with his efforts.
Beside them on the sofa, John and Pam started to fuck too. Pam kneeled on the sofa as John's long cock drove into her from the back in a classic doggie style position. Pam's pendulous breasts swayed as well. The camera moved around so that the viewer -- me -- could see his thrusts from every conceivable angle.
When the camera's point of view shifted back to Roy and Kim, the pair had shifted positions. Kim was riding Roy in the reverse cowgirl position, her front facing the camera as Roy's cock pistoned into her cunt as she straddled him, leaning back slightly so that nothing was hidden in the filming.
As Kim and Roy fucked, Pam suddenly appeared in a close-up scene, adding her tongue to the mix as she licked Roy's balls and his cock when it exited from deep within Kim's pussy. She also licked Kim's pussy and clit when Roy withdrew. John stood beside the trio massaging his long cock for a minute before standing on the sofa and presenting his rod to Kim, who eagerly sucked it as Roy's cock drove up into her snatch.
A break in the action took place as Kim inhaled John's cock, and Pam shifted her focus to Roy. The girls had changed partners. John pulled Kim onto his cock as she straddled him, her breasts swaying into his face. He sucked on one luscious breast as he pawed the other, and then shifted between them. A close-up shot showed that Kim's nipples stood rigid with her sexual pleasure. The pair fucked for a long time.
Pam and Roy also fucked next to them, the camera finally shifting between the two and then taking a long shot down the sofa so both couples could be watched as the men's cocks pushed into the women. The soundtrack consisted of bodies slapping together and the moans of the foursome.
I watched. I lusted to be in the scene. I wanted to bury my hard cock in Kim -- not the Kim that I married and had lived with for over two decades -- the Kim waiting for me at home, but the Kim in the video -- the slut that was alternating between fucking two different guys in a comfortable little foursome in some LA motel. My hand moved fast over my cock as the video played.
The foursome partners changed again -- and again. Pam sat on Kim's face while Roy and John took turns fucking her as she layback on the sofa. Kim ate Pam's pussy with delight and enthusiasm, visibly bringing Pam to an orgasm. Kim and Pam changed places, so the two men could plunder Pam's cunt as she brought Kim to some height of pleasure. Between scenes the women sucked and licked on the men's cocks, ensuring they stayed long and hard.
Roy and Kim shifted to the thick rug in front of the sofa, as John pushed into Pam's pussy in missionary style on the sofa. Roy pounded into Kim. Had I not done so myself on occasion, I would have thought she'd have been sore and bruised from the pummeling he gave her pussy.
The couples announced they were near orgasm. Almost immediately the foursome broke apart, and the two women huddled together on the floor; their mouths open to receive the donations of sperm from the two men. Roy and John beat their meat in front of the two women, and then almost simultaneously their throbbing cocks erupted with white frothy semen that coated the two women's faces.
I came. My eruption of cum synchronized to the orgasms on the computer screen. I grabbed the tissues just in time to catch my jerky emissions. The wave of pleasure swept through me as I watched the last minutes of the film as the women swapped the men's cum back and forth between their mouths and took turns licking up errant drops of semen from each other's bodies.
As the last scene of the movie faded away, I fell back on the bed. Now, my orgasm finished and the eroticism of the moment behind me, my mind again rushed with the discovery. My heart still raced with adrenalin. I felt my 'fright, fight, flight' responses kick into gear, except I didn't know what I was trying to get away from. I wanted to flee -- flee from the discovery I'd made that evening.
My wife had made a porn film. Well, not exactly. She made the film before she was my wife -- long before -- years before. But she didn't tell me. She'd carefully deflected all the questions I'd asked about her time in LA -- six years. 'Clerical jobs' she'd told me. Ha!
My brain whirled. What would I say to Kim when I got home? I should be sleeping; I had to be sharp in the morning. I couldn't sleep. I turned out the light and lay naked in the middle of the large bed, the PC holding the DVD dark beside me. I lay for an hour with a thousand thoughts and questions racing through my head.
I thought back to every nuance in every conversation with Kim about her years in Los Angeles. She said she'd had two 'serious' relationships that hadn't gone anywhere. I sort of guessed she'd been a little wild during those years, only because I once asked her how she learned her 'dirty talk' and she'd laughed and said, "LA." She said she'd gotten her bachelor's degree at UCLA -- did she? Once she commented about how some actors and actresses changed their names when they worked in 'B-grade' movies; now I know how she knew that small fact.
"Wait," I said aloud in the darkened room. I thought, what name did she use to make the porno I'd just watched. I sat up and flipped on the light, and restarted the DVD playing in my laptop. This time I watched every second of the coming attractions and the opening credits.
I learned a lot in those ten minutes. Kim's alias in the porn films was 'Sue Cexy.' Based on the trailers to buy other films, she'd made at least two other adult films:Renegade Redheads andSue in the City. A quick tour of Google and a couple of sites and I'd not only ordered DVDs of the movies, but learned that 'Sue Cexy' had starred in about fifty other movies.
I sat back stunned yet again. I was married to a porn queen.
Kim hadn't just done a couple of movies to make a few bucks. This was her profession while she lived in LA.
Why hadn't she told me? What else hadn't she told me?
I thought about how little I knew about the adult film industry, surfing around the Internet to answer a few questions as I went. Apparently, the industry was often tied to adult entertainment nightspots, the strippers making additional money staring in the films. Guys made little money, but a good-looking female with some personal branding could make up to five- or ten-thousand dollars a film. A few even took a share of the profits a film might make.
I thought of when we bought our house. Kim had come up with over fifty thousand dollars to add to what I had for our down payment so we could get a preferential mortgage rate, and more recently she'd dipped into her savings and funded a good chunk of our kids college education. She'd explained she'd saved the money from her work, and I'd never questioned her about it. My God, I knew her parents were poor. How'd Kim make that kind of money doing 'clerical work?' Why hadn't that dichotomy ever crossed my mind? I'd been duped.
I figured Kim must have worked at a strip club and, based on what I learned from the Internet, she probably toured around a little promoting her films in the adult entertainment world and making personal appearances at other nightclubs.
My brain made another jump. A lot of strippers and porn actresses were prostitutes. Did Kim sell her body to make money? Did she fuck for money? How many guys had she fucked? How could I ever ask Kim questions like these? If my supposition were wrong, I'd offend her deeply and even injure our relationship.
I thought about our relationship for a while. Was it over? I felt violated, yet these films were over twenty or twenty-five years old. She hadn't trusted my reaction. What would I have done if I'd found out before we got married? Would I have run? Would I run now? Should I run now?
The DVD continued playing on my PC as these thoughts ran through my head. I again found my cock was rock hard as the foursome scenes unfolded on the screen. A few minutes later in the movie, as Roy first thrust his cock into Kim's saliva coated pussy; I came in five giant spurts into a tissue. I might have felt badly about my discovery, however, I also felt horny.
After my climax, I again shut down my computer and tried to sleep. It was then I jerked to a seated position in the dark room remembering the letter with the single page that had initially aimed me at Kim's video.
Someone that knew me and knew Kim knew her secret past.
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The next morning at the Austin office was an ordeal. I was exhausted from getting so little sleep the night before, and my mind continued to rehash my discovery of my wife's hidden career in the porn business. I felt as though I wanted answers to questions I hadn't even thought of, and I had answers to questions I didn't know. I was a mess.
Somehow, I made it through the completion of the contracting process I was in Austin for, and started the reverse commute back to our Chapel Hill: rental car to the airport, a one-stop flight to Atlanta, a commuter jet to Raleigh, and my own car back home. If things went well, I could get usually get home about eight o'clock at night. That trip, I got home at nine-thirty.
Although I dozed on the flights, I was still exhausted with dark circles under my eyes when Kim greeted me at the door as I trudged in. She looked alluring as always, but I claimed excessive fatigue -- no lie -- and we both turned in with few words said between us, and certainly no mention of my 'discovery.' I was still unsure what I wanted to do about this new situation or how to broach the subject with Kim.
I decided to wait to say anything until at least the weekend, and, as the weekend approached, I decided I really wanted to wait until I'd viewed the other two DVDs I'd ordered that had 'Sue Cexy' in them.
We made love Friday night, but not without my mind replaying the visions of Kim getting pounded by Roy and John inPrivate Afternoons. Perhaps it was my imagination, but I thought I was longer and harder, and more aggressive as we made love that night. Kim liked whatever I was doing and came several times.
I reread the letter several times when I had some alone time. I wondered about fingerprints on the page, but decided I'd handled the page too much by then to allow any serious attempt at forensics. The words "More later" jumped out at me; the implication was clear; I'd hear something further from the sender of the letter.
The following week I went out of my way to be home before Kim so that I could intercept the mail before she did. The package with the two additional DVDs arrived Wednesday. I tore both of them open and quickly scanned through both films on my computer in the half-hour before Kim got home. While the settings, storylines, and costars were different, the genre was the same -- lots of sucking and fucking with multiple partners. InRenegade Redheads, Kim displayed a decidedly bisexuality I'd never sensed before.
When Kim arrived home that night, I somehow managed to click a switch and turn off all the worries, uncertainties, and questions I'd been carrying around for over a week. The weekend was coming and that would be the time for us to talk. As I had been the prior week, I was the happy husband welcoming his gorgeous wife home. Of course, I was a little horny from my peeks at the videos, so I lured Kim up to our bedroom and we made love.
I stayed up late that night and watched one of the videos, again responding to the natural urges that the film inspired in my male libido.
Kim's bisexual nature came out in more than half ofRenegade Redheads. In the thinly veiled excuse of a plot, an equally attractive and reddish brunette named 'Dee' in the film came to Kim's mansion selling cosmetics and lingerie. Without too much ado, the pair gradually stripped naked to try on samples of the lingerie. Soon hands start to wander, and then the women kissed. The kisses continued as hands and fingers roam wildly around their bodies.
The pair took turns eating each other's pussies and providing sexual delights. Tongues and fingers danced lightly over clits, breasts, vaginas, and rosebuds. Some dildos appeared from nowhere and enabled the duo to please each other further.
As the two women fucked with a double-headed dildo, the man playing the role of Kim's 'husband' arrived home. He found the women in a most compromising situation. Kim invited him to join the fray, and the two women carried their sexual urges over to the newly arrived male. The trio fucked and sucked in every conceivable combination and position. The culmination of the film was the actor's climax into the willing mouths of the two women and then their snowballing his cum between them as the film ends.
I reflected on the close-ups of Kim and Dee -- the apparent name of the other actress. They were both not only comfortable kissing and fondling each other; but also they looked forward to the act and enjoyed themselves immensely. I wondered if there weren't some 'off screen' situation between the two of them. I could add questions like that to the long list I'd created in my head.
Objectively, I marveled at Kim's virtuosity. She had a knack for acting, even in the B-grade adult films I'd discovered. In fact, as I reflected on the three films, she carried each of the movies alone, usually pulling the other actors along in her talented wake. Her dialog was convincing, her reactions looked genuine, her motions and blocking natural, and she looked enthusiastic in every sexual scene she appeared in, which turned out to be most of each movie.
Friday morning, I stayed home after Kim left for work and watched the second movie. In this film, Kim was the indecisive girlfriend to three guys who she had on the string. The movie showed her escapades as she went on dates with each of three and then the efforts she went through to keep them from learning about each other. As the DVD played, the men discover each other, and they then combine forces in one sexual orgy as the three took Kim to heights of pleasure she had apparently never dreamed about. They plug each of her sex holes and rotate as she experiences orgasm after orgasm. In the end, amid a hale of cum, the three guys and Kim have decided to continue holding orgies like this to please her.
As I watched this film and jacked off, I realized I felt guilty. I was still miffed that Kim hadn't told me about her 'previous life.' My feelings of concern seemed to wan a little each day. On the other hand, the videos were exciting and hit every one of my sexual hot buttons. I liked watching Kim get fucked by the men -- or women -- she'd performed with. I liked the fact that she'd exposed herself so willingly to the hundreds -- perhaps thousands of people that had bought Sue Cexy's movies. I even liked that I found myself married to an ex-porn star.
That thought made me stop again and wonder. Was she anex-porn star? What if she had continued her acting endeavors after she came east from LA ... after we were married? Would I have known or suspected something? Would someone even think of making a porno movie featuring a forty-eight-year old woman who looked over a decade younger and still had 'it.' There were more questions for my list.
As the weekend approached, I tried to think of ways to broach the subject with Kim. She continued to work and do her home projects when we were together just as she always had. I don't think she sensed the turmoil I was in at my discovery. So that we'd have time to talk and work at resolving whatever came up, I decided to bring things up on Saturday morning. Doing it then would give us the entire weekend to talk.
Those were my thoughts until I got home from work Friday night and found another surprise.
On my desk, along with the regular mail -- a couple of magazines and some bills, there was a large manila envelope, stamped, and with no return address. My address was neatly typed. As I picked it up, I guessed it to be a magazine. Since I got many advertisements this way, I assumed that this was some invitation to subscribe to some professional journal.
Not quite.
As I slit open the fold of the tan envelope, reached inside, and started to pull out the magazine to see whether I was interested, I immediately knew I was interested. It was a men's sex magazine called 'Galaxy.' A near pornographic picture of Kim graced the cover in a provocative pose. She was naked seated on a tree stump; one hand preventing the viewer from seeing her pussy and a tree branch blocking views her nipples. The pose was seductive, and the message was come fuck me. I imagined it sold a lot of magazines. I noted the magazine was twenty fives old, yet this copy looked new. In bold print on the cover, surrounding Kim's naked body, the words said, 'Sue Cexy shows all -- tells all.'
Lower on the cover of the magazine was a typed Post-It note that said, 'More to come.' I'd heard from the mysterious person again. They seemed to want nothing, yet they wanted me to know about Kim's past. Were they expecting I'd react in some way?
Kim was right down the hall fixing dinner, occasionally asking a question, or coming near my den to be friendly. I jammed the magazine back into the envelope and put it in the top drawer of my desk, but not before examining the postmark. This time the package had been mailed from the Durham Main Post Office, only about fifteen miles from home.
My brain went into a jumble again. Someone nearby was messing with me big time. I thought about their motives, but could imagine so many options I stopped that train of thought. No one had asked for money -- such as blackmail of some kind, and I couldn't think of any reason the letter or magazine by themselves were illegal. I felt something else was coming -- something big.
I took a deep breath and went into the kitchen. I drank a glass of wine almost straight down without thinking about it. Kim noticed. She asked, "You OK? I haven't seen you drink like that for years."
I mumbled something about tension at work and resolved to be more aware of what I was doing. We had dinner, and then Kim cuddled up against me while we watched some TV. We went to bed and made love. I figured I'd have a few minutes in the morning to do a more thorough scan of the magazine. Of course, I didn't sleep as well as I might have as the letters and Kim's past ran back and forth through my mind.
The next morning, while Kim did a couple of morning errands, I scanned the porn magazine I'd received the day before. Over half the issue consisted of photographs of Kim and various other 'friends' as she stripped, posed pornographically, or they sucked and fucked. I guessed many photos were taken during the filming of some of her porn films, but couldn't be sure.
The words accompanying the photos were supposedly a candid 'interview' Sue Cexy had done with the magazine; however, the questions and answers were salaciously scripted to excite a male libido. If I were to believe what I read, Kim (a.k.a. Sue Cexy) loved sex and thought herself a nymphomaniac, preferred multiple partners, liked to eat pussy, loved to swallow cum, and liked all sexual positions as long as a hard cock was involved. She was an exhibitionist, and loved to flash her pussy in public to young guys that might like to fuck her. The interview even included a short story by 'Sue' where she told the interviewer about fucking on the beach one night with her boyfriend when another couple came along and caught them; they ended up switching partners and screwing all night long.
When Kim came home, I helped her put away some groceries and dry cleaning. I figured now was the time, and said to Kim in a friendly tone, "Hey, come into the family room for a minute. I need to talk to you about a couple of things." She looked puzzled, but brought her coffee and followed me into the family room. I gestured for her to sit on the sofa, as I sat opposite her in a high back chair.
I started, "Kim, I know we both had active lives before we met and got married. We knew other people and ... well, we had our affairs and assignations." I stopped myself. I wasn't sure where I was taking the discussion if I started this way. Kim still looked puzzled.
"Kim," I said starting anew and obviously nervous, "About three weeks ago, I got a strange letter in the mail. It suggested that I do something and I did, but when I did I found it involved you." I reached into the drawer of the small table beside me and pulled out the letter. I passed it to Kim so she could read it.
I could see the color rise in Kim's face. She blushed, and wouldn't reestablish eye contact with me after she'd read the short note.
She started to speak, but I went on, "I bought the filmPrivate Afternoons, and because of what I saw in the trailers at the start of that film I also boughtSue in the City andRenegade Redheads." I reached in the drawer again and produced the three DVDs I'd bought -- the three movies I had that she'd starred in. I set them on the coffee table between us.
Continuing, I said, "I've watched each of them, and learned you were in about fifty or sixty others. You're a very talented actress from what I've seen. Yesterday, I got a copy of an old magazine in the mail too." I produced theGalaxy magazine next and laid it on the coffee table. Kim stared at the pile, but made no move towards the items.
After a long silence, I asked, "Can you tell me about these?"
Kim looked up at me, her mane of red hair framing her face. She looked so pretty; I hated to put her on the spot. I figured I'd let her tell me what she wanted to before I asked questions.
She gasped, "Oh Gar, I'm so sorry." Tears flowed down her cheeks. "This was a part of my life I thought ... I thought I'd left behind ... in California." She sniffled softly, "Please don't be mad at me ... for what I did ... for not telling you. It was over twenty years ago ... twenty-five years ... before we were married ... before we even met. I was a different person then ... I'm your wife now ... and I've always been faithful." She paused and said in a pleading voice, "I love you ... I've always loved you since we met."
I couldn't stand to see Kim cry, plus she'd just answered a couple of the more important questions I had. I moved to her side and wrapped my arms around her in a hug.
"Aren't you mad at me?" Kim sniffled.
I responded, "That was only one emotion I felt. I've felt mad, angry, violated and betrayed, and felt disappointed you didn't think you could tell me. Then I realized that for much of our married life, I would have responded with only those emotions and not with some of the wisdom and reason I seem to have accumulated, as I got older. In those earlier years, I might have kicked you out."
Kim's eyes were big and round. She wondered where I was taking the discussion.
I went on, "Now, I seemed to have moved beyond those feelings." I pulled away from her so I could look her in the eye; "I need to confess too, that watching your films really turned me on. They're very erotic. You were irresistible then, and you're irresistible now." I kissed her forehead.
"And you still love me?" She asked in a tentative, little-girl voice.
"Yes, I do; with all my heart. In fact, I want to hear the details of your time in LA, whatever you're willing to share -- even the sex -- especially the sex."
"Are you sure you want to know?" She asked in an unsure tone. "I mean we've talked dirty to each other sometimes when we've made love, but this is different. This really happened ... to me ... things I did ... things done to me. It went on for almost six years before I left LA and came back east."
"No, I want to know. I think it would actually turn me on, so expect that reaction. If something starts to be too intense, I'll let you know." I smiled at her to let her know things were all right between us.
Kim watched me carefully for any sign of sarcasm or hostile feelings. I really had none at that moment. I was curious. She started slowly gesturing to the DVDs and magazine on the coffee table, "As soon as I got out west, I needed to earn some money ... for school and living expenses. I was just nineteen, new to LA and the university, and one of the guys from school I dated told me he knew how I could make a lot of money in a short time. He wanted me to meet someone -- someone in the movie business." Another tear rolled down Kim's face as she remembered back all those years.
She sighed and continued her story, "The 'someone in the movie business' turned out to be a guy in his mid-thirties named Jake Turner. I met him at the set of a movie he was filming in a made-over warehouse. As soon as I walked in the door of the place, I could see what the deal was. I guess I hung around more out of curiosity than anything. There was this ditsy blonde about to be fucked on a sofa on the set. A dozen people were standing around doing movie things: lights, sound, makeup, a photographer, the cameramen, record keeping, and so forth. They were using two cameras. I watched the blonde get fucked for an hour by a good-looking man. He had a lot of stamina, and they'd take breaks when he got 'too close.' Jake was both the director and the producer as it turned out. After the male in the scene came on the blonde's face, Jake called it quits for the day." Kim looked at me to see whether I was reacting to her story.
I nodded for Kim to continue. She had to tell it to me the way she wanted to; I couldn't jump in and start to ask questions or hurry her along.
"Jake came over to me after things quieted down on the set. He was a charmer. He asked whether I was intrigued by what I'd seen. I told him I was, and told him I was scared of it too. He laughed and told me I'd get used to it. He said with my build and hair color I'd be a big hit if I were willing to do films. When I asked about it, he said he gives the girls -- the actresses -- sexy names to make people want to buy their films. He said no one would have to know it was really me, and that I could always tell people I had a body double."
"I was still unsure about doing this until he offered to do a film with me on the spot. He said he'd pay me $5,000 cash for acting in a film. He said it'd be about a week's work. When I explained about needing time for classes, he said they'd schedule around me because he had editing and other work on the films to do too. I was hooked; I could make more money in a week than I could working months at the clerical job I'd taken at the University. Moreover, Jake told me he had some other things I could do to make even more money."
"So you quit working at the college?" I asked to encourage her to keep talking. Of course, I wondered what her other sources of income would turn out to be.
Kim nodded and said in more certain voice, "I wasn't sure if I could do it, but I told myself I'd try. Remember, I'd been raised to think nudity and sex was no big deal; love was important, but sex was ... well, just sex, and being nude was pretty natural -- just like going with my parents to the nudist camp for vacations, no big deal. Of course, I took more risks and was a little bolder in those days too. I told myself I'd do one or two and try it, and then I could stop any time." She looked at me with a silent plea of some kind in her eyes, a plea that I wouldn't leave her. I hugged her again.
Kim continued, constantly testing how I felt about what she told me; "Jake booked me for a film starting two weeks later. There was no audition or anything. Just show up after lunch on that Monday and we'll start filming. He seemed all business and at the time that made the decision easier. When I went back that Monday afternoon, I met about a dozen other people all part of the movie crew and the other actors. The film we were to do was calledCunt Divers. Two of the actors I met were to have sex with me, but only after we'd established that we were all scuba divers of some kind. There was a ten page 'script' for the ninety-minute film. We were supposed to make up a lot of what we did as we went along, always playing for the camera."



"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Jake talked to just the actors as the others listened. By 'play to the camera' he explained how camera angle was the big thing in the porn business. If we were fucking normally, no one would actually see someone's cock in my pussy, so instead of pushing against each other ... as we do when we make love ... we'd try to be apart, so the camera could take shots of the penetration and the fucking from various angles. The guy would have to stand slightly sideways to me, as I reclined, or fuck me from the back or go doggie style, or I'd have to be reverse cowgirl. The idea was for the camera to see our ... our genitals."
Kim checked again at my facial expression and body language. I pulled her around a little so I could hold her in a way where I could stroke one of her breasts. She smiled at me and took that as an invitation to continue her story.
I urged her on; "So you just started?"
"That afternoon I got filmed as I messed around with scuba equipment a lot. I got naked and put on a wet suit over my body. I hammed it up, I thought, by rubbing my breasts and pussy a lot as I got nude, and then feeling myself through the latex suit. I even masturbated for the camera. Jake loved it and encouraged me to do more of what I'd done. Later than day, we drove down to a marina and they filmed me and the two other guys getting into and out of the water several times from different angles, and messing around with our air tanks."
"And then?"
"After my university classes the next day, I showed up at the set again. This time I'd be getting out of my wet suit in this classy yacht when I got found by one of the guys that was supposed to fuck me." Kim looked at me to be sure I was all right with her use of the F-word. "The movie set looked like the interior of a big yacht -- round port holes, nautical maps on the walls, and so on. As I pulled the wet suit off my naked body, an actor named Tommy G watched me from the door in the boat. The cameras kept rolling. Tommy came in and helped me get naked. You can guess the rest -- the whole week went on like that until we finished all the filming. Jake did the editing some other time and place."
I said, "No, no. Please, Kim. The details. I want the details."
"You're sure?" She asked in a hesitant voice.
I nodded enthusiastically and said, "I really want to hear the 'good' stuff." I smiled at her and gently tugged on one of her nipples through her blouse.
Kim continued, somewhat reluctantly, "Well, Tommy had an unusual body part and skill. He had the longest tongue of anyone I ever knew, and he knew how to use it. After Tommy made love to my breasts and stripped off my wet suit, he laid me back on the sofa and proceeded to eat my pussy as I'd never been eaten before. Of course, I was young, but he was good -- he was superb. I came a dozen times that afternoon. All they did for two hours was film Tommy G lapping my cunt as I moaned and squirmed, and then we had a little dispute that set the tone for the rest of my movies."
"Dispute?" I asked.
"Yes," Kim said slowly. "I didn't want to fuck some guy I barely knew unless he wore a condom. Jake wanted me to go bareback. In the end, I won my point, but I conceded that if Tommy G or anyone else wanted me bareback they had to show up with a fresh medical exam and I had to trust them not to mess me over screwing around between the exam and the end of filming. Later, I learned what a good example we were setting for the other studios."
"And then?" I smiled at Kim so she'd know I was enjoying her tale.
She went on, "And then filming continued; I had to give Tommy G a blow job and have sex with him. As experienced as I was, I'd only given oral sex about a few dozen times before in my life -- and in my own crazy way. Before the filming started I asked Tommy to tell me what he wanted me to do. He was understanding about my limited experience and very explicit. I can still remember; he demonstrated on my middle finger." Kim held up the middle finger of her left hand, avoiding the obscene gesture usually associated with the finger.
"Show me," I said in a husky voice.
Kim took my middle finger and brought it to her mouth. She licked up one side and down the other, back and forth for a moment. She then used her tongue rather openly -- for the camera, she explained -- around the tip, periodically ducking her mouth over the tip and visibly sucking down to the knuckle. Then she bobbed her head up and down, working her way down the entire digit, her cheeks concave from her sucking action. I got hard just watching her.
Finally, she pulled off of my hand and slowly said, "You get the idea. There were a few other fine points I'll show you sometime soon. You've been the benefactor of that one lesson over and over again. There were other lessons too -- not all from Tommy G, but I'll tell you about those later. For now, know that when we started shooting the blowjob scenes a few minutes later that I knew enough to perform exceptionally well. Jake even liked that I gagged a little when I tried to take Tommy's entire penis in my mouth; it added realism he said. Tommy and I fucked a lot that day too. I felt embarrassed at first, but then got used to being watched and filmed. At the end of the day, they filmed Tommy cuming on my face and tits. No one had ever done that before. I remember having to fake the smile and my joy at getting his cum on me. Jake explained it was just part of the job."
"I'm fascinated ... and horny," I admitted. Kim smiled at me finally. I guess she'd pretty well figured out her titillating story was creating that result. She'd started running her fingernails up and down my thigh, getting pretty close to 'ground zero' as she did. I already had a sizeable lump in my jeans; she just made it bigger and harder.
She told me, "The next day the other guy shows up instead of Tommy G. His name was Eddie. Eddie and I repeated everything I'd done the day before with Tommy. There was more scuba stuff too, only this time with Eddie finding me undressing, plus we used more fancy positions when Eddie was fucking me. I had another dozen orgasms. I remember thinking that I was being paid to experience pleasure -- what a rush!"
"Thursday, both guys show up and Jake films us in various threesome activities, like I'm giving Eddie a blowjob while Tommy eats me or fucks me from behind. The hardest thing for me that day was having anal sex for the first time. The guys were thoughtful and gentle with me. Jake did a few DP shots." She looked at me to see whether I understood her slang; I did. Kim's finger stroked my rod through the tough material of my pants. I was about to explode.
"Friday they did more filming. They did more DP shots and filled in gaps in what would becomeCunt Divers. I did a few lines of dialog after fucking both guys again as well as a lot of moaning for the soundtrack; I masturbated again in front of the camera, this time with a huge dildo; and that was the end of it. Jake came up to me at the end of the day and counted off fifty hundred dollar bills into my hand: no taxes, no withholding, no social security, or anything -- just cash."
"And?"
"And Jake told me he liked me in the films and wanted me to do more." Kim leaned over and kissed my chin. "He said I was a natural, and then he took me to dinner, and, well, things happened." She ran her tongue down my neck, delivering little kisses to me every now and then. Her hand was still stroking the hardness in my pants.
"Like what?" I asked in a husky voice that betrayed the feelings of lust that had taken me over based on her story.
Kim said, "Well, Jake and I went back to his apartment that night and I fucked his brains out. Although I'd fucked all week, I think I was hornier than I'd ever been now that I'd completed a real live porn movie. Do you want to see what I did to him?" Kim licked up my neck in a very suggestive move. At the same time, she tugged at the zipper to my jeans.
I pushed Kim into a new position and, with her help, removed her slacks. She tore at her top, quickly shrugging it over her shoulders. I noted she wasn't wearing a bra, only a lacy half-slip. I stripped, and in seconds dove into her pussy, my tongue working a thousand miles an hour to soak up her fluids. Kim was sopping; her recollections had apparently turned her on as well. She ran her fingers through my hair as I pulled and gently bit on her labia, pulling the lips as far from her body as I could, and then running my tongue deep into her vagina along with a couple of my fingers.
Kim lay back and moaned. "Ohhhhhhhh, fuuuuuuck. Garrrrr. That feels wonderfullllllll." After a few minutes, she said in a soft voice, "Let me show you my blowjob lesson where it counts." She nudged me away from between her legs. The two of us changed positions, so I lay against the cushions so I could watch her 'lesson.'
Kim said, "First you need a nice cock -- just like this one here, and you also need a mouth and tongue just like mine." She looked coy, blew me a kiss, stroked me, and then kissed the end of my cock. "Now the first part of the lesson is that the male just lies back and enjoys what the female can do for him, often moaning or uttering words of love and appreciation. The female should position herself so the male -- and the camera -- can see what she's doing to him, pulling her hair back like this." She looked up at me and winked as she ran her tongue around the mushroom head of my cock; she flipped her hair to the side so I would be sure to see every subtly of her blowjob.
Kim stopped and briefly said, "The female starts on just this top part -- the most sensitive part. She knows that she can take the whole head in her mouth like this ..." She captured the entire head of my dick in her mouth, and I could feel her tongue swirl around the head.
She continued her description as she directed my cock to her cheek with one hand, "Rapid tongue movement is important, not just on the head but also on the sensitive backside, like this ..." She gulped me down again, and then pulled off and ran her tongue around the sensitive underside of my rod. She'd done this before, but not in the context of the repeated lessons she'd received in pornography. I enjoyed several minutes of this, working hard to stay on the step and not slide off into an orgasm. She rose for a couple of seconds and said, "The female should also pull on and lick the sensitive foreskin all over -- like this." Kim's tongue rimmed my cock just along the most sensitive places. I was going into orbit.
Again, she pulled off me and gave me a sentence or two about what she was doing: "Temperature changes are important too." She slavered over my cock and then with pursed lips lightly blew cool air on my cock. The feeling was amazing, and something she'd never done to me before. After a couple of minutes, she said, "There are other ways I'll show you some day to make changes in temperature, for instance, using ice cubes or whipped cream from the fridge." She plunged my cock back in her mouth.
Kim took a break and explained, "The female can also use her teeth if she's very careful, particularly not to worry the male and break the mood. Here, let me show you." She went down on me again, this time lightly raking the sides of my cock with her teeth or rubbing my erect shaft against her teeth. I was in heaven.
As she blew me, she looked up in my eyes. She pulled off and said, "Eye contact is very important too, especially so the camera can see me looking into your eyes; and then there's the actually sucking ..." She dove down on me again, this time taking more of me into her mouth as she suctioned on first the head and then my entire schlong.
Kim told me briefly, "The sounds the female makes add to the eroticism of the moment too. I can hum and stimulate you, but I can also make wet slurpy noises that focus you on what I'm doing, and how much I like doing it." Kim embraced my cock in her mouth again, this time humming and slurping noisily, and occasionally moaning with a clear communication of delight at her action. I was right in there with her, talking to her softly and telling her how much I appreciated what she'd learned and how she was showing me the perfect blowjob.
After a couple of minutes, she rose slightly and said, "You can fuck my mouth if you want; you know, move your hips. I'll sync with your rhythm."
A few moments later, Kim rose slightly, and added, "Oh yes, I forgot about the saliva and your pre-cum. I can mix the two together and make a really tasty treat that I can coat you with as I suction you. Watch this, particularly as I pull off you for a second here and there and show you the spittle." She pulled my hard shaft into her mouth again and bobbed up and down for a minute. This time I could feel the slobber she added in as well as the suction. She bobbed up and down, faster and faster. I stroked her hair. Kim pulled off me, leaving a long strand of frothy saliva between her mouth and the sopping end of my coated dick. After she was sure I'd seen her art, she captured the expectorant in her mouth again as she fell onto my shaft. I was in some kind of ecstasy she'd never shared with me before.
Suddenly, I knew I wouldn't last. "Kim, Oh shit, Kim, if you keep that up ... I'm not going to ... last." Kim obviously wanted me to cum in her mouth. Not only did she not stop, she redoubled her efforts to bring me off. Her head bobbed faster, her moans increased, her eyes smiled at me, her slobber increased, her tongue seemed to be everywhere that counted, her hand assisted more aggressively, and her suction power increased.
A minute later, I moaned loudly as I exploded into her mouth. Kim caught the first blast in her open mouth, but then pulled away slightly and aimed the next couple of shots of my climax at her cheeks and mouth. One blast arched across her nose and cheek. I moaned, "Oooooooooh fuck!" as I came, thrusting my lower body upwards into Kim's mouth. Kim had only done this with me a couple of times in all our married life. The act was always exceptionally pornographic, and something I always remembered.
Kim pulled my slimy cock back into her mouth as I stopped spurting and my last couple of spasms only covered the head of my cock. She licked and lapped on every droplet she could find, ending by running her fingers around her face where I'd cum and pulling the thick white sauce into her mouth. I was mesmerized. The whole time she never took her smiling eyes off mine.
Finally, as she seemed to finish, she said in a matter of fact tone, "Now, a recap of the lesson; we need a nice cock, hand, and mouth, and a dose of creativity. We need to pay attention to the mushroom head and the sensitive backside. The female needs to maintain eye contact and make loving noises as she licks and adds saliva. She should occasionally blow cool air on her love object, suck it wildly and often, use her tongue a lot, and absorb the male's fluids during the act. Head bobbing is also important, but the pace must be varied. When you cum, I must catch and swallow so I show you that I love every drop. I need to also clean up whatever messes I make. There, I think that summarizes things." Kim leaned in and kissed the glistening tip of my withering cock.
I told her, "You are fucking amazing!"
"I hope so. I plan to fuck your brains out after you recover. Do you want me to tell you some more about my time in LA? Are you sure you're all right with all this? I hope you know I didn't tell you what I did all these years ago out of love. I was concerned you'd feel hurt or jealous over something that was water under the bridge -- something I couldn't do anything about. I love you, and wanted to protect you from any pain."
"I did feel those things to varying degrees, but as I get used to what you did and put it in perspective, I think I'm all right. I wish I'd been in the porn business back then. We could have appeared together." I winked at her, and then added, "And, yes, I'm still fine with you telling me about your sexy times. If it gets too heavy, I'll let you know." After a pause I shared, "I wasn't sure how I'd react. So far, it's made me the horniest guy in town." I smiled at her.
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Kim said, "When I started with Jake, I wasn't sure I could keep doing the films -- and later the photo shoots for magazines likeGalaxy, personal appearances to promote the videos, and trying to appear at the right parties. I was sexually liberated, but all that went on was a test of just how liberal I was. I actually felt exhilaration at getting out of my comfort zone with the sex and porn. After that first movie, I also found I'd created a separation in my mind -- a separation between sex, love, and a relationship. In any situation, I felt that I could take any one, two, or three of those choices; they were independent of each other."
I asked in a curious voice, "Can you explain that?"
She said, "The movies were all about sex -- only about sex. I didn't feel I was violating the rules of any relationship -- past, present, or future. I liked Tommy G and Eddie and later other guys I appeared with, but there was no love. It was sex -- sex for fun, sex for work, and sex for money. At the time, it was no big deal; it was just something I did to earn money I desperately needed for college. As I earned the money, my goals rose; I wanted to save for the longer term -- all the things girls eventually like: a little home, kids, and of course of a loving husband. The sex was just something I did to be better prepared for all that."
Kim checked with me to see how I'd accepted her philosophy. I nodded both acceptance and an urge for her to continue. She went on, "Later, as I got to know Jake we had a sort of love relationship. I knew it wasn't as deep as it could be. He wasn't the kind to make long-term commitments. So we had something between 'like' and 'love,' but no relationship although we lived together. I didn't have a serious relationship until you came into my life. I didn't have love until you came into my life." She looked at me to see whether I was satisfied with her answer. She still acted tentative and unsure of how I was reacting to her new openness about this part of her life.
I asked, "So, our relationship is where all three came back together?"
Kim nodded
I said, "I'm glad I provided that unity for you. I wish I'd appeared more ... accepting way back then. This wouldn't have hit me so hard." I thought for a moment and added, "Just talking to you, like this, makes things better. Besides, you know I've always liked sexy stories -- our 'dirty talk' and stories. Now I find I like them even better if they're about you." I stroked Kim's abdomen just above the curls of her pubic hair.
Kim accepted my comments and said, "Come up to the bedroom. The family room is nice, but if someone comes to the side door we're rather exposed."
"I thought you said you liked being an exhibitionist."
Kim grinned, shrugged, and we ended up not moving as we lay in each other's arms in the warm sunlight streaming in one of the windows. Our hands wandered all over each other. She said, "OK, let's stay here, but don't say I didn't warn you if someone rings the doorbell. And, I'll tell you a story along these lines."
I nodded as I cupped one of her breasts in my hand and felt the nipple harden.
She started with another story; "Jake and I became lovers pretty soon after we met, and I didCunt Divers. I moved in with him; he had a really large condo as his bachelor pad. Although he was pretty conservative in his thinking, he said he liked the 'flash' and pizzazz I added to his life and image. He told me I bought out the best in him."
"You kept going to school?"
"Oh yes that was part of the deal. Jake paid for my tuition and books, and he was my room and board. He also bought me many nice clothes -- clothes that were chic and expensive. When my old heap of a car died, he also got me a used Porsche -- red, of course, to match my hair. He told me he loved to see me driving around the city with the top down and my hair streaming out behind me. I drove fast and carefree in those days; never got stopped though. In any case, I became a kept woman. The result was that the money I made for doing his films and appearances mostly went straight into my own bank account. I spent very little."
Kim continued, "Jake and I went to parties a lot -- some lasted all weekend. Many of the people there were in the adult entertainment business. I met some of the 'names' in the business back then, although some of them had retired: Linda Lovelace, Marilyn Chambers, Harry Reems, John Holmes, Kay Coleman, and Peter North, to name a few. Most of the parties were open. If you heard about one, you just went; in those days, it didn't matter who was having one, you just went and mixed, and drank, and did drugs."
"Did you?"
"I tried the stuff people seemed to be passing around at the time, but I didn't want a habit, and I certainly didn't want to do anything that took the edge off getting my degree. Because I had to work, I knew I'd have to extend beyond four years, I just wasn't sure how long it'd take me to get my degree and I certainly didn't need any major diversions. Moreover, I hated the idea of spending money on that stuff; it was expensive. Heck, I didn't even want to buy cigarettes, why would I sign-up for an even more expensive addiction. Work and study: that was me; you know how goal-directed I am."
"So?" I queried; my eagerness obvious in the tone of my voice.
"So, Jake and I partied a lot on weekends, and all either of us did was get tipsy from drinking too much. I didn't even do that too much. Jake wanted me to breakout of porn and get into real acting; so he kept trying to help my career cross over. My heart wasn't in it, however. It wasn't that I loved doing the adult films; it was that I just couldn't see myself as a real actress -- you know, doing dramatic roles and all the Hollywood things. During the week I went to classes, studied, and mostly did the movies or photo shoots; weekends I'd do parties and promotions. During one of the early films, I said something about being an exhibitionist. Jake liked that idea. He started to set up situations, particularly at the parties we'd go to, where I'd flash someone."
"Details woman!" I grinned at her. She stroked my thigh and smiled. I swirled my finger through her pubic hair, still damp from my cunnilingus.
"Well, I got so I almost never wore underwear and I liked short skirts. It became part of my image, plus the combination was a winner. I would always flash someone sitting down or do a 'Sharon Stone' crossing my legs. If there were a staircase in the house, I'd sit on a step about eye level and get a little too relaxed." Kim grinned widely at me and spread her legs slightly.
"No doubt, you were very entertaining," I told her.
"Oh that was when I started to learn how to say 'No' in a hundred different ways. I could watch people's reactions when they saw the 'real' me." Kim laughed. "Eye balls would bulge and pop. Sometimes, I could see cocks bulge in guys' slacks. Jake liked to position himself where he could see people's reactions too; it was one of the ways he got excited."
"Women?"
"Yeah, girls would look too. Some would try to catch my eye and indicate I was 'showing.' I'd often wink at them, to let them know that I knew what I was doing. A few would join me and we'd have a wild laugh at the reactions we'd cause." Kim paused and said, "We did more than that, however."
"I'm all ears."
"Sometimes, I'd go off to fuck someone like Jake or Tommy G or Eddie. We'd purposefully pick a place where we'd 'accidentally' be discovered. That was fun. Some guys would watch, others would just turnaround and leave after getting an eye full. We used some of the same tricks we did in the movies so I was totally exposed as I got boned. One time Eddie was pumping me in Will Barnett's garage on the hood of his new Mercedes -- you know him, he was in many movies in the 90's with Nicholas Cage. Will had been showing people his new car all evening; when he came out with another guest he wanted to impress, I was naked and lying back on the hood of the Mercedes screaming that I was cuming as Eddie pumped into me. I made a lasting impression." Kim burst out laughing at her recall of the scene.
"Did you get invited back?" I asked.
"Hell, yes. Will told me that was the best use he'd ever seen for a new Mercedes. He was one of the guys that stayed and watched as I rode through my climax. I fucked him later too, but not that night. That might have actually been the closest I got to doing a legitimate film." She laughed again.
Ah, an opening to get some of my questions answered. I asked, "So, you were pretty 'open' sexually? Promiscuous?" I asked tentatively, as though I was only suggesting the word.
Kim thought for a moment. "I was uneven. If you don't count the movies I was in, the first couple of years in LA I was only with a few guys. I rarely did something as I did with Will Barnett -- just fuck a guy because I wanted to: no emotion, just lust, and notch in my gun, so to speak." She was quiet for a moment and then spoke, "But then I got swept up in the 'porn queen' thing. 'Sue Cexy' started to become a real attraction and the movies started to sell, particularly on the west coast. I became a celebrity of sorts. I loosened up even further about having indiscriminate sex, plus things changed personally."
"How's that?"
"Jake got tired of me after a couple of years, I guess; or I got tired of him and it bugged him. Anyway, we decided to split. We were still friendly, but he wanted me to move out so he could bring in one of the new, younger girls. He sold what he called my 'contract' to another adult filmmaker named Steve Sparks, and we both made some money in the transfer. I liked Sparks, and to cement the deal I fucked his brains out one night. He said he loved me, and so we became an item: even wider circle of friends, even more parties, new faces, different place to come home to, plus I made even more money. Sparky had better connections -- particularly with distributors in the east and in Europe. Jake gave me the clothes and the Porsche he'd bought me too. I moved in with Sparks, and as with Jake, he paid for everything. The money I earned just went in the bank."
Kim continued, "Sparks, that's what we all called him, expected I would entertain his more important 'clients' and friends. That meant I'd fuck them, or at least put on a show for them. He had a huge nightclub too, and I headlined the place for two years." I'm not proud of how I behaved in those years; I showed no restraint for a while."
"What stopped you, or did you stop?"
Kim smiled and then laughed. "A little over a year in with Sparks, I got an STD. Thank God it wasn't AIDS; we didn't even think about that kind of stuff then. I got syphilis. I caught it early so there were no complications, and the penicillin cured it completely, but it was a wake-up call. Hell, the whole industry was having a wake-up call about then anyway because people were just waking up to the fact that AIDS wasn't just something that happened to gay guys that didn't use condoms. The porn star, John Holmes, who I met at some of the parties I went to, got AIDS and died. That news went through the industry like wild fire. Production almost stopped around the world. No one would work without condoms. Things changed a lot really fast."
"And you changed?"
Kim blushed and said, "Mostly, yes. I became more stringent in my old policy about condoms. I also found out I had some backbone and could be a leader that could make things happen. I made Sparks go monogamous; although we had one exception I'll tell you about some time. You'd have thought I'd cut his balls off. I again insisted everyone in my films get tested before filming, and that we all remain 'pure' during our shooting schedule. It was common sense. We got a good reputation in the industry because of some of the things I insisted on."
"Good for you," I said. "What about your films?"
Kim picked up the thread again, "Well, I'd made about fifteen or twenty films with Jake over the two years with him, plus done some photo shoots for men's magazines. It was also where I learned to act and go through the standard porno movie sequence with some creativity and grace, if I say so myself. I learned to vary the format, and it paid off."
"Explain that?" I suggested.
"I watched at least a hundred adult films my first year with Jake. If I were going to work in the industry, I wanted to know what made some films good and what made a clunker. I took notes on every film I watched: acting style, vocabulary, scenes, motions, facial expressions, interactions between characters, character development, film angles, on and on. I actually taught Jake a lot too, and later Sparks. I brought all that into what I did on film. I was sort of self taught, although I did take a couple of cinematography classes at UCLA as part of my degree."
Kim paused and went on, "I made about forty films with Sparks over the next four years. We were more efficient. I got a feel for the administrative side of the business too, and even helped out there. Sparks often used a distributor calledSinfilm, and I spent a lot of time learning that side of the business too because the head of it was a buddy of Sparks. Through some of their advice, I honed my acting skills and then figured out how Sparks could make more money by tying into the distribution channels better."
Kim paused to see whether I was still interested. I was. She went on, "I saved the company a pile of money in the three years I worked with Sparks. He was generous with me in return; I got bonuses for my help. My first year with him I made two hundred thousand -- more the next two years. I spent some of that money after that year taking care of my parents. Later, I had to spend some when I moved back to this area -- before you and I moved in together. The rest became money you and I spent on this house or that's funding the kids' college education."
"Did you tell your parents what you did?"
Kim sort of winced. "No. I told them I had a good job and that I'd won some money in the state lottery. It was one of my more convincing acts." She thought for a moment and added, "To tell the truth, there were so destitute in those days, I could have been doing anything and they would have been happy so long as I helped them out. We kept things at the 'plausible deniability' level, or what the military calls 'don't ask, don't tell.'"
I asked another question that I'd worried about, "Just to jump ahead, how did you stop? Did you know you were going to stop -- to resign? Why'd you want to leave the money tree?"
"Oh, yes. I told Jake, and later Sparks that as soon as I graduated I was quitting the business and going back east to a 'straight' job and a 'straight' life. My college education was covered many times over, and that's why I was there in LA. I really planned ahead when I started to save every penny. I don't think they always believed me. Sparks would laugh at me when I'd remind him."
"Did he let you go that easily? Weren't you a money tree for Sparks?" As I asked, I still wondered why I'd never asked Kim about the source for all the money she'd managed to produce during our marriage. It was just there when we married, and I accepted that.
"Ha," Kim laughed. "A girl's prime years in the adult industry are eighteen to twenty-five. Believe it or not, after that she starts to become a drag on the market. Wrinkles and age spots start showing up, especially on your hands at first, then on your face. Your skin starts to sag in places, and cellulite forms. If you've been in the industry all those years, you become a shopworn commodity -- too many people know your face and it's boring. As you get older, you need to resort to other avenues to make money -- like prostitution. In the movies and clubs, guys want something new -- and younger. New girls come along and displace the older ones. Your value drops and so do your earnings. I got out just in time."
I asked, "Another question, probably obvious for a guy, but did you compare me to all the guys you'd had around you in your movies and all?"
Kim gave me a long glance, then responded, "Yes and no; and by way of answering that let me ask you, did you compare me to your previous dates?"
I said, "Sort of. You were nicer, hotter, independent, more social, and outgoing, and had an ambitious streak in you that I knew would help hold things together if anything ever happened to me. As for the sex, it was just different from the other girls I was intimate with."
Kim smiled, "That'd about be my answer too. You were different, but it wasn't good or bad -- just different, like the way Tommy G and Eddie were different." She paused and added, "One very important difference, however, ... I was and am madly in love with you, and that makes all the difference in the world; no comparison."
My stomach burbled loudly at just that instant. Kim rubbed one hand over it and said with a touch of humor, "Is someone telling me it's time for lunch?"
I responded, "Yea, I guess so, but I want to hear more about all this later, plus I've still got ten thousand questions."
*
Kim pranced upstairs naked and came back a minute later with our robes. We left the piles of our clothing in the family room and went to the kitchen. Kim started to prepare sandwiches while I sat at the kitchen counter thinking lewd thoughts about my own wife.
As she worked, Kim again said to me, "You should know I feel awkward telling you about my crazy past -- particularly when it's so far behind me now. I'll answer your questions, but I want to know that this isn't hurting our marriage and our future together." She stopped and put both hands on the counter and faced me.
I looked Kim in the eye and said, "I swear to you that what you're sharing won't hurt our marriage. I still feel miffed that you didn't think you could tell me somewhere along the line. It's like a major chunk of the intimacy between us has been missing, and I just realized it. Now that hurts but I'll get over it. I don't plan to let that ruin our future together; there is, however, some rebuilding we need to do. We need to talk more about what secrets we hold."
Kim studied me and then curtly nodded her head. She went back to fixing lunch. Over her shoulder, she said, "Sins of omission are sometimes the worst ones. I promise you I'll be completely open about my past." She turned back to me to be sure I understood her vow. I did.
As she often did, Kim stood while she ate her sandwich. "Ask me your questions," She said. I had a hard time thinking of my questions as the front of her robe flipped open periodically, giving me an intimate view of Kim's pubic area.
After a moment, I thought and asked cautiously, not sure if I wanted the answer, "So there was no prostitution involved?"
"Nope. Nada. Except of course, I was a kept woman for almost six years and expected to be 'open' with my sexual favors as part of the deal. I guess it depends on how you define it. I didn't make money turning tricks, if that's what you meant. I'd been raised to think sex should be fun; I was having fun; ergo, the sex was OK. With Jake it was just with him, the guys and gals in the movies, and we had one special friend we had threesomes with occasionally. With Sparks, as I told you, he wanted me to 'entertain' his friends and associates. As long as things didn't get too kinky, something I managed pretty well, I had a good time and enjoyed it. I had only one big worry as those years went by."



"What was that?" I asked.
Kim said, "I worried that I'd become jaded about sex and love, and never be able to have a real, honest to God, serious relationship." She smiled at me and then added, "You fixed that. I can tell you now that was one of the reasons I went so slowly at the start of our dating. I not only wanted to be sure you were the right guy; I also wanted to be sure I could believe my own feelings. I had to get myself back into the 'real' world. I was decompressing from LA."
After a pause, while we ate, I said, "Tell me about Spark's nightclub. What was that like?"
Kim said, "It was called theGlass Slipper. Sparks and a couple of other guys were partners in it. The place was your classic strip joint as it turned out. I know because when I was with Jake I made appearances at dozens of them promoting my videos. The place had two stages, a huge bar, a VIP room, and even a V-V-V-VIP room."
"What'd you do when you were promoting?"
"I started with Jake. I'd be billed into some club usually for what we called a blue-collar weekend -- Thursday through Saturday nights. Jake had an old girlfriend come and teach me how to do a strip and pole dance. He bought me some costumes -- lots of glitz and glimmer stuff, with lots of layers to take off. I also had the brightly colored and ostentatious shoes with four-inch spike heels. The real clunky shoes the strippers use today hadn't become industry fashion yet. Anyway, my name would be splashed across the marquee and all the signs in the club; you know 'This Weekend Only -- Sue Cexy.'" Kim paused and asked, "Are you sure you want to hear about this?"
I nodded after taking a bite of my sandwich. "Go on. Please," I smiled at her.
Kim continued, "Anyway, usually around nine, ten, and eleven at each club, I'd do a ten or fifteen-minute dance -- classic bump and grind stuff or a pole dance, often singling out one or two guys in the club to come on to -- particularly the high tippers. Then I'd disappear backstage, throw on a G-string and a nearly sheer robe, and be available in a corner of the club to sell autographed DVDs. A few of the clubs would have a TV playing the movie trailer during the break. On a good weekend, I could sell a couple of hundred copies. Jake went along a lot and would help handle the sales and keep the guys off me. We'd have to give a cut to the club owners, but it helped get my name out there. The big sales came from our distributorSinfilm, and from ads in men's magazines; the appearances were to build brand and hype.Sinfilm loved us for beating the drum along the west coast and in Vegas."
Kim watched me carefully to gage my reaction to her story. She went on answering that question, "Later, when I went to work for Sparks, he had better connections withSinfilm, with the adult magazines, plus his own club. The DVDs were always promoted at his club, and he got good press and a great distribution deal for the films and my photographs. If you look in the copy ofGalaxy, I bet you'll find some big ad in the back for my DVDs."
"What went on in the VIP rooms? Were you part of that?"
In the VIP room, I'd be a tease to the patrons and big spenders -- maybe a lap dance or even a hand job if Sparks said it was all right and what he wanted. The special VIP room had an anything goes approach to sex. Fortunately, Sparks only wanted to use the room for what he called the 'really important' VIPs. He didn't want the cops arguing that he was running a brothel. Up until I got the STD and had to layoff for a while, I played hostess in that room about once a week. That meant I made sure everyone was happy, content, and satisfied. If a hand job would do, that's what our special guest got -- or a blowjob -- or I'd try to fuck his brains out on one of the sofas there. I wouldn't be alone; there'd be other girls too. We'd often do two on one. Guys liked thinking they were fucking two girls at once or getting a double blowjob."
"I can understand that," I said in disbelief. I paused and asked, "I should have asked earlier; did you ever have a bad experience -- you know, other than the STD?"
Kim nodded and said, "A few times. I was lucky to find Jake and Sparks; they were gentlemen and protective of me and the other girls that were around. We were in an industry that attracted a rough crowd. I learned that shortly after I started working with Jake. He kept a lid on things and closely watched over me. Sparks could forget sometimes and inadvertently throw me or one of the other girls to the sharks, and that's why we started to work the VIP rooms in pairs or more. We had firm rules, 'no' meant 'no,' 'stop' meant 'stop,' and everyone wears a condom if we were having sex. Sometimes, some guy would start to try to beat us around -- playing all macho and tough with us. I didn't mind getting slapped on my butt or some hard sex occasionally -- that could be erotic, but getting punched out was off limits. When one guy went off on me and my friend Darlene couldn't pull him off, Sparks came in amid our screaming and commotion; he pulled a gun. I didn't even know he carried. By then, I had a black eye, a very sore jaw, and was about to get raped by some asshole. Darlene had been thrown against a wall and had a broken wrist. Everything went quiet as Sparks waved the gun around. Sparks made the guy get dressed and then escorted the him out; I never saw him again although he was supposed to be some high roller friend of Sparks."
We munched on our sandwiches for a moment or two, and then I asked, "You mentioned having other women around sometimes? InRenegade Redheads you had a pretty steamy relationship with one too. What was going on there?"
Kim smiled and took my empty plate. "Come up to the bedroom and I'll tell you about them." I noted her use of the plural pronoun.
We went upstairs. I noted that if I were three or four steps behind Kim, I could watch her naked ass as it waggled its way upwards beneath her scanty little robe.
Kim flopped down on the bed and patted the space beside her. I lay down next to her and we kissed for a while. I could feel my libido responding to her romantic intentions. I still needed some recovery time, and Kim noted this apparently.
Kim started, "The girl in film you saw was Darlene Winters. She was from Oregon, as I recall. She was also Jake's old girlfriend -- the one that taught me how to do exotic and pole dances. I met her about two weeks after I moved in with Jake. Funny, I can still remember, because I was cramming for a psychology exam when she showed up at Jake's apartment one day. She was gorgeous, but dressed like a 'tart' -- I mean she dressed kind of slutty: lots of cleavage, things too short and too tight. She'd come by to see Jake, but he was out in his boat I think. Anyway, we got to talking and comparing notes about whom we were, why we were in the business, and such."
I made a wiseass comment; "You mean you didn't just jump in bed and jill each other?"
Kim poked me in the ribs with her fingers, and I jumped. "No, jerk! We talked until Jake eventually came home, andthen we jumped into bed -- the three of us." Kim stuck her tongue out at me. She asked in a more serious tone, "Do you want me to go on?"
"Absolutely," I told her.
"Well, there was some truth to what I said. Jake and Darlene had a 'friends with benefits' kind of relationship. Darlene had told me she wanted to fuck Jake, a favorite pastime of hers. After Jake got home, I encouraged him to satisfy Darlene's itch; of course, by then I had the same itch too. So the three of us fingered, licked, and fucked for the rest of the night. By the way, I somehow managed to get an 'A' on that psychology test."
Kim checked my reaction again and went on, "Darlene became a steady visitor. Later, she confessed she really liked our relationship, especially when Jake wasn't around. The feeling was mutual, so we became an event. Eventually, Jake dyed Darlene's hair and didRenegade Redheads. Darlene started to hang around with me, and we became best buddies. I helped her tune up her image so she was more attractive and didn't look so cheap; she helped me loosen up. She followed me to Sparks, and we did a few more films together over there. The two of us would do Sparks some nights."
I asked, "Didn't you stay in touch?"
Kim laughed. "I got a card from her once in a great while way back but after a year they stopped. She wasn't computer literate, and that's how the world communicates now. Mostly we've just lost touch. She was so pretty. I often wonder what ever became of her."
I probed further, "You mentioned someone else?"
"Oh, yes. There was Cindy Wick, although that wasn't her real name. She just became know by it, just as I was Sue Cexy. Cindy was a year younger than I was, but had started doing porn when she was fourteen. I know -- breaks all the rules. Sparks didn't like child porn; he heard about her and rescued her when she was sixteen, and then kept her out of harm's way until she turned eighteen -- made sure she graduated from high school too."
"Sparks had a heart?" I suggested.
"Oh, yes, he had a soft spot for the underdog or the oppressed. Anyway, Cindy moved in with a boyfriend for a while and then they broke up about the time I got the STD. Sparks asked whether she could move in with us, and I said yes. Anyway, Cindy and I became an item too -- along with Darlene. We made Sparks worry whether we'd have any room for him we'd get so caught up in each other. He even made a movie starring just the three of us --Three Foxes. We were wild in the film and more so on the set. We used every sex toy and mechanical sex device known to mankind, and each of us had more orgasms in the two or three weeks we filmed than all our lives all added together. We had fun, and we made a lot of money; the film turned out to be a best seller." Kim grinned at me; I was starting to rise again
"Did Darlene and Cindy remain friends?" I asked out of curiosity.
"Last I knew they were, but that was over twenty years ago. I really haven't been in touch with anyone from that part of my life since I came back east except a couple of cards from Darlene. " "I'm curious, and knowing you now as I do, didn't you feel cheap or slutty at the time?"
Kim responded slowly, "You have to realize that inside every good girl is a bad girl. Some baddies never surface, but my bad girl did, just when I needed some money -- lots of it. So, yes, I felt like a slut -- hell, I knew I was a slut -- and I loved it. I ate it up. Some days I craved the sex; I couldn't wait to get out of classes so I could roll in it -- lick it -- fuck it. I really was a nymphomaniac for part of that time. I'd been raised to appreciate sex, but I went way over the top, and I knew it. I also knew the good girl had to come back some day; I just postponed that event until I drove back east. I lost the bad girl somewhere in Texas on the way here."
I asked, "Did you miss it after you stopped? Do you miss it now?"
Kim shook her head. "You always miss something you give up. I grieved for a few months for my old life style until I found that my new life would be better in so many ways. I guess I'm grateful I got to try all those crazy things for so long, but I'm not sorry I stopped. I keep the bad girl under control now."
I was quiet for a moment. Kim and I stroked each other. We were both starting to arouse each other. I finally said, "You know, if the bad girl wanted to come out a little more in our relationship, I wouldn't be all that opposed to it."
Kim leaned in and kissed me in a naughty way. She said with a smirk, "I'll tell her."
To be continued in Ch. 04
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After another moment, I asked, "Did anyone back here know about your work?"
"As far as I know, no one east of Las Vegas knew anything," Kim responded. "Of course, the movies were distributed worldwide, but someone would have to do what you did – think they recognize me and then verify by way of subtle body features that it was really me. I seldom wore my hair back east as I did in the films, plus the color was a little more pronounced back then. I'd be amazed if anyone – family, classmate, friend, or someone from work – recognized me from the films. Even you said you had to keep checking to be sure."
I asked, "Then who sent the letter and magazine? What do they want from me ... you? Are they out to damage your reputation back here in some way?"
"I hope not. I always knew I had a past that might haunt me someday. I'm probably more able to face that than you are because I've thought about it all these years. I've rehearsed all the different things I'd say depending on the situation. Even at that, it took me a few years before some offhand comment didn't send me into a spiral if I thought someone was about to 'out' me."
"And you weren't – aren't – afraid of recognition all these years later?"
"For good or bad, I ended up in the adult entertainment industry for a while. Sure, there's a trail of evidence leading back to that time in my life, but I gave up being scared of someone confronting me about it. I did what I had to do. If they feel, all these years later, that they need to judge me on what I did then in my life, let them. I personally think it reflects poorly on them."
We were silent for a few minutes as we stroked each other. Finally, I said, "You know, I feel as though I've just discovered I've been living with someone with a Ph.D. in experimental sexuality – someone that knows all the tricks and the best practices. What can I do to make you happier and more satisfied?"
Kim laughed, and then in a mischievous tone she said, "Well, you could return the favor I bestowed on you about an hour ago." As she spoke she shrugged the silky robe off her shoulders.
I said, "Oh, I will be all too glad to, but only if you tell me about one of the films I haven't seen – you know, in lurid detail." I grinned at her as I shrugged off my own robe.
Kim grinned at me and nestled into the bank of pillows on our bed as I pulled her legs apart. I wiggled my tongue at her as I kneeled before her. She began, "We did a film calledBeach House Orgy." I ran my tongue deep into Kim's slit; she moaned, "Oh, fuck!"
I pulled back slightly and said, "Don't let me distract you." I plunged my tongue back into her pussy, this time targeting the nubbin of her clitoris. She squirmed as I made contact and moaned again. I focused away from her clit lest I hear no story at all.
After a few gasps, Kim started again, "Beach House was Jake's idea. He wanted to put a real orgy on the market, not that there weren't already a few others out there. Anyway, he had a friend with a beach house up in Malibu. Jake cut a deal: his friend would get laid and get a part in the movie if we could use the place for a week or two over the summer to do the film. The place was gorgeous – right on the Pacific, the waves came up right under the big piers the house sat on. The master bedroom and living room all looked out over the water. It was private and almost no one walked the beach."
I ran my tongue up and down each of Kim's thighs, paying particular attention to the little muscular indentations her spread legs made near her pussy. Kim had her head back with her eyes closed. I imagined she was enjoying my ministrations and re-imagining the scenes at the Malibu house.
"Jake wanted lots of us involved. The film crew even participated in the movie in some scenes. Overall, we had six women and eight men in the movie – including the guy that owned the house and his girlfriend."
I started to lightly do the alphabet with my tongue on Kim's pussy. I figured the dots for the letter 'i' were directly on her clit. Kim writhed beneath me as she talked. I held the tight globes of her ass in my two hands.
"The movie started down on the beach. Darlene, Kathy – another girl Jake knew, and I were sunning the briefest bikinis ever. We did a scene where we took turns putting suntan lotion on each other. Of course, we ended topless, and everyone sucked and licked everyone else's tits as our fingers started to penetrate beneath the little G-strings we wore." Kim thrust her pussy up into my face, "Oh, Gar that feels so good. You're the best."
After a moment Kim went on, "In the next scene we'd gone upstairs onto the deck that overlooked the ocean. There were these huge chaises or loungers up there that could hold three people. We took turns eating each other out and bringing each other off, always accompanied by lots of moaning and groaning."
"In the next scene, our boyfriends or husbands or whatever they were supposed to be, came home and found us all naked and partially satisfied. Of course, we're all still horny and so we started to lay claim to our mates by stripping their clothing from them. We started giving hand jobs until I suggested that we switch partners for some variety and spice. The others all whispered back and forth and decided that was a really great idea. The guys changed partners, and we lined them up and started giving them blowjobs – wet, slobbery, blowjobs just like what I did to you a couple of hours ago. Of course, we did that for two days – creating all sorts of combinations: one on one, two on one, and three girls on one guy." Kim grinned at me in a kind of dreamy state.
I said with a grin, pussy juice coating my lower face, "And, an expert at blowjobs you are."
Kim smiled back at me and then continued, "Pretty soon, we're having our pussies eaten – not as well as you're doing now, but it was enjoyable as I recall. A guy named Ryan was doing me. Tommy G and Eddie were with the other women. After a lot of filming of the blowjobs, including our rotating and even giving triple blowjobs to each of the guys, the fucking started. The idea was that the camera would always have at least two couples and preferably more, in the scene as they went at it. We were supposed to vary our positions frequently, usually on some cue from one of the stage hands."
I continued to munch on Kim's pussy, pulling on her labia with my own lips. I used a finger to lightly stroke and push some areas to my lips, pinching and twisting as I probed around the area. Kim liked the attention.
Kim continued her saga, "Of course, as we fucked, we rotated partners. The filming was explicit about the changes since Jake thought that some people really got turned on knowing a girl had multiple partners in the same lovemaking session. About then the owner of the place and his girlfriend joined the fray. I forget the excuse, but they walked in on our party and then joined in – Kevin and Bea, as I recall. Then another couple comes in, two of the crew that had decided they were willing to get in front of the camera for a few scenes – Bud and Carol; and lastly Jake and the script girl – Tara. Soon, the whole living room is a sea of fucking couples."
"Were you turned on?" I asked as I came up for air.
"Oh, you betcha," Kim replied enthusiastically. "I liked fucking in mixed company. Everywhere you looked, someone was doing something erotic and sensual. People tried all sorts of positions and combinations. Lots of switching went on. We did the group scene for days, not because shooting it was so difficult, but because no one wanted to stop. Jake used lots of film, and I remember he said not a foot of it would ever go to waste."
"Did you get fucked by everybody?"
"Hell, yes," Kim said defiantly as she mussed my hair. "Everyone fucked everyone of the opposite sex, plus there was a lot of girl-girl stuff that went on. Jake didn't want guy-guy stuff in the film, although a couple of the guys were bisexual."
"Were you part of the girl-girl scene?"
Kim smiled and said, "Scenes. Yes, of course. Darlene and I were an event by then. We did the opening beach scene I mentioned, but we also had a sauna scene later that was really hot – a little pun on using the sauna." I smiled wanly at her. "I also did a scene with Bea, the pretty girlfriend of the owner. She was nice. This took her way outside her comfort zone, so I spent some time with her coaching her on how to enjoy shooting a lesbian sex scene. In the end, we both had several orgasms together on camera. We traded phone numbers because she wanted to get together again, just the two of us, but she never followed up."
"How'd the crew members do?" I asked as I took another breath.
"They were great. Jake coached them how to behave and put them at ease. I did too. Part of it was just sitting around nude. After they'd done it for a while, they lost some of their inhibitions. Plus, Darlene and I played fluffer for a while – it was sort of funny and took the edge off everyone's tensions.
"
"Fluffer?" I sputtered briefly from my working position between Kim's legs.
"Yea, a fluffer is the term we used to describe someone that fluffed up the guys' cocks; you know, got them hard and kept them that way. We'd be talking about some aspect of the movie or a house, or someone's car, or a home project, and we'd be there playing with their dick – masturbating them slowly, or giving them a playful blowjob – just enough so they'd get hard and stay that way."
"Did you have to fluff the girls?" I asked as I rose up again.
Kim snickered and said, "Not the same. The girls – myself included – usually wanted a slower and gentler penetration prior to the penetration we did on film, particularly if we were shooting an anal scene or a rough sex scene. We'd want to get lubed up and ready. So we'd do some preliminary screwing off camera before a scene started – maybe a minute's worth; we'd even get the K-Y jelly in there and out of sight. It'd get things flowing and greased up."
"Same guy doing all the women?" I asked.
"Rarely. Usually, it was whomever you were about to shoot the scene with, although from time to time a newly fluffed guy would go around and offer his services. We'd usually take him up on it too. I mean we all liked to fuck, why wouldn't we." She grinned at me as I looked up at her.
I started to thrust my fingers up into Kim, and she seemed to lose her concentration. She got quiet except for moans and little squeaks that synchronized with my thrusts into her and my assaults on her clitoris.
As I had three fingers twisting in her cunt and my tongue flitting across her clit, Kim moaned and pushed her mons up into my face and deeper onto my hand. "I'm cuming," she gasped. Seconds later, a long salient moan filled the room from deep inside her. She grabbed my head and squeezed me into her pussy so I couldn't move. I stopped my oral siege on her. Kim's legs closed around my head. I couldn't move. I could barely breathe.
As her climax slipped from her grasp, Kim's eyes opened and she looked at me with love and lust. "You surely know how to please a girl? Come here and kiss me."
I moved up next to her and we kissed passionately, our tongues dancing back and forth into each other's mouth. After a minute of this, Kim pulled away slightly; she asked slowly, mouthing each name almost as a separate sentence, "Can you taste me and Bea, Darlene, Carol, Tara, and Kathy. At various times when we didBeach House, you could have tasted all of them on my lips." I could feel my cock harden even further with her taunt. Kim launched herself into me again, thrusting her tongue deep into my mouth as her hand stroked my steely shaft. Finally, she commanded, "Gar, fuck me! I've been a bad, bad girl, and I need to be fucked."
I did just what she asked for.
Later, we cuddled our nude bodies together in our after glows, my arm around Kim's shoulder and my hand cupping her breast. She was running a finger through my moist pubic hair; making little curls of the hair soaked in her juices.
I asked, "So, what's your conclusion on fucking in a group versus fucking in private?"
Kim squirmed into me as though she wanted to crawl into my skin. She said quietly, "What's in front of the camera isn't very private. You really are aware of the camera, yet you try to ignore it. They didn't use little subtle camcorders as we use. Both Jake and Spark's camera guys used big professional cameras with all the bells and whistles. They usually rested on the cameraman's shoulders they were so heavy. So, no privacy."
"As for one on one versus group, they were just different. You concentrate on delivering pleasure to just one person versus being a team player. The group always had lot of eye candy all around you. Someone else was always doing something erotic that was a turn on. I liked watching. I'm a voyeur at heart – as well as an exhibitionist."
Kim thought for a moment, as I was silent. She added, "Of course, being private like this is the best and the most loving. I feel warmest and most loved in your arms." She leaned in and kissed my chest. I nuzzled into her hair.
After a while I said, "Such ashamed you didn't keep any of your movies – as souvenirs ... or magazines ... or anything."
Kim chuckled and said, "Why, you thinking of expanding our collection of porn? You didn't know it, but you've been a Sue Cexy fan all these years."
I thought really hard for a moment and said, "Yes, I have been." I kissed her on the nose. I said, "I want to see ... and appreciate everything you did – films, photos, magazines, ... everything. Further, you know I'll get off on them. Could we order the complete set?"
"Whatever you want, my horny husband. Just don't do something that's going to upset you or make you mad at me. I don't want you looking at some old DVD and then reacting to me as though it was something that just happened. If it turns you on, that's great. If it riles you in some way, that's not so good."
"Is there a master list of all you did somewhere?"
Kim laughed and said, "Of course, on the Internet. The Internet Adult Film Database or IAFD lists all my films. I think you can click on links there and order some of them somehow. Just remember that someday when we're gone the kids will discover our cache of porn, if they haven't already, so you ought to figure out how to safeguard against that possibility." She paused and added with a chuckle, "You know kids can never imagine their parents doing 'it.' I wonder what they'd think if they discovered their mom was a porn star and their Dad a porn pervert." She broke out laughing.
I said in a droll tone, "A man's got to have his perversions. Mine just happens to be porn – especially that made by my wife."
*
Two weeks later, I'd added three more DVDs to my growing collection of Sue Cexy adult films. I was aiming to get the complete collection but in no particular rush since I wanted to savor each one. I was disappointed, however, to discover that about half of Kim's videos seemed to be unavailable in either DVD or VHS format. They were out of print. I'd posted a 'Wanted-to-Buy' ad on Craigslist, but so far no one had responded with any offer to sell some of Sue Cexy's rare titles.
Also two weeks later, when I got home from a five-day trip to Milan and London, I had another large manila envelope waiting for me. This one had a VHS tape in it. The movie was one of the titles that were 'unattainable' in the Sue Cexy films I'd wanted, thus, I felt unusually lucky. Attached to the sleazy looking box housing the tape was a typed Post-It note: 'More to Cum.' The name of this film was 'Freshman Co-Eds.' From the title I could guess the rather thin plot of the movie.
I also was starting to wonder about who was sending me hints, magazines, and now movies about my wife. I figured they'd expose themselves sometime, and then I'd know their motive for remaining so hidden and secretive. Based on the double entendre in the little Post-It note, I could expect more packages in the mail. I resolved to not buy further videos until I saw what unfolded.
There was no reason to hide the film since Kim and I had talked about her early career in the adult entertainment industry. I took the tape upstairs and left it on the bedside table so that Kim and I could watch the film later. Since my discovery about Kim's past, our sex life had become a high priority in my life – in our lives. Before that, our sex life had been slowly eroding, a fact I rued in hindsight. Even with our new empty nest, when the kids went to college, our interludes together were too infrequent. Now, however, and much to my pleasant surprise, my libido had returned to a level near that when Kim and I wed.
When Kim arrived home from work, I told her about the tape that had arrived. She got a mischievous look on her face. She said, "I remember doing that one. You'll love it. Let's plan an early evening, and I promise to give you a running commentary on what it was like to make the film." She kissed me, and that included running her tongue around my neck and up to one ear – one of my erogenous zones. I could feel my penis throb in my shorts.
I was eager to get us through dinner, so I was especially helpful in preparation and clean up. Thus, by eight o'clock, I pulled Kim upstairs to our bedroom. I'd already showered. When Kim suggested she freshen, I urged her not to; I wanted to benefit from the fullness of her feminine scent and fluids.
I slowly stripped her, often using my mouth and teeth to tease pieces of her clothing from her body. When she was nude, I gently pushed her onto the bed. With one hand, I used the remote to start the video. As with many films, this one started with trailers for a couple of other Sue Cexy films.
We positioned ourselves where we could both watch the television screen, even as I buried my tongue in Kim's nether region. As I licked and tongued between Kim's legs, I made note that the two films in the previews were going to be worthy additions to our library. We both snickered about how the previews emphasized elaborate plots. We knew the plots were thin, and the motive for all the films was pornography plain and simple.
The 'plot' ofFreshman Co-Eds involved two new college students who became roommates. They both confessed their virginity to each other, but admitted they'd 'played around' a lot. They decided to broaden their horizons and lose their virginity. For some reason, these two gorgeous women – Kim and Darlene – seemed unable to convince the hunky males they met that they were worthy of being fucked. Of course that situation ended about fifteen minutes into the film. After that, the film was a fuck-fest and cum-fest of bodies, culminating in a 'sedate' gangbang at a fraternity party the two girls attended.
As Sue and Dee, in the film, gave blowjobs to two guys they were trying to seduce in the early part of the film, Kim reversed positions with me, and inhaled my cock into her mouth. She kept one eye on the film, and tried to duplicate the magnificent blowjob her character Sue was giving to a guy named Reed in the film. Darlene was right next to her with another guy named Mike. The two put on a pretty good show, both gradually losing their clothing as the film sequence unfolded.
As the blowjobs ended, the girls were left unfulfilled sexually when the guys left the girls' 'dorm room,' Kim dragged her erect breasts up my body very slowly, allowing me to capture each one in my mouth and suck on her nipples.
"Time to fuck me," Kim told me with a smile.



I shifted her into position and slowly sank my cock into Kim's pussy. As I did, Sue and Dee on the TV screen had a brief yet highly erotic lesbian encounter with a couple of dildos. The result was that they brought each other to climax.
"We weren't faking it," Kim told me as she watched the scene unfold. "When we made this film, Darlene and I were an event. If we didn't get satisfaction from the guys we were working with, we'd disappear several times a day and pleasure each other. I don't think Sparks, our producer, had planned on that scene being in the film. Darlene and I just got carried away on the set one-day, and he filmed us. By that time, we were used to doing anything sexual in public.
The film splayed across the TV screen in our bedroom and eventually showed the two girls supposedly losing their virginity to the guys in the previous scenes. Given the milieu of the film, I had a hard time believing that anyone in the film was virgin. Nonetheless, the scene was erotic.
As Sue Cexy moved into the doggie position so Reed could pound into her from the back, Kim had us shift into that position. A few minutes after that and, again matching the film, we shifted to cowgirl, and reverse cowgirl positions. By this time, I knew I was close.
"Wait for the gangbang to cum," Kim whispered to me. "It'll be worth your while."
We stopped stroking into each other's bodies and just watched the film. The guys in the film made dates with the girls for the big fraternity party, and then the scene shifted to what looked like the fraternity house in the movieAnimal House. Everyone was dancing and drinking; lots of uninhibited kissing and fondling started to go on as well. Soon, the various girls at the party started to lose their clothing, including Sue Cexy and Darlene. The guys followed suit.
Amid some cheers and applause, Darlene proved that she could have sex with five guys at once. She sat on one guy who penetrated her ass, as another pushed into her vagina; she also gave a hand job with each hand, while she gave a blowjob to a fifth guy. Soon, Sue Cexy had replicated the moves on an adjacent mattress.
Kim said, "We actually did have a party going on at the studio as we filmed these scenes. Sparks invited lots of people we knew with the proviso that they had to look like students and wanted to fuck. He had to turn a lot away too, but I think I got fucked by about twenty or thirty guys that night. I was sore the next day." She giggled as I looked at her with a horrified expression.
"Wish I'd been there, darlin'," I told her with a lascivious grin. I started to pump into Kim's pussy again.
Several other girls joined Darlene and Sue Cexy, in what looked like a no holds barred orgy and gangbang. The cameras rolled, always coming back to Sue or Kim, often as they changed partners.
As the movie ran, cum started to fly in the film. One by one, the girls in the film got a 'money shot' – a blast of cum across their chest or face. There were also a few cream pies.
I could hold off no longer, and apparently neither could Kim. We both came in a rather vocal coupling where I stood over her on my knees as I pounded into her pussy. My blasts of cum surged from my body into Kim's. We then held each other closely and ignored the screen for a few moments.
When we turned our attention back to the video, some guy had blasted a huge amount of cum on Sue Cexy's abdomen after he supposedly pulled out of her and yanked the condom off his cock.
Kim held me close so I couldn't withdraw from her pussy. She whispered, "Don't leave. I like your fullness in me." I wiggled my hips into hers.
Other guys started to come to Sue Cexy and Dee, and cum on them. The film showed a series of cum shots without the women in the scene, but the implication was that all that semen was landing on the girls – a colossal bukkake. The closing shot showed Dee and Sue snowballing cum back and forth between them and smiling for the camera over their exploits.
"Wow," I said. "Kind of messy, huh?"
Kim wiggled her hips at me, capturing a little stimulation from where our groins pushed together. She said, "Not as bad as it looked. I hate to tell my oversexed husband, but much of the cum wasn't real."
"Huh. How'd you do that?"
Kim laughed and said, "One of the gals on the set would make the stuff up in her kitchen and bring it to the film studio: condensed milk, sugar, some egg whites, vanilla, and some flour - all edible and even tasty. We used different sized turkey basters or syringes to apply it. For some guys, when they'd do a close-up, the baster was behind the guy and he had a plastic tube taped to the side of his penis away from the camera. Squeeze the baster hard, and it looked as though the guy could shoot cum ten feet."
"So that was all fake?" I said, pointing to the TV set where now the credits were slowly rolling across the screen.
Kim smiled and said slowly, "No. Some shots were real and some weren't. The bukkake was real enough, although most of it was fake cum. You know I've never minded the taste of your cum. Well, I sort of learned to enjoy some of the real stuff back then."
"And the cream pies?" I asked.
Kim shook her head; "Mostly the turkey baster. You could tell the real ones when there wasn't a cut-away shot just before the guy cums. If there were a cut-away that was when the fake stuff was injected into the girl's cunt, filming re-started and the guy and girl would fake orgasms. When the guy pulled out, if they did it right, there'd be all this white jism like stuff oozing from her vagina." She studied me for a minute and added in a taunting tone, "Personally, I preferred the real thing."
I ignored her tease and said, "As I've said before, you are amazing. You keep me horny all the time. I wish we'd started sharing all this years before."
Kim was thoughtful for a while and said in a serious voice, "You weren't as receptive then as you are now. It's really only been the last few years I thought I could bring this up with you and not regret the outcome."
I nodded in agreement as I stretched to the bedside table and captured a washcloth for us to use to catch drips when we separated. I wondered how come they never showed the tissues or the washcloths in porn films – probably too realistic and certainly not erotic.
*
Kim and I got so that we couldn't keep our hands off each other. We'd socialize with our friends as usual, but we'd often be caught holding hands, sitting tightly against each other, casually touching one another in some intimate way, or hugging or kissing. Kim's best friend caught me one day with my hand inside Kim's blouse as we were kissing; Kim actually giggled; something she rarely did. For two fifty-year olds that had been married over twenty years, we certainly seemed to have rediscovered the words 'love' and 'sex.'
While we tried to moderate our public displays of affection to what was socially acceptable when we were in public, when we were alone we both found we were much less inhibited than we'd ever been together. Kim all but dispensed with underwear around the house so I could have ready access to her breasts and sex. She'd wear short skirts too, often purposely bending over near me so I'd be sure to get a 'show.' I often wore loose running shorts around the house, also without underwear. The idea was that we were 'available' to each other. We'd often feel or touch each other's sex, fingering, licking, sucking, or otherwise exciting one another, usually without orgasm, but frequently enough to drive us both crazy and keep us rather focused on each other.
When I was home, we got so we'd have sex at least once a day, often allowing one of our teasing sessions to carry us into a state where we wanted closure and union with each other. On my overnight travels, I always carried a Sue Cexy DVD with me. I'd masturbate, often with Kim on the telephone as she plunged a dildo in and out of her pussy. Sex became an important daily event in our lives.
All the love and sex made a noticeable change in me at work. Several people commented that I had an extra spring in my step, as well as more energy and enthusiasm. Several of the more attractive women in the company seemed to go out of their way to involve me in their projects or just have lunch with me to 'network.' When I'd be out to dinner or even grocery shopping, I'd catch some fetching woman giving me the eye. I mentioned it to Kim one night while we were out to dinner. She said the rebirth of our sexuality had probably triggered my release of pheromones – a chemical I released naturally that triggered female interest in breeding. I joked that I was all for that, however, I resolved to be especially cautious lest I provoke some unwanted situation.
Kim and I became highly focused on one another in other ways. I started to bring her flowers and do special things to please her, things I never would have thought of before, like keeping her car filled with gas or getting it detailed so she didn't have to think about it. Kim replied with variations, often fixing me a full breakfast – something I loved but rarely took the time to indulge in, even in all my traveling. She also started to pay more attention to my wardrobe, buying me some really smart shirts that I wore continually. We couldn't do enough for or with each other.
I guess you could say we fell in love again. Oh, we'd been in love – in the 'stable' stage of our relationship and all right; we'd achieved that stage a year or so after we got married years earlier. We were predictable to each other, safe, and comfortable, like a pair of old shoes. Before I found Kim was Sue Cexy I guess I'd say our marriage was nice but boring. Exciting was not a word that would have come to mind.
Suddenly, all these years later, we fell back into the stage of our relationship where we were both full of romance. Things got unpredictable, fun, and exciting again. I thought it would evaporate any day, yet the months passed, and it seemed to only get better.
I took Kim to the seashore for a surprise romantic weekend in September. All the tourists had abandoned the sleepy little town we drove to and we practically had the place to ourselves. We walked the beach, frolicked in the surf, slept under the stars one night in a hammock holding each other, and even made love in the dunes. Most of all, however, we talked as though we hadn't in years. We shared many of our hopes and dreams for the next stages in our life, as well as reflected on our time together. We were madly in love with each other again.
After the initial mailings, the surprise packages slowed down but didn't stop. Every four weeks or so, a plain manila envelope would arrive with a Sue Cexy VHS tape or DVD in it. A couple of times I got other old magazines that featured my darling wife in various lewd and erotic poses, sometimes with other people in various stages of having sex. One envelope contained several dozen eight-by-ten photographs – shots that had never been published and shots that were truly X-rated. If I were traveling, I'd have Kim open the envelope and tell me about what had arrived and what the accompanying notes said. All the envelopes or packages were postmarked within a hundred miles of Chapel Hill, where we lived. I just got used to the anonymity of my mysterious benefactor. One typed note said, "I know you've figured out who Sue Cexy is by now. Enjoy. More to cum."
I always looked forward to the mysterious mailings. I took their arrival as a point of stimulation in the revived relationship Kim and I had. Things couldn't be better; this cloud did have a silver lining.
*
Kim smiled to herself as she carried the large safe deposit box to one of her bank's secure viewing rooms. The teller who'd checked her into the vault and helped her unlock her box left her in private. Kim withdrew a pristine VHS tape from the large lock box: Sue Cexy starring inTight Pussies. She carefully applied the Post-It note she'd prepared on a typewriter at work; it said, 'Don't watch this alone. More to cum.' She slid the tape into a plain manila envelope and sealed it. She examined the safe deposit box before closing it; at the rate she was removing the tapes, DVDs, magazines and photos, she still had several years of material left. A few minutes later, she'd re-secured the box with the help of one of the bank's tellers. Outside the bank, she got in her car and started driving to a post office about thirty miles away in Burlington, North Carolina. She hadn't been to that part of the state for months. She always looked forward to these once a month drives, but she looked forward even more to her husband's renewed interest in her and in their relationship, spurred on by the mysterious parcels he got every few weeks. She thought to herself, 'Someday, I'll have to tell him, but things are perfect right now.' As she drove, a wry smile crossed her face; she wondered if he'd actually figured it out – that she was the 'source,' but hadn't said anything. It didn't matter, they were both the happiest they'd been since they got married.
**
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I resolved to be married by the end of the year. This was my one and only New Year's Resolution.
Of course, my prospects for marriage were slim. I worked two jobs and often a third so that I could put money aside for an eventual easier life. At one job, I was a full-time computer programmer and web designer. I then free lanced in the evenings for another company that wanted all the time I could give them; I usually put in another forty hours a week for them. My third job was as a weekend bartender at a resort that specialized in weddings; I was busy most weekends with that too. All that work meant I had little time for a social life, but I was saving money – money for a rainy day; money for a family; money for a better life than I'd grown up in.
The few women my age that I worked with were mostly married or unavailable, and apparently even their friends were when I asked 'if they knew anyone.' Moreover, I didn't handle rejection well, so I tended not to hit on women I didn't already know or get introduced to. That left a pretty empty field of play.
I'm not bad looking, but I am a little reserved. At thirty-five, my parents had all but given up hope for my ever becoming a family man. My older brother often came to my defense, assuring parents, friends and relatives that I hadn't crossed over and that I'd meet the right woman in time.
Of course, I had a covey of friends of all persuasions – many from my various jobs past and present. My closest friend and co-worker was a gay guy named Bruce. Somehow, he knew I'd never cross the line, but that I was tolerant of his life choices. He was a superb computer artist and graphics designer, and in his spare time worked as an interior decorator and feng shui consultant. Bruce urged me to use the computer – 'the wonders of technology,' he called it – to find a bride. He'd met several lovers through the Internet and was sold on the concept.
Thus, three months into the year of my resolution, with only nine months remaining in the year to get married, I logged onto a website that promised attractive and hospitable women that sought marriage outside their country - Russia. Somehow, I managed to spend an hour or two each night window shopping – reading the biographies and dream lists submitted to the site by dozens of Russian women. Of course, I'd done enough work on the Internet to be skeptical of all the claims in the biographies as well as skeptical of the photographs that all seemed to show model quality women in chic clothes.
I narrowed the field down to a dozen I might like from the generic descriptions they'd written, and then a week later I winnowed my selections down to four by gut feel. By this time, another month had passed. I paid for another month's membership on the website and started to e-mail the four women that seemed to have personality traits and backgrounds that might bode well for a long-term relationship – even a marriage. I sent several photographs of myself, plus a long bio and my own 'dream list.' I was letting it all hang out there so they could get to know me.
Three of the women responded within four days, and I never heard from the fourth. One of the replies politely explained that she had become betrothed to a local boy, however, she thanked me for my interest and wished me the best of luck in finding a bride.
Svetlana, the first girl to respond, was twenty-eight and apparently a shapely long-haired redhead. She e-mailed several more photographs to me, more casual poses than the formal portraits on the website. Svetlana had gone to college and studied accounting. She was working for a government agency keeping track of the finances for part of the organization along with fifty or so other accountants. She responded to a lot of the questions I'd asked, and, to my delight, asked about thirty other questions of me. Her questions revealed that she was indeed being careful about whom she choose to leave Mother Russia for, and also revealed that she was intelligent, witty, and discriminating. Our correspondence had started.
Elena was the second girl to respond. This twenty-seven year old also attached a dozen candid photos to her first e-mail, including photos with some of her friends. Elena designed women's clothes for a small boutique in Moscow, and she wanted to create her own line in the U.S. eventually. In each photo she sent she was dressed with exceptional care, her trim body showing she was fashion conscious, as well as skilled in design, makeup and hair styling. She too asked some deep questions, and she shared a lot more about herself than was evident on the matchmaking website. I could even tell she had a spiritual side to her that I relished.
I corresponded for a month with both women, being as open and honest about myself and my responses to their questions as I could be. They seemed to be doing likewise with the questions I posed to them. Quickly, I really got to know the two women on a much deeper level than I thought possible through e-mails. There was little about our lives that we didn't talk about.
As I corresponded with the two beautiful women, I also studied immigration, green card, and citizenship requirements. They were tougher than I thought. I told each that if I selected her she'd travel to the U.S. on a normal travel or vacation visa, good for 90 days. If we decided we really liked each other during that time, we'd get married and immediately start to work on the green card and extended or family visa. There was always a chance she'd have to leave the country after our wedding until the paperwork cleared all the hurdles.
I arbitrarily set June 1 as the date I had to decide which woman I would marry. If it were a toss-up at that point, I'd wait two more weeks and then decide. Time passed and I ended up in the middle of June, facing the rather complex decision yet again. I sat at my computer with the selection web page in front of me. I stared at photos I'd printed of the two women and re-read every piece of correspondence. I remained undecided – they were each beautiful, smart, talented, and desirable in their own unique way.
I recalled stories of mail-order brides I'd read about from the 1800s or early 1900s where the marriages proved loving and stable for lifetimes. I recalled that in some societies, for instance in India, marriages are arranged; a couple may never even meet until their wedding day, yet many marriages end up happy and rewarding. That was what I wanted.
I clicked one box and then the other – alternating between the two women. Back and forth. I played 'eeny, meny, miny, moe' trying to decide. I did the one-potato-two-potato' game. I made lists on a pad beside my computer. But when I chose one, I'd feel bad about now choosing the other, so I'd try some other scheme. Somehow I knew another two weeks or month would leave me in the same predicament.
In the end, I decided to close my eyes and click wildly across the web page containing the selection, letting the fates decide the issue for me. I even put a paper bag over my head so I wouldn't be tempted to peek. I then clicked the mouse wildly for a couple of minutes, moving it in random jerks and jogs around on the mouse pad.
When I looked a minute later to see if anything had happened, I found I'd not only made a selection, I'd also agreed to forward $2,000 to the matchmaking company so that they could pay the airfare for the winner from Moscow to Tampa, the large airport nearest to me. To my surprise, the screen had changed and I didn't know whom I had selected. The closing web page told me I would be contacted shortly with arrival information, and suggested that would be in two to four weeks so the woman I selected would have time to arrange her affairs and say goodbye to her family.
The next day, Sunday, I didn't have to work; yet I was full of nervous energy. I went and looked at houses, figuring that the modest condominium I'd lived in for ten years would be unsuitable for my soon to be bride. I liked the third place I looked at: a four bedroom, four bath home with pool that nestled next to a pond on a picturesque golf course. I bought it on the spot. I'd never spent so much on an impulse purchase.
The following week, I took several evenings off from my freelance work to complete buying the house and also to purchase some furniture for it, including a king-size bed. Suddenly, I was glad for all the extra hours I'd put in since I'd graduated college. I could afford the house, got a great mortgage rate, and bought much of the furniture we'd need without pain. The next weekend I moved into the house with the help of Bruce and a couple of other friends. The place would need a woman's touch, particularly with the decorating, but it was more than adequate after I'd unpacked some of the things I'd saved as well as some significant donations from my parents and brother. Over the phone they'd communicated their pleasure with my decision to find female companionship, even if it was through an Internet dating site.
While all that went on, I was left with a dilemma. I didn't know which woman I'd selected. I didn't know what kind of e-mails to send to either Svetlana or Elena. Both of them had sent me e-mails expressing some excitement about my coming decision time and talking about immigration, but since I'd done my selection neither of them indicated they'd heard anything from the matchmaking company. I decided to remain equally vague and uncommunicative about having 'decided' until I knew the outcome of my selection and one of them was in my arms.
*
Three weeks later, I stood in the arrivals area outside Tampa's airport security with a bouquet of flowers. There were others standing around to greet deplaning passengers too, but I bet I was the only one that wasn't sure who they were meeting – and who had an expectation of marrying the mystery passenger. The e-mail from the matchmaking company only gave me the flight number and date that I was to meet. It was a Saturday afternoon and I had decided to take the following week off work in order to spend time with my new 'fiancée;' this was the first vacation I'd taken since I'd started work there fourteen years earlier. I didn't want my girlfriend – a term I'd have to adapt to over time – to feel lonely or, on the other hand, to feel preyed upon.
In my pocket I carried pictures of both Svetlana and Elena; I didn't want the embarrassment of missing them if they walked right by me. I figured I'd hide both away after I saw my new 'mate' walking down the concourse towards where I stood just outside the security gate. My own uncertainty led me to look at the photos every few minutes, as though to ensure their images were emblazoned on my mind.
The plane landed, and a few minutes later I watched the sudden stream of passengers surge from the arrival gates towards where I stood.
I saw her. I felt that uncertainty I worried about at first, but then as she turned and started walking towards me I was certain. Elena. My heart throbbed with love – the fates had decided my future wife. She was dressed sharply, and even in the distance I could see other male heads turn to admire her. I hoped I'd be up to the task of being boyfriend, lover, companion, and husband.
But then, a shock wave swept over me. My blood ran cold. I thought about running – fleeing an impending doom, an impossible situation, an Armageddon of my own making. I dropped the flowers without even feeling them missing from my hands.
Fifty feet behind Elena strolled Svetlana.
Svetlana was looking into her pocketbook and then at a small photograph. A photograph of me, I presumed. I quickly checked the two photos I carried to be sure. There was no doubt, particularly as they got closer to where I stood. I felt faint. Neither woman seemed aware of the other.
Elena saw me and started running, even with the heavy shoulder bag she carried. As she got to where I stood she rushed into my arms and kissed me. I was speechless, but returned her kiss in an abrupt and automatic way. She kept saying my name as she kissed me: "Jonathan. Jonathan. Jonathan."
I moved her to arms length about the time Svetlana reached us. By now she had found me, her brain matching the flat two-dimension photograph with my real image – an image I'm sure that looked ashen and in shock. The look on her face appeared to be somewhere between puzzlement and irritation. "Jonathan?" She asked hesitantly coming to a stop beside us. She asked and I nodded slowly, but she already knew the answer.
I nodded numbly. Elena looked at Svetlana and also looked puzzled.
"I am Svetlana ... but who is this?" She looked Elena up and down with curiosity – or perhaps it was distain. Her Russian accent was unmistakable.
Elena answered in Russian. I listened carefully enough to understand that she said her name and gave the suburb of Moscow where she lived. A further chatter of Russian took place with rising voices between the two.
People started to turn and look at us. We were creating a scene.
Finally, I broke into the conversation. "Please, both of you come with me. I'll explain, or at least I think I will. Let's not make a scene here. Please. Please come with me."
With the two women giving cold shoulders to each other, I picked up some of their hand luggage and they followed me to the luggage claim area. Both had cleared customs and immigration in New York. The flowera I bought were trampled by the other passengers as they surged into the terminal.
Amidst an eerie silence, we collected two enormous suitcases, piled them on a cart with the hand luggage, and I led them to my car. Somehow we got the pile of luggage in the back of my car, and I drove out of the airport garage.
The forty-five minute drive to my new home was an exercise in anxiety, stomach acid, and mental torture. We barely talked. Each of us appeared alone in their thoughts, trying to absorb the emerging situation or trying to piece together what happened. Once or twice, I weakly pointed out something tourists might like: Tampa bay, the Sunshine Skyway bridge, the Gulf of Mexico, and then the entrance to my neighborhood. All they did was nod. Out of fear, I didn't mention my indecision and how I'd ended with both of them. I thought about how I'd explain to them, and then what we'd do next.
Finally, we got to my new neighborhood and my new street. "This is my house. I just bought it two weeks ago," I told them as I pulled into the driveway and stopped. Both nodded with some degree of acceptance. "Please come in. This is awkward, but think of this place as yours." I shuffled all the bags into the entry foyer, grateful for the physical activity.
I briefly gave them a tour of the house, pointing out where each of the major living areas was: bedrooms, kitchen, living room, pool and so forth. We ended standing in the living room.
Svetlana broke the silence we'd endured for the hour. "Mr. Jonathan, why are there two of us here? You need to explain, if there is an explanation." She stood in one doorway to my living room, her arms crossed and a peeved expression on her pretty face.
Elena stood in the other archway. She shook her long jet-black hair out of the bun she'd had it in; the locks cascaded down her back in a sexy move as she tossed her head. She added, "Yes, I'd like to know that also. Why did you ask two of us to come to America – to become your wife?"
I gestured for them each to sit and they did – about as far from one another as they could be yet remain in the same room. I'd had an hour to think about what I'd say to the two of them, how I would explain my indecision and crazy selection process. My ideas at where to go from here, however, remained elusive; I had no notion of what to do next.
I started slowly and recounted my tale of why I went to that website; why I went online, how I'd narrowed the selection to the two of them, and then my indecision over the weeks I'd allotted. I told about my crazy scheme of selecting what I thought was one of them, trusting in fate, and then discovering that I didn't know whom I'd chosen. I mentioned sending $2,000 to the matchmaking company.
Both said in unison, "I got a $1,000 for my travel." At least I knew I'd funded both their trips so they weren't out the travel cost.
I went on, "I really thought the fates – the gods – the angels – or whatever you choose, didn't want me to know whom I'd selected until you arrived and I met you at the airport. I've been excited these weeks, but without a clue from either of you or the company as to whom I selected." I paused and added, "I filled my time buying this house and some furnishings to add to what I had. But, now I don't know what to do."
Elena asked in a rather calm tone, "If you had to pick now, who would you choose?"
I looked blankly at her, and then Svetlana. After a minute I said flatly, "I can't decide."
Svetlana rattled off a stream of Russian towards Elena; I detected a tone of sarcasm. Elena laughed, no doubt at my expense. A fairly rapid but polite conversation in Russian then took place between the two of them. I didn't understand a word of it.
Svetlana finally said, "Jonathan, why don't you get us all a glass of wine. Make yourself scarce for a few minutes while we talk."
I nodded and left the room; a rapid chatter between the two of them filled the living room – in Russian.
When I returned a few minutes later, Elena and Svetlana were seated next to each other on the sofa. Now they gestured to one of the chairs. I served us each a glass of wine, some light hors d'oeuvres, and sat. I noted they at least looked civil towards one another. There was even an occasional smile.
Svetlana started, "Jonathan, while there are many things we could say about your indecision, we both admit you have good taste." They both laughed at the self-congratulatory remark. She went on with a smile, fortunately, "Ultimately, you will need to make up your mind, so we have a proposition for you."
Elena then spoke: "Writing and e-mails and sending photographs are not adequate to get to know someone at a really deep level. We all seem to agree on this point." She looked at Svetlana, who nodded her agreement. "Thus, we propose to live with you – if that's all right with you – and over the coming days or weeks we expect you will find one or the other of us a favorite and be able to make a decision. When you decide, one of us will leave. We will part friends, but with perhaps some major disappointment."
I nodded my comprehension of their proposal, trying to weigh the pros and cons. Compared to the alternative of them both walking away in anger, it seemed a good idea. I felt I could get to know the two of them over a week or so and then make a decision.
Svetlana picked up the conversation, "We have a few things to work out. Where we sleep, how we each contribute to the life in this unusual situation." She paused and added, "However, right now, I am so tired from traveling I need some sleep so I can think straight. I couldn't sleep on the plane – the excitement of coming here and all. We'll talk more later – or tomorrow. If it is all right with you two, I shall claim the pink bedroom for now." She looked to Elena for disagreement, but finding none she stood, claimed her huge suitcase, and lugged the valise into the nearest bedroom and shut the door.
Elena and I watched her depart. She said, "She looks very tired; I slept on the plane." She surveyed the hors d'oeuvres, and said with a smile, "I need some real nourishment. Do you have anything worth eating here – besides the cheese and crackers?" She stood and headed to my kitchen. I followed, suddenly aware of my terrible eating habits.
A half hour later a pizza was delivered to my door. Elena and I ate on the back patio watching a breath taking Florida sunset over the lake and the fairway for the fourteenth hole. We talked, amidst my bemoaning the terrible situation I had created for her and Svetlana. She told me to relax and live in the present – to just accept the new situation and live life from this point forward. As the minutes ticked by, I relaxed more and more from the tension I carried.



After dinner, Elena told me to sit while she cleared the dishes and put the leftovers away. When she came back she pulled me from my chair onto a giant lounger I'd bought the week before. She snuggled into my arms as darkness overtook the landscape.
She talked in her cute way; "You may not be able to decide, but we both know that you are not a bad person because of that. I expected to become your girlfriend in every way I could, and I still plan to do that. I know the risk is I will not be selected, but that's all right. This is life." She leaned up and kissed me on the lips.
I responded. She redoubled her efforts, and soon we in the midst of rather heated lovemaking session: our temperatures rose, our libidos came into play, and hands roamed to intimate places. I didn't want to assert myself in an obnoxious way only hours after meeting her face to face; I read about how poorly foreigners perceive most Americans. I wanted to let my potential new mate set the pace – I wanted to sense what she wanted from me and respond. It turned out Elena was way ahead of me.
"Jonathan, will you take me to your bed. Please make love to me. This is what I want." She looked longingly into my face after one particularly passionate kiss.
Minutes later, we stood at the foot of my large bed kissing again. This time, as our hands wandered they detached and disposed of pieces of clothing, tossing them in random directions to the floor. This was the hottest encounter I'd had in years, and beyond my wildest dreams. Were the spirits being kind to me just before my demise?
As Elena's breasts were unveiled I leaned down and sucked gently on each one, making her nipples harden and point with unusual rigidity. I enjoyed the sensation of running my hands over her sides and up over each breast until I could feel the nubbins stroke across my palms. Elena groaned with approval. I sucked some more. At her urging, I undid her belt and pushed her slacks in a downward direction. Soon she stood before me in only a small flowered thong.
She fumbled with my belt. I moved to help, but she pushed my hands aside. "I do." I found her slip in grammar cute. She pushed my pants and then my briefs down my legs.
My cock had achieved a tumescent state during our make-out session. Somehow, my mind had set aside the problems of the day in favor of more pleasant activities. Now I watched as Elena carefully examined it. She reached and grasped the shank with her cool hands. The act created a surge of blood to my arousal, and I hardened before her eyes in only seconds.
"You are cut. This is nice. In Russia, so many men are not this way. I like this best." She smiled up at me as she knelt on the plush carpeting, examining my penis in the dim light we'd left in the bedroom.
Although we'd left the details rather sketchy, I knew that both women had enjoyed other lovers in the past decade. I may have been the least experienced of the three of us.
Before I could even think of something to say, she engulfed the head of my cock with her mouth. A bolt of pleasure swept through me. She held my shaft lightly in one hand and steered it to her mouth; the other hand pulled my body to her, lest for some strange reason I tried to back away – a thought far from my mind.
Elena bobbed up and down on me a few times, and then swirled her tongue around the sensitive head. Each move seemed to make me longer and harder. She moaned and hummed contentment as she fellated me. I must confess to also making sounds of fulfillment and satisfaction. Elena was beautiful in every possible way; my heart beat not only with the excitement of arousal, but also with the closeness of her beauty.
At one point, she worked every last millimeter of my cock into her mouth and down her throat. The feeling was one of ecstasy, and a total surprise. I heard of the 'deep throat' act, and even seen it in some films, but this was beyond comprehension to have someone actually performing the act on me.
I could feel my juices boiling. I hadn't had sex in a long time, and my preference, at least right now, was to be in my new mate this first time. I pulled away from Elena. She looked up at me with puzzlement.
"I want to be in you. I want to make love to you," I told her. She nodded and smiled with eagerness at my suggestion.
I pulled her up on the bed, adjusting a pillow behind her. I kissed her, and then ran my tongue slowly down her neck, taking little love bites along the way. Her hands held me to her and encouraged my attentions. I suckled each round breast again, this time being a little rougher than when I'd first met them. Elena moaned her appreciation and thrust her chest into my face. The journey with my tongue continued down her body to the small patch of pubic hair she'd left just beneath her bikini line.
Her hands grasped my head and directed it to her nether region. She wanted my tongue. I started lightly: lick, flick, thrust, tease, and lap. After slathering the area, adding to her copious emissions of lubricant, I blew lightly on the area, adding temperature sensations to what she was feeling. Her whole body writhed beneath my hands and tongue.
Elena forced my face into her pussy, urging me to thrust my tongue deep into her vagina. The taste of her juices was mouthwatering. Her luscious pussy lips were pliant in their engorged state of excitement. Fluids seeped from her pores, and I was enthralled to savor every drop.
I added two fingers, thrusting them carefully into her vagina as my tongue lightly grazed across her clitoris. Thirty seconds later, Elena came with a further flood of fluid, an arching of her back, and a thrusting of her hips into my mouth. Her hands again pushed my mouth tightly against her clit to maximize the stimulation I delivered to her.
"Oh Jonathan. Oooooooooh."
She held me unmoving against her groin after her orgasm. Finally, after a minute, she released me and gestured for me to come up and kiss her. I did. We nuzzled together for a few moments as we kissed, our tongues entwining with one another.
Elena said, "You are divine. That was so nice." She paused and added, "I must also comment about how interesting you taste – or I taste on your lips, your tongue, your face." She thought further for a moment and said, "I don't mind my own taste. I hope to experience a lot of that if you will do that to me a lot more when we make love."
"Your wish is my command," I told her with a smile.
"After we'd starting writing to each other and I had your photograph, I visualized what this moment would be like – how you would make love to me. I would masturbate thinking about this act, this moment, and what you would be like. You are so much better than I thought. Now, I want you in me. It is time to fuck." She reached down and gently took my steel rod and led me to her vagina as she spread her legs to maximize my access to her nest. She massaged her swollen lips with the head of my cock, and then aligned it to her tunnel. I slid in to the hilt in one slow, smooth motion. I leaned in and tenderly kissed her several times.
"Fast or slow? Quick or long?" I asked in a throaty whisper.
"Fast. Quick," Elena responded. "We can do it again later. Right now satisfy our passions with this nice cock in me." She thrust up into me, her hips meeting my thrusts into her.
Neither of us lasted long. Two minutes later we both exploded into one another with our climaxes. I felt surge after surge of my cum jet from my body into hers, my back arched as did hers. After those seconds of elation passed, I collapsed into her waiting arms. We showered kissed on one another.
Belatedly, as we lay in the afterglow of our copulation I suddenly said, "Oh! Are you protected? I didn't think. I don't do this ... I mean ... Should I have worn ...?"
Elena laughed lightly and said in her endearing accent, "It is all right, Jonathan. I am on birth control pills, although I will need to get a prescription in this country before the end of the month if we continue." She wiggled her hips at me, a move that threatened to dislodge my slightly deflated penis from its warm love nest. I could tell she wanted to continue.
We kissed some more and got more arduous in our lovemaking again. We were more measured the second time, taking longer, whispering more words of love and encouragement, and urging each other to greater enjoyment.
We played with different positions, Elena playfully moving around and suggesting I penetrate her in interesting ways. We evaluated each position and promised to try still others in a future session.
We were again face-to-face when I came deep in her pussy; my cock nestled against her cervix. We were sated as we floated down from our orgasms. We stroked and kissed some more, and then I cuddled her into me and we fell asleep.
*
I awoke the next morning vaguely aware that something was wrong. Then I heard a string of obviously vitriolic Russian being hurled by Svetlana at Elena – and probably me.
In a groggy but firm voice I said, "In English, please."
Svetlana took another deep breath and started again looking at Elena, "You sneaky little tart. You fucked Jonathan so that he would choose you. You want to use sex to win. You are nothing but a whore, trying to get a new husband through using your cunt. You ..."
Elena looked horrified as she sat up next to me, nude but for the sheet she'd pulled up to her bosom. She started to defend herself before I said, "Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!" in a loud voice as I sat up and held up both hands. It was seven o'clock in the morning, and an altercation was not how I wanted to start the day, particularly after such a lovely evening the night before.
Svetlana stood beside the bed in a sexy pink and very feminine baby doll pajama set. Her long lithe legs called attention to her height; the somewhat transparent top announced that her breasts were succulent and excited. She stood with her hands on her hips, her mouth in an angry pout.
"Not fair," She said as she stomped one foot on the floor and then marched away in a tiff. Her voice broke at the two words, and I could tell she was on the edge of sobbing.
Elena softly said to me, "Go to her. Make her feel better." As I shifted from the bed to find my briefs, she added, "Even make love to her if that is right thing to do." As an after thought she added, "It will be the right thing to do."
I found my briefs and pulled them on, then went down the hall to the pink bedroom. Svetlana had thrown herself on her bed and was sobbing into her pillow. I quickly discovered I was a sucker for a teary woman. I was putty in her hands all of a sudden, willing to do practically anything to get her to stop. I sat on the bed beside her and stroked her shoulder and back.
"Svetlana, please don't cry. We did not mean to shut you out last night. You were so tired ... and, well, we just ... well, one thing led to another and we ended up in bed." I thought for a minute and added, "No decision has been made; you are as in the running to be selected as you were last evening."
She turned her face up to me, red eyes with tears streaming down her cheeks, and said, "But, I wanted to make love to you. I wanted to be ... first, I guess. I ..." sob, "I love you – I think. I want you to love me." I reached out and took her hand in mine, and then pulled her to me in a large hug. She pulled my hand to her breast, not in an overt sexual move but rather in a move of tenderness, affection, and intimacy.
I lay down beside and behind her, and pulled her into my arms, cradling her head on my arm and wrapping her in my love and caring. She gripped the arm around her with both hands, and slowly her crying stopped.
She said, "You ... Elena ... We ... I ..." She couldn't seem to find a way to express the confused thoughts running through her head.
I whispered, "It's all right. This is a crazy situation. Maybe today, we'll think of some way to solve it."
After we lay like that for five minutes, Svetlana flipped around so she was facing me. She held my face in both her hands, kissed me, tenderly at first, and then kissed me harder with increasing ardor.
"Will you ... could you ..." She whispered in her cute accent, as she looked at me with pleading eyes.
Before she finished I interrupted and said in a hushed voice, "Yes, I'd be delighted." I kissed her hard. We made love with the sunlight streaming in the bedroom window. It was a slow lovemaking session with lots of kissing and touching; we were learning each other's bodies.
While I resisted comparing the two women, one fact was clear: they each had the most fantastic bodies I'd ever encountered. Each was naturally endowed with full, round breasts with large areolas, muscular abs and a flat tummy, with inviting hips. Both tasted divine when kissed or when licked in their most private places. Both were passionate lovers, using every ounce of their strength and being into their loving.
Still with the aroma of Elena on my breath, I ate Svetlana's pussy, bringing her to orgasm before we coupled and she rode my cock to our first climax together. She was magnificent, her lithe body swaying above mine as we fucked. Afterwards, she collapsed into my arms and we cooed at each other for many minutes.
*
Elena grinned at the two of us as we came out from the bedroom. She was wearing one of my shirts and not much else. Svetlana and I had put on robes.
Elena said in a cheery voice, "I made breakfast pancakes. I found a box and followed the directions, but they were not metric so I had to improvise a little. I think they turned out OK; I tried one. Sit. I serve." She smiled at both of us, and I detected not a trace of jealousy or sarcasm. I noted that she seemed genuinely pleased that we'd made love.
Svetlana and I sat at the kitchen table Elena had set, and she produced a platter of warm pancakes. She'd also found the syrup and warmed that. Much to my surprise, the pancakes were the best I'd had. She'd added some brown sugar and blueberries I'd bought the day before. She also served us some orange juice and some of the darkest coffee I'd ever seen.
She joined us and we all ate. I confessed to her that the coffee sludge was a little too rich for my taste, but the rest of things were the best I'd ever had. She was pleased and asked that I coach her how to properly use the coffee maker. It turned out she had filled the entire basket with coffee grounds right up to the top, rather than use three heaping tablespoons.
The three of us acted as though we always lived together and that nothing was askew in our relationship. I asked what they'd like to do, and they countered asking what the options were. I explained that I thought they might like to see the local grocery store and shopping mall. The thought of shopping excited them. The wife of my friend Dave had suggested this when they'd helped me move to the house, knowing that all women love the idea of shopping and stores.
We talked about how I would like them to dress in the house and when we went out. I laughed and told them I was minimalist regarding what they wore in the house. When we went out, I suggested they dress up in something beyond the casual attire so many women had fallen to. I explained how I thought it would make them feel better about themselves as well as impress the people that saw them.
Svetlana asked, "Do you want us to be sexy in public?" She smiled at me.
I nodded.
She probed further, "And you want us to be even sexier around you – at home?"
I nodded.
Elena said in a slight teasing tone, "Oh dear. I was brought up to be very modest in some ways." As she stood, she gestured to how she was dressed in my shirt, even pulling the fabric up a little so we could see her pussy, and added, "This is pushing my limits. You want us to be further undressed?"
I nodded.
She untied my shirt until it hung open, her full breasts pushing out the material from both sides of the opening. "I think this might be sexier for me – at least for now. No?" She shot me a coy look.
I nodded with a big smile on my face. Svetlana laughed and playfully punched my arm.
I said, "Well, the stores open in an hour and it'll take us about twenty minutes to get to the mall. So, I think it's time to shower and get dressed."
We piled our dishes in the sink and headed towards the bedroom wing of the house. I had taken Elena's large valise into a third bedroom so she had a place to unpack and have her own territory. Each of their bedrooms had its own bathroom. In my naïveté I had assumed we'd each take a shower – alone.
I no sooner turned on my shower than Svetlana appeared. She was nude, her long legs accentuating her statuesque form. She pinned her longish red hair up atop her head. She kissed me briefly and stepped into the shower just as the water temperature reached an acceptable temperature. I raised my eyebrows, but she ignored my unasked question. She was here to play in the shower with me.
As I embraced Svetlana's nude body and pulled her to me, Elena appeared. She was also nude. She smiled at the two of us, and said, "I'll come back later." She turned slowly, her eyes taking in our naked bodies as we pushed together.
Svetlana didn't blink an eye. She said to me, "Make love to me again – right here, right now!" She kissed me and then turned and bent over a small bench built into the shower stall. I moved behind her and slid into her body, my cock already at the ready just from seeing her sexy form. I sawed back and forth into her warmth, the warm water splashing over our union. To my surprise, Elena occasionally peeked at us from the bathroom doorway – her fingers dancing over her clitoris as she masturbated watching Svetlana and I fuck.
I didn't last long. The eroticism of two naked women in my view, one of whom my cock was buried in, was too much for my oversexed brain. I came, but not without paying appropriate homage to Svetlana's clitoris so that she too found satisfaction. From the moan I heard in the doorway, I assume that Elena also found her own brand of gratification.
After our release, Svetlana and I hugged and kissed each other, and in that kiss I could already tell that the lure of the shopping mall had started to replace our baser instincts. An hour later I escorted two of the sharpest dressed women in the country into the Southgate Mall.
They were in seventh heaven. I dropped them off in Saks, an upscale department store, and showed them where I'd be waiting for them from time to time. I prowled the mall, found a coffee shop, and then spent some time in an electronics shop, checking out the latest computers. Later, I found a men's shop and replaced some of my wardrobe. I put my purchases in the car, and then went to see if I could find Elena and Svetlana.
They hadn't gotten far in Saks. They had found the part of the store that sold cocktail dresses and seemed immersed in selecting the perfect dress for each of them. I came up and joined them. They both tried to tell me simultaneously that I had taken them to the best place in the world, and further that they had to have the little numbers they had finally selected.
I looked at the dresses – artfully arranged pieces of sequin material that left little to the imagination. I suggested they put them on again and show me. They both made a frantic rush to the changing rooms, and reappeared seconds later barefoot and looking gorgeous. Svetlana's dress came only a few inches below where her legs began, and seemed to amplify her bust. The dress was red with thin spaghetti straps. When she turned, I noted the dress also demonstrated that she had an attractive ass that would turn heads. I could feel myself harden at the sexuality she exuded just by wearing the dress.
Elena's dress was a flecked gray and of similar length, leaving lots of leg showing. A vee-neck dipped below her breasts, the tiered satin straps teasing any male eye to reveal her full form. The dress was sexy and chic.



I gestured them both over to me and checked the price tags hanging from the small zippers. In earlier times, I would have choked, however, I discovered I was a motivated buyer. I nodded and the girls gave a little shriek and both kissed me. Several other patrons looked over with heightened curiosity about what was going on.
Both women returned with their dresses on their arms, and I led them to a checkout counter where I paid for their ensembles and a few accessories. I led them through the store and out into the rest of the mall. They each grabbed one of my arms, and we strolled through one store after another just getting a sense of the place.
While we walked, they both told me about comparable places in Russia – in Moscow – where prices were exorbitant, supply scarce, and the atmosphere untrusting and gloomy, even in the 'nice' shops. We speculated about why that might be the case. We also commented on the merits of each store's goods.
We also made a few other purchases, or rather I bought each of them a few other items: shoes to go with the dresses, designer blue jeans, two very brief bikinis, jeweled flip-flops, and such. We put their bounty in the car, and I led them to a nice restaurant where we had lunch.
The afternoon was warm, and I suggested we return to the house for a swim and some sun. After a brief tour of a nearby grocery store to pick up some supplies, we headed home. Both women were flagging from the excitement of the day and perhaps the night. There remained an obvious tension in the air as well, tension because 'I' had to make a decision.
A flurry of activity at the house resulted in two half nude women simultaneously appearing on my patio to sun and swim. I wore my rather bland swimsuit, however, the two of them had donned their new bikinis and elected to dispense with the bras. The effect was startling.
I arranged some chairs on the patio, and we all lay back to work on our suntans. I sensed a cluster of golfers across the small pond, and when I peeked through my squinting eyes about a dozen older men were gawking across the distance at the half naked girls. I looked at the women, and they were both oblivious to the attention they had attracted. I resolved to at least put up a few more plants to discourage the attention. It wouldn't have surprised me, however, to see someone drive his golf cart into the lake.
After a few minutes, I remembered to get suntan lotion. We passed the bottle around, taking turns to apply the lotion to each other's bodies. I was awarded the pleasure of plying the lotion to the two women – both back and front. I thought, "Golfers eat your hearts out." They were still there whenever I looked.
Before sunburn set in, I rousted the women and insisted they come inside. Even with their short exposure to the sun, in a few minutes we could see the tan lines come forth on their alabaster white skin. Moscow is significantly further north than my home in Florida, so the sun is much weaker there and suntans are few and far between.
The house was cool from the AC so we all put on light shirts. In a way I was glad; I didn't want to become so inured to the sight of their bodies that I failed to find them stimulating. I presumed this might be one reason why many men at nudist camps don't wake around with perpetual hard-ons.
Since it was near cocktail time, I pulled out the blender and after a lot of work started to make some margaritas from scratch. Elena and Svetlana sat at the kitchen counter and watched me work, often asking about the process. Neither had ever seen a kitchen blender before. After serving them we sat and savored my work. All agreed on the excellence of the result.
The doorbell rang a little after five. It was my friend Bruce, come to see whom I'd met at the airport. Despite his gay orientation, his eyes did gawk at the two girls as they greeted him clad only in bikini bottom and a light blouse. I got him a glass of wine and we all migrated to the shady part of the patio.
I told Bruce about the surprise I'd gotten at the airport. He laughed hard, noting that I now had two wives, at least until I make a choice. He told the girls of the agony I had several weeks earlier trying to decide between the two of them. "You two coming at the same time is poetic justice. He really wanted both of you, and that's just what he got. It's the Law of Attraction at work."
"So have you decided yet?" Elena teasingly asked, her eyes averted from direct contact with mine. Svetlana looked interested.
"No," I said warily. An awkward silence ensued. I added, "Might we agree that for the next two or three weeks, if you decide to stay that long, that we won't talk about my decision. I think we all like each other, and I don't want a pall of sadness or anxiety to hang over our time together." After a pause I went on, "Frankly, I'm hoping to come up with some idea – some resolution that we all feel good about. We call them 'win-win' solutions where I work."
Svetlana said defensively, "But if one of us is falling behind ... in your rating of us ... we want to see if we can do something to improve ourselves in your eyes."
Elena quickly followed up in an eager tone, "Neither of us want to be the one that you ask to leave."
Bruce said, "Why don't you keep them both – that is if they don't mind the situation you've created." They all looked at me expectantly.
I said, "I love you both. Right now, and since I discovered you, I haven't been able to make a decision. What would happen if I never decided? Could we all continue to live together?"
Bruce said, "You'd have a bit of a fight with immigration, and I believe having multiple wives is sort of illegal in the country, but it wouldn't be the first time someone harbored an illegal alien." He laughed at his own humor.
Svetlana said, "Now that would be an interesting situation, but we both want to be legal. I even want to become an American citizen. I studied about it on the Internet. One of us hiding wouldn't work." Elena nodded and she went on, "If you were to marry one of us – that one could stay forever because she would be your wife. Even getting citizenship would be easier. The other, however, would have to leave when our visas expire in ninety days."
I pondered that dilemma. I knew what she told me was true, but thought we might find a way around it. I resolved to make some telephone calls the next day.
Bruce's eyes suddenly darted from me to each of the women, around in the circle. "Holy shit, you horn dog. They've been here for less than a day and you've slept with both of them, haven't you?" He gave me a sly grin and shook his head. "That'll make your decision making much more complicated. You really will be in love with each of them – deeply in love."
"I am now," I replied. The girls both blushed as though they'd been discovered. We all laughed, but in that instant I realized I probably would never be able to make a selection between the two of them.
Bruce laughed a bit and then excused himself, citing a hot date he wanted to catch up with for dinner. He expressed his appreciation for meeting Elena and Svetlana, and then left.
After the door shut, Svetlana said, "He was very nice ... but I felt a strange vibration from him."
Elena agreed, "Yes, I liked him too, and I also felt the unusual vibrations."
I smiled at each of them. "He's gay – a homosexual."
"I should have guessed," Svetlana said to herself. "I've only met one other person like that in my life."
Elena said, "In Russia, you would never be as open about this fact. I like him. I am glad he is your friend and we will see him again. He has piqued my curiosity."
(To be continued)



        Russian Wives Ch. 02

        A computer error creates matchmaking at its best.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/russian-wives-ch-02

Title: Russian Wives Ch. 02

Author: Romantic1

Category: Group Sex

Description: A computer error creates matchmaking at its best.

Tags: loving relationships, sex in the pool, loving wives, lesbian, polyamorous

Series: Russian Wives


In Chapter 1, Jonathan our main character inadvertently selects two Russian women to come to the U.S. to become his wife. He has a dilemma pleasing the two of them, selecting which one will stay, and coping with immigration laws. He starts making love with each of them as he tries to resolve the situation.
After dinner, the two of them decided that Svetlana would sleep with me that night – a shorthand reference for the two of us making love. We took an evening swim, and the two of us left Elena sitting in the dark on the patio as we went inside to bed.
At her invitation and minimal foreplay, I spent a long time with my head between Svetlana's legs, doing every thing I could think of to her pussy and the surrounding area. She urged me on with a string of what I called 'dirty talk' from the time we walked into the bedroom: "Eat me. Get my cunt all lathered up so you can sink your cock into me. Put your tongue on my clit. More fingers in me – fill my pussy. Lick me. Finger my ass. Tongue me. Run your hair around my cunt. Push your nose in my pussy. Fuck me with your tongue."
All this talk was accompanied by an endless interjection of moans and little sounds of ecstasy as I tried to deliver orgasm after orgasm to her. Svetlana's orgasms were noteworthy, for like Elena's, they were wet ones and probably registered on the seismometer at the nearby university. During each one, she ejaculated a small amount of 'girl juice,' occasionally in a small stream.
Just when I could stand it no longer, she said, "Change position. Let me suck you to hardness so you can put your cock in me."
Just hearing those words hardened me. Svetlana didn't waste any motion; she started to oscillate my body with my cock in her mouth, in essence forcing me to face fuck her. She made wild wet sounds, soaking my rod in her juices. She was in control; all I did was go along for the ride. Her tongue lapped and swirled around me, and her suction power was mind-boggling. My juices started to boil.
She added something I'd never had done – one of her fingers sought out my ass, and soon I felt penetrated and one finger start to massage my prostate. This was my G-spot. I soared into orbit, pre-cum gushing from my rod into her willing mouth. She persisted in her efforts as I stood holding the shoulders of the kneeling beauty. I looked down and watched her full breasts swaying in sync with her oral thrusts onto my shaft.
I came, wildly and uncontrollably into her mouth. I'd uttered a warning, however, it seemed to make no difference to her. She sucked in every drop I delivered, her tongue still swirling around my crown. As my eruptions subsided, she pulled away and opened her mouth to me, showing the reservoir of my semen she'd captured. She swallowed most of my emission, allowing several small erotic trickles of cum to roll down her chin and drip onto her taut breasts. She rubbed the white liquid into her skin. My God, she was sexy; this was eroticism beyond my imagination.
I kept muttering "Wow!" over and over again throughout the entire episode. As we finished Svetlana stood and kissed me hard, her hard nipples scraping against my chest. She ran her tongue into my mouth. I could taste myself.
I said, "I thought you were working on me so I could make love to you?"
"Well, I like doing this, and I got carried away. I'll do you again in a minute."
"Then let me hold you on the bed."
She allowed me to lead her to the bed where I cradled her in my arms. I praised her lovemaking skills, sharing with her exactly what it had felt like for me when she gave me my best blowjob ever. She swelled with pride.
I reached over and in a lazy manner started to stroke around her abdomen and pubic area. She sighed with contentment, and soon started to push up occasionally into my hand, particularly when my finger stroked near or on her clitoris. Soon I had three fingers plunging in and out of her vagina.
"Can I eat you again?" I asked.
"I am your slave, but oh, that would be magnificent. I don't want to cum except with you now."
I slithered down her body, my tongue ever active on her anatomy. Again, I assaulted her vagina and clit with tongue and fingers.
She whispered to me in a Cyrillic voice, "Do the sixty-nine with me."
Without breaking lock on her clit with my marauding tongue, I scooted my body around until my cock hung down over her face. She immediately inhaled the shaft and started to fondle my balls again. In no time at all, I felt myself responding. Of course, Svetlana responded as well: her fluids started to seep from her vagina, a sure signal of her excitement and eagerness at a union.
I let her judge my readiness, and soon she said, "I want you in me – my other end – now." She patted my backside and kissed along the length of my rod.
I rotated over again and in seconds sank my rock hard shaft into her body. In each of my hands I held one of her ankles; I held her legs apart so I could spear her pussy repeatedly. Svetlana started to make little squeaking sounds with each inward thrust I made. I too started to make sounds of exertion. Once or twice I pulled my cock out of her and used it like a small club to beat on her pussy and clitoris; she moaned harder and more encouragingly to me.
Svetlana's stream of dirty talk continued: "Oh, I love having your giant cock in my pussy. I like when I see your body over me. I like the feel of you in my cunt. Fuck me. Turn my pussy to mush. Massage my clit with your cock. Your dick is so big, so satisfying. Make me cum with cock." She was creative, and I discovered she had a wide vocabulary in English about sex and fucking.
I stroked and pounded into her body, watching carefully the look of pleasure on Svetlana's face as we fucked. As I neared my second orgasm of the night I felt the presence of someone else in the room. I looked towards the bedroom door and discovered that Elena was standing there nude, her fingers again buried in her pussy and oscillating at a frantic pace.
Seeing Elena masturbating while my cock was buried in Svetlana was all it took. I went over the top in seconds. I could feel my orgasm start deep within my body, the fluids starting their journey through my interior plumbing towards Svetlana's cervix. As each inch of my tubing was traversed and as my prostate spasmed, I felt heaven-like surges of pleasure pound across my consciousness. This was nirvana. I jetted shot after shot of cum deep into Svetlana's vagina.
When I looked again, Elena was gone. I collapsed on the bed next to Svetlana. We were so hot from our exertions we wanted no covers. The ceiling fan created a light breeze over our bodies. I again cradled Svetlana in my arms, and we drifted into dreamland.
I awoke around dawn. Svetlana was sleeping naked next to me on her stomach, her lustrous hair splayed out around her head. Her beautiful buttocks were an object of art for my contemplation. Much to my surprise, on my other side Elena was sleeping, also nude. She'd apparently crept into our bed during the night rather than sleep alone. She was on her side facing me, a slight smile on her face, and a gentle almost inaudible snore gracing her lips.
I studied each woman in turn, thinking of the decision I'd have to eventually make. I had rapidly fallen in love with each of them. The sex was amazing and a decisive factor in the one decision I did make before I lay back down between them on the bed: I didn't want either one of them to ever leave me.
*
In the morning, when it was time to rise, I kissed each woman awake while they were next to me. Each responded with more kisses and touches. While we could have gotten sexual again – very easily – I still needed some recovery time, so I kept the mood tender and loving, rather than promoting anything passionate and sexual. Somehow the two women seemed to tolerate each other's presence. I wondered if they'd agreed to something between them.
In my waking, I again was remorseful about having to choose between Svetlana and Elena. Neither deserved to be turned down by me. I kept thinking that there must be some solution out there in the universe.
This time we showered together, and I noted the increased level of comfort the women were finding with each other as well as with me. We dressed and instead of eating breakfast at home, I took them to brunch at L'Europe on St. Armand's Circle. We sat at a table on the sidewalk, not so much for us to watch the people walking by as it was for me to display the women I'd fallen in love with. Needless to say, my new partners attracted a lot of attention from the males that passed by.
St. Armand's Circle is like a miniature Fifth Avenue shopping area in Sarasota. After we'd eaten, we strolled around the circle listening to the piped in classical music and strolling in each of the many upscale shops. Without doubt the two girls were the pettiest and best-dressed people in the city.
Eventually I led the girls back to the car and we drove two blocks to the beach. I'd prepared them for the trip, so they had their bikinis on under their frocks. They did a quick change beside the car in the parking lot and we started to walk the beach, talk about life, and pick up seashells.
We went in the Gulf of Mexico and splashed around like three children. We were just here on this planet to have fun – to love each other, and to explore the wonders of this life.
Then the hours passed, and we headed home.
That night, Elena was my bedmate. The passion between us could have powered the city. We were in love, and like Svetlana, this was a woman I wanted in my life forever.
I thought the night before had been passionate, however, Elena proved there were other sexual avenues we'd left unexplored. She too was vocal; expanding the 'dirty talk' I was so rapidly becoming addicted to. She also explored some fantasies with me.
"Jonathan, can you imagine us on the beach we walked today, only it is night time – the stars and moon are out lighting up the beach. You strip my clothes from me and we swim naked in the surf, the water exciting our sexual organs as we swim and touch each other. Then we come back on the beach to our blanket. You bury your head in my cunt and eat away the taste of salt water until you find my earthy taste. I come and cover you in my girl juice, but you keep eating me. We do a sixty-nine, and I swallow all of you." She did! "Then you bury your cock deep in me and pump away – harder and harder." I did! "Then we see some other people watching us, and soon they too have taken their clothes off and are fucking right beside us. We are in a circle of nude bodies – all fucking in the dim light. Everyone is moaning and fucking. We can see them and they can see us. Oh, God, I'm going to cum again. Cum with me. Cum!"
We both came and the explosions were dramatic and perhaps the best I'd ever had in my lifetime. I wondered if I would be able to keep up this pace with my sex kittens. I loved it, but realized I'd atrophy away. I decided this was the way I wanted to die.
After our love making, we were sweaty, damp, and smelled of each other's fluids. I loved it and so did Elena. She told me so as she licked my cock clean from our last orgasm. Eventually, I cradled her to me and we fell asleep.
In the morning, I awoke to again find both women nude and in bed beside my own naked body. It was Svetlana that had come back to our bed in the middle of the night.
The following night, when Svetlana moved to come to bed with me, I decided to confront the obvious as well as challenge some of the social mores we were creating around us.
"Before we go to bed, let's talk about something," I said, leading us all into the living room and onto the sofa. I put an arm around each woman and kissed them. The two women looked curiously at me. I started, "I love making love with each of you, and I think you feel the same about being with me." Both women smiled and nodded enthusiastically. "When I am with one of you, however, I feel the other is left out. I know one night, while I made love to Svetlana I saw you Elena watching us and masturbating."
Elena blushed; Svetlana looked surprised and said, "I watched Elena and you last night. I also made myself .. err, how you say ... sexual orgasm. I was horny. I loved how the two of you made love. It gives me ideas I want to try tonight."
Elena also blushed and spoke; "That night you saw me in the hallway, I let you two be in the bedroom long enough to become occupied with each other. I hoped you wouldn't notice me and I wanted to see what two people making love looked like – it was hard to see you in the shower the other morning. I've seen people making love in movies, but it was so beautiful watching the two of you – people I know and care about."
"Why did you masturbate?" I asked.
"Watching the two of you make love, made me horny as you call it. I wanted to be in there with you, feeling your hands on me, having you fuck me too."
"Why didn't you come and join us?"
"I didn't think I should. I didn't think I'd be welcome."
"What if we said you were welcome?" I looked at Svetlana, and she nodded.
Now Elena looked surprised. She said, "I ... I guess I would have gotten in bed with you."
"Could you make love to Svetlana?" I turned to Svetlana and asked, "Could you make love to Elena?"
A silence hung in the room for a full minute. The women looked at me and past me at each other. Some deep thinking went on in that minute. For them, there was no 'right' answer; they had to answer the question from what they really felt. I didn't prompt them.
Svetlana answered first, "I have never made love to another woman, except for the few kisses and incidental touches in the shower yesterday. Those excited me." She paused and said carefully, "I would be happy to try it."
Elena nodded and said, "Me too, but it is a stretch for me. I was raised to think that love was only between one man and one woman. I think your question and my answer makes me need a new and more flexible life style." After a pause she added, "I'll try it, but might stop if it feels too ... too peculiar."
I said, "Well, it may be a stretch for you, but I think we should all make love together tonight. Each of us will have to see what we're comfortable with, and it's a chance to stretch our boundaries."
"Tell us what you think," Svetlana said. "Is this different for you?"
I responded, "Oh yes. I was raised like Elena. Love, marriage, and sex were always to be between one man and one woman. But, I have some dear friends that are lesbians and others that are gay – like Bruce. And, in some books I like, and in some films, even in some pornography, I've seen happy and satisfying relationships between multiple partners. So I'm open to the idea, but I've never experienced it first hand."
Elena asked tentatively, "Are you thinking the three of us might stay together until your decision ... or for the long term?"
"I haven't gotten that far in my thinking, mostly because within the next few months we must resolve how to keep you both here in the United States. I can't marry both of you in the eyes of our government. My thinking right now is about the level of tolerance we would have for living together as a threesome rather than as a couple – me and only one of you."
"And our willingness to make love together is a deciding factor for you?" Svetlana asked in a serious tone.
"No, no," I assured her. "If it doesn't work for any of us, we'll try some other way that works for all of us. I just don't want us to pass over an obvious solution for the three of us – love each other equally."
Elena asked Svetlana in a serious tone, "If I am making love to Jonathan, do you not feel jealous? Will you not feel you want to replace me in the act of love – or eliminate me in the relationship?"
Svetlana was careful in her answer and her honest appraisal showed: "In earlier times, I would be jealous, but I know that is a response I learned from other people. From how I was raised and in what my friends and I learned were situations where I should be jealous – this is one of them, but I'm so confused now about what I feel after coming all this way and finding out this situation. I must train myself not to be that way, at least temporarily until some solution is decided." She also paused and moved along the sofa to be with Elena and hugged her; "Besides," She said, "I really do like you – a lot – and I think a relationship with you might be ... interesting ... life changing." She smiled lovingly at her.
She paused and thought before going on; she looked at Elena and me; "I desire happiness for you both, as I do now, rather than selfish fulfillment for myself." She took Elena's hand in her own and said, "I don't know how good I can be at this, but I will try. I already have affectionate feelings for you. I've just not let them become lustful – sexual, but now I need to try that too."
Elena leaned in and kissed Svetlana in full on the lips right in front of me. Their first serious kiss was a tender and loving kiss that grew lustful as their tongues moved to engage. I watched the two women as they experimented with the female-to-female kisses. For a moment I was a forgotten entity. I tested my own feelings of jealousy and feeling left out, and indeed I did feel that, however, once I recognized and acknowledged those feelings they instantly went away. I thought how reactive my ego was. What replaced the fleeting feeling was joy at seeing love blossom between the two women, and even lust at the thought of the two of them making love to one another – particularly if I got to watch.
I had thought about the fact that I needed to return to work in a five more days. This would leave the women at home where they would be their own company. If they could love each other, I felt they would find the time alone an enjoyment and pleasure, rather than a sentence of isolation – at least until they got jobs or developed a social life and could get out of the house.
I watched the two women. They smiled often at each other as they ran their hands, lips, and tongues around each other. Svetlana unbuttoned Elena's blouse so she could reach in and begin to fondle her full breasts. I could hear Elena sigh in passion when Svetlana sucked on one of her nipples as she pinched the other.
A few seconds later, Elena returned the favor. Svetlana was wearing one of my shirts with the shirttails tied beneath her generous breasts. She pulled the knot apart and spread the shirt wide so she had access, Svetlana's excited breasts becoming fully visible to me. She leaned in and bit each nipple, running her hand around the other breast as she did. Svetlana's large areolae darkened with her efforts, the small goose bumps on each areola becoming evident as she blew cool air over the exposed and now damp erotic zone.
I wanted to move the love making into the bedroom, but quickly decided that I liked being a voyeur to the Sapphic display of affection the two women were trialing. I said nothing lest I upset the erotic encounter between the two. As I watched, I could feel the swelling in my pants. I allowed myself the pleasure of lightly stroking my hardening shaft through my thin slacks.
Soon, the blouses were shed and the beautiful full breasts of both women were on full display to my hungry eyes. Hands and probing fingers now roamed lower, as mouths serviced taut breasts and rock hard nips. I watched as Elena stroked a finger over the gossamer material covering Svetlana's pussy. With one hand, she pulled the material from the lacy thong aside as her mouth sucked on a breast; I watched as her fingers expertly played with the labia lips and then two of them sank into her vagina. Svetlana groaned loudly, and pulled her legs further apart to signal her willingness to participate in this game of passion.



I moved beside Elena and helped her removed Svetlana's thong. Now Svetlana was nude, open to the two of us, but particular to her new female lover. I backed away as Elena moved lower so she could tongue Svetlana's pussy area. Svetlana leaned back into my arms, as Elena's tongue flitted into the evident crease by her mons.
I watched over Svetlana's shoulder as Elena carefully orchestrated her fingers and tongue to maximum advantage. Soon, I watched her tongue thrusting and sucking on Svetlana's clitoris. Both women moaned and hummed, making different noises as the stimulus and target changed.
Svetlana started her dirty talk to Elena. "Oh, dear Elena, eat my little pussy. Put your tongue deep in my cunt. Lick me – you know where – YES! Right there! Oh fuck. Fuck me with your fingers. Put your fist into my pussy. Oh God, you're coated in my juices – I hope you like my taste. I like your taste – like nectar, sexual nectar. Make me bigger with your fist so that Jonathan's cock can slide into me so easily. I am your slut. I am your lesbian lover. Love me. Fuck me."
I'd heard the saying many times that a woman knows best how to make love to another woman. I watched and learned as the two of them writhed together, Elena playing the role of aggressor and Svetlana accepting the pleasure being brought to her. Despite the dominance played by one over the other, there was equality between the two – a caring not to step over some imaginary line of superiority or submissiveness.
The talk between the two of them continued, both of them now talking to the other: "I love your pussy. Your juice tasks so good – I'm so glad I'm trying this sexuality with you. Your tongue fucks me so well – put it back in there. I like your fingers in my cunt. Is your ass virgin – should I finger that too? I can't wait to taste you too. Is this how women fuck each other? Oh, I so give you all day to stop. I could eat you forever. I like to lick and pinch your breasts while my finger is in you – I can feel your pussy squeeze my fingers when I do. I love being fucked by you. I love fucking you." The moans and groans accompanied the many words of passion that they uttered to each other.
Svetlana had several orgasms. I read on the Internet that there are a number of different types of female orgasms. I watched most of them happen in those few minutes. Elena's tongue, lips and hands on Svetlana's breasts seemed to start the orgasm cycle. When she shifted her tongue to vagina and clit, I watched Svetlana's back arch in several more tremors, and a few minutes later when she brought her fingers into play, I applauded as she elicited two more climaxes from deep within – probably from Svetlana's G-spot or cervix – or both.
Svetlana's groans became increasingly loud with each successive cum. She moaned, "You're trying to destroy me – not fair! But, oh my God, this feels so good. You are making me so ... sooooo ... so happy ... so content."
Elena finally relaxed her assault and gestured to me that I should step in and participate. She moved up so she could kiss Svetlana and really love her. As I moved into position by her pussy I heard her cooing to Svetlana, "I know we only met four days ago, but I really do think I'm falling in love with you. I've never taken the time to be attracted to a woman. I'm so glad it's you. You are so easy to love – you make me want to do more for you. I want you in my life."
Svetlana wasn't quiet either, "Oh, Elena – my dear lovely Elena. You make love to me like an expert – like you've had a thousand Sapphic affairs and grew more skillful with each one. I hope I can return the favor to you soon, in a way that brings you the same emotions and pleasure that you have given to me. I, too, am drawn to you – drawn in lust, in caring, in love. I hope this never ends."
I gently stroked Svetlana's thighs and abdomen; occasionally letting my fingers lightly fly over her wet and swollen labia or clitoris. Her body spasmed when I gave butterfly kisses to anything near that part of her body.. She seemed exhausted from Elena's loving assault on her sexuality. In the span of fifteen or twenty minutes she'd probably had a dozen orgasms, some of epic proportions. She had a sheen of perspiration about her that belay the effort her body had just gone through – sexual perspiration. I was humbled by the expertise Elena seemed to find to please her new friend to the degree she had. She was a tough act to follow.
Svetlana looked down her nude body at me, to where I now sat at her feet, and said, "Please carry me to bed and make love to me – to us. I am so ready to be mated with tonight – to have you love me. I have had female love from Elena; now I need male love from you – and couple love from the two of you." She looked longingly at each of us.
I scooped up Svetlana in my arms, surprised by her lightness. She put her head on my shoulder as I carried her into the bedroom. Elena followed with a smug look on her face about having rendered her friend little more than a quivering mass of Jello. I winked at her and she grinned.
In the bedroom, I striped out of my clothes in seconds and moved to kiss and love Svetlana. We cuddled and kissed for a couple of minutes, until she said, "Just love me. I need you to complete my night. I want you in me – I want you to cum in me. I want to sleep with your fluids of love in me, then I will be complete."
I rose above her as she directed and gently thrust into her. Her body arched up into me, her pussy rising to meet my penetration. She squirmed side to side as I sank into her, the warmth of her vagina surrounding my cock as she clenched and unclenched her interior muscles, alternately making herself loose and tight to my penetration.
I was trying to be gentle until Svetlana said to me, "You are holding back. I don't want gentle right now. Elena has me wired for a hard fucking. Do me! Do me hard!"
On a horniness scale, I'd been off the top having watched the two women make love. My cock had the consistency of titanium steel, and my resolve to take my time quickly dissolved with Svetlana's words into the need to pump at lightning speed until I filled her velvet chamber with my seed. I speed up and the room started to echo with the sounds of our bodies slapping together and Svetlana's moans and screams. She pulled her legs even further apart to afford me unrestricted access to her cunt.
Elena whispered to me, but so Svetlana could hear, "Pound into her. Faster. Harder. Your cock is magnificent. Fill her with your sperm. Fuck her completely. Love her – love her very very much. Thrust hard into her cunt – she wants that now." She cradled Svetlana's head in her laps so that her head was cushioned and oscillated against her breasts as I thrust into her. She kissed her often, as I did when I paused and stretched forward from my working position.
Elena reached down where my cock thrust in and out of Svetlana's pussy. She massaged Svetlana's clitoris, bring her to yet another orgasm and forcing her to ejaculate a jet of her sex juice into the area already flooded between us. After Svetlana's peak had passed Elena leaned down between our bodies and licked at the sex juices and then licked my cock as it pistoned in and out of Svetlana. The move made me harden and elongate even further. My God, what sexual arousal I felt.
I lasted little more than five minutes at the rapid pace I'd adopted. Had I not had a surfeit of sexual romps in the past few days, I probably would have only lasted a minute. Svetlana came with me, assisted when Elena again reached between us and roughly massaged Svetlana's clitoris, and then inserted a finger along with my cock in her vagina.
Svetlana screamed her completeness – her sanity – her journey at the speed of light to a thousand different galaxies of physical fulfillment. I watched two tears of happiness roll down her cheeks.
I screamed my own orgasm of love and completeness, as jet after jet of my pure white cum surged from my shaft deep into Svetlana's vagina. For a few seconds, she appeared frozen in time, her body arched into my own arch of completeness.
We both collapsed, yet I remained deep inside her tunnel with little signs of flaccidness. Elena embraced us both: "You two were so spectacular together. I've never been this close to someone making love. You were wonderful; oh, I love you both so much." Both Svetlana and I turned to accept the kisses that rained from her lips on both of us.
I slowly pulled myself from Svetlana's body to lie beside her. I was covered in her juices and my cum. Elena swept down the bed and engulfed my shaft, lapping up every trace of the union I'd just had. "You both taste so good together," She commented during one breath. When she finished with me, she tentatively went down on Svetlana again, this time with a little more reserve and tenderness. Svetlana jerked and squirmed on the bed in response to her ministrations. I stroked Elena's hair with tenderness as I kissed her.
Finally, Svetlana pushed Elena away from her pussy. "I can't take any more. You must allow me to rest." She mumbled a few things in Russian; Elena pulled away but smiled at her new lover. I pulled a light sheet up and we covered Svetlana. She rolled onto her side almost immediately and I think she was asleep with a smile on her face within seconds.
Elena smiled and said, "Can we go in your pool – nude? Like this?"
I nodded, and the two of us tiptoed out of the bedroom, across the living room and patio, and slipped into the warm water of our home's swimming pool. Only a few lights were on in the house, and the night sky was exceptionally dark; each star stood out like a torch afire with the passion and love we felt for each other. We floated on our back for a while and just watched the sky, picking out constellations and familiar stars. We kissed often, and I often stroked her body when we floated near each other.
Elena finally asked, "How long ... you know, for you to be ready again?"
I laughed and said, "The swim has rejuvenated me, but it will take me longer to orgasm because I recently did."
"Good, then I wish for you to make love to me before we go to sleep for the night." She flowed into my arms, her erect nipples scraping across my chest and the wiry pubic hair she'd retained flirting with my thigh. I asked, "Where would you like to go?"
"I want to do it right there," She said, gesturing to a large chaise. She pushed me gently towards the pool stairs.
We grabbed our towels and dried off, then Elena pushed me back on the large lounger. She immediately grabbed my tumescent cock, playing with the head with her lips and teeth. Her tongue toyed with my foreskin and the underside of my cock as she started to bob up and down, sometimes twisting her head to heighten my enjoyment.
When I'd gotten sufficiently hard to be a pleasure to her, I pulled her up. She mounted me, facing me so I could enjoy the sight of her body in the dim light. I pulled her down until the twin globes of her breasts raked across my chest, their nipples standing erect and firm. I drove my cock up into her, resulting in a low moan of pleasure from her. We kissed – over and over again – our tongues now intertwined, telegraphing the passion and love we felt for one another.
I heard the door to the house open, and Svetlana came out, her nude body silhouetted against the dimly lighted windows of the house. She came and sat in the chair next to us, pulling her legs up. She whispered, "I had a little nap, and then decided to watch the two of you. Pretend I'm not here." We both watched as she lightly diddled and stroked her pussy, the shadows hiding some of the detail we would have preferred to see.
Elena spoke, "I'm going to fuck your lover. While you sit there full of his cum, I'm going to get my own. Jonathan is going to cum deep in my pussy, and I'm going to soak up all that cum so I can share it with you – and maybe even share it back with Jonathan."
She rose and fell on my shaft, rising up until the very head of my cock was barely making contact with her organ, and then dropping down until my shaft buried itself to the hilt deep in her interior – as deep as I could go and as deep as she could accept. We were well matched.
"Do you want me to cum up into you?" I asked.
As she bounced and gyrated above me, eye candy to my lascivious eyes, she said, "Come in me, come on me, come anywhere you want. I just want you – your cum – anyway you choose to give it to me."
I came after a series of rapid thrusts up into her body. My thrusts triggered her climax. She collapsed onto me, my cock buried in her.
As the orgasm washed through me, I knew I was not only sated physically, but also satisfied in mind and spirit with my two partners. I looked over and watched Svetlana writhe slightly as she also brought herself to climax. We each appreciated the synchronization of our peaks in our own way.
I held one arm out and Svetlana came and lay beside us. This time, my cock was still buried in Elena, and I could still feel her muscles twitch in after shocks from her orgasm. She said, "Oh, Jonathan, that was magnificent. I shall never tire of you doing this to me ... to us." She kissed me and then turned to kiss Svetlana.
We lay like that for a long time. I shrunk and with some giggles, Elena expelled me along with a copious amount of the cum I'd injected into her. Svetlana moved and lapped up some of the fluid, and then the two women shared the residue back and forth to my wonderment. Eventually, they both swallowed and smiled at me.
"Shall we clean up and go to bed, or remain sticky and go to bed?" There were three votes to remain covered with each other's fluids and so we went inside and went to bed, reeking of the smell of sex, girl juice, and cum, not to mention some of our perspiration. To tell the truth, I rather liked the combined aroma we made.
*
Friday, I had planned a house warming and welcoming party. I'd invited about forty friends to drop by late Sunday afternoon: people I work with as well as some previous associates and friends I'd picked up along the way. Everyone knew about my use of the matchmaking site and most even thought I was daring to go trolling for a future wife from Russia on the Internet. No one except Bruce knew that two women had arrived based on my efforts instead of one.
Both Svetlana and Elena were nervous about meeting my friends. I think they both thought of the cocktail party as some kind of test I was secretly putting them through, although I assured them it was nothing of the sort. I'd planned the event two weeks earlier, and I'd thought at the time I'd only have one 'mate' from Russia to introduce. I also thought that after a week, she'd be tired of seeing only me and actually be looking for some other people to socialize with. Now, I thought that presumption might apply to the two of them. They seemed to relax a little when I shared that motivation with them, and both assured me they were not in the least bit tired of my company – in fact, I got a shower of kisses from the two of them.
I felt I had grown by leaps and bounds since their arrival. I hadn't lived with anyone since the dorm-life in college. I'm sure I'd developed some unique and eccentric quirks in how I lived my life. Moreover, I think I'd become a little inbred – too accepting of my daily routines. Having the women around suddenly made me challenge almost everything about my way of life. Why did I eat what I do? Shop where I shop? Prepared things the way I do? Live the way I do? And, even think the way I do?
Other new questions popped up: How could I make all our lives happier and more exciting? What philosophy of life could I adopt that would be more expansive and inclusive? What would I like my life to look like in five year or ten years? I'd thought about having a family, but could I do that if I were living with two women? What would my parents and family think about such a living arrangement? My friends?
The three of us worked all Friday afternoon to clean the house and put together the various buffet items for hors d'oeuvres and dinner. I made about ten trips to the grocery store for little things the girls thought we should have.
The first of our guests arrived about four o'clock. I introduced the girls, being careful to not emphasize any favoritism to one or the other lest they read into my words something I didn't intend. The couple was polite and quickly agreed that it was novel that I'd captured two beautiful women from the Internet. Both mentioned how lucky I was, and with laughter they sympathized with Svetlana and Elena for having to put up with me.
More guests arrived, and both women seemed initially glued to my side. I detected a little anxiety in each of them when they were separate, and their pleasure to be with me otherwise. Just about everyone showed surprise that I was living with two women rather than one. A couple of my friends asked if I intended to choose between such ravishing beauties, hinting that they'd gladly take the 'loser' off my hands – even going so far as to propose to both women simultaneously. Fortunately, laughter prevailed.
As the evening went on, the girls got their sea legs, and started to drift into conversations with different circles of friends. Of course, they also played the perfect hostesses, making sure the food and drink we'd laid out remained fresh and bountiful.
Bruce arrived late with his current lover – a younger man he introduced as Ralphie. The two seemed happy together, and both went off in different directions and mixed with the crowd.
My lesbian friends, Kate and Jane, also showed up and went out of their way to meet Elena and Svetlana. Later, Kate sidled up to me and said in a furtive tone, "So, I hope you're keeping both of them happy."
I assured her I was, trying to ignore the sexual undertones of her comment.
She punched me in the arm in a friendly way, "I mean sexually, dummy. They are in love with each other, in case you hadn't noticed. Believe me I know. I wish either or both of them were in love with me." She ran her tongue around her lips in a lewd manner befitting of Kate. She studied Svetlana as she looked over at us, and then Elena. Kate added, "Of course, they're both madly in love with you too. You devil. You've got the best of both worlds don't you?"
I smiled benignly at her; "Kate, this is the best time in my life. I love both of them, but I can only marry one of them. I'm going to have to send one of them home when her visa runs out."
Bruce had come up and joined Kate and me, catching the tail end of our conversation. He said, "You haven't figured out how to solve that problem?"
I shook my head.
Bruce took a huge breath of air, and said; "Find a dear friend, like me, that will marry one of them for you." He puffed up his chest and seemed to stand taller.
My head jerked around, and I looked to see if he was serious. As near as I could tell he was. I asked, "You serious? I need a reality check."
"Oh, yes, I'm serious – and I wouldn't do this for many people in the world."
"Why?" I asked. Kate duplicated my question to him.
He cleared his throat and started, "Well, I've never 'come out' with my family. They're two thousand miles away and ... well, it would crush my parents to know I've changed persuasions. My Dad would lose all his friends, and they both would probably be run out of the fundamentalist church that is so important to their lives."
Kate nodded knowingly.
Bruce went on, "I've just kept my mouth shut – my own brand of 'don't ask, don't tell.' I only see them every now and then, and they never come to this part of the world – they already live in the sun belt – just in Arizona rather than Florida. Anyway, I've been thinking that the quid quo pro for this would be that whomever I married would have to pretend once in a while to be my wife – for their sake. It wouldn't be for long; they're both elderly and neither will probably live long. Both are still inveterate smokers."



I was speechless, "And ... and ... and ... the girl – your wife – could live with me, with us, all the time otherwise?"
Bruce nodded.
Kate snickered and said, "You'd better take him up on it before Ralphie tries to fly him to Boston to get married."
Bruce wrinkled up his mouth and spoke in a near whisper; "Not Ralphie; he's a short timer - satisfies some basic needs, but this is not a raging love affair." He winked at us. Kate laughed.
"How long is your offer good for and what other strings?"
"Well, I expect that eventually she'll want to divorce just to clean things up, perhaps after she's gotten her citizenship. I think that works so long as a few years have past. I don't want to owe any alimony or anything, but other than that I'm open ended about it all. As I said, anything for a friend." He grinned at me and shrugged his shoulders in a gesture of modesty.
I hugged Bruce. He hugged back and made me blush. Kate laughed.
*
The party broke up about ten o'clock. By that time, I'd sworn Kate to secrecy just for the remainder of the night. Bruce, I thanked a million times for a novel solution. I pledged my undying devotion to him – short of changing orientations. Bruce understood.
Svetlana, Elena, and I went in the pool as a final activity for the day – a way to float and relax as we looked up at the stars. We were all nude.
Soon, the girls swam up to me. "Can we make love before we go to bed?" Elena asked playfully. She reached under the water and gently took my partially inflated shaft in her hand and pulled it a few times. Svetlana came and thrust her tongue down my throat and tried to find my tonsils. I kissed back.
We went to lounger and soon I was alternating my thrusts into first one of them and then the other. I was unbelievably horny – aided now by the potential that I would actually be able to 'marry' the two of them – that I could keep the two of them in my life in a romantic way.
At one point I was thrusting into Elena while Svetlana knelt over her face. I could watch Elena's tongue dancing along the slit, sinking into her vagina and often focusing on her clit. Svetlana was moaning, and writhing with the attention. The sexual act between the two women pushed me over the edge.
I could feel the valves in my body start to shudder with excitement. Deep inside I knew I'd crested and that in half a minute I'd ejaculate. There was no turning back, only continued and more intense thrusting into Elena's vagina as I heightened the experience for myself. I warned her – "I'm cuming."
"Cum on me. Cum on us," She said. Svetlana moaned but dismounted Elena's face. I pounded into Elena a few more times then felt the flow of juices start in my body. I pulled out of her warm tunnel.
Elena and Svetlana suddenly knelt in front of me, mouths open, and tongues out. Svetlana said, "Give us your cum."
Jet after jet of my milky syrup erupted from my cock. The first blast laced a track across Elena's face and open mouth. The second I aimed more at Svetlana, repeating the facial assault. The rest seemed to go on and on and cover both women – faces, neck, chest, and breasts. Finally, I stopped. The heavenly and ecstatic feeling passed. I opened my eyes again and surveyed the damage.
As the two women realized I was through, they both turned to each other and kissed. It was a deep kiss with lots of tongue. Both, however, were swapping some of my man juice with the other. Soon, they took turns lapping at each other, catching the runny liquid and lapping it into their mouths. Periodically, they would share what they'd captured with the other. I stood before them watching the erotic acts.
When their tongues reached the other's breasts, they also took time to stimulate and suck the nipples to arousal – not that they had far to go, mind you. More cum was shared in a passionate kiss.
As Svetlana lapped up the last cum from Elena's body, she turned to me. She kissed me and thrust her tongue and some of my own fluid into my mouth. I kissed her with renewed passion. A new boundary had broken. I'd never so obviously tasted myself, and certainly never witnessed first hand such an erotic love making session. After the kiss, she laughed.
I was still hard. I pushed Svetlana down and drove my cock into her pussy. She smiled sexually at me; "I was hoping you'd do this." Her body rose to meet me, and she started the dirty talk. "Fuck me, fuck us. I love having your cock buried in my cunt. Can you feel my love muscles in there squeezing you – making my cunt tight for you? I'm your little virgin tonight – fuck me; make me a woman. I love watching you fuck Elena; I love licking up your cum. Do you know your cum tastes good to me – to us? We should have you cum all over us more often."
Elena picked up the sexual chatter too: "Just before you warned me, I knew you were about to cum. I could feel the pressure from deep in your body. I like how you thrust harder and harder into me just before you came. Oh, God I love having your cum splatter across my face and breasts. I think I'll stop wearing underwear so you can fuck me whenever you want – just tap me on the shoulder and say 'fuck' and I'll be ready. Maybe the two of us need to visit you at lunch each day so we can all fuck in your office or in your car. Oh, I love to rub my pussy while I watch you fuck Svetlana."
The words, the setting, their nubile bodies, the sensations, and the happiness and love I felt all created a renewed sexual excitement in my body although I'd cum only moments earlier.
I exploded into Svet's pussy without much warning. She came too with a flood of juices between us. I guess it wasn't a secret given the sounds we made. My back arched over her as I drove my cock deep inside her for my final few thrusts as my cock erupted.
I fell into Svetlana's arms and we kissed deeply. I rolled off into the arms of Elena and the two of us kissed. Then she was gone – gone to suck the juices from my cock and to suck my fluids from Elena's pussy. She did, even bringing Svetlana to a further climax as I cuddled her and toyed with her breasts.
Eventually, the three of us ended up cuddled together in the heavenly afterglow of our lovemaking. The stars were bright and a quarter moon had appeared over the house to add a little light to our scene.
I hugged both women to me and held them tightly. "I've been able to make a decision about us tonight." I felt both women stiffen, as though I had to impact some bad news. "No, no, no, this is all good news – at least I think it is."
"What do you mean?"
"What if we could live together like this forever – or at least as forever as God gives us in this life? What if the immigration and marriage thing wasn't a problem?"
"Go on, please. Don't tease us."
"I can marry one of you. Bruce has said he would marry the other one of you to satisfy the requirements of immigration. Eventually, you can all get citizenship and lifetime visas. Meantime, we can live together like this."
"And raise a family?" Elena asked.
"Yes, absolutely," I said. I adjusted my hand so I could cup one of her lovely breasts. She pressed my hand to her bosom.
"With both of us?" Svetlana asked in awe.
"Yes." I smiled at her a kissed the end of her nose as I cupped one of her breasts too.
Elena said in an excited tone, her Cyrillic accent suddenly pronounced, "And we make love like this all the time?"
"Until I drop," I jested.
*
Two weeks later, we had a joint wedding: me and Bruce, Elena and Svetlana. We kept the ceremony small as well as the number of invited guests. Ralphie, Kate and Jane came, along with a few other friends. My parents came to witness my wedding, however, we awkwardly explained what we were doing and how we were going to live. After a long silence my Mom and Dad gave each girl a huge hug and welcomed her to our family. My brother sat on the sofa with his mouth agape, until he too finally hugged each gal with enthusiasm. Elena, Svetlana, and I went to Orlando for our honeymoon and did all the theme parks there for a few days. Bruce and Ralphie flew down to the Cayman Islands.
The next few months we learned in lurid detail about getting Green Cards, application forms, waiting, and the requirements for citizenship. I thought it took about five years and I was right. After the green cards arrived with only days to spare before one of them would have to leave, both women quickly went to work and the pool of our three incomes made a lot of nice things happen for us economically. Elena was able to ply her accounting skills for one of the major firms in the city, specializing in handling international tax law. Svetlana's artistic skills extended to photography; in record time, she'd established herself as the top photographer in the area and landed several long-term contracts for advertising photographs in southern media.
By the time five years had passed and we'd celebrated that anniversary, I was happy to note that we were more in love than ever before. Although it had been awkward, we'd also told each of the girl's parents about our triad relationship. In the end, we even did a recommitment of our vows with the girls' parents present.
Svetlana and Bruce divorced a year after she got her citizenship. That left Bruce in the 'most eligible' category, an honor he enjoyed for only six months. He was already in love with a large handsome guy named Roger. The two of them flew up to Massachusetts for a few weeks and got married. We see them socially from time to time.
My Russian still leaves a lot to be desired. I have at least learned what it sounds like when they are mad at me, as well as when they love me. We've agreed that our children should be bilingual. At this point there are two of them: Page and Gregory. Page came from the union of Elena and me; Svetlana and I had Gregory. We are a happy family, and there are usually gales of laughter erupting from all of us as we play and love together.
As for the sex, well, it's still mind blowing. We did, of course, taper down from the peak experiences we shared during our first months together. That said, I live in a dream world with two beautiful women who continue to be lusty and sexual beyond my wildest dreams.
###
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Dedicated to Jon –May It All Come Back Someday;
And to The Others That Didn't Make It
*
There was no funeral. There was no body. Most people had forgotten him. I hadn't.
Years had past since the plane he was flying had disappeared. I was young and pregnant at the time – only twenty-seven years old. I can still recall every detail of that week. Jonathan had said he'd call every time he landed and even if I were out at least leave a short message about where he was. So I traced his flight from near where we lived in Bedford, Massachusetts, down the coast of the U.S., and out into the Caribbean chain of islands.
He stopped overnight at Roanoke, Charleston, and Boca Raton. His stop in Boca was the first, and only time we had phone sex, both of us masturbating as we talked dirty to each other, promising thousands of orgasms and kinky acts when we were together again. It was also the last time we had sex – or shared our love for each other. We'd been married all of two years at that point, however, we'd been high school and college sweethearts, and then waited patiently four more years while we piled up some money for our first home.
The last call I got from Jon was from the Virgin Islands early on an April evening. Jonathan had made the rounds of hotels in Charlotte Amalie, following up on dozens of telephone calls he'd made over the preceding month. All along his route down the Caribbean chain to South America he was trying to get the hotels to advertise on a group of vacation-oriented websites he and his best friend Matt were building. He was flying his own plane from resort island to island signing up clients and talking about how to best represent them on the sites. Jon and Matt's sites were already making money in the U.S., however, they knew they'd have to expand internationally to sustain their advantage.
Then the daily calls stopped.
I called the hotel Jon had been at the night before, however, he'd checked out the previous morning. I got his friend and partner Matt involved. We called some of their clients and prospects, enough to figure out that he'd left the Virgin Islands for islands further south. The airport verified that his plane had departed. Other stops Jon was supposed to make included St. Kitts, Montserrat, Antigua, and Dominica, but no one had seen him or his plane. Of course, the people I talked to all seemed overly relaxed, and had 'devil may care' attitude; it was the Caribbean Way. We called islands back towards the U.S. too, Puerto Rico, Dominican Republic, Haiti, Nassau, and others – every airport, every hotel, every prospect, every B&B or Inn. Nothing.
The days merged into a morass of telephone calls, searching, pleading for help from anyone, getting the official and unofficial runaround, and occasionally finding someone sympathetic that would stay on the line for a while and brainstorm about possibilities that hadn't occurred to me – to us – Matt and me. Those new possibilities became dozens of new phone calls.
Various Search and Rescue organizations put Jon and his aircraft on their 'watch list,' but again little more came from that sector of things. Hospitals had no Jonathan Roberts, or even John Does that might be a possibility. Police departments promised to make note of the disappearance, but several informed me it was unlikely he'd show up in their jurisdictions. At the end of the week, neither Matt nor I had anything to show for our efforts. Jonathan had vanished.
The following week I hired a pilot to fly me to every airport or landing strip from Puerto Rico to South America. Before we even started, the pilot helped me wend my way through the assistance the Federal Aviation Administration renders to pilots traveling down the chain. That idea also proved a blind alley in finding Jon.
The Caribbean is made up of about forty-five major landmasses large enough to sport an airport and thousands of little islands, some no larger than the room you're sitting in. The longest distance between any of them is 250 miles or about a ninety-minute flight in Jon's Cessna 310 – a twin-engine aircraft he'd put over a thousand hours in flying around the States.
I'd accompanied Jonathan on many flights, including to some of the romantic places he'd taken me, for instance, a romantic little inn near the airport on Prince Edward Island, or the nude beach along the Outer Banks, or the mountain top retreat on a gorgeous lake in Northern Michigan he surprised me with.
As we flew along from airport to airport searching for his plane, I thought about all our times together and, of course, how much I loved him. I remembered the time he'd put the plane on autopilot and moved his seat back all the way. I'd stripped and got him hard with my mouth, slobbering over his cock as we flew towards Branson, Missouri at eight thousand feet. Eventually, I'd straddled his seat and let him drive up into me. We fucked and joined the Mile-High Club. It took a week for the smell of sex to finally leave the small airplane's cabin and the leather seat I'd leaked on before I could get dressed again.
My rental pilot and I flew up and down the island chain, back and forth, and in the end had nothing to show for it. I ran out of money, but somehow found the time and energy to keep going even though I was working part time. Our monthly telephone bills ran into the thousands – calls to the islands weren't cheap.
And then, one day, about four months after Jonathan's disappearance, I just stopped. It came to me that I'd done everything I could do, called everybody I could think of at least thrice and worried myself sick. It was time to move on.
Through my Dad, I contacted our family lawyer. The normal time to get a death certificate after a disappearance is seven years. Because an airplane over foreign soil and ocean was involved, he thought he could get the timeframe shortened slightly. I needed that certificate to collect the modest amount of insurance money Jon had taken out on his life. He petitioned the court. I got the certificate about six years after our last phone call.
Jonathan Douglas Roberts was born five months after his father's disappearance. Of course, I named the baby after his father and even gave him his grandfather's first name to distinguish the two. Matt, God bless his heart, had become my surrogate husband for the child birth process, even coming into the labor room with me and massaging my aching muscles through birth.
I muddled through economically with the baby, a hodge-podge of childcare, and a couple of part-time jobs that kept food on the table and the mortgage paid. The business Jon and Matt had started flourished. Matt hired me to help in it, working from home a good part of the time. With Matt's help, I learned website design and software development, and soon he declared that I was as worthy a partner as Jon had been and in a formal ceremony over a casual dinner one evening Matt knighted me 'His Partner.'
I don't know exactly when I fell in love with Matt. It might have been in the delivery room when Jonathan was born, or one time when he came over and fixed the washing machine that had spilled water all over the basement, or when he held me through one of my many breakdowns about Jon's loss and my plight, or over one of our increasingly frequent dinners together, or when he'd hang around the house and hold Jon in his arms, cooing at the baby in a caring way.
Matt, like Jon, was a good man. He was tall, dark, and handsome, and sported a great personality and sense of humor. He had an MBA from North Carolina, and had what I called business smarts. He was daring enough to start his own business with Jon, and then to keep it running successfully through the disappearance and loss of his partner and best friend.
One night about a year after Jon's disappearance, Matt and I finally made love. We'd spent the day together working on computers in my living room, and to tell the truth I was randy. I'd developed a serious relationship with a vibrator that Jon had given me years earlier to 'moderate my sexual desires' when he was traveling. It wasn't the same as Jon; however, I could find the right spots and create fairly effective orgasms with the little device.
As the time passed since the disappearance, the vibrator had become my nightly companion. I was lonely, and I was horny, a bad combination since I started to look at all men with a different attitude, particularly Matt. At first, I'd firmly decided not to become involved with anyone for three years – then two years – then, ... oh well. Matt was not to be on my consideration list; he was a friend, a new co-worker, and too close to home and to the missing Jonathan, but over time that resolve faded too.
Matt had made me his new partner only two weeks earlier, a fact that suggested with all the more certainty that I should not mess around with him, but then we worked close to each other one day, alternately leaning over each other's shoulders at adjacent computer screens as we added some major features to another vacation planning website that helped our burgeoning business.
When we were near each other, I could smell his masculinity. It wasn't just his aftershave, it was his pheromones – it was him, the real him. I knew he wanted me; there was no doubt. Nonetheless, to all outward signs he was the perfect gentleman and co-worker, polite and non-provocative – not a hand or remark out of place.
In return, I exuded my own aromas of seduction to Matt. I didn't intend to, they just floated away from my body and into his nostrils. I studied him when his back was turned, or as he worked on his laptop. My heart fluttered, and I could feel dampness between my legs, yet, to outward appearances, I focused with laser-like attention on the project.
I broke off about five-thirty to attend to young Jon. The babysitter left. Matt suggested a dinner of Chinese take-out that he'd go fetch, and I accepted. He puttered around and set the table, and then played with Jon as I tended to the house and a few other things. Jon was an agreeable child, settling down for a long sleep about seven each evening, waking only around eleven for a nighttime feeding and diaper change.
Thus, after Matt's trip to a nearby shopping center, we settled down at our dinner table to dine. We both had some wine, and more of our easy banter about life and work. He was so easy to talk with. Although I had every reason to be bitter, Matt made me laugh and always pulled me to a place of happiness. He wouldn't let me dwell on or be maudlin about Jon's disappearance. He'd lost his best friend too. I could always cry with Matt, yet know that I'd end up feeling better and happier because he was there.
After dinner, we both carried our plates into the kitchen. I asked Matt whether he'd like a liqueur, and he thought that would be great idea. I shoed him out of the kitchen and poured us each some Drambuie. I carried the two small glasses into the living room where Matt sat watching me as I came in. He'd put on the FM radio.
I passed Matt his glass, and we each paused standing close to one another. Matt said, "Let me show you the way liqueurs were meant to be served."
I was puzzled, sure that I had selected the right glass.
Matt took a sip of his liqueur and moved in front of me. He moved to kiss me, and without a second thought I was ready. I welcomed his kiss, and then his liqueur-coated tongue, and then the jet of Drambuie that he shot into my mouth. Amazingly, I maintained the kiss with him.
"Wow!" I exclaimed as we parted, "That was the hottest and most arousing kiss I think I've ever had. Please do it again." I was almost panting the kiss had been so 'hot.'
Matt repeated the kiss, and now I was fully with the agenda. We kissed and hugged, and pushed our bodies together, and we let our hands roam everywhere. We were all over each other, and there was nothing tentative on either of our parts about it.
Eventually, I clutched his hand to my breast, urging him to initiate more intimate activities. He was ready, and quickly my blouse was raised and my bra opened to allow him access. Our tongues danced together through our moans, as his hands fondled and kneaded my taut breasts. I pushed up into him with my entire body. I wanted this man in every way possible.
I repeated the 'liquid kiss' to Matt, pushing my pussy against his thigh as I did. I unbuttoned Matt's shirt and soon ran my hands under his shirt and around his torso, fascinated by his body and the muscles I could feel flexing beneath my hands.
Matt bent down and licked first one breast and then another. He carefully avoided my nipples since he knew I'd started weaning Jon only a few weeks earlier. I'd slowed in lactating, but not completely. I smiled at him and said, "You can nurse. Do anything you want to me – anything. Suck on me – everywhere." We kissed passionately again, and then I felt a surge of erotic feeling as his mouth covered the dark areola of one breast and he sucked on the nipple. I almost came on the spot. Matt drank of my milk.
I pulled Matt through the house to my bedroom, both of us shrugging off clothing as we went. The entire day had been foreplay. As our bodies came into view, I reached down and fondled Matt's cock. I could feel it throb in my hand as I stroked. He sucked on the other breast as he drove two fingers up into my cunt. Had it not been for my own efforts and my use of my vibrator, I would have been too tight for his efforts. Instead, I reveled in the rush of sexual arousal that he created in me.
I kneeled before him and inhaled his rod, working it deeper and deeper into my mouth and throat until my nose briefly pushed against his pubes. I gagged slightly and pulled off, a long strand of his pre-cum and my spittle forming a titillating bridge between us. His cock glistened in the light we'd left on – left on by unspoken agreement so we could clearly see each other's bodies and the acts we intended.
"Fuck me," I told him as I slid up on the bed and pulled my legs back. "Make love to me."
Matt didn't hesitate; he drove his hardened cock into me like a man possessed. My legs went over his shoulders, and he thrust over and over into me, each push almost knocking the wind from me.
He talked as he fucked me: "God, Allison, I've waited all these years to be with you – what fifteen years, even more? I've loved you since the moment I met you all those years ago. Now, today, this is my wildest dream coming true – my dream of being with you, of fucking you, of making love to you." His words were sexually explicit, erotic, suggestive, and romantic, yet they came with great effort as he pushed into me.
"Cum in me, Matthew. I'm on the pill again. Just cum in me – fast. Don't wait. We can do this again in a few minutes, but right now I want you ... your semen in me. Fuck meeeeeee!"
We both came. He gave a dozen extra hard thrusts into me, and it brought me to my peak. As my climax washed over me, I felt the jets of his cum filling me. His back arched up and away from me briefly, as my body arched so my groin was pushed into his, maximizing the depth to which he penetrated me. As the moment passed, he carefully lowered himself onto me, showering me with kisses and more loving words. His long cock remained buried in me; I never wanted him to leave – I never wanted this passion to pass.
We were both soaked in our sexual juices. Matt's cum leaked from my vagina. I had apparently also ejaculated some girl juice, soaking the mattress in my fluids while spreading the remaining fluid over the two of us. The room reeked of sex although our entire act of union had taken less than four minutes. Neither of us seemed to mind.
One might have expected that our orgasms cut the edge on our passion. Instead, we both found ourselves ever more aroused. I slithered down Matt's body, allowing his stiff cock to flop from my love tunnel. I grabbed the shaft and sucked it into my mouth. He was covered in his cum and my juices, but that didn't matter. I wanted to bring him pleasure, and from his moan I apparently did.
I worked on him for many minutes, toying in every way I could imagine with his rod with my hands, mouth and breasts. I put his cock between my breasts, squeezed them tightly around him with my hands so I was like a tight vagina, and tit fucked him for a while, all the time telling him how I was now his slut and wanted his cock in or on me morning, noon, and night. I was wanton.
Suddenly, Matt reared up. "Enough, woman. It's my turn to pleasure you – and myself." Amidst my laughter, he flipped me onto my back and spread my legs. In only a few seconds, he buried his tongue in my pussy and started to suck and lick me back to ecstasy. I knew I was leaking his cum, but Matt ignored the fact. He slathered my entire cunt in his saliva, and then lapped and sucked every drop of fluid he could find. I came and then came again, clutching his head to my body to temporarily halt his pleasure assault on me.
I talked to him some more, something I'd never done before. "Oh, Matt, your tongue ... it's on all the right spots – you're making me peak again ... and again. My cunt is yours. Drive your fingers up in me. Find my G-spot ... that's it ... rub that while you suck on my clit. Ooooooh shiiiiiiiiit."
The next I knew Matthew was fucking me again, his body over me as he pounded into me. He stood and pulled me to the edge of the bed; hands on my hips, he plunged into me over and over. I pulled him to me with my legs on each stroke too, wanting him deeper and deeper.
At one point we flipped around and he mounted me from the rear, again sinking into me. He was relentless in his assault, yet I rocked back into him with each thrust. This was a hard fuck. He reached around me to fondle and pinch my nipples. My milk ran and added to the fluid already on the bed. I came again; realizing I flooded our genitals with my nectar. Matt held off.
"Let me come over you," I demanded. I wanted to be the one in control, to hammer my body into his for a change. Matt rolled onto his back, and I clambered onto his cock in a flash. Now I rose and dropped my body onto to him, each time driving his titanium hard shaft up into my body. I held my oversized breasts, offering them to his mouth as he leaned forward to suck and lap on them. Somehow, they too had become coated in our cum and juices, yet he seemed to love them just as much.
We came together again, this time with Matt jamming his cock upward over and over again into my downward grinding cunt. I must have been out of girl juice, because I knew that any other time I would have flooded again.
I fell onto Matt's body, and we kissed passionately. A minute or two later he said, "Slide off my cock. Bring you pussy up over my body ... to my mouth. I want to clean you again – to pleasure you."
Without hesitation, I rose up until only the mushroom shaped cap of his penis was acting as a plug for the juices in my vagina. We smiled at each other, our arousal almost beyond description, and then I rose even further to start to move up his body.
Almost immediately, our fluids leaked from my box, leaving a trail of sexual sap up his body. Before I sank my nest over Matt's mouth I asked, "Are you sure?" His hands on my buttocks urged me the last few inches, and then his tongue and mouth were on me again. I couldn't believe the feelings he elicited, quickly making me cum again. I held onto the bed headboard for all I was worth.
I finally couldn't stand it, and I collapsed beside him on the bed. He held me tight, and we floated down from our highs. I massaged our combined fluids into his chest and abdomen. Matt just kissed me repeatedly. My God, I felt so loved and so lusted after.
I awoke a little later to the cooing sounds of Jonathan in his nursery. I got up and slipped on a summery robe and went to the kitchen to prepare a bottle of formula. A few minutes later, I held the baby in a rocker as I fed him for the night.



Matt appeared in the doorway, wearing his briefs, but otherwise as coated and odoriferous as I was. We smiled at each other. Neither of us said a word.
After I put the baby down for the night, I found Matt standing in my bedroom looking out the window. He looked at me sheepishly and asked, "Should I go?"
I slowly nodded and said, "Yes, at least tonight. I need to get my head around what just happened. I hope we didn't break anything tonight – I mean our friendship." I had to sort out how I was feeling. Time had telescoped around me. I went and hugged Matt and kissed him several times, then gave him space to dress and collect himself.
I walked him to the door. He said, "Should I take my computer? Will we work together tomorrow?" He knew the ice was thin where he stood. I secretly awarded him an 'A' for sensitivity.
"No, leave things set up in the living room. I'll see you about 8:30 or 9:00. The sitter will be here to take care of Jonathan while we work." I felt that I should clarify the landscape so there were no disappointments the next day. At that moment I wasn't sure where I stood either. I needed reflection time.
We kissed again, and then Matt left to go home.
I poured myself another liqueur and went out and sat on the front porch of my small home. At this hour of the night things were pretty quiet in the neighborhood, and I could think. I sipped the rich liquid and thought about the past year: quitting work, getting pregnant, loving Jonathan, losing and searching for my husband, giving up, grieving, more grieving, a partial return to sanity as the old feelings of desire came back to me, and now Matt – the nice guy that had been there all along.
Did I love Matt? My heart beat fast at the thought, and my body trembled. I even felt my vaginal muscles contract in memory of our evening, squeezing some of my retained fluid onto my outer lips. Yes! Matt reached every pore and cell in my body. I sat and held my knees to my chest, aware that I was exposing my pussy to the front yard and street, should anyone pass by. Although it was dark, I loved the feeling of being an exhibitionist, of being temporarily sated sexually, and of feeling loved by Matt. I rubbed my fingers in my sexual emissions and brought them to my nostrils; we smelled wonderful.
I did feel guilty. I was married – to Jonathan – not the baby, but my husband. But he'd disappeared. He and his airplane had vanished into thin air somewhere out over the Caribbean Sea. I went through the thoughts I'd had so often since he left: was his disappearance permanent, might he show up tomorrow, would he call, how long should I wait, would I ever fall in love again? Question after question. And that night, at least, I knew I'd fall in love again.
*
Baby Jonathan usually woke, ate breakfast and played a little, and then took a morning nap. I called the babysitter and asked her not to come until lunchtime.
Jonathan was back in his crib when Matt arrived – a little early, but the baby seemed to settle down for a morning nap without complaining.
Matt came into the house a little tentative and resigned to work through the day, as we'd done so often before. This time, however, as he came in I stood nude before him – sparkling clean and smelling of lilac.
I held my arms up to him and said, "Matthew, I love you. Now, please make love to me again."
He smiled, and soon we were again joined in coitus in my bed.
We worked in the afternoon until I had to take over from the sitter and play mother. Matt and I made love all evening long again. Lest we discover things about each other we didn't like after we were deeper in the relationship, we lay in bed and talked after round one of our lovemaking. I confessed my love affair with my vibrator, and what I thought was a near-nymphomaniac attraction for nearly anything sexual. I explained how Jonathan and I had just started to move into an arena where we wanted to experiment more with things sexual. I told Matt how I'd sat outside after he'd left the night before, scantily clad and exposing my pussy to the night air; I speculated that had someone walked by and even if it had been lighter, I probably wouldn't have changed my position on the porch chair.
Matt confessed his strong sexual drive including an attraction to masturbation, adult pornography, and sexy stories. He said he'd love to abet my exhibitionist desires, commenting that he thought he could be really creative about where I might safely expose myself. He told me he'd be happy to join me, fucking me in public – a concept that made my fluids gush with excitement and anticipation. He told me he relished the thought that I was oversexed and wanted to experiment. He said I was his wildest and wettest dream come true.
Then we fucked again, this time making up scenarios about where we'd make love and who might watch us or even be with us. In one, Matt brought another man into our coupling, having the two of them fuck me in every conceivable way. My vibrator became the 'other man.' Matt was hard and long and satisfying. I came over and over again, and I fell more deeply in love with Matt – and in lust with Matt. He stayed over that night.
He stayed over the next night too, and the night after that, and the night after that. At my urging, he soon moved in with us.
Matt was the kind of person everyone loved: neighbors, friends, my parents, and even Jonathan's parents when they found out I'd fallen in love with their son's former buddy and business partner. They too had moved on, and they so appreciated our including them in our family. After all, they were the baby's grandparents and I did love them too.
Our business succeeded and grew. I worried incessantly when Matt went on the road to sign up new clients. His flights were with commercial air carriers, and at least that took the edge off my fears. Nonetheless, I always breathed easier when he was home with us.
Matt and I fed each other's fantasies: by that, I mean we shared all our fantasies and sexual imaginings with each other, and then tried to make some of them happen. We'd occasionally go out and allow ourselves to be seen fucking in the car or in some parking lot. We had a favorite cocktail lounge we'd go to when we went out to dinner; I'd end the evening by flashing the waiter or some tired businessman. Well rehearsed, these situations always looked so natural and spontaneous. The exhibitionism really turned me on.
Matt took me on the hood of the car one night while two other couples watched. He fingered me to orgasm in a XXX theater as we watched pornography. He made videos of us making love and then edited them into one hell of an amateur porn film. We made love in every room in the house, and then in every corner of the yard. He fucked me on the front porch one evening, even when a couple of cars drove by. We were keyed up, and playing out our sexuality. We were so evenly matched I couldn't believe it.
The baby grew, and then so did I. I got pregnant again. We planned it. As Jonathan turned three, Beth arrived. She was our love child, born of the love and care Matthew and I had for each other. In every way except marriage, we were a family.
A year later, I got a surprise call one afternoon from David Crowley, the family lawyer. He told me the court had again reviewed our petition for death certificate, and had said they would rule on it before the end of the year. He sounded optimistic.
I told Matt, and he hugged me to him with unusual ferocity, and then bolted from the room.
Oddly enough, for the years we'd spent together we'd never talked about marriage or what life after the court decision would be. It had always hung out there as something that might happen some day, but we didn't look beyond it, at least in so far as our own status was concerned.
Matt disappeared into our bedroom, and came back a moment later. He kneeled in front of me and held my hand. "Allison, will you marry me? Will you be my wife as well as the mother of our children?" He presented me with a rather large diamond engagement ring.
I pulled him up and hugged him. The four-year old and eighteen-month old toddlers looked on with great interest at what Mommy and Daddy were doing, although we had been affectionate in front of them frequently before. This time, however, Mommy was screaming, "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
I'd taken to not wearing any wedding jewelry since Jonathan's disappearance. Now, I proudly sported 'The Rock' from Matt. We were engaged. Of course, we already lived together, but that was beside the point.
The court awarded Jonathan's death certificate almost six years after our original petition.
Matt and I wed a month later. We had an informal wedding but a large assembly of relatives – three sets: Matthew's, Jonathan's, and mine. We even had several readings that Jon's brother; Matt and I did commemorating Jon's life and friendship. Then we wed, our son, Jonathan, served as a ring bearer as well as escort for his nearly two-year-old sister. The kids provided some comic relief to an otherwise serious ceremony of life, love, and moving on.
Our life did move on. I finally collected the insurance money we were owed on Jonathan's death. We also got an offer to buy our websites from one of the largest travel agencies in the world, and we took it. There were few strings. It was basically a 'take the cash and run' deal. They'd take over managing the sites and our clients. Suddenly, we were rich beyond our wildest imaginations.
We talked about what we'd like to do next now that we were suddenly out of the Internet business. Of course, that was what we knew best. We both had worried that things were getting over-hyped and that the prices some of the Internet companies were fetching as they were acquired were out of line with their true worth – ours included, but we did take the money.
The 'dot-com bust' came only months later in 2000, but by then we were in cash. By year's end, we stepped in near the bottom of the market and nurtured a couple of companies we thought should survive, and they did, complicated a year later by the '9-11' terrorist attacks. Overall, we made even more money.
Matt and I leased office space and started an Internet incubator for local entrepreneurs we thought had good ideas that needed some support to get off the ground. Our daytime activities were spent coaching and even providing some technical support. Increasingly, though we looked for investors or additional support for these burgeoning efforts. We liked playing venture capitalists as well as mentors to the small startups.
We moved the family to a much larger home on a large lake in a suburb outside Boston. We were the stereotypical upwardly mobile American family ... at least until one summer day a year after our wedding.
Matt and I were home alone. The kids were staying with my parents about a half an hour away. We'd just finished dinner, when the doorbell rang – an unusual occurrence in our life. No one ever came to the door in our neighborhood; New Englanders always called ahead.
I answered the door, and there stood Jonathan – my Jonathan, my husband, my former husband. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God ..."
I fainted.
To be continued
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*
Matt and I were home alone. The kids were staying with my parents about a half an hour away. We'd just finished dinner, when the doorbell rang – an unusual occurrence in our life. No one ever came to the door in our neighborhood; New Englanders always called ahead.
I answered the door, and there stood Jonathan – my Jonathan, my husband, my former husband. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God ..."
I fainted.
*
Both Matt and Jonathan were hovering over me when I came to, and I was lying on the sofa. Matt helped me sit up.
I looked at Jonathan and sobbed. I broke into hysterics. I felt so wildly conflicted inside. He was alive, he was my husband, he was dead, he was really alive, he wasn't my husband anymore, I loved Matt, and I loved Jonathan. My brain was a mess of emotions and wild feelings. I kept crying. My feelings ran wild. I couldn't stop. Both men kneeled next to me trying to comfort me and stop my uncontrollable weeping. In the two seconds it took me to process that Jon was at the door I'd become an emotional wreck.
Through my sobs, I blurted out, "How? What happened? Where ...?"
Jonathan held my hands tightly. He spoke as much to Matt as to me: "I crashed on a small island near St. Kitts. I hit my head very hard and destroyed the plane; I was really torn up. The plane burned, but I pulled myself away from it to the nearby beach. A fisherman named Daws and his wife from St. Christopher's found me and took me home to patch up. They were simple people, and seemed to care more that I'd survived than anything about the crash. I'd lost my memory and all my ID."
Matt said, "But that was over seven years ago."
Jonathan nodded. My crying slowed as he talked. It really was Jonathan; I fumbled for his hand and held it tightly clutched to my chest. "I'd broken lots of bones. Some of them still aren't right. I'd also lost a lot of blood. Daws, the fisherman, and his wife stopped the bleeding and put splints on my legs and one arm. It took me months before I could walk or even feed myself. They kept asking who I was and what I remembered. I remembered nothing. For a while I was like a pretty dumb ten-year old." He paused and looked at me, "Oh, Babe. I'm so sorry for what I put you through. I can imagine what that time was like for you."
I held out my arms although I was still crying, and Jonathan came into them and held me. My sobs abated even further.
Jonathan continued as I looked up into his face. His complexion was ruddy now – tanned and tight. He had a long-healed scar barely visible along one cheek. I could feel the muscles of his arms and chest through his off white shirt. "As I healed and could move around, I helped Daws repair his nets, and then I worked on his boat. I had to repay the nursing they'd given me. I became a fisherman. All the time I kept trying to remember, but there was nothing there."
Suddenly, I stood and hugged Jonathan to me with all my might. My initial shock at his sudden appearance after having been missing all these years was replaced my total joy and happiness that he was alive. Over his shoulder, I could see Matt beaming at us.
I leaned up and kissed Jonathan. He kissed back, and then grinned down at me. Through my sniffles, I asked with renewed curiosity, "What about the other six years?"
He smiled. "At first I knew nothing. I barely had any skills. They showed me how to do the nets and that became my life for the first part of my healing. Little by little, month-by-month, some things came back to me – skills and ability to do things, and then I started to get flashes of memory of growing up – school, parents, friends, and even you two. I couldn't put names to anything or anybody; I didn't know where I was from. One of Daws friends told me I must be from the British Virgins because I talked funny. Turns out I talked funny because I'd broken my jaw, and it didn't set right. It distorted my speech."
Jonathan went on talking about his agonizingly slow recovery. As I listened I became aware again of the magnetism I felt for this man – my husband or exhusband. He had a smell I remembered – a scent that turned me on. I flushed and probably blushed at the sexual thought that raced through my addled brain. I tried to puzzle through what his status was now that he'd returned from the dead. Briefly I panicked that I'd rushed his death certificate, but then I recalled that we were past the seven-year window anyway.
Matt asked, "When did you realize who you were? How'd you find us – find your way back home?"
Jonathan explained, "About three years ago Daws died of old age. I moved his wife in with their daughter on another island and decided to stay there – St. Kitts. It was more populated. A friend took me to a real doctor for the first time in years to see about my limp, my crooked bones and things. He started to work on me – to make me whole. Some of it was painful, but he straightened things, repaired my jaw, and fixed me up physically. He also brought in a psychiatrist to see about finding my memory. Every few weeks we'd explore the mental world in my brain, the few things I could remember, and started to build a profile of whom I'd been."
"So you found yourself?" I asked.
"Not right away," Jonathan explained. "It was a slow process. I had what they call post-traumatic retrograde amnesia. Some people never recover from it. In other than flashes, your first name came up about two years ago, but it took another year before I even could remember my own first name. Even then, I wasn't sure about anything. There was still so much I couldn't remember – details – so I didn't do anything right away."
"Over the next year, the psychiatrist coaxed from me my involvement with the Internet and I remembered I'd had a business ... then I remembered more about Matt and flying. He had me start to search for you and for my previous life on the Internet about that time. Some of what I remember now, I think is really from what I discovered on the Net over the past year or so. Memories did return, however. I kept healing. Finally, the docs told me to come and see you. I'm still healing; I'm still trying to remember things."
"Oh, Jonathan," I exclaimed I threw myself into his arms again.
Matt and I became interviewers of our old friend, feeding Jonathan details and facts about our past together as well as asking a thousand questions. Eventually, Jonathan yawned.
Jon listened with excitement as I told him about his son. He said he'd remembered I'd been pregnant, but wasn't sure if that was a valid memory. He was glad that Matt and I had a child and married.
"Jon, can you stay with us? Can you stay here? Where's your luggage?"
He laughed and apologized; "I'm sorry for keeping you guys up so late. My luggage is probably still on the doorstep. I hadn't thought much of what I would do besides seeing you and trying to explain my disappearance to you. You were my first stop." He looked right at me, his eyes soft and yielding.
We coaxed him to stay. Matt helped him bring in his luggage, and we got him situated in the guest room. We all turned in.
I lay in bed next to Matt thinking about the chaos of the past couple of hours that Jonathan had been with us, the torment he had gone through to find himself, and the physical pain to crash and go through recovery only to have much of it redone a couple of years later to make it all right. Tears rolled down my cheek.
"You all right?" Matt asked in the near darkness of our bedroom.
I rolled into his arms. "I just can't believe it. I can't believe Jonathan is alive – is back here. This all seems like a dream of some kind."
"You thought it was a bad dream when he disappeared. This is the good dream; he's back." He hugged me, and we kissed.
He asked, "All those old feelings came back didn't they? The love? The yearning for him?"
I nodded into his shoulder.
"Then why don't you go to him – now. Part of this is about you, not just Jon. You need closure around this too. He is your husband too. Go and be a wife ... he's missed you all these years."
I pulled away in the dim light and studied Matt's face. The shadows revealed a loving expression on his face.
I just whispered, "Thank you," as I slipped from the bed.
Moments later, I slipped into the guest room. Jonathan was already in bed. He started, "Who's there? Is everything all right?"
"Everything is better than all right. You're here. You're home."
I lifted the sheet and slid into bed next to him. He was nude, a fact that made me remember that even when we were married he often slept this way. Jonathan opened his arms to me, and I rolled against him, our lips coming together.
"Oh God, I've missed you," He whispered. "Part of the time I knew there was a 'you' out there – a you that I loved and had left somewhere." Now Jon cried.
"And I've missed you. There hasn't been a day that I didn't think about you. I think in my heart I knew you must be alive somewhere. I'm so sorry I didn't wait."
"Matt is a good man. I couldn't wish better for you. I'm glad you married and had a child with him. You shouldn't be here with me; you should be with him. Go now."
I leaned in and kissed Jon. "No, I'm here for the night – per Matt's instructions. I'm to perform my wifely duties with you." As I said that I reached for Jon's groin, finding and fondling his penis. I could feel the shaft filling and tightening to my touch. Jon's breath changed rapidly.
We kissed more passionately, and the old feelings and emotions that Jon and I shared repeatedly in our growing up, our courtship and our marriage returned. My lover and confidant had returned, – and now I even had two of them.
Jon's lips found my breasts; he suckled them, bringing the nipples to a rigid state of arousal. One hand cupped a breast as he sucked on the other, his tongue dancing rings around the tip and his breath hot on the dampness he'd created.
I stroked his rod, my hand again getting used to the girth and length of his shaft, praying that it would be in me soon – bringing me on a new journey of love and appreciation for this man.
Jon's fingers found my slit. He moved tentatively at first, stroking the slit as my juices poured forth as a welcome to the attention. Then his mouth was on me, his tongue and then his fingers invading my vagina as my emotions soared to where only eagles fly. I moaned, and we communicated only by our groans and noises with each other.
My back finally arched as I came, again flooding the two of us with my juices as they flowed from my body. Jonathan lapped ferociously at my entire nether region not to clean me, but to savor each droplet of my emissions. I moved to accommodate his wishes.
"Jonathan," I whispered, "Make love to me. Fuck me. Take me. Have me any way you want."
He moved over me and before I could give further invitation, his long cock sank into me.
I came. I was like a virgin again, being deflowered once again by the man I loved and had loved for all these years. I soared again to that place where orgasm after orgasm rocked my world.
We fucked for a long time, and then Jonathan came deep inside me. My legs and arms were wrapped around him, holding him to me lest he escape and disappear again. But no, this was deeply physical and emotional; this was real.
We lay there in the dim shadows from the bathroom night-light. Jon held me in his arms and whispered words of love to me as we came down from our galactic heights.
Jonathan said, "I don't know how I can ever repay Matt for sharing you with me. I hope I haven't upset your marriage or happiness with him."
I nodded to acknowledge the comment, wondering the same thing. Had my moment of appreciation, love and closure with my first husband done some damage to my newer marriage? How had I let this happen? Was I so driven by my sexual urges that I did a dumb thing by making love with Jon?
"Go and be sure he's all right," Jonathan urged. "I can't reverse the past hour, but if there's trouble we should face it. He's my closest friend, and I don't want him to be hurt in any way by my transgressions."
A cheery male voice sounded from the doorway: "He's not hurt. If anything, he's turned on by watching his wife and you make love."
"Oh, Matt. Come here." I held my arms out to him, and he came to my side of the bed. He was naked, his cock full and swinging as he walked to me.
Matt said softly to the two of us, "You needn't worry about my being upset. I knew what I was doing when I sent Allison in here. I could see the passion in both your eyes downstairs. Besides, we've had a passionate and a sometimes-kinky sex life, as I learned the two of you did. We've often talked or role-played having a third man in our lovemaking. Sharing her with you is just an extension of the eroticism we bring to each other in our relationship."
As Matt sat beside me, my hand automatically found his shaft and started to stroke him. It was second nature to me – to the two of us. Jonathan watched with fascination; however, my other hand found his cock and started to stroke that beast as well.
Matt said, "May I borrow my wife back for a few moments to make love to her. With two of us, she'll be the most loved woman in the state."
Jonathan asked with a touch of concern, "You want me to leave?"
Before Matt could answer, I pulled Jon to me and kissed him passionately. My hand more energetically pumped his rod, now recovering from our first lovemaking session. "No. Stay and watch. Then you do me again, and then Matt will do me again." I spoke the words with authority; they were decisive and there was to be no argument.
I pushed Matt back on the bed and mounted him, sinking my flooded pussy down on his shaft. I was well lubricated with Jon's cum, and it oozed from around my union with Matt, but he didn't seem to mind. We started to grind into each other.
I leaned down and inhaled Jonathan's cock into my mouth. Matt watched me such on Jon's cock and pumped harder into my body with his shaft. I did everything I could think of to Jon's stick: licking, lapping, and making obscene noises as I blew him.
Then I opted for dirty talk. "I love the feeling of a cock back in my cum-filled pussy. Can you feel how squishy I am – I'm full of cum. I love fucking – making love – both. I love this cock in my hand as another fills my cunt. Pump hard. Cum in me. Leave lots of cum in me – on me. I'm everyone's slut tonight. You can both have me as often as you want – in any position you want – any way you want. I just want lots of cock inside me, thrusting hard into me, filling me with all you can give me."
I came. Matt came too. I'd talked myself into an orgasm – a cum-slut loving orgasm. Matt's shots of cum were strong, the strongest I'd felt in months as he ejaculated into me. I fell on his chest and showered him with kisses. Beside us on the bed, Jonathan lay and stroked his rod.
I rolled off Matt so I was between the two men. A large dollop of cum exited my cunt and dropped on Matt's abdomen. I realized it was the combined fluids of my two lovers – my two husbands. I leaned down and lapped the creamy liquid into my mouth. It tasted like a love potion – a brew made just for me.
"Do her," I heard Matt say to Jonathan. "Make love to her again."
Jonathan again approached me missionary style, and drove into me, although this time he kneeled above me so that we could all watch his cock slowly going into my pussy – and Matt and I most certainly watched. It was lovely. I held Matt's cock, feeling the pole harden as Jon commenced stroke after stroke into me.
I gestured to Matt to move, and soon he kneeled beside me so I could suck on his cock, bringing him oral pleasures as well. As I sucked, I felt Jon drive into me all the harder. This might be a one-night event, but I would remember this forever. The night I got taken by two men – by two husbands. I was the wife – the slut wife for my men. I threw myself at both of them, my body writhing beneath the fucking Jon gave me and my tongue and mouth wild with passion to give to Matt.
Occasionally, I would pull away and talk to one or both men. "I love the taste of this cock I've been sucking on. I can feel all sorts of cum and cunt juice on it – my kind of cock-tail. Did I say 'cock'? Why, I love cock. All kinds of cock, like the one thrusting into my cunt right now. It's long and hard, and it goes deep in me. Soon it's going to cum all over me again. I'll be full of cum, and I'll love it. Cum. Both of you, cum – now!"
Matt spurted wildly towards my face, where I was directing his cock. His cum ran across my face, mouth, neck, and then down to my breasts. He came in volumes I'd never seen before. I lapped at the slippery white covered head as Jon watched and thrust all the harder into me. The scene must have been too erotic for Jon, for he fired even more of his juice into my velvet tunnel. I could feel his surges as I pulled him to me.
Despite my cum covered face, Jon leaned in and kissed me. Matt was right there too. The two men I loved bathed me in love, kisses, and the juices from our session. I felt two strong masculine hands rubbing the fluids all over my body. My eyes were closed in the ecstasy of the moment.
*
When I awoke, I was wrapped in Jonathan's arms. He was asleep with my head cradled in the crook of his arm. Matt was gone. For a moment I had to rethink where I was, and that Jonathan was really alive. I remembered the night before. Had it been a dream? I was sticky in places and elsewhere covered in dried cum. Did it happen as I remembered it? Oh God, what pleasure the night had been and what love I felt from my two husbands. I smiled when I realized that I was still horny; I certainly was a sexual being.
I started to slip from the bed, but Jonathan reached out and pulled me to him. We kissed, and I could taste my pussy juice on Jon's lips. "We're pretty ripe," I suggested. We kissed a little without getting too passionate.
He finally said between kisses, "Yeah, I could be talked into a shower." He looked around and asked, "Where's Matt?"
Before I could answer Matt came in the bedroom door carrying a tray with three cups of coffee on it. He was wearing his boxers.
Matt smiled at the two of us and said, "First course. I figured I'd wake us all up with some joe. I thought we could all go out to breakfast if you're up for it ... so to speak." He chuckled at his own humor. The tent in the sheet as Jonathan sat up clearly showed he was 'up' for something else. Nonetheless, we both reached for our cups.
We sat in silence for a minute on the edge of the bed. As we sipped our coffee in silence, my hand nearest Jonathan wormed its way under the sheet until I grasped his hardening penis. I wondered how we each viewed the 800-pound gorilla in the room – the fact that both guys had made love to me last night, and in a combined effort I thought as I smiled to myself. Just the thought again made me flush with sexual heat all over again. I thought further how I could be easily persuaded to skip breakfast in favor of another lovemaking session. I started to masturbate Jon beneath the sheet – very small up and down strokes.
As we sat I dropped the part of the sheet I'd held to my breasts, allowing both men to view me openly. I adjusted position and soon just sat naked on the edge of the bed, my moist pussy winking at Matt and Jon. I feigned innocence and total attention on my coffee, except now the hand that massaged Jon's dick was openly visible to Matt.



Jonathan reached over and stroked my thigh, running his hand from my knee up my leg to within a half-inch of my revealed slit. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, the caress felt so grand, especially coming from someone I'd loved so dearly and then thought I'd given up to the blackness of the Caribbean Sea. He did it again and again. The heat rose within me, and my fluids started to flow.
Soon, his caress was joined by another hand. Matt's hand slid up my left thigh, also stopping just short of my exposed pussy. He leaned in and kissed my lips as my head tilted back. "I love you," He whispered in my ear; "I love that you can so openly love the two men that love you. I don't want this to stop – this threesome. I was so turned on watching you and Jon last night, and then having him watch us." He took the cup of coffee from my hands and set it on the bedside table.
Jon smiled at the two of us and said, "You know, I think we're going to do it again right now."
As he spoke, two of his fingers penetrated my vagina. I thought, 'Oh, I am so ready for this. I don't care who it is that goes first; I am so sexed up by these two men. I may never return to normal – whatever that means.' I wanted 'normal' to mean these two men in my life – fucking me for all they were worth every hour of every day.
Matt's tongue found my clitoris as Jon's fingers sawed slowly in and out of me, teasing by G-spot. I opened my legs in total surrender to my two lovers. Someone sucked on my breasts. This was all I'd ever hoped for in terms of sexual fulfillment. I opened my eyes to see Matt sucking on the two fingers from my cunt when Jon offered them to him. Matt returned the favor, and soon Jon sucked on the nectar from my pussy as Matt pushed his tongue into my mouth in a gesture of pure passion. I moved into a heavenly state rather quickly. I'd adopted a few new religions, including devout hedonism and nymphoism.
Matt quickly lost his boxers and pushed me back on the bed. He again buried his shank in me at the same instant he leaned forward and drove his tongue into my mouth. My body clenched all over in a mini-climax from the sensations he brought. Matt started stroking into me with long, sensual thrusts. Jon's mouth was on my breasts again, his whiskers triggering a memory of lovemaking sessions years earlier. I still held Jon's phallus in my hand.
Matt leaned back from our kiss, and after moving slightly Jon's shank was right beside my face. I nibbled up and down the shaft as though it were an ear of corn. My mouth and tongue paid special attention each time I came to the bulbous end. Finally, I thrust my head forward so most of him was in my mouth and throat. He groaned with pleasure. We'd done this before too, and I'd certainly become more adept at the practice with Matt.
After a moment Jon pulled away with some reluctance and lay down beside us. Matt motioned for me to straddle Jon, and as he exited my moist chamber, I swung a leg over Jon, reached down, and positioned him at the entrance to my nest. Jon thrust up into me, driving his rod about four inches into me and lifting my whole body off the bed. Now I moaned.
I bent down to kiss Jonathan – my tongue exploring his mouth. As I did, I could feel one of Matt's fingers at my ass. He had the lubricant from beside our bed, and applied a liberal dose of it to my rear. His finger penetrated, and then seconds later, I felt the head of his steel shaft at my 'back door.' He slowly worked his cock into me.
The feeling of being loved by two men simultaneously is indescribable. Every part of me was a sexual animal. Every shred of modesty was gone. I was a fuck machine – a love machine. All I wanted was cock buried in my mouth, my ass, my cunt - anywhere. If more men had been in the room, I would have taken them all on.
I moaned and spoke, "Oh you guys don't know what pleasure your giving this lady. Actually I'm your lady slut – you can keep fucking me all day long, all week long, ... hell, all year long. I never want this to stop." I moaned when the two cocks jammed together deep in me, triggering even deeper hedonistic urges. Another small orgasm rippled through my body.
Matt said in a throaty voice, "You look like you're enjoying this; I know I am – two of us fucking you simultaneously. Do you like this?"
I shook my head in wild agreement with his statement. I could feel yet another orgasm building.
Jon leaned up towards my chest and alternately sucked on each breast, bringing the nipple to rigid attention. As he bit gently on each nip, I could feel the flood of girl-juice surround the two cocks in my nether region.
The men pumped for another minute, and then they stopped. I bleated out a "No, please don't stop," but my plea was temporarily ignored.
Matt turned me and then lifted me up onto his body as he lay on his back – my back was to his front. His cock sank into my ass easily this time. Both men were about the same size. Jon now stood and came between my legs. He thrust into me and started wild pumping and strumming of my clit with his thumb. I went into orbit. Another climax rippled through my body.
Both men sped up, feeling the pace of each other as well as the pace I was urging both of them to adopt with my hand signals and my own body thrusts. I couldn't get enough of them. "More. More," I told them. "Fuck me all over. I love this. You're sending me into orbit."
"I'm cumming," Matt announced.
"Me too," Jonathan replied.
As I started to crest I screamed, "Cum in me – all my holes. Give it to me." And they did. The three of us came within thirty seconds of each other, probably each orgasm triggering the next. I had one long and enduring climax of many seconds, aided my Jon's pinching and biting of my breasts. I could feel the jets of jizz washing the interiors of vagina and ass. The feelings and the experience of the past few hours were indescribable; I'd remember these hours forever.
There were three very satisfied people that morning.
*
We made it downtown to have brunch after we'd all showered and cleaned up. I carried a rosy 'just fucked' memory, walked slightly bowlegged, and surprised myself by how ready I was to do it all again. I caught myself making gaga eyes at both men. I even whispered little come-ons to each of them occasionally: "Want to go fuck again? I'm ready. I loved you cock in my mouth. Want me to slip under the table and give you a little blowjob? Want to stick your fingers in my cunt – it feels so empty." As we ended brunch I had to keep reminding myself that we had some other people to see, and so I reluctantly suppressed my sexual urges. I guessed that a close study of me by someone would tip them off to my sexually aroused state.
Matt and I drove Jonathan to his parent's house. Jon's mother nearly fainted, and his father was rendered speechless for nearly an hour – not an easy feat. Jon recounted his story to them. As their astonishment passed, they started to insist that he stay with them. Matt quite firmly announced that Jon would be using our guest room for as long as he wanted, and that this was a joint decision by all of us. We all nodded, and if their thoughts were like mine, the promise of further sexual romps for the three of us flashed through our minds.
After a visit of a couple of hours and promises to return the next day for a longer visit, we went to my parent's home on the other side of town. They too were speechless. Jon met his son and namesake for the first time. Little Jon, as we quickly started to call him, was puzzled by the attention and honor being accorded his new and additional 'father.' Big Jon had tears in his eyes. Beth, the daughter by Matt and me, quickly decided she liked having multiple fathers, especially when they both started to respond to her use of the term 'daddy.' She dubbed them Daddy One and Daddy Two.
As we returned home with the kids, Jon suggested a stop at a school playground. He said he still had some stuff to talk about and that locale would be a good place to talk. The way he put it piqued my curiosity and put me on edge that something was amiss.
We got the kids racing around in a small, enclosed playground, and then Matt, Jon, and I went and sat at a nearby picnic table where we could keep any eye on them.
Jon took a deep breath and began: "There's another part of my life I need to share with you – from the past few years. I didn't mean to hide it yesterday, but ... well, other events disrupted my thinking." He paused and blurted out, "I'm married."
To be continued
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*
Jon took a deep breath and began: "There's another part of my life I need to share with you – from the past few years. I didn't mean to hide it yesterday, but ... well, other events and our reunion disrupted my thinking." He paused and blurted out, "I'm married."
The statement hung on the air for at least a full minute as both Matt, and I digested the implications of what Jon had said. He was gracious enough to allow that thought process to mature.
I finally said with some enthusiasm, "Tell us about her. Where is she?"
Jon said, "You'll laugh. She's my psychiatrist's daughter; her name is Molly. We live outside a town called Basseterre – it's the capital of St. Kitts and Nevis ... with our two-year-old daughter Coral. I didn't ... I just didn't know how to tell you earlier. I was scared you'd reject me out of hand."
"Wow!" I breathed. I still studied Jon with fascination and love. Nothing he could say, even loving another woman and having a child by her, would change my love for him. In a way I was shocked, yet I felt joy that he'd found love and a life of some kind despite his amnesia.
Jon went on, "Molly is also a psychiatrist. Molly and her father teach at the medical university on the island. They also teach at some of the other universities in the Caribbean chain. Oddly enough Molly's specialty is the treatment of amnesia, so you can see how we met."
Jon paused and redirected his thought back to our situation, "Now I'm not even sure if the marriage is legal ... I mean I'm still sort of married to you ... maybe. And then I'm not sure of Molly's status when we come to the U.S., particularly since I was declared dead. Is she my wife or are you? Do I have two wives; am I a bigamist? Do I have to get a court to declare me 'alive' again – or get a new birth certificate?"
"Does she even want to come here?" Matt asked.
"We should pay back the insurance money," I noted quietly.
"Oh yes," Jon said proudly, still focused on Molly. "She studied psychiatry at Tulane – got her MD degree there. She did her internship and residency in Fort Lauderdale, so she's even licensed in Florida – and, of course, where we live."
"What about us?" I asked softly. I reached over and took his hand.
Jon shook his head. "When I left the island Molly told me to go back and ... and to be your husband – if you'd have me. She was or is willing to be the other woman, or to play any role in our lives I want ... or that you'll accept. We didn't know about Matt and you ... or the kids." He gestured to the playground where the children played on a seesaw, Little Jon being solicitous of his younger sister. I could see tears in Big Jon's eyes.
"You love her?" I asked softly. I already knew the answer from the tender way he talked about Molly.
Jon looked at me with a surprised look, "Yes, very much. She's been through a lot with me – as I slowly rediscovered who I'd been. She helped me heal and get back to normal – at least as normal as I am now." He squeezed my hand and added, "And I love you too. I always have ... I just sort of forgot for a while. When the memories started to come back, they came back with all the feelings I ever had for you." He leaned in and kissed me. Matt watched with a smile.
"What did Molly think when you started to remember me? Wasn't she horrified to find out you were married? Suddenly, all the questions started to roll into my head, one right after another." I had to bite my tongue rather than swamp Jon with my sudden awareness of the larger picture and all the implications.
"In a way she was surprised, but by then we were married, and she was pregnant. For a while, we weren't even sure if my memories were accurate – fact or fiction. Molly just accepted what came out of me – there were few judgments and little shock. Around that time, she did most of the hypnosis and brought the memories out from my damaged head. She's a remarkable woman. She's seen the love I feel for you – and for her. She knows it all."
"Why would she tolerate you coming back to me?"
"She said it's the right and loving thing to do," Jon said slowly as he stared at the children. "She's inclusive in her love, plus she knows that I won't abandon her. There's little about our time together she doesn't know about – after I started to remember, things often came flooding back in large blocks, like parts of my brain were suddenly turning back on after having been switched off for so long. She or her dad had me talk through my memories as they came. Initially, my memories were disconnected from each other – like reading random paragraphs in a book; but weeks later I'd connect a bunch of them together and suddenly they'd make some sense. Molly's father said it's like putting a puzzle together and suddenly realizing what part of the picture is about."
"Just how detailed were you – about us?" I asked with a touch of humor.
"Everything. Every detail. The love; the kinky stuff we used to do; our spats; our dating; fun places we made out; being engaged; the wedding and honeymoon; trying for a child; the house; our plans and aspirations; everything."
"That must have been entertaining for her," I said with a slightly sarcastic tone. I thought of how so many women are repulsed by the idea of kinky sex, particularly if one of the participants is their husband and the co-conspirator is not them.
Jon actually laughed. "It was. She's into some of the kinky stuff too – as we were, plus some of what we did around here turns out to pass for normal down on the islands – like nude bathing, wearing nothing under a summer frock, or making love on the beach with others around. Allison, I'm still a lusty guy – that part of me didn't get injured. She likes that in me; she's that way too. Believe it or not, we never had a bad or awkward moment of any of this."
I raised my eyebrows and winked at Matt. I said, "Let's go!"
We were all quiet for a few moments. Matt said pensively, "What none of us has right now is a vision of the future. There are so many options, and I bet you haven't even thought about all of them."
*
A week later, Jon ran across the tarmac at the small airport on St. Kitts and pulled Molly into his arms. I recognized her from snapshots Jon had showed us. He also lavished some kisses on two-year-old Coral in Molly's arms. Matt and I purposefully lagged behind so he could have an intimate moment with his wife – well, one of his wives.
Molly passed the toddler off to Jon and welcomed Matt and me with open arms as we walked up to them. Her hug and kiss were more than perfunctory, particularly with me. She studied me carefully at arm's length afterwards – we both did. We looked closely at each other, both of us smiling as though we were meeting a long lost friend.
There were some obvious similarities between Molly and me. We were both about the same height, both slender and athletically inclined, both generously endowed with breasts, and both brunettes. Our eyes sparkled with the excitement of the moment. Molly sported a deep Caribbean tan from the constant exposure to the sun in this clime. I'd retained a little of the tan from a recent vacation. In some ways, I thought I was looking at a long-lost sister. There was an instantaneous connection at a deep level between us.
Molly then greeted Matt with a similar strong hug and kiss. "I feel I know so much about you, Matt," She said. "I'm so glad you've actually come to visit – to see us here on the islands. I can't wait for us to talk and learn more about each other."
Finally, she latched onto my arm and Matt's and led the two of us back to the terminal to get our luggage. We loaded the luggage in Molly's open Jeep, and she drove the five of us over narrow pockmarked macadam roads to their home, Matt and I in the back seat on either side of Coral's kiddie seat.
Home was a sprawling single story ranch house on a low bluff that overlooked the Caribbean Sea. A core had obviously started the structure, and then wing after wing after extension had been added to extend the building. A large pool and expansive patio graced the back yard, along with lush landscaping. One could easily forget that anyone else lived on the island, let alone in the rest of the world. Jon explained that they had a twenty-acre plot on a narrow peninsula with a thousand feet of shorefront.
Molly gave us a tour of the house while Jonathan settled our luggage in a guest room. We learned that Molly's father and mother had bought the core of the house decades earlier and then gradually added to the building as family need changed over the years. He gratefully turned the place over to his daughter after he became a widow. He was now trying to retire from his teaching duties at the local university. He lived in a condominium adjacent to the medical college on the island. She laughed and said, "That's his excuse for moving in with a gorgeous medical professor just a few year younger than he is. The two of them are like newly weds, although they've been living together for six years now." She added, "You'll meet them tomorrow when we drop off Coral for the weekend."
Jonathan joined the three of for the house tour holding Coral in his arms. She seemed glad to see her father again. He suggested, "Let's take a swim and sit on the patio. I always get some psychic strength looking out at this view." We were all exalted with the view: Nevis island about three or four miles off to the right, a semicircular cove of white sand called Banana Bay spread out a hundred yards below the pool deck, and there wasn't a soul in sight except for a lone sloop sailing between the two islands. I inhaled the beauty of the place as we went to open our suitcases and get our bathing suits.
When I came back out to the pool, Molly and Coral were splashing around at the shallow end. Coral had on water wings on each arm, but swam all on her own. Molly was topless. She gave me a big smile and beckoned me into the pool. I immediately undid the bra to my bikini and tossed it on a chair before I joined her. The afternoon sun felt delightful after the flights to the island.
Molly said, "When no one's around, we're usually sans clothes around here. As Coral gets older we'll have to modify that philosophy a bit, but right now its so refreshing. We can even walk the beach in the nude. No one cares. In fact, if you meet anybody – a rare event out here – they'll probably be that way too."
"This is my preference," I acknowledged. "I feel more than unfettered this way though; it also gives me sexual feelings – erotic feelings." I paused and added with a blush, "I've never admitted that to anyone."
Molly laughed and said, "Me too. We've made love out here a lot – all different times of the day and night. I think Coral was conceived on that lounger over there." She grinned.
She moved closer, and after a pause asked, "Allison, I don't want there to be any awkwardness between us – you know, being married to same guy and all. I don't know what you guys talked about up there, or what you want the future to be, but I want you to know how sorry I am we've met under these circumstances – I mean, Jon's loss of memory and long recovery and all."
I reached out and touched her shoulder in a caring gesture. "No one's reached any conclusions about the future. We're going with the flow. The logical thing is for Jonathan and you to stay together; Matt and I have already created a family. But then, all the love I felt for Jon came flooding back the moment I opened the door and he was there. I admit ... I love both men."
"Jon loves you too," Molly said. "I could see it in his eyes the moment he turned back to look at you at the airport." She paused and added, "But I also knew that before we encouraged him to go and find you. When we worked on his memories of you, his feelings of love for you came back slowly over time. I welcomed his recovery."
I asked softly, "Did it make you sad? Jealous? I'm so sorry if it did."
Molly said, "No, surprisingly. I actually felt included since I know he loves me too. By extension, I love you ... and Matt. I learned so much about you and Matt from Jon over the past two or three years, I feel as though you've been family all along. Having you here is like a dream come true." Molly moved, and we hugged. It wasn't what a friend of mine calls an 'A-frame' hug. She put her all into it, and our bodies pressed together from hips to shoulders, our breasts pushing against each other. I could feel her nipples press into my own breasts, and a jolt of erotic energy surged through me. She kissed me on the lips, a not unwelcome event although the gesture surprised me.
I whispered, "Thank you. That was nice." We pulled apart, and I floated back away from her in the pool, letting the water splash over my nearly naked body.
Molly smiled at me and said softly, "I liked the kiss too." I think she blushed.
Some noise on the patio announced the arrival of Jon and Matt. Both dove into the pool near the deep end and swam under water until they reached us. They surfaced, and both kissed me on either cheek. I gave a quick peck back to both of them. Jon moved to Molly and Coral.
Matt said in a teasing tone, "I caught the tail end of something going on between Molly and you: nice hug; nice kiss."
I laughed and deflected the conversation; "I bet you prefer your women dressed this way."
He grinned and said, "You don't hear me complaining do you?" He paused and then wrapped me in a hug too. He said in a not too quiet voice, "Of course, I'm already horny, and I'm going to have to carry you away somewhere and ravage your body."
Jon looked over with an interested expression on his face. Molly too. I passionately kissed Matt on the lips, driving my tongue into his mouth. I said in a jesting voice, "Ravage me whenever you're ready, big guy."
Molly laughed and said, "We'll build a little ravaging time into the late afternoon while Coral takes her nap. There's always tonight too; she goes to bed before sunset."
I ducked under Matt's arm, went underwater and swam away from him towards the deep end. I thought how restrictive a bathing suit felt. Only swimming in the absence of most of it did I realize how it shielded one's body from the luxurious feeling of the water washing over parts of us that society has deemed necessary to hide.
As I surfaced, I realized I wanted to be entirely naked in the water. I removed my bikini briefs and tossed them up on the side.
Matt shot me a questioning look. I could see the lust in his eyes.
I responded to his look with a coy smile; "I want to swim nude. Even that little bit of clothing felt inhibiting. Plus both you and Jon have seen me in my birthday suit – a lot this past week, and Molly's a girl with all the same parts. It's no big deal." I dove under water again, feeling the eddies of water swirl over my breasts, abdomen, and between my legs. The water fondled my body, adding to the erotic feelings already running through my mind.
As I surfaced, I caught Molly in the act of tossing her bikini briefs up on the deck. She smiled at me and winked. Jonathan looked rather pleased with the turn of events.
We swam for a while, and then Molly and I got out of the pool, and staked out adjacent lounge chairs in the shade of a grove of palm trees. We stretched out next to each other. She took my hand in hers. The men were playing with Coral in the pool; the toddler was laughing with glee as the guys tossed her carefully between them.
Molly spoke softly. "Allison, I hope it's all right with you that I make love with Jon."
The remark jolted me from the reverie of the late afternoon. "Oh, my God. Of course it's all right. Why would you think I had any rights to Jon?" I sat up and faced her to emphasize my point.
Molly said, "Well, you two are still married – if not legally, certainly in spirit. I know you made love this past week. All three of you." She gestured to the two men in the pool. She added with a touch of humor in her voice, "Now, that's something to be jealous of; two guys at once I mean." She looked up at me with her disarming smile; "What was it like? Can I dare ask you that question? Will you share?"
I lay on my side facing her nude body. I was testing myself to see how I responded to such close proximity to her nakedness. I could actually feel myself responding to the sensuality of her body. I spoke slowly; careful of the feelings Molly had for her husband – my husband – our husband. "Molly, when we first made love last week I didn't know he'd married. The thought just didn't even cross my mind. Matt urged me to reconnect with Jon, and I did. Matt was there. All the love I'd felt for Jon came flooding back. That first time gave me closure for all the years he'd been missing. I never wanted it to stop, and I think he felt that way too."
Molly said, "He did. After his memories of you came back, we talked a lot about how he could love two women at the same time. I was learning too. What we discovered is that love isn't a zero sum game. If he loves you, it doesn't necessarily mean that he loves me less. The amount of love he carries doubled because he does love the two of us. How do you feel about Jon and Matt?"
"Oh, Molly, that's so well put. I do feel full of love for both of them just as you said." I paused and caught her eye; I added, "And for you ... if that's allowed. I never had feelings for another woman as I feel about you. Jon talked a lot about you last week; you were a constant topic of discussion. You make the sun rise and set for Jon."
Molly squeezed my hand. She said, "Well, home is where the heart is. Our hearts are all in this triangle, and ..." She looked at Matt as he pulled his muscular form out of the pool. "Our hearts are all in this quadrangle, and we just need to decide what comes next. I have some ideas, but I should warn you they're radical. They're not a secret; I'll tell you later."
Matt went into the kitchen to get all of us some beer. Molly spoke softly to me again; "While we're together, I don't mind at all if Jon again makes love to you – even often. I just want some of his time too."
I blurted out, "Come and join us. We can all be together." I didn't think of the full implications of that statement. For me, the words were a logical extension of the threesomes Jon, Matt, and I had shared in the past week. Adding Molly to our loving mix would be a logical extension to what we'd already been doing.
Molly hesitated but said, "I think I will – we will."
Matt came back and gave each of us a beer. He plopped down on the end of my lounger. I could watch his eyes roam between my face, my breasts, Molly's face and breasts, her pussy, and then my pussy. He repeated the circuit multiple times in ten seconds. He was like a kid in a candy store, only this was eye candy. I smiled inwardly as I watched his bathing suit form a tent where his turgid penis lay.
Jon carried Coral from the pool, quickly drying off the toddler with a towel. He announced to us, "I'll put her down for her nap. I think I might take one too. Molly, care to join me?" We all understood the code Jon had just used.
Molly grinned and rose from her chaise. She sashayed across the patio with a special swaying of her hips, picked up her bikini bottoms, and followed Jon and Coral into the house.



Matt grinned at me. I said to him, "We could do it right here, you know? I'm so horny I'd jump your bones anywhere with anybody around right now. Come and make love to me."
Matt flowed into my arms, and we kissed passionately. His tongue darting into my mouth nearly brought me to orgasm, a surprise that made me realize just how 'hot' the underlying conversations with Molly had made me.
I reached down and pushed his bathing suit from his body. Matt helped and soon was as naked as I was. I went down on his waterlogged phallus, initially able to inhale the entire shaft into my mouth. I could feel him harden as I stroked and sucked on him. He groaned into the hot summery air.
After a few minutes I pulled off and mounted him cowgirl style. His cock slid right into my love tunnel, and I had an immediate orgasm. I'd been hanging on the edge since we'd arrived and that was all it took. I spasmed around his rod, as he began to pump up into me. I realized the hours we'd been with Molly were all foreplay to our lovemaking: Jon and Molly; Matt and I.
I let my breasts hang down on Matt's chest, purposely swinging left and right to stroke his chest with my nipples. They were like large, hard erasers – so sensuous, the feelings they evoked inside me were unbelievably arousing. My pussy clenched as the feelings surged through me like lightning bolts traveling from breast to vagina.
"You liked having two pussies winking up at you, didn't you?" I asked Matt in a tease. "I watched your eyes. You went from breasts to breasts to pussy to pussy, you pervert." I pushed my cunt down hard on his dick.
He smiled as he thrust into me. "I've never been so close to two naked women simultaneously – we'll, except at a strip joint a long time ago, but that was a 'no touch' zone. You, I like to touch." He ran a hand up over my breasts and pulled me down for a kiss.
I dropped down on him hard. "I like to be touched. I think if you touched Molly it'd be all right too. She watched you very carefully. I think we're going to all make love together later. Is that too much for you? First, you share me with Jon, and now I share you with Molly. Is that too mind blowing?"
"Oh, God, Allison. I'm going to cum." Matt's hips became a blur beneath me. I met him stroke for stroke in that minute as we clawed our way to our magnificent climaxes there on the deck. We exploded into each other, Matt's hips arched upward into me as I ground my cunt down on the fullness of his erupting cock. I could feel the gush of his cum surge into me.
I collapsed onto him, as he fell back to the lounger beneath me. As we caught our breaths, Matt said, "Were you kidding? About what you said earlier?"
"About Molly and you? No, I wasn't; pay attention to her. Let her get to know you better than what she's learned from Jon these past years. She knows the three of us have all made love, and made peace with that. She knows we want to do it again too. She even told me she's cool with Jonathan doing it again with us. If I read between the lines, she'd like to be there too. The logical conclusion to that is we do what we do every which way and she's included."
"And you're OK with that?"
"Yes, my darling husband, I'm OK with that. This is confusing, I know. So long as none of us get jealous or possessive, I think this is all right. The moment one of us starts to get 'clingy' I suspect whatever magic we're feeling will be over. We should talk about that with Jon and Molly some time real soon – like over dinner before things begin. I think everyone should be on the same page."
Matt and I cooed and kissed some more after that brief discussion. He'd hardened again, but I suggested he save it for later. He was content with that idea.
We went back in the pool; although we nearly fucked again we got so romantic with one another. The idea of being with another couple, people I loved, was so compelling to me I could barely stand not rushing headlong into the foursome.
Jon and Molly appeared a short time later. Both of them were nude too. They gave us coy grins and slipped into the pool to rinse off the 'sex sweat' they'd generated. Jon came up behind me and held me in his arms. I could feel his erection on my ass; I tried to capture it between my legs so he could hump me, however, the currents of water in the pool and angle we tried frustrated his attempt.
Matt had gone over to Molly. He'd also come up behind her, embracing her from behind as well. I watched as his hands embraced her breasts; she welcomed the advance with a sly smile. I could imagine what Molly was feeling, since Matt had sported a generous hard-on from our after-play before she'd entered the pool. Matt was whispering in her ear, and Molly seemed very receptive to whatever he was saying. After a minute, she turned and they started a deep soul kiss that even curled my toes from ten feet away. They were both visibly panting when they parted and drifted slightly apart in the water.
I pulled Jonathan behind me until the four of us were close to one another. I spoke carefully as I glided over to Molly and hugged her: "There's some momentum in our relationship with each other that I want to make sure we talk about before someone feels hurt. Is this a good time?"
Matt, Jon, and Molly nodded or said, "Yes."
I went on, "I'm in love with all three of you – and I mean physically, emotionally, and spiritually. I feel a deep connection. I've made love to you Jon and to Matt – you're my husbands. The law may have something to say about that, but that won't reverse what I feel. Jon has made love to Molly and me, and I don't want that to stop; I have a long history with Jon – only the last seven years or so were missing until a week ago. We were lovers twice that long before that."
I looked from face to face as we floated near each other. They were interested and attentive. Everyone knew where I was headed; yet I had to keep going. "We are about to complete the circle of our relationship with each other – the four of us. I support this. I've thought about whether I'd be jealous or have misgivings about all four of us in an open relationship – an open, sexual relationship – and I like the idea very much. I stand to have two – maybe three – lovers. I know Matt and Jon like each other deeply, but not in a sexual way and that's all right – even if they change. But, there are some unknowns – Molly? Matt? Jon? – how do you feel about this kind of relationship? Can we do this in a way so no one feels hurt? Can we avoid being possessive or jealous?"
Jon came to me and held me in his arms. I welcomed the deep kiss he gave me. I felt that this was a test for all of us. What did we each think when he did that? I felt one of his fingers enter my vagina. I moaned into his kiss, our tongues visibly dancing as we pushed into one another.
As Jon pulled away, leaving me panting, he turned to Matt and asked, "Matt, buddy, what were you thinking as I kissed and fondled Allison?"
Matt was caught off guard, but he answered truthfully: "I was hoping I'd get to do that with your wife – with Molly – later tonight. I also thought it was exciting – and sexually stimulating. I felt myself ... well, I got hard watching the two of you just as I did a week ago when the three of us started making love together for the first time. I have no problem with you loving Allison. You would have heard before now if I did."
Jon turned to Molly and asked the same question: "Molly, darling, what did you think when you watched me with Allison?"
Molly smiled. "I got wet between my legs. I wanted my husband to be satisfied and happy with Allison. As you fingered her, I felt sympathetic spasms in my own pussy – as if you were fingering the two of us at the same instant with the same finger. If I felt anything at that instant, it was that I wanted Matt to come up behind me again and do the same thing to me. Is that OK?"
Jon smiled and said, "Oh, it's all right with me. Matt do it, please, if it's all right with Molly."
Matt moved in the shallow water so he was in front of Molly. The two came together in a soul kiss that belonged in some epic movie, arms frantically wrapping around each other. Jon and I watched as one of Matt's arms slid down to Molly's ass, fondling that lovely piece of real estate, before the hand visibly circled to cup her pussy. Through the rippling water, we could see him carefully insert a finger into her. Molly moaned one long sexual sound of orgasm. She clutched onto Matt's shoulder with white knuckles as they broke from the kiss; however, she was still climaxing and didn't – couldn't – let go. Matt held her and kept kissing her, his pent up wishes coming true.
We were quiet except for the panting from Molly. She shot me a modest grin as she sank down in the shallow water and floated slightly apart from Matt. She finally said, "Wow! What a thrill."
When Molly could talk more cogently, she added in a soft voice, "I think it's radical that we form a foursome, and while you were gone last week, that's all I thought about. It's the logical result that makes us all happy – if we can be open and supportive about it."
Jon turned to me and asked, "Allison, what did you feel – when Matt was loving Molly?"
"I almost came as well. The whole scene made me horny. Was I jealous? No, only that I didn't have your cock – any cock - inside me." I wanted to use the crude term to see if it would shock anyone. It apparently didn't. "I wanted to be in there too in some way – for instance, licking or feeling as well. As for my feelings about Matt doing that, I was glad he got his wish so soon. I felt no jealousy or possessiveness. What did you feel Jon."
Jon came over to me. His penis was as full as I'd ever seen it. I opened my legs under water, and he slid into me. He said, "Does that answer your question?" I nodded. He went on, "Watching Matt and Molly together made me unbelievably horny. How erotic and stimulating? I want to watch them make love later if they're willing. I want us all to make love together. I never want what I'm feeling now to stop. I've never been so excited or aroused in my life – at least the parts of it I can remember." He looked at me with a puzzled expression and asked humorously, "Now, what's your name again?" He grinned at me as I swatted at his shoulder.
With little fanfare, he withdrew from my pussy and floated over to Molly. I watched as he impaled her on the same cock I'd been on only seconds before. She moaned again. He said, "This is an equal opportunity cock. It will lead me to the nearest vagina, and that's whom I'll make love to"
Ó
As he spoke I felt Matt's cock slide between my legs from behind. I repositioned myself, and he slid into my vagina again. I had a small orgasm as he stroked in and out of me a few times. He finally withdrew and whispered, "More of everything after dinner."
Just then we heard the call of two-year-old: "Mommieeeeeeee. Where are you?"
Molly stood in the shallows of the pool and rolled her eyes. She said as she moved out of the pool, "Her grandpa and his girlfriend will have her tomorrow and overnight ... and she will go to bed on the early side, particularly if I can convince anyone to read her a few stories." Molly reluctantly left the pool and headed into the house to get Coral.
The next couple of hours broke everyone's concentration on the emerging relationship the four of us were forging. We all put on some casual clothes, not so much for modesty but for the indecency in how we used our clothing. We knew no one was wearing underwear. Molly chose a short dress, so was often approached and petted, or she'd twirl around so the dress briefly exposed her pussy to us. I wore loose short-shorts, and was equally accessible. My full breasts pushed against a thin tank top; I know my areola showed through the material – I tested it ahead of time. The guys wore only boxers with tents in them that didn't seem to recede.
The guys touched, stroked, fingered, and caressed Molly or I when near. Molly and I started to come on to each other as well, although some of what we did was to excite the guys.
Coral demanded attention and her dinner. I took over that part of the operation and fed her. She seemed to like me, and we enjoyed playing together. I was missing my own kids in that time. The guys took to grilling dinner outdoors as well as creating a salad. Molly set up the patio table and attended to the other details of the meal.
As I studied my lovers, I could tell that like me they could barely contain themselves. If Coral hadn't been at the house, we would long ago have finished our first fuck with each other's partners. I could even visualize what that would have been like: each couple going up on the deck and picking one of the large loungers. Jon coming over me, and fucking the daylights out of me, while Matt and Molly duplicated our moves only a few feet away on the other lounger.
I shook my head so the vision would go away and allow me to pay better attention to the two-year-old who now had peanut butter in her hair. Molly came and sized up the situation. She walked away and returned with a bottle of baby shampoo. She handed the golden bottle to me with a smirk.
Coral played in her highchair at the end of the patio table while we ate. She was such an engaging child, and so alert. I'd seen one or two tears, but that was normal for a child this age. After dinner, I became Aunty Allison the Bath Giver and Bedtime Reader. Coral allowed me to get her into her PJs, and then we curled up in a large chair with a pile of children's books. I read story after story to the contented little girl while the other adults cleaned up dinner and put things away.
Everyone seemed to be studying Coral's eyes. Were they getting heavy? Was her alertness fading for the night? Coral on the other hand must have sensed the excitement. She kept saying, "Just one more book, Aunty Allison." And so, I'd read her another book.
Time eventually did take its toll on the child. Somewhere around the twentieth book she fell asleep in my arms. I kept reading to be sure the initial spell wouldn't be broken. After I finished the book, I carefully carried Coral into her room and put her in her crib. She was sound asleep for the night.
When I came out on the deck, Matt, Jon, and Molly were all naked again. The guys were on either side of Molly on one of the large loungers. Molly held both cocks in her hands and was slowly masturbating the two men. At the other end of things, both men alternately sucked on Molly's breasts or French kissed her. It was a sexy scene to say the least, and I felt the spigot in my vagina turn on. Molly was getting her wish to be sexed by two men.
To be continued
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Recap: On a business trip in his own plane down the Caribbean chain, Jonathan disappeared, leaving a wife, pregnant Allison, behind. Jon's business partner Matt and Allison slowly develop a loving relationship, conceive their own child, and, after Jon is declared legally dead six years after his disappearance, Allison and Matt marry. A year or so later, Jon appears, his absence due to years suffering from amnesia after a plane crash injured him. After a torrid that expands to include Allison, Jon and Matt, Jon tells them he too has married. A week later the three of them fly to St. Kitts to meet Molly, Jon's wife, and his child by her. A sexual chemistry ignites between all four of the adults.
*
I came out on the patio of Jon and Molly's home after putting Coral to bed. Matt, Jon, and Molly were naked again. The guys were on either side of Molly on one of the large loungers. Molly held both cocks in her hands and was slowly masturbating the two men. At the other end of things, both men alternately sucked on Molly's breasts or French kissed her. It was a sexy scene to say the least, and I felt the spigot in my vagina turn on. Molly was getting her wish to be sexed by two men.
The last vestiges of sunlight were leaving the western sky. I slowly removed my shorts and shirt so Molly would get her two-on-one time. I reclined nude on the adjacent lounger so I could watch the threesome. I immediately drove two fingers into my cunt and started to masturbate. I would put on a show for them, as they were for me.
Molly rearranged the men so that she could go down on Matt. His eyes and mine were locked together as her mouth slavered over his cock, and then gulped down nearly his entire length. He watched as my fingers pumped in and out of my valley, and my other hand rapidly massaged my clitoris. We'd both masturbated for each other before, but this was much different – much more sensuous with two other people there.
Jon kneeled behind Molly and applied his tongue to her slit. There was still plenty of light and the angle was just right to see his oral muscle lap at her wetness and then slide into her opening. Jon added fingers to his attempt to excite, seduce, and bring pleasure to Molly. Molly continued her work on Matt's penis.
After a few minutes, Jon changed his position. His rod was rigid and standing at ninety degrees to his body. Without using his hands, he moved behind Molly and thrust his cock into her quim. He pumped a few times, and Molly started to oscillate to meet his thrusts. Matt watched his friend pump into the woman that was blowing him. Molly moaned around Matt's dick.
After a few minutes and with a nod to Matt, Jon flipped her over on her back and visibly worked his cock back into her pussy. She was hairless, yet we could see the shadow of her pubes where her hair had been. Her slit visibly came forward engulfing Jon as he thrust into her. Molly had grabbed hold of Matt again and pulled his cock to her mouth. She took it at both ends.
I was enthralled watching the trio. I knew my turn would come, and it came sooner than I expected.
Matt and Jon exchanged looks and some nonverbal communication. Jon suddenly jerked his cock from Molly's pussy. A visible gaping hole remained for a second or two before Molly pulled her legs to her chest as she writhed in orgasm. A low moan escaped from her lips, however, she smiled in her ecstasy.
Matt moved around and passionately kissed her lips, and then worked his way down to her large breasts, sucking each breast into his mouth as he pushed her legs down. I watched him worm two fingers into the slot where Jon's dick had been only seconds earlier. Molly splayed herself open to accommodate his friendly assault. She pulled him to her for a deeper kiss.
Jon came to me. He gently rocked me back on the lounger and pushed my legs apart so my pussy was exposed to the evening air again. He kneeled before me and lowered his mouth to my pussy. I almost couldn't be sure he was there for the first few seconds; the flicks of his tongue along my slit were so light and airy. But then, I knew; he zeroed right in on my clit, sucking the entire miniature shaft into his mouth. The act shot me into the stars.
Jon's tongue fucked into my vagina, a skill I'd nearly forgotten he had from years before. Once on some Florida beach, he'd brought me off this way. The memory came back to me; I wondered if he remembered, or whether he was on sexual autopilot. Jon added some fingers to his romance of my cunt. The whole scene and feelings he was giving me were so elating that my back was arched so that my pussy could push into his mouth and tongue.
When next I looked, Matt kneeled before Molly. He held his shaft in one hand and slowly inserted it into her sparkling pussy, her juices of anticipation coating him as he sank to full depth into her loveliness. She held her arms up to him, and he relaxed into them, although both their hips oscillated in synchronous rhythm as his cock sawed in and out of her. They kissed most of the time, or Matt was sucking on one of Molly's taut breasts.
I asked Jon softly, "Do you remember my favorite position?"
He raised his mouth from my pussy and said tentatively, "Woman on top?"
I nodded and nudged him away from my pussy. Jon lay down where I'd been, and I made a show of mounting him, sinking down on his erection only a fraction of an inch on each of our thrusts into each other. I teased the two of us for over two minutes this way, allowing deeper penetration only a fraction at a time – "Mini-strokes," I told him. When our pubes finally ground together, it was an occasion. I just held him and used my vaginal muscles to squeeze and milk his cock. Jon's eyes held mine. This was a game we'd played to each other for most of our courtship and marriage; it drove both of us wild, and certainly made the end state orgasms more noteworthy.
I felt inspired and started more sex talk. "Can you feel my cunt around your long, hard cock? Can you feel my muscles milking the cum from your balls? I want all your juice deep in my cunt – I want it leaking out of me so everyone can see that you fucked me." Jon lifted me until only the mushroom head was nestled in my crevice, and then he jerked me down on his shaft. I moaned. "I love it when you thrust into me like that. All the senses in my body go on high alert. They want an orgasm with your cock in me. They want you to climax in me."
I heard the slapping together of the two bodies on the lounger next to us. Jon and I both looked and watched as Matt slammed his body into Molly. The scene was more arousing than I'd suspected it would be. I expected to be consumed with curiosity and concern about all the various relationships; instead, I let go and relaxed into the moment. I knew this would work out all right.
I talked to Jon: "Is that your wife. Matt has his huge cock buried in her pussy. He's fucking her really hard. Hear that slapping sound – that's the sound of two people fucking, and from the sounds they're making they love it. Matt is going to cum in Molly's pussy. He's going to leave a gallon of cum inside her. Oh, look at how he can suck on her breasts while his cock is thrusting in her cunt. Do you like that? Look how pointed her nipples are? She could cut glass with those nipples they're so hard. She's excited – excited to be fucked by someone new."
As I talked and spit out sentence after sentence of provocative, sexual language, Jon pounded into me harder and harder. I switched back and forth, editorializing between describing Matt and Molly, and what I was feeling or wanted to do.
I remembered a couple of incidents from our past and vocalized them for Jon. Molly and Matt were listening too as their bodies slammed together. Molly had moved so she was on all fours, and Matt was now fucking her doggie style, often reaching under her and fondling her swaying breasts.
"Jon, I remember a time before we were married when we hadn't fucked for almost a week. We badly needed to get together. We were both so horny we could barely stand it. I know we both masturbated when we were alone; however, we needed the kind of release that we could only find together by that time. It was summer, and we drove down to the beach at dusk and took a blanket into the dunes. Just before total darkness, we were both nude and you had this gorgeous cock buried in my puss. I guess I was too noisy, because another couple came and watched us for a minute. Then, they pulled off their clothes and started to fuck only twenty feet away from us. I watched as his big cock sank into her cunt, and he fucked her right there. They watched as we did it too. You came first deep inside me, but he came in her right after that. I was so turned on."
Jon nodded. He remembered. He said, "I actually remember that. I remember that we did it again – right there – all four of us again after resting only a few minutes. They were turned on too. We could barely see each other when we finished, but we all ran into the warm surf to wash the delightful smell of sex away. She was stacked too, and he was hung. Did you like watching his cock swing as we came back to our blankets?"
"If he was here now, I'd fuck him," I told Jon. He thrust harder into me. Matt moaned and in a hoarse voice told Molly, "I'm cumming."
Molly said softly to him, "Cum in me. Give me your man juice. Give me all you have. I love you."
Matt's hips became a blur, and Molly's legs wrapped completely around him and urged him faster and deeper into her. Then they reached their crescendo. Matt's back arched away from Molly's body, and he made three or four last thrusts into her. Molly's back arched too, and she fell forward onto her arms, her back end sticking up in the air where Matt remained connected to her; his cock buried to full depth in her pussy. They froze in that position as the paroxysm of pleasure swept over both of them. Then we heard the gasps for air, and Matt collapsed atop Molly's back, rolling both of them to their sides. Molly turned and the two kissed passionately.
Seeing the act so close to us, made it impossible not to respond sympathetically to their sexual completeness. Jon started to move harder and more definitely into me, and I leaned over him and worked my hips more erotically. We didn't need to communicate; we knew we were seconds away from completion. As Jon extended his thrusts into me, I pounded harder into him, and then we came.
To compare my orgasm to fire works would be like comparing Niagara Falls to a glass of water. I went to that place in the universe that few people find: a corner of nirvana – where pleasure is extreme and unforgettable. I held onto that space for what seemed like hours, savoring every nuance of the cock bursting with semen inside me, as well as my own emissions and my own sensory overload. My eyes were closed, yet there wasn't a corner of the universe I couldn't see, taste, feel, and hear. Those hours turned out to be mere seconds.
I fell onto Jon and showered him with kisses. He returned the kisses and whispered such tender words of love to me that my heart swelled. I loved everyone. I felt so loved.
Later, we went into the pool. It was even more sensuous after making love – the four of us naked together only feet from each other. Mostly, we were quiet; conversation seemed inadequate by then. Each of us floated to each other. We looked in awe at each other, and we knew what each was feeling and had gone through. We'd all been there for each other.
Later, Jon carried me into the house, and Matt followed carrying Molly who had her head on his shoulder. Somehow, the four of us snuggled into Jon and Molly's king-size bed. It helped that Molly and I were in the middle with our partners of the night spooned behind us, their erect cocks again poking us.
As Jon penetrated me again, I found myself kissing Molly. They were kisses of love and of passion. I felt her hand fondling my breast and pinching one of my nips. The move made my vagina clench around Jon's cock.
Molly whispered to me, "Oh, Allison. I know we've just met, but I feel as though I've known you for years – through Jon. I knew it would be like this. I love you. I feel so close to you. We are lovers – sisters – kindred spirits that have finally found one another." We kissed again, our tongues dancing together.
Matt had filled Molly's pussy with his meat again, as Jon was in me. The men both watched and listened to Molly and My speaking words of love and passion to each other. I know it made Jon harder and pumped up his libido. I reached across Molly and smoothed Matt's hair as he pumped into Molly.
Our climaxes were only slightly less exciting than the ones we'd shared on the patio. This time we were ready for sleep after our exertions. I recalled only a couple of times years before when I'd gone to sleep with Jonathan's passion still resident inside me. And then, the pleasure of sleep joined the pleasure of our sex, and all went dark.
*
I awoke to kisses on my eyelids. When I opened them, Molly was there with a huge smile on her face. She kissed me again. The sun streamed in one side of the house. Jon and Matt were gone.
Molly said, "Good beautiful morning. I feel so wonderful."
I stretched and took stock. I smelled of sex. The entire bed and room smelled of sex. Molly smelled of sex. I loved the smell of sex. I kissed her briefly. "Do I have morning breath," I worried aloud.
"No, you taste and smell like pussy and cum. I think we shared some of that around last night. Not enough to suit my tastes." She gave me a nasty grin, and I had to laugh and grin back as I nodded in agreement.
I told her, "Sometime, when the guys aren't around, I'd love it ... if just the two of us ... well, you know."
Molly thought and said, "We'll have the guys take Coral over to her grandpa's house after lunch. That'll be our time. You can meet my Dad and his girlfriend on Sunday afternoon when we reclaim her." She smiled at me as she pulled me up from the bed into her arms. We stood beside the bed hugging and slowly rubbing our nude bodies against each other. We kissed.
Molly and I again adopted the monokini and a tank top as the dress of the day. We found the guys in the kitchen with Coral in her high chair turning some scrambled eggs and toast into a mush that filled most of her tray.
Molly and I got long passionate kisses from each of the men. I can't speak for her, but I felt myself get wet all over again, part of it I'm sure the expulsion of fluids from the previous evenings love making. Oh, well, I thought; I'll go in the pool after breakfast. Coral watched all the hugging and kissing with great interest, so when the adults were finished we each paid some attention to her, much to her delight.
Matt and I volunteered to take Coral for a walk, pushing her along the seldom-traveled road in her stroller for a bit and then letting her walk while she held one of our hands. I checked in with Matt: "Hey, husband. Are you all right with everything that happened last night? I was pretty devoted to Jon last night. How do you feel?"
Matt grinned at me: "I feel like the cat that swallowed the proverbial canary. I love you ... and we've always had a great sex life. Then Jon comes back, and I realize one of men's great fantasies over and over again – watching his wife with another man. The fact that Jon will stay in your life and that this will get repeated over and over makes that fantasy realization even better. Plus, we like each other and feel comfortable double teaming you."
Matt checked in with me and then continued: "Now, I meet Jon's wife – or significant other – and she's wonderful. She's pretty, talented, and personable, and the kind of person you fall in love with in thirty seconds. Moreover, she likes me too – we even used the "L" word with each other ... and then we get to make love."
I asked, "Do you love me any less?"
"Hell, no!" Matt responded, almost in shock. "I love you even more. I never knew I could hold so much love in me at one time." He stopped us, came and kissed me, right there in the middle of the road. "What about you? How are you feeling?"
"Sort of strange actually – but strange in a really nice way. First, my pussy is all a tingle from last night ... this past week of lovemaking. I really like making love four or five or more times a day. But the other thing, and I think I'd already adjusted to Jon being back and the two of you loving me, is that Molly loves me too – and I love her. I never thought of myself as bi-sexual, but I guess I am, at least with her. The two of us will talk later, but I think she feels the same way. The love I'm carrying hasn't doubled, it's multiplied three time or even more because of all the combinations."
Matt kissed me again, and we continued walking. He pushed the pram while I walked holding Coral's little hand and pointing things out to her. Only once did we hear a car and have to get out of the way.
When we got back to the house, obviously Jon and Molly had made love during our short absence. Molly blushed when I raised my eyebrows at her, plus she didn't want to make immediate eye contact. Jon looked unusually happy. I smiled inwardly, joyful that they'd also reconnected in a meaningful way. I could feel the love they shared.
We lounged around the patio while Molly put together a kit of toys to go with Coral to her Grandpa's. After lunch Matt and Jon loaded Coral into the Jeep, and they headed out to the University area of the island and to run some shopping errands in the main town.
As the Jeep disappeared Molly came to me in the kitchen. She just walked up and held my face in both hands and kissed me very tenderly. I whispered, "You have much love to give, don't you?"
Molly nodded. She said, "Where you, Jon, and Matt come, I do. I just feel so resonate with you, like all our hearts are beating on the same frequency. I felt it the instant I met you." She pulled me through the house to the bedroom.
We collapsed together on the plush bed, losing our tops and monokinis along the way. Molly said, "I've never made love to a woman before – except for last night a little." She settled over me missionary style as she spoke, and then kissed me.
"Me neither," I whispered to her. "Me neither."
"Then let's experiment about how to bring each other lots of pleasure – about how to show each other our love."
I lost track of our orgasms, not that I was keeping a score. Molly had one toy, a vibrator, that we took turns using on one another. We learned from each other how to give cunnilingus with superb skill. The best use of fingers and lips also proved a great learning experience, plus it made me appreciate the work Matt and Jon showered on me. By the end of two hours, when we lay back in blissful exhaustion, both our bodies hummed with our sexuality. I napped in Molly's arms for a few minutes, and then we both got up and took a swim.
We were lying together on one lounger when the guys came back. We were well oiled with suntan lotion and baking our bodies as we relaxed. I dozed again, until a Prince Charming named Matt kissed me awake as he lay beside me. Jon was kissing Molly too. I stretched my nude body in a cat-like manner, slowly wrapping my arms around him, and pulling him to me for another kiss.
"What'd you guys do while we were gone?" Matt asked, although I think he could guess the answer.
I grinned sheepishly, and squeezed Molly's hand on my other side. Matt caught on right away. He ran his finger from my neck down between my breasts, across my abs, and down to my slit. I arched up slightly to meet his hand. He asked in a husky voice, "Are you ready for some male companionship or have you given up on men?"
I smiled and said, "Always, lover. All I've done with Molly is double my chances for a date on Saturday night." I held my arms up to him as he laughed at my rejoinder.



*
By dinnertime we were not only sexually sated, but also rested from afternoon naps with our lovers. I liked the idea of a siesta. I also liked the idea of making love all afternoon. I liked the idea of making love any time.
The afternoon had been different because we had made love together – all four of us in one bed taking turns as couples, switching off, and forming various threesome combinations. Matt and Jon had even touched one another, masturbating each other for the girls, and then aiming and directing each other's cocks into the pussies that lay open and waiting for them. I know the male-male contact broke some barriers that both Jon and Matt carried; it was a big step for both of them.
The four of us sat around on the patio naked. Apparently, we each had a sexual buzz as I'd had earlier in the day due to Molly's attentions. Despite my continuous arousal, I studied my cohorts for any discomfort. Finally, I asked, "Are we all OK with what we've done – what we're doing? I want a sanity check."
Matt tried to defuse the serious moment with a little humor: "Now you ask!" Everyone laughed, but reflected on the question.
Jon responded to me in a more serious tone, "I'm fine if Molly and you are all right. I think Matt and I have more resilience that perhaps you give us credit for. We're male and like to spread our seed around. This is a fantastic situation where I get to be intimate with the two women I love without any guilt or recriminations. Personally, I couldn't be happier; I just wish it would never end." Matt nodded agreement. We all looked at Molly.
Molly said, "I'm fine." After a pause she said, "Fine is a rather indefinite word isn't it. Let me elaborate and tell you what's been running through my head for a long time. A month ago, after many revelations and remembering by my husband, I sent him up to his other wife - Allison. Based on what I learned from Jon about Matt and you, I would have bet that you two stayed close and got married." Molly looked affectionately at Matt and I, and then went on. "If Jon had left a wife behind – a pregnant wife –, he had a duty to fulfill. He needed to give you closure on his disappearance – his crash, and he needed to see his child. By then, Jon knew he needed closure too."
Molly sat up on the side of the lounger; the move made us more alert to her words. She reached over, and we held hands again. She said in a matter of fact tone, "I knew he'd probably have sex with you. We're alike, and I know Jon. I wanted him to, and I told him so." She paused and changed direction, "I don't want you to think I was making a sacrifice – I wasn't. I wanted him to be happy; it wasn't at my expense. I knew that whatever happened would be based on love – love with a capital 'L'."
To be provocative, I said, "On that basis everyone that has a heart flutter for someone else and starts an affair would be acceptable."
Molly said, "Most people are too quick to leave an established relationship and too quick to jump into another one. They deal with each other on the basis of their own ego and personal needs, and unfortunately those needs soon take precedence over any other person. The relationship becomes a game that plays out as long as one's needs are satisfied. Don't fulfill my needs and I'll become manipulative, withdrawn, passive-aggressive, angry, condemning, and anything else I can think of to get my 'love' object back into line."
She examined each of us before continuing: "I learned all this dating in school and in my first couple of serious relationships – they didn't go well, so then I finally had an epiphany and turned everything on its ear. I decided I'd base everything on love rather than need. By that I mean I'd put the other person first – really first; I'd focus on kindness, giving, mercy, compassion, acceptance, non-judgment, intimacy, and the creation of joy. I'd create love where none existed, because I figured out that love is energy. It's not physical. You can't destroy real love; you can only temporarily cover it over."
Matt asked, "So it's worked for you?"
"Absolutely. Right out of the gate I had a magnificent relationship for five years with a guy named Rob."
"But it ended," I suggested.
"Yes, but by mutual agreement and with love for each other. Jon met him. He lives on the other side of the island and works at the hospital." Molly paused and went on, "We have a bunch of myths about relationships. One is that we expect them to last forever. They don't, so we shouldn't be surprised and manipulative and such when we realize they're in trouble or ending or changing into something other than a romantic coupling."
"A second myth, sort of relevant for us, is that a relationship has to be between only two people – a man and a woman, although society is getting more tolerant of gay and lesbian relationships so long as they're between two people. Many civilizations and sects have accepted multiple partners in a relationship. I've known of several multiple partner relationships. They worked for while, see myth one, however, there's no reason one couldn't last for a long time."
Jon sat beside Molly. He spoke more to Matt and me than Molly; "The keys to making it work are the same as for a couple. They're the traits Molly just mentioned. Put egos aside and create joy for each other."
Matt said, "It sounds idealistic – something to strive for. Don't you guys argue and get mad at each other?"
Molly laughed, "Of course, we're human, but when I find myself getting steamed off at Jon what I'm learning to do is to say 'Stop' to myself. I then start to affirm aloud some of the reasons I love him, anything that comes to mind, even if I have to say it through gritted teeth for a couple of minutes as I stomp around. That makes me think of my egoic reaction and other approaches or mindsets to whatever situation ticked me off. Here's an example: Jon leaves his dishes in the sink rather than putting them in the dishwasher. It bothered me and was a constant source of aggravation for me; we even talked about it but nothing changed. One night I caught myself boiling over the situation, but I remembered that Jon often did that so he could be with Coral or me, and I loved to walk the beach with Jon, and I loved to be kissed by him, and then I thought about the dishes and decided it was a 'So what?' situation. Getting the dishes done wasn't important, and certainly moving bits of pottery and glassware around shouldn't impact the love I feel for Jon. Bingo! Situation over and done with – apparently forever. I haven't had a bad thought about dishes and Jon since."
Jon said, "Molly has me doing this too, although I need more practice. We've even agreed to a safe phrase to remind each other to change our thinking. Without it, were we to say the wrong thing, it could make matters even more heated."
"What's the phrase?" I asked.
Molly and Jon both responded simultaneously, "I love you."
*
After dinner, we sat around the patio talking until shortly after sunset. After a lull in the conversation, Jon asked the three of us, "Would you think it too kinky to watch some porn." He grinned at Molly and me. We both nodded our assent with nasty smiles. Matt didn't need to be persuaded either. Jon and I always had a few porn films around the house before his disappearance. I'd cleared them out when Little John got to an age where he tended to poke around in my private corners.
The four of us moved into the living room that had a large flat screen television. Jon fired up the DVD player, and soon we were watching some action porn in a film called Flashpoint X. Matt surprised me by knowing the porn divas in the film: Jenna Jameson, Jill Kelly, and Asia Carrera.
The sexual temperature in the room rose as the film unfolded. Jon was sitting next to me. I started to stroke his thigh, and then moved to the bulge in his loose boxers. Our arms were crossed; Jon had started to do the same to me, running his fingers up inside the legs of my short-shorts to stroke my rapidly awakening pussy. Molly and Matt were similarly engaged on the other side of me.
"Shall we get naked?" Matt asked rhetorically. The fact was we again were ready for a sexual evening. The few pieces of clothing we had on in the warm clime flew in all directions.
Jon sat down, and I kneeled in front of him as the movie played on to my right, the sounds of moaning, panting, and fucking coming from the sound system. He hardened up in a few seconds. Molly duplicated the feat on Matt. We took our time. We'd made love in the afternoon so there seemed less urgency to rush to orgasm than might otherwise be the case.
I stretched out my blowjob, taking rests and only lightly using my hands or mouth. Molly nudged me at one point, and we switched partners much to the delight of the men. I swear I could feel Matt get extra hard because of the switch. We again did it a few moments later, only this time, Molly and I put on a little show for the guys while the movie struggled to rescue the weak plot with copious amounts of fucking filmed from every angle. Molly and I fingered each other as we shared our tongues rather visibly for the guys. No one complained that we temporarily blocked the TV screen.
I lay Molly back on the sofa between the two men. The men moved into her upper body while attended her nether region. Molly has the nicest pair of pussy lips; I love to pull them into my mouth and suck on them, run my tongue over them, and drive my fingers and tongue between them into her velvet vagina. Molly and I were both panting when I stopped.
After that Molly and I impaled ourselves on the two cocks. To the men's delight – and our own, we changed partners every few minutes. The erotic movie continued, adding to the aroused feelings we all had. While Jon and I were fucking, Molly and Matt were right next to us. Often, even as the men's cocks stroked in and out of our cunts, I noted we all glanced at the porn film on the TV screen.
While Matt was sucking on Molly's breasts as she rode him cowgirl style, I reached a finger down and slowly worked it into her ass. I added another finger and then another to my exploration. Jon pumped into me with his rock hard cock. I asked him in a whisper, "Anal?" He nodded, and I dismounted him.
Jon moved behind Matt and Molly, and sank his lubricated thumb into Molly's wrinkled opening. I salivated all over his cock just before he worked it into his other wife's tail. Molly groaned in sexual satisfaction at the fullness she felt from her two lovers. I just watched and fingered my own clit right next to the threesome. Molly shot me a look brimming with sexual heat, arousal, and satisfaction.
After a few minutes, Molly asked to be flipped over. Jon rolled with her still impaled on his cock until she sat on his lap with her legs agape. Matt quickly moved so he could fuck her as her pussy yawned open to him. A threesome in the film showed two 'firefighters' similarly engaged with a young damsel they had supposedly rescued from a burning building; she was thanking them in her own unique way.
Between the moaning and sounds of fucking in the film and the similar sounds Molly, Jon, and Matt were making, I was one horny individual. Matt sped up. I could tell he was racing to completion, and only seconds later he proved me right. He pounded into Molly a few times with extraordinary power, and then suddenly stopped as he arched his back in the convulsion of his orgasm. I knew his white jets were washing the inside of Molly's cunt. Molly had cum too, weakly asking Jon to hold still just a few seconds until her spasms passed.
As Matt pulled away, I lunged off the sofa and grabbed Matt's cock. He was coated in his own cum, Molly's emissions and juices, and the residual from Jon's session with Molly that afternoon. He tasted wonderful. I cleaned him, and then moved in front of Molly, attacking her open pussy with my tongue. I wanted every drop of the fluids leaking from her vagina. Molly didn't disappoint, and I found great satisfaction in making her cum again as my tongue ravaged her pussy. Matt had taken my spot on the sofa next to our new threesome, slowly stroking his tumescent rod as he watched us.
After I was through, Jon pushed Molly over so she was on all fours. He reentered her and began slamming into her hips. The motion wasn't all Jon, however; Molly was rocking back into him as hard as she could without breaking contact. Their bodies slapped together in the warm summer air. All of us now had a sheen of sexual sweat on our bodies.
Jon announced his climax the same time Molly started to emit a series of little screams timed with the pounding together of their beautiful nude bodies. After their obvious cums, the two collapsed into each other's arms on the sofa.
"You might leak," I said. "Shall I get a towel?"
Molly laughed. "Too late now. Besides it's all water soluble, and the sofa has Scotch guard on it." We all laughed as she rolled her eyes back to enjoy the last of her double penetration and climax. Jon waved at Matt and I weakly from his prone position next to her.
I remained on a sexual high. Since our afternoon session, I had mostly been a spectator and avid enthusiast in bringing Molly, my new lover, to unimagined sexual highs. Matt had hardened by now and sat with a rising shaft. Watching Jon and Molly had been all too arousing, particularly if one had been a participant in part of that process, plus he commented that my act of cleaning up Molly was a huge turn on. Lastly, there were the remnants of the porn film on the television screen; it had been well done, and the fuck scenes were actually fantastic and arousing for both male and female alike.
Matt gently pushed me over on the sofa until my head rested in Molly's lap. I could smell her arousal. Molly stroked my breasts and even my clit. Matt entered me and started a slow, erotic oscillation that gradually lifted me higher and higher on the arousal scale. Molly leaned over and sucked on a breast, and then she kissed me for all she was worth – her tongue driving into my mouth between her words of love and adoration. Her timing was meticulous; Jon had started to rub my clit, taking over from her. Even the thought of all three of my lovers working on me brought me to a new high, and then my autonomic physical body took over and I climaxed.
The three of them wrapped me in the love I felt wash over me with my orgasm. Although my eyes were closed, I could feel hundreds of kisses all over my body. I felt so loved and cherished. I hoped all my lovers felt the same way I did. I couldn't wish more for them.
Later, the four of us walked down to the beach naked and moved as a group into the low surf. Jon pointed out some luminescent plankton-type creatures that lighted the waters with a beautiful glow, just like lightning bugs in the summer air. The Caribbean Sea surrounded all of us with the same love we felt from each other.
Later, I cuddled up to Jon on a lounger and we lay on our backs. The stars were amazing. Molly and Matt were right next to us.
"So, what now?" I asked. "Is this just sexual frolic for the week we're here and then it's over." I paused and added emphatically, "As Jon said, I don't want this to be over."
Matt spoke immediately on my heels; "I don't want to leave. This is like the Garden of Eden." He paused and became the realist, "But we have two kids, two jobs, and a bunch of people that depend on us back in Massachusetts. How do we solve all that?"
Jon said in a serious tone, "You've got to know I don't want this to end. I've finally reconnected with Allison after a long and unplanned hiatus – plus a son I didn't know I had until a week ago, and your adorable daughter. I'm deeply in love with two women ... and one guy. Why would I want this to end?"
Molly spoke slowly: "I love all three of you too. I can't believe how fast we've connected on so many levels. You've got me locked up – mind, body, and spirit. Couldn't you move down here? We have this huge house. We can fit the kids in too. We even have all this land around us; we could be creative about how we use it."
Thus, our discussions shifted from who'd make love with whom, to how we all want to be together in a meaningful way, and then to how to make it happen.
*
When I lie on my back facing a bright sun with my eyes closed, I can still see shadows and patterns. A shadow darkened my eyes. I cranked one eye open. A light sea breeze kissed the shore, and some afternoon cumulus clouds dotted the sky. The day was perfect in every way I could think.
Jon stood there, tall, lean, bronzed in the sun, and naked. He was smiling and watching Matt and Molly kiss in the thigh deep water of Banana Bay a hundred yards off. Like Jon and me, they were nude too. Only a few minutes before we'd made love on the beach in the midday sun with our partners – Jon and me, and Matt and Molly. This was not an unusual occurrence, although the mix of partners was subject to change from moment to moment, even in the midst of our lovemaking. We were together all the time since Matt and I had moved a large part of our lives down to the island almost a year ago.
That afternoon, the children were in school and child care. It was my turn to pick everybody up, however, I knew I had another half hour before I drove the van to the town to retrieve them.
Molly had resumed her teaching at the University on the island, now taking over completely for her retired father. She also published several papers on the treatment of amnesia patients, one specifically discussing the use of sexual memories and libido as a recovery technique for severely impaired patients.
The Internet gave Jon, Matt, and me an amazing opportunity about where we worked. We opted for a new small office we had built over looking the Caribbean Sea only a short walk away from the house. Of course, it took forever to get permission from the government to start and run the business, but now it was thriving. Again, we were specializing in tours, hotels, inns, and restaurants throughout the Caribbean chain. Turns out we were again becoming the 'go to' site for touristy kind of information about the whole region.
Jon, Matt, and I traveled a lot, usually in pairs. Actually that usually meant I went with one of the guys. We'd get to shack up for a night or two at some romantic inn or resort somewhere along the Caribbean chain, and the other male and Molly would have duties on the home front. When we could arrange the right babysitters, we all went on holiday. Of course, we got an emperor size bed because everyone always slept with everyone else.
We kept the house near Boston, Massachusetts, and even made some modifications to it to accommodate all of us in a family setting. Molly rearranged her schedule so that she could spend a significant chunk of time there. This gave everyone a more cosmopolitan setting part of the year, and some island time the other part. Moreover, it put the children in a more academic and stronger social setting for a good part of the year. This was all going to work out just fine.
Jonathan's return had shocked us all, and had been a blessing – he'd survived a plane crash, struggled through years of recovery for his body and his memory, and then faced a new reality where he had two wives - one with a husband, and a child he'd never met. Jon often seemed the happiest of all of us; he wanted this life with all of us in it and all of the intimacy, loving, and sharing that goes on.
Jon still has holes in his memory, and he still visits several doctors and Molly's psychiatrist father about the residual damage from the plane crash and his trauma. One day he remembered enough to even lead us all back to the small atoll he'd tried to land on; we found a few remnants of a burnt out aircraft that was probably Jon's old Cessna 310.



As a result of Jon's return, Matt and I met and fell in love with Jon's other wife, Molly. She fell for each of us too. When the idea came up of sharing ourselves with each other, it seemed natural and not at all at odds with what we should have been doing. We set society's norms and customs aside in favor of our own. We also go out of our way to set our own needs and egos aside in favor of the others. We often use Molly's approach for keeping love in our complex relationship, and it works. Molly said it best one day with some saying she paraphrased: "Life is short: break all the rules, forgive quickly, kiss slowly, love truly, laugh uncontrollably, and never regret anything."
The End



        Dreams Ch. 01

        Ariel's sex dreams become all too real.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dreams-ch-01-3

Title: Dreams Ch. 01

Author: Romantic1

Category: Group Sex

Description: Ariel's sex dreams become all too real.

Tags: threesome, dreams, erotic coupling

Series: Dreams


This story could be submitted under a number of genres; however, the dominant theme is Group. It follows an increasing number of characters; thus, to reduce confusion the reader will find a 'list of the characters' at the end of each chapter with approximate ages and how they 'fit' into the plot. Someone told me good fiction is based on reality and truth; this story is no exception. Lastly, while there are what I hope are exciting doses of sex, the story also has a few doses of philosophy about relationships and sexuality that I hope the reader will indulge – and perhaps even comment upon. Enjoy. The chapters will be posted on consecutive days.
The Stuff That Dreams Are Made Of

"Don't look at yourself in the same old way
Take another picture
Shoot the stars off in your own backyard
And you will see
It's the stuff that dreams are made of
It's the slow and steady fire
It's the stuff that dreams are made of
It's your heart and soul's desire
It's the stuff that dreams are made of"By Carly Simon
*
"The dream included this wonderful, sexual, erotic landscape. But there was more; I was surrounded by love. I actually had an orgasm, but I never ... woke up or came too. I just knew it later, when I did wake up normally."
I spoke softly. The wine bar was crowded, and in the interest of modesty I didn't want to announce my experience to anyone but my friend Marcella. By now Mar's eyes were the sizes of saucers. I had her attention. Anything sexual got her attention, and for that matter mine too.
We'd been in the lounge an hour – two drinks – again, without any prospect of meeting or attracting any member of the opposite sex. It wasn't that we were bad looking either. I was a shapely twenty-nine year old that I thought oozed personality and sexuality. In high school and college I'd been a cheerleader – the only one with a straight 'A' average. Mar was a shorter and bustier version of me, plus she was a beautiful redhead I found hard to believe hadn't been snatched up by some handsome male.
"And, you've had this dream several times," Mar inquired with a touch of amazement. She paused and asked, "Do you remember the 'others' in the dream? Wasn't there a guy, you know, tall, dark, and handsome? I mean there must have been at least one other person there, or were you just doing this to yourself?" She thought for a minute, watched some tight-assed guy walk by our table, and asked rhetorically, "Can all women masturbate in their sleep?"
I tried to remember my dream. I was terrible at remembering any of my dreams, let alone my series of recent dreams that carried an exotic mix of love, passion, and romance in them. The past month, my dreams had taken a turn for the better. Some nights I had long and deep dreams of a highly sexual nature. When I finally woke I was short on details, but long on the emotions and physical feelings I'd enjoyed. Moreover, my pussy was sopping wet with my sexual juices, a sure sign my libido was working, as well as a sign that my body had tuned into my dream state and prepared for intercourse.
I finally shook my head and told Mar, "I guess there were others, but I can't remember. This morning I looked online about how to remember dreams better, and one site suggested I keep a pad of paper and pen beside my bed so that as soon as I wake up I can write down what I can remember before it fades. Tonight I'm going to start doing that."
"Well Ariel, if you don't share more of your dreams with me I will hate you forever. I want details – lots of them. I mean you are the hottest thing I know. Wow, sex dreams. How great! I wish I had sex dreams. I'm going to masturbate when I get home. I think I'll dream about getting fucked by Tom Ransom in Purchasing while I Jill off – he is such a hunk."
We both laughed, yet there was a touch of remorse in both our laughs since Ransom was unlikely to set a precedent and date anyone in the office. He'd been quite vocal about his 'not at work' rule several times within our hearing range. Ransom and two of his equally buff friends were frequent visitors to our lunch table in the company cafeteria.
Mar launched into a short fantasy about how Ransom would suddenly show up on her doorstep hot, horny and available, and then how she'd invite him inside, peel his clothing off, blow him, and then how the two of them would consummate this new and significantly meaningful relationship with a night of wild sex.
Mar's fantasy descriptions were physical – sexual, base, hedonistic, stimulating, and raw. She was always sharing her daydreams with me, and I think we both got off on them. Her ramblings didn't ring true as to what I'd experienced in my dream. I, too, had daytime fantasies about a body like Tom's smothering mine in a romantic romp, usually as my battery operated toy alternated between its vibrations on my clitoris, or its use as a dildo while I fucked myself with the dick-shaped device.
No, what I'd experienced in my nighttime dreams had been in a completely different landscape from that conscious fantasizing. My dreams were more sensual, erotic, seductive, passionate, and loving. Sure they were sexual, yet they transcended those urges with even deeper and more integrative feelings. The dreams had affected my soul – touched my mind, body, and spirit, in every way possible. While I couldn't remember the physical details, the effect on me was unforgettable.
That night I did indeed lay a new notebook and pen beside my bed. I also left the small bathroom light on so I'd have enough light to find the writing instruments and be able to jot down a few notes.
I prepared for bed as though it was a formal ceremony. Every action – all my ablutions – took on a sacred air. Towels, bedding, and the like had to be folded precisely before I finally got into bed and lay back in the dim light, awaiting another manifestation.
The next I knew my alarm clock went off. It was 6:30 a.m. Without thinking, I hopped out of bed and started for the bathroom, but then my notepad caught my eye. In my handwriting were the words: "Love starts within. Give what you want away. No fear. Self pleasure."
The words hit me like a runaway car. Moreover, I couldn't remember writing them in the night. I held the pad in my hands and re-read the words; then I took stock of myself. I had been holding back, avoiding a serious relationship. I'd been raised to play my cards close, and not give away anything; and I'd always been overly cautious of being injured or taken advantage of in a relationship. My solution had been to date, but not reveal my inner self to anyone.
If I wanted love, and I increasingly did, I realized I'd have to start with myself – get so I loved myself and wasn't scared of what might happen. If I had self-love, the words I'd written suggested I give it away to others – others that needed it, without fear of the consequences. Did that include sex? Might I become a slut of some sort, sharing my body without thought? I thought not. I'd have to work through what those words really meant.
Lastly, I pondered the words 'self pleasure.' My morning assessment had now reached my physical body, and I realized I'd had another experience during the night. I was wet between my legs. A whiff of my sexual readiness reached my nostrils. I felt a lingering horniness that betrayed the sexual feelings I'd had during my sleep. In one sense, I was satisfied; without thinking further, I knew I'd climaxed at one point. I also knew I remained eager for a further experience, yet there was no prospect of that happening today. I sniffed my fingers and found the tell tale trace of my own juices; I had jilled off during the night, most likely before I wrote 'self pleasure' on my notepad.
Later, I told Mar at work, although I was somewhat embarrassed to admit my apparent masturbation. She was spellbound as I recounted the words on my notepad and my interpretation of them. She decided she'd also go to bed with paper and pen nearby, just in case she also started to fire off erotic dream sequences.
My weekend nights went by with no apparent dreams or notes to myself.
Monday night, however, was different. The dream was vivid and came in the darkest hours of the night. I don't recall how the situation started, only that I became 'aware' of the massage I was giving to a pliant stiff shaft with a mushroom shaped cap – I was fondling a man's cock.
The rock-hard penis leaked some fluids, and I smeared the pre-cum around the shaft to lubricate my hands as they took turns rubbing up and down the smooth shaft. I added some of my own spit to my hands, and kept the massage moving so that I delivered the maximum amount of pleasure to the shaft and its owner. I used one hand to stroke the shank, and the other to stimulate the glans at the head of the beast.
I remember thinking how impressed I was with this particular love stick – this cock: length, girth, rigidity, skin tone, and kinesthetic feel all were perfect. The surrounding body was muscular, yet a remote focus in my dream. I could feel the periodic throbbing of the rod as I inched it towards a glorious climax.
I stroked harder and faster, my grip tightening on the long smooth love stick. I stroked up and down with a clear goal in mind. Finally, the cock erupted in a Vesuvius of cum, the first shot of fluid shooting across the bed to my nightstand, the subsequent shots oozing from the shaft over the sensitized purple head and down over my hands. I had delivered pleasure as I'd set out to do, and I'd found my own pleasure in the act of service as my own orgasm swept my body. In my delirium, the dream faded, and almost like a movie a darkness and unconsciousness reclaimed my night.
As I awoke in the morning, I knew instantly I'd had a sexual dream again. I was becoming attuned to them now. I was sexually wet again. As I sat up and stretched, I looked to see if I'd written anything down on my notepad. I hadn't; instead, there were the drying splatters of a man's cum shot, drying on the white lined pad – droplets of semen that could only have come from a man's powerful ejaculation.
To tell the truth, I panicked. I looked around the room expecting some predator; I carefully and quietly searched my small apartment, but no other person was there except for me, and all my deadbolts and chains were in place on the door. The windows were all securely locked.
At lunch that day, I pulled Mar to a table remote from everyone else in the cafeteria. "Mar, you've got to listen to my story – I need help. Something happened; it was more than a dream this time. There was ... well, there was physical evidence this time – evidence that wasn't mine."
I reached in my purse and slapped a small sandwich baggie down on the table next to our food trays. Inside was the violated piece of notepad paper, the dampness of the cum now clinging not only to the paper, but also to the clear inside of the baggie.
Mar looked puzzled, and then I explained what I'd found and the memory of the dream it had evoked as I'd awoken. Her jaw hung open in disbelief.
"Jeez, Girl, you really dream in 3-D and Technicolor don't you?" She studied the bag again, and then pushed it back to me.
"Mar, I'm a little bit worried. Just in case some deviant is at large, would you keep this?" I pushed the baggie back in her direction. "I don't mean to be kinky, but if something happens to me, would you tell my stories to the police. The other dreams were nice and sexual, but this one has me worried. Where'd this juice come from?"
Mar nodded with understanding and slipped what was now 'evidence' into her shoulder bag. The rest of lunch was occupied with speculation about how such a sign could occur, and how a man could sneak into my fortress in the middle of the night.
We had to break off our talk. The guys we had lunch with started to arrive at the table. I looked sheepish enough for them to know that we'd been talking about something intimate, but fortunately none of them said anything.
There were three of them: Tom, Peter, and Dave. We'd fallen into eating together because we liked each other's company, and if the truth be known, I really liked all three of them – a lot; and, if the vibes we got were on target, they liked us a lot too. Tom had some new company news that he shared, and the discussion took off on more neutral topics.
From then on, I double checked all the locks on doors, windows, and ensured I was locked in my apartment in an inviolable haven of safety. After a few days, my anxiety had passed and I'd had no more dreams. One night, after I dressed in my PJs I hit the bed with some intent to rethink the events of the past few weeks. Before I could muster my thoughts I was asleep in seconds after my head hit the pillow, almost as if I was rushing to some other space and time.
Sometime in the night, a hazy light formed in my bedroom. I was nude and lying on my back beneath the covers. Two strong hands parted my legs; I gave no resistance; in fact, I sensed my own eagerness for the encounter. There was no anxiety or worry, only a feeling of love and anticipation.
Then I felt it, a tongue lightly tracing down the inside of my left thigh. It broke contact just as it reached my crotch and repeated the process on my right thigh, only this time the muscular organ dropped to the bottom of my slit and then slowly dragged upward along my moistness. I groaned loudly. I felt lips now as well, often kissing me along my thighs, my pubic area, and atop my clit. The tongue also thrust into my vagina, darting around the circumference of my opening.
The tongue started to vibrate and oscillate rapidly as it traced a path to my clitoris, moving back and forth between vagina and clit, and all manner of sexual and erotic places in between and around the area.
I reached down with both hands to the head of hair of the man bringing me such pleasure. I stroked and encouraged for many minutes as the masculine form brought me all manner of pleasure. I came in a torrent of girl juice, hoping my benefactor was not turned off by my emissions. He continued, taking me from one high to another. Another small orgasm surged through my body.
While I had many smaller pleasures, I could feel myself building to a larger and more significant climax. As three long male fingers sawed in and out of my pussy, my male lover locked his tongue onto my clitoris with suction and finally brought me to perhaps the best all-time ever climax in my life. I screamed my ecstasy as I pulled his head tightly against my cunt. I could feel his nose bury itself into my depths as his tongue made its last laps at the copious supply of my juices.
Amid the moans of joy in my after-glow I drifted back into sleep, the lingering feeling of wonderment and awe surrounding every pore of my body. I felt so happy, so loved, so sexually sated.
I awoke before my alarm clock went off, something I often did, even on weekends when I didn't set the alarm. I lay in bed, enjoying the feeling of the sheets against my nakedness. As I became more conscious, I remembered my middle of the night climax. I glanced at my notepad; however, the top page was blank. What assured me I'd had a real experience were my pajamas carefully folded and placed carefully on the corner of my dresser top. I had never folded pajamas in my life, nor would I ever think of leaving them where they lay. Someone else had done this, and the way things felt, it certainly wasn't my fairy godmother.
Without any fear or anxiety, I arose and walked nude through my apartment looking for my lover – the sexual friend that had given me such pleasure in the night. I was apartment's only occupant, and the doors and windows were all secure.
At lunch with Mar, I described what I could recall of my night episode of cunnilingus, including the nearly continuous string of orgasms that carried me along to the screaming 'big one.' By the time I'd finished, she was panting and, to tell the truth, so was I.
It was a long afternoon, and then I went home directly. Three minutes after I'd locked my apartment door, I again lay naked on my bed with my trusty vibrator held tightly against my clit as it vibrated me into sexual oblivion. As I floated down from the inevitable orgasm, I smiled to myself with certainty that Mar was similarly engaged on the other side of town.
I had no special dreams for the next five nights. Sunday night things took an interesting turn. I'd again gone to bed in my nightgown. In the morning it was neatly folded on my dresser again and I lay naked in bed. I could even feel the after-glow of a sexual encounter, not to mention the wetness of my pussy. This time I remembered little. My notepad contained one word – 'titfuck,' as well as a little heart.
I felt my breasts and chest. Cum. Copious amounts of cum had covered my breasts sometime during the night. Either I or someone else had spread the male jizz around, smoothing out the deposits into a sexual lotion that had mostly dried into a reminder of a carnal encounter. Some had gotten onto the top sheet of my bed.
My memory of the night included warm and loving emotions of giving and receiving not only physical love, but of a more uplifting connection with a person I really cared for. Again, however, I couldn't put any name or face to my midnight lover, if it was even the same person night to night. I focused on what I could remember of hair, physiology, cock, hands, tongue and lips; I decided there was only one lover in all my dreams.
A few nights later I again participated in sex with my mystery man. I remembered a little of the experience, aided by the two letters 'B-J' on my notepad. I'd again added a little heart to remind myself I'd rather liked the experience, or perhaps it meant I had fallen in love with my secret lover.
I lay in bed and tried to focus on the blowjob. By use of those initials, it meant I'd been the active participant again. A few fleeting memories came to mind: my hands again fondling a hard, erect cock, and then, this time, using my mouth and throat to bring pleasure to my partner. My sense of the experience was like watching a movie in slow motion through a foggy haze.
As I played through the movie, it seemed to bring back a clearer and more detailed memory of the event than I had at first remembered upon awaking. I tested myself to be sure I wasn't adding my own fantasies or memories from some other encounter to the past night's event, but I wasn't as far as I could tell.
After I shared the slim memories with Mar at lunch that day, she confessed, "God Ariel, every night when I go home after you've shared one of your dreams, I masturbate." She paused to see if I was shocked; I wasn't. She went on, "I mean, except for eating briefly, I masturbate all night long. I've been going through a set of batteries a week. I'm such a slut."
"Well, if you're a slut, then so am I," I reassured her. "Nothing wrong with any of this, as I see it." Since my sexual dreams started, I'd been jilling once or twice every day now. I shared this with Mar, and it seemed to make her feel more comfortable.
Mar said, "Yeah, but I'm thinking I need some real cock. I just might let myself get picked up by someone soon, maybe at that pub down on the corner – heck, maybe I'll even find a couple of guys and do it right!"
We grinned at each other and then headed back to our workstations. Our three luncheon buddies were nowhere to be seen that day. Mar reminded me their department was having an offsite meeting that day.
Somewhere in the middle of the following night, in that zone of twilight consciousness where reality becomes mixed with fantasy, I made love with someone – I mean really had sex, the fucking kind of sex. When I became conscious of this hazy zone of awareness, I'd already passed through the zone of foreplay that I'd enjoyed so much the few times I've had really attentive lovers. I felt fingers and then a tongue bringing me upwards towards a sexual high.



My nude body lay prone on my bed, my legs spread in surrender to my lover. Somehow it was unimportant to me who he was, only that I knew we loved each other. He was, however, a divine lover. He knelt beside me at one point and I sucked on his cock, and I used both hands to pleasure him. He knew I was getting pleasure from the act, and he allowed me my pleasure.
His muscular form then magically hovered above me. I held his turgid rod, and pulled him towards my gaping pussy. Slowly, our bodies merged – a sexual union. I was in heaven. I heard us both moan as he started to stroke in and out of my body. I oscillated in sync with his efforts, thrusting my hips up into his down stroke.
His engorged prick sank slowly into my slippery cavity of delight, eliciting even more lubricating juices from my excited body. I clutched his body to mine, as we fucked like excited animals.
Then our lips found each other, our tongues fought with each other backed by the new passion we were feeling. The mood changed, transmuting the raw sexual energy we both contained into a mix of that lust and the passion of an encounter between two practiced lovers.
He buried himself inside me, sinking in those moments to the point where our bodies were joined in exquisite pleasure so intense I was speechless and even breathless. No deeper penetration was possible of him in me. He was not just in my body, but also in my soul.
We made love for many minutes, changing position several times, but ending with his body over mine. We both sped up. We craved the ecstasy of our orgasms now. Suddenly, I felt his cock buck and explode inside me. Jets of his cum filled the depths of my hungry cunt, and I hugged his naked body to mine, my breasts crushed against his chest. I loved this man so.
As his spurts of semen slowed, I could feel the delicious girth of his cock, deep inside me – spreading me apart with a satisfaction I'd only fantasized about.
I wrinkled my brow, feeling my closed eyes. But this was a dream – wasn't it? I rotated my hips up into my lover's body, feeling again the solidity of our union and his long cock deep in my pussy once more. This had to be real.
I wanted to open my eyes, but somehow couldn't. Then the veil of sleep overtook me once more, removing me from that half-conscious state I'd been in making love. I vaguely remember reaching for the notepad as I felt the surgation slip from my overflowing pussy.
I was asleep on my side when a shaft of morning light from the gap between the blinds and the window frame found my face. I winced and woke up.
My first impression that morning was that I was asleep in a 'wet spot.' I smiled at the memory of 'our' lovemaking. I felt cum still dripping slowly from my sex box and slowly flowing down my thigh. My breasts were tender from having been suckled and rubbed hard during the night's session. The bed covers were in unusual disarray. I was naked, yet I'd gone to bed dressed.
I bounced around the apartment that morning, enthused by the fuck in the wee hours of the morning. As I showered, I thought that someday the dreams would stop and I'd return to 'normal.' I'd miss my dream lover. I decided I liked that term: Dreamlover. That would be my name for my secret paramour.
When I told Mar about my experience she was speechless, and then full of open admiration for my achievement. The big question she pestered me with was "Who?" Who was my mystery man – my Dreamlover?
She tried to get me to talk about physical characteristics I might remember? A mole? Tattoo? Height? Hair color? Age?
Overall, I could only describe my lover in the haziest of terms: tall, dark, handsome, and muscular – a description that could fit just about any good looking guy and half the men near my age in the country. About that time, Tom Ransom walked to our cafeteria table carrying his lunch tray. I studied the handsome man; he could certainly qualify as a double for the man in my dreams.
Of course, Tom was in 'business mode' and apparently had a new supplier in for a visit. He paused and said 'Hello,' then moved on to another table with six other guys, some from his department and a pair I didn't recognize. The group of them was teasing each other about their selection of desserts. Tom had the least to worry about in the group; he had a perfect body to go with his curly dark hair. The deep-set eyes, his dark eyebrows, and high cheekbones amplified the angular thrust of his jaw and his tanned complexion. I studied the man for a moment; he must like to be outdoors a lot.
My mind jumped. I could really see Tom Ransom making love to me, his body poised over me as his long cock thrust into me.
I felt my body flush. Tom's eyes caught mine; only it took me a second to realize I was staring at him, as he seemed to ponder why he was being scrutinized. I smiled weakly as he nodded and smiled in my direction. I'd been caught; I'd never stared at him that way. Moreover, I bet he could read my mind. I was so embarrassed; I blushed scarlet. I told Mar what had just happened; she had her back to him and broke into a fit of laughter than only aggravated my plight.
She whispered, "No, he can't read your mind. If he could, he'd have a hard-on that'd reach halfway across the room towards you." That thought threw her into further gales of laughter. At the laughter, I noticed Tom glancing again in our direction with a nice smile. I really did have a crush on him.
Next to him sat Peter, a tall lanky guy that was also on the supply team. Peter's angular face and bush of blond hair were clearly Scandinavian. As I thought about it, I had a crush on Peter too ... and Dave, the third member of their trio. Dave was a smart and gentle person, always sensitive to others and their moods. He was the kind of person I could curl up with on a Sunday afternoon and read the paper as he held me in his arms.
I thought of all the lunches we'd had together – over a year's worth, on average three or four days a week. We were good friends, the kind of friends that had revealed more and more about each us to the others as the weeks had passed. I knew Tom well, as well as his two cohorts Peter and Dave. Mar had become my best friend over time; there was little we didn't know about the other. Others often joined our circle on a more come and go basis.
That night I silently prayed that 'Tom' would again make love to me, but my tall, dark and handsome friend did not appear in my dreams. Instead and much to my surprise, the star of my dreams was a woman – a woman that turned out to be Mar. I finally recognized someone in my dreams!
The part of the dream I could remember started in my living room. A female with a wonderful touch sucked on my breasts, using her lips to pull the erect nipples so they stretched the skin of my full bosom away from my body. The actions sent waves of pleasure shooting through my body.
I cradled the woman's head and mane of fiery red hair in my arms as she explored my tits further, but then she drew her tongue down over my abs to the heart shaped patch of pubic hair I so carefully tend. I remember jerking when her tongue reached my clit.
Mar looked up at me. I remember being only slightly surprised that it was she. She spoke, her dream voice, slightly huskier than our normal conversational tones: "Sixty nine with me. Eat me too."
We moved; I lay back on the wide sofa and Mar straddled my head with her legs. The next I knew her tongue was buried deep in my pussy, as deep as my tongue was in hers. I savored her nectar, and the more I lapped and licked, the more of it there was. She flowed her juices into my mouth, and I took every drop I could find.
We shifted position again, and lay beside each other, but still where our mouths could reach the other's cunt. More lapping and licking took place, as well as fingering. If I could have jumped into her sex and swam in it, I would have. Mar was delightful.
We played like that for a long time, zealously working to bring our lover to a climax. Mar's breasts rubbed against my stomach, as my erect nipples did against hers. I could have cut glass with mine they were so hard. I had trouble remembering when I'd been more excited sexually.
We rubbed, stroked, fingered, smacked, licked, palmed, cuffed, and lapped in our masturbatory moves on one another. I lost count of the orgasms we shared. Each one was wonderful to give, and magnificent to receive. We wore ourselves out.
My last thoughts were how loving Mar and I were together. She slipped into my arms, and cuddled beside me as we went to sleep again.
When I awoke I was surprised that Mar was not there. I actually remembered that much of my dream, and then some of the details came flooding back. Of course, I was sexually wet. My notepad contained one word – 'Mar.' I repeated aloud the other aspects of the dream that I could recall in those first seconds, a technique for remembering the details of dreams longer than the few seconds it takes for most of us to totally forget them.
I found myself embarrassed at lunch that day. Should I confess to Mar that she was the star in my previous night's sexual dreams.
Mar taunted me, "Come on, Ariel, I know you had another dream. This must have been a good one. My God, look at you blush. Come on; out with it. You tell me yours, I'll tell you mine."
I'm terrible at keeping secrets. In the end I told her everything. Mar was speechless. For a minute or two I thought I might have lost a friend by stepping over some imaginary boundary. When I'd finished my short two-minute version of the long dream, Mar said, "Leave our lunches here and come with me for a minute."
We walked down to the ladies room at the far end of the cafeteria. Inside, Mar checked to be sure no one else was in the room; she then pulled me to her and kissed me. I thought of the Katy Perry song, 'I Kissed a Girl and I Liked It,' because I did like it. I kissed back and our tongues dueled briefly before we parted. We were both panting and wanted more of the same.
Mar looked at me rather passionately and said softly, "We'll have to pursue this with greater effort sometime soon when we have more time and aren't at work." She held me at arms length and locked eyes with me. She said, "Besides, I have to tell you, I had the same dream. I've never remembered a dream before, but I remember last night's. You and me made love for a long time – 69, oral sex, orgasms, the whole thing."
"That's scary," I told her.
Mar agreed. She said, "We should get back. We'll talk more about this later.
I nodded my agreement, we hugged, and then we walked back to our lunch table. The whole 'kiss' had only taken sixty seconds.
Damned if Tom Ransom wasn't seated at our table as we walked back in from the ladies room. He watched me carefully as we returned to our lunches. I know I blushed. I felt like he'd been watching me the last couple of minutes, even in the restroom. I also felt I had a big sign on me that said 'Lesbian.' I then decided, since he was so sexually appealing, that the sign should actually read 'Bisexual.' That thought gave me a smile as my embarrassment passed. I greeted Tom with a smile, and we broke into conversation. It did seem as though he was studying Mar and me more than usual, however. This was getting deep.
Mar and I talked in low tones at our end of the lunch table. I asked her in a whisper when no one was paying attention, "Why'd you do that? Are you a lesbian? Am I? I liked it."
Mar smiled wisely, one of her facades. She whispered, "No, I have decided to be bisexual. It'll double my chances for a date on Saturday night. Besides I still like guys." She paused, laughed at her own humor, looked at Tom, Dave, and Peter, and added, "But, you know, I've always liked you – a lot. I hope you're OK with the dream ... and what just happened? I never did anything like that before."
"I was just thinking the same thing – I mean about being bisexual," I told her with a grin as I whispered across my tray. I got more serious then and added, "As for the other thing. I'm more than OK. I was thinking that maybe you should come over ... tonight ... that is, if you're interested." Some old saying ran through my head about then: 'In for penny, in for a pound.' If Mar wasn't interested to the same extent I was, ... oh, well.
Mar smiled at me and just nodded. "Just for experimental purposes only. Right?"
"Oh, absolutely," I responded as I grinned back at her. In my peripheral vision I could see Tom Ransom had turned back to the two of us. He had a curious look on his face, and again, that deep penetrating look that made me think he knew exactly what we'd been talking about.
*
The session Mar and I had that Friday night far exceeded my expectations for what a lesbian encounter entailed. We started with a candlelight dinner for two at a little restaurant on one of the city's canals. Somehow, over dinner and wine, there was a lot of staring into each other's eyes and casual touching, as though to emphasize a point; however, we knew it was all foreplay.
Back in my apartment the foreplay continued. We were like a sexual storm brewing over warm waters.
Mar asked, "Shouldn't I shower? I'm not fresh – at least not since this morning."
I told her, "No, I want you just the way you are. All your fluids and emissions all day long belong to me, or they will in a little while." I didn't bother to volunteer to shower either.
We finally set our wines down and stood before each other. I leaned in and gently kissed Mar; she had her eyes closed just enjoying the moment. She returned the favor. I stroked her chest below her breast through her shimmery blouse as I kissed her again, this time capturing her bottom lip between my teeth. I pulled away gently, using my own tongue to push her lip aside.
Then we were French kissing. At first, it wasn't the mad passionate kiss with tongue we'd done at lunch. This was gentler and more loving, more sensual, and more erotic. We had time. Buttons were slowly undone, clothes shed, and soon the two of us lay continuing the encounter in a romantic tangle on my bed.
Two hours later we came up for air. I was covered in her juices and she in mine. We'd brought each other to so many orgasms Mar thought we'd set a new record. Just like my dreams, I cuddled Mar to my bosom – the breasts that had a half dozen hickies on them that weren't there earlier in the day. We drifted off to sleep, and I wondered if I'd dream further now that someone real had entered my sexual life.
*
Mar and I spent the weekend together. I think if I were to add up all the orgasms I'd ever had since I'd started masturbating at age eleven and having sex starting at age fifteen, they wouldn't total what we accomplished by Sunday night. Except for a foray out for some food and drink, we kept trying new things or just talking.
Our talks really got deep into our sex lives – our past deeds, how we each felt about what was going on, and what we hoped for the future. The word 'Love' popped up a lot. We both loved each other – unconditionally. We also both wanted someone male in our lives, so we agreed we'd play it a little cool with each other so that we were always allowing room for someone else special. We also agreed that we'd share, if whomever came along for one of us were interested in a threeway or moreway.
Monday we went back at work. I had a rosy glow about me I'd never felt before from the constant stream of orgasms. My pussy was sore from being eaten so much by Mar. She winked at me over lunch and confessed the same plight. We stole a kiss in the ladies room again, and then went back to work.
Best of all, however, was that I felt loved. There's something about being physically loved that all the philosophy in the world won't cure. I was energized, empowered, and I think my whole complexion oozed enthusiasm for life and love. People seemed to notice.
I recalled the note I'd recorded a couple of weeks earlier about finding self-love and giving it away. I gave it freely to Marcella, without the expectation of return – but it did return in such a satisfying way.
Monday night I had another sex dream. This time my ass got taken. I'd never had anal sex before and so I didn't even have the foggiest idea of what it would feel like or be like. Nonetheless, by about four-thirty in the morning when I awoke from my dream, I had the vivid recall of the whole event.
My Dreamlover was back – the muscular one with dark, curly hair. Again, I had no recall of his face. By the time my dream started, I was well into the foreplay of whatever was going on. I dreamt my juices were flowing, and that I'd already had several orgasms from fingers and tongue.
Dreamlover flipped me onto my stomach and pulled me on onto my knees. My head was buried in the pillow, yet I was giggling at our antics. I was in love and this was passionate love play. I felt some of my bedside lubricant smeared around my pucker, and then the slow insertion of his rock solid hard-on. His voice coaxed me to relax and allow. I remember reaching under myself so I could diddle my clit. He was firm but gentle as he slid all the way into my ass. My urge to push subsided as he went deeper.
Amidst our groans of passion, Dreamlover pumped his cock in and out of my ass, slowly at first and then with more gusto. For the first couple of minutes, it was something I tolerated – a gift I was giving to my Lover. But then, my mood changed and the pleasure I was deriving from the experienced increased dramatically. I wanted this act, this sodomizing of my body. I found new and exciting pleasure. I pumped my entire body back into his forward thrusts to show my excitement at our mutual pleasure.
Dreamlover reached around my body and wildly fingered my clit. The action brought me right to the brink, and then we both came. He sped up his thrusts into my ass until I feared the noise of our bodies slapping together and our moans of passion would wake my neighbors.
I froze, my body part upright now, the cum jetting from his cock into my anal chute. I remember thinking he was so rigid he could lift me upright on his shaft. I felt so full – full of his cock and now full of his juices. I collapsed on the bed, and he followed me down, not wanting to separate. His body smothered mine as his kisses rained down on my shoulders and neck.
This time, I remember the words he spoke: "Ariel, I love you so. You are so hot. I love how you're willing to experiment and try new things. I like that you had a lesbian weekend and that you shared it with me. Sometime we'll have to have Mar join us."
After that things got sort of hazy. I guess I returned to some other level of sleep until I awoke to go to the bathroom. I wrote on my notepad a few things to remember before I got out of bed.
As I walked the ten feet to my bathroom I became away of the fluid running from my ass and down my legs. I smiled at the illusion, until I actually had to use the toilet paper as I sat to wipe up part of the excess. I loved realistic dreams.
When the alarm went off, I remembered my encounter and even felt the dried semen-like fluid on my legs and backside. Moreover, my virgin ass was a little sore. My notepad had only a few words scrawled on it: 'Anal. Dreamlover. Hot. Love.' They were enough to confirm my experience. Again, when I checked, all the doors and windows were locked. I was becoming really good at visualizing.
As usual Mar and I sat together at lunch. Tom Ransom led his buddies to our table just after we sat down. The proximity of all those male ears cut short my telling Mar the details of my night's dream; however, she got the gist of it.
For the first time, Tom actually cozied up to me. He put his arm around me once when he wanted to share a comment about something going on in the company. Mar kicked me under the table to indicate she'd caught the look in his eyes. We talked about work for a while, and just before we got up to leave Tom turned to me.



"Ariel, I was wondering if you'd join me for a glass of wine at Gallagher's after work. I just thought we'd get to know each other a little better." He looked from me to Mar and added, "I'd love it if you'd come too, Marcella." He gave us his best and most disarming smile as he explained the assignation would be just the two or three of us.
My heartbeat had doubled in those few seconds. I nodded my acceptance automatically, aware that the physique and voice of Tom matched that of my Dreamlover. Now, I really wondered what was going on in my head. Was I going insane? Were my sexual delusions an extension of my need for some encounter with Tom?
Marcella politely turned Tom down for after work, explaining that she already had a commitment she couldn't break. I wondered if she was telling the truth; later, she confessed she wanted me to go without a sidekick.
Mar reminded me of our mutual promise to try to involve the other in a three-way of some kind if we got that far into a relationship. We grinned at each other in the hallway, and then went off to our work cubicles.
At Gallagher's, Tom was the perfect first date, if this was even a date. He was friendly, attentive, urbane, funny, and didn't come on too strong. We were just old friends having a glass of wine together. Despite that representation, I'd spent the afternoon in a state of angst, trying on one mask after another of the various personalities I might play. In the end, I wisely decided to be myself. We knew each other too well, and he'd see through any false self I'd try to present, the same way I would see through anything he tried to throw at me. After our hour together, I felt I was a good match for him. Drinks turned into dinner and then we called it quits for the night.
As we left the restaurant door, I pulled Tom's face to mine and planted a kiss on him – our first. He kissed back and we tried two or three more before we pulled apart and smiled at each other. "Saturday night?" He asked tentatively. I nodded acceptance with a grin, and we headed home in opposite directions.
*
I called forth a dream that night, almost on command. I wasn't sure what it would be and when it happened it was doozy. It was my first dream of sex with multiple partners, in this case Dreamlover and Mar. Somehow, I became aware that they'd decided that this night was 'my night' for sexual satisfaction. Although I watched Dreamlover plough into Mar's cunt with his long cock, and bring her to a climax, his next move was into my pussy as Mar assaulted my breasts, even playing unusually rough with them.
I started to have orgasms from the penetration and the friction on my clit. Mar ate my pussy between some of his thrusts, sucking my clitoral nub into her mouth like a pencil eraser and bringing me to new states of ecstasy. I had her sit on my face so I could eat her juices and bring her some pleasure.
Through the whole dream, I felt this wonderful sense of love going along with all the passion and lust we were enjoying. Sometime after Dreamlover had cum inside my vagina and Mar had sucked the juices out and shared them with me, I went back into a deeper sleep state. Writing on the notepad was a hazy memory as well.
Morning came. I was getting used to a residue from my sexual dreams. My bedroom carried the aroma of a whorehouse on a humid day. I was naked and covered in sexual juices. I was also wonderfully satisfied; a smile came to me as I thanked the world for my realistic dreams.
I thought I must have been going to some other universe, having my sexual encounters, and then slipping back into my own universe during the night – and clearly without a shower. I thought of some of the religious experiences some people had: bleeding from hands and feet as they dreamed of the crucifixion, being soaked in the tears of Mary and actually waking up wet, or finding religious signs painted on their bodies. I could be a believer now that I'd started my sex dreams.
I told Mar to come to lunch early so we'd have a few moments alone before the guys showed up. I shared every detail of my drinks and dinner with Tom. As I started to tell her about my threesome dream, she started to nod vigorously.
Then to my surprise, Mar started to fill in some details of the dream: "It was your night, Ariel. Tom and I love you so, and we wanted to bring you the most pleasure. I remember as he was making love to you, I was in there lapping at your pussy and sucking on your clit."
I sat back as though I'd been hit by a fullback. "You mean you had the same dream again?"
Mar nodded and smiled at me. "Sort of scary again, right? I don't understand it, but the dream was great. I should add I've never been hornier in my life. After lunch, I think I'm going to the ladies room and masturbate. Would you care to join me?"
I was about to comment on her offer when Dave walked up with his tray and joined us. Peter and Tom came along directly. Instead of a trip to ladies room, I used the fact that Dave had sat next to me for a lot of physical contact between us: touching his arm to make a point, leaning against his shoulder to whisper something to him, or clutching his arm when I was feigning I was afraid of something. He seemed to like it – and so did I.
That night, my dream wasn't sexual, it was all about love, but that understates what I felt. In recall, it was about 'LOVE' in big capital letters written across the sky. I explored what I felt for Marcella and Dreamlover, how I'd felt when the two of them made love to each other and made love to me, and then I thought about other combinations and even how I'd feel if there were other people around that I loved. The overall theme of my dreams was about rational, mature relationships that weren't loaded down by all the rules and games society imposes on people.
Some key questions passed by me to think about. Did I want my future relationship to be a couple only? Could I love just Mar? Dreamlover? Both of them? Would I give my love to others? Yes. Was I going to insist on exclusivity? No. What role does sex play in a relationship?
I brooded over a hundred deep questions I'd never even thought of before. In the morning I realized I'd moved way beyond the stereotypical man-woman exclusive monogamous relationship with missionary sex twice a week. I started to believe I was from some other solar system. My love felt expansive and inclusive; no one was excluded if they loved. If someone was willing to love unconditionally, then I could love them in return. No rules. No games. No manipulation. No conditions on when I give you love and when I won't. Just LOVE.
I floated into work. I felt differently yet again. My boss even commented on it, noting I seemed to have a special aura about me this day. I smiled and even gave her a little hug of appreciation. She looked so thanked and went away happy.
Mar, Tom, Peter, and Dave sat with me at lunch. Much to their surprise I rose and gave each of them a hug as they got to our lunch table. I told each of them I loved them. I got skeptical looks from them, but they were smiling and accepting of my mood. Mar hugged the guys too.
The conversation seemed to flow. I found myself expressing love to each of the five people at the table. I didn't vocalize it after my welcome, but I thought it, and one by one I felt the barriers drop and the relationship teasing and games stop. Everyone became candid and open with each other. I felt a strong sense of support between all of us. I think our friendships all took a jump that day.
As we walked out from lunch, Tom caught up with me. He said, "Ariel ... Ariel, at lunch, you were ... well, you were so wonderful, so open, so compassionate. You glowed. I didn't know you were such a warm and loving person." He paused and I appropriately blushed at his compliments. He went on, changing subjects, "About Saturday; do you like the theater?" I nodded. He said, "I can get tickets to 'Phantom of the Opera.'"
I screamed and gave him a big hug as the others looked on. "Oh, I have so wanted to see that musical, but I couldn't get tickets. I gave up trying, plus they're so expensive. Do you want me to help pay for them?"
Tom grinned. "No, I have an inside track on this one. I'll pick you up at six-thirty. It'll be kind of dressy. We'll probably drop by a cast party afterwards too." I was ecstatic and it obviously showed. Mar stood beside us and clapped in appreciation.
*
In the dark recesses of Thursday night, two men took me. I wanted the sex as well as the feeling of my own sluttish behavior. Dreamlover had a friend. Together, they got me between them on my sofa, and the foreplay started. Kisses and tongues intertwined with each of them; as I'd kiss one, the other would have his tongue in my ear or running along my neck. Their hands rubbed over my body, and I welcomed their advances. This was advanced foreplay at the graduate level.
The men's fingers took turns slowly unbuttoning my blouse. I remember thinking it odd since I was sure I'd put on pajamas before going to bed; where did the blouse and skirt come from. In my dreams, I guess. The blouse disappeared and then my bra. One man would kiss me, driving his tongue deep into my mouth; the other felt and sucked on the breast nearest him, his hands working their way lower and then to my legs. They switched roles often.
Soon I was nude between them, my hands reaching to each and massaging the hardness in their pants. Quickly, they shed their clothing. I sucked on their cocks, alternating at first, and then pulling both of them into my mouth at the same time. I loved these men and wanted to bring them pleasure, pleasure, pleasure!
Next I recalled one of the men was driving into my pussy as I sucked on the other. The two men switched position often, turning me around between them and taking me missionary or doggie, whatever seemed to inspire them. I was in seventh heaven, and my moans, squeaks, and pleas for more and harder testified to my rising satisfaction.
As I rode on one, he paused and pulled me back onto him so his cock drove up into my ass. I reached down and fingered my pussy, even driving two fingers into it and offering them to Dreamlover who waited with a smile on his face. After a few strokes, Dreamlover came in front of me and pushed his cock into my pussy. Now, I was doubly impaled on two large cocks; I felt so full. I also felt such lust, and also such passion and love. I soared higher and higher as my orgasm neared. Oh, my God, what sensations. Every pore in my body ached with the need for sex – raw, rough sex. The two men were giving me what I needed.
Both men increased the pace of their thrusts into my body. Dreamlover used his thumb to rub my clit, making me almost cum before he backed off for a few seconds. I could feel my big orgasm drawing near and knew they too would be cuming soon. I talked dirty to the men, urging their cocks to erupt deep in me or on me, describing the feeling of being double fucked, telling them what a slut I was for them, and then how much I loved them and what they were doing to me and for me.
We all came at once. I felt spunk geysering into my ass and cunt as the sensation of my own cum ripped through my body. I know I squirted; it was one of the hardest orgasms I'd ever had. Dreamlover pulled out of me before he'd finished cuming, allowing the last couple of surges from his cock to spray over my tits. As he finished, he reached up and rubbed the semen into my skin.
I closed me eyes and relished the titillating feelings that swept through my body. I never knew sex could be so raw and beautiful at the same time, or that such illicit and wonderful feelings could fill my body, mind, and soul all at the same time. The warmth of love from my men carried me back into slumber and I rested.
*
The notepad beside my bed said '2-on-1' and 'MMF.' I also discovered I'd been sleeping in a pool of sexual juice from when I'd orgasmed – or was there cum mixed in too? I remembered parts of the dream, if it was a dream. I was sore from the rough double fucking I'd had, but it was a good kind of sore – the kind you want to remind you how well fucked and how well loved you'd been. How could I feel chaffed as the result of a dream? Where did all the body fluids come from?
Mar met me early for lunch so she could catch up on my latest middle of the night episode before the guys from Purchasing joined us. Her mouth hung agape and her blood pressure rose, and she visibly panted in heat as I regaled her with my double penetration dream. Again, however, I couldn't describe the men in the dream. I knew I'd seen them, closely too, and my inability to remember them or describe them frustrated me. Heck, they'd both kissed me and tongued every inch of my body – and I'd returned the favor.
Tom led the procession of his friends to our table. "What are you two lovelies talking about? Mar, you all right? You look flushed." He had a devilish gleam in his eye as though he knew exactly what we'd been talking about.
Mar announced she was fine, just having a premature hot flash. That remark made us all laugh even though it was transparent that we'd been talking about some salacious subject. Soon we were all talking about the company Christmas party that was coming soon.
*
I rushed to bed that night for two reasons. First, I wanted to start dreaming – I wanted a sex dream. I was becoming addicted to my almost nightly erotic dreams and episodes. On the nights one didn't occur, I ended up disappointed. Second, I wanted to be well rested for my date with Tom on the following night.
Sometime in the middle of the night I became consciousness of a circle of naked men in some large room; I was in the middle. I was reclining, nude, holding onto two long, hard cocks as I masturbated the men and alternately lapped at the cocks on either side of my head. Dreamlover suddenly ploughed his shaft in and out of my pussy at lightning speed. He'd already been on me for a while. I came and he did too, leaving me awash in a full load of the semen he deposited into my cunt.
He pulled away. To my surprise I said, "Next. Please someone fuck me. Fill my cunt." Another unknown man slipped his cock into me and commenced rapid pumping so he could build to a climax. Dreamlover's dick appeared in front of me and I inhaled the deflating rod, licking the combination of cum and my juices from his love stick.
If I thought I'd been a slut the night before, tonight I was Super-Slut. Six men took me on the ride of my life. As the minutes passed, I had cum in every orifice as well as spread from one end of me to the other. My hair even had streamers of semen shot through it. My ass was sore from the slaps, spankings, and ass fucks the men had given me.
At one point I was trying to do all six men: one cock pumping in my ass, one surging in and out of my cunt, one in each hand as I masturbated the men's slimy sticks, and I had Dreamlover and someone else in my mouth where I tried to harden them again after they'd already fucked me again.
I felt wanton, wild, and slutty. I loved it. I'd always wanted to try something like this, and now I had. I even remembered thinking that I could get used to this, not every night but for an occasional reminder of how wonderful unbridled sex can be.
The men again started to cum in me or on me. Rough hands smeared the semen shots around my tits, and even brought some of the man juice to my mouth where I devoured the sticky substances. Somewhere around my tenth orgasm of the night I faded from consciousness again. In the morning, I'd written only one word on my bedside notepad: 'Gangbang.'
Mar telephoned to tell me she loved me and also to hear me recount the sexual adventure de jour. Towards the end of my story, I heard her squeak and moan. She confessed to me a few seconds later that she had been masturbating during our phone call. I confessed that I had too. She bid me a fantastic date with Tom that night, and we rang off promising to talk on Sunday.
*
Tom was punctual, picking me up in an old silver Porsche he'd borrowed from his brother. I was impressed. We had a light dinner and arrived at the theater ten minutes before the opening curtain. He let a valet take the car. We had box seats just off the left of the stage – a fantastic place to see the musical from. Every minute I felt more and more like a princess with this man.
We held hands in the first act, and I nestled into his body for the next two, allowing him to stroke my arms and neck throughout the performance. He made my temperature rise. We kissed with increasingly frequency through the play. I thought how even a week ago I wouldn't have succumbed to this kind of public behavior, even with the lights down. My dreams had softened me up and made me more liberated in my thinking and life style.
At the end of the play and the standing ovation the audience accorded the cast, we roamed backstage meeting the operatic cast. To my surprise, Tom was known to a few of the cast, in part because of some minor parts he'd played in community theater with some of the cast years earlier. We stayed about an hour at the cast and crew party, a time period that corresponded to three glasses of wine for me.
"Would you like to come back to my place?" Tom asked. "It overlooks the city and is beautiful this time of night." I nodded my acceptance. I'd expected the question and thought long and hard about the answer. Tom was close enough to Dreamlover that I had to see what might happen.
*
Tom had a penthouse apartment on the other side of the river from the main part of the city. His view of the city was indeed spectacular, particularly at night. We sat on his sofa facing the vista with most of the lights off, and one by one I allowed him to remove each piece of my clothing – as I did each piece of his clothing. He never made a move but that he didn't check with me in some subtle way to be sure this was indeed what I wanted. I did want this – badly.
We made love on his sofa. It was fast, exciting, and neither of us lasted very long. We both wanted it that way. I thought of the year plus we'd known each other and become friends – and now lovers. I was glad we were moving things to another level. This was so natural. The short lovemaking session was the result of a buildup of relationship energy over that year; perhaps we'd known way back when we met that we'd be here like this someday.
I smiled to myself as I thought of Peter and Dave. This date, including the lovemaking, could have been with any of them. I loved them all, and making love with Tom made it seem as though my relationship with them had changed too.
Tom and I continued our passionate kissing and feeling of each other's bodies and organs, even in our afterglow. Tom eventually carried me into his modern bachelor bedroom and we made love twice again.
All the hopes I'd had for a sexual encounter equivalent to those I'd been dreaming about were answered in those hours we spent together. I even felt a certain familiarity with the intimate parts of his anatomy. At Tom's insistence, I stayed the night and he enfolded me in his arms as he spooned in behind my naked body with his. We both slept.
We made love again in the morning, and then lay cooing and fawning over each other in our afterglow. I'd been straddling his body with mine during our latest bout of sex, and now the juices from our union seeped from my body down Tom's long cock. I periodically ground our pubes together to squish the fluids around our bodies, yet worked to keep us coupled. We both seemed to like that feeling.
"Ariel, I hope I'm not rushing things but I want you to know how deeply I care about you. I'm in love with you." He looked up at me with his dark eyes that I knew I could get lost in forever.
I kissed Tom for all I was worth and whispered, "I love you" to him as I shifted my body above his so my erect nipples scraped across his manly chest. We hugged tightly to seal our words. Tom was my Dreamlover. It was to him I was to give my love away unconditionally. I thought of one of my past dreams when that message had come so loud and strong.



To some it may have seemed we were rushing the use of the "L" word, yet between our friendship and my dreams I did have that loving feeling. Further, I equated having sex with making love, so there was some crossover in my thinking.
Tom then said something that stopped me in my tracks. He spoke softly, even tentatively: "I've been dreaming about you these past few weeks." I jerked away so violently he initially thought I was falling off of him and grabbed for me.
"What do you mean? What dreams? Be specific!" I ordered in an elevated voice.
Tom looked worried. He said, "Calm down. I wish I knew you better, I'd tell you some details. These were ... well ... I'm embarrassed to admit they were dreams of a sexual nature." He paused as I studied him to see if he was messing with me in some way; had Mar put him up to this in some way? Had she shared with Tom the intimate descriptions of my dreams I'd shared with her? As I studied him, I decided his remarks must be genuine from the sincerity with which he spoke.
"Go on," I urged with a tinge of suspicion in my voice. "Tell me. I don't care that they were sexual, just tell me some of them." I surged my hips again, Tom's cock still in my vagina even in its flaccid state.
He said, "I've known you from work for over a year. I had this ... well, a flaky rule for myself that I wouldn't date women at work. I didn't want the complications that would occur if I broke up with someone I dated on less than hospitable terms." He looked deep in my eyes, "Anyway, I had a dream about four weeks ago, and you were prominent in it. I recognized you, and I even remembered it the next morning. I don't know what you thought, but that was one of the reasons I've started to stare at you in the cafeteria. I guess I was making sure you were real."
"And?" I urged, suspicion still evident in my tone.
"And then, I dreamed of you again ... and again. At first, it wasn't every night, but the frequency increased."
I ventured, "And, in your dreams the level of our sexual escapades increased too? We started to do kinky things?"
Tom nodded with a puzzled expression on his face.
"I started having dreams too," I admitted. "The timeframe is close to yours, even last night. I couldn't be sure it was you, but my Dreamlover as I call him certainly could be you."
Now Tom was on guard. He said, "You're kidding, right – just saying that to humor me along?"
"No," I said emphatically. "My dreams were VERY realistic – sometimes even with physical evidence of some kind which spooked me out. You can ask Marcella. I told her every day what I dreamt about. She didn't put you up to this, did she?"
"No, no!" He insisted. I believed him. After a pause he added, "A couple of nights she appeared in my dreams too. You were the central person – my love object, but she was there too."
"Did you dream about us having a lesbian encounter one night about ten days ago?"
"Yes," He said slowly with an air of disbelief. "And a couple of nights later I fantasized that the three of us made love together."
"Gangbang with me last night?" I asked, making a big jump.
I could see the color rise in Tom's face. He blushed, nodded, and quietly said, "Yes. You were spectacular. I didn't know all the other men."
"How many men were there – in your dream?" In one sense I couldn't believe I had the audacity to ask such a question of this man, yet I had to know whether we'd had identical dreams.
"Six of us – and in the end you found a way to have sex with all of us at once. You were wild – I guess we all were." Tom reached up and started to tweak one of my nipples. The move sent little rifle shots of pleasure through my body straight to my clit. I leaned in and kissed him, partly to let him know it was OK that he'd shared such lusty details.
I hadn't shared the particular details of my gangbang with Mar, but they were exactly what I'd recalled from my dream. This was eerie.
He said modestly, "When I'd awaken in the mornings I had dreams, I would find the remnants of ... well, I'd cum in my sleep – a wet dream, I guess. But, I could sometimes tell there was another aroma – it wasn't all just me. Last night I discovered it was you – your juices. I don't know how that happened."
We talked more. Tom would tell me about a dream and I'd fill in details, and then I'd tell about one of my dreams and he'd fill in some of the details. Without doubt, we'd shared exactly the same sexual dreams.
I stroked Tom's chest as we both thought about what our words had implied. Finally, I asked quietly, "Do you hope I'm the girl of your future dreams?"
"Yes, Ariel. Yes, I do – in a sense. But, at the risk of blowing it, you should know I have some unconventional viewpoints about relationships, marriage, sex, and making love. I can guess how I got them, and I'm probably stuck with them although I could try to change. I'm hoping you can put up with them, because I really want to grow a relationship with you – a long-term relationship."
On that note, I uncoupled from Tom, lifting my nude body above his until his cock flopped our of my pussy back onto his belly; a dollop of our combined mixture of semen and my passion juice followed before I could block my opening with a hand. I rolled onto the bed beside him. We both laughed at my antics to not pollute the bed further than we already had with our body fluids.
I slid off the bed and pulled us both into his shower. I was hungry and insisted that we dress and go someplace for breakfast. After a stop at my apartment for a change of clothes, we ended up in a place called the Broken Egg not too far from the local community college. Because it was Saturday, the coffee trade was down, and we actually were able to find a place to sit and talk privately.
After we got our bagel and egg sandwiches, I said, "OK, talk!" with a touch of humor to my voice. "I want to hear about your philosophy about relationships, and then we'll see where we're going to take our relationship." I ran a finger up Tom's arm in a loving gesture.
Tom had known our breakfast agenda on our drive to the restaurant, so he'd had some time to get his thoughts together by the time we were seated at a sidewalk table. He laughed at my prod into his inner thinking. I suddenly realized how confrontational I sounded and backed off as I also blushed. Such aggressive behavior wasn't normally my stay.
"There's some background you need," Tom began. "I was raised by ... well, you could call them hippie parents. It was pretty much a commune. We all lived in a big house in Eugene, Oregon – right on the edge of the Oregon campus. My mother and her boyfriend taught there. All told there were eight adults and ten kids in the house most of the time I grew up. It was a big, happy family."
He peered over his glasses at me and went on, "As I got older I realized the adults all loved each other, and, of course, they loved all the kids. I grew up with four dads and four moms. It was great. We were encircled with love."
"When I got old enough to understand what sex was all about, I realized the adults were all sleeping with each other – not at the same time, although sometimes they did. I just observed there was a lot of trading around going on – night-to-night, and even moment-to-moment. At first, I thought it was sort of gross or weird, but then I saw how much caring and love they all had for each other. All us kids were the beneficiaries of all that love and support. We all grew up pretty well adjusted to life and certainly well socialized."
"By society's standards things occasionally went way over the top. For instance, one of the mom's took me aside in my late teens and taught me all she knew about making love and sex. I'd been a virgin until then. Of course, like most kids, I knew some stuff. One of my quasi-sisters and I had messed around a lot with sex by then; you know, mutual masturbation and even what passed for a blowjob and eating pussy from her in those days, although we were pretty inexperienced."
I nudged Tom a little: "So, how did I measure up?" If he was such an expert, I thought I could at least improve my techniques under his tutelage.
Tom smiled and squeezed my hand. "You were wonderful, of course, and you should know that I don't compare. It all goes with my philosophy that there's no such thing as bad sex." We both laughed.
He paused and then took the lead again. "There's one more concept I need to toss out to you to set the stage for my philosophy about relationships. Do you know about memes?"
I nodded and volunteered, "They're ideas or concepts, right? Concepts that are culturally or socially based that are passed along from one person to the next – like a gene is physically passed along."
Tom nodded and said, "Right. All that is background to some of my ideas about relationships. I'll blurt them out, and you ask me about any principle you're curious about." I responded by encouraging him to go on.
"OK," He said. "Most of what I have to tell you is about memes that I don't abide. I'll start with monogamy. It's not my thing. I was raised in a polygamous environment and saw it work. In reality, we live in a polygamous society; most people just do their 'multiple relationships' one at a time, and when they break the one-at-a-time rule, all hell is apt to break loose."
"We know people can love more than one person at a time, but we exclude sex – in theory, although everyone also knows that it's not only nice, it's also a key ingredient in a serious relationship. Why not live with all the doors open? Why not create an atmosphere of love and live in it?"
"Monogamy or exclusivity for some people comes about because they don't feel their own self worth or feel they can sway with the ebb and flow of life's relationships. They have to lock them in, often using sex as bait for exclusive behavior – 'I'll only have sex with you if you don't see anyone else.' In my book, that's manipulation and I don't like it."
"Monogamy and exclusivity also create the backdrop for jealousy – a not very nice emotion. Instead of wanting to see you, my love, be happy – possibly through additional relationships, I pout, stamp my feet, and carry on in a purple rage until you behave according to my rules. Basically, I am asserting my 'ownership' rights on you, and I'm being manipulative about it too. None of that feels very healthy to me."
"I've known some couples where neither one tolerated relationships of any kind with outsiders. I don't mean sexual or even love relationships, just routine friendships. They were so jealous they made it impossible for each other to know anyone outside the marriage unless it was as a couple. Now those are relationships doomed for failure."
"Most of our media is couple oriented – advertisements, photos, websites, and on and on. Hell, they've even made it not all right even to be single. You have to couple up, and in most places it has to be boy-girl, although we're starting to accept gay and lesbian situations in the more liberated parts of the country. Alone is bad – we play on people's fear of rejection, lack of love, and failure to feel whole unless they're in a relationship. More manipulation."
"Go on," I encouraged. I'd never taken the time to think about concepts like Tom was espousing.
Tom took a deep breath and continued again, "So many people expect the 'other' in a relationship to 'make' them happy. Now, I can 'share' your happiness and joy; however, I can't 'make' you happy. You've got to do that for yourself. It involves your mental attitude, not necessarily what I do."
I looked puzzled. "How's that work?"
"Well, suppose I fix dinner and I prepare liver and turnips, something most people don't like. Now you are happy that I fixed dinner, but unhappy that I fixed something you don't want to eat. So I made you happy one minute and unhappy the next. The truth is, it's your mental attitude that made you unhappy. If you loved liver and turnips you'd be ecstatic about my culinary efforts. Well, the same holds true for all the little things we watch our partners do. We can see them as either 'making us happy' or 'making us unhappy.' The truth is, it's our own thinking that does that."
I said, "But if I go off and fuck someone else, am I not making you unhappy?"
Tom laughed and said, "No, I make myself unhappy if I judge your behavior bad and unacceptable, or I make acceptance of your act conditional on whether you loved the other person or whether I loved them too. I can make it really complicated. I can forgive, but use your act of infidelity as a bludgeon to manipulate you for years to come. I'll try to trade on your guilt and my moral rectitude for decades. If you won't comply or I am so intolerant as to not forgive, I'll divorce you and try to take you to the cleaners."
He continued, "Usually, I'll insist on knowing the reason why you did it too. My own insecurity might make me feel unloved, but if I were rational I'd see you didn't do that. Judging, holding expectations of others, and needing to know the reason why, are three ways to make yourself unhappy and create a lot of anxiety for yourself. By comparison to all these negatives for your other relationship, I might instead share in your erotic joy, hope you had orgasms beyond your wildest imagination, and even hope you might share the whole encounter with me so I might also gain some erotic benefit from it – possibly while we make wild passionate love. And, one more step, I'd probably suggest you bring your lover into our relationship so we could both make love to you – just like in our dreams a couple of nights ago. And, just to set the record straight, that is more how I think."
I nodded understanding, but I still wanted to think about that aspect of what he was saying.
Tom took a sip of his coffee and went on, "We also propagate this idea of a 'soul mate' – an idyllic friend and romantic partner you are supposed to form a lifetime relationship with. Reality lies elsewhere. The term 'soul mate' enables society to preach the meme that relationships have to last forever and that marriage with a soul mate is the perfect end goal. Your partner should be your best friend and that's whom you should marry. That's bullshit! The divorce statistics show that all these memes are being routinely broken and unrealistic, not to mention the unknown stats for all the other people that stay in a relationship or marriage yet know their partner is someone far from what a 'soul mate' is defined to be."
"Somehow society expects two imperfect people to form a perfect relationship – and even to become soul mates. The world doesn't work that way. All relationships are flawed in some way, we just need to recognize that and move on. Everyone needs to work at nurturing their relationships, yet so often we sit back and put the duty entirely on the other person. Sometimes, a partner will only discover this about their mate after they've become married."
"We also have some crazy expectation that a relationship will last forever. Why not be happy that a relationship lasts for whatever period it does – a week, a month, a year, or a decade. Why force it go longer that it should? They are what they are. Sometimes broken relationships not only can't be fixed, they shouldn't be fixed. If it's in a marriage, it's time to end it – peacefully and amicably – and move on. Forever is a long time, and, most of the time, is an unrealistic expectation."
Tom sipped his coffee again and then went on, "Oh yes, why marriage? For tax reasons, I can see it, but otherwise I'm not a believer. Too often it's taken as ownership – slavery – and I'm back my problem with monogamy and exclusivity. I'm not sure I've seen a marriage that isn't loaded with restrictions."
I asked, "But what about commitment? Isn't marriage a commitment about love?"
Tom responded, "When does that commitment occur?"
I thought for a moment and said, "Probably for most people around when they get engaged."
"And what are they committing to?"
I paused and said slowly, "Monogamy. Exclusivity. To limit their love to only their fiancé."
Tom said in a measured voice, "To be owned by the other person? To obey a set of arbitrary rules? To set and abide by new boundaries? To feel guilty when I can't make you happy?"
I mumbled out something like, "Oh. I see the other side of the coin. But, it can't be all that bad. A lot of marriages survive."
Tom caught my eye and said, "Do you expect to get all your satisfaction in life from one person?"
I shook my head no.
"Well, commitment is nice, up to a point. The point is where I need to reach outside of the two-some we create to fulfill some other needs – even sexual needs, and I emphasize those only because there are so many taboos about them. I'd rather see 'commitment' mean I am devoted to helping you find your own growth, success, and happiness. I will go out of my way to introduce you to people that can help you in these areas, particularly when I can't."
After a pause, Tom added, "I love you. I don't need to be married to do that for you. I am already committed to you for all these things. "
I muttered "Wow" under my breath. This was some deep thinking.
Tom took a long drink and gazed around the intersection we were seated at. He made a jump of some kind in his thinking about his philosophy. "Of course, we have all sorts of rules about sex, and we break those rules all the time. You can't have sex outside marriage unless you're single – and in love. No sex on the first date ... for women – I think there's a double standard there too. Men need to be the aggressors about sex – women aren't supposed to be; it's unlady like. Sex is crucial for a relationship to work. Masturbation is naughty and should only be done in private." He paused. These are just some of the memes that any sane person would wisely examine and probably toss aside. Again, why saddle yourself with a rule when you don't have to?"
There was a long pause as we both sampled our breakfasts and coffee. As another thought popped into Tom's head, he laughed and said, "I can give you one more meme about sex that'll stretch your mind; why can't you have sex with your sibling? We have rules about no brother-sister sex, yet that's often where the most love in the world lies for some people. I understand the stricture that you shouldn't have children if you're that close genetically, but with all the methods of birth control available today, there shouldn't be an issue about forming a familial relationship, yet we close off that avenue of love for so many people."
I asked, "Didn't you have sex with your sister?"
Tom said, "I had sex with a couple of my sisters after we were of age. We'd been taught to love each other and we did, in every sense of the word. I loved two of my mom's sexually too. If I were to go back home or see any of them today, it'd still be acceptable behavior amongst us. Just because we live a thousand miles apart doesn't mean the love isn't still there."
"But they weren't your real sisters or mother. You called one your 'quasi-sister'."
"In every sense of the term, they were my sisters, just as though we shared the same parents. One of my sisters that I loved was, in fact, most likely my blood relative." Tom chuckled and added, "In the commune, the question of parentage was questionable for several of us kids. She and I did sort of look alike. No one was ever that curious to do the testing."
My eyebrows went up on that one, but as I thought about what Tom was saying I could see his point. I speculated about what sex with my older brother Josh would be like for a brief moment, and then decided to put that idea on the backburner to think about later. I smiled briefly on the idea, and how it would blow my brother's brain apart if I came on to him sexually. Personally, I liked the idea.



Tom went on, "Oh, another area I wanted to come back to involves boundaries. As a new relationship is formed, we spend a lot of time setting up firm and unmoving boundaries – the rules inside a relationship. The boundaries are about all sorts of things: money, sex, children, how much of a couple we'll be, how we'll each spend out time, division of work, play, what we'll talk about, how emotional we can get, and on and on. After the boundaries are set, there's little forgiveness for moving outside those boundaries."
He looked right at me and asked, "What ever happened to flexibility and adaptability? How about we renegotiate things every day or whenever we need to?" Tom thought for a moment and added, "Relationships aren't static, yet we treat them that way."
There was a long silence between us.
Tom smiled at me. I could tell he was pleased he'd stretched my thinking. He added,
"I was raised in a different paradigm from most people. It's hard to see the rules and liabilities of the paradigm you're living in when you're inside it. You've got to get outside it and look back – something that's hard to do."
"Yeahhhhh," I said slowly, drawing out the syllable.
After breakfast we walked up to the beach. We left our shoes together in the sand and went to the water's edge. As we strolled along – sometimes holding hands – the small terns scurried ahead of us searching for some tasty morsel from the tidal waters.
I formulated a few questions as we walked, and now I started to ask Tom how these fit into his philosophy. "So given your philosophy, if we were an item what should I do when I'm on a business trip and I meet some hunky guy I like that wants to fuck me?"
Tom laughed at my shameless use of the word fuck; however, he launched into an answer right away: "Go and enjoy, but let me explain. You and I share a connection – a connection we haven't even started to talk about. A connection at least as complex as the fact that we shared the same dreams and that we really click on so many levels – including physically. So, before you even leave on your hypothetical business trip, we would have hashed out our philosophy about our relationship – like right now. We would have agreed that we could have other partners providing we use safe sex, share the experience with each other later, and not use the experience to manipulate. I'd personally be aroused and glad you had an exciting trip."
I nodded acceptance of the answer, admitting to myself that I'd be aroused to, even if the tables were turned. I thought for a moment realizing I still had a lot of other questions. "Your philosophy points to fundamental changes in society, yet it's unlikely to happen. What about that?"
Tom said, "There are a lot of unconscious people in the world. They accept all these ideas and memes without thinking about them. Many are comfortable and secure in the haze of their unexamined life and actions. Two things: I don't want them to interfere with my thinking, and I plan to live my life directed by my own compass whether they try to interfere or not. Remember, just because a billion people think something is right, doesn't make it so. Remember the 'fact' that the world was flat."
I asked, "The evangelicals, at the least, believe most of your ideas are sinful and will try to talk you into couplehood just based on what's stated in the Bible."
Tom smiled broadly and said, "Ah, we're moving into the field of religion, another one of my favorite topics where I think the world needs some fresh thinking. Do you want the long version or the short version?"
"For now, the short version."
"OK, I'll talk fast. The Bible is a book written by a few mystics. It is mostly allegories and parables. It is not a literal account of what happened, although, unfortunately, hundreds of millions of people think it is. One might appreciate that most of the events in the book were written about a hundred or more years after they happened; in some cases, four hundred years – not exactly timely and accurate news reporting."
I started to say something, but Tom held his hand up and continued. "I believe Jesus for the most part is a mythical character. Many of this folk hero's accomplishments as well as his supposed trinity were defined at the Council of Nicea in the year 324 by a group of what today we'd call politicians. There's strong evidence, widely dismissed, that there were multiple Jesuses at the time he supposedly lived, none of whom claimed to be God or God's son. That's a spin that got added later. Further, the life that's portrayed about him in the Bible mimics that of at least sixteen other sages – real and mythical – that were chronicled in some cases even two thousand years before Jesus supposedly preached. One good book on this subject is entitled 'The Jesus Puzzle'. I've come to believe that a lot of the under pinning of Christianity is founded on very sandy soil. The leaders do a great disservice to their flocks. Someday, it'll all come crashing down."
"Lastly, all the prescriptions for behavior were written for a tribal agrarian society without the benefits of modern technology or the results of research about behavior, needs, love, customs, and so on."
I pushed, "So what the Bible says about couples and love is wrong on that basis?"
"No, just it's like getting advice from a lovelorn columnist two-thousand years after you send in the letter describing your situation; your answer may be a little dated and would you want to live by advice that may be no longer be relevant to you? Besides, the Judeo-Christians and some others conveniently ignore the fact that many religions, sects, and tribes have encouraged polygamy to propagate the tribe and protect the family. For instance, it was routine, even in Biblical times, for a man to assume his brother's wife and family if his brother died. The larger family became the new unit. Many Native American tribes used to do this too; some still do, we just don't talk about it."
"Just an added thought," Tom said, "I really think most Judeo-Christians are hypocrites. The one big message they teach, for instance based on Jesus and the Bible, is 'Love,' yet close to a Billion people have died in religious wars sponsored by them – that's more than from any other cause – even other causes added together. They're a brutal bunch – not much love there."
I said, "OK. OK. I get it, but you make it all seem so easy – your philosophy I mean. If it's so easy, why aren't more people doing it?"
Tom laughed and said, "Maybe they are, but they haven't told us."
I shot him a sidelong glance and saw he was amused. He squeezed my hand affectionately.
He said, "Let's walk back. If you're willing I'd like to make love to you again."
I swung us around gleefully and we headed for where we'd left our shoes.
Tom said, "You probably know that we think the U.S. population is made up of lots of nice married couples living nicely together with two point one children. However, less than a quarter of households fit the 'married couple with at least one child' model. We don't walk our talk. Not only that, if you think about it, it's not a very good model for everyone."
After a few steps in the sand he said, "I guess my point is that as a society we are starting to shift to some other models for families, households, and couples. Lots of couples live together and don't get married. They even have kids together. But, that said, not a whole lot live in a polygamous situation. I read somewhere that the estimate is one or two percent, and all that means is my thinking is in the minority. Oh well. So what?"
I asked, "What about 'clingy' people? How would they fit into your philosophy? People that need to belong?"
Tom said, "Too clingy, and you have to ask 'why?' – is it no sense of self worth? If so, I doubt you'd trust yourself or your partner that much, thus any relationship would be problematic without a whole lot of rigid rules and restrictions for both parties. If people want to belong ... well, I think of the home I grew up in. We all belonged. It was a big, loving club. We pumped each other up to high levels of self-esteem too; it felt great. All the kids had really good self-images, and we skipped a lot of the angst that so many teens feel because of it. Of course, we teased each other a lot too."
"Did anyone have a bad experience?"
"I guess the folks that couldn't tolerate the open marriage model had cleared out of the commune before I came of age to understand what was going on – and how it compared to other, more customary models. My 'dad' was apparently one of them; I don't remember him, and he apparently left when I was about a year old."
I said, "Open marriage is the term, but isn't that just an excuse for sleeping around?"
Tom said, "No. The authors of the book that made the term popular – George and Nena O'Neill – really wrote about a new type of relationship they called an open marriage. It was based on synergy, love, growth, caring, compassion, and self worth. Partners were to encourage their loved ones to grow and expand their horizons on all fronts. External sexual relationships were a small part of their philosophy; however, that's what the media picked up on and suddenly they were espousing free love, open indiscriminate sex, and rock and roll."
I didn't follow up at this point. My mind was full of Tom's ramblings. I'd never known anyone that had such a clear idea of who they were, what they stood for, and how to put it all together.
I made Tom drive me back to my apartment. I'd decided I wanted him to make love to me in my own bed. If I were going to dream about him making love to me there, I'd just as soon have a 'real' experience than a dream. When I explained my request, he didn't even crack a smile; to him, it was a reasonable and rational request. After all, he'd had the same dreams.
An hour later we both had a lovely sheen of perspiration on our bodies as we lay panting beside each other. I could feel a rivulet of cum seeping from my recently invaded pussy, but I didn't care. When the wet spot enlarged on my bed because of it, I'd appreciate every droplet of man juice and girl juice that had created it.
"Ariel, you are exquisite."
"So are you, and I bet you tell that to all the girls you fuck just so you get invited back for an encore performance."
"Not so," Tom protested. "It just might surprise you that it's been over six months since I've been with anyone."
"Oh," I said, "What about last night and this morning."
Tom jabbed a finger into my funny bone, making my whole body clench in reaction. He said, "You know what I meant. I'm not a sleep around kind of guy." After a silence, he added, "Besides, you've been in my dreams."
I rolled towards him and kissed him, my breasts again pushing against his manly chest. "Yeah, what do we make of that? I feel we should talk to someone, only there's no one to tell other than our friends. They'll just think it's strange. I think it's strange. What happened?"
"I don't know, and you can take my silence on the subject since we discovered we had the same dreams as proof of my own struggle with what happened. I like your idea; let's think about whether there isn't someone we could tell that might be able to help us understand what happened and what it means."
We lay awake and cuddled together for a while. Tom often kissed my forehead or the top of my head as I snuggled against him. With one hand, he also did his utmost to keep my left nipple in a state of high arousal.
The bedside phone rang.
"Should I?" I asked Tom. "It's probably Marcella."
"Go ahead?"
I reached for the cordless device, and pulled it to my ear. Tom shifted and spooned in behind me, his flaccid cock slipping between my thighs. Now, both his hands could reach my breasts, so his arousal efforts focused on both nipples.
"Hello?"
"It's me. Mar. What happened last night? How'd your date with Tom go?"
I snickered. "Who said it's ended?"
"You mean you've been with him all night? Did you ... you know, do it?"
"Just finished another round a few minutes ago?" I smiled up at Tom. He rolled his eyes.
"Oh, I am so jealous. I even dreamed about the two of you last night? I assume he's close by?"
"Very close."
"Can he hear me?" Tom nodded and smiled over my shoulder.
"OK, no girl-talk until later."
"Tell me about your dream," I suggested.
"Well, the three of us made love to each other. It was really nice." She paused and added, "If Tom can really hear me, I'm going to be embarrassed."
"It's all right. He knows we had an encounter."
"Oh, great. Now that'll be all over work."
Tom took the phone from my hand and spoke to Mar, "Hey, I'm not that kind of guy. I wouldn't do anything to hurt your reputation or hurt you. Besides, I'm glad that you and Ariel made love."
Mar said, "Because it's kinky?" She giggled.
Tom said, "Well, that too, but mostly I'm glad for several other reasons. I'm falling rather hard for Ariel, and want her to be happy; and if making love with you makes her happy, then that makes me happy. I think the term for that is 'compersion'. Secondly, I like you and I feel the same way about your happiness. Lastly, I had the same dream that Ariel had when the two of you made love, so I knew how lovely it was for each of you; I was glad to hear you both did it for real."
"What do you mean, you had the same dream?"
"Just that. Ariel and I have been having the same dreams for several weeks – identical as far as we can tell, just from different perspectives so to speak."
"You mean ... all those ... sexual ... "
"Everyone one of them."
"Even the ones where she was alone?"
"I was watching – in my dreams."
"Wow. That's mind blowing."
I took the phone back. As I did Tom whispered to me, "You can have her over? Or we can go my place and I'll cook dinner for all of us? I need some recovery time."
"Mar, you up for dinner?"
"You mean you'd leave Dreamlover and another chance to make love?"
"No. All three of us, err, I mean dinner. Tom said he'd cook at his place. It's over by Bayfront Park." Tom snickered at my near double entendre.
"I'm in. What time?"
"Six?" I looked at Tom and he nodded. With Tom's help, I gave Mar the address, we talked about meal plans, and we hung up.
*
Tom proved to be quite a cook. He produced a light chicken and wine dish, complemented it with some angel hair pasta and lightly sautéed plum tomatoes. I produced a rather simple salad that he turned into a masterpiece by grating some aged parmesan cheese over it and tossing it with a wine vinegar and olive oil dressing he made before my very eyes. After a cell call to Mar while she was on her way over, she arrived with a selection of cookies.
We sat at the dining room table amid the candlelight Tom insisted upon as befitting a romantic dinner with two women. We continued a discussion that started after we'd gotten past the pleasantries of the three of us being together. During dinner, I'd put Tom's philosophy into my own words, inviting him to correct my errant interpretations of his views.
After kicking many of the concepts around, Marcella bore right in on one of the crucial issues: "So, how do you work a relationship?" She looked right at Tom when she asked her question; however, I knew it was also directed at me.
Tom moved his jaw around as he sipped his coffee. After a minute of 'think time' he started his answer: "For starters, I don't think the answer is too different even if your fundamental philosophies that led you into the relationship are different."
"You have to want the relationship, and be willing to put effort into building and sustaining it. There's a mindset you need; some words that come to mind are: romantic, physical, confidant, flexible, tolerant, sharing, humble, respectful, confident, fun loving and sense of humor – not in any order.
"Next, I think communications is the big gorilla in the corner. Not only do you have to talk, you also have to listen – be an empathic listener. We hear a lot about that, so I won't dwell on it. I think you also need to be selfish – to mold the relationship into something that you want. You do this while at the same time you appreciate the happiness your mate has and try to add to it. If you're unhappy or faking it, things won't last long; that's why it's important you make it something you want."
Mar and I both nodded to Tom so he'd continue.
"Sharing some activities is key, whether family, sports, friends, or whatever, you've got to do some things together. That's some of the glue that holds your unit together – those shared experiences. Counter to that, I really believe each party in the relationship needs some alone time – for instance, men often create that by having a den or cave they retreat to when they want to be alone. Some need more of that time than others."
Mar asked, "What about common friends?"
Tom responded, "Nice, but I think there should be 'yours, mine, and ours.' What you're hearing is a plea for not too much 'couplehood.' Having the couple front is nice, but in the end you have to be your own person. You can't just be your own person at work; you have to have your own identify in each part of your life: family, career, education, friends, spiritual side of things, hobbies, intellectual stuff, recreation, and so forth. Do things together, but save some time for yourself in each area important in your life. Besides being personally satisfying, it'll make you a more interesting person to your mate."
He paused and walked to the sideboard in his dining area, and then he turned and continued his response, "It doesn't hurt to keep dating your partner long after you've past the dating stage. Be romantic, flirty, sexy, and devote time to each other. Of course, grow together. Set goals together and then work towards them. Hold hands! Be physical! Be a little unpredictable. And, more than anything, say 'I love you,' and then walk the talk."
He turned and brought a tray with some liqueur glasses on it to the coffee table in the nearby living room. The attractive room was lit only from the reflected light from the lights on the artwork on the walls. The lighting gave the room a warm and inviting atmosphere. He gestured us into that part of his apartment, as he returned and brought two liqueurs to the table.
I said, "All your relationship remarks were pretty 'couple' oriented, but your philosophy was broader, so to speak."
Tom sat between Mar and me on the long sofa. After he sat, he carefully poured out one glass of Grand Marnier. He responded to me, "It's hard to use vocabulary that allows for multiple partners. We don't teach it or normally use it when we talk about relationships. Our vocabulary around relationships can be limiting. In the same way the Eskimos have forty words for snow, and along the equator it's just 'snow.'"
He turned to me and said, "Now, I'm going to show each of you how to really appreciate fine liqueurs. I want you each to relax and close your eyes."
Just as I closed my eyes, I saw Tom take a sip of the orange liqueur. I felt one of his hands beside my cheek, guiding my face to his. I knew he was going to kiss me, and he did. What happened next blew my mind.
Tom's tongue probed into my mouth, and I willing opened to invite him in. Things happened so fast then. I realized for a fraction of a second that I could taste the liqueur on his tongue, and then he jetted a thimble full of the nectar into my mouth. The rich liquid went everywhere in me; in a fraction of second it went to my core, warming every corner of my body. Tom continued the kiss and then we broke apart.
I slowly opened my eyes and saw his look of love. He winked at me and turned to focus on Mar. Now I watched the act from beside him as he prepared to repeat the process with her. She sat with her head held high, neck extended, and eyes closed.



Tom whispered to her, "Mar, I'm going to kiss you, but I want you to keep your eyes closed for moment and just enjoy the sensation I'll bring you." She nodded her understanding, possibly expecting that the kiss might have something to do with the liqueur.
He took a sip, and then leaned into her, guiding her lips to his. I could see his tongue moving into her mouth. Just the sight picture made me recall the event from only a minute earlier when he'd done it to me. The feeling made me horny and appreciative of the experience he was giving Mar.
I saw his cheeks flex as he spurt the fluid from his mouth into Marcella's. She moaned, and then I watched as she clutched onto Tom, literally falling towards him. I saw her swallow, and then saw a shudder go through her body.
The shudder was a telltale sign. I wasn't an expert on her physiology; however, based on the weekend we'd spent together only a couple of weeks earlier, her shudder was a give away that she was having a small orgasm. I was so glad for her I smiled. I felt a glow inside.
I leaned forward and whispered to Tom, "She just came. Hold her."
Tom not only held her, he kissed her again with great fervor. They moaned into each other's mouths. The kiss and Mar's orgasm went on for half a minute. I could see Mar's body visibly relax even further. Tom allowed her to recline back into the sofa cushions.
Mar's eyes opened slowly and she looked at me. "Oh, baby, that was so good. Thank you for sharing him with me."
"He did that all on his own," I told her in a soft, loving voice. "He really likes you, you know. He likes both of us." I smiled at Tom and got a loving look in return.
I turned back to Mar. She and I held each other's gaze for a long time. Some kind of ESP took place. I'd never had that feeling before. We shared our thoughts, yet there wasn't a word spoken. I nodded to her.
Mar turned to Tom and said, "Will you make love to me too – to both of us?"
Tom had missed the subtle communication between the two of us, but he was more than ready. He had two gorgeous women at his disposal, we'd had a fantastic intellectual discussion about sexuality and relationships, and we were both so receptive to his whole persona and philosophy.
He nodded to her, and then leaned in and kissed her again. I heard her say, "Do it again with the liqueur." A few seconds later, I watched as Tom again thrust his talented tongue into her mouth and followed the act with a jet of Grand Marnier. She moaned.
When they were through, I heard Mar say, "Now do it to Ariel." He did and I loved it just as much the second time and the first.
As Tom and I kissed I started to unbutton his shirt. When our kiss broke, he pulled back and looked deep into my eyes. "Are you sure? I mean the three of us ..."
"Yes, very," I affirmed. I was conscious and hyper aware of what was happening around me to an extent I'd never known. I saw every detail, every nuance, and savored every word and whisper between each of us. I knew this would be a memorable night in so many ways. It would be a turning point for all of us.
Tom shrugged off his shirt. I leaned in and kissed each of his nipples for a change. I rubbed his abs and then let my hand drop to the belt buckle of his pants. A few seconds later, Tom stood between Marcella and me in his sexy briefs.
Marcella pulled Tom's head down and the two French kissed. She then kissed me passionately as well. We looked in each other's eyes. I knew she was asking permission. I gave it to her with a smile and nod.
Mar turned and pulled Tom's briefs to the floor. His inflating cock popped up before her. Her mouth caught the wavering shaft in mid-air and engulfed him. She bobbed up and down two or three times, and then I marveled at how she inhaled the entire long shaft into her mouth and throat. She made it look so effortless.
Tom moaned. Mar oscillated back and forth on the rod. Every fourth or fifth suck she made, she made the entire rod disappear. She salivated all over the tumescent penis, strands of his pre-cum and her spittle forming thin necklace like strands between her mouth and Tom's body.
I kissed Tom as he stood before Marcella. I took a sip from the liqueur on the coffee table and kissed him again, this time jetting the hot liquid into his mouth. My tongue played with his; my hands rubbed his chest; we swayed together. Personally, I was amazed Tom could keep his balance and head together as the two of us worked on his body.
I reached under the light dress I was wearing, pulling aside my thong and pushing two fingers into my cunt. A second later, I presented the fingers to Tom, gently pushing them into his mouth. He sucked on them as he moaned.
He whispered, "If you ... Marcella ... if you keep that up I'll cum soon. If I have the two of you, I'll need some time ... you know ... to recover."
I had started to strip. In seconds I was nude and again next to Tom, my erect nipples rubbing into his arm.
Mar stopped her blowjob. She protested slightly, "I'll stop, but sometime I want a full load to chew on. Right now, I'm rather hoping you'll give me a full load somewhere else." She again looked at me for confirmation of my willingness to have her participate in such sex games with my very new boyfriend.
I said to her, "Mar, get out of your clothes. You're the only one here that's dressed." She got the message. Her clothes flew in all directions.
Tom said, "Let's take this to my bedroom." As Marcella's naked body came into view, he pulled us both to him, kissed us both, and guided us down the short hallway to his nest.
Marcella jumped on the bed and rolled onto her back. "Tom, fuck me. I so want you right now."
Tom accommodated her wish sooner than she might have guessed. Stopping only for half a minute to lap at her pussy, he swatted at her pussy with his bat-like penis, and then thrust into her suddenly. His move practically lifted the small girl a foot up the bed. She gave a small shriek of delight and a look of sexual satisfaction swept over her face.
Mar's legs wrapped behind Tom. He banged into her at a rapid pace, just like the first time the two of us had made love. Both he and Mar were driven towards a climax. Mar was the first to cum. She howled with satisfaction as her orgasm arrived. Tom ignored her and kept pounding into her body. She came again ... and again. She greeted each climax with a squeal of delight and words of pleasure.
Finally, Mar had to stop him. "Oh, God. Tom. Stop, please. I can't take any more. The sensation ... it's so wonderful ... I'm ... fuck ... please, I need a rest. I love fucking with you ... but you have to stop. You hit rub right on my clit in this position."
Tom yanked his cock from Mar's juicy cunt. The move was sudden, and, except for her pleas, was unexpected. Mar peaked again. "Oh God, you are so good."
I'd been standing beside the bed fingering my slit lightly as I watched the two of them make love. He reached out and pulled me onto the bed with the two of them. We kissed. He said, "Ariel, I love you."
A second later, I lay prone beneath his naked body as his cock sank into me. We went from zero to sixty in about two seconds. I was juiced, so lubrication was not an issue; in fact, my juices had started to flow down my leg as I watched Mar and Tom fuck. We just started to crash into each other's bodies, pulling apart only to crash again. The bedroom again filled with the sound of bodies smacking together. We went on and on and on.
Eventually, Mar rolled to me and we kissed, and then her hand cupped one of my breasts and she started to suck on it – as if my nipple needed further excitement to be erect.
Tom said in a hushed voice through his exertions, "I wish there was a way I could fuck both of you at the same time."
I thought for a minute and said, "There is ... sort of." I turned to Mar, "Are you ready for some more stimulation." She nodded enthusiastically; a few minutes respite had been all she'd needed to be ready again.
"Tom," I said, "Lie on your back." He did and then I positioned a few pillows and Mar so that Tom's cock nested into her slit and rubbed right up against her clitoris. I held him there as he made a few upward thrusts proving that he could hit the right spot on her body.
I then positioned myself so my legs also wove over Tom's pelvis from the opposite side of Tom from Mar. I pushed up against Tom's cock from my side, not only pushing his penis tight against Mar's clit, but also pushing my own clit against his rod.
Tom started his upward thrusts. I was already on my way to an orgasm just from the whole scene. I knew I wouldn't last long. One of Tom's arms found my breasts; he pinched and stroked my breasts. I could see him doing it to Mar too. We were a mass of moaning and groaning bodies.
Tom came. Tom came in buckets. His penis erupted sending the first jet of cum four feet into the air – and this from a guy that had already cum several times in the past day. The next couple of spurts from his body also achieved some elevation, and like the first the juices fell back onto our bodies. He kept cumming until the three of us were covered in his creamy, white, man-juice.
He fell back on the bed from watching the eruption of his cock between our pussies. "Good God, women, THAT was magnificent. I actually felt I was pleasuring both of you."
"Oh, you were kind sir," I told him as I pulled away slightly and untangled my legs from Mar's. Mar confirmed the feeling.
Mar said, "However, due to a slight imbalance in timing, neither of us came. You were hitting the right spots but ..." She looked at me with a lecherous gleam in her eye. She continued, "But we'll just have to finish what you started without you."
In a fraction of a second, Mar and I were in a '69' position with each other on the bed next to Tom. Our mouths and tongues quickly moved to suck up every droplet of Tom's cum from each of our pubes.
As we each finished, our tongues started to lap at the girl juices flowing from our bodies, and then the focus shifted to clits. Fingers started to jam into our vaginas.
I could feel my freight train racing towards the tunnel. My breath became short. I kept licking, lapping, and jabbing with fingers into the beautiful pussy in front of me. I was driven to make Mar climax.
I heard Mar whisper, "Close. Very close."
"Cum," I commanded her as my back arched and the electric ecstasy surged between us. I came – I came big time. My eyes closed and heaven found every corner of my mind.
Mar came too, falling off between Tom and me as our entire sexual zones spasmed with pleasure. I allowed my fingers to separate from her pussy, bringing the dripping fingers to my own mouth to enjoy. I lapped once; however, Tom pulled my hand to his lips and licking at the mixtures he found there.
"You don't think that's gross?" I asked him in almost a whisper.
"No, not with either of you ... and certainly not in such a sexually peaked moment. There is no fluid or act I would find offensive." He kissed each of my fingers and then pushed my hand back toward Mar's cunt. I repeated the act for him, bringing our nectar to his lips.
Being sexually sated has a soporific effect on so many people. It certainly did on the three of us. We each woke enough to get comfortable on Tom's large bed by spooning in behind or in front of someone we'd just loved. Tom ended embracing all of us and we slept, and as usual I got the wet spot.
To be continued. The list of characters begins with the next chapter.
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made of – Chapter 2
The three of us were late for work in the morning. We didn’t have sex or make love or whatever you want to call it. We just didn’t want to part each other’s company. Tom drove Mar and me back to my apartment squeezed into the passenger seat of the Porsche; driving was much faster than public transportation. He waited while Mar and I did quick makeovers for work. Marcella borrowed one of my skirts, except on her it became a ‘maxi’ skirt. One of my ‘brand’ blouses became an off-the-shoulder ‘flash dance’ kind of look for her.
As we went in the door of our building, we each waited for separate elevators before heading up to our company’s offices. I went last, slipping into my cubicle with my tardiness apparently unnoticed.
Before I started work, I took a big sigh and thought of how much pleasure I’d received over the weekend and how much pleasure I hoped I’d given. If there was a measure of perfection, the weekend had achieved it beyond my wildest dream.
I connected with Mar for lunch, and then Tom, Peter, and Dave joined us. Tom, Mar, and I tried to act nonchalant. After a few minutes of awkwardness the whole table launched into animated conversation, some of it about the play we’d been to on Saturday night – a night that even though it had been magical now seemed so far in the past.
I didn’t see Mar or Tom that week except at work. I slipped into private corners of the building with both of them for kisses and reminders of how happy we each were with the weekend.
Mar had been concerned about horning in on ‘my man.’ I assured her that there was no ownership, reinforcing Tom’s own philosophy about exclusivity to her. Perhaps the feelings she understood the most was that I loved her and wanted to bring her pleasure. If Tom was part of that pleasure, so much the better.
I had no lurid sex dream in the nights at the start of the week. I missed them, but then I had my real memories about Tom, Mar, and I to think and dream about.
The ‘dreamscape’ changed Thursday night, however, especially for Marcella. She was seated in my cubicle when I got to work on Friday. She was nervous and giddy in the same instant.
“Ariel, I’ve got to talk to you right now!” She grabbed my hand and pulled me down the hall to a vacant conference room. She shut the door and then pushed me down into a chair.
She began, “I had a dream last night – a sex dream. I can remember it all, including who was there. Oh, Ariel, I came – I orgasmed – it was so nice. This morning I was covered in … well, sexual juices from men and women – or maybe just me.”
I’d dreamed too, but I didn’t want to take her thunder away from her. I asked, “Who was there? What happened?” In the back of my mind I already knew the answer to my question; I’d been there too. The details of the dream came back to me.
Marcella blushed a bright scarlet hue as she struggled to get hold of herself. She went on slowly, “Well, Tom and you were there, and so was Peter Winslow and Dave Wescott from Purchasing – our lunch buddies, and Beth Cariola from supply chain management.”
“And what happened in your dream? What’d we do?” In my mind I thought of the six-person orgy I’d dreamed about. Then I realized she was describing the same dream. I just hadn’t awoken with any physical evidence or deep memory like she had? I did vaguely remember a middle of the night climax that brought a smile to my lips.
Mar said excitedly, “Well, the only way I can put it is that everybody fucked everybody else at least once during the time I was aware. Oh, God, Ariel, it was so sexy and so wonderful. I didn’t want it to end, but I guess I fell back to some deeper level of sleep.”
I paused and offered, “Well, in my book you’re normal. I shared part of that dream with you, but I don’t fully recall. Just as you described who was there, it seemed familiar – like déjà vu.”
Mar speculated, “Do you suppose anybody else had the same dream?”
“You could ask them?”
She laughed and said, “Oh, yea, right! Like I’ll walk up to Peter or Dave and say, ‘Hey did you dream of fucking me last night at our orgy?’”
“You could safely ask Tom,” I ventured. “He wouldn’t laugh, nor would he spread it around.”
Mar looked contemplative at that idea. After a few more words we headed off to our separate desks.
At lunch, I watched the subtle way Marcella waylaid Tom; she herded him the long way to our table while having a private conversation with him.
As the two of them sat down, Tom locked eyes with me. He spoke to me quietly so the others couldn’t hear: “I had the same dream at Mar.” There was no editorial comment or further explanation.
Peter came and sat next to me and across the table from Mar. Normally a jovial and talkative member of our growing lunch circle, he seemed unusually quiet this noon – almost embarrassed. He also seemed to study Marcella, Tom, and me, and then, after Dave joined us, him too.
I studied the studier. I became certain Peter had a complementary dream, and as the lunch conversation zigged and zagged, I realized that Dave probably had too. He too was quiet and overly observant of Mar and me.
I ran into Beth Cariola in the middle of the afternoon. Although the meeting at first seemed random, I realized she had come looking for me. She flashed me a huge smile of recognition, and I returned the favor.
“Hi, Ariel. I just don’t see enough of you around here these days. I’d love to get together with you sometime and catch up.”
“Beth, I feel the same way. Any chance you’d want to stop for a glass of wine after work – you know, kick off the weekend the right way? Marcella is coming too.” I got a knowing glance from Beth. She nodded and we agreed to meet in a couple of hours. When I got back to my desk, I called Mar and shared my speculations about the dreamers.
I did my work automatically in the ensuring time, my mind really focused on recalling the dream and what it was like to engage in a six-person orgy. I liked making love with Tom, and I certainly wasn’t a virgin although I didn’t think of myself as sexually experienced. I also liked my time with Marcella. I wanted more of all of the above.
Having a few more sex partners would be … well, exciting, but a little scary. But then, I felt a wash of romantic love surge through me. It wasn’t just sex, it was love – it was a way to express love in the most meaningful manner possible. I looked at a little sign I had in the middle of the clutter on my cubicle wall: ‘Be bold. FEAR stands for Feeling Excited And Ready.’ I decided I could really be excited and ready for an orgy, at least with the players that Mar, Tom, and I had dreamed about. I loved them all – unconditionally. I’d seen them, warts and all and still loved them. We were all evenly matched, knew each other well, and were all caring and nice people.
Beth appeared glad I’d invited Mar to join us. The three of us trooped down the street joyous for a Friday evening and an open weekend. After pleasantries at the wine bar, Beth leaned across the table to Mar and me. She said, “I had a really unusual dream about some of us from work last night. It was just important to me that I see you two and regain some perspective on reality.”
Mar, ever the one to turn a crack into a chasm, said, “Oh, you mean the dream about the six-person orgy?”
Beth’s mouth fell open, and she started sputtering: “How’d you know? I haven’t told anyone. I mean … err … I didn’t think … uhghunbg.”
I stepped into the fray, “Beth, something strange has happened – is happening – to a lot of us. I think I may be the first one to experience it, but several others at work are having it too – including Mar.” I gestured to my cohort.
Beth looked interested. I went on, “We share dreams – usually sexual dreams although I’ve had some very loving, almost spiritual dreams, as well. Moreover, the dreams often leave some physical evidence behind or take us on a physical journey of some kind – a body experience.”
Beth whispered, “Like having orgasms – and fluids?”
I smiled and said, “Yes, exactly like having orgasms, and also being covered in cum or being fucked, or squirting girl juice everywhere. All these things.”
Beth nodded and whispered again, “I had all that happen. You and I … we … we even … and Mar too.” She turned to Marcella. “We all made … love … while the men there just watched us. It just seemed so right and … and loving.”
Mar said, “You mean Tom, Dave, and Peter?”
Beth nodded.
I asked, “Did you like the experience?”
“Oh, Ariel. I’ve asked myself that all day, and every time I focus on the question I get wet. I didn’t want to leave my cubicle in case I was too odoriferous. Of course I liked the experience. I love all those guys. It was so nice. I felt so special and close to them afterwards – in my dreams, that is.”
She paused and then added, “I guess I’ve felt close to them all along. But after we all made love, our union … our relationships just felt so dear.”
I told her of my ruminations that afternoon as I thought of the experience, more from Mar’s telling than my memory. Mar confirmed similar thinking.
At Mar’s urgings I told Beth the progression of my dreams with Dreamlover. I carefully omitted the assignation I’d had with Marcella in the interest of preserving her reputation – and mine. Mar, however, jumped in and told the story of both my dream and the weekend together it had precipitated. Beth asked more questions and in the end admitted she wished she’d been party to our Sapphic encounter. Of course, she emphasized that she was very ‘guy oriented,’ just that being with a woman or women was a really nice idea she’d like to try for real sometime. She remembered the action from the previous night’s dream and had liked the whole scenario.
On that note, we grabbed some salads for dinner, and then the three of us went to my apartment and managed to produce a very satisfying lesbian experience for each other. Beth and Mar slept over – the three of us naked in my large bed, but not before we’d elicited a stream of screaming orgasms from each of us, covered ourselves in each other’s juices, and swallowed so much girl juice we doubted we’d need to eat again. Each of us glowed with love and lust from the experience.
Tom called me about nine o’clock on Saturday morning. He’d apparently gone out with the guys the night before for beers – specifically Peter and Dave. Somehow they’d confessed their version of the dream, and expressed a desire to see it happen for real. The feelings weren’t just lust; Tom said he felt each of the men had a real connection with each of us women. If I hadn’t known Peter and Dave so well, I might have challenged that statement, but I felt the same way about them.
“And, so, what’s next?” I asked.
Tom said, “We were wondering if you’d like to come to an impromptu party at my place tonight. Informal. Dinner. Guys cook. See where things go. Peter and Dave are going to call Mar and Beth this morning.”
“Why Mr. Ransom, are you trying to get into my pants?” I jested with him in a very fake southern drawl.
Tom laughed and said in fake John Wayne drawl, “Well, Miss Ariel, the thought did cross my mind … all week in fact. I’ve missed you. I love you.”
We both laughed, agreed on a time and rang off. Mar and Beth sat in their nudity and looked at me. I reached down and stroked my slit, bringing my nectar to Beth’s lips since she was closest to me. She tongued my fingers. “It’s on,” I said. “Expect calls very soon.”
The three of us formed a circle and started serious efforts at pleasuring the person on our right while the person on our left used fingers, mouth, and tongue to elicit the last orgasm of the morning. Half an hour later the three of us lay panting in my bed, our heads resting next to the pussy they had just pleasured. God, sex was great.
By eleven that morning both Beth and Mar had gotten cell phone calls and invitations to the party. Neither Peter nor Dave ever mentioned a dream, only a desire to go to Tom’s dinner with them and ‘to get to know them better.’ We laughed about that sobriquet for the coming orgy.
The three of us sat around that morning talking about proper etiquette at an orgy, including how to get things started, how to make the guys all feel included and loved, and how to come out of experience feeling wonderful about ourselves. It turned out to be time well spent.
*
The dinner was a masterful creation by the three guys: Tom, Dave, and Peter. Peter did an appetizer with escargot in mushroom caps, and a Caesar salad made from scratch. Tom did a chicken stuffed with artichokes and spinach in a light wine and cheese sauce as the entrée. Dave produced poached pears and cappuccino for each of us.
Beth, Marcella, and I teased the boys about the great dinner, but with an air of awe and thanks for the gourmet meal to go with it. Every interaction with the guys broke another stereotype about what bachelor men were capable of. These guys were keepers.
I had whispered to Tom that after dinner liqueurs were wanted, so as our coffees were finished, Tom brought a prepared tray to the table with Drambuie and Grand Marnier on it along with six small cut-glass cordial glasses. We’d dimmed the lights in the living room so we could look out at the view of the city without too many reflections.
Tom moved to serve the cordials, however, I stopped him. “We’ll take over serving these,” I told him. He grinned.
“Dave, what’s your preference?” He told me he wanted Drambuie. I filled one of the glasses about three-quarters full and lifted it from the tray. He reached for it, but I shook my head ‘no’ to him. He looked puzzled.
I moved in front of Dave as the others watched. “Dave, I’ve learned a really nice way to serve liqueurs and I need your help and cooperation. Please close your eyes. I promise I’m not going to hurt you or spill it on you.” He looked suspicious, yet his eyes closed and he waited next to me on the sofa. I felt the trust of long and deep friendship.
I sipped the rich syrup, and then moved next to Dave. I set the glass down on the coffee table and took his head gently in my two hands to steer him. I brought my lips to his, rubbing my lips against his for a couple of seconds, and then entering into a soul kiss. As the kiss matured, I thrust my tongue between our lips, finding his, and then jetted the small sip of Drambuie into his mouth. I didn’t break contact, but I did hear him moan and move into a much more significant kiss with me.
We came up for air after about thirty seconds. We smiled at each other. Dave said, “That was … was magnificent. I’ll never drink a liqueur again without thinking of you and this moment.”
I turned to the table just in time to see Tom administering the same treatment to Beth, and Mar with her tongue deep into Peter’s mouth. When the liquid kisses had finished, everyone sat and looked at everyone else.
Peter looked at Marcella and said, “Wow! What a memorable event.”
Beth looked very pleased with her initiation into the new technique. Tom gave me a wink.
I took another sip from my Drambuie glass and moved to Peter. He looked surprised at the shift, but willingly entered into the liquid kiss with me. Knowing what was coming only heightened the experience for us. Our tongues dueled with each other as we shared the rich liqueur made mostly from honey and scotch. That kiss turned into another and another.
Beside me Beth administered similar treatment to Dave, and on the love seat Mar and Tom were similarly engaged. At my suggestion, we rotated again. Tom and I repeated the process he’d taught me a week earlier, while Mar and Dave went at it, and Beth and Peter raised their libidos. We rotated again, and I went back to Dave.
By this time, Dave had a significant lump in his pants, and after a quick visual check I could tell Peter and Tom did too. As I started to kiss Dave, I allowed my leg to come up over his lap, rubbing significantly against the tent in his pants. My hand followed and found the hardness hidden within; he moaned into our kiss again.
From the corner of my eye I could see Marcella pulling Peter’s cock from his pants. I thought, ‘Game On.’ I slowly unzipped Dave’s pants and intentionally made awkward attempts to feel his penis in the narrow confines. Finally, I also undid the belt and with a nudge or two pulled his slacks and boxers down his legs freeing his rod.
Instead of going down on him immediately, I used my hand to stroke his rod a couple of times. I then took another drink of the Drambuie and moved my full mouth to his cock. Being careful not to spill too much, I slavered over his cock with the liqueur, dripping some of the liqueur down the side only to move and lap it up again. I repeated the game about half a dozen times before he stopped me.
“Ariel, if you don’t stop I’ll cum all over you.”
“Now there’s a delightful thought,” I whispered back to him with a broad smile. “I hope you cum a lot, I could really get into this. We have all weekend you know.”
Dave looked around at the other two couples in the room. Marcella was topless. Tom was carefully removing Beth’s dress, revealing her bra and underwear. I turned to Dave and said, “Take my top off. Up and off.” I held my arms up. He was a fast learner and seconds later I too was topless.
Mar caught my eye and jerked her head towards Tom. I knew what she wanted. I had started on the buttons on Dave’s shirt, but turned after undoing only two of them. I turned to Peter, as Mar rose and went to Tom. She nudged Beth towards Dave. She moved with a smile to Mar; Dave held his arms up to her and welcomed her with a hot kiss.
If the guys hadn’t gotten the idea before about what was going to happen they sure did in those few seconds. Some kind of round robin was going to take place that night.
I helped Peter shed his shirt and pants. Amid kisses he also stripped every last shred of clothing from my body.
I welcomed Peter’s fingers into my pussy. Knowing where this was going, and my excitement over the small orgy, my juices had been flowing overtime all evening. He found a receptive girl. He fingered me over and over, but before he could start anything serious I rose and moved to Tom.
Mar laughed as she broke off from similar activities with Tom. As she moved to Dave, she knelt in front of him and grabbed his rigid cock, lapping up one side and down the other. At one point she turned to me and said, “His cock still tastes like Drambuie. I like that flavor.” She jammed her head back down on the rigid shaft.
Beth had moved to Peter, and in my quick glance showed that she was capable of deep throating a large cock. Peter was making strange gurgling noises involved with pleasure received.
Our six nude bodies shifted into high gear as the lovemaking began for serious. Each of us had had ‘The Dream.’ We shared a common vision of what the night would be like, at least an excerpt of it between when we became conscious of the dream and when we drifted away from it and back into a deeper state of sleep. Of course, like me, parts of it were forgotten only to be recalled through a sense of déjà vu as we changed partners again and again.
Each man had his own style for making love … for fucking. I relished in the differences as the girls made their way around the loose circle we’d formed in Tom’s living room. We drew as much excitement from watching the scene of the others as we did from our own efforts with different partners.



Dave was a man of many positions. When I’d return to his station, he’d ask, ‘Where did we leave off?’ I’d tell him, and he’d flip me into some other position he’d learned delivered superb pleasure.
Peter clearly preferred the missionary position and a vantage point where we could look into each other’s eyes. He told me, ‘The eyes are the windows on the soul. I want to see into your soul and want you to see into mine.’ I felt so close to him as we fucked.
Tom was a known to me. He’d been my Dreamlover and then we’d spent last weekend physically together. He was adventurous and loving. He was more vocal than the other men, whispering words of endearment to me as we pummeled each other’s bodies.
I recall a few of the first orgasms in the circle, my own being one of them. Dave triggered it as I rode him reverse cowgirl and he toyed with my ass. Beth turned out to be noisiest among the girls; Peter among the boys. They happened to be together when they each came. Without knowing the scene, one might have believed a murder was in progress. Mar contributed to the orgasm count too when Tom shot load after load into her cute pussy.
Even when one of the boys had to rest to rejuvenate, we still rotated, using the time with the recuperating man to really make love rather than just indulge our lusty fantasies. One time while Peter rested, I gently rubbed my tits along his chest as we told erotic stories to one another. The stories, of course, had to top the reality we were making for ourselves in that room.
Mar captured me at one point and in front of the others she proceeded to clean my sopping wet cunt from all the cum and girl juice that had collected there. Beth was being fucked reverse cowgirl by Dave as we started; yet she pulled away and also joined our Sapphic session in front of the guys. As the guys watched the three of us, they stroked their recovering cocks.
Mar and Beth lapped me clean, then we turned the tables and Beth became our target. She tasted divine, and I knew from the cocks I’d sucked that I’d already tasted her juices as I’d performed oral sex on the guys. Beth and I rendered Mar a quivering mass of orgasmic female flesh in record time as we worked her over.
After our cleaning, each girl moved to one of the guys and we started another, more leisurely round of fucking. Tom protested the use of the “F” word: “We’re making love to you girls. This is far more than a cluster fuck, although an outside observer might think otherwise. I speak for all the guys when I say, we have feelings – deep feelings – for each of you.”
Even though Peter had his cock buried in my pussy, I looked over and told Tom I loved him. I said the same to Dave, and then to Beth and Mar. My love for Peter was self-evident at that moment; I told him anyway.
Each of the others also pledged their love to our sexual circle. We rotated and then one by one the orgasms started for both guys and gals. This time we were done. Beth and Dave claimed the sofa. Peter and Mar and Tom and I migrated to Tom’s big bed and we were soon asleep.
Peter’s gorgeous masculine form fucked me to a gorgeous orgasm first thing the next morning. Next to me, Tom duplicated the feat with Marcella. Amazingly, we came within a minute of each other.
With cum running down my leg, I left the bed and went to the kitchen to start some coffee. I didn’t want to clean up; I enjoyed the slightly slutty feeling the leaking cum gave me in front of the others. Beth and Dave were just finishing a morning fuck session as I came out. I went over to them, knelt beside them, passionately kissed them both, and then rubbed Beth’s clit as Dave slid in and out of her body. Her orgasm triggered his, and I delighted in the small contribution I might have made to their enjoyment.
Soon three nude and drippy females worked to serve breakfast to three swinging and recovering cocks. Frequently, one of the women would kneel and ‘clean’ up a messy penis. We laughed at the various descriptions we gave for what was happening. There were lots of kisses and wandering hands and mouths as we went about our business.
Beth, Mar, and I sat on towels to catch our drips rather than sully Tom’s dining room chairs.
I observed, “You know, no one mentioned the dream last night.” I turned to Dave and Peter and asked, “You did have a dream about the six of us on Thursday night didn’t you?”
Peter wasn’t’ surprised by the question; he responded first, “Yes. Tom shocked Dave and me when he accurately described the same dream, and then when he shared that you women had the same dream. I’m more than a little spooked out by that fact.”
Dave chimed in, “Yeah, me too. I’ve had other erotic dreams; I’m just not sure why this one ended up shared.”
“Perhaps it’s something that was supposed to happen. We’re to act on our shared dreams instead of forget them. We’re to make them happen.”
Beth asked, “What happens next? I mean I loved last night and this morning. You may think me weird, but I don’t want it to stop. I didn’t dream anything past last night so the future is an open question for me.”
Dave said, “I don’t want it to stop either. I love the three of you … and even Peter and Tom. I’ve just never done guy sex. I’m not sure I’m up for that just yet.”
Peter and Tom concurred. Mar and I weighed in on some kind of continuation of our group.
“Is it all sexual,” Tom asked after a quiet moment.
There was a long silence. I rose from my seat and went around the table. I kissed each person not with a sense of lust, but with the emotion of love from deep within – from my soul. The act was difficult to fathom since we were all nude, yet in those instants I thought us revealed fully to each other. Each person kissed me back with what I felt was the same emotion.
Tom was last. After I kissed him I spoke the first words since his question: “No, I don’t think so. I think there’s something else here we don’t know about yet. It has to do with the dreams we’ve shared, how easily we fell into our love making, and the feelings you each just shared with me – love. I love you all.”
As I sat down, Peter, who’d been on my left, leaned in and kissed Marcella rather tenderly. He told her: “Marcella, I love you.” He rose and went to Dave and kissed him on the cheek; he spoke to him too: “Dave, I love you.” He continued with Beth, then Tom, and then me, telling each of us he loved us.
Mar repeated the move around the circle, and then Dave, Beth, and Tom. The men were a little more reserved with each other than with the women, a point I chalked up to cultural conditioning. The women were equally effusive.
Another long silence ensued before I decided to speak again. “This peculiar relationship could go many different ways from where we are now. Tom shared his philosophy about relationships with me a week ago, and I think it’s something we should all hear from him since that thinking can set the stage for where we might take all this. I tried to tell Mar last week, but it was second hand, and by the time I mentioned it to Beth yesterday I knew I needed a refresher course in it.” I turned to my right: “Tom?”
Tom had us bring our coffee cups back to the living room circle. I cuddled up to him, and then he started to restate for us his thinking about relationships and memes we’d been given about them. The points went by fast: loving more than one person, exclusivity versus open marriage, jealousy and compersion, boundaries, ownership and commitment, self reliance and self responsibility for our own happiness, soul mates, static versus dynamic relationships and boundaries, expectations about the length of relationships, marriage and polyamory, love languages, the purpose of aloneness, and then the various goals and meanings that relationships provide. He branched out into the role spirituality played in his thinking, and for Tom how he felt that what he learned from each relationship was part of his spiritual growth and evolution.
As he finished, we all sat there as though stunned. The words were so uplifting and refreshing compared to the daily pap we got through the media or what had been handed to us by our families, friends, or church. Tom’s treatise had taken almost an hour. The questions then began after some digestion of his words.
Beth tossed out a question by way of posing a situation: “So the six of us, even with others, could form a group … a sexually intimate group. The bonds could be love or devotion or other things like affinities, but we’d still be a group. Don’t we end up committing to the group, which in your words mean we turn over ownership to the group?”
Tom turned towards Beth and said, “How do you feel about the six of us? Do we own you or do you own us? Do you feel a right to insist on our behavior or us on yours?” Beth shook her head negatively. “When the numbers are reduced to just two people, I think that’s where the ownership really comes into play, although it could just as well start with this size group as well. Any relationship of any size carries an implicit commitment to obey some unspoken rules and to adhere to some boundaries. So commitment is something that comes as a matter of degree. We commit to the group so that we get what we want in return – our needs are met. The group commits to us so its needs are met – our continued participation, our sharing of ourselves without restraint, and our respect for each other and the informal group rules, just to name a few.”
Beth probed, “What rules? What about the couple you mentioned?”
Tom replied, “Well, when the commitment is between two people we usually start to impose boundaries to stay within and rules to obey. It starts to feel like ownership pretty soon. Some rules are you can’t see other people, or you can talk to people of the same sex but not the opposite sex. You certainly can’t extend you umbrella of love or intimacy to new people.” He paused and said, “Oh, yes, there are informal rules too – the kind that spring up in the instant. We had one last night – no anal sex. Where’d that come from? Any one of us could have tried it. We also didn’t double up on one of the others – two guys on one of you girls, or two girls loving one of us guys. We kept ‘coupling’ all night long, except for your little Sapphic encounter at half time. It shows how easily rules and boundaries form, yet before the rules were clear, we were all nude and sharing ourselves with the others rather easily.”
Peter posed the next question: “I can’t believe that a group like this would last very long. Wouldn’t jealousy set in somewhere along the line? For instance, ‘Dave’s getting more of Beth’s time than I am,’ or ‘Tom’s having sex with Mar too much.’ I could see myself latching on to feelings like this; they’d fester until I couldn’t stand it any longer. I don’t know what I’d do; be unhappy for sure.”
Tom said, “First off, one more ‘rule’ comes into play for those feelings to occur: you have to love me as much as I love you. Now I have some standards about what that looks like, so I’ll know when you’re loving me less and I’ll feel hurt, angry, mad, or some other unpleasant emotion if you slack off or break some of our other rules. In the worst case, I’ll break up the relationship I have with you – separation or divorce.”
We were all leaning forward into Tom’s response. “Now that equal-love rule is a major contributor to jealousy. If you pay attention to someone else in some way I don’t like, you break that rule and I don’t feel equality in our love. Keep it up, and I put our relationship on a death spiral. Jealousy is insidious – it can start small and grow if you allow it.”
“You can, of course, decide not to be jealous. Let me test, who had jealous feelings last night or even this morning?”
Dave said, “I felt a little inadequacy – call it penis envy. I mean Peter and you are better endowed than I am, but I didn’t feel jealous about sharing Beth, Mar, or Ariel, if that’s what you mean.”
Beth leaned over to Dave and stroked his tumescent penis. She told him so we could all hear, “You have what it takes and don’t ever let anyone tell you otherwise. I’ve had about five orgasms on this shaft in the past day and every one was glorious.” She kissed the tip. Dave got a big smile on his face.
Mar and I chimed in about how pleasurable we found making love with him. I added, “When it comes to inadequacies, how do you think I feel around these beauties?” I gestured to Beth and Mar. “I’m twenty pounds over and can’t seem to lose it. We all have some physical inadequacies I guess.”
Tom said, “I think with admissions like that we’ll get over at least some of our feelings of inadequacy about our bodies relative to each other. Talking them out is supposed to make us feel better about them. As for the relationship question, because we were all sharing more or less equally I don’t think jealousy came into the picture. Let me ask the opposite question, how many of you felt joy and happiness when you watched some of the others – be specific?”
Peter said, “To tell the truth, I watched Dave pumping into Ariel one time last night on the sofa. Just the whole scene was so sexy – her legs were up, toes pointed to the stars, her eyes were closed; yet she had a look on her face that defined pleasure and some kind of spiritual joy. So did Dave – his back was arched as he drove into her. I didn’t see any inadequacy there, only divine pleasure between two lovers – and in those few moments, Mar was with me, we shared in those emotions as we watched the two of you.”
Beth said, “I watched Mar and Tom – she was on top, her breasts swaying in his face. He’d kiss and suck on them, all without missing a long stroke into her pussy. The scene was erotic as hell – in fact, just watching them I came as Peter fucked me. Nothing against Peter, but it was the scene that brought me off; Peter did it for me a few minutes later too, but in the time I played voyeur I merged with Mar and Tom, and felt so good about their happiness.”
Tom said, “What you felt, and I’m sure there are other examples from while we’ve been together, is called ‘Compersion.’ It’s the opposite of jealousy. You take joy and personal pleasure in watching your lover have a joyful experience, even if that experience is with someone else. Think about it, isn’t that a much better emotion to court than jealousy, rage, revenge, and anger?”
We all nodded.
Dave asked, “Around this point though, what if you don’t love someone to the same extent or vice versa? How’s that play out?”
Tom said, “Let’s not think of ‘love’ as a static thing, rather think of it like the tides – it ebbs and flows but the tide is always there. It’s unconditional. The same with the psychic energy we pump into each relationship we have. To think that you can equally love someone else – and freeze that point – is pure folly. So enjoy the tides. You don’t have to love equally to love someone else, but I think you need to be sure that inequality is recognized if its great – for instance, unrequited love. If the difference is too large, there’s really no relationship.”
“What do you mean?” Beth asked.
He continued, “When I first started work I fell in love with a gal at one of our suppliers. She barely knew I existed. I had these wild fantasies almost every day about ‘us.’ I dreamed about her – not like our dreams – no reciprocity apparently. We finally connected, but for her I knew it was at a friendship level whereas I was at the head over heels in love with her level. Ultimately, you can’t sustain that discontinuity. We remain friends, but she never knew I had a huge thing for her.”
“Don’t you still love her?” Someone asked.
“Yes, unconditionally. She doesn’t need to do anything except ‘be.’ I try to approach everyone that way – to be conscious of the positive relationship I have with this person.”
I asked over my shoulder to Tom, who still held me in his arms, “How do you explain all this to someone who can’t see past the idea of couplehood, or who’s locked into an exclusive monogamous relationship? What for instance would we tell our sibs or parents about something like this?”
Tom said, “How do you – how do any of you think about what just happened between the six of us? Could you have a long-term serious relationship with one of us – all of us? Think about that, and then think about what it is about your makeup that makes you accept or reject that idea. And lastly, suppose we all lived together; how would you explain that to your parents?”
We were pensive for a few moments.
Mar broke the silence: “I have always sort of been a rebel. I liked to challenge the status quo, to break the mold, to be a contrarian, to be different. I never thought about it until now, but those traits make me want to do anything but have a normal marriage or relationship. I love you all, and I’d continue this for as long as I can imagine. As for explaining it to anyone, I guess they’d expect it of me given my track record. I wouldn’t make a big deal of it – it is what it is.”
Dave said, “I’m more traditional, but when it comes to relationships I feel naïve. I’m on square one, so anything that someone proposes is as good as anything else for me. If it involves love and warmth and caring, I’m for it. I guess I don’t have a preconceived idea of what a love relationship or relationships would be like. I think it would blow my parents’ minds to hear I was living in a commune or whatever we call this. My mom would be shocked and talk about violation of core family values; my dad would think about the sex and get horny.” We all laughed.
Peter spoke next: “I always thought I’d have a traditional marriage when I settled down. As you said earlier Tom, I got a heavy dose of relationship memes about couplehood, monogamy, and such. It’s even the law all over. I love my dream, you guys, and what we did, and I want it to continue and flourish. I’m enthralled by the sex, but also with the feelings of love and caring all this has inspired in me. Lastly, I’ll have to think about how I’d tell my parents or other more traditional thinkers – that’s the question really.”
We all looked at Beth.
She started, “I’m sort of like Mar, unconventional – at least my thinking is that way. I’ve been the goody-goody girl all my life. I’d love to tell people about this so they’d see I’m not in that stereotype any longer. As for my parents, I don’t know what they’d think. They surprise me with their liberal thinking more and more, yet I had a traditional upbringing. What about you Ariel?”
I spoke next, “It’s hard to see the paradigm you’re in when you’re inside it. These dreams and my time with Mar, Beth, and all of you shifted me to another paradigm and I don’t think I can go back to the old way of thinking. Why would I? There’s more love, caring, and sex over here. It’s hard to explain a new paradigm to someone in an old one. That said I’m going to have to try to explain to my folks that I’m now living in some other space. Maybe some of you can help me do that?”
Heads nodded in support.
Tom capped off our discussion: “What we’re talking about is called ‘polyamory’ – having long-term intimate and loving relationships with more than one person. Someone estimated that there are about half a million to a million polyamorous relationships in the U.S. now. They’re not illegal although I wouldn’t want to argue the point in some states.”
“Relationships like this cover a broad spectrum. For some, it could be ‘swinging,’ which is usually a couple in a committed relationship engaging in recreational sex – or to use an older term ‘wife swapping.’”
“Or, the concept of polyfidelity could be used – a group that commits to each other in a sort of group marriage and restricts sexual contact to each other. Or, further, the whole idea could be a completely open relationship – any body, any time, any way. Some relationships have primary and secondary relationships. Today, with STDs as prevalent, there is a tendency to restrict sexual contact or insist on protection for sex outside one’s circle.”



Tom continued, “There’s no one model for where this could go. Some do legal agreements to manage contributions, property, and effort. Some polyamorous relationships last a few months others go on for years.”
Peter said, “This sounds like a big step. Can we take it slow? I’m enchanted by the past few days – from dream to realization. I’d like to see how I feel as this unfolds on a day to day basis.”
Beth said, “I like that idea.”
Tom said, “Well, let me suggest that at least for a while we are single during the week, and in our ‘poly’ mode on the weekends.”
Heads nodded.
*
The six of us spent the weekend together, at least until Sunday evening when everyone headed to their own homes to rest up for the coming workweek.
Monday at work and in the cafeteria, except for Beth’s addition to our lunch group, I doubt anyone would have noticed any change in behavior. We remained politically correct in every way with no outward demonstrations of affection.
Well, there were a few minor exceptions. For instance, each afternoon I’d meet one of the guys in the seldom-used west stairwell for some chaste kisses. Oh, and there was the time I stuffed my odoriferous panties into Tom’s pocket for him to enjoy later. And, there was the time I let Peter finger me to a small climax in the stacks of the company law library.
Mar, Beth and I compared notes periodically as the week days passed. While we each had some innovative ideas about how to tease the guys, one fact was inescapable: we were getting hornier with each day.
Thursday, I contemplated seeking relief from the guys, but Beth had found out that Dave and Tom had a softball game – weather permitting. I prayed for rain, but my prayers went unanswered.
I thought of a Sapphic encounter for Beth, Mar, and I, however, Mar had a day trip to New York and wouldn’t be back until late. With Mar’s blessing Beth and I got together.
Beth and I had a lovely evening – a romantic dinner with some good wine, and then we went back to her apartment, stripped, and made love.
We took the time to learn each other’s hot spots and every little nook and crevice with both fingers and tongue. By the end of the evening we’d mastered bringing each other to exquisite peaks, holding them there, and then producing an explosive orgasm of epic proportions.
I caught a taxi back to my apartment around 11:30 p.m. I slept like a baby, and when I woke I relished in the thought that it was Friday and that after work all six of us would congregate at Tom’s apartment for a weekend of seduction, sex, and good company. I’d be with my lovers again.
My juices flowed all daylong. Mar and Beth said the same thing. The guys were clearly willing as well. At one point during lunch, I thought the guys would jump the three of us on the lunch table. I savored that vision all afternoon: our nude forms wildly fucking each other in the middle of the cafeteria as our coworkers strolled by with their food trays, occasionally commenting on a position or technique or skill one of us was in the process of using on their mate of the moment. Despite my tantalizing thoughts, the entire day dragged by at a snail’s pace.
By agreement, we each left our offices at different times and different routes. Tom went first to be sure he’d be back at his condominium to welcome each of us. By six we were all in his living room, a glass of wine in hand watching the lights come on in the city. Tom had each of us draw a name from a hat for the initial pairings, and at 6:10 p.m. Peter’s tongue started to lap my slit and dawdle over my excited clitoris. Around 6:20 p.m., at my insistence, his cock repeatedly drove into my aching cunt as I happily bounced into his downward thrusts.
We didn’t last long. To my surprise and pleasure, we came together, my orgasm coinciding with the jets of his cum splashing into my spasming cunt. Finally, I was at least temporarily satisfied.
Peter and I cuddled while next to us in the large bed Tom and Beth duplicated our act of love and passion. I found exceptional enjoyment in being a voyeur to their fuck, as I’m sure they did with ours. I could tell Peter thought it interesting; I could feel his prick stiffen again against my ass.
Eventually, Mar and Dave came in and flopped down on the bed just as Tom ejaculated deep in Beth’s pussy. The four of us watched as she then crested in the excitement. She collapsed on Tom’s chest, her generous breasts shmushing against him as they kissed with lustful abandon. They finally came up for air, only now becoming aware that they were the stars of a sex show that had just ended.
“You guys put on a really nice show.” We applauded; Beth blushed and hugged Tom.
Dave speculated, “Now that our baser emotions have been temporarily sated, can we think about eating. I had to skip lunch so I could be sure I could leave early. I’m famished.”
Someone said, “Pizza? Salad?”
Tom offered, “Place down the street delivers and does a credible job. I’ll call.” His cock still buried in Beth’s pussy, he stretched to his bedside table and got the extension phone. A minute or so later we all listened to him order. After he hung up, he said, “Forty five minutes; they’re busy tonight.”
Mar said, “You know, it hasn’t been a half hour since we got here and we’ve already done the dirty and have great plans for more. But I have a larger problem.”
“What’s that?” Peter asked.
Mar smiled at everyone and said, “I’ve wanted … no, needed to make love to each of you all week. This was intolerable. I wore out my vibrator and the satisfaction index is pretty low for that. I need you guys every day – every night. I want you in my life. I love all of you and I hate it when we’re not together.”
I seconded her feelings; Beth chimed in. We both admitted our Sapphic time the evening before to trim our horns a little, and to whet our appetites for tonight. Both of agreed that we wanted male sex and group sex, but more than anything we wanted to be with our lovers.
“I don’t feel complete without all of you around me, like this,” Beth said. “I’m suddenly enjoying my nudity, our nakedness, and my newfound sex life, plus I’ve never felt so loved in all my life.”
Peter and Dave both chimed in with ‘me toos.’
Tom seemed to be the defacto head of our group. We all looked to him for some kind of decision or pronouncement. He tilted his head around Beth’s and said, “OK. I hear you. This weekend we’ll make some decisions about spending more time together and I’ll do some further thinking on the subject. Just to make it unanimous, I feel the same way.”
We migrated into the living room, still in our nakedness. The girls made trips to the bathroom to freshen up certain parts of their anatomy.
Tom observed, “The pizza should be here in ten minutes or so. Who’s going to do ‘door duty?’”
Peter said, “I think it should be one of the girls dressed just as they are now.”
I sort of liked the idea of teasing the pizza boy. “I volunteer … but I’d like a cohort.” I looked at Mar.
Mar said in a tone of eagerness, “And what might you see my role being?”
“Why, taking the pizza while I pay the man, of course!”
Mar nodded and said, “I’m in. Beth?”
Beth volunteered also in a eager tone, “I could bring the money to the door after you get the amount we owe.”
We all grinned at each other. I also could see the guys’ cocks swell with the idea of our exhibitionism.
Eight minutes and a lot of laughs later the doorbell rang. I jiggled my way to the door, throwing it open to find a rather open-mouthed pizza delivery boy of about twenty. After a long silence during which he soaked in every detail of my nude body, he finally said, “Oh, yeah, pizza delivery and salad. $24.90 please.” As he was talking he never took his eyes off my breasts.
I yelled over my shoulder, “Pizza’s here! $24.90.”
Mar appeared from around the corner. She’d put on her high heels from work; in her nakedness they really looked like ‘fuck me’ shoes. She said, “I’ll take the pizza and bag of salads.” Pizza boy’s eyes bugged out of his head at her petite and very naked body. She shook her breasts at him a little and gave him a coy smile, and then she held out her arms for the pizza. It took him a minute to register that he was supposed to hand over the goods to her. She took things and disappeared into the kitchen.
About that time Beth arrived in her nakedness. She’d tied her neck scarf around her waist, and the effect was sexy and erotic. Pizza boy practically came in his pants; I spied a huge hard-on trying to escape the confines of his jeans. Beth had a handful of money and she carefully counted out thirty dollars into his shaking hand.
We thanked him and shut the door. He was still standing there with his outstretched arm with the bills in his hand. I turned to the guys who were just out of sight from the front door in the living room and said, “Now, this is an address that will never be forgotten by Sam’s Pizza Palace.” I smiled and followed Beth’s gorgeous ass into the kitchen.
*
We sat in a circle in Tom’s living room eating pizza and drinking the nice wines we’d each brought to the weekend. There’s something disarming about eating a meal with others with no clothes on – like there are no secrets to your life.
Peter laughed at something Beth had said but turned to all of us, “OK everybody. We’ve had two weeks to display at least some of our depravities. My question for the rest of this dinner’s discussion is what are your fantasies and your perversions. Let’s go around the circle.”
I chided Peter, “All right, but you have to start. You show us the way.”
He smiled and said, “I have many – after all I’m a horny guy. First, I would like to be in a three way – actually both kinds: two guys and a girl, and two girls and me. Next, I’ve never tried anal sex; it’s on my bucket list. Last, I have to admit that all of us fucking in the same room is the most erotic thing I can imagine – and I’ve done it. I’m so happy.” He looked back at me and said, “OK, Ariel, your turn.”
I began, “Since my dreams started I can’t believe how many variations I’ve already experienced – things I never would have thought I’d do, but now I have. I second Peter’s comment about all of us having sex together in the same room. I really get turned on watching you all around me being pleasured.”
“What else?” Peter asked.
“Well, I’m a little scared of anal, so I may not be your first victim in that regard.” I thought for a moment as the others studied me; “I am not only a voyeur, I’m also an exhibitionist as I’m beginning to learn. I’d like to do some other things like we did to the pizza boy. I can’t think of specifics, but you know, flash someone, give someone a view down my top, accidentally walk nude in front of window when you know someone’s watching. You get the idea. The other thing, and your comments are invited; I think I’d like to seduce my brother. I’ve always loved him; I’d like to bring that love to a different kind of peak than we’ve allowed until now. Lastly, I had this great dream about a gangbang; I think I could get into that – with even more guys, even some guys that we just pickup that we don’t know. There are probably other things I can’t think of, but for now those things will have to do. How about you Dave?”
Dave blushed, “Err, ummm, it’s sort of embarrassing and I’ve never told anyone so don’t make fun of me … I’ve seen myself as a sub – you know in a dom-sub relationship with a strong woman. I guess I want to be a cuckold too; just sexually I’d be the sub. I wouldn’t want to be this way all the time … just to try it sometime, maybe for a weekend.” When he was through he looked at Mar.
Mar said, “I’ve got a list of the sexual things I’d still like to try sometime. First, like Ariel, I’d like to be in a gangbang. I’d also like to do other exhibitionist things like Ariel too. I’d like to be fucked at work – maybe by each of you guys. I have a brother too – and I’d like to connect with him sexually. Oh, and I’ll try anal with you Peter.” Mar grinned at her revelations, thought for a moment, and then said, “Beth, what’s on your list?”
“Wow! You blow me away,” Beth said. “I mean what’s left that we haven’t done or that hasn’t been mentioned?” After thinking a moment she looked at me and said, “I’d like to seduce the rest of my family – particularly my father; I’ve always had a thing for him. It’s not as bad as it sounds; he’s really my stepfather. I like the exhibitionist thing too – and the gangbang and the multiple sex partners at the same time idea. I’d like to try double penetration. I’d also like to make a real porn flick sometime – to be a porn queen.” She turned to Tom and gestured for him to speak. There was a murmur of agreement on her last comment.
Tom laughed and said, “All of the above. I underscore our being together like this – making love and being sexual together. I’m so happy all this worked out the way it did; I feel like I’ve died and gone to heaven. I’m also a romantic at heart, so I like the ideas that there’s a lot of love around this circle and very little jealousy. I’d like to see this mature and keep going into longer-term relationships between all of us.”
“What else would you want to do – you know, sexually?”
Tom thought, “Well, unlike Dave, I’d like to try being a dominant to a submissive woman – or women – I’d like to do that in public … not the sex part, but the exhibitionist part of the relationship. And, just to set the record straight, I’d only like to try it for a short time. I’m a big believer in equality of the sexes, so I wouldn’t be happy that way in the long term.”
“Go on,” I probed.
“I’d like to see us get a repertoire of sex toys – guy toys and girl toys. I’d like to see us use them on each other to heighted our experiences. I’d like to be tied up and maybe blindfolded some time while a couple of you tease and make love to me. I like Beth’s porn film idea too.” He thought for a minute and said, “You know, maybe we should get a book or go online to see what other ideas we can come up with.”
That idea met with wide acceptance.
Peter returned to his original point, “OK, between us all we now have a list of some very interesting perversions. What do you say that we make some of the things happen for each other? I guess I’m calling your bluff – mine included.”
There was a long silence as we looked at each other, but one by one each of us broke into a broad smile thinking of the menu of sexual delights in front of us. I don’t think any of us would have budged from the rut we were in but for the dreams and our subsequent explorations with each other as a group – even as modest as we’d been so far.
*
Peter wrote each of our perversions on a slip of paper and put them in one of Tom’s baseball caps. He came to me and held the hat up above my head, mixing the dozen or so strips of paper up with his hand.
“Pick and read, Ariel.”
I reached in and drew out a slip, and then read aloud: “Exhibitionism. Mar and others if they wish.”
Mar jumped up and did a little dance, turning in a circle as she swayed her hips and shook her generous breasts in Dave’s face. He latched onto one of them with his mouth and pulled her to him. Mar still had on her ‘fuck-me’ heels, and the effect was highly erotic to watch.
Seconds later, we watched as Dave’s perpetual erection slid up into Mar’s pussy. She groaned and the sound was like a signal to the rest of us. I straddled Peter and slowly sank down on his long cock, allowing it to fill my creaming cunt slowly. We both looked deep into each other’s eyes and then I jammed my tongue into his mouth. I remember thinking how horny I found myself. Sex begets sex – will I ever be satisfied?
Beth lay back on the floor. Tom was on her in an instant, his rod slapping at her clit and rubbing her secretions and his pre-cum around her nether region. Peter and I watched as Tom slid so easily into her open pussy.
The next few minutes were filled with the moans and groans as the six of us made love, again in the presence of each other.
Peter and I did change positions so he could drive his cock into me harder, not that I wasn’t extending and dropping my body onto his enough. I lay with my head by Beth’s and the two of us kissed and tongued each other as our partners thrust into us.
At one point, Peter pulled out. I was deep into a soul kiss with Beth. The cock that refilled my cunt turned out to be Tom’s. Peter and Tom had switched. I found the idea of fucking multiple partners a real turn on, particularly when they just switched in a group setting.
Tom’s orgasm triggered my own – or was it the other way around? I was holding hands with Beth and watching Mar get pounded as she leaned over the arm of Tom’s sofa. Peter and Dave had switched too; Peter was doing such a good job of satisfying her.
My legs were wrapped around Tom’s hips, helping him to drive into me. After I felt his spurts of passion into my love cavern, he collapsed onto me. We kissed wildly, and then he leaned over and kissed Beth as she came and Dave jetted his cum into her pussy.
The four of us lay on the carpet and watched Mar and Peter as he ploughed into her, pounding rapidly against her beautiful ass as they reached their crescendo. After they came, Peter pulled her down on the floor next to Tom; Tom kissed her as Peter spooned in behind her.
I said, “Oh look, she’s so messy. Someone’s got to clean her up.”
I moved down and pulled Mar’s legs apart. My tongue slid up one leg, ending at her vagina where Peter’s cum was oozing out. I lapped and lapped, often sucking her clitoris into my mouth and making her jerk at the stimulation.
Dave joined me. He drove his tongue into Mar’s open hole, milking every last drop of cum out.
I whispered, “You surprise me. I wouldn’t think a guy would do this after another guy.”
“Part of my submissive-cuckold fantasy,” He said. “Besides the combination of Mar and Peter tastes divine and so sexy. “
Beside me, Tom was going down on Beth, and soon Peter joined the pair. Beth was squirming and pleading for mercy as the two men traded off who ate her pussy and sucked on her clit.
Tom said to Dave and me, “You’re right. I’d never have believed I’d eat a pussy with fresh cum from another guy in it, but it’s all right. The cum is musty flavored and Beth is the flavor of the day. She came a lot too.”
Peter just moaned happily as he lapped at Beth’s neatly trimmed bush. Mar and he were holding hands across Beth’s legs.
*
The six of us decided to go to a local ‘meat market’ popular with our age group called Purple on Saturday night. The club had a huge bar that meandered around the sides of the main room. A few tables and a large dance floor were the focus of the place.
In the spirit of exhibitionism, Beth, Mar, and I spent hours getting ready and working on just exactly how we would expose ourselves. The three of us had gone back to my apartment to work on our outfits and makeup. The guys estimated they’d be ready in about five minutes.
After considerable experimentation we decided that for Beth and I a sheer bra was actually sexier than the braless look. Mar was stacked and tended to have erect nipples, so a no-bra look was definitely in for her.
We all agreed to dispense with panties or thongs. We’d go commando. Next we also decided that short skirts and fuck-me pumps were ‘in.’ With a little practice we learned how to hike ourselves on or off of a bar stool with just the right amount of innocence and effort to provide a momentary ‘flash’ of pussy to anyone positioned just right.
We also perfected how to dance with our tennis skirts so that a sudden turn or dip would also be revealing.



Despite the cool weather, we also opted for sleeveless v-neck loose fitting tops. Again, with some practice we learned how to hold our bodies and arms so that anyone standing near us could sneak a peek into a sleeve or down the vee, especially if we leaned forward. The cool weather also proved conducive to erect nips.
We, of course, laughed ourselves silly at all the possibilities and permutations we might provoke at the club.
Tom, Dave, and Peter had split up for the afternoon to run errands and attend to their own lives. We’d agreed to meet them at the club at 9:00 p.m.; however, they thought they should not be obvious dates, only acquaintances we probably ran into at the club. This would enable each of us to get into conversations with people we designated as ‘flashees.’ Beth, Mar, and I were the ‘flashers.’
The club was already alive when we walked in a little after nine. We didn’t see the guys, so after checking our coats, the three of us went up to the bar. Before we could even order a tall lanky guy in western cut slacks and boots engaged me in a friendly hello.
“Can I be a little friendly and buy this pretty lady a drink?” He asked in a long Texas drawl that seemed to make the sentence seem more like a paragraph.
I looked at Mar and Beth, but by that time two other hunky guys who appeared to be friends of my Texan were cajoling them with similar pickup lines. We all said “Yes.”
The three of us hiked ourselves onto the bar stools as we’d practiced; only each of us used the ‘no flash’ bar stool mount we’d practiced in my kitchen. Conversation started and soon we were well engaged with Duke, my guy, Steve, Mar’s guy, and Aaron, Beth’s guy. All three were in town from outside Dallas where they worked for the same software company. We started to play who do you know, what do you know, and where have you been. Duke was the only native Texan.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Peter, Dave, and Tom enter the club. They spied us, waved, and sauntered in our direction but took up positions about forty feet away at a different section of the bar. I pretended not to see anyone familiar, and so we kept up our end of the chat with the three guys as we sipped our free drinks.
The DJ pumped up the music a few decibels and made talking difficult. I turned and looked longingly at the dance floor, hoping someone would get the hint. Of course, my turn also made my blouse puff out away from my body. Duke’s eyes about jumped out of his head. I knew he’d already spotted my excited nipples; now he was able to see my entire breasts encased in the thinnest gossamer brassiere that Victoria Secret could sell.
“Ariel, would you do me the honor of dancin’ with me?” Duke asked, his long drawl tempting my heartstrings.
“My pleasure, my knightly friend,” I told him with a smile as I started to slip down off the barstool.
I held one knee just right and also allowed the material of my dress to bunch up on the barstool seat. As practiced, I actually slid to the floor while my dress remained in the seated position. My naked pussy flashed into view.
I acted oblivious to the event, trying to talk over my shoulder to Duke who was actually slightly behind me.
In front of me, however, was a cluster of guys all glancing in my direction so they could watch the dancers. As I faced Mar to tell her Duke and I were going to dance, I caught sight of their gaping mouths. My dress dropped as the rest of me stood, ready to go to the dance floor.
My heart jumped at the moment of excitement. I had just exposed my most intimate body parts to over a dozen horny and testosterone pumped guys. I felt so proud of myself. Somewhere inside me, my inner soul soared and did jumps of joy. Just for those few milliseconds, I recalled the pizza boy. The pizza boy flash was quality, but tonight was about quantity.
Duke was an awkward dancer, but he did like to twirl me around. It took him three spins of my body before he realized that my skirt spun away from my body on each twirl. The faster the twirl, the higher the skirt hem went; on the third spin my pussy again went on display at Purple. I briefly had a daydream of a sign in front of the club: ‘Tonight Only at Purple – Ariel’s Pussy – Beautiful, exotic, erotic.’ I laughed.
Duke blushed when I caught him looking at my nether region after one particularly exciting spin. By now I was aware that three or four others were also watching along with many of the guys I’d exposed myself to in dismounting the bar stool.
From the corner of my eye, I watched Mar do her dismount from her bar stool. As we’d rehearsed, she was looking over her shoulder at Beth. Mar was shorter, so her drop to the floor was longer … and so was the exposure of her pussy to the weather. Even from fifty feet away I could clearly see the details of Mar’s cunt. Her little strip of pubic hair that she’d left as a runway to her pussy flashed the entire club.
Funnier still was the look on Steve’s face as he realized the girl he’d just asked to dance was in full disclosure from almost her navel to her toes. Before his assessment could turn into action, Mar had fully dismounted and was smoothing her dress down as they walked to the dance floor. Mar was stonefaced.
Beth and Aaron were right behind Mar and Steve. Beth slid slowly down the barstool while looking straight into Aaron’s eyes. I could actually see the color rise in his neck as she stopped midway off the stool, allowing him unrestricted view of her pussy. Several other guys saw her too.
Beth raised the bar when she took Aaron’s hand and brought it to her pussy, allowing him to stroke her tuft of pubic hair and run a finger through her slit. I watched her eyes close for an instant as she savored the moment. Then she ended it by standing up. She put her arms around Aaron’s neck and kissed him rather passionately.
I turned and saw Duke’s tongue practically hanging out of his mouth. He too had watched the two women. Now we all started to dance to the music within a few feet of each other.
At the end of a very long set of rock music, a slow number came on. I crushed into Duke’s arms in a move that surprised him and molded my body to his. By plan, so did Mar and Beth. I ground my hips into Duke’s as we swayed to the music. Somewhere in the middle of all this I pulled his head down to mine and we kissed more than danced. I thought of an old sign I’d seen at a fraternity party in college: ‘There’ll be no fucking on the dance floor, and no dancing on the fucking floor.’
After our kiss Duke said to me with a grin, “You girls trying to tell us somethin’? Y’all mighty friendly in these parts.”
I looked at him coyly and said, “Maybe. I like Texas men.”
“I guess underwear’s in short supply in these parts too.”
“Yep.”
We finished our dance and went back to our stools at the bar. Just before we sat I had an idea – a really, really raunchy idea. I intercepted Mar and had a quick whispering session with her, and then with Beth.
I turned to the group and said, “Gents, excuse me a minute. I see a couple of friends from work I just have to say hello to – be right back.”
I wove through the crowd around the edge of the dance floor, resisting the urge to dance again and also repelling a couple of advances from single men.
I slid under Tom’s arm, pulling it around me before I kissed him. I also kissed Dave and Peter as passionately as I had Tom, and for that matter Duke.
“You guys all right? Did you see our little act?”
“We’re fine and yes we did,” Dave said. “So did about fifty other people in this club. Right now you three are the talk of the town. Beth’s little postscript on things really set the place on its side. Even the DJ has a hard-on watching you three.”
I said, “Well, I have an even nastier idea, but you guys have to approve.”
Peter said, “You want to fuck them, right?”
“Sort of,” I answered. “I actually want to have a gangbang with them and you guys. I mean they’re clearly cruising for pussy, but they’re nice guys. I like Duke – my guy; and Mar and Beth seems to have found winners too. We all have an orgy of some kind on our bucket list. We like the guys and I think you would too. Mar and Beth like the idea. I think it’s a rare opportunity.”
Peter, Tom, and Dave all looked at each other with eyebrows raised in the open question.
Peter said, “Condoms a must.”
“Of course.”
“Where?”
“Wait here. I’ll be back.” Before I left, I did a fully body press against each guy, grinding my hips into theirs. I could feel three erections pressing outward.
Tom said, “Remember, this is not only about love, but also thinking with your head.” I waved over my shoulder at his admonition.
As I turned to return to the bar, Duke was watching me. He had a questioning look on his face, really wondering what was going on.
When I got to him, he asked, “Good friends?”
“Very good friends … for the three of us.” Mar and Beth nodded as they tuned into the conversation.
“That’s bad for us, right?” Steve said.
I leaned in and kissed Steve on the lips, running my tongue around his lips in a sensuous manner: “Not necessarily.” He looked astounded at the cross over I’d made from Duke to him. I pushed my hips into Steve’s groin and ground them around a little.
Steve looked at Mar; however, she’d moved next to Duke and pulled his arm around her, making sure that his large hand encased her left breast completely. Given that she wasn’t wearing a bra, the move was undeniably an announcement of things to come.
Beth turned from Aaron and also kissed Steve. “There, I’ve wanted to do that all evening – since we met you guys.”
I moved to Aaron and whispered in his ear: “Did you like feeling Beth’s pussy? Would you like to feel mine?” We kissed, but not before I watched his eyes get as big as saucers.
Duke finally asked, “What would make you pretty ladies really happy tonight?”
Everyone looked at me.
I spoke slowly, “Well, we were hoping to run into our friends over there and make a night of it. We’ve shared before.” I paused for effect. “But then we ran into you three guys and you really turn us on too, and we like you all too. So we were thinking maybe the six of you gentlemen could please the three of us horny women, that is if you’ve got somewhere to take us all – somewhere really nice and intimate.”
Duke, Steve, and Aaron shot glances back and forth. I could watch the approval mechanism even though not a word was said.
Duke finally said, “Why don’t y’all invite your three friends over.”
I gestured to Tom to come over. The three of them sauntered over and joined us. I made introductions and soon an easy rapport had been established between the men.
After about fifteen minutes of idle chatter, Duke said to me, “You know we’re right down the street at the Hyatt – a short walk. We could continue this party down there. Probably get better music off the TV … we could just see what develops.” He stared into my eyes to see if there was any equivocation on my part. There wasn’t.
I grinned at him and then nodded to Mar and Beth. “We’re moving the party down the street.” The other men nodded in agreement.
*
There’s an awkward moment in a gangbang or orgy. It’s that instant in time when everyone has arrived and gotten comfortable with a drink and a comfortable seat. It’s that instant when someone has to make the first move, but no one has been elected to lead the way.
Thus, I took the initiative. I was sitting between Duke and Tom on one of the two queen-sized beds in the room. I reached down with both hands and started to run my fingers up and down their thighs, moving right onto their cocks as soon as I could feel the bulges grow.
I turned and kissed Tom. I whispered to him, “I love you. Thank you for this.” He smiled at me and blew me an air kiss.
I turned and kissed Duke too. I told him more openly, “I’m glad you have an open mind about sex. The three of us girls hope to fuck your brains out.”
With that I started on zippers and belt buckles. By then the ball had started rolling elsewhere in the room.
There were a few minutes in the room as item after item of clothing was removed and deposited in some sort of pile for each person. Soon the girls were nude with the guys close behind.
I thought how I’d heard about parties like this but never been. I’d always felt so left out, and now here I was at the best party ever - in my prime and ready for the fucking of my life.
The actual sex is almost a blur in my memory – something far beyond my wildest dreams, even the dream of the gangbang I’d had the night before Tom and I connected.
I lay back on the bed. Duke started to eat my pussy, and a superb master at the art of cunnilingus he turned out to be. Tom alternated between kissing me and sucking on my breasts, a highly charged erogenous zone.
I talked dirty to the two of them, however, it turned out my other friends were all listening and getting off on my encouragements to the two men. “Oh fuck. Duke, right there! Your tongue is … oh shit, right there again. Lick me. You have the longest tongue. Lick my clit. Tom, suck my tits – just like that. You can make me cum like that. The combination of being eating and having my tits sucked is going to give me an orgasm.”
“Tonight I want to be fucked by every male in this room – and every female. I want my pussy eaten by everyone – no exceptions. I want to tit fuck Dave; I owe him for a nice orgasm this morning.” Duke looked surprised at that comment; he looked up at me from between my legs.
Mar and Beth both ratified my comments when they didn’t have a cock in their mouth or weren’t in the throes of orgasm.
Duke rose and rolled a rubber on his long shaft. I heard things were big in Texas, and Duke was no exception. I worried slightly about handling him, but I was so fucking wet that I doubted lubrication would be a problem.
After adding a little spit to the rubber, Duke pushed slowly into my cunt. Tonight it wasn’t a vagina or pussy, it was a cunt … and I was a slut who was going to fuck everybody she could before the night was out. The feeling of his Texan shaft was spectacular.
As Duke started to oscillate in and out of me, I now had Tom’s cock in my mouth … and then it was Peter’s … and then it was Steve that was fucking me … and many minutes and a few orgasms later it was Aaron … Tom … Duke again … Dave … Aaron again … Steve … and …
I lost count except to note that I got into a zone where I was having a perpetual orgasm. I’d never been in this space before. I peaked into an orgasm with one of the men and never came down from the heavenly feeling – the erotic feeling – the slutty feeling – and I enjoyed them all. I fucked everyone at least twice. Four of the guys came inside me, and three had cum on my face and my breasts. I’d squirted too – several times as I’d been fucked.
Early into the night of debauchery I’d succumbed to having anal sex. Peter’s long narrow prick took my virgin ass. Of course, only seconds latter he rolled us over exposing my pussy as he remained deep in my ass. Steve plunged his cock into my pussy. Thus, I experienced my first double penetration … well, except for the one in my dreams a few weeks earlier.
Mar started vocalizing about then; she too was impaled on two cocks right next to me. I watched fascinated at the act of sex between three people. Later, Beth also broke the DP barrier with Tom and Aaron. I noted how the two women were also covered in cum. Someone sure had a lot of syrup.
Around one in the morning, Duke announced in his drawl from a prone position beside me: “I’m fucked out. I guess I ain’t as young and horny as I used to be. All this pussy and I’m done fer. I can’t believe it. My brain wants to keep goin’, but my body is cryin’ for a rest. You girls win – I surrender.”
I rolled onto his body, my cum soaked breasts mushing against his muscular chest: “You did yeoman’s service this evening, Duke. Thank you.” I turned to Steve and Aaron, and thank you all. This has been a night I’ve dreamed of having, and you made it come true for me – or is that cum true?” We laughed. I drove my tongue into Duke’s mouth once more. I could taste all of us in that cavern – my pussy along with Mar’s and Beth’s, and I think I could even taste a couple of varieties of cum.
I made out with Duke a little, and then said, “I suppose we should get going. We have a few miles to go before we sleep.” On that note, most of us started to search for and collect our clothes. Without stockings or undies I had fewer items than I usually did.
Duke, Steve, and Aaron gave us all their names, phones, and e-mails. They made us promise to get in touch if we ever wanted to carouse again.
It was actually a melancholy moment. Beneath the obvious sexual encounter we’d shared, something else had happened. We’d all fallen in love with the new men … and they’d fallen in love with us. We’d truly communicated on some other deeper level about who we really were and how important we thought each other were in their lives.
Duke whispered in my ear: “Darlin’, you stole my heart tonight. I think we could make somethin’ really special happen if you think you could go fer this agin’ Texan. You just call me and I’ll come runnin’.” He kissed me one last time and then patted my bare ass as I headed for the door.
I heard similar sentiments from Steve and Aaron to Mar and Beth. We kissed everyone goodbye and promised to be in touch.
The six of us walked back to Purple. Dave’s car was parked there and he promised us all rides home. Even at one-thirty in the morning Purple was alive with music and a flow of people in and out the door.
Tom was holding my arm as we walked. He turned to me as we walked past and said, “You want to go in – see if you can line up round two?”
I groaned and pushed him towards the parking lot. The others laughed and we all kept walking.
Mar and I slept with Tom again, and even though the thought crossed my mind we didn’t have sex. We actually went to sleep. In the morning I learned that Dave and Peter had each made love to Beth briefly before they all collapsed on a king-size inflatable bed Tom had bought for the occasion that afternoon.
Sunday morning we were slow to start. Beth was up first. She fixed coffee and the aroma aroused me, then Tom, and then slowly the others. It was ten o’clock. I wore one of Tom’s shirts as did Mar. Beth wore Peter’s sport coat from the night before. We were a sexy lot – lots of leg and a more than occasional flash of tit, pussy, or ass. The guys arrived in boxers, briefs, and t-shirts.
“Well,” Peter said, “Many of our fantasies of yesterday became reality yesterday – and then some. Let’s see, our three young ladies all successfully exposed themselves in a crowded nightclub and didn’t get arrested.”
Mar, Beth, and I each stood and flashed our pussies to the seated group. As I did I noted again that I was a little tender in my vagina and ass; lots of use where there hadn’t been much activity until a week or so ago.”
Peter went on, “Everyone participated in a double up on one of our lovely ladies. You got to fuck some strangers – although even I have to admit that I thought they were really nice guys, and I can be very picky about new friends.”
He paused and then went on, “We had our gangbang that some of you wanted but all of you seemed to enjoy. We had several different three ways, and everyone tried anal sex, even Ariel who said she wanted to wait for that honor. We didn’t get to the incest, the dom-sub relationships, the porn film, or the sex toys. I think there were one or two other things too.”
Dave started to speak very slowly: “You know, I think I know how we can wrap most of the remaining things into one package almost like we did last night when we did so many things in one evening.”



We all looked at him with interest. Dave wove a slightly complicated scenario for us that just might work.
*
Making a porn film hallmarked Dave’s idea for the satisfaction of the rest of our goals. In the film Tom would get to be a dom while I played his sub. In another part of the film Dave would be sub to Mars dom role. We’d all fuck and suck and apply all the skills we built at our orgy night.
It took us a month to film the footage, and it took the guys another month to edit the video down to something that looked modestly professional. The whole DVD was ninety-five minutes long and consisted of five short skits. All six of us appeared in various roles in most skits. Most of the time the plots, what little there was of it, led to a lot of sex.
Dave told us he achieved some degree of satisfaction as Mar’s submissive. She took to the role of dominant too well. For the skit, he wore a collar and waited on her hand and foot, catering to her every need. At one point in the film he procures a ‘real’ man for her to fuck as he is apparently forced to watch as the resident cuckold. Mar really played the part and wouldn’t let him touch her that entire weekend, although she had him doing all sorts of seductive things for her. She fucked the daylights out of Peter as Dave watched to end that skit.
I played the submissive for Tom. Our skit started with him ordering me to dress more seductively for him, particularly as he had some friends coming over – Peter and Dave. As they arrived and started to watch a sports game, Tom had me wait on them and then start to deliver small erotic favors to them – like kisses, and then French kisses, and then letting them cop a feel or showing a tit. Soon he had me give his friends blowjobs and then fucking wildly with them – even doing a DP again.
For our third skit, we duplicated the scene with the pizza deliveryman again, only this time Peter played the pizza guy. Also different from what really happened, Beth apparently couldn’t find the right change, so we had to invite the pizza guy in a pay him with sexual currency. Mar, Beth, and I fucked and sucked Peter to a heaven he’d never dreamed about.
The fourth skit we shot at work one night after we all signed back in for ‘catch up’ work. We waited until after the char staff had cleaned up and then stationed ourselves in one of the conference rooms. Mar was the star of this skit. A mock business meeting took place, and then turned into a fuck fest. Mar got fucked by three guys and eaten out by two women as each gal got fucked by one of the guys. There was a lot of changing partners.
In our last skit I played a timid and sexually starved housewife. Tom and Dave come to the house to do some repairs her absent husband has ordered. Rather quickly the scene develops into a two-on-one sex scene. I conveniently forget that my girlfriends are coming over; they arrive and soon we’re all fucking and sucking. My ‘husband’ returns home to find this orgy going on. Instead of getting angry he decides to join in and fuck my girlfriends, something he has apparently wanted to do for a long time.
The film was choppy, but on the scale of the few porn films I’d scene it wasn’t the worst and it wasn’t the best. After editing, we each got a copy of the DVD.
*
Josh, my brother was a year older and worked a hundred miles away. He was a new lawyer specializing in real estate and distressed properties. He came to town every few weeks and usually stayed overnight – alternating between a hotel and my apartment depending on my schedule.
Josh texted me that he’d like to stay over the next Wednesday night – two nights away. I replied immediately, “Come on – can’t wait to see you.”
He showed up as expected about 5:30 p.m. Wednesday after working most of the day at the local law offices. A few minutes later and I’d pulled his tie off, opened his shirt, and pushed a glass of wine into his hands. He looked beat.
We talked for a bit as I moved between my living room and the kitchen preparing dinner. I did an eggplant parmesan dish that I knew he liked and plied him with some more wine. He even commented he was glad he didn’t have to drive.
I stuck the TV remote in his hands along with the control for the DVD player. A scan of the DVD cases around the TV would reveal that I apparently had the newest release of Avatar – the new hot special effects movie that was supposed to outdo Star Wars and all the other fantasy films.
I cleared the table and crossed my fingers. The bait was in place.
I heard the TV click on, and then heard some other adjustments to sound and such being made. Turning on the DVD would result in our homemade DVD being loaded. It would start playing just where Tom asks me to give blowjobs to his two friends. Josh switched to the DVD player.
I heard Tom’s order to me echo through the hall to the kitchen: “Baby, you need to be nice to my friends. Why don’t you show each of them how good you are at oral sex.”
My answer on the DVD was: “Yes, Master.”
I stood in the kitchen with my eyes closed and counted to twenty slowly – at least I thought it was slowly. I knew the scene well. I ran some water, rinsed some dishes and put them in the dishwasher.
Several times I heard Josh mutter, “Holy shit!” “I can’t fuckin’ believe this.”
After five minutes I walked back down the hall, making sure my heels clicked on my hardwood floors so Josh would hear me.
As I neared the living room I could hear the fuck scene on the TV. I started to run, coming into the room. I looked horrified, of course. I said to Josh, “You weren’t supposed to find that DVD. That’s personal.”
Josh killed the sound but his eyes remained riveted to the screen. He said, “I’d say it was very personal. You in a line of work you haven’t told me about?”
I stood in front of the TV set to shield his view of my DP scene, but I didn’t do a good job of blocking the screen. “No. That was just something a few of us did for our amusement.” I noted that Josh’s cock was all but ripping the seam from his zipper away.
I added, “I’m proud of my body and like to show it off sometimes. We did five little skits on this film – I’m in four of them.”
“I want to see all of them,” Josh pronounced in a tone that left no room for argument.
“OK, but you can’t tell anyone else about this – ANYONE!” He promised.
I picked up the remote and indexed the DVD back to the opening of the scene he’d just been watching. I said in a husky tone, “At least if you’re going to watch one of the skits, start at the beginning. They’re short.”
I sat down on the sofa next to Josh. At first, he barely noticed.
As the skit played out Josh asked me, “Are you really that guy’s submissive?”
“No, it was just for the weekend we did the skit. It was fun to do. I didn’t mind. Besides the sex was great. I love him very much.”
Josh was leaning forward towards the TV set, a posture I’d counted on. I pulled my skirt up slightly as I sat next to him and started to masturbate as the skit played out, going from my blowjobs, to wild fucking by each guy, and then to the DP scene.
Josh’s cock was hard as a rock and sticking straight up inside his boxers and slacks.
The pizza skit started. There I was engaged in sex with Beth and Mar when the doorbell apparently rang. I pranced to the door to discover the pizza man. Soon the three girls are pulling the guy (Peter) into the apartment; we strip him and start to suck and fuck him.
Josh started to surreptitiously rub his cock through his pants. I could tell he needed relief.
I became more visible in my masturbation, now pulling my dress up above my hips. I was totally exposed to him as my fingers tugged and teased at my clit and pussy lips.
Josh turned with the start of a question: “Are you bisexual or … ?” He looked at me, and his jaw dropped open.
I said to him, “I can see you’d like to masturbate as you watch this. Go ahead. We can both be happy.”
He hesitated a moment. I shifted forward, still exhibiting my pussy to him. I reached into his lap and slowly pulled the zipper down. I could feel the hardness with both hands.
Josh did nothing to stop me. He actually turned back to the TV where Peter happened to be fucking me doggie style. My breasts were pendulous and swaying in tune with Peter’s thrusts. The camera angle highlighted the cock thrusting in and out of my pussy as my breasts swayed. It was hot!
I fondled Josh’s cock as I brought it into the air. There was already some pre-cum leaking from the glans. I rubbed it around, and then much to Josh’s surprise I dropped down on it and gulped his shaft into my mouth and throat.
Josh moaned, “Oh sis, are you sure we should be doing this?”
I just kept going, my hand around the shaft as my mouth gyrated up and down, my suction at its highest, and my tongue doing great things to his mushroom head. I hummed, “All right,” to him just to let him know I’d heard his question.
Josh’s body eventually turned towards me so he could use his hands on me. I was braless so his foray into my top was immediately gratifying for him – and for me. Now I moaned in pleasure as his palm found my breast and nipples.
Less than a minute later Josh’s outer hand zeroed in on my pussy. He fingered my slit as I spread my legs wider for him. I could smell my sex and knew he could too. We watched the skit in the conference room where Mar got tag teamed, and then Beth and I got fucked.
The last skit started on the DVD. I was the slightly dumb housewife about the have sex with two contractors. I felt Josh harden in my mouth as the scene got underway and the direction it would take was clear as I started to suck the two guys on the DVD.
I pulled at Josh’s belt. He got the message and pushed his pants down his legs. I knelt next to him on the sofa and shed my peasant blouse and skirt. Now I was nude. I lunged back onto his cock, not wanting to lose the momentum I’d built.
Josh protested. “My turn, Babes.” He pushed me back and burrowed his head into my pussy, his tongue going wild as it found my slit and then my clit. My brother was an accomplished lover. I moaned and groaned, and actually had a climax.
“Come over me, Josh. Please! Now! I need you in me. Make love to me. Let me make love to you.”
And then in one smooth forward thrust he buried his muscular cock deep inside his sister – me! I loved it. I’d dreamed of this for years, and now I was making my dream come true.
Josh’s long cock stroked into me over and over. I told him all the dreams and fantasies I’d had since I was a teen of him making love to me. He shared the same fantasies with me.
We made love three times that night and then fell asleep in each other’s arms in my bed. In the morning we made love again, and then pledged that we’d always be there for each other. We both loved each other.
*
It’s amazing how the same ploy can work over and over again. Mar had a nearly identical experience to mine with her brother Walt..
Beth’s experience was little more carefully crafted and executed; after all she wanted to seduce her stepfather, Bill, and use him to open a sexual relationship with the entire family. She asked him late one night if he ever watched porn, and he confessed he did once in a while.
She then volunteered to show him a DVD, but only if he’d watch it with her. She gave him some nonsense about not wanting this special DVD to get lost or in the wrong hands – a truism in some ways. Beth started the skit with the pizza scene, watching his reaction as he saw his stepdaughter’s lithe body and long blond hair flopping around as it got fucked and she sucked a long cock.
Beth laughed as she told us, “His first reaction was ‘Oh fuck;’ and then it became ‘That’s hot.’ She went on a told us how he finally woke up to why she was showing it to him. Bill asked her, “Do you want me?” Beth told him how she felt and what she wanted.
“I blew him through the fourth skit – the one where Mar gets fucked by everyone, and then Ariel and I get fucked. He kept groaning and saying ‘Oh, yes!’”
She said, “He thrust his cock into me just as Tom did in the last skit when I was your girlfriend and caught you fucking the two contactors. It was great and beyond my wildest dreams.”
“After we fucked, I told him I wanted Brian, my brother, and my mother involved. I described the incestuous family I wanted us to be. A half hour later Debbie, my mother, was with us and we did it again. She sat on my face and I ate her pussy as Bill fucked me and kissed her. Oh, my God, it was so mind-blowing. A half hour after that Brian was in my cunt and then in Mom’s cunt and then back in mine. He came three times that night.”
“It was just fucking amazing. I mean I had dreams about being in that situation, but never knew how to make it happen, and then, along comes Dave and his wonderful idea for a porn flick.”
Beth got up and went over and kissed Dave. Dave looked suitably rewarded. We all went over and kissed him, and then we started to paw at his pants and clothing. Soon the three of us were working him over sexually as Tom and Peter watched and laughed at our antics.
Dave rather liked getting fucked by three women at the same time. “Lots of openings to satisfy and so little time,” He said.
Soon Peter and Tom shed their clothes too and joined the fray, struggling to plug up at least some of the openings in the female anatomy in the room.
*
Late one Saturday afternoon, after errands and shopping, we all started to congregate for coffee in Tom’s living room. When the last of us came in, Peter again commanded our attention: “Well, we knocked off the porn film, three cases of incest, a conference room fuck at work, and two dom-sub relationships over the past couple of months. There was one other thing on our list that we’ve neglected.”
“Toys!” three of us yelled out.
Peter smiled and reached behind the sofa and pulled out three large paper bags with handles on them. He carefully deposited one bag each in front of Beth, Mar, and me.
We dove into them like it was Christmas all over again. In fact, the packages were even wrapped carefully. We started opening as though it was all a rush to get everything out in the open.
Peter went on: “These are actually for all of us from the three of us guys. It seems there’s more things to use on girls than on guys, however.”
Tom, Dave, and Peter all looked so happy as we opened each toy, raving about a dildo or egg or butterfly or vibrator or butt plug. There were even some two-headed dildos, and a few other toys designed for lesbian play.
“What’s this?” I held up a box that was labeled ‘Fleshlight.’
Dave answered, “Oh, each of you have one. That’s actually one of the few guy toys. It’s a pussy we can fuck if one of yours is unavailable.” By that time I’d opened the box and removed the cylinder. One end was clearly a woman’s vagina – a very fuckable vagina. Dave said, “If you want I’ll demonstrate later.”
By the time we were through we had the room filled with wrapping paper and toys. Moreover, I think most of us were horny and highly desirous to try our new toys, or to have them tried on us.
“What shall we do first?”
Tom held up his hand and said, “I’m going to play my dom role again. I want all three of you to go put the Butterflies in you throngs – they’re supposed to end up right on your clits. Bring the remotes back to the three of us.”
We looked at him with studied seriousness. He was serious. He added in a very authoritarian tone, “Now go!” We all jumped at his command.
Five minutes later amid giggles Beth, Mar, and I came back into the living room. We were wet and horny, but we relinquished control of our Butterflies to the men. Tom took all of them and then passed them out to the guys at random.
Tom told us, “We’re going out to dinner tonight – the Elegant Crab down on bay front. The occasion is Ariel’s birthday.”
I blushed. I didn’t know anyone knew I was due to cross over the line.
He continued, “If I calculate correctly she is reaching the big three-oh – thirty! So to carry her over this significant hump she needs all of our help. Now each of we men has a control in our hands. It electrifies a butterfly right next to one of our loved one’s clits. There are two controls on the remotes – on/off and intensity. Except for a short test in a moment, I would like us to go to dinner and experiment during the evening with the remotes and the effects it has upon the woman of your dreams. Of course, your first task – after our test – will be to figure out which woman you control, and which of us is controlling you. Questions?”
I asked incredulously, “You mean you might bring us off in the restaurant? During dinner?”
Tom said, “That’s a distinct possibility.”
Mar asked, “But sometimes I squirt when I cum – you know, in a messy way.”
Beth added, “And I get noisy – moaning and groaning. Well, you all know that.”
Tom reiterated, “A distinct possibility.” He paused and then said, “Now the three of you turn around – face the other way.”
We turned.
He said, “Gents. Turn the intensity on your little devices down to the lowest setting. Now, turn them on for about five or ten seconds.”
I felt my butterfly come alive under my jeans. I jerked alert.
Tom said, “All right, test over. Did everyone get a little stimulation? You can turn back now.”
We nodded and told him we’d each gotten a little jolt of pleasure from the buzzers by our clits.
“Good. Now go get ready to go out. Our reservations are for seven.” He turned back to us as he started to walk towards his bedroom and said, “Oh, and ladies. We might experiment a little from time to time before and after dinner as well, so keep your butterflies in the right spot.” He grinned devilishly and walked away.
Beth picked up a novel she was reading and moved to the big chair by the west-facing window. “I have a few minutes before I have to dress. I’m going to read.” She sat, and then Mar and I watched as her back stiffened and she sat up.
“Oh, fuck,” She said. “This may be a very long night. Someone just dialed me in. Oooooooooh fuck.” Then just as suddenly the vibrating assault on her clitoris stopped.
I whirled around and there stood Tom, Dave, and Peter watching the scene before them. They all had mischievous smiles on their faces and their hands in their pockets. As they turned away the butterfly against my clit fired off. Mar’s was going too – I could hear it from between her legs.
The two of us held each other and then Mar and I kissed. If I was going to cum I wanted to be kissed. I whispered to her, “My guy turned the intensity up.”
She said, “Mine too. If it stayed like this I’d cum.”
Suddenly, after a full minute, both vibrators ceased. I looked at the men and they continued to study the two of us as we clutched each other.
Ninety minutes later the six of us walked into the Elegant Crab. Unlike so many restaurants, this venue had managed to continue to host a clientele where the women dressed up, and the men wore jackets and ties. Added to the nouveau art and the rest of the décor, the place came across as very upscale.
Tom checked in with the maitre d’ and then led us into the bar for our kickoff drinks. Just as the bartender passed me my drink, my butterfly went off. It took extreme concentration for me to reach over the bar and pick up the glass of Merlot he held out for me. After that my eyes rolled around in my head.
Beth got hit shortly after she took the first sip of her Chardonnay. One of her hands grabbed my arm for support. I heard her mutter “Oh fuck” under her breath again.
Looking at the men told us nothing. All three held a glass of wine in one hand, the other hidden in a jacket pocket.



We rearranged our group. I didn’t like the junior high look to the six of us – guys lined up on one side and us girls on another. Soon we alternated and mixed up how we stood together at the bar. The guys didn’t seem to notice.
We chatted about this new restaurant and what we thought we’d order for dinner. Tom also said he had a surprise idea for all of us to consider. I would have bet it had to do with sex.
Mar suddenly grabbed my arm and looked deep into my eyes. She pulled me close. “Oh, fuck, Ariel. I’m right on the edge. He cranked up the intensity. I think I’m … going … to … Oh fuck, it stopped.”
“You mean the butterfly?” I asked.
“Yes, the fucking butterfly,” She responded. She turned from guy to guy to guy. “If you ever want to get your cocks in this pussy again, you’d better make me cum or quit all the game playing. I’m about ready to rip the fucking butterfly off my clit and jam it up someone’s ass.”
Unfortunately, Mar spoke loudly enough that a half-dozen other patrons at the bar turned and stared at Mar – and then at the three men.
After a long silence, we went back to speculating about what Tom’s surprise ‘idea’ was.
A foursome next to us was called to their table. One gorgeous middle-aged woman paused as she walked by Mar. I heard her whisper to her, “Darling, keep the butterfly on. You know you’ll cum sooner or later, and the fucking afterwards is so much better.” She grinned at Mar, and then followed the rest of her party into the main dining room.
Mar looked surprised at the woman’s comment, but then turned and winked at me. She said, “It’s always nice to get the opinion of an expert.”
Shortly after that, the maitre d’ collected the six of us and led us to a table right beside a huge window that looked out over the harbor. Dusk had set in and the colors were soft. A tugboat was muscling a large tanker into the harbor terminal across the bay providing some entertainment.
My butterfly fired off. “Oh my God,” I muttered aloud. The vibration had started at low intensity but then increased. I looked from Tom to Dave to Peter; however, each had his hand in his pocket.
Beth began to buzz. She was seated across from me. I watched her eyes roll up in her head as she slumped into the chair. She folded the menu across her chest. One hand went to her crotch, no doubt pushing the device into harder contact with her clit.
At the other end of the table from me, Mar was prattling on about how she could eat a dinner comprised of nothing but appetizers. This was not her time.
Then I watched as Tom pulled his hand from his pocket to flip a page in the menu. In that brief move I eliminated him as one of the men that had my controller in their pocket – it was either Peter or Dave. Tom probably had Mar’s butterfly controller. Two seconds later, my stimulation stopped and so did Beth’s. In just that small fraction of moment, I decided that Dave was my controller.
The waiter came to the table and read a list of specials. Tom ordered us two bottles of wine: a Sancerre and a lovely Merlot. He also took our orders.
I feigned watching the tugboat out the large window when I saw Tom gradually place his hand in the side pocket of his jacket. Neither of the other men moved. Mar suddenly gripped the edge of the table with both hands and closed her eyes. She slowly layback in her chair and raised her face to ceiling. The look on her face was one of expectant ecstasy. Then the stimulation must have stopped. Mar’s eye’s popped open and she looked at each of three men.
I caught Mar’s eyes and then subtly gestured at Tom. She acknowledged my speculation with a quivering smile.
Beth was the next to succumb to a bout of stimulation. Like Mar, she grabbed the edge of the table and shut her eyes and raised her face skyward. The waiter arrived with two of the appetizers we’d ordered to share. He placed the order in front of Beth, however, her attention never waivered from the stimulation she was receiving.
The waiter asked, “Is she all right?”
Tom spoke, “Oh, she’s better than all right. She’s just prone to have sudden orgasms in public places. Hopefully we won’t make a scene.”
The waiter took in that data; looked stunned as he understood; and then hurried away from the table.
Beth’s breathing changed. I could tell she was right on the edge … but then the stimulation stopped. From the corner of my eye I saw Peter’s hand slip from his jacket pocket. Now I was certain about who controlled whom.
I saw Dave’s hand slip to his pocket and I locked eyes with him. I smiled as he touched the control. The stimulation started, and I blew him a kiss. Then my eyes shut and my entire focus was on the nubbin of nerve endings just outside my vagina called my clitoris. I dreamed a dozen men were all rubbing me there with their dicks, and they were all bringing me to a climax, a climax that would happen right about …
The stimulation stopped and my body backed away from the edge of the erotic precipice I had just been on. I actually delighted in the sensation of approach and sliding away.
I opened my eyes and stared again at Dave. He smiled back at me in a most loving way.
Dave leaned across the table to me and said, “Ariel, I love you. I love you in every way you can imagine and I want to bring you nothing but pleasure and happiness.” I leaned in and we held hands across the table.
We passed the appetizers around and we each sampled. Tom then spoke, “I have an idea, but first I want to start with a question for each of you. How much are you paying in rent, mortgage, or condo fees right now?”
We went around the circle and everyone commented on their payments. The rent or lease numbers ranged from $1,200 to $3,200 per month. Several of us commented about other ‘special’ payments, assessments, or fees. Tom jotted down each number and then commented, “Collectively we’re paying about $16,000 per month for housing.”
He leaned forward in a conspiratorial manner and said, “What if we were all to pool that money, and we all moved in together – in one home. What if we made the jump from single to group, from alone a lot of the time to together a lot of the time? What if you really buy into the philosophy of love and group – polyamory, and put it in practice with each other?”
There was a long silence at the table as we all looked at Tom. It wasn’t that we disagreed with anything he said. We were all processing the idea in our heads.
Tom went on, “One of the guys I work with, his parents actually, owns a large house in Niland Springs. They’re moving. It’s got seven bedrooms and baths, all sorts of out building, and I’m guessing about five or six acres – even a pond. The house could even be expanded. I think we could get it for a really good price if we act fast, before they get agents involved.”
Beth asked, “Could we see it? Would we need all that space?”
Tom responded, “If you are up for it, we could see it tomorrow afternoon. As for the space, here’s another thought for you. We like how we’ve all come together – there’s a feeling of love and a willingness to reach outside yourselves to each other. Well, what if we expanded our circle, for example with children or others we love?”
I asked, “Did you have a dream?”
Tom stared at me: “Yes. Yes, I did. I don’t understand it. The six of us were there, but so were a dozen others – at least. We were all very successful, but best of all we were all very loving. I sound like a hippie of forty years ago, but it was sort of my dream.”
We started asking Tom questions about the land, his friend, their parents, and his dream. We had to give some credence to the dream; after all, the six of us were together because we’d had dreams – the same dreams in some cases – about us being together.
Throughout the discussion, our dinners arrived and one by one each of our butterflies triggered off at random intervals. Somehow, none of us came, but the stimulation was enough to not only remind us we were wearing the little sex toys, but also keep each of us on the edge – right on the edge – of a colossal orgasm.
The meal was actually divine. Tom had arranged for a small birthday cake. About a half dozen of the waiters and waitresses paraded to the table and serenaded me with the birthday song. Everyone applauded, including people at the adjacent tables.
Birthday cards and few small presents materialized from nowhere. There were even things there from my parents and my brother. Somehow, despite the periodic triggers to my clit, I managed to open everything, be appreciative, and not explode in an orgasm.
The waiter was serving coffee when my butterfly started to vibrate at a low level. The light hum against my clit went on for a minute. I was now conditioned to expect it to stop, but it didn’t. Instead, the intensity increased slowly.
I again locked eyes with Dave. He winked at me and then said one word: “Satisfaction.” The intensity jumped again. I jumped at the jolt.
The young waiter glanced at me. I know I was flushed. “Coffee? Ma’am, are you all right?”
I started panting. The intensity indexed up again. I moaned aloud. My eyes closed. I could feel my loins throbbing. I clenched my legs together to tighten the pressure of the butterfly against my clit.
The intensity maxed out. I didn’t think it could go any higher.
I reached beside me and grabbed Tom’s hand. I clutched it to my breast and leaned into his shoulder.
I came. I came and came and came and came. My cunt exploded with a million sensations. My body writhed with the joy and love of that orgasm. I apparently let out more than just a subtle moan as the pleasure swept over me.
Tom cradled me to him, stroking my shoulder and kissing me. Sometime in there the stimulation ceased.
As the moment passed and I entered the afterglow phase of the joyous moment, my eyes fluttered open. There stood the waiter, slowly pouring coffee onto the floor.
To be continued.
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made of -- Chapter 3
The house at Niland Springs was magnificent. Several obvious additions had been made over the years to the original contemporary home. The place was well built and had been maintained by someone that really knew what they were doing. Nothing needed to be done to the house, and even the decorating was simple and tasteful.
The owners, Greg and Linda White, were retiring to the Sun Belt and wanted to cash out of this home so they could afford to buy down south and have some of their capital in more liquid form. The two of them escorted the six of us through the home, pointing out the many niceties of the residence. I think there were a little confused as to why six of us were looking at their home.
There were three master suites and four other bedrooms. Each suite had a bathroom, and four other bathrooms were scattered around the house. The basement housed a huge playroom and separate home theater and exercise rooms. I noted that both Greg and Linda were in great physical shape for their ages. Greg had build a large bar-b-que for outdoor grilling. A pool commanded the backyard, along with a spa, and an expanse of grass that invited play and relaxation. Beyond the grass, a small pond capped off the view. The place was gorgeous.
Each of us loved the house. We whispered our approvals as we went from room to room, and saw all the possibilities for us. We wanted this house; it was perfect for us.
In spite of the cool temperatures, the eight of us sat in the backyard for a while and talked with the Whites about their house, the neighborhood, schools, and things like that. They were a likeable couple that I wished had been in my circle of friends years earlier.
A breeze came up and Linda suggested we move inside for tea. Greg took the guys on a tour of the basement, the utilities, and the five acres the house sat on. Linda took Mar, Beth, and I for an in depth look at the kitchen. I sensed Linda had something on her mind.
After Linda seated us on stools at the kitchen counter and had served tea, she asked us, "Do you six plan to live together? Are you living together now?"
The directness of her question caught us all by surprise.
I blurted out, "Yes, we will live together. No, we don't live together now. We gather at Tom's apartment on weekends when we can just be ourselves. It's the largest place any of us have."
She bluntly asked, "Do you all have sex together?"
I answered again, "Yes. We're all in love -- with each other. It's special -- very special."
There was a long silence as Linda digested my reply. I expected a severe judgment and rebuke, particularly from someone in their fifties or early sixties.
Instead, Linda said, "Oh, I wish Greg and I could join with you. Our family has all moved away or they've forgotten us. Our son, Tom's friend, only comes by once every couple of months. We're still vital, just not to them. I guess we're paying the price for being busy parents when they were growing up. We both want to find some meaningful ... really meaningful and loving relationships." Tears rolled down each cheek.
On impulse I rose and went to Linda. She was shorter than I am, and that made hugging her an easy task. As my arms embraced her, I felt Beth and Mar join me. Linda started to sob against my chest. I kissed her, and we all hugged her tightly.
We held her for perhaps three or four minutes until she got her sadness under control. She dried her eyes on her apron and scurried us back to our seats. She poured us more tea.
There was a long silence. Greg, Tom, Peter, and Dave stood in the doorway to the kitchen. They'd been listening to the conversation. Greg had tears running down his cheeks too; he moved to his wife and hugged her.
Beth asked softly, "How long have you lived here?"
Linda said in a jerky voice, "Thirty years. We build the original house and all the additions. We put a lot of sweat equity into it."
Mar said in a low tone of sympathy, "It means a lot to you ... you hate to move away?"
"Oh, dear, yes, but we need some of the cash from the sale for our retirement."
On impulse I said, "What if you became part of our family? What if you could come back to this home -- your home -- any time you wanted? It'll be different; I mean we'll all live here, but we could always make a place for you here -- not just to visit but to stay for a long time if you want. Would that be too weird for you?"
Tom nodded to me and smiled. He moved to my side and gave me a hug. Mar moved to his other side and under his arm. Dave and Peter moved to Beth. I thought of the tableau we formed -- six lovers.
Greg said in a low voice, "And you'll change the house to meet your needs?" I couldn't tell whether it was a statement or a question.
Tom answered carefully, "Honestly, yes. We'll eventually do our own decorating, and maybe an addition or dormer over the four-car garage. We might even enlarge our family -- children or other people dear to us that join our family -- our commune."
Greg nodded his head vigorously in a positive way. He said, "I want you all to have this place, and I may be kooky, but Linda and I both want to be part of your family. If there's an initiation, tell us what we have to do. We'll pull our weight even though we'll be in Florida a good part of the year. We'll work something out on the price." He came and hugged Tom and me, and then each of the others.
I announced, "Welcome to our family -- and now we have a home."
*
We closed on the house ninety days later. The price was right, we raised enough equity for a significant down payment, and buying the house provoked all kinds of interesting situations for us.
Josh, my brother, became pivotal in our purchase for a while, plus it gave him an excuse to come to the city and make love to his sister -- not that he needed an excuse any longer. Through me, Josh also got introduced to and subsequently made love to Beth and Mar. As we explained what we were doing, Josh stated his desire to join the family. The guys liked him and he made a good impression. He was in. He immediately started to take the steps to transfer to the local office of his law firm, something he thought was eminently doable.
Josh worked with us and a local lawyer to set up a limited liability corporation that would buy and own the property. We looked at other forms of ownership, but things got complicated, particularly if we realistically built in the fact that someone might want to withdraw from the family sometime.
Each of us would get an initial share in the corporation based on what we put into the purchase of the house, and semi-annually there'd be an accounting based on the contributions towards the mortgage and maintenance reserves, and the share holdings adjusted accordingly. We'd all be shareholders in the corporation, and, with some fancy tax work, be able to write-off the equivalent of our annual contributions from our income.
Josh got us premium lending rates for the purchase by our corporation. What with real estate prices at a low ebb, we got a good price based on several separate valuations. We over compensated the Whites with shares in the company since they contributed so many extras to go with the house. By agreement, until they figured out how much time they'd be away from the area, they wouldn't contribute to the routine maintenance or expenses except when they were actually living with us.
We formed a partnership for the actual running of the house and the day-to-day expenses. Everyone contributed an equal amount. I was please that I had left more money than I did when I rented the apartment in the city. We all brought furniture, and at Tom's insistence we each labeled our pieces with our initials so it could be easily culled out if we dropped out of our circle.
All the real estate, company, partnership, and legal talk took some of the romance out of the new relationships we'd formed. We had long discussions about pre-nups and leaving, and it made the dissolution of the family seem all too real for us. I was glad when all those things got signed and sealed away, and we could get back to living.
Living, love, and romance came back when we moved into the house.
Dave, Mar and I were the first to move in on a beautiful spring day. The Whites hadn't even moved out, but they had packed most of their things, keeping just enough around for the house to be functional. The garages were full and waiting for the moving vans. They were commuting up and down to Florida's Gulf Coast too as they bought a new home down there.
All nine of us helped us the three of us move.
We numbered the bedrooms A, B, and C for the master suites, and W, X, Y, and Z for the smaller guest bedrooms, most of which shared bathrooms. The Whites continued to use A for the time being, and Dave, Mar and I moved into B, using a lot of my furniture. Mar put her bed and things in W, and, for now, Dave took Y.
All this made us realize that we had never had a discussion about where we'd sleep -- who'd be with whom, how would we actually live together.
Those discussions went on for weeks starting the day the three of us moved in. Event the Whites sat in on some of the discussions that weren't so much about sex, but the fact that we all wanted to be with each other in various combinations.
Again, I watched the older couple for some sign of rebuke, but there was none. They really did want us to be happy and enjoy their home and seemed to care little that we were having sexual relations with each other. I thought they might be getting off on the discussions.
Two interesting things happened that changed the dynamic shortly after one of our discussions.
First, Josh came to stay at the house with us just after Mar, Dave, and I had moved in. He was still trying to relocate to the local office. Just before he got home one day, the three of us had been amorous and had started to have sex -- two girls on one guy.
Josh walked in on us. We were in the living room in the middle of the carpet with a duvet spread out for comfort. Mar was impaled on Dave's cock and I was sitting on Dave's face. I saw him, but was so close to an orgasm I could barely respond. My eyes were just slits as I savored the pleasure Dave was giving me.
Josh said tentatively, "Should I go away and come back, or can anyone join this party?"
I said, "Anyone. Come fuck me. Fuck all of us."
Mar looked at me with a happy expression on her face. She said to me, "Can he fuck me after he fucks you. I'd love to be closer to Josh."
Josh was naked in seconds. I dismounted from Dave's face, and seconds later Josh had his face buried in my pussy as I sat on the sofa with my pussy hanging out over the edge of the cushion. He did have a magic tongue, and in seconds he propelled me right back to that wonderful place Dave had me -- about to have an orgasm. I did.
As I came down, I pulled Josh onto the sofa next to me and enveloped his long cock with my mouth. I'd become quite adept at blowjobs -- we were all learning from each other. I massaged Josh's sack as I oscillated up and down on his rigid shaft, slavering over the rod, and even deep throating him every now and then. I had him groaning in seconds.
In front of Josh, not only was his sister giving him the blowjob of his life, but his sister's best friends were fucking for all they were worth. Mar was stretched out on her back, and Dave knelt in front of her pounding into her pussy with his long stick. Mar's huge breasts swayed, rotated, and undulated with each stroke Dave took. They were an erotic site and a sex show beyond description.
Mar and Dave came in an explosion of passion, their words of love for one another audible for all. I was touched by their love, but driven in my mission to bring pleasure to my brother.
"Ariel, I'm very near ... I can't hold off if you keep doing that ... and Mar and Dave are so sexy ... was she serious about her and me ... oh fuck ... Ariel ... I love you."
Josh exploded his seed into my throat. It was a first. When we'd made love before, he'd always finished in my vagina. He kept repeating, "Oh fuck, Oh Ariel, Oh fuck, Oh Ariel, ..." as he discharged jet after jet into my mouth.
When Josh had finally stopped I opened my mouth to show him I had captured all of his juice.
Mar scrambled up from the floor and knee-walked over to me. "Share!" She ordered.
Mar and I kissed. Just like with the liqueurs, I penetrated her mouth with my tongue and jetted some of Josh's cum into Mar's mouth. She hummed into me to show she liked what she was getting and tasting. I swallowed some, but we swapped the cum back and forth between us. After a moment, we both swallowed.
"THAT is so hot," Josh said. "I've heard of snowballing but never actually seen it done."
Dave agreed. He said, "Sorry Josh, I've left you sloppy seconds."
I said, "That pussy may not be so sloppy in a second." I pushed Mar back and went down on her. A trickle of Dave's cum was seeping from her vagina. I lapped up the emissions and with Mar's help she expressed even more into my mouth. When no more was coming out, I moved up and the two of us snowballed Dave's cum for a while.
When we swallowed and looked up again, both Josh and Dave were hard as rocks.
Mar slithered up Josh's body, tongue touching every place she could, including his erect cock, until she straddled him. "I've wanted to fuck you ever since I met you two years ago. I am so glad you're going to be part of this family. I hope you have a lot of stamina, because I am going to fuck your ever lovin' brains out whenever I see you."
With that, Mar dropped her cunt down on Josh's cock. Both of them shrieked with joy and sexual pleasure. Mar went to town on him, riding him as hard and as fast as she could. Her breasts were swaying right in Josh's face; he grabbed hold of one and latched onto the nipple and areola with his mouth.
Dave, ever the lover of unusual sexual positions, started with me in the doggie position, then flipped us onto our sides and came into my pussy from behind. He liked this one, and kept at it for a while. I liked it because I got clitoral stimulation and Josh could look down and see Dave's cock thrusting in and out of his sister.
None of us lasted long. The sex shows were 'X' rated. I came first, in part because I felt a empathetic fuck from my brother and Mar, along with Dave's masterful fuck. Dave, of course, followed. When I cum my vagina goes into spasms that make it hard for my partner to ignore.
Hearing and seeing us beside her, Mar came next. Her vaginal spasms also seemed irresistible to Josh who jetted his semen again, this time into her well used cunt.
There was a long silence as we each savored the afterglows of our orgasms, and then only the words of love and appreciation we cooed to our partners.
I cleaned up Josh's cock and Mar's pussy. She cleaned Dave's rod and my love nest. We didn't do the cum swap show again, yet I know both Mar and I enjoyed the clean-up process.
The four of us sort of dressed again, got glasses of wine, and then went about fixing dinner.
At one point, I told Josh, "Now you're an official member of the family. For a while I thought we were going to have some members with limited sexual rights. No one ever said it, I just thought it was going to work out that way."
Dave reminded me about the Whites: "Won't they be non-sexual members of the family?"
I thought a minute, shot Mar a sly smile and she returned the same look. I said, "Not if Mar and I have anything to do about it."
*
Beth and Peter moved into the house a month after Josh did. Tom was waiting until he sold his condo; Josh had advised him to keep it furnished so that it would show better to prospective buyers.
As the warm weather set in and the daylight hours lengthened, I got in the habit of rising early and getting to work well before the normal start of the workday at nine o'clock. I thought I might have company since the original six of us all worked at the same firm, but after trying the regime only Beth adapted. Thus, she and I carpooled together from the new house to work, sometimes arriving as early as six o'clock. We'd take turns driving -- in minimal traffic, I might add -- and the other one would nap.
The upside to this was that we could leave work in the early afternoon, and feel like we had a good share of the day to ourselves and anyone else that wanted to join us. Evenings, when everyone got back to the house, were a buzz with dinner and usually some romantic coupling of some sort.
Tom had moved a lot of his personal things to the house and slept over there many days. Mar left some things at his condo. Some nights the two of them would 'shack up' at his place for some serious fucking -- her term, not mine. None of us minded as long as they were happy.
One warm sunny day after coming home from work, Beth and I took a nude swim in the pool and then started to make love to each other on one of the large loungers around the pool.
We were both taking our time with each other, and certainly not expected anyone else to be around the house at that mid-afternoon hour. I had eaten Beth to one lovely orgasm, and now I was the one stretched out on the lounger as Beth nestled between my legs, her tongue working wonders on my slit and one hand outstretched and clasping my left breast and nipple. I was in a kind of heaven savoring the experience.
Through the slit of my eyes I caught some movement inside the sunroom of the house. I didn't react but studied the shadows until I understood who was there -- it was Linda White -- the previous home's owner.
I guessed she'd been there for some time. Her shorts were around her ankles. One hand was stroking and fondling her slit as she masturbated; the other had tugged her top above her breasts and pushed her bra up so she could pinch and pull at her nipples. She didn't think we could see her through the mirrored reflections of the glass, yet there she was.
As Beth lapped and licked at my pussy, I spread my legs and pulled them back, giving her total access, and also opening the view to whomever might want to watch from the house.
Beth wormed some fingers into my cunt, turning and twisting her hand as she did so in a way that made me writhe with pleasure into her hand. As that joyful twinge passed I whispered to Beth, "Don't look at the house, but Linda is watching us. She's masturbating."
Beth whispered, "Then we should put on a good show for her." She smiled up at me and drove her hand into my pussy again, this time sawing in and out of me at almost lightning speed. I arched into her hand.
"Fist me," I eked out.
Beth drew all the fingers of one hand together and slowly wormed her entire hand inside me. I grabbed her wrist so I could control the slow entry of her hand into my vagina. My other hand rapidly found my clit and started to massage.
Beth pumped her fist in and out of me. I had an orgasm and then stayed right up at that orgasmic peak rather than back down from it. Knowing that we were being watched only heightened the experience.
Finally, the initial surge passed. Beth pulled her hand out of me and lapped at her fingers.
I peeked at the house and Linda's hand was blur as she brought herself to a peak of arousal. Beth now turned and looked.
Beth said, "We should invite her to join us."
"I'll ask," I replied.
I rose and walked towards the house. Linda's eyes were closed in those instants and she didn't see me approach; yet she continued her machinations on her body.



When she did open her eyes and see me walking to the house, it was too late. She couldn't re-dress and run, in fact she couldn't do anything but stare at me in disbelief that she had been caught. Except I didn't think I was catching her at anything bad.
Through the screen door I heard her exclaim, "Oh, dear! You've caught me being a voyeur."
"Linda, come and join us. You don't have to hide in here."
This was the first time I'd seen her nearly naked. She'd maintained her trim shape, and the modest breasts she carried had not sagged as much as more generously endowed women her age had experienced. Her pussy was unshaven and the triangle of bush only highlighted her sexuality by calling attention to her erogenous zone. She was beautiful.
She was almost hypnotized by my approach. I came into the sunroom walked up to her and kissed her, pressing my nude body against her partially undressed form. The moment was highly charged and arousing. I cupped one of her breasts, and then leaned in and suckled it in my mouth. I pinched the nipple as she had been doing to herself.
With my other hand I reached down and ran a finger up her wet slit. She moaned at looked deep into my eyes.
"You don't think ... I'm weird ... at my age ... to feel I want ..."
I said, "I don't, and I think you should leave these clothes behind and join us. Let us pleasure you. Come pleasure us. We want you. We love you." I kissed her again. I reached to her and lifted her top over her head and pulled her bra down her arms. I tossed the two items on a nearby chair.
Linda stepped out of her shorts and undies that were around her ankles and let me lead her outside.
Beth was lying in the sun with her legs pulled back and open. As we approached -- me leading her by the hand -- I said to Linda, "Beth would really like it if you went down on her."
Linda knelt in front of Beth and gave her a weak smile, and then buried her face in Beth's pussy. I watched Beth's eyes get large -- Linda knew her physiology. She lapped and licked.
I urged softly, "Use your fingers too. She likes to be penetrated. Lick her clit while you put some fingers in her." As an afterthought I said, "I'm going to do you too."
I put a towel on the patio flagstone and knelt right behind Linda. I brought my tongue and fingers up to her pussy, tongue fucking her and then rapidly pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy. Her fluids came, and I licked to enjoy this new taste.
After a few minutes, Beth came. I heard her plead with Linda, "No more, wait a few minutes. You've got to let me rest -- you're wonderful."
I nudged Linda to roll onto her back. She did and now I had the full hairy beast to work with. My tongue tangled through her bush, focusing on her enlarging clit. I drove three fingers and then most of my fist into her pussy. She was moaning and rolling from side to side on the lounger. Beth held her and kissed her.
Linda finally came. It was sudden, almost like a jolt of electricity had suddenly been applied to her body. She stiffened, her back arching off the lounger to push her clit into my mouth for the last few seconds of pleasure. Her head went back, and a long, satisfying groan filled the afternoon air.
Linda collapsed -- like the life had left her body. Her limp torso slumped back against Beth. Beth pulled her around slightly so she could kiss Linda on the lips. I heard words of love from Beth.
I moved up next to Linda and brought her to me to kiss and love. I cooed to her. She kissed back and gradually came out of her languor -- back to full consciousness.
Linda whispered to the two of us, "Oh, girls, thank you so much. That was the nicest ... the best orgasm I've ever had." A wan smile crossed her lips.
Beth expressed her gratitude as well, commenting on the skillful use of fingers and tongue.
Linda asked, "Are you lesbians?"
We both laughed. I responded, "Yes and no! We're creatures that love sex -- male or female. I guess you might say we're bisexual."
"This is the first time I've ever been with a woman -- with women. Most of the time it's only been Greg."
"Most of the time?" I questioned, drawing out my query. I pulled Linda into my arms as I lay back. I stroked her breasts with each hand. Beth idly stroked Linda's mons and pubic hair, now matted from all the fluids we'd created.
"Oh, we had another couple we loved -- and made love with -- but that was over twenty-five years ago. We did it for two years, and then they had to move away for a while. We saw them again every now and then, but it wasn't the same and eventually the visits stopped. I never made love to her ... but now I wish I had. Eventually, they moved back to the area. We've seen them socially, but never had the same kind of relationship again."
"You can make love to any of us anytime you want. We love you," Beth told her with a tender kiss to one breast.
"Right now I'd like that, but I have to think about what just happened here ... and what about Greg?"
I said, "I love Greg too. I'd love to have him make love to me." Beth concurred. "Would it bother you if we made love -- had sex."
Linda said slowly, "Noooooo. I've seen how you all interact with each other. I don't see any jealousy or possessiveness -- other than I want you with me in this moment. I like that. I wouldn't feel threatened."
"Where is he?" Beth asked.
"He dropped me off here, but he wanted to run down to the grocery store and pickup some things for dinner. He should be here any minute."
"Do you want us to move?"
Linda was quiet a long time. Finally, she said, "No. I can't think of any other way to tell him what just happened than for him to find me here with the two of you."
We waited another ten minutes before we heard a car come up the driveway and park on the other side of the house. We weren't idle, however.
When Greg came out the back door we were a beautiful Sapphic tableaux. I could tell he'd watched us from inside for a minute or two; he had a significant bulge in his shorts.
Greg didn't say anything at first. He came up to a dozen feet from the chaise we were all stretched out on. We were all silent waiting for someone to say something.
Linda said to him, "Darling, I've just had the most wonderful experience, and now I'd like you to make love to me -- right here, right now."
She rose from my arms and went to him. He was frozen in place, gawking at Beth and my nudity, as well as that of his wife. Linda put her arms around him and kissed him passionately.
"Greg, I love you," Linda said. "We all love you."
She slowly pulled his golf shirt from his shorts, and with a little urging pulled it over his head. Next, she unzipped him and undid he belt buckle. His shorts, weighed down by wallet and keys, dropped to the ground. She knelt and slid his boxers down his legs.
Greg was no Adonis. Age producing a paunch and his chest hair was turning white. Yet he too was in shape and certainly possessed with the tool to make a woman happy.
Linda helped Greg step out of his shorts and kick off his sandals.
Beth and I rose from the lounger. I indicated that he and Linda should go to it and sit or lie back. He was still a little stunned by what was happening, but the two of them went to it.
Linda melted into his arms and the two kissed. I went to his side of the lounger and knelt, taking his tumescent penis in my hand. I massaged his rod, feeling the blood surge into the shaft. He looked at me with eyes as big as saucers.
"Are you sure?" He whispered to Linda ... and perhaps to me.
Linda spoke before I could, "This group of young people love each other and they love us -- this is what they meant when they said we'd be in their family -- in their circle. They don't put boundaries on that love -- it's unconditional. Age doesn't mean anything to them. So, yes, I'm sure. I want to love each of them as they love us -- and I hope you feel the same way too."
I sank Greg's entire rod down my throat as Beth moved in and kissed him. She took one of his hands and brought it to her pussy. From the corner of my eye I could see his fingers start to come alive and finger her. Linda looked on with a look of awe on her face, her body plastered against her husband as the two of us made love to him.
After several minutes of foreplay, during which Greg came alive, I asked Linda, "Do you want to make love to him?"
She smiled and said, "Eventually, yes, but for now you please do it. I want to be here and watch and love him in my own way."
I straddled Greg as he watched me come over him. I held his cock, now the consistency of titanium steel. I positioned him against my vaginal opening -- still wet from my prior session with Beth, and slowly shook my hips as I had him penetrate me.
Greg groaned yet his hips came alive. He started to pump into me as I moved to fuck up and down on him. He reached up with both hands and embraced my swaying breasts -- I smiled approval at him. He pinched the nipples.
I leaned down and kissed him. I whispered to him, "I love you." Linda was right beside him, and I repeated the kiss and the words to her. As I did, one of my breasts came by Greg's mouth. He captured the nipple and started to love my breast as I rose and fell onto his cock.
Beth was not to be denied. She said to Greg in a throaty voice, "I want you to eat my pussy a little while you fuck Ariel." She swung a leg over Greg's body as she held onto the back of the lounger facing away from me. Linda moved to give her room. Carefully, she lowered her pussy into Greg's mouth. I could see his tongue come out and start to lap and lick her slit. I could tell he found the right spot because Beth's head went back.
We held those positions for quite a while. Everyone took their pleasure from the moment.
Beth came again, clutching with all her might to the headrest of the chaise. In her afterglow she went into Linda's outstretched arms, and the pair kissed passionately yet tenderly. Greg warned, and then he came in a torrent into my welcoming vagina. Although I didn't cum, I felt the warmth of love between all of us. It was the highpoint of my day -- perhaps my week. I flowed into his arms, pressing myself against his body and allowing one of my arms to also encircle Linda and Beth. Beth had a couple of fingers buried in Linda's pussy.
That was the position we were in when Dave, Tom, and Mar came out on the back patio. I guess we'd lost track of time.
Mar, always one to voice the obvious, said, "Well, it looks like some of you have had a really good afternoon. Mind if we join you? I'm horny too!"
There was a flurry of clothing being shed, and next I knew Mar was kneeling on the lounger next to ours and Dave was pounding into her from the back as she sucked Tom into her body.
The four of us watched with abject fascination -- I mean here was a free sex show only four feet from our eyes.
Greg said to Linda, "If you want to join in go ahead ... in fact, I'll feel guilty if you don't. Get Tom to fuck you."
Linda and Greg stared into each other's eyes. I think she was testing the reality of his comment as well as weighing the consequences -- if there were to be any from this afternoon.
Linda rose, checked back with Greg one more time, and then slid in next to Mar on the lounger. She leaned across and kissed Mar and then sucked Tom's cock into her mouth, masturbating his rigid rod as she did.
Tom looked over at us with a questioning look on his face. I grinned at him and said, "New family members. They have the spirit."
Deep in my vagina I could feel Greg actually harden and flex. Watching his wife in a sexual situation clearly excited him.
Tom nudged Mar and Dave sideways, lay Linda down beside them, and then leaned in and kissed Linda. As they kissed she guided his rigid pole into her vagina. Tom slowly started to oscillate his hips, driving into her almost as if she was fragile china.
I heard Linda say, "Harder and faster, please." Tom met her requests.
Greg started to slowly pump up and down into me again. He said, "Don't lift off -- I'm not that hard and I won't cum, but I want to enjoy this moment with you -- it's a time I'll never forget."
I leaned in and kissed him. I told him, "I will never forget this moment either. It's important to both of us."
The moans from the adjacent lounger diverted our thinking and conversation. Mar was in the process of announcing her orgasm to the neighborhood, and Dave was doing a credible job of emulating her.
Beside them Tom was talking dirty to Linda and apparently she liked it, for she often responded with some equally slutty remark. "Can you feel my cock in your pussy? I bet you've had miles of cock fuck this pussy. I like how your pussy pulls me deep into you. I like watching your breasts sway when we're fucking -- I like leaning in and sucking on them -- like this. I liked seeing you with your cunt filled with Beth's fingers. I like seeing Greg's long cock buried in Ariel's cunt with his cum leaking down his shaft." They went on and on.
Tom is a considerate lover, and a man that always brings his woman along with him to orgasm. I listened, watched, and marveled at how he nursed Linda towards her orgasm -- not only talking dirty, but also testing the stimulation she was getting, and adding to it with subtle shifts in position or use of his hands.
I finally heard Linda say, "Oh, Tom. I'm there. I'm there. Oh, I'm ... cuming."
Tom exploded into her as well, accepting her invitation. The two kissed passionately in the ultimate culmination of their act of love and lust.
As their orgasms progressed, Greg had been pumping hard into my pussy from beneath me. He had told me he liked the stimulation. In that same instant, however, he moaned and also said, "I'm cuming."
I ground my clit into his pubes several times as he ejaculated into me. I had been right on edge, largely due to all the sex going on around me and the mental stimulation it had provided. A nice orgasm washed over me -- my vaginal going into spasms of pleasure around Greg's cock. I again fell into his arms and smothered him with kisses. Beth joined me in loving Greg.
*
After swimming and some cocktails, we had a family dinner. It was one of the rare times when all nine of us were present at the same time since Josh had shown up. Dinner dress was very casual -- almost lewd. Most of the women only wore men's shirts with no undergarments; the men wore boxers or briefs. There was much feeling of sexual areas of each other's bodies, and many kisses passed around the table.
Linda and Greg were now full-fledged members of the family, not that having sex was ever a requirement -- it was just how we often expressed our love to each other. Linda kept reiterating how pleased she was with the afternoon and how enthused she was. She rued their return to their new home in Florida at the end of the summer -- however, we all said we'd come visit when the weather turned too northern for us.
That night, Greg went to bed with Mar, and Linda coupled with Peter. She had stars in her eyes about her happiness, and Greg looked like a kid in a candy store as Mar held one of his hands inside her shirt so he could feel one of her full-sized breasts.
The highlight of the weekend was moving Josh from his apartment a hundred miles away to a room in our home. He'd dropped a few things off over the weeks leading up to his move, but Tom, Dave, and Peter went over with a borrowed van and were back six hours later with everything Josh had in his apartment, a few hours after that he had completely moved in. An hour after that, he made love to Linda in his own bed.
Monday morning I was supposed to meet with Fran Drake from our largest wholesaler. She was a constant visitor to the city, and over the past couple of years we had become good friends even though she was older. There was little we didn't know about each other. She was attractive blond woman in her late thirties, well educated, smart, and married.
Fran had never missed one of our meetings, so I was surprised when she called and asked to reschedule. I had an open calendar, so rescheduling until the next day was no problem. I just assumed something had popped up at work. I hoped it wouldn't affect our business with her company.
Tuesday morning, Fran arrived as planned. Her mood was little more somber than I'd ever seen her. I figured it was her business, at least initially. The two of us had taken over one of our conference rooms to talk about orders, data sharing, and supply chain management.
After we'd worked for an hour or so, Fran took off a short jacket she was wearing. Both arms had large bruises -- black and blue marks on them. Fran had obviously tried to hide the bruises with makeup. I gawked at the sores: "Fran, what happened to you -- your arms. Are you all right?"
Fran tried to brush things away with a curt remark, "Oh, I just fell over the weekend."
"No, Fran. You didn't fall. I can see finger marks." I was going way out on a limb without even thinking about it. "You've been abused. What's going on? Can you talk about it?"
Fran looked at me with big doe eyes for a full minute without a word between us, her eyes teared up, and she said, "Oh, God, Ariel. It's been awful." She broke into a sob and put her face in her hands. As she did I noted the heavier than usual application of makeup. Someone had beaten her up.
"Who did this to you?"
Fran sobbed out, "I was raped ... by my husband."
"What?" I exclaimed. I heard of the situation, but never thought I'd ever know someone it might happen to.
"We've been on the skids for the past couple of years. I brought it to a head this weekend. He drinks ... and, well, he got violent on Saturday night. It's happened before -- quite a few times. Needless to say, he doesn't want a divorce."
"Did you call the police?"
"No, he'd probably kill me -- or at least beat me harder."
I moved to her side and knelt beside her. "Oh, Fran, you have to do something. You can't keep going back into that environment. He'll hurt you even worse. Have you moved out?"
"I've got no place to go. My parents are dead, and my sister's not in any situation to take me in plus she's two hours away from here."
"I've got a place for you." I hugged her gently so as not to touch any of her sore spots.
"What do you mean?" Fran asked.
"I live with some other people in a huge house in Niland Springs. We're a family by choice not by birth, although my brother is one of the people in the house -- there are nine of us when we're all there."
Fran thought for a minute and said, "Could I see it? I don't know about paying rent just now? Carl -- my husband -- keeps our finances a secret. All I know is what I make. It's automatically deposited and that's the last I see of it."
"Don't worry about that for now? Come on, we'll go out there right now."
I called Beth and Mar and told them what was going on, and that I was headed home with a 'situation.' They understood. I also checked in with my boss and told her what was happening; she encouraged me to help Fran.
Fran and I gathered up our papers, laptops, and headed out of the building. We picked up lunch on the way home, and forty minutes later were sitting on the back patio by the pool eating.
"How can you afford his place?" Fran asked, aghast at the opulence of the large house and acreage I'd just shown her.
"I don't," I said, "But nine of us do. There are seven bedrooms -- I'm sure we'll find space.
"Don't you need to talk to your housemates?" She asked.
"No. This is an act of love -- there won't even be a question raised."
Fran's math skills suddenly kicked in, "Wait, if there are nine of you and seven bedrooms ... how's that work? Someone will have to give up space?"
"No, there's always room. A few of the bedrooms are used more often for home offices than sleeping quarters. In our 'family,' there are couples including a married couple -- the people we bought the house from still visit with us. This was their homestead."



Fran said, "Oh, I didn't know you had a steady guy. What's his name?"
I blurted out, "Tom. He also works at the same company I do -- so do some of the others. He runs the purchasing department." I'd have to remember to cue Tom in to behave 'exclusively' for a couple of days.
I moved the conversation back to her situation, and how we might get her out of her bad home environment. She lived twenty miles away. Our companies were only a few miles apart.
"Could you move out today -- this afternoon?" I asked.
"Yes, I guess I could. I mean there's a lot of stuff we share, but all my personal stuff could fit in a car I suppose."
I thought for a moment and said, "OK. We're moving you this afternoon -- right now!" Fran looked surprised and pleased, but also incredulous.
I grabbed my cell and called Tom. "Hey, darling, we've got a situation with my friend Fran Drake." He knew who she was. "We have to move her out of an abusive household this afternoon -- before five when her husband gets home. This is a full alert for the family -- she's going to move in with us for a while until things straighten out. Her hubby beat the shit out of her on Saturday night."
"Where? How fast?"
"Right now." Fran gave me the address and directions. I passed them to Tom. "We're leaving the house right now and should be there in half an hour or so. You're closer. Wait a block or so away for our phone call. And we need cars -- vans preferred."
Fran looked at me with a sense of awe. In a quiet voice she said, "Thank you. I don't know how I'll ever repay you."
"Don't think of that now. The job's only beginning. We've got to get you separated too, or divorced if that's what you want -- and safe."
We shot down some back roads and then the Interstate to Fran's home. It was in a nice neighborhood, but frankly was the worst looking house on the street. Fran checked the house to make sure Carl wasn't there. I called Tom and in sixty seconds two vans and two cars pulled in front of house and into the driveway.
Josh, Tom, Dave, Peter, Mar, Beth, Greg, and Linda piled out of the cars and got introduced to Fran. Everyone hugged her. I warned them to be gentle. I heard the words, "We love you" a lot. Fran got all teary again.
As we went in the house I told Fran, "Don't touch anything, just tell us what we should take. And, dear, take anything you think you're entitled to, you won't get a second chance."
Half an hour later our caravan of vans and cars swept out of the neighborhood. Each vehicle was full. Thirty minutes later we pulled into the Niland Springs house and unloaded. We moved Fran into Bedroom Z. It had a nice view overlooking the pool. We followed Tom's rule and put Fran's name or initials on the few pieces of furniture and the TV she'd taken. Fortunately, her bedroom had a large closet to stockpile her clothes and other belongings and still leave her room to move about.
Tom, Greg, Linda, and I sat with Fran and talked about her situation and what to expect. Greg disappeared for a few minutes and returned; he winked at me. I didn't know what was up but I just knew he'd done something about the situation.
We talked about what to tell Carl when he called. He'd arrive home and not find Fran there and the home stripped. He'd start calling. The consensus was not to talk to him directly, but to go through someone else -- someone he didn't know and couldn't trace. We turned off her cell phone, understanding that with the right friends and equipment the phone's location could be traced.
We heard a car pull up. Greg got up with a smile on his face and went to the door. A moment later, he walked into the room with a talk imposing man in his late fifties. The man was in a dark pinstriped suit, a crisp starched white shirt, and a rep tie. I was sure I could see my reflection in his shoes.
"Friends, I'd like to introduce J. Edward Harris III. He is an attorney, personal friend, and he just happens to specialize in divorce law."
Ed, as he liked to be called, had a commanding presence and the ability to focus in on the person of interest. After only five minutes mostly talking to Fran, he said to us, "Who has a camera?" Several of us raised our hands.
"I want photos, right now, of every bump and bruise on this woman -- no makeup, head to toe, and then we'll continue the discussion of next steps. As indelicate as this may be, if there are bruises around her sexual area, I want those included. These are a legal necessity I'm afraid, particularly if things get ugly."
Fran, Linda, and I went up to Linda's bedroom. Fran explained she'd tried to put makeup on everything that showed so needed to shower. We waited for her to shower. She returned with one of her large towels wrapped around her.
Linda said, "All right, strip. No time for modesty."
Fran dropped the towel and blushed. I focused the camera and for the next ten minutes took about fifty photos of her body, occasionally taking a full-body shot, so a particular bruise could be seen in context. While Fran re-dressed, I took the camera to my computer, downloaded the pictures, checked them, and then burnt two CDs with the photos on them for the lawyer.
I joined the discussion in the living room, presenting the CDs to Ed Harris. He thanked me. I listened as he explained the process of serving Carl with divorce papers, the charge of abuse, getting a restraining order, and so forth. He recommended changing her cell phone number and several other things that would make it more difficult for him to harass her. He told her not to talk to him under any circumstances. He also insisted that Fran go to her local police department and file an abuse charges after the fact. He said he would accompany her on that duty as soon as we were through.
I drove Fran as we followed Ed's Mercedes to the Pattersonville Police Station. Fran's car was still back in my company's parking lot. We were in and out in about fifteen minutes. It turns out the dinner hour is a slow time, plus Ed had called ahead and gotten us an appointment with a detective he knew. We left a copy of the CD with the detective. He looked at the pictures on his laptop and also confirmed a few of the more obvious bruises himself.
Outside the police station, Ed gave Fran a little pep talk. He said she'd done every thing right so far, except for not getting out right after her beating. Now, the job belonged to him and the police department.
It was eight o'clock when we got back to the house. Everyone had waited dinner for us, so we walked in and sat down with the entire family. Fran looked exhausted, but thanked everyone for their help and for the coming battle she was sure would reach our doorstep. "Carl can be really obnoxious when he wants to be. I hope the shit doesn't splatter around her too much."
After dinner, I went with Fran to her room and made sure she had everything she needed to get through tomorrow. I assured her we were all here to support her, gave her a hug, and said goodnight.
I came back downstairs into Dave's arms. We hugged and he praised me for coming to Fran's rescue. We talked about the situation as he held me almost as though we were dancing. Soon the idea of a swim came up. The two of us stripped naked and then walked out to the pool and dove in. Tom and Beth were already in the pool. Greg and Linda also came and joined us. Everyone was nude as was the custom at the house.
As we sometimes did, we floated around from person to person, kissing them and sexually playing -- for instance, a fondle of a penis, a kiss and suck on a breast, a finger inserted in just the right place. We were all aroused pretty quickly.
I heard Greg invite Beth to a liaison on a lounger beside the pool. She gave him a broad smile and floated into his arms by way of accepting. Her long brunette hair, wet from her swim, streamed out behind her and halfway down her back as she stepped out of the pool. I thought how sexy she looked, and appreciated that the two of us were also lovers.
Dave made a similar invitation to me, and we captured the other long lounger only a few feet from Greg and Beth's. Tom led Linda to an Adirondack chair.
The six of us made love in the dim light cast from the underwater pool lights. The eroticism of the night was greatly enhanced by the proximity of the others. After all of us came, we returned to the pool for a rinse of the sweat and sexual juices we'd created, kissed everyone goodnight, dried off, and walked off to various beds. Dave wrapped his strong body around mine and I slept in peaceful bliss.
Fran and I were up early. I'd knocked on her door to be sure she was up, but she was already awake and brooding about her situation. I hugged her and assured her things would work out. I felt her stiffen at my hug, but just chalked it up to anxiety.
In the kitchen as we started to eat, the others in the house slowly started to appear -- all in various states of dress. Josh came in wearing boxers, as did Dave and Tom. Greg had put shorts on and was more dressed for the outside world. Linda and Mar had only a t-shirts on. Beth was wearing a loosely tied robe with nothing under it. Fran studied each person, occasionally gawking as someone's sex showed.
We'd developed a new custom now that we all lived together -- or almost did, and that was to greet each of our chosen family with a hug and morning kiss. Consequently, I hopped up from the breakfast table a lot to greet and kiss each person. We were all smiles.
Out of decorum, each person also came by and said 'Hi' to Fran, usually touching her shoulder in some way, although not with the hug and kiss. Fran didn't quite know what to make of the situation; even though halfway through the arrivals I explained our new custom to her.
Fran's car was still at my work, and we had a few more hours of work to get through before what we'd finish what we set out to do the day before -- before her breakdown, confession, and then her rushed move into our group home.
Fran called her office and explained to several people, including the HR department, what her situation was. Apparently, her husband was already hanging around there waiting for her return to work. She told them she'd be out the rest of the week, as well as the point that a restraining order might be in hand later in the day.
As arranged, Ed Harris, the lawyer, called my cell phone about ten in the morning so he could talk to Fran. One result of it was a quick trip down to his offices for her to sign a bunch of papers, including the request for the restraining order. Another was an appointment with a domestic abuse counselor that evening. On the way back to work with me, she went by a mall and got a new cell phone number.
We had lunch together. I suggested she work in the conference room the rest of the day and then follow me home in the afternoon. She liked that idea. As the day went on I still felt there was something bothering Fran that she wasn't talking about. I figured it was all the problems with Carl, but still ...
When we got home we put her car in one of the garage stalls and shut the door so it wasn't obvious where she was. About five o'clock, a matronly woman showed up at the house and asked for Fran. It turned out to be the domestic abuse counselor. The two of them went off to the living room and talked for over an hour. Fran looked more relieved when the woman left; I think she'd gotten some reassurance about how things would go in the coming weeks.
We set up a group dinner again and everyone showed up, in part to express their support to Fran. Greg produced a box of house keys on lanyards for each of us. He said, "If Carl gets too curious he'll trace Fran here, and then who knows what'll happen -- so let's keep the doors locked. Until this blows over I think we should be locking up the house, especially at night, and we should also use the alarm system." We all gathered around and he demonstrated for us again how to arm and unarm the alarm.
After dinner Fran gave a big sigh, looked at me, and asked, "Can we talk -- in private?"
I said, "Of course," and led the two of us out to the patio.
Fran started awkwardly, hemming and hawing around some question that was obviously on her mind.
"Fran, we have no secrets here. We're very open and you can be too."
She rolled her eyes and began, "Well, last night, after I went to bed I heard someone splash in the pool. I was curious so I looked down from my window." She gestured upwards towards the house and her room. Suddenly, I knew what was coming.
"You all ... had sex ... and you weren't with your boyfriend. You were all naked -- and you played -- sexually -- with each other."
There wasn't actually a question there, so I just said, "Yes."
Fran's mouth was hanging open slightly and she was flushed.
"Fran let me explain. This is a home built on love -- actually polyamory, meaning love among several people. It started with Tom and me, and then Mar, and then Dave, Peter, and Beth, and then Josh, Greg, and Linda. We are what a friend of mine on the west coast calls an 'Intentional Family.' We make this union with each other through love and caring -- unconditionally. By extension, you are part of our circle of love."
"But, I'm not sure ... Oh, I don't know if I could be ... do ..."
"There's no pressure for you to do anything that any of us do. We enjoy our nudity and the glory of the human body. As you observed last night, we enjoy making love with each other and we appreciate the lustiness in our nature. You don't need to be a part of that to be here -- Greg and Linda weren't at first either."
"Your brother? What about him? Do you ...?"
"Yes, I do. I love him dearly, and of course I have all my life. Just recently, we found a new dimension to that love -- that's why he's here. He loves the others well, and they love him. Think of the sex as a result of the love, not just as an end in itself."
"Oh, wow! I just don't know ... I mean, I was raised Methodist and ... there were pretty strict rules ... and a lot of talk about sin. This sort of blows my mind."
I'd become pretty adept at delivering Tom's relationship manifesto. I launched into a chat with her about memes and relationships, our ability to love multiple people at the same time, the sliding scale of commitment, and all the other areas I'd thought about based on Tom's thinking and my own. Fran seemed to hang on every word.
With her consent, Linda joined us. Occasionally, she'd add in some piece of wisdom or share how she'd looked at the world. Fran gradually warmed up to us as our conversation advanced; the coolness I'd felt earlier in the day dissipated.
As the sun set, Dave and Beth came out wearing swim suits, no doubt in deference to Fran. Somehow, we'd all forgotten about the view she might have had the night before from her bedroom.
Fran thoughtfully said to the pair as they walked by, "I understand that skinny dipping is the custom around here. Don't feel you have to wear those suits on my behalf -- and, please, be yourselves."
Dave and Beth both looked at each other thoughtfully then walked over to one of the chairs and removed their suits. The naked pair strolled to the edge of the pool and dove in together. As they came up from under the water, they were laughing and teasing as we normally would.
Mar came out also in a swimsuit. A word or two from Fran and she quickly got the drift of the evening, left her suit, did a "Ta dah," for those of us seated, her magnificent breasts shaking in the evening air, and then turned and also dove into the pool. She quickly joined the other two with hugs and kisses.
Josh and Peter were next, their dongs swinging in the breeze as they jumped in. They too were soon embracing and playing with the others.
Greg was the last to come out. He too wore a suit and quickly dispensed with it. The others in the pool welcomed him with open arms, and, of course, sexual advances and breasts pushed against his manly chest. He was making the others embarrassed they didn't have graying chest hair.
Fran, Linda, and I continued to talk. Fran eventually asked, "If I wasn't here, would all of you be making love out here?"
Linda laughed. "Not all of us, dear -- only most of us; the rest would be making love inside. This group is so much fun. I've had more sex in the last few weeks that the last few years of my simple married life. I so love this life style." She paused, and to accommodate Fran added, "I know the style isn't for everyone -- some probably see this as Sodom and Gomorrah -- but for me this open loving style is something that was missing in my life and I didn't even know it. The love I feel here is a dream come true."
Fran said, "But don't you feel ... well, slutty ... sleeping with all the men?"
"No. No more, than I felt guilty because I loved each our three children. You can love more than one person; just in this case we attach some sex to it. As for feeling slutty, well, I feel a warm glow 24/7 -- if that's what this is all about, I don't care what people label it." She paused and added, "Oh, one last point. The women all make love too -- we're all bisexual."
Fran's jaw dropped open and she swung her head to look at me. I just grinned at her. She said, "How'd you know? How'd you start?"
I told her about all the dreams I'd had, and how I'd discovered that first Mar and then some of the others in our circle had had nearly identical dreams. I told how Mar and I had coupled up at first after a shared dream. Beth came up beside us as she dried off -- her beautiful body a statement all by itself. She said, "We still wonder why we had common dreams. They seem to have stopped, but what we experienced leaves us with many unanswered questions."
Fran said, "I have a friend ... a psychic that specializes in dreams. I think most of what she does is dream interpretation, and she's read about everything ever written about dreams."
"We'd love to talk to her. Is she local?"
"Yes. I'll set something up tomorrow -- maybe for the weekend."
Our conversation turned to other topics, and gradually the numbers by the pool dwindled as we all faded away and went to bed -- to make love and to sleep. The patio was quiet that night.
*
Fran had stayed home during the day. Beth and I had gone in early, so we were home about three o'clock. When I first got home, there was no sign of Fran. I worried that she'd gone someplace that Carl might find her.
Soon, however, I found her in morose ball in a chair out by the pool. As I came to her, she looked up at me and sobbed, "Oh, Ariel, why am I such a bad judge of men? Why did I let this all happen to me?" She balled.
I moved beside her and hugged her. I tried to sooth her and gradually she came back to the real world, sad about her shattered marriage, but more willing to cope with her next steps. We talked about how smart people can do dumb things once in a while, and what lessons she might have learned from her marriage besides the obvious one about an abusive person.
Beth joined us and was equally empathetic with Fran's situation. She also hugged her, and offered solace to the unfolding situation.
I got us all glasses of wine. We joked about starting 'happy hour' at three-thirty rather than five o'clock, but she chugged down her glass. We all did.
Fran showed us her journal -- a book she'd kept when the abuse had started. She'd documented all the dates and ways in which Carl had gone after her. She let me read a portion of it. It was tough reading and brought tears to my eyes, particularly her descriptions of being thrown against a wall, or having her face smashed into the floor as she was kicked or raped. In another section, she talked about how she started to study makeup so she could cover up her bruises. The dates went back over two years.
"Did all this start just two years ago?" I asked.



"No, it started way before that. Carl would tell me all marriages were this way -- that all couples fought and hit each other once in a while. He'd apologize and promise not to do it again too -- I believed him. I tried to believe it would all stop for years, and then I started the journal. I knew I was telling myself a lie."
Beth said, "Fran, this is an important document to the courts. I think we should copy it or scan it or something so it won't get lost." Fran agreed, so I got my camera and with Beth's help took about a hundred photos of the double-sided pages in the notebook. Later, I put them on my computer and on a CD. We honored Fran's wish not to read everything. Somehow, we had her trust.
Ed Harris, Fran's divorce attorney, called the house that night with an update on things. Fran shared with us all what was going on after she hung up. The restraining order had been issued. Carl had been served with both the order and the divorce papers late in the afternoon at his work. Further, a court date in three weeks had been set at Ed's request for the two of them to appear opposite each other before a mediator. Ed explained this was one way to force the issue with Carl about property distribution. Fran should have half interest in the appreciation on the house and half of the bank accounts. Carl would have to submit a detailed list of family assets to the court within a week. Things were moving fast.
"How will I pay for this?" Fran suddenly wondered. "I haven't even thought about his fees until just this second. He's so able ... and probably very expensive. I should call him back and ask him."
Greg said in a quiet voice to her, "There's no fee, Fran. This is a friend of the family returning a favor."
Fran was almost speechless. "You mean all this legal work is free?"
"Yes. He was in my family circle years ago, and we still have that kinship."
Linda said, "We were very close to Ed and his wife Ginny years ago. We just don't see each other as often as we did back them, although I think we'd like to. They'd been neighbors, but had to move away while Ed completed law school. Perhaps, after this, we'll be able to rekindle our friendship."
Linda gave me glance that let me fill in the blank space between what she'd just said and her comment a few days earlier about having a two-year relationship with another couple years before. It helped me understand Ed's willingness to help a new family member.
On a more pleasant note, Fran had reached her psychic friend and invited her to the house on Saturday afternoon. Perhaps we'd start to get to the bottom of all our shared dreams.
Fortunately, the rest of the week was uneventful. Fran seemed to be doing better emotionally, and looked forward to the Saturday visit of her old friend.
Fran's friend, Marcy Winters, arrived with a flourish about three on Saturday afternoon. A heavyset woman in her sixties, she swept into the house in a long, flowing, and colorful gown, with a sheaf of papers under her arm. Introductions were made and we all sat in a circle in our living room.
I'd always been skeptical of people labeled as psychics. I had the feeling that almost all of them were charlatans and the remaining few, if there were any, might just have some keen insight imbued by nature that was unreliable, unpredictable, and often inaccurate. Thus, I started our meeting with low expectations.
Marcy started us off, "I'm a psychic. I know that most of you are non-believers, however, we'll let that point slide. My purpose here isn't to tell you about your futures, although I do sense bright things for all of you -- even for you Fran after you get through this muddy period in your life. I'm here to talk about dreams, a subject near and dear to my heart."
She went on, "Fran gave me about two sentences about your experiences, and I want to hear more, but before I start I want to give you some background about dreams. Let me tell you the scientific part first -- and start by mentioning that we've been studying dreams in a serious way since Sigmund Freud."
"There are two dream states: REM and Non-REM -- rapid eye movement we can see when someone is asleep. People dream in both states. Apparently, dreams in non-REM take past events and project them into the future, whereas REM dreams help you experience the future -- even something you've never experienced, like a simulation or a test of possibilities. You hit REM sleep about four times a night for relatively short periods of time compared to Non-REM sleep."
Marcy paused to be sure everyone understood the continued, "We know dreams produce some wonderful ideas -- at least two Nobel prizes, all sorts of wonder drugs, and artistic works beyond numeration going back for hundreds of years. We also know that some people can direct their dreams. If you say as you go to sleep, 'I want to dream about X,' then about half those people will dream about it in some way. If you dream about sports or other activity, the dreamer will improve their performance in that activity."
"Now psychics have thought about dreams for thousands of years -- the earliest recorded history we know about are advisors to the pharos in Egypt. A good psychic will treat a dream as window into your mind -- a time when you were trying to make sense of something, or gaining insight about something, or questing after something."
"Now, someone tell me about your dreams and don't leave any details out. I heard they were sexual, and I want to get turned on before I have to go home." She laughed at her attempt at humor.
We all laughed with her, and there were a few blushes around the circle. Everyone looked at me. I gulped and then recounted my first dream, asked if that was too much detail - it wasn't, and so went on through the other dreams I'd had. I frequently looked to the others when they'd been one of the dream subjects.
Fran had not heard the detail of my dream sequences, only that I'd shared sexual dreams with some of the others. As I gave my descriptions, I watched her hang on every word and weigh in some way what I was saying and what I'd dreamt.
Marcy summarized, "So you had dreams at random intervals over a couple of months about your friends here, and perhaps a few others. In them you performed various sex acts, made love with one, two, three, and many other people, both male and female; and felt awash not only in the lust of each situation, but also in love."
Marcy turned to the others and asked, "Does that pretty much explain all your dreams and feelings -- where you parallel Ariel's dreams?"
Everyone nodded. Josh, Fran, Greg and Linda looked on with fascination for they'd never been part of the dream group.
Marcy asked, "Did any of you ever feel you'd been hypnotized?"
The six of us all shook our heads 'no.'
"Hummm. Well, one explanation is that some where along the line before your dream, the six of you came of a common mind about some subjects -- certainly the orgy you dreamed about, even some of the specifics. But, and a big but, you'd all most likely remember starting the hypnosis process."
"Another theory about common dreams -- and the one I favor in describing your situation -- concerns soul mates." I shot Tom a glance because I knew he didn't believe in such aspects of a relationship. Marcy went on, "I use the term soul mates to describe people in the same 'soul group' -- spirit beings or energy personalities that have shared the same soul space in other realities, other worlds, or other lives, you take your pick."
"In this case, various combinations of you agreed you wanted physical experiences -- experiences in this matter space, experiences of a sexual nature. Now, each of you is linked to an energy personality -- some of you may want to call it your soul. It's the part of you that prevails beyond this life. Much the way you have a social circle in this material world, energy personalities have similar circles. It's not that simple, but that explanation will do here."
Marcy tested each of us visually to see if we were with her. I actually had followed where she was going, and her credibility with me had actually gone up as she talked. She seemed to be a straight shooter, even though she was dealing with the ethereal.
She went on, "The simplest explanation is that you brought the desire for these experiences into this material world. At an agreed upon time, time being meaningless in these other dimensions I might add, your energy personalities visit your physical body at a time when it is most susceptible to ideas -- when you're dreaming. Presto chango, you have the same dreams; it's like a TV show played to you while you're asleep."
We all sat there motionless. I had tried to think of other possibilities -- possibilities that this physical work -- as Marcy called it -- could explain. Except for the hypnosis idea that she'd mentioned I could only think of things on the fringes -- ESP, mind reading, and ... bingo I was off into her world -- the psychic world. A world I didn't understand very well.
I asked, "What about the fluids and the orgasms?"
Marcy laughed. "Women -- and for that matter men -- have been masturbating in their sleep for as long as we can remember. We all know we emit fluids of various kinds, particularly women from their vaginas and other nearby orifices. I can't be certain, but I speculate that the fluids you found yourself awash in came from within."
We talked with Marcy for another hour, bringing out coffee and tea appropriate to the afternoon hour. After that, she and Fran went off on their own, no doubt for Fran to update her friend on the changing tides of her personal life.
I changed into my running singlet and went on a long jog around the neighborhood, dodging cars on the narrow roadways of Niland Springs. I thought about what Marcy had told us and found comfort in her ramblings. Her explanation was simple, and since I did believe in an 'after life' the concepts seemed reasonable.
*
Marcy had gone when I got back, and all my lovers were reading, computing, or into other projects. I went out by the pool. Linda was sunning, and we talked briefly about my run and Marcy's comments.
I stripped down to my birthday suit and dove into the pool, a refreshing dip after the six miles I'd run. After a few laps, I just floated on my back, the afternoon sun warming my torso in a sensuous way.
With my eyes closed and the sun warming me to my core, I started erotic thoughts about my own body. I went through all the places in my body that were sexual or erotic in some way.
My hair was a tool when I made love to someone -- I could run my hair up and down their body, their breasts, their dicks, their legs, and their torsos, everywhere. My ears were sensitive -- I loved to have people run their tongues in them or fondle them as we made love. My eyes could view my lovers. My nostrils could inhale their pheromones and the sexual odors we made. My lips could kiss and suck and blow and bite. My tongue could lap and lick a penis or a cunt, and my throat could act as a second vagina when I chose.
My arms and hands are known instruments of passion. My breasts were points of pleasure received, and if I dragged them over someone's body a means to pleasure someone else.
My torso was one big receptor of pleasure, particularly when massaged or stroked. My legs were the same -- erogenous zones from toe to ground zero -- and I could wrap them around my lover's waist and pull him deeper into me.
And then there was ground zero. The pool water lapped at my pussy and small bubbles from beneath me tickled through my slit and around the little pubic hair I kept shaped as a heart. Oh how I loved to fuck -- to make love -- to have intercourse -- to be eaten -- to be fingered -- to be double penetrated -- to do everything sexual. Why had I been born with such a preoccupation with my cunt?
No, thank God, I'd been born with a preoccupation with my cunt -- and sex -- and all the other things I enjoyed so much.
When I opened my eyes, Fran was standing beside the pool looking at me.
She said, "You are one sexy lady, do you know that?"
I smiled and stopped floating, pulling my hands through my hair to wring out some of the water. "It's funny I'd just gone through thinking how sexual my body was. As I told you earlier, I love this life and the people in it."
Fran said, "I've watched all of you. You all really are in love; even the Whites, although they're a generation older. Somehow the age gap doesn't make a difference."
Fran was silent for a long while. She kept staring at me, weighing some important choice she had to make. This was a woman in the midst of a colossal life change, but somehow this choice seemed something else -- something new.
She pulled her top up over her head, revealing a functional white bra edged with lace. A moment later she reached behind her and unfastened the bra and deposited it atop her top on a nearby chair.
Fran's breasts were full with large areolas and luscious nipples I wanted to suck on. She undid the belt on her shorts and the zipper; all the moves seemed so deliberate and important to the moment. She pulled them down her legs along with her undies, tossing them on the pile of her clothing.
Fran's bush was unshaven and unshaped. It was full and lush. Her hips had the angular points of her pelvic bone showing through just enough to be attractive and sexually rich.
Fran walked to the pool steps and came down them slowly. Her gaze was now locked with mine. I stood in the middle of the shallow end of the pool about twelve feet from the steps. She closed the distance, came up to me, and we hugged ... and then we kissed ... and then our tongues found each other's mouths and we were in a soul kiss -- unrushed and intentional.
"Fran, I love you."
"Ariel, I love you. I love your family."
"You're already part of it. You don't have to ..."
She put a finger on my lips. "This is about all I've thought about since I saw some of you making love out here four nights ago. I've measured myself and how I feel -- what I want and need, and how I want it, and I've watched each of you -- the guys especially. Oh, what I wouldn't have given to have fallen in love with all of you twelve years ago."
We kissed again. There was a humorous moment as we rubbed our breasts together, feeling the stimulation of nipple to nipple. I leaned in and sucked on each of her breasts; the experience was very satisfying. She sucked on mine.
I asked softly, "You've never been with a woman? Are you sure?"
"Yes. I want you to be my first. I've always liked you, but I can see you love me. I return that love to you now."
"The others?"
"In time. Not long, maybe even tonight with someone else."
"The divorce? Will it make a difference?"
"No. The papers are filed. The real decision has been made -- it was made ten years ago when Carl pushed me down a flight of stairs."
"Oh Fran." I hugged her.
She said, "Come to my room. Make love with me -- to me. Let me love you."
The two of us came up the stairs of the pool, dried off, and went into the house and up to Fran's room. We made love for an hour.
Fran kept apologizing for being so inexperienced about how to make love to a woman. I just kept telling her, just do to me what you'd want me to do to you. Finally, towards the end of our time together, she got the knack of it. I fired off a few orgasms for her, and brought her to a few too. There was little of each other's anatomy we'd left unexplored.
The house is not completely soundproof, plus as I'd already learned when Fran saw all of in the pool making love a few nights earlier, it also has many windows. Moreover, we are a communicative bunch.
When Fran and I walked downstairs for dinner, one by one each of the other members of the family went to Fran and gave her a sexual hug and a passionate kiss. Dave started the welcome and caught her by surprise, thus the kiss was lackluster and very one-way.
Tom was next. Fran was a little better prepared. They ground their hips together and laughed. The French kiss was better organized and executed. Beth got in the act, and then Peter and Mar. Greg was a little more traditional, but Linda surprised us all. Josh seemed the happiest at welcoming her. Dave came back at the end for a replay. Now we were all laughing and applauding.
After dinner, Josh had rented a DVD and most of us went down to the media room to watch the movie. As seats were taken, Josh insisted that Fran cuddle up and sit in his lap. As the plot unfolded, we all became increasingly aware of how much kissing and romance was going on between Josh and Fran.
I could see that they would be the couple of the night. Several other pairings were made including Tom and me.
*
In the middle of the night I felt Tom awaken with start. His body went rigid -- a second later he was out of bed and at the window looking down at the patio and pool. I awoke instantly in response to his tension.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
He whispered to me. "Keep quiet. I heard a noise."
"Isn't the alarm set?"
"I'm not sure. Where's Fran -- with Josh? Bedroom Z?"
"I think so."
"Be right back." I was up now and followed Tom into the upstairs hallway that ran the length of the house. He paused at the door to 'Z,' opened it, and peered in. I heard whispering, and then Josh appeared. Both men were nude. Fran came into the hallway too, her nude body reflecting the incidental light from downstairs.
"Get dressed."
"Be right back." The two men disappeared back into their rooms and were back in seconds in jeans and loafers. I felt safer seeing the muscular bodies of the two men. Fran came and huddled with me in our room; we stood and looked out the window.
Fran speculated with a touch of fear in her voice, "Do you think Carl found me? How would he?" I just held her naked body against mine; we hid partially against the curtains. I saw a shadow race from left to right on the far side of the pool -- off in the grass that led down to the pond. It was too soon to be either Tom or Josh.
"Wait here," I told Fran. "Stay out of sight."
I went down the hall to Greg and Linda's suite. Seconds later I'd roused Greg. "Something's going on. There's a prowler around, but the alarm hasn't tripped yet. Tom and Josh are already up, but I think we need to muster."
Greg was alert instantly. "Get the others up. Bring Fran in here. If it's Carl, this is the safest place to be."
I went from bedroom to bedroom rousing the troops, but keeping anyone from turning on lights or making too much noise. Everyone was getting dressed. When I got to Fran's room I grabbed her blouse and some shorts, and brought them with me to Josh's room. She dressed and we went back and joined Linda. Linda locked us into her master suite.
Linda said, "Greg called the police. He knows the police chief here and worked with the department on some of their planning work. They're on their way."
I heard the alarm sequence into the off position, and two of the downstairs doors open. I assumed it was the men going out into the night. I was scared. I looked out the window and saw Tom and Dave race across the patio, around the pool, and down towards the pond with flashlights waving in the dark. Off to the side, along the driveway I caught a glimpse of Dave taking up station so he could see along the entire back of the house. I assumed Peter had the view along the front.
Now lights started to come on in the house. Headlights swept up the long driveway at high speed. It was a police car. Another set of headlights roared past the driveway entrance to circle around to the other side of the pond behind the house.
I opened the window on the front of the house and heard Peter engage the two officers in the squad car in excited conversation. Dave came around the side of the house and joined them, and then they split into two teams circling the house, an officer with each of the guys. Flashlights waved off into the darkness from all quadrants now.



I heard yelling down by the pond, and then a car engine that started to scream, tires squealed, and I then heard a police siren that seemed to go on and on, moving away from the area. The two cops downstairs were on their radio, and there was a lot of voice traffic I couldn't understand.
"Fran. Fran come down and talk to the police." Peter yelled up to us.
Seconds later we all raced down the stairs.
One cop asked, "Peter here said you have a restraining order against your husband and that you fear he might be trying to do you harm -- is that right?"
Fran nodded.
"Does he drive a Ford pickup -- white -- about ten years old. License plates something like YGJ-835?"
Fran shuddered and said, "Oh my God, yes! I think that's the plate on Carl's truck."
"He was here. They're in pursuit now, but he had a good head start on them because they had to turn around. Where might he go? Where is your house?"
Fran gave them her address and a few more details about the situation. One cop walked away and chattered into the microphone on his shoulder as he read his clipboard.
Another patrol car pulled into the driveway and slowly came up to the house. The four officers conversed, and then two of them went off into the back yard again. Tom and Josh appeared.
"We saw him. We gave chase but he was too far around the pond for us to catch him. He hopped in a pickup and drove away. A police car went after him."
I grabbed Josh and held onto him, "We know. We've been listening to the radio chatter."
We invited the police into the house. I guess they were surprised at how many people lived here. One officer asked, "Who owns the home?"
Nine voices said in unison, "We all do." He looked nonplussed.
The officers again talked to Fran about Carl, getting a description and details of her assault. In ten minutes they also had some details on a warrant out for Carl's arrest for domestic abuse and violation of the restraining order.
One officer that had patrolled the perimeter of the house said, "It looks like someone tried to scale up the back of the house on a trellis. If he'd gotten to the second floor, it looks like they'd have access to a lot of windows."
There was an air of concern from all of us. I heard Greg upstairs checking each room for uninvited guests.
Time went by as we waiting for some of the radio traffic to clear and hear whether the police had caught up to Carl's truck. Several folks yawned and went back to bed. Josh got an invitation to join Greg and Linda, so the three of them went off after he checked in with Fran. Dave and Beth also left, citing a need for sleep, but a curiosity they'd satisfy when we all got up for breakfast. Peter and Mar stayed around. Fran was holding my hand tightly.
About thirty minutes later the shoulder radio on the Lieutenant called him. We all listened in since he was standing in the room with us.
A dispatcher's voice said, "The subject you wanted is in custody. Pattersonville Police picked him up on an open warrant two minutes ago. He was just arriving home in the white truck you were after. He's on his way to their holding cell. Class C arrest."
The Lieutenant said to the person on the phone, "Hold him on a violation of a restraining order too. I have the details from the complainant. Domestic abuse case."
I asked, "What's a Class C arrest mean?"
The Lieutenant smiled and said, "That means he put up an unarmed fight. They probably had to use a taser on him to subdue him. He'll think twice before doing that again."
Soon the police left. We reset the alarm.
Fran had barely been more than a foot from me all night, often holding onto my arm or hand. As we moved to go back to bed -- now at about four-ten in Sunday morning -- she said to me, "Can I sleep with you -- and Tom?"
I hugged her. "Of course, sweetie. Come on."
Back in the bedroom, Fran hesitated as Tom and I disrobed, but then she too lost her shorts and the top she'd tossed on forty-five minutes earlier. We all got into bed: I spooned behind Fran, and Tom behind me.
After about a minute of silence, Fran said, "I'm horny. Does anyone else feel this way? Maybe it's all the adrenalin in my system."
I leaned in a kissed her shoulder; she rolled over into my arms. Fran took one of Tom's hands and brought it to her naked breast. He hummed a happy note.
She started to say, "Josh and I made love earlier. I haven't ..."
Tom and I both said, "Oh goody. Clean up detail and sloppy seconds." I dropped a hand to her slit and started to rub the area and finger her snatch. Fran moaned.
Tom got out of bed on his side and came around so he could be next to Fran. As he got onto the bed he pulled the sheet away and stroked up Fran's legs. A second later his face was buried in her cunt, and I heard the sloppy sounds of his eating her out. Fran and I kissed passionately.
Tom asked in a whisper, "May I make love to you -- fuck you?"
"Oh, please. That's what I want." Fran paused and said, "And, Ariel, please bring your pussy up over my mouth. I want to try something new."
I mounted Fran's face, and felt her tongue go deep into my vagina and then search out my clit. I grabbed hold of the headboard. I thought I'd done this not too long ago in some other room.
Tom sank his long cock into Fran, slowly impaling her. Soon he was pumping into her at a rapid pace. Often he'd lean in and kiss my ass or suck on Fran's breasts. Everything seemed so romantic and sensual in the light reflected into the room from all the spotlights in the back yard. We could all see perfectly.
Fran brought me to a climax much faster than I'd expected. She knew her anatomy, and I'm a sucker for oral sex -- I love to be eaten, and I respond in just the right way, with an orgasm. As I finished, I rolled to the side and moved so I could suck on Fran's breasts. They were each swaying in resonance with Tom's thrusts into her body.
Tom grunted out, "I'm near. Where should I cum?"
Fran said, "Inside me. Love me all the way; cum inside me." I sucked on her left breast and reached down to diddle her clitoris.
A minute later, Tom's hips became a blur in the shadows and the sounds of his body slapping into hers a din of happiness. Suddenly, Tom's body stiffened. So did Fran's. The two arched into each other pressing their loins together. There was no mistaking the concurrent orgasms Tom and our newest family member enjoyed. We all kissed.
Soon we did fall asleep, this time with Fran cradled between Tom and me -- and his juices leaking from both our pussies. Tom and I had made love when we'd gone to bed; Fran had gotten a lot of what he'd given me, but not everything.
*
Detective Ray Walsh telephoned about noon on Sunday and talked to Fran for twenty minutes. I listened to one side of the conversation and deduced that Carl had been arraigned in the morning court and was still in jail. He'd gotten a public defender assigned for the arraignment and also expected his brother to post bail by the end of the afternoon. He had had a taser used on him, but seemed repentant and rather passive. He seemed resigned to the situation, and had promised not to violate the restraining order again. Walsh tended to believe him.
Tom and Greg both suggested that we be more guarded with our home security. Several projects for the afternoon sprung from that decision. One was to replace a couple of burnt out spotlights on the outside of the house. Another was to remove the plants and climbing trellis where it appeared Carl had started to climb up to the second floor roof -- the roof that would have given access to four of the bedrooms. A third project was to put a spotlight on a pole so the path and woods to and near the pond were lit up.
We formed two teams and swung into action. My team was charged with the pathway and pond lighting. It took us two trips to Home Depot and the rest of the afternoon before we had six spotlights attached to tall trees and temporarily wired into the home's electrical system. A couple of the guys from the other team came and helped us after their work had been completed.
We did a Gratitude Dinner about seven o'clock, and all of us were present. We went around the circle and each person talked about what they were grateful for. We also got to comment on each other's statements. I talked about the love in the circle, the home, my career, finding a new way to express the love for my brother, and, of course, Fran. Everyone talked about how glad they were Fran had joined the circle. By the time we were through, she had tears of happiness and humility running down her cheeks.
It took us a half hour to go around the circle. We all felt very blessed by the Universe. Dinner was an animated affair with the ten of us gathered around a ping-pong table some of the guys had brought up from the basement and set up beside the pool.
After dinner we all ended up in the pool, migrating from person to person and expressing our love for them and our gratitude that they were in our lives. Dave made a special effort to woo Fran that night. We watched the two of them disappear together. I decided I wanted to be with my brother, and he was in the mood for some incestuous sex as well; thus, we paired off
Monday, Fran went to work. We all made her promise to send up red flares at the first hint of any trouble. I called her three times during the day -- and each day after that -- to be sure everything was going well. The rest of the week seemed to go well too, including Fran's visit with domestic abuse counselor.
To be continued.
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made of -- Chapter 4
Fran asked me to accompany her to the session with the mediator. Ed Harris, Esquire, was also with us. On the opposite side of the table was Carl, Fran's soon to be ex-husband, and a lawyer he'd engaged named John Norton. Michael Thornton, a lawyer, was also there in the role of court appointed mediator. This meeting was the first time Fran had seen Carl since the morning she moved out of the house after he abused and raped her.
At Ed Harris's suggestion, Fran said nothing other than to acknowledge the polite introductions to the other parties and a nod to Carl. I sat in the room off to the side as a friend of one petitioner.
The Mediator started the session explaining the role of each party, including his own. His job was to help the parties find a common ground from which the divorce settlement could be concluded amicably. He further explained there were a process and a time limitation, in this case before the end of the business day. Thornton also explained that he might state a position in order to get the parties to discuss or move towards a settlement. Perhaps more important, he stated that decorum was expected of all parties, and that full disclosure of information regarding the settlement was important. He explained that he would record the full session, and that the recording would be available to the presiding judge if and when a divorce settlement was placed before her or him for approval.
With that, he reached over and turned on the recorder. He then turned to Fran -- the complainant, and asked her to state her opening position. She looked at Ed Harris, and he nodded for her to proceed.
Fran began, "I'm Fran Drake and I'm thirty-eight years old. I've been married to Carl Drake a little over twelve years. About two years after we were married, sometime in the Fall of the year 2,000, Carl and I had an argument. He picked me up bodily and threw me down our cellar stairs, called me abusive names such as 'Bitch,' and walked away. I was bruised and sore for the month after."
"Also about that time, Carl started to get involved in bar fights on occasion. To my knowledge none of these were ever reported to the police, however, I have no doubt several tavern owners could attest to his unruliness. Also, he occasionally had an affair or one-night stand, although I have no evidence other than the word of friends that reported his behavior to me."
"After he started to abuse me he did it about four to eight times a year, Carl would slap me, hit me, kick me, shove me, or throw me to the floor in some way when he would want to fight. Up until two years ago, he had not raped me -- that is, used force to get me to have sexual intercourse with him against my will. Usually, he had been drinking and in my opinion he was drunk at the time. I know that is an arguable opinion, that's why I say in my opinion -- is that all right to do?"
Thornton said, "Yes. Just go on in your own words. Carl will have a chance to comment and make his own statement when you are through, you may comment on his statement, and he may comment on your comments."
Fran referred to her notes and continued, "I tried to avoid him when he was drunk or comply with his wishes for sex or other things up until two years ago. Two years ago I started to keep a journal because I realized in spite of my pleas and his promises to change, that I would always be in an abusive marriage with him. At that time, January 1, 2008, he came home in a drunken rage and raped me. He also beat me up so badly I had to miss work for a week while the bruises healed and until the limp I received from him was less noticeable. I begged him to not hit me in the face again, and also not to force himself on me sexually. He promised, but less than a month later he beat and raped me again."
"In the last two years, I have been beaten about once a month and raped sixteen times. The last time was about four weeks ago. Here are photographs of my bruises. In two of the photos my vagina is visible; you see the bruising around the area as well as blood seepage from his rape. A rape kit was not processed to verify semen. These photographs and my journal documenting the past two years are freely given to the court. I believe Mr. Harris has already provided these to the record in electronic form. Here are photocopies and photographs of these documents." Fran produced a large loose-leaf notebook that she pushed across the table to Mr. Thornton, the mediator.
"At the point after my last beating and rape I finally realized I could not proceed with the marriage, or even stand to be near or with Carl. I left our home, taking personal belongings and community items I believed I was entitled to. I made a list of those items and give that to the court as well under a tab in the notebook. I moved in with friends."
"At Mr. Harris's suggestion we got a restraining order and also had my husband served with divorce papers which to date he has not signed. I believe he violated the restraining order once about a week after it was served when he came onto the property were I am now living. He also went and hung out where I work, apparently hoping to confront me. In the violation, he was seen by my friends and by the police. My understanding is that he was arrested for that violation, as well as for the domestic abuse claim I filed with the local police."
"I wish for Carl Drake, currently my husband, to sign the divorce decree as issued to him a month or so ago. I also wish that he never see me again or attempt to contact me or my employer or my friends ever again. There is no love in the marriage; it is time to end it. This ends my statement."
Harris nodded to mediator indicating that he had no additional words to her statement.
Thornton asked for fifteen minutes in which he, Carl, and Carl's attorney could scan the photographs, journal, and list of personal belongings removed from the home. Thornton set a timer; when it went off, he turned to Carl and said, "You may make your statement now."
Carl said, "Yeah, we had a rocky marriage. In my opinion many marriages are like that so I don't think ours was any different from normal. I also believe it was my right as a husband to have sex with my wife. She cut me off, so I had to assert my rights. I admit I have a drinking problem, however, Mr. Norton has helped me sign up for Alcoholics Anonymous, and I believe I will be a success in that program. I don't want to sign the papers; I want to stay married to Frannie. I think she should come back, and bring the car and the TV set too."
A long silence ensured. Thornton waited at least a minute before he asked, "Mr. Drake, is that the extent of your statement? Mr. Norton do you want to add anything?"
Norton shook his head.
Thornton asked Norton, "Are you representing him in the criminal abuse case as well?"
Norton, "Yes. A court date has not yet been set. Mr. Drake pleaded not guilty and posted bail. We expect that hearing to be in about three weeks."
Thornton asked, "I don't see it in the court documents; how much money does Mr. Drake make each year?"
"$35,000"
"And Mrs. Drake?"
Fran responded, "$85,000. Carl told me we needed all of it to maintain our life style."
"And what are the operating expenses for the house -- mortgage, utilities, food, and such?"
After a silence, Carl said, "$25,000"
"Did Mrs. Drake have an allowance or keep some of her money?"
Carl said, "I gave her a hundred a week for an allowance; sometimes more if she needed to buy clothes or cosmetics."
"Mr. Drake, where did the rest of the money go?"
Carl was reluctant to answer. He whispered to his attorney. Finally, he answered, casting an eye at the audio recorder in the center of the mahogany table. "Sometimes I gamble. I've sort of had a string of bad luck."
Thornton studied Carl for a moment. Fran looked shocked; this was clearly something she'd not known. In an audible whisper to Ed Harris she said, "I didn't know he gambled too."
Thornton made some notes and thanked both parties. He said, "Mrs. Drake do you want to respond to Mr. Drakes opening comment?"
Fran took a deep breath and started, "Violence against women cannot be justified by any measure or any agreement, including a marriage license. I lied to myself for almost twelve years; I broke trust with myself because I tried to make it all right that it was happening in my life. Now I have trouble trusting myself and others because of that betrayal -- the betrayal of myself and the agreement I had with myself to never put myself in jeopardy."
She continued, "We did not have a normal marriage. Normal marriages don't have drunks, wife beaters, gamblers -- something I did not know about until a moment ago, or philanderers in them. Carl was all of these and more. I made a bad choice of partners. I fell in love, but that love has long since been eclipsed by fear and a burning desire to get on with my life without Carl." Fran nodded to show her statement had ended.
After a silence Thornton turned to Carl and asked, "Any comment?"
"No."
"Mr. Drake, what provisions of the divorce papers served on you make you unwilling to sign them?"
Carl looked at Fran with venom dripping from his expression. He said, "Fuck the bitch. I just wanted to give her a hard time. I'll sign the fucking papers."
John Norton, Carl's attorney, looked surprised. The two went into a whispering session for a minute. At the end of the time, Carl picked up a pen on the table and signed the papers that were in front of him. He roughly shoved them at Fran and said, "There bitch! You got it all."
Norton spoke up, "In exchange for this signing, it is our hope that Mrs. Drake will drop the domestic abuse charges she filed with the police. Mr. Drake, in this proceeding, pledges not to pursue or harass her or her friends and associates as well."
Fran looked at Ed Harris; he nodded in the affirmative. Harris spoke and said, "We will drop the charges, however, we reserve the right to reinstate any and all charges of this or any other kind should any part of this agreement -- written and verbal, be violated. The restraining order shall remain in effect for its duration of six months and may be renewed by us if there is concern for Mrs. Drake's safety and well-being."
Norton nodded.
Thornton nodded.
Carl rose and walked out of the room leave everyone else hoping this was the end of a bad situation. The whole proceeding had taken forty-five minutes.
Although he'd done so before, Harris explained that the papers, transcript of the mediation session, and all photos and notes would be provided to the court for approval of the divorce. He thought he could get it fast tracked for a signature. After that, because of the mediation session, the divorce was a done deal.
Fran asked about changing back to her maiden name -- Tilman. He said he'd start the paperwork for the change as well as filing the right papers for her. Name changes usually went a little faster.
I took Fran to lunch and then we went home and went swimming. I thought she was all right, but a little edgy and anxious until we got in the pool. After she was soaking wet, she turned to me and broke into a sob. She cried and cried, deep racking sobs into my shoulder and chest as I held her, our nakedness only a hallmark of the intimacy between the two of us.
I made Fran lie down and nap later in the afternoon, figuring any sleep -- if it would come to her -- would isolate her from the morning session and the tension she'd been carrying inside her all these weeks.
Fran had broken a sacred agreement -- a marriage agreement that was supposed to last forever. Accordingly, she'd betrayed herself and Carl. She lied to herself for over a decade. Now, in the face of the broken agreement, she was deeply affected and wounded, even as she had to wound Carl in order to break away and save herself and save her soul. She'd had to change, and finally she'd stepped up to that change.
I hugged Fran when she came down in late afternoon. Everyone except the Whites were there and also expressed their love to her. The Whites had gone south to Florida to oversee some work on their new home.
That night, I put Tom and Dave up to cuddle Fran to sleep -- no sex! Both took on the challenge willingly. I chose the two of them for the sensitivity and compassion for Fran's situation.
A month later, Ed Harris called and talked to Fran for about ten minutes. The divorce had been awarded as well as the name change -- same judge. That night we had a big cake with a heart that just said, "We Love You Fran Tilman." There was a lot of hugging and kissing ... and, later in the evening, a lot of making love.
*
The family got very comfortable with themselves over the autumn months. Fran fit right in more and more as each day went by, and much to my surprise came out of the shell I discovered she had been living in the whole time I knew her. A new strength appeared in her along with self-confidence and strength. She had backbone now.
The family, as we'd come to call ourselves, talked several times about how we changed partners amongst ourselves -- to make love and to sleep. We also talked about how often to hold 'Orgy Nights.' We all felt it was important to maintain loving and sexual relations with each other rather than 'couple up.' Thus, there was a lot of switching around.
As for our 'Orgy Nights,' we decided that at least once a month we needed an all out sexual feast where any one of us could try old or new perversions that came to mind in a setting where all of us were participating. With Fran's delicate psyche we'd put things on hold for a while. Now that the divorce was final, we all wanted to restart our sex play.
Fran had not participated in group sex with more than Tom and me until her divorce came along. In some ways she didn't have the strength, and also, we didn't want to shock her with how unbridled some of our sex play could be.
I asked her one-day, "Fran, our family sometimes has sex in a group setting ... with lots of switching around, and doubling and tripling up. I'm sensitive to your feelings, and also perhaps your upbringing. We were thinking of a session this weekend. How do you feel about joining us?"
A smile spread across Fran's face. She asked, "Gangbang kind of sex? DP? Anything goes?"
"Yes, usually." I started to sense from her enthusiasm that she might actually be up for this.
Fran said, "Oh, I'm in. I can hardly wait."
I was surprised at how quickly she was rebounding from her situation with Carl. I guess the freedom from that oppression was exactly what she needed to bloom.
Accordingly, a few of us broadcast the word within the family that we'd have an orgy in two weeks. This would give people time to plan, as well as some of us to think about making a little more of a party of the event than we had in the past.
A week before the event, Josh raised an interesting question to the group over dinner when most of us were there, "Is our little fuck fest limited to just family or could one of us bring an outsider?"
Tom asked, "Say more? And how would you know they'd be our kind of person?"
I snickered to myself about what his question implied, yet I was curious how Josh would respond.
"Well, I've met this really hot woman through my work. She single, mid-thirties, and well built. She was a client, but the deal is long completed. Anyway, she sent up some signals when I helped her buy her home, but nothing happened then. Now she's asking again."
Peter said, "Are you think bringing her to an eight-person orgy is a good first date?" We all laughed.
Dave said, "It's going to be a ten-person orgy. Greg and Linda are flying in Friday afternoon. He said they wouldn't miss this for anything."
Josh smiled and said; "I'd feel her out about how she feels about something like this. She's a very warm person and I think she'd add some further spice to our party. Somehow I know she'd not only accept, but it would also excite her beyond her imagination."
"Does this dish have a name?"
"Tara Emery."
I said, "I think you should bring her by for drinks with us before you spring the Big Kahuna on her. Peter's right; a ten-person orgy is not a good first date. Some of us might worry about how far to go with her and such."
Tom muttered something about unexpected and undiscussed boundaries.
Fran said, "On the same basis, there's a guy I work with that I always thought was really cool and sexy. He's married, but still we flirted a lot -- so much in fact that I was sure I could have had a romp with him. I've met his wife and she's the same way, and I even thought she might have been coming on to me at the company cookout in May."
We looked at each other and no one seemed to object. There were even some smiles around the circle that our orgy would have some new ass in it.
Tom posed, "Anyone else we should invite?"
Dave said flatly, "Mark Hendricks?"
Peter and Tom snapped to look at Dave. I'd heard the name around work, and knew there some sort of story there, but people didn't talk about it. Mar and Beth had the same kind of puzzled look that I did.
Dave said with a little more passion, "He's an older guy -- late forties. His wife had an aneurysm blow up in her brain that almost killed her. She's not quite a vegetable, but she doesn't know who Mark is, can't walk, make love, or care for herself, and he spends a lot of time arranging for her care. I think he recently moved her from his house to a facility of some kind. It's a sad story that's been going on for about four years."
"Do you think he'd fit in? What about his guilt feelings if he did anything like this?"
Dave smiled and said, "I'm guessing this guy needs to get laid in the worst way. He does have a good sense of humor, even about his situation."
Tom said, "Invite him to the party before the party and let's see what we think."
Mar suddenly jumped up and said, "Hey, can I invite Walt -- my brother. He's up on all of this." I smiled; her brother was a hunk, and I hoped he'd come.
Beth was quick on that comment: "What about my family? You know what happened with them and me. They'd love this sort of thing -- Bill, my step father; Debbie, my mom; Kate, my younger sister -- who you'll all just love; and Brian, my younger brother."
I added a few more, "Can we invite Duke and his friends -- Steve and Aaron? They've already been with us and we had fun."
Thus, Wednesday evening, after work, we hosted a "Hump Day" party at the house. The weather cooperated and it was a lovely warm autumn day, with the hint of the coming chill in the air.
Almost everyone we invited came. Greg and Linda even flew up a week early to meet the potential new players, and to reconnect with the family. So there was the ten of us from the intentional family, plus Tara Emery, Josh's friend; Alan and Karen Vessy, Fran's friends through work; Mark Hendricks; Walt, Mar's brother; and Bill, Debbie, Kate, and Brian Cariola, Beth's parents, sister, and brother. Duke, Steve, and Aaron couldn't make the Hump Day party, and Duke told me only he and Aaron could make the Saturday night orgy a week later. Thus, if everyone showed up for Saturday night, we'd have twenty one of us.
I trusted my friends before, and after meeting the new arrivals I trusted them even more. The folks I didn't know were all nice and loving people, each with interesting personalities that blended so nicely with ours. I noted there was a lot of laughing and touching going on; we were that way normally, yet extending the behavior to the newbies seemed a good yardstick for how they might behave in a more intimate setting. They all seemed to enjoy, and they all reciprocated, even extending the conduct with hugs and kisses for special comments and introductions to new people they hadn't yet met.



Even though we'd said "Cocktails," there was sufficient food to feed an army. Everyone ate and about nine o'clock Mar, Walt, Kate, and Dave stripped and went in the pool. The nudity didn't offend any of the attendees, and most, to my ear, said they wish they had time to play more but needed a good night's sleep. The party broke up around ten. It was a work night.
As we all cleaned up, an act that was exceptionally easy with ten people working on it, we also talked about the party.
I asked, "Did anyone leave and not know we were living together in an intimate family setting?"
Mar laughed and said, "No. In my own way I made sure the women all knew what great lays all you guys were."
Peter laughed and retorted, "That's funny, I made sure the guys knew what hot fucks you girls all were."
We all burst out laughing.
Tom said, "Was anyone put off by the nude swim ... or the fact that we have sex with each other?"
Beth said, "No, I think there was some jealousy that they weren't involved. I talked to Alan and Karen for a while -- together and separately. They both asked a lot of intelligent questions about how we lived together, related to each other, and, from Karen, what it felt like to make love to multiple partners. She was discrete in her questioning."
I asked, "How'd Mark seem? I only got to talk to him for a few minutes. I liked him, but he started talking shop, and I didn't get to any deeper questions or a more social nature."
Mar said, "I talked to him too. I purposely violated his personal space with my little lithe and busty body." She ran her hands up to her tits and then down to her pussy. "I even ran my slightly clad breasts over his arms. There was no mistaking that I was coming on to him. He liked it. I could have had him in another few minutes." She grinned at her bravado.
Dave asked, "Tara?"
Josh said, "She's in. There's little she didn't pick up on while she was here."
Greg said, "I talked to her quite a bit. She asked good questions about how someone older kept up with this crowd. There was no doubt she'd already picked up on the sexual sharing we do."
Linda added, "She asked me if she'd be 'overpowered' by all the testosterone if she were in a group like this. I assured her it was all pleasure. I was pretty blunt too; I told her I'd had more orgasms since we'd fallen in with you guys that I'd had in the past decade."
Greg looked at her and said, "Hey!"
"We got in a rut, dear," Linda told him as she patted his arm. "Unfortunately, there weren't too many orgasms in that rut. Now we're on the right path."
Greg shrugged and looked chagrined.
Tom said, "Then I guess we go to the next level with all of them -- see if they want to come to a sex party Saturday week."
Everyone nodded.
*
Friday before the 'Big O' party, Tom announced that Saturday afternoon temperatures would be in the high seventies. This was good, because it meant, at least early in the evening, that some of us could be outdoors. I was so glad we had a large lot and no neighbors to overlook our activities.
Saturday, Tom, Peter, and Dave set up a bar in the dining room. Linda led the women in making up some hors d'oeuvres -- the kind that replenish energy fast. For laughs, we had huge piles of raw oysters and fresh mushrooms. Greg made some signs to direct our newcomers to the bar, bathrooms and showers, and bedrooms. He turned up the pool heater so the water would be especially inviting as the night cooled. He also put out a huge bowl of condoms -- probably a gross or more. He commented on how he'd had fun buying all those at the drugstore, particularly the look he got, at his age, from the checkout clerk.
The men commandeered Bedrooms A and B, the largest rooms, and moved some of the mattresses into the rooms as well as put in some inflatable king-size mattresses we'd acquired. The upstairs was almost one big mattress wall-to-wall. We made up the beds with, adding, as usual, mattress covers so our body liquids didn't ruin any of the mattresses.
Beth and Mar installed some sexy lights and a fogger in one of the large sex bedrooms. The fogger spread a smoky mist across the room, and in combination with the slowly moving dance floor lights, gave the place a really sexy feel. They put up some colored lights by the pool, including disco lights that changed color too.
The ten of us ate dinner together. Interestingly enough, the table conversation seemed to cover just about everything except the events expected to unfold later in the evening.
Duke and Aaron were the first to arrive. I leapt into Duke's arms and also showered Aaron with kisses of welcome. Both looked pleased. Mar and Beth were equally effusive. Close behind them were Beth's family.
We got drinks for all of them. I hadn't had a chance to talk to Kate before, so I asked her slyly if she was aware of 'the kind of party we were hosting.' She grinned and said, "I hope so."
Walt, Mar's brother, arrived on a motorcycle. She welcomed him with a huge hug and kiss. Close behind him, Josh arrived escorting the gorgeous Tara Emery. Mark Hendricks arrived and got a king's welcome from us all; he seemed anxious but eager. Alan and Karen Vessy arrived last to complete the invitees. Twenty-one of us stood around the bar and adjacent kitchen talking as though there was nothing unusual about to happen -- twelve men and nine women.
After people has stood around socializing for about half an hour -- in that awkward time when no one wanted to be first -- Tom gave a loud whistle and asked everyone to gather on the pool patio. People brought their drinks and filed out the various back doors of the house.
Tom was in a jovial mood as he spoke to the group: "Lovers, we all know why we're here. To get the ball rolling I have two hats -- one for the ladies and one for us gents. Each lady -- and I use the term loosely -- will draw a number. Each man will also draw a number. The idea is to match up your numbers. Now since there are more men than women, three women will fetch two men each to get started with -- those with numbers one, two, and three. Nudity is encouraged. There are some boxes and bags by the front door for clothing. There are two bedrooms upstairs where we're all set up for fun, plus this whole pool and patio area. If you want something more private, you can wander around and find some other space; the house is open."
Tom paused to make sure everyone was hanging on his every word. "You'll all hear a loud gong about an hour from now; upon hearing the gong you are all encouraged to go to Bedroom A upstairs. There's a sign on the door. We are going to have a brief 'All Fuck' at that time. In the 'All Fuck' the ladies will line up side by side, and the guys will spend a minute each fucking each of them. We're doing this so that each guy and each gal can say they got screwed by everyone of the opposite sex."
"Oh, speaking of that, you may certainly join up and have some fun with someone of your own sex. There are no particular rules tonight, except condoms for everyone and 'Stop' means Stop. That's the safe word for everyone. Go be creative, have fun, and fuck your brains out." Everyone laughed.
"Ladies, come and draw your numbers to get us started."
One by one each of the women went up and picked a slip of paper from the first hat that Tom held. Mar, Tara, and Debbie drew one, two, and three, and thus would start with two guys each. Mar looked like she'd died and gone to heaven; Tara also looked pleased. Debbie looked pleased but worried.
Each guy then drew a number. Since all the numbers were in bold magic marker on a three-by-five card, it took minimal time for the couples and groups to form. Mar had Peter and Mark. Tara had Tom and Alan. Debbie ended with Duke and Walt. I ended up coupled with Aaron, Duke's buddy and my friend from the gangbang we'd done months earlier.
Things started almost immediately. Mar was minimally dressed for the occasion. She had Peter and Mark remove her clothing almost immediately, their mouths going wild on her breasts and erect nipples with some serious kissing and licking. Mar then worked on getting the two men undressed. When their cocks finally came into view, she knelt and alternately sucked each guy, showing off how far into her throat she could get the two large cocks. People stood around and watched. Soon she was on a pool lounger with Mark's cock embedded in her twat while she sucked Peter.
I too had dressed in only one real item of clothing, my little black dress. I led Aaron to near the front door and we both stripped, hugging and kissing when we were nude. Aaron left his clothes in a bag, and I carried my dress upstairs as I pulled him along to Bedroom A.
Debbie was already in the room with Duke and Walt. The two men were nude and she was slowly having here clothes removed in a high sensuous way. There was lots of tongue and mouth action on her body. She had hold of the two cocks, and had a look of pure, unadulterated lust on her face.
Aaron and I made out on one of the mattresses. Two other couples came into the room: Beth and Bill, and Brian and Linda. Soon, the other couples were all fucking in various positions. I asked Aaron, "Do you want to cum, or do you want to marshal your energies as the night goes on."
"Given the proclivity of the male sex organs to wilt and stay wilted after cuming, I believe I will tease myself at this point. You, however, I would like to bring to as many orgasms as I can."
I smiled and opened my body to him. Aaron dove between my legs, his tongue going wild around my vagina and clit. He knew the territory, he'd been there before, and he got me going in nothing flat. After five minutes, I came. He then started a slow fuck with me, and we kissed and talked words of love to each other. I caught up with his life, including the fact that back in Dallas he'd gotten a new girlfriend, one that fully approved of his involvement in this evening and wanted him to bring some friends home. He commented that Duke had been over there for a threesome with him once.
I heard a couple of other male voices in the room say they didn't want to cum just yet, as they wanted to show their best in the 'All Fuck' whenever that started.
And, it started sooner than anyone expected. I heard the gong carry in the windows from outside, and then I heard it downstairs and again in the upstairs hallway. Tom came into the bedroom; Tara and Alan, both his cohorts looked happy and Tara already had that freshly fucked look on her face.
Tom started organizing right away, "Ladies, line up -- side by side. Leave a little room between ... that's it." More and more of the revelers came into the room. I wondered if anyone would skip this and stay their own course, but in the end everyone was there. The women were lying side by side with a foot or so between each of us ... well, except where Mar leaned over and was French kissing Kate; Kate had a finger in Mar's cunt. When Fran saw that she leaned over to Karen and repeated the action. The guys were standing around the edge of the room watching all the pussy and Sapphic action.
Tom said, "We'll start this like a golf scramble, guys take your initial position on the woman nearest you. I'll start us off."
The guys knelt and knee walked to the girls, in some cases penetrating into the welcoming pussies immediately. Three extra guys, Tom being one of them, waited their turns.
Tom said, "I have some special pieces of music with that gong sound in it every 90 seconds. Gentlemen, when you hear the gong, disengage promptly and move to the woman on your right, and get going again. Oh, if you cum, please drop out. You'll just have to make up the circuit on your own time. And ladies, if you cum ... well aren't you lucky." Scattered laughter filled the room.
"Go."
Pat Benatar's Hit Me With Your Best Shot started playing. Laughter rang out again. Aaron had started with me again; he pumped slowly in and out of my body, his long hard cock stroking me towards another orgasm.
Mixed in with the music was a loud gong sound. The men all rotated right, Aaron going to Linda, and Tom slipping to me. "I love you, Ariel," he told me. "I'm so glad we had our dreams and got together."
"I love you, Tom. I love all of this, the fact that so many of us can lust together and love together, and no one, I hope, will end up with their noses out of joint -- at least, I know our ten won't."
"Maybe we should expand the circle. This might be a good test about jealousy -- and about love and caring. Let's see how people do. We'll talk about it tomorrow."
I started to say something, but there was a loud gong sound again. Greg slid in between my legs, and his purple dick sank into my pussy as we assumed the missionary position. "I love you Ariel." We hugged and kissed as his hips oscillated his love stick in and out of me. My juices were flooding.
The circuit continued for about fifteen minutes, until the last man finished. No man had ejaculated, although as I looked I could see half a dozen cocks with bright purple heads -- even through the condoms I could see they were right on the edge.
Four women had cum. I was one of them, along with Linda, Tara, and Fran. Fran admitted to cuming three times. "My God, I haven't been this turned on since I discovered what fucking really was. I need more cock -- right now."
Tom gestured to her pussy. Brian and Walt moved to satisfy her with a double penetration. Most of us watched, but a few people migrated away to find their own sexual satisfaction in a less crowded setting.
Duke captured me at that point. "Darlin' I just been itching for months to get back together with y'all. I hope you're willin' to cuddle up with me a bit right now."
I rose and led Duke down the hall to my own room. We'd have complete privacy there, well almost complete unless someone else was looking for a private place and stumbled into the room.
I pushed Duke down on the bed and mounted him, pushing my breasts around his mouth. He had a moment of indecision: pump into me, or suck on the right or left one first. He chose pump and left.
"I've wanted you ever since you left."
"I didn't think you'd call. I figured it was a one-night thing and you didn't want to see me, Aaron, or Steve again."
"Wrong!"
"I guess there's a place for long-distance love around here. I hear that word a lot." He chuckled and added, "I'm hearing the expression 'Fuck me' a lot too."
I said, "We haven't really done anything like this since that night with you. The family was all getting horny for a sex party, so this is the result."
"I could spend the whole night with just you."
"Sometime soon," I promised. "For now, make love to me; then we're both going back and enjoy the party."
Duke pumped up into me, fondling and sucking on my breasts. I rubbed into his body and soon, too soon, we came in a blaze of passion and rush of cum from his body to mine, blocked by the contraceptive we'd all promised to use.
"I never get tired of you, darlin'" He crooned to me in his Texas drawl.
"We'll make some time for just us if that would make you happy. The group likes you. You could always hang around here when you up north like this."
"You tempt me ... actually with that offer, I accept."
"It means you'd probably find you want to spread your charms around."
"You mean to Mar and Beth?"
"Yes, and there are others now: Linda and Fran, for instance. We may have more after tonight."
Duke smiled at me. You sound like a siren, seducing me into your web of love and passion.
"That's the idea."
We kissed and cooed at each other for a few more minutes. Duke pushed to be sure I was serious about my offer for him to stay at the house when he was working in the city. I was.
When we decided to move we went back downstairs, got some wine, and went out by the pool to see what was happening there. I stood in amazement at the show before me.
Walt, Mar's brother, had moved his motorcycle to the patio. It was on its stand. Tara was lying on her back atop the bike's seat, her arms stretched out over the handlebars, and her legs pulled back with toes pointed away from her. Walt straddled the bike at the back facing Tara, his long cock plunging in and out of her pussy.
Tara's body shook with each inward thrust Walt made -- and so did the bike, but somehow it hadn't toppled over. Her full breasts swayed and oscillated in time with his thrusts, an erotic scene by themselves -- without the rest of the sex act they were performing.
Tara was letting out little "Eooou" and "Ugggh" sounds that each had a tone of great enjoyment to them. She also often used one hand or the other to grab Walt's body and pull it into her harder.
A few feet away Mark Hendricks sat in one of the padded patio chairs. Linda sat in his lap reverse cowgirl with her shapely legs spread apart, and his cock visibly buried deep in her cunt. Linda moved slowly up and down the full length of his rod, while both of them watched Tara and Walt.
Next to them, Tom and Karen -- Alan's wife and a friend of Fran -- were in a sixty-nine on one of the large loungers. Tom was on the bottom with his full shaft wavering in the night air. Karen's body hovered above Tom, his head buried between her legs and his tongue flicking around her vaginal opening and her clitoris. Periodically, Karen's mouth captured Tom's cock and inhaled the entire erection down her throat until her nose pressed into his pubes. Both were making sex noises -- signals of pleasure to each other that said: "Do more of that, right there, hurry, more, more, more."
Bill -- Beth's stepfather -- stood in the pool halfway between the shallow and deep ends performing cunnilingus on Fran as she sat on the pool edge her legs dangling in the water on either side of him, her head back and her eyes closed in some ecstasy I could only imagine. I smiled inwardly at the journey Fran had been on for the past few months -- really the past decade: an abused and raped wife, bringing her marriage to crisis state, and then processing the divorce after a particularly nasty night at the hands of her drunken husband. She had weathered the storm and come out stronger, and amazingly, ready to love again as she had demonstrated in the family.
Nearby, Brian -- Beth's brother -- floated oblivious to the sex being engaged in around him. I assumed he was refreshing himself for another assignation.
Mar came out of the house and stood beside me for a moment. She gave me a sheepish grin of happiness. Cum covered her breasts and face, a large splatter running from the corner of her mouth up past her ear and into her hair, and another on the other side of her face. Some cum had dripped down on her breast, and looked ready to succumb to gravity.
"I'll try some of that," I said with lust. I ran my finger from below her breast, past her erect nipple -- making her jerk at the erotic sensation, and then into the dollop of white male juice, capturing the emission on my finger. I sucked on it, trying to identify the source and the flavor.
Mar said, "It's from Aaron ... or Peter." She gave me her cocky grin again and then studied Tara's arriving orgasm as she writhed atop the motorcycle.
Kate -- Beth's sister and the youngest person at the house that night -- came out behind Mar. She put her arm around Duke and gave him an invitational smile. He towered a whole head or more above her diminutive stature. He pulled her to him, smiled at me, and then the two of them walked back into the house. Kate looked very happy with the coupling she'd just made.
A pair of familiar hands snaked under my arms and fastened onto my breasts, fingers deftly and lightly pinching my nipples between them and bringing them to an erect state. Lips kissed my neck and nibbled up my neck to my ear. Alan whispered in my ear, "Ariel, I have looked forward to being with you all night long -- since our All Fuck. Are you available or is your dance card full?"



I turned my body into his arms and kissed him, our naked bodies pressing together. Somehow I even managed to trap Alan's engorged cock between my legs, right where it rubbed against my swollen labia. "I'll pencil you in right now. What kind of a dance would you like to do?"
"I'd like to do a dance of love with you ... perhaps on that lounger over there next to Tom and my wife."
"Will you find that worrisome or erotic?"
"I'm a pervert ... duh, that's why we're all here tonight. I could watch Karen get it from someone else all night long. I guess I'm a closet cuckold. The benefit is that I get to enjoy some of our friends too."
I led Alan to the lounger and we lay down. About ten feet away, Tom was not slowly pumping up and down into Karen's body as she rode him in traditional cowgirl fashion. She was sexy, particularly the way her mature breasts bounced as she bumped up and down.
Alan lay down next to me, but I slid down the lounger before he could say anything further. I instructed, "You watch Karen while I suck on your cock. Enjoy watching her being loved."
I massaged Alan's cock, recalling as I did a dream I'd had months earlier where I'd massaged a cock in my sleep. This one was amazingly like the one I remembered from my dream.
Alan groaned at one point and stopped me. "Let's switch," He said. "I'm near cuming, but I want to be inside you when I do, if that's all right. Besides, I want to eat you."
"I haven't washed from my last ... coupling, but we wore a rubber." I moved up the lounger.
Alan said with a tone of excitement "That's even better. I know I'll like how you taste. You're kisses are like fine wine, a I think there's a perfect correlation with pussy taste."
He made me laugh, but then his tongue zeroed in on my clit and I jerked to a serious sexual state where my focus was on orgasm, his and mine, as well as the hedonistic pleasure we'd enjoy in getting to that blissful state.
As Alan's tongue did wonders around my pussy, I glanced over a Tom and Karen -- they were both facing us, and he was spooned in behind her. They were now watching us. I blew them a kiss, and asked, "You guys OK with this?"
Karen responded, "This one night has answered almost every fantasy we've ever had. I hope this is the first of many we enjoy with you and your friends. And, watching Alan go down on you is really hot; it's almost as though I can feel is tongue on me too."
I watched as Karen raised her leg, and Tom inserted his full cock into her vagina. She pushed down on him and closed her eyes in a moment of bliss at the sensation he raised in her.
Suddenly, we heard a series of shrieks of joy from Tara. We all turned to watch as Walt pounded into her body, and they both crested into their orgasms. Tara's arms encircled Walt's upper body as he bent over her in his last throes of pumping cum into her. Somehow the pair had managed to stay atop the motorcycle's narrow seat.
As they finished a round of applause erupted from those that had been watching their little sex show atop the motorcycle. The pair made small waves to us in greeting, and then dismounted from the bike with some degree of awkwardness -- and certainly no modesty. I noted Walt pulling the condom off of his still engorged cock and depositing it in a nearby trash bin.
Brian had gotten out of the pool. I heard him walk up to Tom and Karen after he'd dried off and ask, "Karen, have you have had a double pen? I heard your comment about having almost every fantasy answered; I was wondering if you'd tried that one?"
Karen extended her arms forward to him in a gesture to join her and Tom. "Come. I've only done anal a couple of times, but if you're gentle and have some lube you can have my ass."
"
Brian moved in and the pair kissed as Tom looked over her shoulder and continued to pump his cock in and out of her cunt.
Alan slowed in the cunnilingus he'd been giving to me so that he could watch his wife. The trio rearranged, with Tom lying down and Karen mounting him in the cowgirl position.
Across the short distance I could see the inviting nature of her pucker. Brian picked up one of the tubes of flavored sexual lubricant we'd scattered around the house and patio. After he rolled a condom onto his cock he smeared a liberal amount of the lube on Karen's ass, pushing some inside her with his right thumb.
Karen adopted a very peaceful attitude, a slight smile on her face as her eyes closed. Tom made small thrusts into her pussy from below. Brian then knelt on the lounger, and pushed gently and slowly into Karen's ass. After a few initial pumps back and forth, I saw his cock sink even deeper into her rear door. A few pumps after that he bottomed out, amazing since Tom was deep in the adjacent cavity -- his cock mostly in her dripping cunt. I watched Karen take in a huge amount of air and slowly exhale.
I said to Alan, "You should go let Karen suck on you while she's being double fucked. I bet it'll make her night."
He nodded, rose from our lounger, and closed the space to his wife and her two friends as they pumped into her body. He pulled the rubber off his dick. As he neared her, he said, "Suck on this too."
Karen inhaled her husband's cock. She was clearly in sexual heaven. After a few minutes, I heard her say, "Have Ariel bring her pussy to me."
I went to her and lay so my hips were next to Tom's head. I spread my legs; Karen leaned in and started to tongue my pussy, inviting more of my juices to flow. I gave into her ministrations as I leaned against Alan. Alan frequently kissed Karen and me. Brian even leaned forward and ate my pussy too.
Alan had brought me into my climax zone. It didn't take long for Karen to bring me to an orgasm. I crested, but Karen didn't stop. I enjoyed the wash of pleasure though me, and then as she continued I turned and started to suck on her husband. He smiled at me.
Our posture was awkward. Alan said, "Come. Let's go back to our lounger."
Seconds later, I lay back as Alan sank his re-clad cock into my pussy. I moaned. I was so sexually keyed up, almost every move, every advance, and every touch brought me near an orgasm.
Alan frequently glanced at his wife being simultaneous fucked in ass and pussy by Tom and Brian. He had what I call a 'blue veiner' -- a cock swollen so rigidly with blood that the veins on the outside stand out and the glans turns pinky blue or purple. Fucking is so much better with the right equipment. We fucked at a measured pace, Alan trying to synchronize our orgasms to that of his wife and her friends.
I heard the first signal and knew relief would be forthcoming soon: Karen started to make little noises just like Beth and Mar do when they get near cuming. I heard Brian announce, "I'm near;" and Tom echoed the point.
Karen's pussy started to spasm around Tom's cock, her ass clenching even tighter around Brian's rod as she started to cum. Both men blasted cum into her body, the emissions caught by their condoms.
Alan sped up, his hips becoming a blur in front of my body, and then his body arched and I could feel his cock surge as jet after jet filled his Trojan. I came again too.
Everyone rested for a minute, and then I heard Karen call her husband over: "Alan, just pull out. Don't touch that condom." She turned to Tom and Brian and repeated her request, "You guys stay there too."
As Alan reached his wife, Brian pulled out of her ass and she rolled off Tom so she was on her back. She peeled the condom off Alan's penis and spilled the contents of the rubber onto her chest. She rubbed the cum into her body, even up her neck.
Karen said, "Now, you two."
Brian pulled his condom off and handed it to Karen. She spilled the contents into her breasts, this time pulling globules of the liquid up to her mouth. She repeated the act with Tom's rubber.
I had moved to her side too. I knelt on a towel, licked at the pool of combined cum on her chest, and then kissed her, smearing some of the cum on my own breasts in the kiss and driving the sexual mixture from my mouth deep into Karen's mouth. We snowballed the cum back and forth.
Alan said in a voice full of awe, "That is positively the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen." Even Tom and Brian made 'outstanding' comments.
We finally stopped our kiss. Karen smiled at the four of us. She said, "Thank you. You just created an hour in my life I will never forget -- this whole night. If I didn't know I was a sexual creature before, I sure do now. My God, that was wonderful."
I stood and said, "I'm going to take a dip in the pool. Company invited."
Tom, Brian, and I walked down the stairs into the pool and floated away from each other for a moment. Alan lay beside his wife, and we watched as the pair French kissed and cooed at each other.
Tom swam up to me, "You having fun. This was sort of your idea."
I just grinned widely at him, willingly taking credit for a group decision.
After my swim and drying off, I invited Tom and Brian for a round of loving, but they both pleaded they needed some time for recovery. Brian looked sad that he couldn't satisfy the invitation from a horny woman; I went and kissed him, and then promised him a rain check. He looked slightly more satisfied.
I wandered back into the house, got another drink, and then prowled around from room to room to see what great sexual adventures were underway.
Greg and Debbie were in recovery mode on the living room sofa. They'd apparently created another threesome while we had our mini-orgy on the patio. In Bedroom A, Duke and Beth were just climaxing. Beside them Josh and Kate were fucking like rabbits; at the rate they were going their either explode into some sexual atomic bomb or cum in less than a minute. Dave lay beside the pair stroking his wilting cock.
Now, I realized a sad fact about male physiology, namely that men need a recovery time, whereas women -- horny women -- can go round after round after round. Armed with this recall, I found Mar and Aaron in Bedroom B.
I whispered in Mar's ear, "Are you feeling any Sapphic tendencies tonight?" I kissed her and grinned at her.
Mar grinned back and said, "Just say where, and I'll be there." She thought for a moment and said, "What about our toys?"
"Great idea. Stay here I'll be back."
I went down to our Toy Closet, and got the box with many of our public toys in it. We had public toys that we all played with, and then each of us had our own vibrators, fleshlights, and other little toys we played with on our own. I brought the box to Bedroom B.
Mar grinned at me as I brought the box in. Aaron looked interested in the toys and started to examine them.
I said to them, "I'll get some others and be back."
Back in Bedroom A, I suggested to Beth and Kate that they might like to have a Girl's Event next door. I caught Debbie in the living room, and then Linda, Fran, Tara, and Karen out on the patio.
A few minutes later, the Girl's Event started.
Bedroom B was the second largest of the upstairs bedrooms. We'd taken most of the furniture out of the room and put six king-size mattresses on the floor, tied together at their handles so cracks wouldn't form between them, and foam rubber inserts used to fill in the cracks. Things had multiple layers of protective coverings, mattress pads, and sheets, and more sheets, covering everything. We had the world's largest mattress. Add to that the slowly moving colored lights, some dim table lights, and nine nude and horny women, and you had the den of iniquity that we'd created.
Personally, I marveled at the diversity the women on the floor represented. We came in all sizes, shapes, skin colors, and ages. Yet, we shared many common traits: we loved each other unconditionally, and we loved the men that surrounded us sitting around the perimeter of the room. We also believed in open and fun relationships, extending that thinking past traditional sexual boundaries.
Three circles of women formed: Kate, Tara, and I were in one of them. We chose to start on Kate, our youngest member. Tara and I were tender and loving, kissing eyelids, running our tongues in her ears, and searching for erogenous zones that made her writhe.
We sucked on breasts, and then, inevitably, I found myself with my tongue buried in Kate's cunt. She tasted like an exquisite French dinner. Her juices flowed.
Tara produced a single ice cube, and as I watched made love to Kate with it, running the cube from the tip of her toes up to her forehead. She dripped some of the melting water from her fingers into Kate's open mouth, then brought the cube to her cleavage and breasts, exciting her nipples and areola.
I moved aside so Tara could use the cube in Kate's pussy area, and she did it with skill. Kate writhed from side to side, yet every now and then I heard her whisper "More." Tara ran the cube up and down Kate's labia, even pushing her iced fingers into her vagina.
Kate shrieked into an orgasm.
A minute later I received the same treatment, cunnilingus and Tara's skillful use with the remnant of the melting cube. As primed as I was, Tara brought me to a wonderful wash of exotic pleasure as Kate French kissed me. I could taste myself on Kate's tongue.
Kate and I dug in the toy box and each got a vibrator. We started the two cock-like shafts, and started to work Tara over with them, running them over every part of her body interspersed with our own mouths, tongues, and fingers.
Tara had achieved that nirvana where life is one continuous orgasm. We just kept cresting her with almost everything we did. A touch of a vibrating stick to her breasts and she'd come; my tongue on her clit brought her off; Kate's tongue thrust in her vagina brought her off; a vibrator shoved into her ass made her peak; and an additional vibrator sunk deep into her cunt made her peak even higher.
We held the two vibrators in Tara's body as she spasmed over and over again. Finally, she pleaded with us, "OH, GOD, YOU'RE KILLING ME. PLEASE STOP." We'd agreed that 'Stop' was the safe word. Kate and I each pulled our vibrators from Tara's body; I dragged mine across her clit one more time -- and Tara's back arched yet again and she spasmed again into my arms.
Kate and I moved to kiss her.
Tara had tears running down her cheeks. "Oh, God, I love you guys, but I couldn't take it anymore. I've never cum like that before ... over and over. I was in some other galaxy." She hugged us to her nubile body, her lush breasts pushing into ours.
As our trio had made Sapphic love to each other, I'd occasionally watched to see what the other women were doing. Mar, Debbie, and Linda had a dildo they took turns using on each other, along with some vibrating eggs that seemed to get pushed deep into various pussies. Beth, Karen, and Fran seemed similarly engaged.
The men mostly sat around the edge of the room watching the sex show and stroking their cocks. I was pleased to see a few of them rise to 'Action' status. I made note that Duke was one of them; I'd pegged him as someone I'd like to sleep with that night. I made eye contact with him, indicating that I wanted his boner inside me. He smiled and aimed his love stick at me, pretending to fire a large weapon in my direction. We both laughed.
The hour was now late. We invited everyone to grab a blanket and curl up with someone they loved for the night ... or continue fucking their way into dreamland. People wandered off in various directions.
Josh and Tara came to Tom and me, and said they were going back to Tara's for the night. Tara hugged me tightly, our nude bodies enjoying a last hedonist contact for a while. "I can't tell you how this night has changed my life. We'll talk more." She kissed me and Tom and left to collect her clothing. Josh winked at me and said, "I'm sure she wants to join us permanently."
Bill, Debbie, Brian, and Kate also decided to leave and go home. We all hugged and kissed. Kate also whispered in my ear, "I'll be back -- a lot. This is the life style I want ... I don't mean just the sex; I mean the feeling of being loved so much here -- of belonging."
Mark also left, with appropriate hugs and comments about a wonderful and mind-blowing evening. I told him I thought a perfect hostess should give a guest a nice send off; thus, I dropped to my knees and sucked on his cock for a minute, only bringing the well-used and flaccid penis to a slightly tumescent state. I told him he'd recover and that he should bring 'that' back sometime soon. We laughed and he left.
I watched the pairings with interest as Duke stood beside me. He whispered to me: "Can Aaron join us?"
I said, "Oh, yes, definitely."
Tom and Karen migrated to one corner of the big bedroom, asking if we could turn off the disco lights. I did. Alan and Mar went to an adjacent mattress, and cuddled into each other. Peter and Linda headed off to Bedroom A, as did Greg, Walt, and Beth. Dave and Fran headed off to his room. I wondered how much sleep some of the combinations would get.
Duke, Aaron, and I went down the hallway to my room. A half-hour later, I fell into a sweaty pile yet the epitome of ecstatic joy. I slept sandwiched between the two-hunky men.
Several of us -- me included -- had worn themselves out sexually. I had a sore pussy and ass come Sunday morning. I begged off further penetration with anyone, much to my regret. It took me a couple days to return to 'Ready' status. Mar suffered the same fate.
My mouth worked just fine. I woke up Duke and Aaron with blowjobs that curled their toes, gave me a morning dose of protein, and left me satisfied that I could please my lovers.
I slipped on Duke's shirt and left the satisfied men, heading down to the kitchen. Beth was up too, wearing a robe that kept coming undone and displaying her nude body. I asked if her sleeping partners were awake.
Beth grinned at me and lapped her lips. "I hope so; I started their day with wakeup blowjobs."
I laughed and shared that I'd done the same thing.
Dave and Fran appeared. The four of us did our morning ritual of hugs and kisses, and then started to prepare pancakes and French toast for everyone.
One by one, our various partners from the night before wandered into the kitchen. We set up a buffet and people helped themselves to our various cooking endeavors. No one went to eat outside; the cool night had changed to a cool morning with broken clouds and a cutting breeze. Everyone stayed inside.
One point Beth and I noted as we cooked was that the kitchen was now too small for a family our size. We needed a second dishwasher, a larger sink, a second range, a second oven, and a huge refrigerator.
After breakfast and getting dressed in warmer clothes everyone pitched in to restore the house to what passed for normal. Bedding was stripped and washes started. Mattresses in the common rooms were returned to proper quarters, or put back into storage. A crew in the kitchen worked on washing, drying, and putting away last night's plates and utensils, as well as the breakfast settings. With so many hands working it all went fast.
Alan and Karen came and kissed us all goodbye, making us all promise to have them back again soon. Both talked about wanting to be family members, pledging their love for all of us, as well as support for any family activities.
We joked with Walt about needing to clean the pussy juice and cum off his motorcycle seat. I think we actually embarrassed him, but he was a good sport about it. I heard words of love from him too, and he rode off into the late morning.
Duke and Aaron were the next to leave; they'd driven out from the core city in a rental car. Duke fawned all over me, trying to lure me down to Texas for a weekend, or getting me to commit to going on a longer weekend with him someplace -- anyplace! I was indefinite, so he turned and invited all of us. We laughed.



I knew I was Duke's favorite, but he fit in well with everyone. We told him to stay in touch and let us know when he'd be back in the city again. Hugs and kisses led to their departure.
*
The ten of us that were the core family sat around the living room on the chilly autumn day -- fifteen or twenty degrees colder than the previous day. Tom built a fire in the living room fireplace, so the room invited friendship and warmth.
We talked about the previous night, with gales of laughter and appreciation for all of the night's activities. I was frankly surprised at how open we all were about our sexual activities. The tone was almost like talking about a vacation or a sporting event we all participated in, but instead it was commemorating the five-some on the back patio, the motorcycle fuck, the cunnilingus on the kitchen counter, the threesome in the living room, the lesbian circles late in the evening, and of course, the 'All Fuck' we'd all participated in. There were other couplings of various combinations too, but these were the high points.
I raised an interesting topic of conversation, "Lovers, both Kate and Tara said to me as they were leaving that they wanted to be 'in the family' in so many words. I'm sure one of us will get a call from each of them. Alan and Karen want in too, and probably Duke, Aaron, and the rest of our guests."
Tom said, "I love them all; why wouldn't we be open to new people -- so long as they share our philosophy and tolerate this life style."
Beth said, "I have a related issue, and it might even get worse if other people want to move in with us, namely, the house needs expansion and make over here and there." She looked apologetically at Greg and Linda, but neither one did anything except nod approval for her idea.
She went on, "Ariel and I were talking while we did breakfast this morning. We need a second one of everything in the kitchen, or just a plain larger kitchen with more of a restaurant level set of appliances. The pantry needs enlargement; carrying up stuff from the basement at mealtime is getting old real fast. We need another washer and dryer; to work off the loads as a result of last night will take us into mid-week with the one machine and dryer." She paused, everyone was paying attention, "And, last, we need more bedrooms."
Greg said, "I still have a set of sketches our architect did years ago for a more bedrooms over the four car garage. With the hall in the middle, you could add four bedrooms and two baths up there."
Linda said, "I've watched us in the kitchen too. If we took one of the garage bays we could enlarge the kitchen into that space, adding appliances and such as you mentioned."
Tom said, "Before we jump into this, let's take stock of our finances and resources. These are all big ticket items." He paused and added, "Besides, who's to say that still other people won't want to be with us as well. All good ideas, but let's see where all this might take us -- financially, emotionally, and any other way you can think about."
*
Tara called me Monday morning, almost pleading with me to have a private lunch with her. I agreed and we met at Panerra's, a 'healthy choice' lunch and coffee spot. After we purchased our salads and teas, we went and sat in a small fenced-in courtyard just outside the restaurant's side door.
Tara looked deep into my eyes and pleaded, "What does someone like me have to do to join your family -- your circle?"
I smiled and said, "You're still feeling orgasms from the weekend?"
She laughed and said, "No, it's not just that. It's all of you, and how you fit together. I'm in love with all of you, and, as you guessed, I started with Josh. I like what you say about your outlook on life, on relationships, on each other, your open sexuality, and your spirituality. I like that you're all equals, and that you collectively problem solve. I want all that in my life. I've lived with two guys and had proposals of marriage from two others, and none even come close to what I see you guys have going."
"Where'd you hear all of that? Josh?"
Tara nodded, "Josh had said to talk to you. We've had long talks over the past month.
"I hope he explained the downside of our lives. We pool our funds, at least a lot of them. The house takes a lot to run. You give up a lot of privacy. There's an expectation that you'll be sexual and engaging even though we say you can opt out. Each of us has our idiosyncrasies and our perversions. It's a bit like living in a combined sorority and fraternity house at the same time, without the right attitude, someone will always be doing or have done something that pisses you off."
"But you don't act that way."
I said, "No, I have the right attitude. We are caring and thoughtful about each other -- I really mean it when I say we love each other ... and it's a deep love. I think it goes beyond traditional family."
"That's what Josh said." She paused and added, "He told me ... about the two of you. I mean I think that's so special. It's made me rethink my relationship with my older brother and his wife, although I haven't done anything about it."
"There's another issue that'll come up fairly soon too -- at least for some of us."
"What's that?" Tara asked.
"Children. Tom and Peter are approaching forty, and I've heard them mention not wanting to be approaching sixty with college tuition due. I'm in prime childbearing years, and so are Marcella, Beth, and Fran. You would be too. Greg and Linda have had their brood; they're a generation older. So all of sudden, if we start to honor our hormones, we're going to start popping out babies all over the place, THEN what kind of life will we have at the house?"
Tara asked, "Have you all talked about it -- together?"
I was pensive for moments and said, "No. I think we're going to have some interesting talk real soon though. Things have just been too hectic."
We paused and ate. I tried to measure how loud my biological clock was ticking, but I felt I could go either way on the issue right now. It wasn't something I wanted to postpone forever.
Tara asked again, "So back to my original question, what would it take for me to be part of your family?"
I smiled, leaned in and kissed her, and said, "Darling, you already are."
Tears came to Tara's eyes as I held her neck after my kiss. She stammered out, "What do you mean?"
"We talked about you yesterday afternoon. We're all in love with you. Kate too, and all the others that were there last night. You see we all pick good friends, and our friends have friends like us too. We all make it so easy to love each other and each other's friends."
"Oh, thank you." A tear of joy rolled down her cheek.
I realized as I sat there I knew the emotional and sexual side of Tara, but little about what she did other than date and love my brother. I asked her, "Tell me about the other side of Tara -- the part I don't know about."
Tara began, "Well, I run a restaurant in a hotel in the city. We're just about to enlarge the place, so I've been spending a lot of my extra time with architects and contractors figuring out how to do that, picking new equipment, and such. It's fun. I really love my work, but the hours can be a little crazy."
"How's that?"
"Well, some days I have to go down to the early morning fish markets, meat markets, and produce markets, order up things for a day or so, and then I normally work from before lunch through the dinner hours. I share some of that with my sous-chef."
"My God, when do you sleep?"
"I grab naps here and there."
"You might want to note that it takes about forty minutes to get into the city from the house. That's got to enter into your planning for after you move in. You are moving in with us aren't you?"
Tara's positively beamed from ear to ear: "Yes, when? I can leave my apartment instantly!"
I laughed and said, "You choose. This weekend? You'll have lots of help -- this is a working family."
*
Kate called Tom on Wednesday and asked for a 'private lunch.' Guessing the topic, Tom asked me to accompany him.
Kate was already seated at the Chinese Buffet when Tom and I walked in. She'd taken a table in a corner where she wouldn't be disturbed.
"Oh, Ariel, I didn't know you were coming."
Tom spoke, "I think I know what your conversation is about. Ariel and I have no secrets from each other, so I asked her to come too. I think she'll be helpful to you and what you want to do."
Kate looked puzzled, and said, "Well, all right, I guess." She looked into Tom's eyes and said, "What I wanted to talk about with you was becoming part of your family -- moving in with you guys at the house ..."
*
We moved Tara and Kate to the house on Saturday. Bill and Debbie, Kate's parents, got a large U-Haul truck and helped too. I was surprised to learn that Bill was a contractor, building custom high-end homes. Beth had never mentioned it.
I have always thought of myself as smart and able to make connections, but it took me until Sunday afternoon to connect the dots.
The dots I had been working on at the moment were the distance between Tara's two breasts. She lay next to me panting from a sexual workout and love making session with Dave and me. I was licking one breast, returning the nipple to a highly aroused state, and then dragging my salivating tongue across her chest to her other breast, making a big deal of having to climb around and around the breast to gain altitude, so I could reach the peak -- her other areola and nipple. As I licked, I also encountered some of the cum that Dave had splattered there in his last orgasm, when he withdrew and blasted shot after shot of his man juice up her body. Dave lay on Tara's other side so that she could occasionally lap and suck on his flaccid penis.
"See, if I connect this dot ... all the way over here ... and up this steep mountain ... where I have to go around and around ... collecting all this interesting goo along the way ... I get to this interesting dot over here ... and ... OH, MY GOD! I GOT IT."
Dave and Tara watched as I shot out of bed and into the bathroom. I emerged seconds later, hopping into my shorts and talking like a wild woman. "Tara, you're about to have a whole restaurant kitchen you want to get rid of -- RIGHT?"
Tara looked at me like a mad woman and slowly said, "RIIIGGGGHHHHT."
I looked at Dave and said, "And, Bill's a contractor, right?"
"Right."
"There's our new addition over the garage and remodeled kitchen. I've GOT to tell the others."
I flew out the door as I buttoned the top of my shirt. I ignored the fact that I had cum seeping down my leg -- as someone later pointed out, and that I smelled like Tara's pussy -- as someone else pointed out with great interest in where I'd left her.
*
Dinner that night was a buzz with my idea. Tara itemized the items in her hotel's kitchen that they were going to trash or sell off at next to nothing, yet they all worked just fine but wouldn't meet the needs of the larger kitchen the hotel wanted in their expansion. Kate had already called her father and talked to him about redesigning the kitchen and adding bedrooms. He'd promised to come back to the house on Tuesday night, joining us all for dinner, and looking at the sketches and hearing our ideas for a bigger home.
Greg dug out his architects 'sketches' that happily turned out to be a pretty robust set of plans that would result in ripping the roof off the garage and building a new second story on it."
Tom, Dave, Beth, and I sketched out our ideas for the enlarged kitchen, pushing it not only into the nearest garage bay, but also five additional feet into the patio space. Doing that, we could re-jig some of the second floor space over the existing kitchen, and create another bedroom and bath.
Tuesday evening, Bill and Debbie arrived for dinner and our 'free' consultation. Kate was positively glowing by the time they arrived. She'd made love with me, and been at least twice with every male in the house since she'd arrived three days earlier. While she seemed sex starved and on sexual adrenalin, she exuded love out of every pore, and her infectious happiness clearly influenced her parents. I also figured her to have nymphomaniac tendencies like the rest of the family's females.
I noted that as she kissed her mother and father that she ground her hips into each member of the family. Her sister Beth did too. I love families that love one another.
Before dinner, while we still had some exterior light, Tom, Greg, Beth, and I walked Bill around the house gesturing at what we wanted to do. Bill took notes on a clipboard and even made some sketches of his own.
In the garage Bill used a long piece of rebar and a sledge hammer to probe around the base of the columns that ran into the dirt floor; he told us he was trying to get a feel for the size of the footings. After that he climbed into the various attics of the house with a flashlight to get a feel for the construction over the garage and kitchen. Lastly, we spent a half hour with wine and cheese looking at the sketches Greg's architect had done as well as the ones some of us had done the day before.
Bill made some additional notes on his pad and then suggested we gather around. He spoke in a friendly manner to us, "Roughly, you want to add about 2,000 to 2,500 square feet of space. In round numbers, with all the finish work inside and out you'd be talking about close to $200,000 or more."
We all inhaled at the price. I knew it would break the bank, even with the new income we'd just added to the 'housed' family from Tara and Kate.
Bill said, "Don't panic. I know I can do better than that. For one, my estimate would include some standard kitchen cabinets and appliances, but you already have some of those, plus you might be able to capture some cabinets from Tara's employer when they renovate."
"Additionally, I have a vested interest in this family, so you'd get the family rate -- the two daughter rate, if you will. Plus, you all made me very happy at your party a week ago. I could get used to that." Debbie jabbed him in the ribs, but she was smiling and nodding.
"Last, you have some good footings under the garage and the roof consists of well built trusses. We can use both, literally raising the roof and building a new second story under it, then lowering the existing roof onto the new construction -- that'll save a lot."
"If you can let me use this work as filler for my crews over the winter, I think we can get the cost under $100,000. Moreover, I'm willing to finance the whole thing for you at zero percent interest as long as some of my kids are living here."
The whole family had stood around the table as Bill talked. We all looked at each other and nodded. Tom said, "Well, we just voted, and it looks like we have a deal. What do we need to do?"
Beth threw herself into her father's arms; "Oh, thank you Daddy." She showered him with kisses until Kate nuzzled in so she could have some of the action. I decided that looked interesting; I winked at Mar. She and I supplanted Beth and Kate, and then Linda and Fran replaced us in Bill's lap. Finally, Debbie slipped into her husband's lap and kissed him too.
Bill actually blushed.
It was a late dinner, but we were all happy about the pending disruption in the house as we added so much space. I knew the whole project would take nine months or more, but it would be so gratifying to be able to expand the family and be under one roof.
After dinner we made pairings and doublings for the night. Bill and Debbie had come prepared to stay overnight this time. Dave and Tom went off with Debbie. Beth and I spent the night with Bill. We wanted to be sure he was a happy contractor as well as a dedicated member of the family, even though he wasn't going to live with us.
Kate seduced Josh and Peter into a night of pleasure. Greg went off with Linda and Fran with a big smile on his face. I loved watching all my lovers go off with each other happy and smiling in anticipation.
*
We ran into a problem with the zoning board when Bill went to get the permits for the house. The property was zoned as either farm or residential "1" -- a rating that implied a single-family dwelling. The zoning czar thought we were really an apartment house or a hotel.
Six of us sat with glum expressions on our face as Bill shared his conversation with the zoning department that afternoon. He admonished us, the worst is that they want to come and see exactly what your living arrangements are now. How do you explain this -- how you live -- to someone like that? This guy's old school too."
"What'd you tell him? How'd you leave it?"
"He's coming here tomorrow afternoon at three o'clock to see for himself. He has the plans I've drawn up too."
"Do we need a lawyer?"
Bill was thoughtful for a moment. "This guy may be old school, but I think he's got a soft spot in his heart for the right story -- and maybe it's your story. I think a few of you should be here to talk to him about what you're doing. I'll be here too."
"Who?" Tom asked, as he looked around at the small group.
Bill said, "Tom, you seem to be the carrier of the philosophy, so you should be here to explain that to him; Ariel too, for the feminine voice. I think Beth should be here since she's my daughter, and it would link the project to my contracting work. Last, I think Greg should be here as the previous owner; he has some wonderful things to say about why he sold the house to you guys and what you did for Linda and him. With me here, that'll be five -- and that's enough. We don't want to over power him or he'll balk."
A day later, the five of us stood with Marcus Emerson as he examined the house one more time from the outside. It was a crisp autumn day, the kind that gives you an extra bounce to your step. Tom and Beth had given him a walkthrough of the house, pointing out the renovations we hoped to make as well as many of things that made us a family, including our eclectic collection of furniture.
Marcus had said almost nothing since his arrival other than 'Show me the house" prior to the walkthrough. Now he stood, feet in a firm stance and in connection with ground. He was in his sixties, a taciturn individual that clearly liked to think on things while others watched his internal deliberations.
"You say twelve of you live here now?" He asked.
Tom responded, "Yes. We are what one of my west coast friends calls an Intentional Family."
Marcus thought a minute and probed further, "Is that like a commune?"
I replied, "Yes, we also all love each other -- to be honest, we're sort of a group marriage."
Marcus studied me for at least a full minute. I think he was testing to see if I was telling the truth or hiding something from him. I resisted breaking eye contact with him, feeling that whomever quit first would be the loser of the decision pending about our property."
Marcus broke eye contact first. My 'inside me' did a little silent cheer. He said, "And you don't pay rent, right?"
I replied, "Right. We are all shareholders in the ownership of the house through a limited liability corporation that our family lawyer set up. We fund the corporation and the corporation pays off the purchase loan. A partnership of the residents handles the operating expenses. I could put you in touch with the lawyer if that would make your life easier. We'd pay the bill, of course."
"No, no," Marcus said. "That won't be necessary."
He was silent a long time and then he said to none of us in particular, "Forty years ago I fell in love with a woman my age -- her name was Misty. She wanted me to move into a commune with her; she loved the other people in it, and knew they loved her."
He let another long lapse of silence intervene. Tom looked like he was ready to say something to fill the space, but I gave him an evil stare that shut him up.



Marcus said, "I'd been raised in a strict Episcopalian home. I was conflicted about ... well, things at the time. I didn't have a rebellion like other kids my age." Another long silence passed and then he finished his thought: "I didn't move in with Misty ... and to this day I've regretted that decision."
Marcus didn't say another word. He just walked to the car belonging to the township, started the engine, and drove away. As he left, I swore I could see a tear rolling down his cheek.
Bill and Tom stood their mouths agape. Tom finally said, "Well, what was his decision?"
I said unequivocally, "He's approved our application."
Later, I had to explain it to Tom, Greg, and Bill in detail. Beth understood. I guess it was a female thing -- something based on long-held emotions about stories and regrets people carry in their souls for forty years.
*
By mid-December the new footings had been poured and the garage roof had all but been separated from the rest of the house, hanging in the wind from two large cranes and a masterful spider web of supporting straps. Bill had a crew of eight guys that swept into the property a few days a week and made rapid changes to the house from dawn to dusk.
Kate became enamored with two of the guys on the crew -- Chet and a guy whose nickname was Arrow, a point for which I never learned the origin. Both guys were in their mid-thirties, hard workers, and yet when Kate brought them coffee or some home baked cookies they would come to a complete stop and devote their full attention on her. I noticed Kate had an extra wiggle in her walk when she was near either of the men.
I encouraged Kate to follow her bliss with the guys, and see where it went and if she would learn anything. Mar and Beth liked the guys too, and told her to 'Go for it.'
In early January the second story of the garage had been framed in and the roof lowered back into position atop the matchstick construction. On a cold snowy day the crew got the addition sheathed in plywood and Tyvek, and then installed the windows. We were all at work. When we left there was no second floor and the roof hung from the cranes; when we arrived home in the dusk of late afternoon, the new addition stood there above the garage, seeming to lack only paint.
The work crew had apparently left the site, except for one pickup truck. Beth and I were the first home, so we rushed inside and up to the second floor where we could access the new addition through a makeshift door Bill had installed in the hallway.
We opened the door, and there twenty feet in front of us were Kate and Arrow. She was bent over a sawhorse, and Arrow's long cock was pistoning in and out of her juicy cunt. She'd pulled down her pants, but was otherwise dressed in warm clothing. Arrow too seemed to be dressed for the winter temperatures in the unheated addition.
At first they were unaware of our presence, but then Arrow started to vocalize his intentions to cum in Kate's pussy -- a pussy he was in love with. Kate talked to him too, telling him to bring it on as fast as he could -- that she was ready too. A minute later he sped up and reached his crescendo, burying himself deep inside her just as Kate screamed her joy, bliss, and satisfaction.
Beth and I applauded.
Arrow jerked his cock from inside Beth, his condom nearly coming off in the process. He turned away from us, and kept saying 'Sorry' as he struggled to pull up his jeans and get them zipped and buckled.
Kate was laughing as she slowly stood and pulled up her own slacks. She said to him, "Arrow, don't leave. These are my sisters; in fact, they may want some of that too."
He looked confused and like he wanted to bolt for a ladder that provided access to the lower garage. He was changing colors in his embarrassment too.
I asked her with a smile, "Why didn't you bring him into the main part of the house where it's warm?" I glanced around at the huge open space, dotted here and there with temporary bracing where walls would eventually go. I added, "Oh, Arrow, nice job you and guys are doing on the addition -- quite a change from this morning."
Arrow went to say something and his mouth moved, but nothing was coming out. Kate went to him and kissed him. I heard her say to him, "You're so cute. It's OK that we got caught; they don't care." Kate then blew his mind with her next statement: "We've all made love with each other present; it's just the way we are."
Arrow stammered out, "Errrr, Unnnng, I gotta go. I'll see y'all tomorrow. G'bye Kate." With that he took three huge steps to the ladder and disappeared. A few seconds later, we heard his pickup truck roaring down the driveway.
Kate looked pleased at her seduction. She said, "Well, talk about fuck and run. I'll talk to him tomorrow about his manners. Chet is a little more of a gentleman."
"You fucked him too?"
"Yesterday. I wish they were around here more than they are. I have to catch them after they finish for the day."
"You want help landing both of them?"
"I want to try to do it myself. I'll be working here tomorrow, so I'll get their ears at lunch. I want to see how they think after I give them the family philosophy ... with my own spin on things."
"Let us know. They're both cute. I could easily be tempted into playing around with either or both of them," Beth added.
*
Friday night Tom and I made love and slept together beneath a huge pile of duvets and comforters. Winter loving needed more planning than summer since some planning was needed to stay warm.
I remember thinking how things were going 'too well' for the family. Life was sanguine -- not boring, just peaceful and optimistic. Fran had told me once that when she felt like this all hell would break loose and she'd end up in some sort of personal hell.
Hell arrived about six o'clock on Saturday morning.
I awoke to the ringing of my cell phone. I hopped out of bed, grabbed the phone and jumped back under the covers as I punched the green answer button.
I heard Tara's voice, sobbing wildly and near hysterics. "Ariel, Ariel, Ariel ... help us ... we had an accident ... in Vermont. We're in bad shape -- real bad." She broke into her hysterics again.
I knew instantly that something had happened last night on their drive up to Vermont to go skiing at Killington.
"Tara, what happened? Are you all right? What about Dave and Fran? Where are you?" I was a string of questions.
"I've been sedated all night long." Sob. "We slid on black ice ... hit a tree ... a big tree ... wrapped the car around it. I was in back on the other side." Wild sobbing. "Dave got hit. He's still in the operating room -- he's ... barely ... alive. Fran too -- so much blood. Oh, my God. We need you ... HELP US. Pray for us."
I'd come alert as the tragedy unfolded. Tom was listening now too, one ear tight against the phone as I held it open so he could hear.
"Where are you? Where are you?"
"Brattleboro. That's where they brought us. It took almost an hour from where we had the accident. I was in the ambulance with Dave. They kept having to ... to resuscitate him with the defibrillator and artificial breathing equipment in the ambulance -- the firemen EMT team -- there was so much blood too, from his leg. They kept radioing to the hospital we went to for instructions. " Another round of sobbing, "Oh, Ariel, we may lose him."
"We'll be there as soon as we can. Hang on. Keep your cell on." Tom whispered to me to get the full hospital name. "It's the Brattleboro Hospital, right?"
I heard her asking in the background. Tara came back on the phone, and said, "The full name is the Brattleboro Memorial Hospital. It's at 15 Central Street near the center of town."
"We'll find it. Oh, my God, I didn't ask, How are you?"
"I was banged up pretty well. One medic said we'd have all died if we hadn't been wearing seat belts. I have a broken arm and a dislocated shoulder, plus lots of scratches and bruises. Fran I don't even know about. She's in the other operating room with another team and no one's come out to tell me anything. She went in a different ambulance and I haven't seen her since they pried her from the wreck."
"We'll be there. I love you. I love Dave and Fran too -- tell them if you have a chance."
I rang off, barely noticed the tears rolling down my cheeks, got out of bed, went into the hallway, and screamed several times at the top of my lungs, "EVERYBODY UP -- WE HAVE AN EMERGENCY."
To be continued.
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made of – Chapter 5
We drove three cars to Brattleboro. It took over three hours. I was with Josh and Mar. We did little talking on the way up, mostly about logistics for the coming week so that some of us that were uninjured could be at the hospital around the clock.
Seven of us assembled in the hospital's lobby, and then together asked about Dave, Fran, and Tara. I volunteered that Tara was probably mobile and might be an outpatient rather than an inpatient. The receptionist was really helpful, and even got one of the aides to run off to see what she could get in terms of current information.
Ten minutes later as most of paced in the lobby, the aide came back wheeling Tara in a wheelchair. There was a major reunion with lots of tears as we all gingerly hugged and kissed her. Tara had a huge bruise on her left cheek, and the beginning of what would surely be a pair of long-lasting black eyes. She was wearing an external upper body brace over her hospital gown.
We gathered around while Tara spoke, her voice on the edge of tears: "Dave's out of surgery. I saw his gurney through the window as they wheeled him into the ICU. The doctor won't talk to me or give me a prognosis since I'm not family. Fran is still being operated on. This has been ... my God, almost twelve hours since the accident, and ten or so hours since we got here."
The receptionist came over to us and said, "I've arranged for you all to use one of the conference rooms as a temporary visiting area. If someone needs it we might have to bump you out, but for now ..." She gave us directions to the room, and we shuffled down the sterile hall, Peter pushing Tara's wheelchair.
Tara said, "Let me tell the nurses where we are so she can find us." Peter wheeled her away following her directions. It was a small hospital, however, I could see it had several wings. The rest of us found the conference room and slid into the chairs.
Kate said, "I saw a sign for a cafeteria. Tell me what you guys want to drink or eat and I'll see what I can do." She produced a piece of paper, took our orders, and disappeared with her to do list.
Peter and Tara came back a few minutes later. Tara described the accident and then the subsequent events. Dave had been driving, even taking it easy on the snow-covered roads. The three of them were heading to a motel near Killington for the night, and then a day and a half of skiing, before they headed home. Tara had been asleep in the back seat.
"I awoke to Dave yelling, 'Oh shit!" Fran screamed. I felt the car slid, even felt it slowly rotate sideways, and then it flipped over down this embankment. I think we rolled over at least twice. At the bottom of the slope was a huge pine tree. The driver's side of the car slammed into the tree, almost wrapping around it. The car almost spit apart."
"I lost consciousness. When I came to I could hear voices from outside the car. The air was cold. I could see Fran's head; it was at a funny angle and there was a lot of blood. Dave was leaning against the tree that now resided where the dashboard and steering wheel used to be. He wasn't moving; I thought he was dead."
Tara unfolded how some good Samaritans had seen the car plummet off the road and stopped. They'd also been lucky that they had '911' coverage and so they summoned help right away. "I kept hearing them talk about stopping the bleeding. They got me out of the car, but didn't want to move Fran or Dave. They assured her that they were both alive, but seriously injured. Soon ambulances and a fire truck arrived, and then police and lots of other help."
Tara sobbed into Peter's legs as she leaned into him from the wheelchair: "I was in shock – I am in shock. I can't believe what happened. I kept losing track of things ... things that were happening. All I want to do is cry."
Kate arrived back with a tray of food and drinks. She's gotten hot tea for Tara, and Peter's favorite – a diet coke. There were also some muffins and doughnuts as well as the various coffees and drinks. I found my black coffee.
About an hour later, an operating room nurse with splatters of blood on her hospital gown came into the room. She looked surprised at the number of people in the room, and even uttered a 'Wow' before she sat at the head of the table.
Tara said to the nurse, "This is my family. They're family for Dave and Fran too."
She studied each of us, and then spoke, mainly to Tara who she'd apparently talked to a few times over the night. "Tara, the doctor wants you to stay in the hospital until tomorrow. He also wants you to have '24/7' companionship for the next five days, and to stay in a wheelchair until at least Friday. This is to be sure there are no seizures or anything we might have missed, although your x-rays suggest you'll be OK beyond what we've already talked about. You need to see an orthopedic doctor soon too, especially about your dislocated shoulder."
Tara said, "Not a problem. She looked around at us."
The nurse went on, "Fran Tilman is out of surgery. She's got about thirty pins in her arms and legs holding her bones together. A few of the pins are very large, as she'll find out when she goes through airport security." She smiled and tried to adopt a reassuring posture. "We had to open up each of her limbs to piece her bones back together – that was what was taking so long. She'll have a lot of scars. We removed her spleen – it was badly punctured by a broken rib. We also repaired some damage to her liver, digestive track, and head. She concussed, and we won't know how serious that is for a few days or even weeks. She's in the ICU now and will probably be there for at least a week."
Her mood changed to a more serious one when she stated, "David Wescott is the worst of the two. Unfortunately, we had to amputate his left leg." Two of us standing there sobbed, sharing Dave's pain before he was even aware of it. She continued, "It was crushed in the accident and the surgeon couldn't save it. Wescott was lucky he didn't bleed to death. The EMT I talked to said someone had already put a tourniquet on the leg before they got to him. It saved his life."
She paused and studied us. We were a somber bunch as we received all the bad news. I had tears streaming down my face. Mar and I were hugging each other. She went on, "He also broke several bones in his other leg, his pelvis, and his left arm. Those were easier and faster to set than Fran Tilman's – well only about a dozen pins. A few of his organs broke away from their support structures, but for some reason none of them ruptured except his spleen. We pulled that out but he'd suffered a huge amount of internal bleeding from all the shifting around in there. The reason they almost lost him in the ambulance was he was about out of blood between his leg and spleen injuries. They transfused during transport; good thing he wasn't a rare blood group. He too will be here for quite a few weeks, the first few in the ICU."
Mar asked in a reverent way, "When can we see them?"
The nurse thought a minute and said, "I'll take you up there one at a time now so you can peek into the ICU and see them, but they're all bandaged up, covered up, and adorned with lots of catheters, feeding tubes, and other plumbing. They're both heavily sedated; the doctor said he'd keep them that way for at least the next twenty-four hours to manage the pain, maybe even longer. By the way, after he cleans up he'll be down here to talk to you too."
We broke apart and the nurse, whose name I saw from her nametag was Annie Myette, ushered each of us up to a large glass door one at a time. Through it we could see the two bodies lying in white sterile beds about twenty feet apart, and just as the nurse described a plethora of tubing and electrical monitoring equipment all around. I noted the crash cart at the foot of their beds.
I asked Annie many questions, particularly about Dave and his ability to get around in the future, possibly on a prosthesis. The doctor had come down while Annie was showing me Dave and Fran. I gathered from the tail end of his remarks that he had little to add beyond what the nurse had told us. He seemed a little more guarded about the prognosis for our friends.
The seven of us talked. Kate would stay at the hospital for the rest of Saturday. Mar would come back on Sunday morning and relieve her. Kate would drive Tara home if the doctor signed her out. She'd of course keep us posted about any news. Beth would handle Monday, and I'd take Tuesday. We also set up a '24/7' duty with Tara at home, a little easier since we were all in the same house and worked close by.
Peter and Tom said they'd create a temporary bed and sitting room for Tara in the living room so she wouldn't have to get upstairs for a few days. Hopefully, the same space could receive Fran and Dave when they got home. The guys would also handle 'hospital duty' towards the end of the week.
We left Kate a car although it turned out that none of us on 'duty' ever needed to leave the building. The nurses were great, even finding us chairs that we could recline and sleep in over night. We all got to know the small hospital really well.
News was slow during the week and any improvements to Dave or Fran were unmentioned or insignificant. Both remained heavily sedated and uncommunicative, but Annie Myette, the nurse, assured us their vital signs were improving slightly every day.
Tuesday, Beth and I hugged as I relieved her. She left for home in the car I'd driven up, leaving me keys for Fran's Honda that we'd driven up Sunday morning.
I checked in at the nurses' station and Annie was there. She recognized me, and we had a brief conversation about how long these things take. Eventually, she asked me: "What is your relationship with Dave?"
Quick as a flash I said, "Well, he's ... sort of ... my husband."
A puzzled look came over her face. She said, "Can you explain that further ... because each of the other women that have been here since Sunday all said the same thing. I thought they were yanking my chain, but you're the third one to use the same words."
I laughed. I briefly explained our 'family' to her, as well as our group home. Annie seemed intrigued. I could tell she wanted to ask more questions about how we lived; however, she held her tongue and accepted my short and somewhat vague explanation.
The doctor brought Fran out of her drug-induced coma on Tuesday afternoon. She'd was still a little groggy with the other painkillers, but at least she was awake and the assessment of her head and mental state could begin. Annie came and got me about four-thirty, taking me up to see Fran. I had to wash my hands thoroughly, put on scrubs, a paper hat, and wear a facemask.
"Hi, darling," I said softly as I came up near her bed in a different section of the ICU from where I'd last seen her. Annie explained that her condition was still serious, but not as bad as it had been or as Dave remained.
Fran's eyes blinked open. I got a wan smile. She tried to whisper something to me, so I leaned near her head. She managed a hoarse whisper: "Forgive me for not getting up and hugging you. I love you. " After a brief silence she asked, "Everybody else? Dave? Tara – they told me she was OK and went home, but I've been sort of foggy?"
I answered her, "Dave's just down the hall, still unconscious. We've been taking turns being here with you two. Tara's at home under constant care. We even hired a nurse to come in check her twice a day, other than that we're taking turns babysitting." I didn't want to tell Fran about Dave's missing limb just then.
"What day is it? No one's told me."
"Tuesday night."
"Egads, I lost three days. The last thing I remember is the car starting to roll after we hit the ice. There ... there was nothing to grab hold of. I remember thinking I'm going to die."
I partially filled her in on what had happened and what I'd heard. Fran lay like a brick on her bed just taking it all in. Finally, she asked, "When can I get out of here? I want to go home and be with my family ..." She smiled at me and added, "Besides I had this great weekend of sex planned; I guess we blew that away."
I actually laughed and Fran did too, in the limited way her head bandages and physical pain let her. Nurse Myette let the comment pass, but by way of a smile clearly made note of the aborted weekend plans. She made me promise to stop talking for a while so Fran could try to sleep about an hour; she promised to come and get me if anything changed with Dave too.
Hospitals come to life between five and six in the morning. I've never understood why the medical profession likes such early hours. Another nurse with the name 'Bea Champagne' embroidered on her top came in and gave us an update on Dave. His dosage of morphine was being reduced while the doctor was still in the hospital doing rounds; she expected he'd regain consciousness any moment.
I'd started my morning with Fran when we got that news. She urged me to go and be with Dave and then report back to her. I went down the hall to the other wing of the Intensive Care Unit, still wearing my scrubs and mask. The doctor smiled at me over the top of his mask, and pointed to a chair a few feet from the bed. I went and sat down.
Dave stirred slightly, his hands and one foot twitching, and then his breathing became deeper and more normal. The doctor tweaked the dosage level again. The involuntary actions continued, until Dave's eyes fluttered and opened. He was looked me; I gave him a big smile and then realized he couldn't see much of my face between the hair cover and the facemask. I waved.
The doctor spoke to him, "Mr. Wescott, I'm Dr. Higgins, your doctor and surgeon, and part of the team that glued you back together again as best we could. You're in the ICU at Brattleboro Memorial Hospital. You're in serious condition from your car accident, and as you'll discover if you haven't already, you lost your left leg just above the knee. We also had to pull your ruptured spleen out of you. I know you can't speak and that you have a million questions. You'll be here for a while, and we'll get to all of them. For now, we want you to rest and get healthy. We're going to keep you heavily sedated for a while; it's good if you sleep most of the time. Your wife, here, can tell you what's been happening. Please don't try to move or get up; most of you is broken and needs to mend. Can you talk around the tubing or blink your eyes."
A groan came from Dave's lips, and then we heard him mouth in an awkward whisper, "Water." The nurse came over and fed him a couple of sips of water through a straw from a container. The doctor said he'd check back in a few minutes. He motioned me to Dave's side.
I held Dave's hand and talked to him. I tried to think about what I'd want to know if I'd been out of it for four days, including what was going on with Fran and Tara, as well as what was happening at the house – even including the house project and Kate's fascination and sexual escapades with the two youngest workmen in Bill's crew. I guess I babbled for about ten minutes. The doctor and nurses left us alone for that brief time.
The doctor came back with nurse Annie Myette, and they checked Dave's vital signs. Both seemed satisfied that he was making progress. The nurse asked me to give him a rest for at least an hour before coming back, so I went back to Fran's room and shared Dave's progress with her. This time I told her that Dave had his leg amputated. She took the news in stride with just a nod. Afterwards, she whispered, "I guess we're just lucky to be alive. We'll all face what we have to in the family. Thank God for the family."
I called Tom, who was on his way up to relieve me, Mar at the house where she'd share the news, and then Dave's mother and Fran's sister – both of whom were over a thousand miles away. We'd suggested that they wait to come visit until their son and sister, respectively, were out of the woods and out of the ICU.
Tom showed up about ten o'clock that morning. He washed up according to hospital rules for visiting in the 'middle earth' part of the ICU, donning the scrubs, hair cover, and facemask everyone in the ICU seemed to wear to avoid contamination. I hung around to see Dave one more time. This time he'd come out of his drug fog a little more, and through his tubes was able to ask a few questions, including what had happened to his car – we didn't know but Tom promised to find out. He also started to get concerned about health insurance and paying for his accident. Somehow, we got his anxiety reduced with calming words, and let him go back to sleep. I saw Fran, pretended to kiss her goodbye through my mask, and left.
*
Dave and Fran ended up as 'guests' at the hospital for another month. After they were both out the ICU, we collectively insisted that they have a room together. Both signed the necessary releases, and soon enough they were roommates. Their rooming together also made our round-the-clock patrol a little easier since we didn't have to split our time between their rooms.
Tara went back to work part-time three weeks after the accident. Greg and Linda flew up to see the hospitalized pair, and take their turns in hospital duty. Much to my surprise, Duke responded to my e-mail about the accident by flying in from Texas so he could visit the two and help in any way he could. Aaron came up one time too. Alan and Karen made a weekend trip to the hospital after the pair was out of ICU. Thus, the duty roster consisted of ten of us, and special guests. We insisted that Tara not be part of the roster, but that she could play nursemaid when the pair got home. Tara did finally go back to the hospital with us just before the pair was released.
Annie Myette, the nurse we'd first met at the hospital, spent a lot of time with the pair and with whomever of us was visiting. Gradually over the weeks she learned about the family, how we'd started, what we valued, and how we loved. The concept of the family home fascinated her, particularly how we managed financially and logistically. Over the weeks she met every family member, and a few of our friends that we brought along.
*
Homecoming was a happy occasion, despite the lingering injuries both Dave and Fran had. Both were in wheelchairs and would be for at least another month or more. Tom and Mar rented a special van and drove up to Vermont to pickup the pair, both being released on the same day. We all gathered, along with many friends from work and a few neighbors we were getting to know, for a celebratory cocktail party that Friday evening. Nurse Annie Myette also came to see the pair safely home, view the family home she'd heard so much about, plus visit her sister who lived in the city and, as she said, needed a weekend visit from 'Big Sis.'
The weather cooperated the end of February, always a chancy occasion, so we had about fifty people in the house when Tom drove the van up to the temporary wheelchair ramp that Bill had built for the pair.
Neither could use crutches since each had broken arms still in the process of healing. Dave was first out, as Mar helped him down the van's wheelchair ramp and up the ramp into the house. Fran was close behind assisted by Tom. We all cheered and waved our drinks and beer bottles at them.
Dave and Fran both had that pasty look that bedridden people develop. Between them they were wearing five casts to hold bones in place for healing, and sporting about a dozen surgical scars, a few of which showed on necks and faces where surgical stitches had recently dissolved. I knew that underneath their clothing Dave wore a body brace; if you tapped on his back or chest, you got the resounding sound of hard plastic rather than soft flesh. Both were bundled up against the raw north wind blowing up the meadow that passed for a front yard. Dave's missing leg was all too evident.



With their arrival, the party shifted into high gear. Ruefully, neither could drink because of the cocktail of medications they were on. For one, without their spleens, they each needed to take precautionary doses of antibiotics to prevent unwanted infections from reaching vital parts of their body, particularly while they remained vulnerable in their healing phases.
Nonetheless, the rest of us made up for it. I hadn't seen Fran for five days. I knelt beside her and asked, "What can I get you?"
Fran gave me a sideways look with a kooky grin; "You can get me a long, hard cock. I so need to get laid, and Dave wasn't at all cooperative in the hospital ... nor were any of the cute interns they seemed to like to parade through our room. I'm desperate!"
"Can you do that?" I asked, really wondering just how fragile she was.
A voice from behind me said, "Oh, yes. Even the doctor cleared her for her daily romps – might be good for her if they're not too strenuous at first." I turned and Annie Myette stood behind me holding a glass of red wine with a huge smile on her face.
I said to both of them, but mainly to Fran, "I'll fix you up. It's pretty easy to get laid around this place – even for the handicapped."
Tara knelt beside Fran on the other side of her chair, "Yep, I got laid by two different guys the day I got home from the hospital. Greatest therapy for a broken arm and concussion I've ever known." She kissed Fran on the cheek.
Annie's eyebrows went up almost past her hairline. She turned to me and asked almost in a whisper, "I know you guys all live together, but ... do you ... are you all intimate?" She gestured to the entire room.
I nodded and said, "It's a long explanation that hinges on the word 'Polyamory.' Do you know what it means?"
"From the roots of the word it would be when a group of men and women all love each other."
I said, "That's the case here. We're really into each other. We call ourselves an intentional family. We chose to be here with each other. About twenty of us are in our family now, not everyone here at the party. Many of these folks are coworkers or neighbors just here for the welcome home party."
Annie probed, "And you're all ... physical ... with each other?"
"Yes, but the guys are heterosexual. We don't have any gays yet, but we're not averse to the idea. For what it's worth, all the women in the circle have decided that being bisexual doubles our chances for a date on Saturday night."
Annie laughed at my attempt at humor, but probed deeper, "And there's no jealousy between you? I would think that would be the insidious result of a family so large."
I gave her my comments on jealousy – that it's a learned response to specific social situations, and that you can unlearn it. I also talked about replacing jealousy with 'compersion,' the buzzword becoming popular in polyamorous groups as the antithesis of jealousy.
Annie listened, until a couple down the road from us stopped next to us to bid Fran goodbye, and wish her a speedy healing process. We bid them goodnight and continued to stand in our small circle. Tom joined us too.
Annie said, "From the time Fran and Dave were in the hospital, they were never alone. One of you was always there. Were all those people part of your family?"
I thought of who'd been up in Brattleboro on 'hospital duty' before I answered her question: "Yes, I think every one of us was up there at least a couple of times."
Annie said, "But there were people up there that were much younger ... and much older, even near retirement age. I remember talking with Greg and Linda on one of their visits, and then Kate and a friend of hers named Arrow."
"Love doesn't care about age – it cares about emotion, and compassion, hope, and our ability to see our own inner beauty as well as that same inner wonder in each other. We each give love away without condition because it comes back to us ten fold or more." I explained more about the unpinning philosophy of our union.
Annie looked around at all the smiling faces in the room. Bill was standing holding hands with Tara as they talked to some neighbors; Mar had her whole body nestled against Peter as they chatted with some of our electricians working on all our remodeling; Walt had an arm draped loosely over Debbie's shoulder even though she was a generation older, as the pair talked with some of Fran's coworkers. There were other shows of affection around the room.
I saw tears form in Annie's eyes. She looked at Fran and me, as we sat in front of her. She said, "Got any more room in your family?"
Fran and I both just said, "Yes," at the same time.
I stood and embraced Annie. I said, "Why don't you hang around this weekend and see what it's like. It'll be a special time because Dave and Fran are finally home with us. Think about what you just asked, and we'll talk more." I thought for a moment and added, "And one more thing, you might be shocked; we're pretty open about our sexuality and love making."
Fran said, "I thought that would bother me, given how I was raised and all. Actually, I find it refreshing to throw out all those old behavior norms and just indulge myself. Sometimes I feel so wanton, but in the end it always feels right and wonderful." She laughed.
Tom added in a guarded tone, "There are several incestuous relationships here and there in the family too. They're breaking old rules in favor of love. I hope those won't put you off either. We have just about every combination you can think of on that account."
Annie's head spun to me, "Oh, yes, isn't Josh your brother?"
"Yes," I said. "From time to time, he's also my lover, and so is the girlfriend he introduced to the circle that you know – Tara."
Annie said, "That might take me some time to get used to."
Tom pointed out Bill, Debbie, Kate, and Beth, the latter two living with us in the house, while their parents still live in their established home, yet frequently come to be with us as active family members. He also pointed out Mar and Walt, another brother-sister pair in our circle, although Walt prefers to live in the city.
Annie asked a series of other questions about how we lived together, taking it down a level from the brief conversations we'd had at the hospital. She was surprised at how organized the family was, even incorporating to buy and manage the house. She was further surprised to discover that Arrow was a new family member that Kate, Bill's daughter, had brought into the group, and that Bill was our contractor also doing all the renovations on the house. We explained how Tara had arranged for all the kitchen appliances at the hotel she worked at would become part of our new kitchen before too long.
Peter joined our circle, sliding in next to Fran. He asked, "Darling, I've missed you so. Are you still on the 'non-participating' list?"
Fran grinned and shook her head.
Peter said, "Would I upset the balance of this conversation if I took Fran away for a long while. Plus, someone told me she's supposed to get to sleep pretty soon too." He smiled wolfishly at all of us.
Fran just said, "Take me. I'm yours ... and you better know I'm horny and you have to be gentle – very very gentle." Annie nodded to reaffirm Fran's words.
Peter promised to honor all feelings, emotions, and physical limitations. He wheeled Fran away from us. We all caught a glimpse of Peter carrying Fran upstairs to his room. Fran had her head on his shoulder and her good arm around his neck. The casts on the other arm and both legs weighed her down.
Annie just stared at the stairs long after the couple had left. I saw another tear form in her eye. She turned back to me and said, "He really loves her."
I nodded.
Annie added, "When he was at the hospital, he'd sleep sitting in a chair with his head on her bed holding her hand. It was the sweetest thing I've ever seen."
I said, "We all love her, and Dave too." I looked across the room. Dave was immersed in deep conversation with a couple of the contractors and their wives. I knew he was happy to be at home, but he had a new look – one that I knew we'd all have to work on. I loved him so, and hoped I'd get to make love to him soon.
I asked Annie, "Can Dave ... make love? Is he in good enough shape physically?" I looked longingly across the room.
Annie laughed and said, "The meds he's on will probably impact his performance. I'll arrange for some Cialis or Viagra or something that'll help him while he's still working with the painkillers. It's nothing to be ashamed of."
She paused and said, "As you might expect, the bigger problem will likely be the mental anguish about the loss of his leg. Amputees go into denial for a month or two after the loss, and then they get angry and depressed about it. He's probably about to enter the second stage. From my chats with him I could tell he was in a state of self-denial about his loss. The depression can last a long time and often holds people back from using a prosthesis and from getting back to some semblance of a normal life.
A few people came by to thank us for the party before they left. That started a rush, and pretty soon the only people left in the house were family members and Annie. A group of us swept through the house collecting cocktail glasses, plates, food, and such, and putting everything away or getting it washed up. Annie helped, and was amazed at how fast the place became a gracious home again rather than the well-used party palace it had been a half-hour earlier.
I asked Annie as I was washing some of the party platters, "Will you stay over with us?"
Before she could answer, Tom slipped up behind her and put his arms around her. He said, "I hope you'll stay over. I was sort of hoping you might spend more time with me tonight."
Annie gave a bright smile: "I've been thinking of all you said. Yes, I'd be delighted to stay ... even for the weekend. I've got to see my sister for a short visit sometime, but other than that I'm yours."
Tom picked the dishtowel from her hands and said, "Then come with me. I need to show you the upstairs." The pair walked away as I put the last platter in the dish drainer. I also heard Tom volunteering to drive into the city with her the next day to see her sister.
Dave and Tara were talking, when I walked up. I went and kissed him, and asked, "Have you been spoken for tonight?"
We both looked at Tara. She said, "Oh, I was going to join with Arrow tonight. We haven't really had any intimate time together, although we've talked a lot and gotten to know each other. I thought it was time to join with him." She looked around the room for the young man. I heard his voice coming from the living room along with Mar and Josh's, and Tara sashayed away in their direction.
Dave said in a somewhat glum voice, "I guess you win the cripple."
On an impulse I decided to use some reverse psychology. I said in a cheery tone, "Oh, yes, I love to give sympathy fucks – do it all the time. Come on sailor." I got behind his chair and pushed him towards the sunroom that had been made over into a bedroom.
Dave was silent for a while, and then asked, "Why'd you say that?"
I said in an instructional tone, "You know. You're going to get angry about life and everything in it, and bounce back and forth between that and depression or feeling sorry for yourself. Well, my job – and the rest of the family – will be to keep that from happening too much. You'll be allowed a little self pity every now and then, but you have to come back to us the way you were."
"But I lost a leg – a whole FUCKING leg."
"So what? Life's a bitch; now get on with it. In more spiritual terms, you've been thrown a problem for the rest of this life. You're supposed to learn something from it, teach someone else something about it, and end up enlightened. As I said, I'm here to help make that happen." I paused and added, "Now, how can I help you get ready for bed, Lover?"
Dave said, "I can't make love ... don't feel like it. Haven't been hard since the accident."
In a softer tone than I had seconds earlier I said, "I know, it's your meds. Annie said she'd get some other drugs that'll help work around those. Tonight we'll just cuddle. When you've healed more there'll be plenty of time to play. You may not think so, but we all still love you."
"I have to wear my body armor for eight more weeks. I'm not even huggable."
"That's all right. Now, don't you need some help changing the dressing on your stump?"
Dave looked shocked that I'd offered so readily. Annie had prepared me and also instructed me in how to care for his wound as it healed. I'd seen her do it once in the hospital. Later, when he got a prosthesis it would get abraded a lot at first and probably hurt more than it did now, much of which was false pain from a limb no longer there.
Dave allowed me to help him undress and get into a nightshirt. I cleaned his stump, noting the slight swelling and stitches still evident from the surgery. He sat with his eyes closed and his lips pursed as though this was the worst imaginable situation to endure. After a trip to the bathroom, I helped him get into the queen-size bed.
I went and did my own ablutions, and then came back to the sunroom. Dave was feigning sleep. I slid in next to him and wrapped my arms about him, enduring the body brace he had to wear for another couple of months as well as the cast on one arm. I kissed him on the back of the neck.
"I'm not pleasant to be with," He said authoritatively as he turned his head away from me. He was forced by his brace to sleep on his back. I was sympathetic for sure; I couldn't imagine the discomfort he must be feeling with a missing leg, a leg cast on the good one, and an arm cast where we broke his left arm.
"Oh, David Wescott, you are pleasant to be with if I love you, and I do love you. Now be quiet, go the sleep, and think how much you're loved. Every day you're healing and getting better. Tomorrow's an exciting new day, and I'll help you face it. We all will – the whole family."
*
Duke flew up again the following weekend to be with family. Somehow, he'd managed to yet again schedule a week of work in the city. He'd been around so much since I'd picked him up in a bar in the city he too had become a family member. Consequently, he usually slept at the house when he in town.
Duke also talked to Dave about emerging depression and self-pity. His best buddy from high school had gone to Iraq, been the victim of an IED, and was living happily with his family on only one leg. I think his pep talks helped, but it was hard to tell if any of us were having effect. Dave snapped at us, often talked about moving out and going back on his own, and once or twice even wished he'd been killed in the car accident rather than survived without his left leg.
I'd insisted that Duke get familiar with some of the other women in the group at bedtime. He seemed too focused on me, and I wanted to see him less possessive. I told him so, and so he enthusiastically threw himself into the project. The weekend after Dave came home, Duke and Kate spent the weekend together, even going out for a romantic candlelit dinner at one of the city's finest venues.
A few weeks after that, Duke came back to work on the house before he spent a few days in the city. Nights, he spent with Linda. During the day, he finished up priming some of the wallboard in one of the new bedrooms that Bill was putting together for the family. I'd been doing trim in the room and cutting in around the woodwork.
Duke asked in a serious tone, "Ariel, I know what I'm about to ask may sound silly coming from a divorced guy my age, but how do you define love."
I laughed; we were in that kind of mood or at least we had been. I responded, "There have been whole books – volumes – written about that subject since the beginning of time."
I looked at Duke, and he gave me the kind of look that I knew meant 'Please be serious and answer my question." I nodded to show I would start to think deeply about an answer.
I began, "Well, I assume you mean romantic love, rather than filial love or parental love or brotherly love.:
Duke nodded and said in his Texas drawl, "Yep." Somehow that became a three-syllable response.
"Love means I feel deep affection for someone, usually with romantic and sexual feelings involved. I want to spend time with that person, I find everything they say fascinating, I have empathy with them, and I want for their happiness even going out of my way to do things that I think will promote that feeling for them."
Duke asked, "You love everyone in the house. When we're together do you wish you were with someone else?"
"No, I wish the someone else were with us."
Duke looked puzzled.
"Let me explain. A couple of weeks ago you spent the weekend with Kate. I love Kate, and I love you. To me, it was a weekend of joy because the two of you found each other. Instead of sitting around angry that either or both of you had gone off without me, I felt just the opposite – joy and hope for your own interaction with each other. It's called 'Compersion' – it may be newest and best word in the dictionary."
Duke asked, "What'd you do that weekend?"
I thought a moment, thinking back in time; "I think I spent one day with Dave, trying to coax him out of his depression, and that Sunday with Peter. It was our turn to shop, but we also spent the night together."
"Did you think of me at all during that time?"
"Yes, in fact I did. Peter and I both talked about you and Kate – just what I said before: we hoped you were having a fun time together."
Duke looked like I was missing his point.
I asked, "What did you want me to be doing? Missing you? Missing Kate? Feeling lonely? Feeling jealous? I don't think that way – I might of a few years ago, in fact, I know I would have. Now I think in broader terms."
"What do you mean?"
"I think outside the meme of the heterosexual, monogamous, exclusive, wedded, family unit with two point one children. Put that aside, it's all brainwashing from the religious sects and the media to sell you a bigger car. Instead ask what's really important. Let me ask you that question, what's really important to you?"
Duke said, "To love and be loved."
"By one person or many?"
"One person is nice, and many people is wonderful."
"What's the fundamental message of the Bible and Christianity?"
"Love – unconditional love, brotherly love, ... all kinds."
"So more is better?"
"Yes."
"OK, so here at the house I love you, Kate loves you – she told me, Mar loves you, Dave loves you, Tom loves you, Beth loves you, Linda and Greg love you, ... I could go on."
"I get it, I guess." He paused and went thoughtful on me. I let him think for a moment.
I let a minute go by and tossed him a curve ball: "Duke, suppose you and I had been making out and we were headed for a lovely sexual romp to culminate the love we feel for each other, and then suppose Kate came to your other side and also started to make out with you and evoke the same feelings. What would you do or want to do?"
Duke said quickly, "I'd try to please the two of you ... to take both of you to bed ... to make love with each of you at the same time."
"Because?"
"Because I love both of you."
"And the others in the house?"
"I love them too ... although I still can't see a way to get really intimate with the other guys. I mean I don't mind if they're around, I'm ... just not into guys. I think of all the contact we had that first night we met ... you're gangbang ... but that was different. That was all just lust and raw sex. I really a girl guy."
"I can deal with that, and I love all of them too."
Duke thought of the short journey I'd just taken him on. He lit up briefly; "I think I'm getting it. I just need to hear it a thousand times."



I wrapped up my paintbrush so it wouldn't dry out. I turned to him and said, "Good, then come to my room, take a shower with me, and let's make love to each other."
We did.
*
By mid-April, the addition over the garage and on the over-kitchen dormer was all but completed. We had five new bedrooms or whatever rooms, and two new bathrooms. Bill fixed up one bay of the garage to be a makeshift kitchen, put the existing appliances out there over a weekend, and started to raise asunder the old kitchen and pushing out the wall towards the pool.
Tara had made true on her offer to get us the appliances from the kitchen at the hotel she worked at as they started their own renovations. In yet another garage bay, we had all of the industrial grade appliances that would help us serve a family at least as large as what the house could hold: a huge freezer and refrigerator; a massive range top; multiple stainless steel sinks; and a restaurant dishwasher that could cycle through everything we owned in a short time period. There were also a couple of over-size microwave ovens, and several large wall ovens.
Duke asked the family one weekend if he could move into the house. He had wrangled a deal with his Texas-based company to assign him to the field office in the city – responsible for a five-state area. They liked the idea, and thus he was moving north to be with us.
We held a small party to celebrate his more permanent time with us. The evening event culminated when I lured him up to my room for a more intimate 'welcome.' I pulled Duke into the shower, and while we washed each other's nooks and crannies, the rest of the ladies joined us in my room.
Duke and I dried off, and I led him back into the bedroom for our sexual romp. There on the bed were Kate, Mar, Beth, Tara, and Fran (still with a leg cast). We were all nude, and there was a place right in middle of all that female flesh for the Duke. I'd never seen him smile so broadly.
I pushed him into the middle of the outstretched arms and pussies. Fran and Mar started to blow him, taking turns sucking on his engorged penis. Mar also used her generous tits to tit fuck him a little as Fran sucked his rising rod into her mouth.
At his other end, Beth slithered into a really meaningful soul kiss with him, her talented tongue dancing with Duke's as the two made out. Soon Kate lowered her pussy so it was within easy reach by the two of them. They took turns licking and sampling Kate's pussy nectar.
Tara and I each grabbed one of Duke's hands, unwrapping it from the tit flesh he'd grabbed, and bringing his hand to our pussies. He caught on fast, and soon each of us had a couple of his fingers in our vaginas as he slowly masturbated us.
For six girls on one guy, this was all we could think of, and to tell the truth, it was pretty damn good from my point of view. We rotated a couple of times, and by then Duke's cock had the consistency of cobalt steel – one of my friends called it a 'blue veiner,' because every vein in the penis was full and surging with fluid, begging to be sunk into a cunt, and to cum with huge volumes of semen.
Finally, it was time. I straddled Duke's midsection, and slowly sank my pussy down his cock. I got about a dozen full-length strokes of my cunt up and down his cock, moving at slow glacial speed, to impact pleasure and to lengthen out the process.
Duke emitted a long, loud "Grrrrrrrrr. Unggggggg." He came up into my pussy. I expected it, so before he'd finished I pulled off of him. Some of his cum splattered back onto his groin, and then Mar was on him, inhaling every droplet of cum he had left to emit.
Kate fell onto my pussy, spreading my lips, and eating me. He'd had about two jets in me, and they were significant enough to make her ministrations yield pay dirt as she sucked every molecule of his cum from me. Beth and Fran moved to lap up the cum on Duke's cock and abdomen. The others just looked on with glee at the sexual performance being put on for them.
Duke also watched what was happening, mostly below his waist, except when some of us started to snowball his cum between us. Duke's eyes got as big as saucers.
After things calmed down, all the other 'girls' left except for Mar. The two of us had decided to properly welcome Duke into the house.
I said with an impish smile, "Duke, remember a couple of months ago our talk about love and sex. Well, this might have seemed to be about sex, but you should know there was also a ton of love in this room – and there still is."
He said, "I know Darlin'. I get it; I really do. Now let me repay the favor to you two."
Duke orchestrated the two of us into a lesbian hug, and then used his freshly erect spear to stab into each of our pussies – back and forth, a few pumps in each one, and then on to the other. Duke also was a master at talking sexy dirty to us. All us girls loved hearing him rant on about how much he liked fucking our cunts, spearing our quims, and eating our clits – on and on he could go.
Duke outlasted the two of us. He made me come twice in that round, and got four recognizable orgasms from Mar. Then he got us each on our backs next to each other and fucked us like a machine, this time whispering words of love for the two of us.
He came deep in Mar's pussy this time, his cum dripping out of her vaginal opening as he pulled away. This time, I did clean-up duty on my friend.
*
In early June we had two surprise visitors one Saturday: Annie Myette and her sister Pam Boyle. I hadn't seen Annie since she'd come down the weekend that Dave and Fran got out of hospital. I recalled that Tom had met her sister and commented on how easy to get along with she was.
The two of them came on a fine summer day, one of the first where the temperatures rose into the mid eighties. Beth, Fran, and I were oiled up and lying beside the pool when we heard their cheery 'hellos.' Of course, we were nude; that state being our usual dress around the pool when the weather was warm.
None of us seemed to mind. I rose and gave Annie a huge hug, and extended that privilege to her sister as well after she was introduced. She didn't seem to mind our nudity. Introductions and hugs were also exchanged with Fran and Beth.
We all sat down. Pam asked if it was acceptable for guests to go 'halfway.' We laughed and said yes. She stripped off her top and bra, revealing a luscious set of breasts capped with large round areola and thumb size nips. Annie followed suit, proving that there are some genetic traits shared by sisters.
Before any further conversation, Annie asked Fran, "So first tell me about how the recovery is going – how're you doing and how's Dave? I see you've lost the casts."
Fran answered, "The last of my casts went about two weeks ago. As you can see I've got a lot of scar tissue from the accident and the skin grafts. We were just talking about a little plastic surgery to make them look a little better before you both arrived. I've got a whole new set of aches and pains, and now I've got a physical therapist that comes twice a week to get me back in shape. I can't believe how long it's taking; it's been five months since the accident."
She continued, "As for Dave, he's inside and will be delighted to see you – especially topless." She grinned at the pair. "He's doing better too. The leg cast came off a month ago, and his elbow and arm cast two months ago. He's also doing some things with the PT, but it's going much slower for him. He has bouts of depression that are hard to combat. His doctor told him in one more month he could get fitted for a prosthesis. I'm not sure whether he's looking forward to it or dreading it. We've all been encouraging him."
Annie commented about the two, and then inquired about the rest of the family members and how we were all doing. Leaving our things behind, Pam, Annie, and I strolled around the outside of the house as I showed them the completed additions to the house. Next, we went inside. To match their topless state, I'd tied a towel around my waist.
Dave was surfing the Internet when we found him in his sunroom come bedroom. He lit up at seeing Annie, and if I didn't know better he was extremely pleased that she was roaming the house half naked. He was similarly impressed with Pam. Both women bent down to hug and greet him, making their mammaries shimmy and shake almost in his face. He couldn't hide his grin of joy, and his reaction produced laughs all around.
After a few moments of conversation, including a further update on his health and recovery, I showed the sisters the new kitchen. We'd only had the room a week, and it was beyond our dreams about how easy it was for all of to use it for everything from a single meal, to family sized dinners for twenty or more.
After a tour of the rest of the house, we rejoined Beth and Fran on the pool patio. I could tell Annie had something on her mind, and if my empathy was working well, I thought her sister did too.
We made small talk for a few moments, talking about the house, when Annie asked, "Ariel, in April you were very open with me about the family, the house, and how you all lived. More important to me, however, were the emotions and feelings that you described – to me the real benefits of being a family member. Do you remember? I shared all that with Pam."
"Oh yes," I said, smiling at her and Pam.
Pam looked on at her sister, encouraging her with body language to get into the real reason for their impromptu visit.
Annie went on, "Well, ... we've been thinking and talking ever since – a lot, weighing all that against the social mores we were raised with, and testing what we wanted – really wanted in our lives – Pam's and mine. And, you told us about how you formed the family and thought about life and spirituality, and we resonate with that same philosophy. I particularly like the part about ..."
Pam interrupted her sister with a loud "Ahem. What Annie's trying to say, is that we'd like to become members of your family. I know that only Tom as met me, and I knew he made love to Annie that time, and this is sort of precipitous request, but ... well, we couldn't think of any other way to do it. We both are willing to give all we have to your family, both physically and emotionally. The last time I heard about anything even close to this was on the west coast about two decades ago. I liked the idea then, and I love the idea now that I'm older and understand more about what it means for a person." She stopped suddenly, I think aware that she was dominating the conversation, and also drifting off track.
I said softly, "We've all come into the family in different ways, and now from different geographies and walks of life." I turned to Beth and Fran, and said, "What do you think?"
In the back of my mind was how fast the size of the family had grown. Over the spring, Arrow and Chet, young workers on Bill's construction crew, had joined the family under Kate's sponsorship. Mark had become a fixture even though he lived in the city. Alan and Karen had now become much more active in the family events even though they lived 'off campus' from what we'd started to call the 'Big House.' Lastly, Duke had moved into the house, relocating from Texas, and Aaron was also trying to get reassigned permanently to the area so he could move in with us.
Beth answered carefully, not wanting to hurt the women's feelings: "Everyone that's come into the family has been a known entity to us – it's been a natural transition for them and for us to have them as ... as spouses and lovers."
Fran continued Beth's thought to show some unity, "We're not saying 'No,' but what we are saying is to be here more – become part of the family events, participate, get known, and then ask your question about joining. If it's all flowing well, you won't even have to ask the question, you'll already be here. It'll ultimately be your decision. This is about love not membership."
I nodded in agreement with their remarks and added, "Annie you work over three or four hours from here; how will you make this work for you?"
Annie said softly, "I'm going to quit, and change jobs to one of the hospitals or clinics near here." She turned to her sister and said, "Pam?"
Pam said, "I'm a flight attendant for Delta Airlines, and I'm working on becoming a certified financial analyst in my off hours. Big career change, huh? I'm about to take the qualifying exam for that in two months and then I can set up my own business – or I could even help the family in some way with those skills. In any case, I live in the city, but I'd want to move out here to be with the family. The other thing - and I suppose it's a big thing – is that I've got a six year old daughter from my failed marriage. I suppose that's a show stopper?"
Annie ignored the gorilla in the corner that Pam had just dropped on us. There were no children at the Big House. She just jumped in and asked, "Do we just start hanging around with you all? How can we help? What can we do?"
I smiled and said, "Love everyone. Let yourself be loved. Be present. Enjoy and be enjoyed." In the back of my mind, I was reminded about the conversation the family never had about babies and children. I added, "And, bring your daughter around once in a while. We've been meaning to talk about children ..."
Beth also ignored the comment about her child, turned to Pam, and said, "I've always been fascinated with working for the airlines ... Oh, and is it true that all the flight attendants sleep with all the male pilots? What do the female pilots do?"
All of us laughed, and Pam launched into a juicy description of her life with Delta, adding in some of the spicy gossip and observations she'd been party to over the past decade. We sat spellbound.
Soon Mar joined us, and then Josh, Dave – wheeled out by Kate, and Chet. We all got a perspective on the airlines we never would have had otherwise. Arrow brought us all out some beer and wine, and soon we had a party going.
*
A few days later Tom and I talked about the request from Annie and Pam. He agreed that what we had told them was the right thing to say, and, he said, we should have a 'Family Meeting' before too long to talk about things like this.
As I sat cuddled up next to him, holding one of his hands over my bare breast, I said, "There's another issue we need to bring up to the family."
"What's that, Ariel?" Tom said.
"Babies."
After a long silence, Tom asked in an upbeat tone – a tone that encouraged me – "Is anyone expecting?" So far none of us had 'gone naked' insofar as birth control was concerned. All the women in the family were popping pills on a daily basis, and a couple also had IUDs just to be sure.
"Not yet. I wanted to bring this up a few months ago, but the accident, house project, our new members, and other things got in the way. It didn't seem the time then. Nonetheless, there are a few of us whose biological clocks are ticking. Now, not all of us want to bulge at once, although that might be fun, but we've currently got an adult community here that babies and children may upset. Do the pregnant ones and mothers go elsewhere – away from the home? Pam's got a six year old – is that reason to exclude her?"
Tom looked shocked at such a supposition. "Hell no!" He said emphatically. We already know there is no 'normal' in this life – especially here with all of us. Each person finds their place in this world, and in some way they are classified by everyone else as abnormal, yet they feel right at home doing whatever it is they do. We need kids here. Look at how much love and parenting they'll get. Having been the product of an environment not unlike that, I'm a believer, as you know."
I asked, "Should we do a Family Council? Get everyone together and talk about membership and children, and operations and all – like a State of the Family or something. We could also use it as a gratitude celebration for all the blessings we have in each other, in the house, and in our growth with each other."
Tom nodded and added for emphasis, "I think that's a great idea. Let's plan it for three weeks from Saturday. Greg and Linda will be back from Florida by then. If you're willing, the two of us can put an agenda together. I can think of a couple of things I want to research between now and then. Is that soon enough?"
To signify our agreement, we kissed, and then we kissed some more, and then we made love, as we were prone to do, especially if he'd been holding my unclad breast.
*
The printed agenda for the Family Council Meeting read as follows:
1.Financials for the Corporation and Family – Tom, Dave
2.Family and the Home Front – Ariel, Beth, Mar
- Impacts? Space? Impact on corporation? Meals?; New requests
3.Children - Ariel
- Welcome? Housing? Parenting? Timing?
4.Social - Marcella
- Next orgy
5.Other Issues and Opportunities - Anyone
Each member of the family got a copy in their mailbox or e-mailed to them a week before the meeting so everyone would have time to think about it. Tom set the time and date for the meeting on a Saturday afternoon starting at one o'clock. When the appointed time came, no one was missing. There were fourteen men and nine women – twenty-three that were now the Family.
The roster consisted of the original six of us: Tom, Peter, Dave, Mar, Beth, and me – Ariel. Greg and Linda had then joined, followed by Josh, Walt, and Beth's family – Kate, Brian, Bill, and Debbie. Fran had joined, bringing along two friends of hers: Alan and Karen. Mark from our work came too, and then we annexed Duke and Aaron, some guys we picked up in a bar one night, but that we got serious about over time. Most recently, Kate had crushed on Arrow and Chet, two hunky guys on the house construction team; she'd gotten them interested not only in her, but also the family and this resulted in their coming aboard.
Fourteen of us lived in what was now a twelve-bedroom house: Greg and Linda – part of the year, and Josh, Kate, Chet, Arrow, Fran, Duke, and the six of us that started it all full time. Others routinely slept over, particularly if we'd been partying or having some kind of romantic interlude. We were a gathering point at the end of the day. Everyone knew they could find love and comfort at the house, and usually good food.
The family corporation was now about a year old. Originally we had formed the unit with six of us. The obligations we took on were based on what we could afford at the time. Thus, in the year, as we added members and they bought shares, the financial coffers grew. To everyone's amazement Tom and Dave told us that we had over $50,000 in reserves, and that all the improvements on the house had been paid for, thus, except for the mortgage and routine expenses for the house and meals we were well ahead of the game.
Duke and Chet both asked about the details. The monthly cost for a 'live in,' including a contribution to the food budget was less than $1,800 per month including a contingency. The fourteen 'live ins' contributed $25,200 per month. Expenses were running more like $14,000 per month.
Tom explained that the excess, plus initial contributions to buy 'stock' that went out as the down payment on the house, meant that we were now collecting around $300,000 a year from 'live ins' and spending at the rate of $170,000. The family wanted to build reserves against down times or emergency repairs.
Dave added, "Although arbitrary at this stage, the nine 'commuters' are adding in about $200 per person per month, which mostly goes for food and drink they consume while they're on premises. We don't track it, as you all know. Tom and I are a little uncertain about whether you think that's fair or not, and how we should apportion expenses for the time you're in the house. Maybe we need a subcommittee?"



Greg, who'd been head of the kitchen and meals committee, raised another idea several of us had kicked around, namely, hiring one or two people to cook, landscape, shop, run errands, and such for everyone in the family. He said, "Right now, we have the space. If room and board are part of the package, it could be very appealing in this economy for someone to work with us."
Kate said, "I think I know a couple that might be interested. Both college educated, cute, motivated, but out of work. Tony and Jasmine – everyone calls her Jazz."
Greg reminded her, "They've got to fit in and be tolerant of our ... err, life style. If no one objects, I suggest Kate have them come up to the house and talk to some of us."
There was no objection, and Kate said she'd call them and see if they were interested in a most unusual job for a while. The discussion also turned to how much we'd be willing to pay for all those services.
We discussed financials for almost an hour, talking about reserve investment, and future construction projects including a barn large enough to house all our cars and provide some storage. We were all ready to chip in some additional funds to make some of these things happen as we preserved the prosperity of the family. I was amazed at the buying power the "Family" had when we amassed some of our funds.
Tom was playing moderator, and when we reached the time he thought we should stop in that area, he announced we were moving on. He turned to me.
I talked about membership starting by sharing the views I had gotten from the family about what 'membership' meant to them: basking in the intentional love of the community we'd formed, of course the sex, and having a home unlike any other. I could have gone on but I kept it short.
Next I talked about the visions I saw for where we were headed if we stayed about the same size, and if we opened up membership. There were some warning flags I raised about growing too large.
I drew a strong distinction between members that were 'live ins' versus the 'commuters.' In one sense we were at capacity in the house, however, at night because of our coupling habits and our general desire to never sleep alone, there were usually three or four bedrooms empty. I talked about the pros and cons of 'hot beds' for new members, as well as the need for one's own space for clothes, dressing, and just private time. I addressed the capacity of the kitchen too; now easily able to serve at least fifty or more with some advance planning. More typically, however, whoever had meal duty was preparing food to serve the 'live ins' plus four, five, or even ten others.
Then I raised the issue of new members, talking specifically about Annie, Pam, and two others suggested by family members. They all wanted to live in.
Then I shifted into talking about children, since I saw the decision closely linked. This was a more delicate discussion.
Family members that wanted to have children within the next three years included Tara, Beth, Marcella, and me. Pam, if she joined us, already had a six year old; that might mean five children added to the family in the near future.
I studied people's looks around the circle. Bill and Debbie had already birthed Kate, Brian, and Beth. They were looking forward to being grandparents. Greg and Linda fit in the same category, although their kids were grown and had moved far from the area. Alan and Karen had also launched their children, having started when they were quite young. Annie had a twenty-one year old in the military on his second tour in Afghanistan. Kate intended to wait at least a decade.
I talked about the implications of having children around the home: bedroom space, additional expenses, playground space, curtailment of our spontaneous sex sessions around the house and beside the pool as the children aged, chaos around meal time, need for parenting from everyone in the house – males included, and the portent of special needs kids should the situation arise.
I also listed the other possibilities for dealing with the situation: pregnant family members move out and get their own place, essentially becoming single mothers; and dropping out of the family entirely – the family not being children friendly, so to speak.
Chet said, "That would break up the entire family if you did that. I like kids."
Peter said, "Having kids is part of being in a family."
The murmurs around the room all favored having the kids in the house, even immediately adding a six-year-old if Pam joined us.
I said to everyone, "OK, we're going to do a secret ballot on this because there are politically correct things to say and then there's how you really feel about this. You've all known this was on the agenda for a week too." I passed out pieces of paper and pencils to everyone in the room.
"There are two questions I want you to answer in order, on you piece of paper. First, should we limit membership; 'yes' means to stop admitting new members such as Annie and Pam and the others, 'no' means we have open enrollment and continue to grow." Everyone made notations on their pages.
I went on, "The second question is 'Shall the house and family be open to children?' 'Yes' means there are no limits on family additions; 'no' means there need to be some limits and further discussion or ideas are needed." Again, everyone wrote on their pages. As they wrote I said, "You can add a comment or two to any of these questions too."
I collected the folded over pieces of paper as Tom called a short break. The two of us counted the 'ballots' as several in the group looked on.
In the end I had tears rolling down my cheeks. Everyone gathered around.
Tom was better able to speak than I due to the emotionally charged issues at hand. He called the meeting to order again and announced, "The votes are unanimous. We do not limit membership and we're going to have some children." I started to sob against Beth's shoulder. I didn't realize I'd been so anxious about this subject until I saw the tally unfolding. I was going to be a mother. My family was going to stay in tact. Everyone applauded.
Tom restored order again, and then said, "There were a couple of written comments. Two stated the timing should be left up to each mother to be. Another comment asked are we going to 'couple up' so that we know the parentage? I forgot that those things had been on the agenda."
Linda drew herself up in to matriarchal figure she could often be in the household as the most senior female. She sat on the edge of her chair, and all eyes turned to her and a hush fell over the room. She spoke softly, "My dear ones, and I love you all, but parenting isn't something you vote on – although I did vote, yet it bothered me and I've figured out why."
"Children are the result of two people loving each other. Now, in this family we share that love with multiple partners. I feel the children that result from our partnering should have multiple parents reflecting the many points of love we find in this family. In that love we share with each other, we have worshipped spontaneity, humor, tolerance, and compassion. We have shunned what felt like it would be restrictive. So my friends don't further manage the situation. We all feel the same; it's time to let nature take it course, when it wants to, and how it wants to."
Linda sat back in her seat. There wasn't another comment in the room.
Tom waited a long personal moment as he reflected on Linda's wisdom, and then said, "Other comments." There were none. I was holding Tom's hand so tight I realized I was probably cutting off circulation to his fingers.
He turned to Mar and said, "You were going to comment on the social comings and goings for the family?"
Mar smiled broadly and said, "I only have one announcement: orgy four weeks from tonight – guests invited, same rules as last time only we'll have more bedrooms available."
Everyone applauded and the meeting broke up.
*
Sunday afternoon Annie and Pam showed up with a two surprises, one for Dave, that ultimately changed his life, and the other proved to be a joy to all of us. I saw their car coming up the drive about two in the afternoon. There were four people in it, and I went out to meet them even though I was topless.
Annie and Pam got out, along with a tall handsome guy that used a cane, and a young girl. The man was about thirty, and upon introductions I learned his name was John Morrison. He looked pleased to be greeted by a half nude woman.
The young girl, age six, was Amanda – Pam's daughter. I was a little sensitive to what she might think, but she seemed to think little about my semi-nudity, and no one made any fuss about it so we all just let it slide.
Annie said they wanted to introduce John to Dave before we got social. They wanted Dave to talk to John; Pam pointed to John's legs. He didn't seem the least self-conscious about them. He turned to me and said, "Some rag head blew them away in Iraq a couple of years ago – an IED. I'm used to it now; it's just the way it used to be, only I have metal legs now – and a cane for balance." He waved the cane in the air slightly.
I led them all through the house to the rear patio where I'd seen Dave reading as he sat in his wheelchair. Dave looked up at us, and introductions were made. He seemed particularly happy to meet Amanda.
Annie said to him, "Dave, I know you've been agonizing over the loss of your leg, and that's why I thought you should meet John. He's been through the same thing – twice over actually. He has some insights that you might like to hear. I think the two of you are a lot alike."
Dave looked surprised and unsure about whether he was 'up' for this discussion. I kissed him on the side of the head, and said, "Please, Dave; talk to John. We want you to heal – inside – and get back with us the way you were."
He grumbled and looked away from us, "I'll never be back to the way I was."
John stepped into the talk and spoke in a commanding voice, "I felt the same way two years ago, and I'm here to tell you that you WILL, if you want, go back to the way you were – even better, because you'll be stronger physically and mentally than you were. There's a toughness you can develop that'll see you over the bad spells."
Dave's head had whipped around to look at John as he spoke – and spoke with such authority.
John turned to the four of us and said in a more conversational tone, "Why don't you leave the two of us alone for a while. This talk should be just between us guys." He turned back to Dave and asked, "Mind if I sit a while?"
As Annie, Pam, Amanda, and I walked back into the house I looked over my shoulder at the pair. John had hiked both pants legs up to reveal he'd lost both legs below the knee. Amanda came up beside me and held my hand, allowing me to lead her into the house. It was a very engaging move.
Pam produced a bag of toys, and set Amanda in the corner of the kitchen. The child seemed quiet and content with the activity.
The three of us sat at the kitchen counter. I asked where John had come from. Annie smiled and pointed at Pam. Pam laughed and said, "I dated him in high school – he was an athlete and good student, and since he came back from Iraq we've gone out a few times. It's nothing romantic, but I watched him go through hell when he came back. I heard from a friend what had happened, so I went to say hello and express my sympathies. He was sort of where Dave is at the time, but I watched him grow over the past two years. Besides being one of the best damn insurance agents in the state, he also does a lot of volunteer work with guys like Dave and soldiers coming home that have been damaged. He's a great guy."
I raised my eyebrows and teased her as I put on a kettle to make some tea for us, "And there's no chemistry there?"
Pam said, "I could muster up something, but he's got a steady girl. I don't want to complicate his life by coming on to him."
Annie jumped in and said, "Can I change the subject?"
"Sure," I said.
She was silent for a moment, and I guessed what she intended to ask. Finally, it came, "How did the meeting go yesterday?" The question was appropriately vague so that it left me miles of room to give her any answer I wanted; even ducking what I knew was her real question about moving in with the family.
I looked at both Annie and Pam. They both hung anxiously on what I might say. I moved around the counter to Annie, and hugged her. I extended my arm to Pam, and the three of us hugged for a moment. I kissed both of them, not in a sexy or passionate way, but to signal to them how welcome they were.
I whispered to the two, "Welcome. Welcome to the family."
Annie signed and I felt dampness on her cheeks. Pam uttered through her tears, "Thank you. You're saving my life."
The girls hung around most of the afternoon before heading off. The afternoon was warm and so Amanda had great fun swimming in the pool, and then chasing some geese down by the pond. I felt some real bonding with each of them.
A week later, on another warm Saturday afternoon, Kate and Greg escorted a nice looking couple around the house. I saw the rest of the interview team heading off in another direction with smiles on their faces. Kate stopped and brief introductions were made to Tony and Jazz, the couple the family might hire to help us run the house and growing family. Tony was a tall, strong, swarthy man in his mid-twenties. Jazz was a pixie blond with narrow hips, a bubble butt, and a full top she hid partly in a multi-layered top that revealed just enough cleavage to make her highly appealing. I hoped they'd take the job. They were both nice eye candy to have around.
*
Orgy II, or O2 as it got shortened to, occupied everyone's thinking about planning and preparation in the weeks leading up to the event. Marcella's organizational skills came forward in glorious fashion as she organized teams of us to work on drinks, hors d'oeuvres, decorations, special effects, the guest list, layout of the house, and a hundred little items from her list. Much to my surprise she'd made notes after the orgy the previous October about what she liked and would change.
I got assigned to the 'special effects' team with Alan and Arrow, and also to the 'guest coordination team' with Mar. We were supposed to take each of the orgy rooms and create a special theme that would heighten the sexual experiences of the family and guests.
Frankly, I wondered about 'guests.' I mean, how do you invite someone to an orgy? 'Hey, babe, some friends of mine are having a fuck fest... wanna go?' or 'Do you happen to be into wild and promiscuous sex? Some friends of mine are ...' or 'Am I remembering that you like unusual parties, well ...' None of these seemed like good 'pickup' lines and I couldn't think of any others that would work, but that wasn't my problem.
Much to my surprise, however, various family members reported they were bringing a total of ten guests to our Saturday party. Alan and Karen were bringing another couple they'd been intimate with on and off over the years – Don and Sara. Walt was bringing an old girlfriend named Lynn that he thought might actually like to be a family member; Lynn wouldn't come without her best friend – another woman named Val. Duke had gotten Steve and his new wife Angie to come up from Texas, along with Aaron who was still trying to get reassigned. Aaron was bringing a 'date' named Jane. Debbie was bringing a friend named Alice; Mark was to bring a woman named Kat; and Peter had befriended Adam, a new man at work he thought would be a sterling addition to the event. With the additions we'd have thirty-five at the orgy. I secretly love crowds and having sex in front of a group!
Mar had me make sure each of the family members bringing guests had adequately prepared them for what to expect. We didn't want any naked guests streaking into the night when they realized they'd arrived at our hedonistic pleasure palace.
One Monday evening, it was also my job to bring Annie and Pam up to speed on what to expect, or, of course, to offer them the opportunity as we all had to opt out. Annie knew the score from our previous talks and with discussions she'd had with Dave and Fran when they were in the hospital she worked at, plus a few chats around the house. She'd 'told all' to her sister. That part of the job turned out easier than I thought it would be.
Pam asked dozens of questions, such as: 'Can you have sex with several people at the same time? Is it all right to just watch for a while? Will there be other people there my age? What about my drooping boobs? Can you join someone else; for instance, if you see something going on you want to be part of? Who takes the initiative and how? Is there a 'safe word'? Were you sore the next morning? What's it like to be in a threesome? Foursome? What's it like making love with another woman? How do we know everyone is 'safe'? Will people talk later? Am I a slut for doing this?'
We talked for a couple of hours about the event. It helped me re-attach to some of the underlying philosophies about pleasure, love, and interconnectedness with people in an intimate way that were important to me.
While Annie, Pam, and I were talking Mar came into the living room with a downcast face.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Dave wants to opt out of Saturday. I was hoping he'd be 'up' for the event, particularly after talking to your friend John last week. He seems happier, and we even talked about him getting a prosthesis, but he's worried he won't perform well – I think his ego is all wrapped up in this. He hasn't had sex since the accident, well except for masturbating he confessed."
Annie said, "Let me have a talk with him. Is it too late to see him now?" Mar pointed down the open hall to the sunroom door. Curtains on the door gave Dave privacy, but also showed whether he was asleep or awake when the light was on.
I watched her sway down the hall, and actually got a little turned on as I watched the sway of her hips and the shimmy of her breasts. Dave was about to have 'an experience.'
Pam and I grinned at each other. She said, "Annie's needed a project for some time. Dave is going to be her project." She paused and added, "I hope Dave likes blowjobs; Annie prides herself on being one of the best in the country."
A few minutes later, I noticed the light in the sunroom went out. An hour later, Annie came out of the sunroom door, adjusting her clothing and looking like the Cheshire cat. She acted surprised to see Pam and I still sitting in the living room. She said, "Dave's coming on Saturday and he'll be fine – or perhaps I should say cuming." She laughed at her humor, collected her things, and led Pam out the door to go back to her sister's apartment in the city. Annie planned to move into the house in about a month, and Pam only after her lease was up at the end of the year.
To be continued.
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made of -- Chapter 6
The 'special effects' team met the following Wednesday night, charged to make each bedroom a 'special' place in some way. Arrow, Alan, and I started in the living room and talked for a bit, sharing ideas before we did our house tour.
Among the ideas, Arrow suggested that each room have a television playing porn. He said we could tailor the porn to the activity promoted in the room: group, threesome, lesbian, gay, BSDM, anal, and so forth. I jotted the idea down on my notepad.
Initially I liked the idea, but then I had a further idea of my own. I excused myself and went off to find Peter. He was our resident amateur photographer and always looking for interesting things to shoot. I shared my idea with him and he lit up. He also reminded me of the porn videos we'd made months earlier when we'd first gotten together as a group of six.
I went back to the living room and collected Alan and Arrow so we could walk to each bedroom and study it to see what other ideas we could come up with.
We didn't get very far. I wanted both of them, so I led them to the unoccupied large Bedroom E in the new addition. As I climbed the stairs, I made sure to put a little extra wiggle in my ass and shimmy my breasts at them. I had a micro skirt on and no panties, plus a man's shirt tied just under my tits. With my hair up in a sexy twist, freshly showered, and a light clean scent, I figured I was irresistible. I was.
Near the top of the stairs, Alan ran his hand up my leg. I stopped allowing his fingers to stroke my slit -- even penetrating me. I was moist in anticipation. He just said, "Lead on." I looked back at Arrow and Alan, and they both gave me that leering look that said they were horny too.
Inside the bedroom, Peter stood with his camcorder next to him on a tripod. He'd also had time to set up two photo floodlights to add to the other lights already in the room. I explained to Alan and Arrow that we were going to make our own porn film to show at the orgy rather than use commercial films. I then grinned at them. They clearly liked the idea.
Peter started filming. I let the men cuddle and strip me as we stood inside the new room and Peter filmed. One large mattress had been tossed into the room; adequate for what was to follow I was sure.
I pulled out each of their tumescent cocks from their pants, and then alternated licking, sucking, and lightly biting each one in as erotic a way as I could. In the meantime, both men leaned over and fondled my taut breasts or fingered my pussy. At one point, I had a mouth on each breast, and fingers from two different men in my cunt. As I gave the two blowjobs, sometimes taking both cocks into my mouth simultaneously, I could feel the men harden to the consistency of cobalt steel.
Peter guided his camera in for close-ups of my sucking as well as Alan and Arrow's fingers in my pussy.
Alan took the initiative and pushed me back on the mattress. He buried his face in my pussy, his long talented tongue immediately starting to tongue-fuck me. Arrow had stripped and dropped his engorged penis in my mouth. I was in heaven: stimulation of my clit was rapidly pushing me towards a climax, and the oral sex I gave was a pleasure as well.
I crested, and a small wave of pleasure washed over me. I held tightly to Arrow's cock as Alan pushed his cock up into my body, creating another wave of pleasure at the sudden fullness he gave me. I squeezed tightly to give him greater sensation as he started to slowly oscillate in and out of me. I lapped at the cock near my mouth.
After a few minutes, Arrow touched Alan's shoulder and suggested they switch. Alan snapped his cock from me, a move that almost pushed me over the edge again. Arrow came between my legs and roughly thrust into me, driving hard. The act might have hurt had I not been so wet with my own fluids and desire. He did read my mood correctly.
I moaned, "I love you both," as they pushed into me -- one into my throat and the other my vagina. I actually wanted both cocks deep in me -- any orifice would do.
Arrow's hips became a blur as he sped up, reaching his own crescendo. I could feel my own climax coming, the warmth rising from within me. I pulled off of Alan's cock so I could hold it and lock eyes with Arrow. His expression was intense, yet he looked at me with the air of man desperate to bring me pleasure.
Suddenly, Arrow thrust extra hard into me four times; I could feel his jism erupting from his cock and coating my insides. The feeling made me crest again, my orgasm sliding over my nude body as Alan kissed me and Arrow focused on his delivery.
Peter captured the entire sequence on his camera, even focusing in on my dripping vagina after Arrow pulled away. In one shot I saw later, a rivulet of cum slid from my cunt and ran down my slit, over my asshole, and dripped to the bed. It was a very erotic shot.
I whispered, "Alan, please make love to me too." He moved in front of me, replacing Arrow, and slowly entered me at a pace that seemed to tease as well as provoke. The friction of his full penis dragging along the fibers of my vagina, drove me right back towards my orgasm space.
Arrow was now the one kissing me. I could taste myself on his lips, or perhaps it was from Alan's kisses a moment earlier. I liked my own taste and found it erotic and stimulating.
I looked at Alan and his eyes were locked on me. He said, "Ariel, I love you. Now cum -- cum for me. When you cum, I'll cum. I'll finish filling your insides with hot semen. You'll be so full you drip all night long, and you'll remember our hard cocks inside you -- fucking you -- making love to you again. And, on Saturday, at the orgy, you'll still have our cum inside you, and Arrow and I will fuck you again."
Somewhere in the mix, Peter was suddenly beside me, offering me his long prick to suck on. I loved Peter too, so it was only natural to try to bring him pleasure. I noted the camera aimed at our foursome as Alan pumped into me and I sucked the other two men.
I like dirty talk from my lovers, and Alan's rants drove me even more into my erotic orgasm space. I came. I could feel my vaginal muscles clamp down on Alan's cock. Arrow pinched both my nipples hard, a move that propelled me deep into the outer realms of the universe of love and pleasure.
Suddenly, Alan jerked away, and Peter buried his rigid rod in my tunnel, pumping hard and driven to cum inside me. I hugged and kissed him as his hips alternated with lightning speed, his long cock dragging back and forth over my clitoris. After so short a time, I crested again -- really peaked, the pleasure washing over me as I felt Peter's semen flood my already full pleasure hole.
I didn't quite black out, but I sure became little more than a blob of protoplasm lying on the bed surrounded by the three male bodies. They rained more kisses on me, and I kissed back automatically. I loved Alan. I loved Arrow. I loved Peter. I knew they loved me.
We lay in our after glows for many minutes as I floated hazily in my feelings of exhilaration and eroticism. Peter eventually extracted himself from me and tended to the camera, again capturing a shot of my overly full cunt dripping man juice.
Gradually, reality returned and I suggest a shower for three. One advantage of this bedroom was the huge shower stall that could comfortably hold six people and douse them with multiple sprays. The three of us washed while Peter stood nude outside the shower and filmed us. Alan and Arrow took advantage of the situation to fondle every inch of my body and to love me some more.
We dried off, redressed, and then went back to considering 'special effects' for the orgy rooms. Peter did his shower and disappeared with his equipment.
Besides the TV sets that would be showing our homegrown porn, we opted for different colored lights in the rooms to set mood as well. Alan knew he could do red, blue, purple, and green splash lights against the walls to set the mood. I mentioned the 'smoke' machine we'd used last year. Arrow thought with a little ingenuity he could set the unit on the roof just outside the windows and get it to service two of the large bedrooms, a light moist mist subtly floating into both rooms.
Of course, we talked about balloons, but Alan grinned and said, "No, we'll use blowups of colored condoms -- much more in keeping with the event." We all laughed and walked to the next bedroom. Crepe paper and streamers also came into our thinking, as well as some of the sexy disco lights
Arrow asked, "How many mattresses are there in storage? I think we need more." We did a count and he was right. We could fill three-and-a-half large bedrooms. I thought I knew where to get a couple more large mattresses, so tomorrow I'd worry that issue.
We also liked the idea of some fans gently blowing in the rooms. The weather was warm enough that active people would tend to perspire without some cooling. We ended with a list of "To Do's" about a page long. We divided up the list, kissed goodnight, and parted company. Alan headed home to his wife, promising he had enough left to make her happy before they slept. Arrow had to rise early so went to his room for an early and happy bedtime.
*
About ten days later, Saturday, the house was abuzz with preparations for the night's party. Bill arrived with six queen-size mattresses in his panel truck that he'd gotten from a motel that was closing; we wrestled them upstairs to the bedrooms adding to what we already had for wall-to-wall fucking. Lighting, decorations, room arrangements, and all were proceeding on schedule. On the back patio I also saw additional two and three person loungers arriving that the 'patio committee' must have ordered. The pool had been warmed to a comfortable eighty-five degrees, knowing that many of the participants would take at least one swim during the evening.
Inside, Mar started the day with a 'to do' list for Tony and Jazz -- the hired additions to the family. They were to be 'butler,' 'landscaper,' 'cooks,' 'valets,' and 'maids' to all of us. I wondered just how much the pair had been told about our life style and about the primary purpose of the evening's party. I let the thought pass and went back to work. The concern at the moment was setting up the bedrooms and getting some of the food prepared for the buffet meal in the evening. I 'borrowed' Tony and we went off to help take some of the new mattresses upstairs with Bill's team.
Fran was overseeing Dave, Jazz, Debbie, and Pam as they prepared hors d'oeuvres and light meals. Alan, Brian and Walt were setting up a long bar just outside the kitchen on the patio, stocking it with a huge selection of self-service drinks and beverages.
I noticed Pam's daughter helping out in the kitchen. I shot Pam a look and raised my eyebrows. Pam laughed and said; "I have to drop her off at her father's about four. Nooooo, she won't be here tonight."
Amanda, the six-year-old, looked up and said, "It's so much fun helping you all prepare things for your big party. I hope you all have fun. Someday I hope I'm old enough to go to party just like this one."
Pam rolled her eyes at me, and I broke into hysterical laughter. Amanda looked puzzled. She couldn't imagine she'd said anything that funny.
By five o'clock, everything was the way we wanted it, and a short time after that some of our other family members and guests started to arrive.
I made a quick pass by my room to apply makeup and change clothes, putting on my micro skirt again -- since I'd had such good luck with it a few nights earlier, as well as a black gossamer top that displayed my breasts rather well in just about any light. Just to be sure I put a little rouge on my areola to amplify their visibility. I skipped the panties, but worm some 'fuck me' spike heels.
As I came out of my room, I ran into Mar coming from her dressing area. She was wearing a floor length gossamer gown that left little to the imagination. Her full breasts were just about falling out of the thin drapes of fabric that ran over her shoulders. The impression was, "Come, take me out, and play with me." I was tempted. I even kissed her and old her so. We walked downstairs together
Beth was dressed in a wide studded belt, a thong, western boots, a cowboy hat, and a cutoff top that ended just below her erect nipples. Fran was already naked and in the pool.
As I passed through the kitchen I had to come to a stop and study Jazz's little outfit. She was in the spirit of the night, and would promote lascivious thoughts by anyone that saw her. The pixie blond was in 'fuck me' heels, black stockings attached to a visible garter belt that showed exquisite taste at Victoria Secret, and wore a scanty and frilly maid's outfit -- a two piece black micro skirt trimmed in white lace, with a matching top that stretched across her giant mammaries with a large zipper in front that invited unzipping and playing with her 'toys.' She was clearly 'The Maid' and a damned sexy one too.
Tony worked beside Jazz doing some last minute preparation for the bar. He was topless, his olive skin and six-pack abs showing beneath a set of wide suspenders that held up some grey stovepipe slacks that showed off his tight ass. I was sure he'd get pinched more than a few times by the horny women in our crowd.'
Aaron and Steve drove in together with Jane and Angie. We all hugged and introductions were made as they toured the house on their own. Aaron and Steve, of course, knew just about everyone. I looked out a few minutes later and saw the foursome shedding their clothing on the patio preparatory to a late afternoon swim. They were in the right spirit. Also, I noted how beautiful Angie and Jane were. I felt that Sapphic stirring in my loins, only to be replaced with more earthy thoughts when I saw Steve and Aaron's equipment swinging in the breeze.
Mark arrived with his friend Kat and introduced her around the house. Kat wore hot pants and a see through top that invited play. Close on his heels, Walt arrived on his motorcycle with a bikini clad, shapely co-ed on the back. He introduced Lynn to all of us. Lynn said that her friend Val was right behind them, and sure enough a new face appeared at the door moments later. Val was more conservatively dressed, but clearly had dispensed with her bra. Walt whispered to me that they three of them had spent the previous night together and were a little worn out, but they'd been saving themselves all day for tonight.
Linda came downstairs in a gorgeous white peignoir. Beneath it, her elegant body was often visible as the material shifted around. Against a backlit door or window, little was left to the imagination. She went around kissing everyone rather passionately, even inviting male hands inside the folds of the diaphanous material.
Tara wore bikini bottoms that were little more than a whisper of material that barely covered her trimmed pubic hair and slit. She also wore a colorful scarf around her neck, the long ends floating over her exposed breasts or even over her shoulders when she walked. She stated she didn't want to be overdressed.
Arrow and Chet came down with Kate. All were wearing loin clothes and looked like they'd stepped out of a Tarzan movie with two Tarzan's. Kate was topless, a move she could easily pull off because I thought she had the most beautiful breasts of anyone I knew. The two men's penises we partially erect and barely held back by the small square of material they each wore over their pubic area. The men's cute butts were amplified by the lily white asses the two construction guys sported.
Alan and Karen arrived with their friends Don and Sara. The chemistry felt so nice with everyone as we met and hugged. Mar broke away from worrying last minute details so she could give a house tour. I noticed Don salivating as one of Mar's breasts slid out from under her top. She invited him to adjust it to his liking and he did, promptly exposing both breasts rather than just the one. Sara and Karen laughed at his antics. Mar just left things that way, and led them into the other part of the house.
Peter's friend Adam arrived and I coupled him up with Tara so he didn't feel like the lone ranger. Both looked pleased with the introductions and wandered off together towards the bar. Annie and Pam came back to the house after an errand and dropping off Amanda with her father. Both wore gauzy nightshirts that barely covered their naked bodies.
About six, I saw Bill's van coming up the driveway. After they parked, I watched four people get out of it: Bill, Debbie, Brian, and their guest Alice, a younger version of Deb. Brian ran up and gave me a hug and kiss, and then whispered something lewd in my ear that made me laugh. He went off to find Kate -- his sister. I described her 'outfit.' Deb and Alice also had on micro skirts on, thongs, and wife beaters that had been moistened so they clung to their breasts.
I guess the word had gotten out to dress provocatively.
A few more people went in the pool. Soon the kitchen and pool patio were alive with people circulating and introducing themselves to each other, usually with kisses and hugs. Increasingly, I saw an errant hand or finger stroking a breast or lifting one of the micro skirts to smooth a pretty ass. Why, I invited those actions quite often as I moved around the party.
Tony, our new employee, had taken his station behind the bar, and was shoveling out drinks faster than the best I'd ever seen. I watched how warm and chatty he was with everyone, and how he had something nice and catchy to say.
Jazz circulated through the revelers with trays of hors d'oeuvres, always catching the attention of both men and women alike. I often saw a lusty leer follow her little maid's uniform with her nearly visible ass as she sashayed between the groups. She seemed so natural, yet I could tell she knew the wake she was leaving in her path. She too was outgoing and chatty with everyone. I could tell she was making people feel better because they interacted with her.
When Jazz came up to me, I was standing with Duke, Mark, and Mark's new girlfriend Kat. I'd just started to tell Kat the underlying philosophy of the family and house when Jazz came up with a tray of canapés -- little scallops wrapped in bacon. "Hi everyone, I'm Jazz. Can I offer you something -- anything -- anything at all?" The last statement was made with a highly suggestive and provocative tone. She went on, "We have lots more coming from the kitchen. Oh, you all look so cute and sexy in your outfits ... and oh, those tight western pants must mean you're from Texas, right?"
Duke responded with a big smile looking down on the pixie, "Why, yes, little lady." We all helped ourselves to her initial offering.
Jazz turned to me and said, "You're Ariel, right? I heard you sort of run the house."
I laughed. "Well, no 'one' runs the house. Tom is sort of the head if anyone is, or Greg since this was his house before we all bought it and turned into a large family home."
Jazz smiled broadly and said, "Well, Marcella told me that you have Tom and Greg wrapped around your little finger and that they'll do anything you want them to." She laughed to indicate that she knew that Mar had been stretching the truth with that little rumor. It made me laugh too.
I said, "I'll have to talk to them and see what I can get away with." As an after thought, I asked her, "I assume Kate or Mar or someone explained about what's going on here tonight."



Jazz got a sexy look on her face and said, "Yes. I just hope things are still going on when Tony and I get off duty." She looked around the patio and said, "And when do things start, I mean besides the nudies in the pool?"
Her matter of fact approach to things assured me that Kate had not only brought her up to speed, but also made a wise decision in who to bring into our midst. I responded, "Any second now the serious 'stuff' will start. Keep your eyes open." We both laughed at my emphasis of words.
Jazz laughed and headed off to the kitchen for the next tray.
I turned back to Duke and the others. He said, "Now THAT's a nice package. She here just for tonight?"
I explained about trying Tony and Jazz out tonight to see how they worked with everyone, and if they could tolerate the sexual antics of the family. I realized I'd get to evaluate things a little sooner than not when I saw Fran reclining in one of the loungers with Chet between her legs administering a tongue lashing to her pussy.
Dave rolled up to us and said, "And they're off and running." He then rolled on into the house with Pam following close behind trying to keep up. She had a gleam in her eye, and, for that matter, so did Dave.
Annie came up to us on their heels. She rolled her eyes after Pam and whispered in my ear, "Pam gave Dave four high dose Viagra tablets about a half hour ago. He should be good for the whole night. You might want to drop by his room later to relieve one of us." She grinned mischievously at me, and then sauntered after Arrow who seemed to be wandering around alone at the moment.
Duke, Mark and Kat had been watching Fran and Chet. I hadn't realized Fran was such an exhibitionist. Her moans and little shrieks of pleasure floated across the pool to the patio where we stood watching their sex show.
Duke said, "That give you any ideas?" He leered at me to tell me he was ready to go. He added, "I could make you feel really good with some tongue lovin'."
Mark and Kat blushed. Just to tease I said, "All right, but only if Kat gets the same treatment next to me from Mark ... or someone else of her choice." Kat nodded in enthusiastic agreement with my idea.
Duke led us into the house and up to one of the bedrooms. Along the way we picked up some of the paper grocery bags to leave our clothing in.
Duke picked Bedroom C since it was the closest to the top of the stairs. He led us into the room. A splash light of blue illuminated one wall and reflected up onto the ceiling. It gave the room a cool and clean look. Also floating into the room was a smoky haze that picked up some of the light.
The HD television was playing a porn video. Upon closer inspection, I realized it was Mar, Greg, Josh, and Tara swapping around as they fucked and sucked anything within reach. I wondered if I'd see myself.
Duke stopped in his tracks and stared at the TV. Finally, he said, "That's Mar and Tara and some of the guys! Wow! Our own personal porn film. That's hot."
I pulled off my gauzy top as Kat removed hers. I whispered to her, "You ever kiss a girl?"
She said, "Sure, lots of time. I hope that's an offer."
It was, and right after her hot pants hit the floor she flowed into my arms. The guys were still undressing -- too many layers.
Kat and I kissed and quickly got into some tongue action. We rubbed our full breasts together, both knowing as we did that we were driving the guys crazy.
Duke suddenly said, "Hey, there you are Ariel -- on the TV."
Kat and I looked from our embrace nearby. Sure enough, there I was with Alan and Arrow a few days earlier as we had our little MMF and Peter videoed us. Of course Peter joined in too, as my friends would shortly see when the camera either got left on the tripod or one of the other two guys played photographer.
Kat said, "That's really hot -- you being fucked by two guys. Did you do that just for tonight?"
"No, I was going to fuck them anyway -- really it was making love, and then I thought about what would make for good entertainment tonight, and so I got Peter to film us. He gets in the picture real soon too."
Kat and I were fingering each other's slits as the video played. The guys were standing there slowly beating off to the combination of Kat and I, and my starring role in the porn film on the television.
As the scene continued, Kat and I lay down. We were more focused on each other than on the television. Soon my focus changed to Duke as I felt him pull my legs apart and then blow gently on my moist pussy. His tongue followed the breeze of cool air, lapping my entire slit from end to end -- the roughness of his tongue exciting my labia and my clitoris as he passed through the area. I moaned.
Next to me, Kat whimpered as well as Mark went down on her. I reached down and stroked Mark's hair as he tongue-fucked the gorgeous woman I'd just met an hour earlier.
Kat reached over to me, and pushed Duke lower in my slit so that she could stimulate my clitoris. He seemed content to allow her the Sapphic act, and I did too for that matter. I turned to Kat, and the two of us brought our tongues into play with each other -- licking tongues as we got eaten out by the men.
Kat jerked a few times and said, "Oh, fuck, I'm going to cum." Her back arched off the bed and I could tell a long slow orgasm ran through her body. At the end of the spasm, she turned to me and said, "Kiss me."
I kissed her, giving her my most passionate 'best.' She seemed to like that, and so did Duke who was back on my clit now that Kat was occupied elsewhere. I could feel my own sex explosion warming my body from the inside -- and then, it hit. My eyes rolled back in my head, and I pushed my entire body into Duke's mouth -- or it felt like I did. He backed off, and let me bask in the pleasure he'd just brought me. Kat returned the favor of the passionate kiss.
"Oh, wow," I said, "That was spectacular. I've waiting all day for something like that."
Duke said with a touch of sarcasm, "All day?"
I said, "Yea, normally on Saturdays I have sex four or five times before dinner, but because of the party I saved it."
Before Duke could respond, Kat said, "You're my new role model. You've got to tell me more about this family thing you live in. Mark's told me a little."
Mark said, "Not now. Let's switch. I want to sample Ariel's pretty snatch before we return to the party." He looked at Kat to be sure she was all right with his pronouncement. Duke was already moving into position.
A minute or two into being eaten, Kat rolled into me as Mark's tongue hit my already sensitive clit again and again. We French kissed. She jerked which let me know that Duke was still on the job. Between kisses she said, "I'm not going to last as long -- I'm still on an orgasmic high from the last one."
"Me too." I could already feel the warmth spreading back through me. I clutched Kat's naked body to mine as the climax hit -- transporting me back to infinity at the speed of light. The blue light in the room shattered into a million little photons, each one distinguishable and touching my body in a sensuous way. Kat came too. Our mouths ground together in passion.
Duke and Mark looked pleased with themselves. Their hard-ons stood at right angles to their bodies.
I asked, "Do you want to fuck us or a blow job? What can we do to reward you for such wonderful services?" I knee-walked up to Mark, rubbed my breasts against his chest, and kissed him passionately. I could taste myself, and I could taste Kat.
Kat had rewarded Duke in a similar manner.
Duke said, "Right now, nothing, but put us on your dance card for later."
I noted the bedside clock was nearing eight o'clock. I said, "You'll both get to fuck us anyway if you come to the 'All Fuck.' The more the merrier!"
Kat said in a tone that showed she was awed by the events so far, "What's an 'All Fuck'?"
The three of us uttered words like awesome, mind-blowing, marvelous, something to remember for the rest of time. I then explained, "We did it last year. It's so everyone at the party can fuck everyone else -- it's a numbers game. The women all lie next to each other, and the guys have sixty seconds to fuck you before they move to the next. Last orgy we had I fucked fourteen guys in almost as many minutes. There are seventeen here tonight -- plus Tony who I hope will join in, or at least do me later."
"When is it?"
"Marcella said around nine o'clock. We're going to do it in the living room and sunroom combined so Dave can join in."
"I can't wait," Kat said enthusiastically. Mark looked pleased with her response. "Shall we go back downstairs, or see what else is going on?"
We got up and I insisted that no one redress. In the spirit of a good orgy everyone should remain nude for as long as possible -- something about availability comes to play.
Each of the other bedrooms was in use as we went by the open doors. I knew we'd had some onlookers from time to time as we got eaten. Mostly we saw the women getting pleasured in some way, the men apparently and wisely holding out for the 'All Fuck' and then whatever they found to do afterwards.
Downstairs, even with the stereo going, things seemed quieter. We went through to the patio, and found Tony standing behind the bar waiting for customers. I noted he had a huge lump in his pants. He was gazing across the pool where Walt and Aaron were slowly fucking Jane and Val, respectively. I noted that they switched partners every few minutes. A few feet away in another chair Josh was getting a blowjob from Lynn. Kate, Bill, Arrow, and Peter floated around aimlessly in the pool, their nude bodies lit from below by the pool lights.
"See something you'd like to be doing, do ya?" I asked in a teasing voice to Tony.
"Oh yes. Marcella and Kate said Jazz and I could go 'off duty' at ten o'clock, but we should keep an eye out after that for anything that really needed doing, particularly clean up."
I told him salaciously, "Tony, I think you a Jazz should be part of the 'All Fuck' if you want to be?"
Behind me Jazz came up and said, "That sounds like fun, what's an 'All Fuck'?"
I explained to her the concept. Her eyes lit up with sexual excitement just the way Kat's had moments earlier.
She said, "Can we actually participate. I mean that would be so cool."
I nodded.
A very naked Marcella came up behind me and kissed my back, her large hooters had erect nipples and I could feel them slide along my skin. She stuck her head around me and said to Jazz, "I agree with Ariel. You two should participate, but only if you want to. No pressure."
Tony and Jazz both looked at each other and said with huge grins, "We want to" in unison.
Tony served me up my wine cooler, and got other drinks for Duke, Mark, Mar, and Kat. About that time, Pam came out the patio door. She had that freshly fucked look about her.
I laughed at Pam and said, "Did you unleash a monster?"
"One tablet would have done the trick I think. He's in there buried to the hilt in Ann, and he's looking forward to the All Fuck. He has been saving up, but I don't think the body works that way. He said he's got a six month supply of fucking inside him and he's going to spend it all tonight."
Kat asked who Dave was and why the comments. I explained about his horrendous accident with Fran and Tara back in January, the loss of his leg, the physical therapy, and the slow recovery period -- particularly his mental attitude about life. I speculated about his getting a prosthesis. I also explained how Annie and Pam had joined us, after the long hospital stays in Vermont by Fran and Dave, and Annie's nursing the pair back to health.
Kat said, "We should talk more, and I want to meet Dave. The company I work for ... well, we make prostheses. We ... I don't know, maybe this isn't the time to bring this up, but we could really help him out."
I grabbed Kat with apologetic eyes at Duke and Mark, and led her back into the house holding her hand. As we walked I said, "Dave is some one I really love. If you can do something to help him, anything, please do. What do you do for your company?"
Kat laughed and said, "I head up R&D. The company is called Bionetics. We're on the outer loop."
"You are a dream come true for us. We've all been worried about getting Dave motivated and then outfitted in something. Oh, Kat, thank you so." I stopped in the middle of the hallway and pulled her nude body to mine and kissed her again, this time with real love for my new friend.
As we neared the sunroom I could hear the orgasmic screams of Annie as she came. Dave let out a masculine sound as well, just shy of a roar. The door was open. Kat and I stood and watched as Dave clearly emptied his semen into Annie's receptive pussy. As the two pulled apart, I noted that Dave had complied with the condom rule for the night but was still rigid and ready to go.
Annie saw us come in. "Oh, good," She said, "The next shift. This man is inexhaustible! He about did in Pam, and I thought he'd be a little weaker. No such luck."
Kat and I laughed, and went and sat on the edge of Dave's bed. Dave had a rather smug look on his face. For once, he seemed to ignore the naked stump of his leg, now well healed and just a mostly smooth rounded surface of skin just above where his knee would have been. Kat looked at the stump with a practiced eye.
"Dave this is Kat. Kat this is Dave. Dave, you know what serendipity is? Well, Kat is your serendipity for the night -- or maybe the week or month or year. I'll leave you two to talk. Annie come and tell me how you discovered you were a screamer."
Annie blushed and followed me out of the room. Behind me I could hear Kat start to explain who she was when she wasn't one of the pussies at an orgy.
We cut through the living room where Bill was getting 'fluffed' up by Karen. Beside him, Tom watched, his full cock buried deep in Tara's cunt. Neither of them was moving, so I assumed they were just enjoying the pleasure of being sexually joined together.
Duke and Aaron had disappeared by the time Annie and I got to the patio. Tony shrugged and pointed to the upstairs bedrooms. I guess someone had captured them and took them away for some sexual interlude.
Steve and Don were standing alone, their spouses apparently also off somewhere. I hugged Steve, the first opportunity I'd had since his arrival with his wife Angie. "Are you all alone? You look like you need female company." I introduced Annie and explained how I knew Steve and how Don fit in the picture.
Both men said they wanted to save themselves for the All Fuck, now less than a half hour away if Mar kept to her schedule. I noted that she'd disappeared too, and presumed that she'd captured one or both of my previous pleasure partners.
I said, "Cunnilingus? You guys up for anything like that?"
Both men smiled and we headed back into the house, Annie and I leading the way. In Bedroom A, we found Greg and Beth coupled together: she in his lap and his cock buried up into her pussy. They were just joined and not working towards any orgasm. Greg gestured us into the room, there being a surfeit of bed space in the room.
Annie and I lay down next to each other, and the two men were promptly upon us, their tongues lashing out excitedly at the prospect of sampling new pussy. I had Don -- Alan and Karen's friend and lover (along with his wife Sara), and Steve was on Annie. I like switches.
Twenty minutes later, Annie and I lay in puddles holding the erect cocks of the two men, neither of whom had cum. Beside us Tara and Greg remained coupled and cooing love words into each other's faces; I heard Greg reciting love poems to her.
Mar stuck her pretty little body in the room. She said, "All Fuck time. Downstairs." She disappeared down the hall, and I heard her making the same announcement at each of the other bedrooms.
The six of us extricated ourselves from each other and went downstairs. The divider between the living room and adjacent sunroom had been folded up, furniture pushed to the side, and even the dining room on the other side of the living room had been commandeered for floor space. From somewhere, I know not where, gymnasium mats stretched from wall to wall in every room.
Mar shimmied into the room and took a commanding position; everybody looked at her. She said in a giggly tone, her tits shaking with joy as she tried to keep everyone's attention: "This is the All Fuck. Everyone is here, even Tony and Jazz -- Welcome!" There was light applause and a pleased murmur in the group.
She went on, "Ladies on your backs. The position is missionary, and the clock is for sixty seconds each -- only a few strokes, and that includes changing partners. We have a recording of music with a loud gong in it every sixty seconds, so gentlemen, when you hear the gong move to your right." Alan held up his left hand; Mar said, "Your other right!" and gave him a wiseass expression.
"Gentlemen, if you cum, please drop out of the circle unless you have stamina we all have dreamed about. If you recover you may reenter the pattern, but you're out of the competition. You may watch all you want." A chorus of female chuckles rippled around the rooms. "And ladies, if and when you cum, just enjoy it." More chuckles.
"Now we've done something this time that may interest you. There are nineteen women and eighteen men; so one pussy will be in waiting once in a while. In any case, don't stop when you've completed the circle -- start around again. Got that gentlemen? Keep going. In fact, keep going until you cum. We actually have a prize for the guy that can hold off the longest and resist all the female pulchritude in the room. Ladies, you can assist us, especially as round two starts, by using all of your sexual wiles and tricks to make the men cum -- making yourself cum in the process if you can. There's lots of lubricant around in case anyone dries out -- just shout and you'll have some in an instant."
She paused for questions. There were none, only excited whispers. The guys were stroking and fluffing themselves up to the task at hand.
Mar said, "All right positions please." The women all lay down next to each other as best we could given the room arrangements. "Gentlemen pick your first partner and please wait for the first gong"
The music started, a heavy rock piece with a strong backbeat. All the men scurried into position opposite one of the women. I noted Brian helping Dave down onto the mat; he could actually balance on the one leg while kneeling.
The music paused for a second and a solid gong sound was heard. Around the circle, the guys all moved into position, sinking their clad cocks into their initial partner. There were a few moans and a lot of giggles around the room.
I was between Pam, one of our newest members, and Angie -- Steve's wife. Steve had politically started with his wife; Walt was on me; and Chet was on Pam. The fucking started in earnest, with expressions of pleasure everywhere in the room. After a minute and the next gong, the men shuffled sideways and Walt sank his eager cock into me.
As we fucked, Steve said to me while atop Jane on the other side of Angie, "I've dreamed about fucking you again ever since that gangbang weekend we did a year ago. Thanks to you I met Angie -- a woman open to this kind of fun, and I married her." He blew his wife a kiss. Angie laughed and looked at me; she said, "Thank you Ariel. I've heard all about that weekend over and over again. At first I was jealous I wasn't there, but then I realized how happy it had made Steve and my whole attitude changed." I reached over and squeezed Angie's hand. Jane was clearly concentrating on an approaching orgasm.
The gong sounded. Walt, who had started with me and moved to Angie, moved on to Jane who welcomed him with open arms. Chet, who had been pounding into Pam sank his long shaft into me. Steve moved over to Sara, and as they fucked I heard him introducing himself to her, and vice versa. I thought, 'what a nice way to meet -- cock in pussy!'



A few more men rotated past us. I talked to Sara, again a visitor that was increasingly excited about the All Fuck, as well as the vibes she was picking up about the family and how we cared for each other.
I heard a masculine moan from across the room. Walt had cum in Alice -- Deb's friend. Alice had a big grin on her face. There was light applause and a few catcalls. He stood and bowed, then moved off to the side to watch.
Gong!
Josh was the next out when he was in Annie, followed in the same round with Bill in his daughter Kate. I'm not sure everyone realized the relationship.
Gong!
Don was out next. As he stood above Kat who he had been fucking hard, he said, "That woman has pussy muscles that are unbelievable. Impossible to resist, beware gentlemen!" There was laughter around the circle.
Gong!
A few rounds went by with no one cuming. I got to fuck Dave for the first time since the accident. I whispered how much I'd missed him and was glad he was back in the 'pool.' He looked pleased. He also had the hardest boner I'd felt in a long time. Pam's little blue pills were working just fine.
Gong!
Tom really made love to me. In my mind we were the original Adam and Eve of the family -- the couple where it all started, and it grew from there, first with Mar, then with Beth, Peter, and Dave, and then Linda and Greg, and then the others. I felt so good to be in his arms, even if it was such a short time. I was thankful I was getting to make love to all my favorite people in such a short time period.
I heard a few female moans of orgasm as the round concluded.
Gong!
A few more males came and dropped out, and few more rounds, and a few more dropped out. There was actually some breather time between males here and there. I leaned over at one of the larger gaps between men and kissed Pam. She kissed back and we had a nice time French kissing each other.
Round two started. Walt was out. Steve came back by again. Chet was out. Dave was still in, and so were Tom, Peter, Arrow, and Tony -- our new hired hand. He turned out to be remarkably handy with more than just his bartending skills.
Gong!
Peter was out; and then Arrow popped his load. A few more rounds, Tom finally couldn't hold off. I noted it was Kat again. I'd have to ask her what she did to strengthen those muscles and how to use them. Dave finally popped off in Pam; she cheered him on as he moved his hips at lightning speed to finish.
Gong!
We started to look around, and realized that Tony was the only one still humping away. At that moment he was buried in Fran who had her legs up over his shoulders and was clearly in the midst of her own orgasm.
I saw Mar stand up near the couple. She moved and turned off the music so there wouldn't be a last gong. Fran came with a shriek, and Tony apparently ejaculated into her as well, the condom catching his release.
Tony just stayed in her, whispering a few things to her. She gave him one of her warmest smiles, and I knew there was some genuine love and affection there. He rolled off and stood on his knees, the full condom evident at the end of his long cock.
Mar went, "Ta Daaaah!" and gestured to Tony. She said, "Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the longest lasting cock of the night -- Mr. Tony Castiglio." There was a huge round of applause from everyone, especially Fran as she knelt beside him. Fran peeled the contraceptive off Tony's cock, tied the end off so it wouldn't leak, and then inhaled Tony's cock into her mouth so she could clean him up. There was a gasp of excitement as we watched her wanton act, although I heard several other women say things like 'I didn't know we could do that' or 'I would have done that too if I'd thought about it.'
Several other women reached for the men behind them that still had deflating penises wearing a rubber. Three other women joined the clean up squad.
Mar had watched the clean ups, yet continued to speak as she rummaged through a file folder with some of her party planning things in it. She produced an envelope that she offered to Tony. He was clearly distracted by Fran's sucking on his cock, as Mar made the official presentation.
Mar said in a slightly official voice, "The award in this envelope is actually an open invitation to the next orgy, a coupon book good for twenty-five free fucks with anyone in the family -- guys excluded (laughter), and a check for ... $500. On behalf of all the women in the room, we wish you a speedy recovery and I'm sure there are nineteen volunteers to start you cashing in some of your coupons. Oh, wait! You don't need coupons tonight, or any other night either. We all want you always!"
A round of applause broke out and Tony looked suitably humbled and embarrassed by his award. He'd almost made it around the circle twice.
Jane, Sara, Angie and I stood. Sara said, "I can't believe I was just fucked by eighteen guys, and some guys came back. What a record to remember. This has been so much fun."
I said to Angie and Sara, "Well, now the serious fucking can begin. You've had everyone at least once. Go pick a partner, although there may be some recovery time."
In fact, there was some recovery time. Everyone migrated to the patio and the pool. The air had cooled but the pool was warm, consequently steam rose from the surface of the pool -- not a lot but just enough to make it interesting. Heads bobbed around in the pool, as one after another people went in to refresh themselves from the night's main game.
I went in the pool with Tom, and we floated around and kissed one another. He told me he loved me, and I echoed the sentiment back at him.
I asked him in a teasing tone, pecking him on the lips, "Who are you going to 'get' in the next round?"
He laughed at me and said, "I thought I'd try some new tail -- the new women: Angie, Sara, Alice, Kat, Pam, Annie, Lynn, Val, or Jane."
"All of them!" I said with an astonished tone. "You've been hiding some stamina from me."
He teased back, "No, just curious about one or two of them, particularly those interesting in joining the family."
"I think that's all of them," I said, basing my opinion on random comments I'd picked up during the evening from each of them.
"Uh oh," He said. "I guess we're really going to swell in our ranks. Can we handle this?"
"Sure. If it's not based on love, they'll winnow away. If it is, they'll add to our circle of best friends and lovers."
He nodded and then asked, "Who are you aiming for later?"
"I like your idea. I want to sample some of the new dick. I love the All Fuck, but it was too short. Just as you get to enjoy someone they're off to the next pussy."
"Did you cum?"
"Oh God yes!" I declared. "Half a dozen times. You guys really know how to please a woman. I was between Pam and Angie -- they both came several times too. Angie would be in the circle if she lived closer than Texas. Sara and Jane were on the other side of her in the All Fuck -- they both want in."
Tom said looking around, "Maybe I'd better start with Sara then."
I saw her before he did and gave him a gentle nudge in her direction. "Have fun. See you later lover."
I watched Tom rise out of the pool and walk up to Sara. She chatted with Alan, Lynn, and Chet. He whispered something in her ear, and she gave him a wide smile. She was no nubile nymph, yet for her age -- I guessed mid forties -- her body betrayed a lot of work to stay in shape and nimble: erect breasts, muscle tone, trim figure, and tight ass. You don't keep those lovely attributes without work. I know; I work at mine all the time.
Some other people joined their circle, and I noted that Tom and Sara slipped away.
I spied Don, Sara's husband talking to Adam. I slithered out of the pool, got a towel, and walked up to the two men. I'd take either, but particularly wanted Don. I did my best imitation of a flirty female, coming on to the two men, Don especially. He rose to the occasion, so to speak when I brushed my hand against his tumescent cock -- by accident I assure you. I was amazed at how rapidly he inflated.
He said, "Would you care to slip away?" His eyes told me all; he wanted to fuck me and I was a most willing partner. I nodded in response to his invitation.
We both looked at Adam. He said, "You guys go ahead. I met this woman named Alice that I want to find." He walked away.
Don took my hand, and I let him lead me upstairs to the bedrooms -- his cock pointing the way.
As we passed by the kitchen, I noted that Jazz was seated on the kitchen counter while Peter saw-toothed his rigid cock in and out of her pussy. Don and I stopped and watched for a minute at the highly erotic scene. She was beautiful. She'd put on the little maids outfit again, but without panties and the top was open to reveal her large breasts.
At the top of the stairs, Don asked softly, "Do you want to be alone or do you like company around?"
I giggled and said, "I'm in a company mood right now. Also, I think Sara's up here somewhere, but we don't have to be in the same room she is."
We peeked in Bedroom C, and there was Sara straddling Tom and whimpering as he drove up into her down thrusts, his long cock often visible as it sought relief in her pussy. I masturbated Don's cock as he watched his wife, the rod becoming the texture of titanium steel between the visual and physical sensations he took in.
Eventually, he broke away and we moved down to Bedroom B. Inside, Brian and Val were fucking, along with Alan and Annie. Bill lay beside the two pairs apparently waiting for sloppy seconds so to speak.
I nodded to Don, and we knelt down on the mattresses next to the fucking couples and started to make out. Don knew how to kiss: soft, with full lips, the tongue not immediately doing an invasion of my mouth -- at least not before I invited it with my own oral invitation. His hands roamed over my full breasts, fingers teasing my nipples to erectness.
I pushed his head down my body until he mouthed my left breast, tongue rough and lips gently pinching the nipple. I could tell he loved oral. He moved still lower to allow his tongue to taste my essence. This talented man worked all around my nether region, and inside I silently pleaded with him to bring me to an oral orgasm with his tongue, but he didn't. He avoided my clit, obviously on purpose.
I could reach his cock and pulled his body towards me until we were in a side-by-side '69' position. I sucked on his rod, savoring the pre-cum he emitted. Soon I wanted him in me. I rolled a rubber on him I'd picked from the bowl of condoms on the bedroom dresser; each room had an overstock of the prophylactics available for use. Don moved around me, and slowly sank his cock into my steaming pussy.
We fucked. We made love. We explored a Kama Sutra. We watched the others fuck, and they watched us. Bill came over by us, and I sucked on him as Don plundered into my pussy.
I mounted Don, and Brian entered my ass after lubing me up. Val sat on Annie's face as Alan fucked her, then the trio changed and Alan was fucking Val as she ate out Annie. Walt and Linda came in the room, and soon were in league with the erotic tempo we all exhibited. Walt ploughed into Linda's pussy, her little sighs and screams arousing all of us.
Val moved and sat on my face. She had the spirit of the place, and for a new woman in our midst seemed to fit in exceptionally well. I urged Don to fuck her for a while as I sat on her lips. He did, and then he fucked Linda as Walt pummeled my pussy with his full cock.
I lost track of the orgasms and the waves of pleasure that swept through me, let alone my lovers in the room. There were a lot. Eventually, temporarily sated, all of us lay panting next to each other and listening to the moans and groans from down the hall. I'd been aware of others looking into the room over the hour plus we'd been playing together.
After a brief rest, several of us from the bedroom wandered downstairs to get drinks. In the living room, Jazz was now stretched out on the living room carpet as Josh -- my brother -- fucked her. All she wore now were the black stockings -- a sexy image as they fucked. Her legs were wobbling around in the air, toes pointed towards heaven. I wondered where her cohort was.
I excused myself from Don and went on a search for Tony. Surprisingly, I found him behind the bar passing out drinks even though it was well past his quit time.
"I thought you'd be done for the night," I said to him as I came up.
He smiled and said, "I owe you all some time for when I went to the All Fuck." I could tell he had a strong work ethic and sense of fairness in that one statement.
"I think you could be 'done' now. Besides, I really want to be on your dance card." I gave him my best 'come hither' smile.
He grinned back at me, and said, "I'd be delighted." I watched his eyes roam up and down my body. I'm not what you call lithe, but I am curvy in all the right places, and in the shadows of the night, the curves all said 'come and make love to me.'
Tony finished and came out from behind the bar. We hugged and kissed. I told him, "I loved it when you were the one making love to me in the All Fuck. Will you do what you do again?"
"With pleasure. Where? You lead me."
I led Tony upstairs to Bedroom A. Greg and Tara had just finished and were recuperating. Beside them on the huge array of mattresses, Steve and Kat were going at it. Next to them, near the mist coming in the window from Mar's 'smoke' machine were Arrow and Angie.
Tony pushed me down, somewhat roughly but with a smile on his face. "Do you like rough? Soft? Easy? Hard? Fast? Slow?" I watched as he rolled a condom on his rigid cock. I wondered where that had come from; then again the scene around us invited sexual thoughts and fantasies.
Tony was in me with my legs over his shoulders in an instant. He was longer and of greater girth than many of the men in the family. I loved the fullness he gave me, plus his assertive and dominate nature. I wrapped my legs around his thighs so I could pull him into me.
He talked dirty to me too, a trait I love in my lovers: 'This is the best pussy in town. I know a lot of other cocks have been in this pussy tonight, but right now MY cock is in your cunt ... and I'm goin' to fuck you senseless. I bet you love cock! Can you feel my cock rub up against your clit? Do you like double fucks? Don't you just love the feel of jizz exploding inside you? What if we covered you in cum -- from head to foot? We could rub all that lovely semen into your body, even into your long hair. Everyone would know you liked to fuck, and they'd all come along and want to fuck you."
I came. I came hard. I did it again ... and again. It was like riding a wave in a small boat; I didn't have control of the orgasms -- they just started to wash over me one right after the other. One would no sooner end, than the next would begin. Tony pounded into my pussy. I was shrieking and making wild sexual sounds I was barely aware of.
Tony came in a spectacular torrent of cum. I could feel his whole body throbbing as his climax hit. He surged into me. Perhaps it was my imagination, but I thought I could feel the condom filling with a huge volume of semen.
We kissed passionately, and then gradually allowed our comfortable after glows to come to us.
Tony suddenly got very tender. "Are you all right? I'm not too heavy on you, am I? You are one special lady. I feel privileged that you chose me tonight. I've watched you every time you were in my vicinity, and at the All Fuck I couldn't wait to get to you. I find you irresistible."
I kissed him and said, "Thank you Tony. I wanted you too. I'm glad you're going to be around here more."
After another kiss, he said, "Whenever you want me ... please ..."
"And Jazz?" I posed as a question. I'd understood she was his girlfriend.
Tony misunderstood me. He said, "You can have both of us. She thinks you're special too. We were talking after most of you all disappeared to the bedrooms the first time. She wants to be with you too ... even without me ... or with both of us."
"Aren't you a couple?"
"Yes ... but I guess we've discovered we have kinky preferences. We love each other, yet we give each other the freedom to do ... well, something like tonight. My hope is that she's happy in whatever she's doing."
"You're not jealous?"
He thought a minute and said, "Not if she's happy. I don't want to see her used or abused. We talked about this a lot, and we both even went on dates where we ended up having sex with someone else just to see how the other would feel. I guess we have an unusual relationship, but then so apparently do a lot of you that live here. Kate tried to explain it to us. She was the girl I dated and messed around with when we were seeing how being with others felt to each other."
"You'll fit right in here, Tony." I kissed him on the nose, and then rolled him so he was beside me. He uncoupled and I captured his flaccid cock, removed the condom and tied it, and then cleaned him up with my superb oral skills. He watched with a sense of awe.
We took a breather downstairs again, both of us taking a dip in the pool. Adam and Jazz joined us, and then Tara and Greg. I think the night swim rejuvenated everyone. Adam was Peter's friend from work and I didn't know him well, having only met him at the start of the party. Now, however, we were all lovers.
I elected to go off with Adam, in the spirit of trying new things. We went back to Bedroom E with Greg and Jazz. Soon the four of us were having a good go at each other. I already knew that Jazz went both ways, so I found new pleasure in tasting her and having her tongue on me as the two of us got things started.
Adam's cock found my pussy as I knelt while eating out Jazz's pussy. We were inelegant; this was rutting behavior. Jazz rolled to her side and I guided Greg's cock into her. As he pumped in and out of her pussy I licked his cock and her clit. Soon Jazz was writhing around the bed so hard it was difficult to maintain contact with her. Jazz turned out to be a squirter, a stream of her girl juice erupting from her vagina as she came and soaked Greg and me. Personally, I didn't mind the taste and being covered in her juice just made the night that much more decadent.
The men swapped back and forth a few times, and my orgasm stream started again. I just thought of all the cock I'd had in the past few hours, got all warm inside, and the warmth spread right from my clit to my toes to my hair follicles. Each cum I felt was a juicy reminder of what was happening -- great memories to tuck away. The men's orgasms sort of brought things to a close, at least for the four of us.
We cleaned up only a little, disposing of the condoms, threw some sheets over us to starve off the chill and cuddled into each other -- Greg and Adam bookending Jazz and I as we nestled in each other's arms.
When I awoke the sun was streaming in the east-facing windows of the house. Jazz was gone, but Adam and Greg were still there with me. On the other large bed Chet and Val slept, their nude forms an artful still life for some painter.
I slipped from the bed, went by my room and got a thin robe, and went downstairs. Tony and Jazz had done a huge job of cleaning up from the night before, and had a great start on breakfast for the masses of people still in the house. I actually couldn't remember anyone leaving -- at least that I knew of.
Tara, Duke, and Arrow showed up too, all scantily dressed, and started to work on eggs, waffles, pancakes, and side dishes of bacon, sausage, coffee, tea, and such. Jazz produced an oven full of cinnamon buns she'd made from scratch. This was one talented woman.
Dave appeared on crutches wearing boxer shorts; Lynn was right behind him in one of his t-shirts. They both sat and started eating. Sex makes for hungry animals. Josh and Jane appeared next, and then Walt and Deb. Kate and Don, and then Mark and Angie also appeared. The odors from the breakfast wafted through the house.



As people arrived the kitchen and dining areas became a buzz of excitement. Those arriving later than the others had clearly stopped for a morning fuck, for their faces were aglow with that just-fucked look. Overall, the men looked pleased and the women satisfied.
A few of the circle went for morning swims -- au naturel, of course. Others went off in pairs. I noted that a couple of the husband-wife pairs at the party went off together: Alan and Karen, and Don and Sara. I guess there was to be some reconnecting and validating of their relationships or a great foursome was about to start.
Tony and Jazz kept a flow of food to the tables, as well as busing the dirty dishes. Many of us sat around a talked -- about the previous night, things we'd learned, things we did, and each other. There was a lot of laughter and joy in each other's company.
By noon, many of the guests had bid us their goodbyes and left, and as the afternoon went by our numbers dwindled.
Bill had me help him in the afternoon as we staked out an area adjacent to the house for a new building. He rolled out a set of plans for me showing a thirty car two-level garage, with living quarters on a second story. The building would be cut into the hillside with storage and space for about fifteen cars on the basement level, and floor above that that you'd drive into from the upper part of the hill that would hold another fifteen cars, and then a floor above that for six or more good sized rooms depending on how we wanted the rooms laid out.
I was amazed at the work Bill had put into the plans. He looked pleased. We spent almost two hours driving wooden stakes in to the ground as Bill charted off various dimensions with a metal tape measure. After we finished I could well imagine the building standing there.
We'd talked about the project as we'd worked on it. Bill thought he'd have the permits for the construction within a week, and then he wanted to get the foundation poured right away. Since much of the outbuilding would be unfinished inside, he thought we'd have the building to use before the snow flew.
More people left during the afternoon. I played hostess and, as I had done earlier in the day, hugged and kissed each one goodbye and made them promise to come back soon. By late afternoon we were down to the core family that lived in the house, even fewer since several went off to see parents, sibs, or friends around the area.
Tony and Jazz produced a light supper for all of us, even joining us at the dinner table. Having them there seemed such a good move. The angst many of us felt about cooking and clean up had been passed to them, and they admitted they liked to do that kind of thing, particularly in such a loving and warm family setting.
I curled up with Tom that night to watch a DVD. I vaguely recall him carrying me up to his bedroom, stripping me, and then spooning in behind me. It was such a caring and loving gesture. I don't know I'd ever slept sounder.
*
August gave way to September. The schools had all restarted. Summer vacations were over. By October our orgy was a pleasant memory that we still talked about.
Of course, as a recruiting vehicle the orgy had been a huge and inadvertent success. Not only were Annie and Pam (and Amanda her daughter) solidly in the family, but also so were Don and Sara, Adam, Kat, Lynn and Val. So now, by my count, we had thirty-four members. Steve, Angie, and Jane would have signed up too if they didn't live over a thousand miles away. I urged Steve and Angie to start their own circle down in Texas.
Bill and his work crews got the permits for the garage and additional living quarters, and they started work right away. Bill was taking care of his own, he told us. Wisely, Tom and I had suggested a covered and heated walkway between the building and the main house. Without that closed-in hallway, the family in that part of the building would have felt like second-class citizens.
The concrete was poured before Labor Day, and within a month the entire structure had been completed, all but the finish work on the upstairs rooms and baths. Chet and Arrow were both working on the project, and they each staked out new rooms that they wanted to customize for computer, music, and high def television equipment. Pam also claimed one of the new rooms for herself and another smaller one next door for Amanda. I noted that Chet was delighted that Pam would be next door to him.
Bill promised that everything would be completed by Thanksgiving and ready for everyone to move in. The project created a domino effect of room changes and reassignments that drove Tom and me crazy keeping up with everyone's changing whims and ideas. Overall, though, it was fun with gales of laughter as we thought of all the possibilities. Informally, a sort of seniority system was born, with those already in the house getting choice preferences before new members just coming into the house.
In mid-November I realized I was pregnant!
This baby was going to be a big surprise. I'd gone off the pill right after the orgy in August, and I'd continued making love at least a couple of times a day with different guys in the family -- except for Josh, my brother. We decided to not cross that line lest some hidden genetic traits come up that we didn't like. Not that we didn't have sex, mind you, we just didn't allow his little swimmers to try and find my eggs.
I staked out the last room in the addition. Bill and the crews did some fancy work and created a room and nursery for me, even though I wouldn't need the nursery for another six months or so. I was aware of the dangerous precedent Pam and I set by having all the mothers or mothers-to-be in the new wing, separate from the main house. Later, we'd both go out of our way to be over there and in public more than we might have otherwise.
I had a bad month with morning sickness, but by Christmas things seemed to be quieting down. The family did a huge tree in the living room, and I don't think I'd ever seen a house with so many decorations EVERYWHERE! Of course, Amanda was in seventh heaven and seemed to run extra long hours on the adrenalin she'd started pumping through her veins.
Unusual for our geography we also had three quick snowstorms before Christmas that left a substantial snow cover, and guaranteed a white Christmas.
Two days before the holiday Tom and I bundled up in warm clothes and took a late afternoon walk on that Sunday. At the end of the driveway we turned around and looked across the snowy meadow at the house -- except it wasn't a house now, it was a home. It was pretty as a post card, even with a little curl of smoke from the living room fire coming from the chimney. I just stood with tears running down my cheeks. I felt such love for Tom, for everyone in the house, for the entire family, and for the world.
Tom held me. He said softly to me, "Will you marry me?"
His question was a mood breaker. I whirled around to face him. "You're kidding, right? What happened to all the stuff we've talked about all these months since you and I started this ... when we had our crazy dreams together? You don't want to be married, and, over all this time, you've convinced me too. So, no, I won't marry you. You'll have to wait another six years and declare me your common law wife at best. Why'd you say that?"
Tom looked guilty. "I sort of thought I might be the father of junior -- in there." He rubbed my belly through the ten layers of coats and sweaters I had on. "I thought you might feel you needed to be married to have the baby."
I laughed. "I'm a pretty modern woman. I don't 'need' a husband. In fact, I have seventeen of them right now that I 'want' with me always because I love each of you. I do give you brownie points for your willingness to make an honest woman of me, and don't mistake my rejection of your offer as meaning I love you any less than I have or do, it's just this isn't what we're about -- it's not the kind of family we've set up."
I went on, softening my tone, "We ALL have each other. By being together -- by the loving and sharing as we do -- we're already family -- we're already married. So, I can't marry you; I'm already married to you and everyone else -- male and female in the family. I am so unbelievably content with all this." I gestured towards the house. "It brings tears of happiness and joy to me every minute of every day. We've built something here that'll last a lifetime, and maybe be a model for others in the world that want to chose love rather than duty, friendship rather than combat, and kindness rather than apathy. I figure I must be having a terrible time in some other life, because this life is pure heaven for me ... my darling husband."
I put my arms around Tom's body and hugged him to me. I looked up into his face and we rubbed cold noses and kissed. We walked some more, and Tom was silent.
Tom finally spoke, "I really want to be a father ... I guess that's why I want to marry you."
I squeezed him to me again as we shuffled through the packed snow on the macadam road. "You need to be a father to more than just junior inside me. Amanda needs a dad. She's never really had one living with her, and in a week she'll be living here with her mommy -- a mommy that needs a husband or seventeen of them."
"Tom, you're a role model for everyone in the family. It's not just that you started some of this, and brought the original philosophy to the group. It's that you are a natural leader. You shine. You're the kind of person every male in the family wants to be, even Greg and he's a generation older."
I went on, "What we need as a family is a role model of a good father. Greg and Bill are the only two that know what that means. Greg's in Florida a good part of the year, and Bill doesn't live here. So the duty of 'chief daddy' comes to roost on our fearless leader -- you!"
Tom said, "That's kind of scary."
"Welcome to parenthood, and you'll do fine. All you need to do is really think about what you're doing and use the golden rule. No knee jerk responses except to rescue kids about to get into trouble." We both laughed.
"Ariel, you always say the right thing. You listen to everyone, and you seem to know when to stop there or go further and help them solve their problem. You respect everyone's privacy, yet you're always present for everyone -- reachable. There isn't a person in this world that you don't respect or trust. You're playful and have a great sense of humor. You're 'up' for just about anything."
I added, "And I have my Girl Scout merit badge in commune living too."
"Seriously, you say I'm a role model. Think about what I just said. You are the perfect mother and spouse to all of us. You share everything with everybody."
I said, "And as we all age and our children age, we'll teach them about responsibility and all the stuff you just mentioned too. You have the same traits -- we all do. That's why we're all fitting so well together. We're a healthy family."
Tom smiled at me and said, "And, have I told you that I love you in the last five minutes."
We stopped, kissed, and nuzzled some more, and then started to walk back to the house as the daylight rapidly gave way to the crisp night air. We didn't talk much on the way home. We both felt the deep love we had for each other.
Dave greeted us at the door. He was doing his 'loops' as he called them around the downstairs to exercise and put some mileage on his relatively new prosthesis. He circulated through all the downstairs rooms: sunroom, living room, hallway, foyer, dining room, family room, kitchen, and hallway -- going round and round on his new leg and with a cane for added support. Kat had measured the path for him, and a circuit was one-hundred-forty feet. He was supposed to do a minimum of a mile each day, thus he had to do forty laps plus all his normal walking around.
At first he'd agonized over practically each step, then the prosthesis had created sores on his stump, but he'd seen that through with Kat and Annie's help. Now, ever the over achiever, Dave was adding a lap each day to what was considered minimum and was now up to over sixty laps a day. I noted that his whole mental outlook on life had improved since Annie and Kat took him under their wings, and since he'd gotten the artificial leg. He was still a little wobbly, but he hoped to go back to work after the New Year started. I also attributed his improved outlook to the fact he was back as a fully functioning sexual member of the family, although clearly Annie, Kat, and Pam were his favorites.
Christmas is for children. Of course, we had a house of adult children, but the one child we did have was inundated with toys from all of her new parents. Amanda ended up with a mountain of little girl things that even the adults stood in awe of when we saw it all piled under the tree.
The family did Christmas in the morning and everyone showed, even the commuters. Amanda was the center of attention, however, off to the side we played out the end of a Secret Santa game for the adults. Tom and I then did some special 'awards' for the year: the worst and most improved disposition -- Dave; for bringing a wild 'Kat' into our midst -- Mark and Kat; for organizing the best ever orgy -- Mar; for the best food and cleanest house in the state -- Tony and Jazz; for creating the best ever addition -- Bill, Chet, and Arrow. Our silly awards went on, and we'd found little plastic gold cups on wooden bases that we presented to each person. We had something for everyone.
Christmas afternoon many of the family scattered to go to family houses for visits and special dinners. By now just about everyone's parents knew how we lived. Our life style was frowned upon by many, but all seemed to tolerate it lest they break off relations with their child or sibling.
Over time, the families realized that their son or daughter was the happiest they had ever been, had more money to spend and save, and had an enviable circle of friends and lovers.
Josh and I drove home for a late afternoon supper, some exchange of gifts, and for me to tell my parents I was pregnant.
As we drove to our parents, Josh asked the inevitable question I knew I'd get, "So what are you going to tell them when they ask who the father is?" He snickered under his breath but just loud enough for me to hear. I punched him in the arm, as sisters are prone to do to their teasing brothers.
"I guess I'll say I don't know, but I have it narrowed down to eighteen guys."
"Oh, that'll go over well." He thought for a minute, and I could see the wheels in his head churning. "What if you said you used a donor -- you know a sperm donor?"
I laughed thinking of all the fuck sessions I'd had within the window when I must have gotten pregnant. Why the kid could come out looking like half a dozen of the men since I'd also had a little gangbang around the same time. All those little swimmers got together and attacked the same egg: bingo, six dads for one kid.
After a further thought I said, "The truth is where I'm going later, without giving out the numbers. Mom and Dad know about our home and our lifestyle. I think they are in denial that you and I have intercourse, as well as that we have orgies and fuck parties. I won't break those bubbles of comfort for them, even if I have to tell a little white lie, but I will tell them I've been with a couple of guys and I don't know who the father is precisely."
"Dad's just jealous that he can't live in the house too, you know."
"Mom would shoot him and claim justifiable homicide."
"Fantasies. That's how we get by in the world. We all need our little fantasies."
After several minutes of silence in the car I said, "I know a little secret, by the way -- a family secret."
"OK, Sis. Give. You share everything with your brother, right?"
"Right. You'll find out in a few days anyway."
"Wait! Is it good news or bad news?"
"Oh, very good news."
"OK, tell me."
"There are three other pregnant women in the family besides me."
Josh practically drove off the highway as his head swirled around to check the veracity of my statement. "Who? Who? Names woman!"
I laughed. "You're not supposed to know until mid-week when they want to announce it over dinner, so you'd better look surprised and be happy. The happy campers are Marcella, Beth, and Tara."
He asked, "When did they conceive?"
"Around November 15th, why?"
Josh got eerily quiet, and I knew right away. My brother had a high likelihood that he was going to be a father. He may not have felt it with me, but he knew. I watched his eyes get all glassy. He was often overcome with sentimentality. He said, "I was ... I had ..."
I just reached over and touched his arm, with a big smile. I felt this warm glow inside me, and it spread throughout my physical limbs and then it spread into every corner of my mind and soul. I was happy -- no that word was too limiting. I was positively joyous in every corner of my unlimited mind and soul.
Now we really were going to be a growing family -- a big joyous growing family. A tear of joy rolled down my cheek as I kissed Josh's hand and held it to my cheek -- an act symbolic of the love I felt my life, and the love I felt for everyone in the Family and beyond.
The End.
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Chapter 1Prelude to The Future
"We all need to look at the dark side of our nature –
that's where the energy is, the passion. People
are afraid of that because it holds pieces of us
we're busy denying." Sue Grafton
The arc of our relationship, even my life, appeared to me for a few moments. I didn't like what I saw, and I suppressed the vision, blinking it away and shaking my head. Much later I'd remember how I'd allowed the coarser elements of my ego to rule, to actually take over my life from that instant forward – lust and greed, selfish desire, hubris, and certainly not a finger raised to commitments or values I'd espoused for so many decades.
Laura Wayne and her husband Gary were in my waiting room. I greeted them for the first time realizing I didn't recognize either of them, certainly not from the church where I was the senior minister and where so many of my private clients came from, or from my board and consulting work in the corporate world. My secretary had scheduled the couple for 9:30 a.m., ensuring no overlap with my earlier appointment of the day. Patients undergoing private therapy had a right to privacy and not being seen waiting or departing by other patients was part of how I protected that right.
After brief greetings I led the couple into my cluttered office. Patients often used psychological counseling as marriage counseling, and often the distinction was hard to differentiate since the two were so intertwined. I had no history on this couple or why they were on my calendar except for a Post-It note my secretary had written that said 'Referred by David Yarlett' – David being one of the most generous donors to my church.
Laura opened the discussion after our basic introductions, "Dr. Craig, thank you for seeing us this morning. We ..."
Before she could go any further, I interrupted with a warm smile and said, "Please call me Jon; I prefer first names in this right from the start." As I spoke I couldn't help but notice how attractive the young woman was. Her husband was also good-looking. I wondered what would bring such a nice, young couple to my doorstep. In one sense they made me feel old.
Laura nodded and continued her rehearsed introduction for the two of them: "After several years of concern over our marriage, I finally convinced Gary to see a counselor. David Yarlett and Deb Bauer recommended you ..." Laura Wayne talked on for a few minutes about her friend Deb, as I became lost in thought.

* * * * *I recalled the counseling sessions Deb and her husband, David Yarlett, had gone through with me two years earlier. I guessed they had been a success for the couple remained together, and once told me enthusiastically they were the closest and most intimate they had been since they first met. They were one of my success stories.
My psychological counseling practice was only part of how I earned my living and enjoyed the good life. Two days a week I saw patients looking for relief from some problem in their life. Sometimes the problems were with other people: a spouse; a parent or child; in-laws; or a girlfriend or boyfriend. Sometimes the problems were with situations in life: the death of a parent or loved one; a nearly intolerable situation at work; or ungrounded phobias that arose at awkward and unwanted times.
I went into counseling because I wanted to help people. Even in high school I'd been the friend and confidant to many in my class that wanted a friendly ear that could keep a confidence. I thrived on how my reputation grew. I did a school project on psychological counseling, setting the tone for my college career and now my actual practice after all these years. It took me ten years to get the Ph.D. and credentials to move forward in the counseling arena. I apprenticed under a mentor from Harvard, my alma mater, and five years after that went independent. I'd been that way for over twenty-five years. Even in my early sixties I found satisfaction in helping an individual or couple improve their lives in some way.
Of course, being independent in the counseling work also allowed me to work part time on a doctorate of divinity at the Andover Theological Seminary. I'd been raised a Methodist, and I'd also carried the secret desire to also be a minister in addition to my counseling work since I'd been a teenager. I saw the church work as a second avenue to work with people in need, as well as to communicate with people in need. I had a vision of what my ministry would be like – not pious and theoretical, not full of irrelevant readings from a two thousand year old book, but rather contemporary, action oriented, problem specific, and experiential. It would take me another ten years to begin to bring that vision to fruition.
Coming out of seminary I obtained a part-time minister's post running the youth program in Dillon, Massachusetts, only ten miles away from home. The pay was miniscule, something I intended to rectify as time went by. In the mean time I had some income from my counseling work as well as the occasional wedding or funeral that got passed to me.
I'd met and wooed Margaret Millbury late in my undergraduate days at Harvard. She was the same age, smart – an 'A' student at Radcliffe, and wanted to make a difference in the world in some way and also have our family. I married her after my first year in graduate school. She got a job doing legal research for a law firm that specialized in environmental activism, this at a time when the world was just waking up to the deleterious impact that over three billion people were having on the planet. I got her pregnant with our first child within the year. We were a happy couple – then a happy family – and somehow she was able to help keep us afloat as I did my graduate school and seminary work.
Margaret humored my divinity degree, confessing one time her willingness to be a minister's wife providing we were making an impact on our congregation and the local community. As I got into the Dillon Free Church's youth program, Margaret was at my side, eager and well liked as we built an enviable program that attracted children and teens from across the valley. We became the cool place to be on Saturdays for the teens.
While Margaret could put up a good front, when I met her she was an introvert. She worshipped my gregarious personality, and allowed me to take the social lead for the two of us. One result of this is that early in our relationship as a couple we had 'my' friends and 'our' friends. After she'd been out of college a couple of years, she seemed to lose touch with the classmates she'd been friends with.
One of the side benefits of the part-time minister's post was that I often got to work with the parents of the teens in the program. We did parent-teen retreats as part of the program, and the events were heralded as winning ways to bridge between teens in the midst of tumultuous change in their lives and in the world, and their more staid and conservative parents.
Dean Meyers, a classmate of mine from Harvard and a member of the congregation, had a child in the youth program. Dean hadn't gone to graduate school, instead going to work for his father in an entrepreneurial start-up writing custom software. We started having coffee together once a week, a ritual that we managed to maintain for the next thirty years whenever we were both in town. Sometimes Dean sought input on the ethics of business in the cutthroat high tech world, and I found myself increasingly drawn in to the issues and complexities of corporate life.
I knew I needed stellar public speaking skills if I was to deliver the kind of sermons and have the kind of impact on the church's congregation that I hoped to achieve. Moreover, I knew that public speaking was a hallmark of the high earners in both the ministerial and business world. You couldn't be shy and retiring or get easily flapped on the podium in the corporate world. I had little opportunity to speak in the business world early in my career, but I did speak occasionally in connection with my job as Assistant Minister. At least once a quarter I delivered the Sunday sermon. Remarkably I was good – actually better than good, I was great. I studied public speaking when I knew I'd have to preach, particularly finding opportunities to go and watch great religious leaders speak at various gatherings: Billy Graham, Dr. Norman Vincent Peale, Oral Roberts, and Joel Goldsmith, to name a few. I was a fast study, and translated their gestures, pace of delivery, speaking style, and appeal to be my own. Moreover, I'd name drop during my modest sermons. I loved saying things like, "Billy Graham told me only a week ago," or "Norman, er that's Dr. Normal Vincent Peale recently recommended to me that I ..." The congregation loved it and felt they'd tapped into someone connected with greatness.
Soon I had my own following in the Dillon church. When the full-time minister retired, the post was ultimately offered to me. I took the job contingent that I could continue my counseling work a minimum of two days a week and also get paid a percentage of any increase in church revenues. I expected to improve attendance at our modest church and wanted a cut of the action. Dean had coached me through the salary and terms negotiation process with the church trustees. A week after I signed the agreement, Margaret, our three children by that time, and I moved into the large parsonage adjacent to the church.
A few years into my tenure as the senior minister Dean Meyers offered me a position on the board of his fledgling company. He planned on taking the firm public in a few years. His sales skills were superb and he got me to agree to serve for no salary; my pay would be in stock and deferred options that would increase in value dramatically if the firm succeeded as he hoped. I had to work for free until that time, but by then I knew Dean well and his company and trusted in the future success he was driven to make happen. The trustees of the church had no issue with my accepting the post. They loved me, and one of the trustees, a member of the search committee that had eventually offered me the minister's job, had confided in me that I was a bright light in an otherwise drab world of boring people they'd briefly considered for the minister's post.
Dean involved me deeply in his corporate activities, insisting that I be an active director and not someone that only showed up for the quarterly board meetings. The company, Triax Systems, moved aggressively in the software and custom system applications area in the U.S., South America, Europe, and Africa – wherever there were sophisticated software users or development firms. The firm was growing and Dean was putting every penny he made back into the business.
My family and Dean's socialized together on a regular basis, even spending time at the Meyer's family compound in Kennebunkport, Maine. Our lives became entwined together for business, play, and our spiritual needs. Margaret got along well with Patty Meyers, Dean's wife, and I was personally glad to see her have a friendship relatively independent of me.
Initially, I was embarrassed by the board position in Dean's company because I knew so little about the high tech business he was in. Dean would wave his hand dismissively in the air: "You don't need to know how to program; I've got hundreds of kids that do that. What I want you to do is help run the company, to make sure we're positioned strategically in our markets, to ask us all hard questions and help us answer them, and to make sure we do what we do ethically – that's where your minister stuff comes into play."
So early in my career I found I had three part-time jobs: minister, individual and family therapy, and board member of Triax. While I pursued these three careers I also found time to take flying lessons. I liked the sense of risk it engendered, plus Dean encouraged me in this pursuit so that I could fly one of his company planes around the world when need be. Of course, at the time there were no company planes. Nonetheless, Dean had a vision, and he had Triax pay for my lessons. I felt blessed.
A few years after I'd gotten my sea legs as a board member at Triax, Ray Gibbons, another member of the Dillon church, asked me to be on the board of his company. The church trustees also blessed that chunk of outside work, praising my efforts in the corporate world at the same time. Thus, I also became a paid director of Menthen Oil Supply Company, or MOSC as Ray called it.
Six months after I went on his board, OPEC proclaimed an oil embargo in response to the U.S. decision to re-supply the Israeli military during the Yom Kippur war. MOSC's stock initially took a nosedive about the time I became eligible for my first round of stock options. I put every cent I could into buying the options and also buying other stock; I had faith the embargo would end within a year. I was right. Ultimately, my stock went through the roof, rising more than a hundredfold within two years.
The combination of jobs – minister, therapist, and director – put me in a rare position to drive the value of each job upwards in some virtuous synergistic whirlwind. My Sunday sermons raised some of the tough situations I was seeing in the corporate world, not only for the companies I worked with, but for any business facing dramatic change in the high speed business world. My business contacts widened too, and I started to bring in some of the people I was meeting both as part of my Sunday talks as well as for special 'seminars' that had a spiritual tilt to them.
As the senior minister I could now call the shots on the tenor of the Sunday sermons. I gradually shifted them towards what one member of my congregation called 'The Harvard Business School on God.' He also told me I was reaching more people, and changing their lives for the better with my experiential spirituality approach to Christianity. I didn't dismiss traditions or the Bible, but I did put them in a much more modern context that even the old timers in the church seemed to like and comment favorably on.
Over the first fifteen years I was the senior minister, the congregation of the church exploded from a little over a hundred souls to a couple of thousand. So did the contributions to the church coffers. I had a knack at fund raising, boosting per capital giving by about five hundred percent. I renegotiated my contract with the church getting a hefty pay raise, and I got Margaret put on the payroll as well for her contributions to the growth of the church. The trustees loved us. As membership grew, we rapidly outgrew our ability to seat everyone at a typical service, let alone the Christmas or Easter services. I led a capital drive for a huge extension to the sanctuary to accommodate the rising membership. We broke ground for the addition within six months of when I raised the idea to the church trustees.
The growing church provided my counseling business a steady flow of needy souls. What I learned from my patients were the events and things in their lives that were bothering them. This knowledge enabled me to target some of my sermons on the issues many in the congregation were facing. Coping with stress, job problems, depression, addictions, relationships, and their own humanness became major themes I talked about. This same knowledge carried over to the corporate world too, as I became expert at spotting some of the same problem symptoms in the people working in the companies where I was a board member and executive.
Each day I literally got on my knees and thanked God for the blessings he bestowed upon me. I could see the positive impact I was having on people in each part of my life. I felt that my life plan, parts of it forged when I'd been in high school and in my idealist college years, had been vindicated. I could help people. I could change their lives for the better, and do it consistently and better as each day went by and I gained experience, wisdom, and perspective.

Chapter 2Gray Areas
"Fate delivers us choices. Our character decides the path.
Laura and Gary Wayne and I sat in a triangle in the plush leather chairs of my Dillon office. I'd rented a separate office just for my counseling work, turning one room into a posh library setting that promoted intimate discussions and removed distractions from the job at hand.
I asked about their professions and background, explaining that the first meeting was to get to know each other, get an overview of what the therapy would be like, understand their issues at least at a high level, and agree to a course of action.
Laura again jumped to answer, "I work as a private duty physical therapist. I studied at Simmons in Boston, and have a lot of good contacts in the medical community in the area."
She nudged her husband, and Gary glared at her but answered on his own, "I was a journalism major at Duke. I came back here and started the Chashin River Weekly – that was twenty years ago.
Everyone in town knew the weekly newspaper. It was how people kept in touch, sold their unwanted items, searched for love, and learned about what was on the police blotter and the school lunch and sports schedules for everywhere within a twenty mile radius. The paper was a success and had impressive local offices in the new Chashin Plaza. The fact that Gary had started the paper and turned it into the obvious success that it was spoke well for his business skills, not to mention his writing and editorial skills. I'd seen him address some ticklish local issues in the paper, for instance the need to rezone part of the town, and come out of the fray a winner.
I spoke, "The two of you are an outstanding couple, yet you speak of problems in your relationship. Could each of you take a minute or two and tell me – without interruption by the other – why you're here?" I turned and gestured for Laura to start since she seemed to be the complainant.
Laura took a deep breath. "We got married the same year Gary started the newspaper. At the time we made a pledge that our careers would never jeopardize our marriage, but now, I don't know, he seems to spend every waking hour wrapped up the newspaper. It's like he's escaping from the marriage through work. He brushes off my concerns ..." Laura continued talking and as she did I reflected more on my own life leading up to today.

* * * * *Being in the bedroom community of Dillon, so close to Boston, and getting confidential looks at some of the more competent members of my congregation and therapy enabled me to introduce some men and women into one of the companies I worked for. Informally, I saw my role as headhunter, cautiously not wanting to violate any trust with the church or its members, yet also wanting to see Triax or MOSC succeed with good talent – and most often the people I introduced had informed or hinted to me their dissatisfaction with their current jobs. There was certainly nothing wrong with an introduction, and I felt I was performing a valuable service matching the disenchanted with great new jobs.
Triax went public about five years after I joined the board. By that time I had several thousand shares of stock, as well as options on many more. Had I not been an insider, I might have thought they were all worthless, however, the recently formed NASDAQ trading market that took the shares public, made the price soar into the stratosphere. Tech stocks were 'in.' All my shares and options were instantly exercisable as part of the initial public offering or IPO. Suddenly and literally overnight, my net worth soared from negative numbers into the millions. Taking Triax public made about thirty of the company leaders multi-millionaires over night.



Dean pulled me aside for a private dinner three days after the listing. "You may find the advice I'm about to give you somewhat contradictory, but I think you should slowly sell off some of your shares in the company – and I emphasize the words 'some' and 'slowly.'" He grinned at me.
"What?" I blurted out with a happy laugh. "I just made millions on what you've been paying me in worthless stock." I tossed a jovial punch at his shoulder as he sat next to me sipping his martini.
Dean laughed and feigned great pain at the contact: "Yes, but things have a way of going up and down. Study the stock market, and notice that diversity is the name of the game. You shouldn't be all in one company, even Triax. Diversify. If you stay in this industry I recommend Microsoft and Oracle. If you want hardware I'd try IBM or even Apple Computer if you want a long shot. In any case, get yourself a good financial advisor; your choice – no strings, and Triax will even pay for it as one of the perks of being a director. We'll talk more. Go slow with this. No big trades. I plan to do the same thing and I'm telling the rest of the management committee the same thing. This isn't about being disloyal to Triax; it's about being loyal to yourself and your family, and your long-term financial security. This is me giving you friendly advice."
So over the next year I got an education from an investment advisor and a newly hired accountant. My business savvy ratcheted up, and I did slowly diversify my holdings into promising long-term stocks. With as much money as I'd made from the initial public offering I encountered a whole new range of problems – and benefits.
I solved any future potential problems with the church's trustees by contributing $250,000 to the building fund. At the time, the amount was more money in total than they had paid me since I'd started to work for the Dillon Church, so to a person they thought they were getting a great deal. The money also salved my guilty conscience since I was putting in longer and longer hours on my corporate work, and less and less on the church work. So far, the subtle shift had gone unnoticed – or at least unmentioned.
Despite our family's efforts to keep our financial windfall quiet, word rapidly spread about the killing the Craig family had made on Triax stock. Money brings not only security, but also fame – or infamy. I was besieged with requests for money from almost every quadrant of my life. Everyone had a hand out. To fend them off, I hired my own secretary. Pearl Winters became the third most important adult in my life behind Margaret and Dean, and in short order became a trusted member of the Craig family. She did it all: scheduling, appointments, travel arrangements, bookkeeping, tax records, and even my personal finances and appointments for Margaret and the children. Pearl also acted as the filter for who got to talk or see me. She could be scary at times when she told begging parishioners that they were in no way to ask for money from me. A few got through her screening, but only the most determined.
The overnight success story about the Dillon preacher resulted in a meeting with Paul Carey, the program director for the local NBC affiliate in Boston. Ministers getting financial windfalls made great news apparently. Paul wanted to get me on television in some way, less as a minister and more as a talk show host that would cover delicate topics facing society. He wanted an upbeat, optimistic, and bouncy show that would attract viewers and potential get syndicated across the network. He also wanted a daily show, and I could clearly see the commitment would be a full-time job that wouldn't allow for any of my three other professions.
After I turned him down and he made some counter proposals, Paul and I agreed to air a once a week talk on Sunday evening that I taped earlier – sometimes doing two or three weeks worth of tapings in one afternoon or evening session. To me it was a substitute for those parishioners that couldn't get to the morning services as well as an opportunity for me to meet some other interesting people. For NBC, they got a dynamic ministerial speaker with a business 'tilt' that drew an audience to a rather ignorable time slot.
To do the television shows, I'd pull out the notes from some of my sermons, dust them off and add some new material, and then show up on the set. Paul Carey matched me up with a hot red head named Marsha Day. Although she dressed conservatively, she always raised some earthy thoughts in my head and no doubt in the heads of the male part of the audience. Marsha would interview me, actually posing questions I would feed her ahead of time, and then I would expand on the subject based on my notes. Often we'd bring in a third person, someone that had done something uplifting in the world and we'd both interview that person. We gave the show a spiritual tilt, carefully staying away from anything deeply religious.
The TV show was a success both for NBC and for me. The network picked up the feed and started to broadcast it selectively across New England and later the Middle Atlantic states. We added some provision for viewers to send in money to the Dillon Free Church, and the coffers of the church started to expand from this new source of revenue.
My counseling work increasingly focused in two areas: anxieties and family counseling, the latter more often than not dealing with marital counseling. Of course, there was some overlap. With the consent of some of my patients I started to collect deeper background information on them as well as probe deeper into their lives. Patterns started to emerge, and about five years after I'd started collecting the stories and data, I published two books. A patient-oriented book called 'Love Postponed' achieved some fame and sold rather well on the trade book market. My companion book was called 'Strategies for Marital Counseling' and was aimed primarily at clergy and counselors advising couples in troubled marriages as well as the textbook market. 'Strategies' went through five printings the first year, and a decade later had seen six editions. 'Love Postponed' went through almost twenty printings making the book a near best seller in its field of self-help books. The research cemented my name in the community as the 'go to' counselor in these areas.
One day while I was working at Triax Systems on some human resource issues, Dean came into my office. "Jon, we've got an ethical dilemma on our hands and you're the guy to solve it."
I know I must have looked surprised. I couldn't imagine what he was talking about. I thought of Triax as the most ethical company in the world. It was why I was there. Dean went on, "As you've heard, we have a major subsidiary in South Africa. It employs over a thousand people – a mix of whites and blacks. The problem is apartheid."
I looked puzzled, wondering what I could possibly do to eliminate that problem – a government imposed separation of the races.
Dean smiled and went on, "There's increasing pressure from our U.S. shareholders to shut down the operation – to put economic pressure on the National Party that runs the country to abolish apartheid. If we choose that option, we could easily move those operations to Europe or Japan, but I want to know what we should do. Just shutting things down doesn't feel like a good choice but I don't know why."
"You want me to go over there and take a look?" I ventured.
"Yes. Take Margaret – I value her opinion on this too. Heck, take Pearl too. She's black and not a bit shy in sharing her opinion. Get her to weigh in on this too." We both laughed; Pearl was almost a foot shorter than me and outweighed me by a hundred pounds. She also had more energy than any three people we knew.
"When do you want me there?"
"How about in two weeks for a few days. By then I'll have an added inducement for you to go." Dean gave me a broad grin.
"What might that be?" I asked.
"The company will own a Grumman Gulfstream III corporate jet by them. I assume you're still interested in flying." He knew this was an understatement of immeasurable proportions; he gestured to the photos of various aircraft that peppered the paneled walls of my office, a couple autographed by NASA astronauts. "Anyway, we'll have a flight crew, but with your credentials you'll be able to fly right seat for part of the trip. Go and enjoy the trip, and come back with some solid recommendations for me and the Board."
Margaret, Pearl, and I all had passports that had never been used before that trip to South Africa. By the time we got there in the new airplane, we'd been processed through eight different countries, and I'd racked up several dozen hours of jet time. A year later, I traded a pay bonus to have Triax send me to jet school so I was fully qualified as a pilot-in-command of the sleek twinjet.
I learned a lot in South Africa even though we were only there a few days. Whites ran the subsidiary, but the real work was being done by a cadre of smart blacks that the company had educated over the past twenty years about computers, programming, systems, and business analysis. There was a major asset there as well as a good example of the races working together, even in the times of increasing unrest and subjugation. Moreover, the South African market for our software was growing, profitable, and accepting of the bi-racial nature of the company there.
Margaret and Pearl met with some of the women that worked in the company, and unearthed some new problem areas: sexual harassment and discrimination, not to mention the racial bias in nearly every company activity. Much to my surprise, Margaret took a leadership role with the females and later when we reported back to Dean and the board. I didn't realize she'd developed into such a capable business person through her work at the church and in some local charities. This was my first view of her in a business assessment, and she distinguished herself.
We left Johannesburg after a four-day visit, flying back up the spine of Africa to Europe, and then across the North Atlantic and back to Boston. I only flew a few of the legs of the return trip. I needed to think about what we'd seen and heard, and also talk about it with Margaret and Pearl.
Dean strolled by my office the morning after my return: "How'd the trip go? What should we do?" He stopped and came to the doorway.
I squinted my eyes at his impressive figure backlit by the morning sun outside the building. I responded, "We keep it, but there are some things that need fixing there."
Dean came in a flopped down on the leather sofa in my executive office suite. He said, "Tell me more."
I began, "You were right it is an ethical question – of huge proportions. We employ about a thousand people there, and ninety percent of them are black. Trickle down economics in that country indicates we're having a positive economic impact on something like twenty thousand people, mostly black – and I'm probably understating the impact. If we shut the operation down, we send an economic hit to that many people. They all just slip deeper into poverty."
I went on, "Dean, the slums in Johannesburg are the most depressing thing I've ever seen. We have no equivalent in this country. They go on for miles. Abject poverty. Some of our people do live there, but if we close that operation we'll drive thousands into that state of life. It wouldn't be right. It would even be like a death sentence for some of them."
Dean nodded authoritatively, and said, "What else?"
"Well, I'll steal some of Margaret's thunder – she's coming in this afternoon to see you about this side of things. There's a sexual harassment problem there too. I'm going to recommend that we do some training there on the problem and be sure everyone knows we don't tolerate that kind of behavior. Some of it is pretty blatant according to Margaret and Pearl. Of course, there's also sexual and racial discrimination, and I don't know just yet what we can do about that problem. Fix one thing at a time I guess. I'm going to work on solutions and some things that'll soften what's going on."
Dean said, "Remember Bud Reynolds from our class; he works with McKinsey. Call him and see what those guys can do to turn around that kind of behavior. I know they helped Chemical Bank on some sensitivity issues in this area." He paused and added, "In the meantime, be prepared to talk to the Board at next week's meeting about this. I'll give you a half hour on the agenda. Margaret too. You make me wonder what's going on with some of our other foreign subs too."
The apartheid, harassment, and discrimination issues became my turf after that. I became a hero to some for the stance I took and that Triax adopted. It would be over a dozen years later before apartheid would fall. I talked about my positions on the three topics on the television show and during some of my sermons. Much to my surprise, I ended up being interviewed for the national news.
The years went by in a blur. I was asked to be on the boards of several Fortune 500 companies. I took each job with pride, as well as with pleasure as my personal reputation ratcheted up. Dean jested that I'd become a 'power broker,' a term I actually enjoyed as a measure of my success.
About six months after the African trip and the news broadcasts, Pearl came into my office just after lunch one day. "Dr. Craig, there's a telephone call I think you should take. It's from ... Kurt Waldheim – he's the outgoing secretary-general of the United Nations." I grabbed for the phone. A week later I'd made trips to UN headquarters and the State Department, and I'd accepted a position on the UN Commission on Discrimination with some of the most notable leaders of the world. Now I was involved in some major ethical issues on a global basis. The slogan of the day ran through my head: 'think global; act local.'
My work in the three areas of my life continued with major successes in each of sectors of my career life: minister, counselor, and director. Somehow, with all that going on, I also fit in the work for the UN, qualifying as a pilot in the company jet, and being a family man into the allotted 168 hours a week.
I openly talked about each area of my life in the others, not violating any confidences of course, but sharing what I learned from one sphere in the others. The UN work gave me new contacts and information to bring to my sermons and the television show; it also lent perspective on some of the issues my counseling clients were facing.

Chapter 3A Crack In the Armor
"There is no armor against fate." – James Shirley
Gary and Laura's vocalization of their marriage problems could have come from any of a dozen textbooks that sat on the shelf behind them, including the ones I'd written. Their marriage had found that classic place where they'd each declared their independent space, built their fortifications, and now resisted being pried out of their comfort zones. Even Laura, the complainant, only appeared to raise the issues to be in the right. The marriage was in jeopardy. Could it be saved?
The pair had stopped communicating about anything other than the mundane daily things that appeared in their lives. At that first meeting I gave them some things to think about, and we did some short exercises to get them started thinking in the right direction. I asked them a series of questions and they openly shared the answers in our first session: name five things about yourself you wish you could change, name five things about your partner you wish you could change, name five things about your partner that you love, and describe the traits of a perfect marriage or relationship.
For me there were no surprises. For Gary and Laura it was insightful, and they again started to learn about each other. I could even feel the energy of the relationship increase as our hour went on. They'd done the right thing by coming to see someone.
As the hour ended, I defined a course of counseling for the two of them, getting together as a couple and as individuals over the coming weeks, to talk about their life, relationship, and anything else that bothered them. They both agreed and we set up a regular time at the end of a weekday in the coming weeks.

* * * * *As my career became increasing immersed in the corporate work, counseling, and the minister's post, Margaret and my family became a neglected but not unloved part of my life.
Margaret and I had three beautiful healthy children: Joy, Heather, and Patrick. They were good kids, and excellent students. Thanks to the MOSC and Triax financial successes, we put the kids in a nearby private day school. Margaret became a stay-at-home mother, except for the time she put into the Dillon Free Church overseeing the youth program and several local charities. As the years went by, she ended up heading not only several major church programs, but also some of the charities. She had a lot more backbone than I'd thought when we'd first dated and wed – more as each year passed. My focus outside the home resulted in strengthening her and giving her much needed confidence. She could be a real leader.
I managed my private life with Pearl's help, usually ensuring that I was home on weekends through Tuesday evenings. Monday and Tuesday became counseling days. The rest of the week became my 'corporate time.' My ministerial work occupied the weekends and fit around the other two activities. I traveled extensively, often flying the Triax jet when I was working on their mission. As I got into my forties and fifties, a lot of time was also spent in the first class section of various major airlines. I always tried to be home Friday night, a feat that became difficult on some trips, particularly if the weather intervened.
Dean was keeping a similar travel schedule as he ran Triax. We'd often joke about getting brownie points for sleeping in our own beds, even when we got into them at one o'clock in the morning and everyone in the house was fast asleep. Sleep was a commodity in my life I often did without. I'd been blessed with an ability to get along on only a few hours of sleep a night.
I would spend idle evening time at home, in hotel, or seated in an airplane working on my Sunday sermon or a follow-up book to the two I'd published early in my career. Over the years, we streamlined the process. I learned dictation, and would drop a handful of cassette tapes into Pearl's in-basket on Friday afternoon or Saturday morning. She'd type up my sermon notes first so I could edit them, and by Saturday afternoon I was ready to delight the hundreds of people that showed up to be entertained and get a little religion at the Dillon Church.
I wrote three more books on marriage counseling and relationships in a ten-year span. The world seemed to be craving books in this arena. I did a couple of talk shows as a special guest, urged by my publisher to promote each book. Several appearances included a show that Marsha Day, my colleague from the Sunday evening shows, hosted weekday afternoons. She was now syndicated.
Ironically, the first afternoon after we taped her show Marsha Day and I took a room at the Parker House in downtown Boston and made love for four hours.
Our affair was pure chemical attraction. Sex! Our pheromones wafted past the other's nostrils with one message: Mate! As I drove home from our first encounter, I found myself surprised by the lack of guilt. Perhaps it was because extra-marital affairs were so commonly discussed in my therapy office, or their common appearance in novels and television shows. In any case, I went home and continued on as though nothing had happened other than an afternoon and evening of pure pleasure. No one at home even seemed to care or notice my coming or going.



The dalliance led to an on and off again affair that Marsha and I maintained for five years, even after she married a high powered Boston lawyer from Dorne, Locke, Windsor & Furbish. One of the success factors for the affair was secrecy. While trust could have been an issue, it certainly wasn't around keeping our trysts concealed. She had her reputation in the media to consider, and I had my Dillon and corporate life to maintain; neither one of us wanted the stigma of infidelity ruining our lives. One might have thought the potential damage sufficient motivation to stifle our carnal desire for one another. It wasn't.
I heard the term 'fuck buddy' around the office one day, and realized that this was what we were to each other. We were affectionate and loving friends that occasionally got together every few weeks for the thrill and risk of it, and fucked each other's brains out. After our satisfaction, we'd dress, depart the hotel or motel separately, and go back to leading perfectly normal and respectable lives for another week or month. There was no desire by either of us to marry or do anything other than what we did every few weeks.
To keep our rendezvous covert from Pearl, my master coordinator, I'd schedule time at Triax, MOSC, or a meeting with some fictitious university professor at one end of the Charles River or the other. Marsha could likewise slip away to screen a potential interview candidate for her show. Neither one of us acted out of character. Over time the thrill went out of the affair and things became too routine. One day at a romantic lunch looking down the Charles River from the Cambridge Hyatt, we mutually decided to call it quits. No guilt. No remorse.
We saw each other frequently in connection with Marsha's television news coverage. I was one of her favorite 'characters' to call on, always ready with a pithy quote or sound bite for whatever she was trying to put together. Our affection for each just took a different tack. Later, she'd be one of the few people to sympathize with what happened.
A special time for the Craig family became the holidays. We had enlarged the parsonage at our own expense and members from both my and Margaret's family would come to Dillon at Christmas. Our children grew up with the excitement and awe of not only Christmas, but also all the cousins, aunts, uncles, grandparents, and such that came and added their presence to the season.
We also created a tradition to be at our newly acquired vacation home in Kennebunkport for Independence Day. Dean and his family were there too, just a short distance away in their own ocean front home. Along with a flock of relatives from both families we'd have the largest cookout and all-day party anyone had ever seen. I bought a forty-foot sloop, and we'd take various combinations of visitors out for tours of the area. Dean's older children organized games for the younger kids. At night we got the entire entourage on the sloop and sailed into the town harbor where we had front row seats for the fire works display. The time was pure wonderment for the children, and I found such joy watching their faces as the day unfolded.
Marsha wasn't my only flirtation. Somehow, once I opened myself to the possibility, available women were just there: a waitress in London, a consultant to Triax I was with in Toronto, and even a New Age minister I took a class from in San Diego, to mention only several of the attractions I bowed to. I was discrete, as were my liaisons. Except for Marsha, they were infrequent and enjoyable one-night-stands.
After one of my assignations, on a flight back from Rome, I studied my inner motivations that had made Maria, a young airline attendant, so attractive and desirable. Why was I so willing to jump into the bed of a gorgeous and passionate woman not even my oldest daughter's age. I felt if I could understand myself I might have some real insight into the deeper feelings men and women had when they strayed from their committed relationships. It was like me to try to take experiences from one part of my life, and apply them to another part. Had I lost the ability to extract wisdom from experiences; were they only past facts with no learnings for me?
I didn't like the list I'd drawn up by the end of that flight. Lust, sexual craving – even addiction, and ego gratification are emotions that are hard to admit to. Power over someone, even for a brief time; did I not have power within my own family. What I did have to admit was that I was good at the snow job and the one-night stand. I was honing my skills, yet part of me wanted none of it.
I analyzed what was really bothering me, and more than anything I discovered that I didn't feel any guilt. I actually felt guilty that I didn't feel guilt. I wanted to feel some remorse for each of my peccadilloes, but I knew deep inside that it wasn't a temporary lapse of loyalty or indiscretion on my part and had therefore dismissed the act as not worthy of further consideration. I knew I'd do the same thing all over again if the opportunity presented itself.
Later after my Rome flight landed I went to the office and then home; no one noticed anything worth mentioning about my demeanor. I apparently passed muster with everyone, just as I had after my frequent flings with Marsha.
What I knew inside and what was going on in my head were unseen to the outside world. I had my own world of secrets and lustful thoughts inside my head. I actually laughed deep inside when I found myself attracted to one of the young women in the congregation that came through the receiving line after the Sunday service ended. She told me my remarks about holding a forgiving attitude about Judas had particularly touched her, since she'd been harboring ill thoughts about a boyfriend from a recent breakup. In the few seconds as she spoke and looked into my eyes I had created an elaborate fantasy where we were taking turns ravaging each other in sexual delight. In the end I smiled and thanked her for her nice comments about my talk.


4A Tidal Shift
"In human life there is constant change of fortune;
and it is unreasonable to expect an exemption from
the common fate. Life itself decays, and all things
are daily changing." - Plutarch
Laura was a beautiful young woman close to thirty years my junior, one whose knowledge of her beauty hadn't given her that jaded outlook on life and her interactions with other people that I'd often found in other gorgeous women. She was about five foot five, trim, busty, and had long brunette hair that could have come right out of a shampoo commercial.
I felt electricity between Laura and me – a raw sexual energy that connected us together on so many levels. I'd felt it with Marsha a few years earlier too. I'd felt it the instant Laura walked into my therapy office, and as our first session progressed I could feel the energy flow between us. After I'd been aware of it, I studied both Laura and her husband to see if they were reacting to what I felt in any way. At first I detected nothing, but then Laura started to look increasingly into my eyes and I felt 'she knew' – we both knew there was a deep, inner connection between us, probably one that we'd have to do something about.
Gary, dressed in chinos and a sport shirt, looked like the boy next door grown into a successful small town entrepreneur. He was closer to forty years old. In our first session, I discovered he was a stickler for quality and precision, often talked with his subscribers in one way or another about what they wanted to read about, and was quick to make improvements he learned about. A little over six feet tall, he had an air around him that suggested he had a lot of work to do and miles to go before he slept.
As we ended the session we stood, and I reached out and shook Gary's hand, a simple gesture of friendship. He rose and turned too collect his jacket and note pad. In that short space of time I touched Laura's hand in a similar gesture. The electric shock that ran through my body was palpable and this time I knew I'd betrayed the shudder of joy I felt. I felt her hand squeeze mine – longer than the simple handshake required – we were unwilling to withdraw our hands from each other. It was chemistry and electricity all rolled into one brief moment. She knew it. I looked into her eyes – they were locked on mine clearly wondering if I was feeling the same emotions she was. We continued to hold hands, only another second and then another. As Gary turned back to us, we dropped our hands, holding the gaze a fraction of second longer. We both nodded knowingly to each other without saying a word. In hindsight, I think our fates were sealed in that instant.

* * * * *Shortly after my return from Rome, Ray Gibbons pulled me aside while I was at my office at Menthen Oil. "Jon, I need you to take on a special assignment for the board. I'm asking you as CEO and as a friend. I'm going to have to retire for health reasons very soon, and we need a replacement. To be blunt about it, I don't think we have anyone in the company or on the Board that can move into my shoes and keep the shareholders happy. I need you to find my replacement."
I accepted the assignment and together the two of us started a secretive search for a new CEO. Fortunately, I was able to take time from my other jobs to devote to this one. We engaged Hedrick & Struggles, the well-known executive search firm, and soon they were underway on this mission. The search took over a year, and yet somehow we managed to keep it secret from the media and everyone else in the company.
Ray and his family held the majority of the voting shares of the stock and controlled the Board. Thus, when we settled on Ken Ward as our pick for the CEO post, it was really a done deal. By that time too, Ray's cancer had become more obvious, even with the cosmetics he'd started to use to reduce the pallor he was showing. His chemo and radiation treatments also had produced a hair thinning. Just as the outward signs of his health became unavoidably obvious to the media, we announced the new CEO.
Ray asked me to help Ken get oriented into Menthen, and I spent a considerable amount of the following year doing just that. Ray went into retirement and died six months after Ken took over the post. I presided at the funeral of my friend and colleague; it was one of the hardest tasks I'd ever had to do. I'd become almost as close to Ray as I was to Dean and my own family; even knowingabout his declining health, his death was a shock and I grieved.
I bounced back and forth mostly between Triax and Menthen for the next few years. The other boards I was on were less demanding. We hired two additional ministers at the Dillon Free Church, and I spent time getting them onboard and up to speed on our strategic plans and operations for the organization. We were still growing at around thirty percent a year.
I'd curtailed the counseling work a little so I could spend time on the corporate side of my life, in part by not taking on new clients despite increasing demand. To ease the burden in this theater of my life, I joined in partnership with Tom Rodgers, another counselor in Dillon and a member of my congregation. Tom also had authored a book on making difficult marriages work, focusing especially on the ravages alcoholism induced into relationships and how to deal with this situation. We had similar approaches to counseling and sympathies about life, so he was a natural partner in my practice. Tom's office was downstairs in the same professional building, a fact that made passing patients to him easier.
I relished several flirtations during these years, but I kept things out of the bedroom and confined to dubious and playful interactions and conversational repartee. In hindsight I could see I wanted to try to heal some part of my essence, that part that thought it acceptable to engage in brief trysts or flirt with potential 'fuck buddies.' I made myself busy with the three major parts of my life with no time for playing around. I was conscious of many other things in my life beside sex, a fact that made some the long sexual dry spells tolerable: these included power, connections with 'names,' a first-class life style, being in demand; and being worshipped as a leader and messiah by so many people. I tried to make these more satisfying aphrodisiacs than my sexual romps had ever been. Indeed, some the hiatuses were long; Margaret struggled with menopause and that part of our relationship waned much more than it waxed. Since I was occupied with my other vanities, I barely missed the loss of intimacy at home.
I should have sat and more deeply analyzed my own marriage and relationships. I should have gotten outside help. I had the tools and know-how; after all I was the expert. I also knew better than to self diagnose, particularly when I dismissed the gnawing ill-at-ease feelings I had about certain areas of my life.
Instead my focus shifted almost entirely outside my household and marriage. In my fifties, Margaret and I became empty nesters when our daughters were long gone and Patrick started college. Margaret had a full schedule every day between church, charitable, and civic projects, all things I encouraged and approved of. She was one of the pillars of Dillon and I was glad she could show the family flag even when I was in some other country halfway around the world.
Joy, my oldest daughter, brought me up short one Thanksgiving by asking me when we were alone, "Dad, are you and mom happy? You seem so distant from each other." Joy was a newly minted social worker becoming skilled at dealing with troubled families. Her observation was as much professional as it was familial, and I was shocked that she saw anything amiss that would even raise such a question.
Of course, I brushed the question off with explanations about my busy schedule and life style, a few words about the work at Menthen Oil and Triax, and Margaret's busy schedule with Dillon events and groups. I assured her we were happy with our lives. My words seemed to satisfy Joy, who shrugged and shifted to another topic, but they did herald for me the need to be more attentive and circumspect in how I behaved around the family – to be less distant, more involved, and more present in the household, especially when the children were home. Her question also made me realize that all was not right with our marriage – this after over thirty years.
I recall asking Pearl to schedule me 'at home' more often in the coming weeks leading up to New Years day. In those four or five weeks I only had to be out of the country on one trip, and I resolved to be home for dinner every evening whether or not Margaret was going to be there. I think I saw more of her in that December than I had in the previous eleven months of the year. She liked the change and told me so.
Joy triggered my guilt at not being around the family. Here I preached about togetherness and closeness, and helped couples in my counseling achieve some modicum of this in their couplehood, yet I didn't have the same elements in my own relationship. What part of my own upbringing and personality played a role in this? I didn't choose to answer that question for the moment.
With Pearl's help I went overboard at Christmas, obviously substituting expensive gifts for my past absences from the family. We were a materialistic enough family that the substitution was welcomed all around, and even laughed at the point when I explicitly stated the fact to Heather and Patrick on Christmas morning. Even Pearl benefitted from my guilt and generosity, a delicious combination she called it.
I labeled my daughter's question 'Joy's Happiness Question.' Was I happy in my marriage? Was I happy at all? I had a maudlin hour or two on a flight back to Boston from the west coast – a red eye. I was tired, drank too much on the flight, and started to doodle notes and words for my coming Sunday sermon.
I got sidetracked and started a few notes on Joy's question. I realized happiness was illusive for me. Things, activities, hobbies, events, and people outside me gave me great pleasure and invoked my happiness: flying, the corporate deals, knowing so many of the people in the news from almost every walk of life, being in the news as well as on television frequently, the image as a mover and shaker that I'd crafted over the years, the large home on the ocean in Kennebunk, the trips to the Caribbean or Aspen, and on and on. I was where 99.99 percent of the world wanted to be. 'They' wanted to be like me. I had it all – the good life.
My sermon the following Sunday talked about taking action, not letting the grass grow under your feet, taking risks, and setting intentions for what you want your life to be like. Of course, everyone in the two services I presided over – more than a thousand people – knew I walked the talk. I was their role model, and although I didn't say it, the sermon rang out 'Be like me.' I felt a surge of power from the comments I got from so many people in the receiving lines after the services.
What I failed to acknowledge in considering Joy's question was that I had a dark side. A side of me that courted depression, judged people harshly, made war against people that didn't agree with my thinking, and found most people wanting in their motivations and accomplishments. This was my ego staking out the high ground for my superiority. My religious teachers had warned me of the strength of the ego – particularly my own, and the dangers it could leave me to if I wasn't aware. Even Dean chided me once in a while for becoming power happy.
After New Years day, Dean and I flew to China for the first time, and we had about a $100 million dollars burning a hole in our pocket to invest in the construction of some new manufacturing facilities that would build custom computers and their component parts, including printed circuits and computer chips. China was rapidly becoming the new forefront of technology and low cost manufacturing.
We were wined and dined in extraordinary fashion, and no part of our visit was left unattended. Concubines were even provided for our enjoyment, however, both Dean and I graciously acknowledged the high-class call girls, but politely turned down the delicious entertainment. No one, including the beautiful women, seemed to be upset by our decision, so little was made of our choice. I wondered what I would have done if I'd been alone, but in declining our host's offer I felt I'd taken the moral high ground.
Dean and I talked on the flight home about the offer, and how 'matter of fact' it had been by the entrepreneurs seeking our investment. With chuckles and raised eyebrows we both acknowledged the sexuality of the two women brought to the dinner table that night, both stunningly beautiful oriental women that appeared thoroughly westernized and that spoke without even a trace of Asian accent. I thought of the earlier sexual infractions in my life as Dean and I talked, and somehow I thought Dean might have had similar experiences. He'd had some secretaries and assistants that made one's head turn and that made my eyes roll around in their sockets. We just didn't kiss and tell. I was curious if Dean was as pure as he made out to be, or if that was just a good façade. I couldn't have resisted the temptations he had at his fingertips. Nonetheless, I didn't ask. The two of us had clearly adopted a 'don't ask, don't tell' policy between us on that aspect of our lives.
My mind shifted to other bribes and settlements that might need to happen to make the deal go through. It wouldn't be the first time I knew of some questionable distributions of cash or goods to grease the skids of some deal we were undertaking. I was the ethics advisor to the board, and found myself amazed at how often the other managers and board members came to me with similar tough decisions. Bribes to overseas 'officials' seemed to top the list, even before questions of price fixing, equitable treatment of staff, or interoffice relationships. Most of the time we weighed in on a choice that maximized benefit for the company.



About this time several members of the church ministry committee asked me to do a sermon or two on sin. They felt the subject hadn't been addressed recently, and were pressing for a return to some of the basics. Thus, two Sundays later I talked about sin – its Biblical definition meaning to miss the mark. I talked about who set the mark, drawing a distinction between where God might set it and where an ego might set it – specifically someone that felt they knew better than God. Of course, at issue was whether the Bible was an authoritative source on the subject. I kicked this around a little in the sermon, knowing that part of the congregation thought the book the inspired and literal work of God, and others the writings of wise men with weaknesses and opinions just as we'd find in any group today. I left my audience with thoughts about their own definition of what constituted sin, raising the issue of faithlessness to their own inner truth and being. I expressed doubt about being immediately punished except by their own hand, yet raised the issue of karma that they carried from life to life – if they believed in reincarnation and rebirth.
I thought the talk was one of my better speeches. Many in the congregation came up and praised my efforts to cover the broad subject in the thirty minutes I usually devoted to a sermon. I felt a little hypocritical talking about sin, when I knew that in some eyes I had violated various vows in my relationship, as well as conducted shadowy business practices. I'd even alluded to some of the latter points in my talk.
On the flight out the following Tuesday afternoon I thought of where I set my own mark – marks to miss if I was to sin. What was the word that represented making the mark or not sinning? I pondered some unanswered questions from my talk on Sunday. Could you be powerful and be a success without sinning? If you made money did that automatically make you a sinner? Could you have a relationship outside your marriage without committing a sin? Or break the law? Or have evil thoughts?
I continued to brood on the subject all the way to Houston where I had to check-in with one of the Menthen Oil subsidiaries and then hop a flight to Denver to see a new Triax acquisition. I liked the word 'brood;' it so aptly described my quiet times alone – I didn't pray or meditate or contemplate – I brooded over things. I worried about what they meant to me, to people I knew, to my congregation, and to my business associates.
I knew from counseling and private conversations that my colleagues and contemporaries worried about themselves – their economic security, their family situation, their infidelities to self and to spouse, their physical health, along with aging parents, children, paying bills, image and reputation, and their jobs and careers. Did people brood over these the same way I did over the issues in my life? Some of these problems were in my worry space, and others weren't. What made these things to brood over was that there could be dramatic downsides to each issue: loss of job or fortune, loss of control, loss of love, and ill health and even death, to list a few. Brooding meant I considered all the downsides – from my shadow side – and then figured out how to keep them at bay in my own life, and how to help others mired down in that space.
The underlying assumption was that I had a complete list of the issues and the downsides that might result. Later, I would find the notes from that trip and realize I hadn't even come close to creating a complete list.

Chapter 5Uneven Ground
"One knows less about one's own destiny than
about anything else on earth."
Gabrielle Roy
The night after Laura first appeared in my office with her husband I barely slept. What sleep I did achieve involved some convoluted dreams around Laura. I hadn't been so affected by a patient or someone I met in ages. Gary was not a factor in my dreams. With Laura, I could remember ever pore of her beautiful face, the turn of her nose, the curl of the hair behind her ears, and the way she carried herself or moved her head or body. I savored a couple of mannerisms I'd memorized during their counseling session, a session where I'd focused most of my mental attention on her rather than her husband. To compensate I'd seemed to aim most of my remarks and questions to Gary first, but my concentration was elsewhere.
As I reflected on the hour we'd spent together I realized so much more than I'd initially thought when I recalled glances, facial expressions, and body language from the hour visit. There were thousands of questions I wanted to ask her about how she felt about something or whether she liked something. Towards dawn the dreams became more intimate and sexual, an odd mixture of love, affection, and raw lust blended together in some twisting kaleidoscope image.
The rest of my week was busy, yet Laura occupied my thoughts constantly, particularly when I was alone and could fully concentrate my thinking on her. The weekend passed with agonizingly slow speed. I had one focal point that my life moved toward: the appointment at 4:30 p.m. on the following Monday afternoon with Gary and Laura Wayne. She would be there!
That Monday time dragged by so slowly. I was ready for the couple fifteen minutes early. I left the door open so I would hear them come into the waiting room. As usual for that late-in-the-day time slot, the secretary-receptionist Pearl had hired for me had left for the day. When I heard the pair come into the office, I went out and greeted them, inviting them into my office and discussion circle. I held the door for them.
As Laura walked by I inhaled her essence, a faint trace of some ultra feminine scent that suggested beauty, freshness, health, and sexuality. She glanced up into my eyes for only a second and smiled coyly. She held the glance for a fraction of second longer than might be expected. In that instant we connected again – a penetrating look only a millisecond long that again locked us in some chemistry of personal attraction. My heart nearly stopped. I followed her into the room shutting the door to the reception area. I also guessed from that glance that like I, she'd thought of little else but the two of us for the prior week.
I watched Laura's form from the rear for the first time in serious study. She was wearing snug jeans that were both prim and revealing, and an expensive crossover silk blouse that suggested cleavage, without revealing too much. Also with the heels she wore, she looked professional and attractive. I took about a thousand mental photographs in those first few seconds we were together.
I physically wanted her. I wanted her mind and soul and spirit and in every other way, if that were possible. My inner being sought her inner being. I didn't care about the mundane things the physical world might allow or disallow about a relationship. I was way beyond laws and convention. I wanted it to be what I wanted.
Despite my preoccupation and thoughts, I started the session as we sat in the same triangle we'd sat in the week prior, only this time the 'his and her' chairs were more directly facing each other to facilitate face to face dialog with me to the side as more of a discussion catalyst. I commented, "We'll have a few extra minutes if we start now. Did you two continue to talk about some of the lists we made last week? What's been going on in your lives and how do you feel a week after we met?" I forced myself to look back and forth between the two of them.
Gary started the discussion for a change, a point that wasn't lost on me since he'd been hesitant to take the initiative a week earlier. I tried to focus on him as he spoke, overriding my desire to just absorb Laura with my eyes for the entire hour.
He said, "If we've made any progress, it's invisible. We've talked more, but we're still dancing around some issues that hold both or us back. I feel I'd like to be more open and communicative, but I can't because something inside me stops me from opening up."
Laura jumped in, "I feel the same way. I don't know what my inner core wants. Does it want me to still be married? How much give and take should I allow? Can I have personal secrets? Am I allowed to still have feelings and emotions about things I don't talk about?"
I took her last question and turned it back on the two of them: "Do you both have emotions that you hide from each other?"
Laura stated flatly, "Yes, I get scared. What if I ended up alone? How would I survive? Would I ever find love again, and how would I make enough to live?"
Gary asked her in a surprised tone, "Do you think I'll abandon you? I wouldn't. I'm committed to see this relationship work – aren't you?"
Laura reached over and touched his hand, "Oh, Gary. I don't know. I'm all torn up inside about this. I feel like there are multiple Lauras: one me will see it through and learn to cope, and another me wants to cut and run, and yet another me can't move without clarity and understanding about what's going on and why."
Gary started getting defensive and angry; I could see the color rise in his neck. He started to speak but I stopped him. "Before you go on, Gary, would you just validate what you heard Laura say. Don't editorialize, just repeat back to her in your own voice as much of what she said using her exact words as best you can recall."
Gary absorbed my instructions and the normal color returned to his face and neck. He turned to Laura, "I hear that you are confused. You face choices and seem to feel you have to choose between sticking with our marriage, opting out of it, or something in-between I guess, some decision that you need more information about."
I turned to Laura and said, "Is that correct?"
"Yes."
I turned to Gary and said encouragingly, "Now, you can ask her your own questions or make your own statements."
He didn't look at me – or at Laura either, and haltingly asked her, "You mean you're really looking for something better ... better than our marriage. Are we that far gone?"
She spoke softly, almost inaudibly, "No, we're not that far gone. I still love you, but this just isn't what I thought it would be. Maybe I have a distorted idea of what marriage should be like. There was never a manual that came with it. I feel it's a struggle to ... I don't feel love around you any more." She paused and looked up at him, "We just co-exist in the house, each doing our thing. Our conversations are not about 'us,' they're always about someone else or something else or some issue in the outside world. What happened tous?" Laura's eyes teared up just before she stopped talking.
I turned to Gary and said in a positive tone, "Before you comment on her statement, repeat it back in words as close to hers as you can." Inside I ached for Laura; she was obviously torn in ways I was yet to understand about her marriage. I wanted to do whatever I could to make her feel better, to heal her feelings, to bring love to her.
Gary spoke, doing a good job of paraphrasing her words. He then took a large in-take of breath as he prepared to comment, instead of defensive words he said, "I agree, except I've given up making it a struggle. I've gotten content to just come and go, and let our relationship lie there and be what it is. I don't even try to put value judgments on it – not good, not bad, it just 'is.' So, when you want to talk about 'us,' well that calls for recognition of the relationship, and I've sort of stopped doing that – I just accept it. So what we talk about, at least from my point of view, is all the other stuff going on around us. I thought there was love there."
I probed, "And how does that make you feel?"
There was a long silence in the room before Gary spoke. My initial concern that Laura would jump in and fill his space went down as I glanced at her and realized she was going to give him time to comment. He finally said, "In a way it's sad, but I don't know what else we'd talk about. You can't keep evaluating your relationship every day, can you – isn't that like pulling up something you planted by the roots to examine whether it's doing OK and then sticking it back in the ground? I think of words like mature or ripe or stable or sedate or staid to apply to our marriage. That's where we are."
I turned to Laura and asked her to repeat what she'd heard Gary say. I avoided looking deep into her eyes. She did a credible job, and so I invited her to comment or question his words. She spoke, "We're not on the same page about our marriage. Your description is probably accurate, but I'd like to use words like exciting, enticing, sexual, daring, physical, emotional, ..." She paused in her list and then shifted gears to a different topic in responding to Gary's statement, "And there's so much to talk about that would draw us deeper into each other – go to a play or movie and talk about what we see or feel; share views on a book; share our sexual fantasies; role play situations with each other – even erotic ones; travel to controversial places and talk about what impresses us or how it makes us feel; interact with people that make us think and question who we are and how we work, or why we're here. I can go on and on with ideas. You've heard some of these already, it's what I've been talking about for the last five years."
This time Gary knew what to do. He jumped in and repeated her statement, seeking Laura's acknowledgment that he'd heard her correctly. The two of them were in dialogue. I stayed relatively quiet, only interjecting a comment or probe here and there to keep one or the other of them from hiding from the other, and to keep things on track. We went on for over an hour, and then I explained I had to end the unusually long session to accommodate another appointment. There wasn't another appointment, but under the law of diminishing returns, we'd gotten about as far in the hour as we could. They needed to reflect and think about the session.
As I broke into their dialogue about their marriage, I urged them to continue this type of interaction after they left the office. I gave them some suggestions about the echoing technique and how to keep it adding value to them. I told them that according to plan I would meet separately with them in a week, Gary for an hour followed by Laura, and then we'd meet again a week later with them as a couple. While there'd been some tense moments in the hour, now there was actually a positive and optimistic feeling.
The three of us stood. Gary smiled, shook my hand, and turned towards the door as he put his coat on. Laura came close to me, smiled, and gave me what started as a polite social hug, allowing me to give her a polite kiss on the cheek. Apparently that wasn't sufficient for she turned her head and kissed me tenderly on my lips. The kiss lingered and her hug intensified, and then it was over as suddenly as it began. As we pulled apart, she thanked me for my time and sincere efforts on their behalf. Gary had not turned back towards us during our kiss, but as he turned, he too expressed his thanks, helped Laura with her coat, and the pair departed.
I am rarely incoherent, but for a full minute following Laura's kiss, I was speechless. As the pair left and the door shut, I stood there looking blankly at the door. My heartbeat must have doubled. I was flushed, and my brain felt like a grenade had gone off inside it – a very nice grenade that showered every lobe of my brain with thoughts of Laura. For a while, the thoughts were hard to string together coherently. I felt love and lust. I wanted to hold her to me, showering her with love and kisses. Did she feel even a hint of what I felt? I had a hunch she did.
I was in dangerous territory. I recalled admonitions from several of my doctoral professors about getting involved with patients, particularly in a physical relationship. Yet I had a set of beliefs that transcended such mundane advice: I believed in soul mates, and in relationships defined and planned in other times and dimensions – in the spiritual world – the world of souls and boundless energy. I thought Laura and I had met in this non-physical sphere, and agreed to meet in this world and time.
I was so inspired and mired in thoughts of love that Sunday I talked about love as my sermon topic even though Valentine's Day was five months away. I had to gather my wits when I saw that Laura – Gary and Laura actually – were now in the congregation. Guardedly, I would look at her when I delivered some precious gem about the subject. I would have loved to stand atop the pulpit and tell her how much I was falling in love with her.
Instead, however, I delivered a rather traditional and well-received sermon that received an ego-boosting amount of praise as I stood in the receiving line after the services. Even Margaret made some nice comments about the remarks and how I tied it in to the events going on that September.
Sunday afternoon we did a rare thing for just an afternoon; Margaret and I drove up to Kennebunkport and took the sloop out for the afternoon. If I couldn't have Laura, I thought I'd take a short sail with my wife. By Maine sailing standards it was a perfect day: crystal clear, twenty-knot wind, and temperatures in the sixties. The yacht club tender gave us a ride out to the boat with a promise to await our arrival back at our mooring around six o'clock. By two-thirty, we were underway.
As we sailed out towards open ocean, I thought how so many activities in our lives give us raw sexual excitement. Sailing in a strong wind was one of these for me. Flying anything ranked up there too, but flying the Gulfstream IV in nasty weather might top the list. I'd felt it in meditation, getting a massage, enjoying a two-hundred-year-old port, attending a Verdi opera in Milan, during a rare opportunity to drive a Formula I race car around a track outside of Wiesbaden, and walking the beach totally alone in Thailand one day. I knew there were others in my life if I'd thought about it longer.
The sloop was keeled over twenty plus degrees in the stiff breeze on the northeast track we were on. We were only doing about six or seven knots, top speed for this hull. Margaret sat in the cockpit quietly reading. I studied her. She'd become matronly over the years we'd been married, partly due to having three children and partly due to the good life we enjoyed. She was dignified yet could be aloof even to me.
I had to acknowledge my own paunch too. The trim figure I'd had twenty years earlier was long gone, the victim of too many dinners at expensive restaurants and an affection for wine and bourbon. Why on earth would a thirty-something beauty even consider a friendship with me let alone some kind of romance? I allowed myself to brood over my unattractive body and age. I also thought about the risk a deep relationship would have at this point in my career, albeit briefly. I'd already dismissed my dreaming as nothing more than the delirious wishes of a late middle-aged man. While I had become infatuated with her, she no doubt looked at me as though I was a father figure – probably one less judgmental and available compared to her own father who she said lived in Florida as I recalled.
I turned the boat to another tack. Margaret looked up as the boom swing above her head and gave me a smile. I got things stabilized again and my thoughts wandered back to Laura. What bothered me was the kiss, our parting kiss after the second marriage counseling session. I couldn't be misreading the passion and tenderness that she communicated could I? After some further thought I decided I had inadequate information about her to make an evaluation. Oh well, we had another session the next day and I'd find out more.
We came about in the boat again and headed to port. Margaret again adjusted her position with a broad smile to me of happiness and contentment. The wind gave us a long reach for part of our course back, right into the setting sun. For some reason having the sun in my eyes made me think of Icarus, the Greek god that flew too close to sun which melted his wings of wax. Later our track took us back into the safety of the harbor and eventually our drive back home.




Chapter 6Anticipation
"An intense anticipation itself transforms into reality;
our desires being often but precursors."
Samuel Smiles
My Monday afternoon session with Gary Wayne produced some insights for him and a better understanding of the quiet editor and owner of the local newspaper. Unmentioned in our earlier session, he'd grown up in the fatherless home, his parents having separated when he was four. We talked about the lack of a role model to emulate in his role as a spouse to Laura, and where he got his ideas about being a husband. He'd felt some abandonment since his father had moved away after the divorce and only saw Gary a half-dozen times before he'd graduated from college. We would have to come back to this issue later, perhaps in individual sessions.
Gary had never thought that a lack of role model for being a husband had impacted his behavior in his own marriage. As we talked he expressed significant anxiety and insecurity about his role as husband, provider, and partner. I suggested some ways to think about the situation that would take some of the stress away from the job, and also help him cope as an adult with the earlier absence of his father.
The hour flew by. As we ended, I emphasized the confidentiality I would maintain of our discussion, our insights into his life, and any recommendations I made. I'd given the speech hundreds of times before in the same office. Gary seemed to appreciate that Laura wouldn't hear about his weaknesses from me. We shook hands and he left through the entry door.
Laura was reading a magazine in the waiting room. I was pleased to see the pair smile at each other and trade some banalities about the sessions. Gary suggested that she pickup dinner on the way home, reminding her that he would have a late evening as he got the newspaper ready for printing the following day. She said she'd figure something out, and Gary left.
I gestured for Laura to come into my office; she gathered her jacket and purse from a chair in the waiting room and walked into the office. She set the things down in one of my office chairs and turned towards me with a smile. She said with a lilt in her voice and a smile, "I've waited all week for this moment – being here with you."
With that she came into my arms and looking up at me, kissed me. I welcomed her presence as my heart beat again quickened. I kissed her back, moving one hand to stroke her face and move a lock of hair aside. She smiled and pulled away, one of her hands moving to hold one of mine.
"Shall we begin," I said, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism. I was yet uncertain about where any relationship between the two of us might go.
Laura sat and I took her on much the same journey I'd taken Gary in the previous hour. We talked about her growing up, where she got her ideas about what a wife or mother should be like, and how she felt about here life now.
Laura felt her parent's marriage was too quiet and sedate. She felt there should be excitement in a relationship, perhaps not all the time, but often enough to jolt the partners into seeing each other in new ways. Friends and neighbors always seemed to have better and more interesting relationships. She ran though a list of activities and things she observed about them that formed her own principles for a relationship – a relationship she clearly wasn't having with Gary.
I shifted the conversation to her courtship with Gary, trying to find what she felt a few years earlier as they met and decided to marry. She cited the drive Gary had about starting the newspaper, his enthusiasm that had now turned to a quiet joy in his role as owner-editor of the local paper. Laura felt gypped; she'd wanted that same enthusiasm and flamboyance to carry over to her and the marriage. It didn't.
I asked her about what relationships she now saw as role models for her own marriage or relationship. The question stopped her cold. After thinking for a moment, she said in a thoughtful tone, "I don't have any models now." She nodded indicating that she would look at the relationships around her to see how hers compared.
Surprisingly, our hour went quickly. I realized the tension I'd carried through the time she was with me. I was anxious about making a good impression and still churning on the wild thoughts and dreams I'd had about her all week. Despite that I sincerely hoped to help her find some new insights into her own life and marriage, to bring her happiness.
My desk clock gave a gentle bong to signal the hour, a subtle reminder that we were in more than a friendly conversation. Laura sighed and started to gather purse and a sweater she hadn't put on. I stood, feeling I should do something animated rather than sit and watch her leave.
Then I spoke, making an offer so fast I was even surprised, "From what Gary said as he was leaving, it sounds like you're on your own for dinner. Have dinner with me – some place away from Dillon – the Waybridge Inn. We can be there in half an hour this time of day."
She smiled in acceptance but asked, "Aren't you expected home for dinner?"
"One call and that's not a problem." In that instant I knew I was sealing the fate of whatever happened between us. I moved to my desk and make a quick call home, leaving a message on the answering machine as it turned out.
As we walked from my office, we held hands on the way to my car. I drove us to the Waybridge Inn. In the car, Laura put her arm across my shoulders and stroked the back of my neck as I drove. It was distracting, erotic, and the sweetest thing that had happened to me in years. We had a romantic and intimate candlelit dinner. Neither of us ate much, we were just consumed with each other. Beneath the table our legs intertwined and continually moved against each other in a sophisticated and erotic kind of footsie.
Based on my open-ended questions, Laura opened up further about her childhood, parents, her brother and sister, and what her life had been like in school and since she been out of college working.
She turned the tables on me and started to ask me questions about my past and family. I opened up to her, even talking about things Margaret and I never broached – the things that keep me awake at night, my worries, my fears, my desires – besides her. I was level and open, and I held nothing back.
Laura suddenly asked as we sat after dinner had been cleared, "Have you had affairs in the past? Are you having one now?"
I replied honestly, "Yes, but not for some years, and yes, I'm having one now – with you it appears."
My last remark was more calculated to push her in one direction or the other; what were we doing here in the shadows of this romantic inn with all those empty bedrooms above us? What did the small romantic gestures mean – the kisses, the hugs, the touching, and the handholding? I remember thinking I had to know in order to move towards some stability in my mind. I couldn't go through more weeks wondering if she felt about 'us' the same way I did.
Laura smiled and pulled my hand she was holding to her lips and kissed it, her tongue running between the fingers of my hand as she looked at me through shaded eyes. She pulled one of my fingers into her mouth and sucked on it. The moves were sexual, full of lust, and her look held passion and love. Her answer was unequivocal.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked tentatively, testing the water one more time from the last island of safety and sanity I could see. "We can pull back from this edge we seem to be approaching rather rapidly." I knew how I wanted her to answer.
"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," Laura replied softly. She checked her watch a moment and added, "But not tonight. For both our sakes, I think I should just head home so I'm there when Gary finishes. We'll take the rest of the week and think about this to be sure – you especially. You have more to lose." She squeezed my hand.
This time, I was the one that kissed her hand, repeating the sensual gestures she'd bestowed on me a moment before.
We barely spoke in the car driving back to my office. We did, however, hug and kiss rather passionately in the car before Laura pulled away, looked longingly at me and then opened the car door. She thrust a business card at me and said, "My cell phone number is on the back. Don't call in the evening, but please call me. I need to hear your voice – just to talk to you, about anything – the weather, what you had for lunch, your travels, anything." I took the card and Laura vanished across the short distance to her car. We'd parted knowing only that we'd see each other in church the following Sunday and then on Monday afternoon for counseling.
My arrival at home was not a noteworthy event. Margaret was watching television and asked if I'd had a nice dinner. I said I had, and that I had to do some reading before the next morning and that I'd be in my den. She blew a perfunctory kiss in my direction and went back to her program. I showered and put on my nightwear, and then sat in my den in front of my computer with a pile of papers open in front of me.
There's a line Lao-Tzu wrote three thousand years ago in the Tao: 'The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.' I knew that tonight we'd taken the first step on what would be a long and interesting journey with each other.
Deep inside, I knew I'd have a price to pay for this journey. It wouldn't come for free, for instance the way Marsha and I had dallied with each other. No, this trip was going to come at a price. I felt emotions I hadn't felt with Marsha, or for that matter even with Margaret – ever. And, I forgot the Chinese curse: 'May you live in interesting times.'
Already, I could feel a tinge of self-disrespect for the lies I'd have to tell about where I was going to be or where I'd been. I could feel the frantic passion boiling in my brain, wanting to make love to this woman – to bring her to peaks of physical pleasure, even when I was thousands of miles away. I was in love. I was in lust.
I tested whether my attraction to Laura was totally lust for a beautiful younger woman. I tried to dismiss the feelings emanating from my groin. I role-played with myself a conversation with Dean, telling him about what I was about to do and imagining his response. I could hear him saying to tuck my pecker in my pants, and start thinking with my head rather than my dick. My conversation with Dean would of course visit the three decade age difference between Laura and me, with him telling me what a foolish old fart I was for robbing the cradle and seducing a fresh young thing – except I think the seducing that was going on was mutual.
I decided that if our affair proceeded there was no one on the planet I could share my knowledge with. I wondered if Laura would be able to keep the same level of secrecy that I would. I shrugged at the degree of premeditation I had about the events that would unfold between us over the coming weeks, months, and years. How would we get together? Where? Would she make demands? Would I?
Eventually, I poured myself a cognac and sat staring out my den window of the parsonage. As I sipped the rich liqueur I thought with pleasure about what our relationship would be like, what Laura would be like in my life, and I ignored all the other warning signs – at least for that evening.

Chapter 7Desire
"When you know what you want,
and want it bad enough,
you'll find a way to get it."
Jim Rohn
I managed to go two days before I called Laura's cell phone. When she answered she was breathless.
"I've waited every second of every day for you call," She said panting. "Now I leave the phone in my office to go get a cup of coffee and you call." She laughed, the happiness in her voice evident.
I said, "Well, the weather in New York is sunny and about seventy degrees. I'm planning on having a turkey sandwich for lunch from the deli downstairs in this skyscraper where I'm working on the fifty-third floor looking out over Central Park, and I took the shuttle down here from Boston this morning and will be back late tonight." I paused and said, "Well, you asked for the weather, my lunch, and my travels – so there they are." I chuckled at my feeble attempt at humor.
"I love you. I love you. I love you." Laura launched into the repetitive soliloquy all on her own. "I miss you. How am I going to get through entire weeks without seeing you?"
"Perhaps we should schedule in between sessions – although that'd get fishy if no one was paying for it. I can't charge you."
"No, no! You have to keep counseling us. Stretch it out. We'll think of something."
"I'll give you homework this time, but you have to do it. This must look normal."
She said, "Monday night plan to be alone with me. I don't know what we'll do or where, but I want alone time with you. Intimate time. Please."
"I've been a ball of anticipation for weeks and even more these few days. I'll be ready to burst by Monday. Are you coming to the Sunday service?"
"Yes. I cling to every word you speak. How's that for an admission that probably inflates your ego. I love your sermons. I love you."
A secretary came into the conference room I was using with a huge pile of papers as well as my lunch. Behind her two of the execs of the company lingered wanting some of my time. I sighed and said, "I'm afraid I've got to go. They're suddenly lined up at the door. I'll try to call later today or tomorrow. Maybe I can call from the cab on the way to airport."
"I love you."
I replied, "Me too. Be in touch." I pushed the End button on the phone and pocketed the device.

* * * * *Sunday's sermon was on creative dialogue with your partners or friends. I touched on how actions speak louder than words, making priorities, avoiding destructive arguments, being open about your feelings, and being an active listener. Somehow I related it all to Jesus' teachings and few Bible verses.
Gary and Laura sat in the fourth row right in front of the pulpit. I wondered if they knew I'd picked the sermon topic as one way to stimulate their own dialogue about their feelings and their marriage. Even though we had this hazy plan to start an affair, I hadn't given up on their relationship. Some part of my professional ego wanted to save the relationship even while I was setting out to have an affair with one of the participants.
Laura waited patiently in front of Gary in the receiving line after the service. She slavered on the praise for the sermon and noted that she'd taken notes and that she and Gary were going to talk about what I said in terms of their own relationship. Gary looked pained at her words, probably because other people were nearby and could overhear Laura. He shook my hand said a few words, and then the pair departed.
The next day I was a ball of nervous energy. Laura and Gary had a 4:30 p.m. appointment for an hour. In some free moments I planned my approach with them, pulling a few books from my immense library that I might use with them.
When our session started, I led off with a discussion about creative dialogue and how I thought what I'd said the day before applied to the two of them. I got the two of them talking again using the model I'd described in my sermon.
Towards the end of the session I shifted gears and talked about a relatively new book entitled 'Bridging the Intimacy Gap.' The book was a mix of pop psychology, counseling, and sage advice based on research of several hundred couples.
I looked at Gary and said, "I'd like the two of you to read this book before we meet next. I've got to be away for a couple of weeks, so we won't meet again for a month, but in the meantime I think if you both read this and together did the discussion questions at the end of each chapter that you'd make some progress."
Laura reached forward and accepted the book from me. Gary looked distracted, so much so that I asked him, "Is everything all right? Do you mind the homework?"
"Oh, no," Gary said slightly embarrassed by my calling him on his distracted attitude. "There's some rough politics going on in town – around the sewer bond issue and possible favoritism that'll cost the town money. I'm trying to decide how to handle it in the paper. I have to write the editorial on it tonight before we go to press."
Laura rolled her eyes off to his side.
I said, "Well, I think we did pretty well this evening, if you want to duck out a few minutes early that's all right. Laura, can you stay and we'll chat a few moments?"
Gary looked relieved and actually thanked me to letting him leave five minutes early in our session. He bolted out the door. A minute later, through the open window, we could hear his car start up and leave the parking lot. Laura and I had sat in silence looking at each other, and waiting for his certain departure.
I said, "What now?"
Laura said softly, "You come and kiss me."
I did, putting my arms on the arms of her chair as I bent to tenderly kiss her. Laura raised her face to me, tenderly took my face in her hands, and we kissed. There was electricity between us – a crackling and sparking of the passion we both had hidden beneath our calm exteriors.
"Would you care to come over to the couch with me," I suggested in a tentative tone. I gestured with my head towards the dark leather sofa.
"Absolutely," Laura whispered.
She rose from the chair and moved into my arms. She pushed her body against mine, intentionally grinding her pelvis against mine. I was swollen in anticipation and knew she could feel my fullness the way she rubbed against me. Her mouth found mine again and we kissed with even more passion, this time her tongue pushed into my mouth. She quickly became insatiable, and I joined in her madness for our coupling.
As we kissed Laura grabbed one of my hands and pulled it to her breast. She pulled from our kiss just for a few seconds and gasped, "Feel me. You arouse me. Make love to me. Fuck me, here, right now." She took both hands and started to frantically unbutton my shirt. As we fumbled with each other's clothing, she backed me towards the sofa.
I moved to pull her blouse up over her head. She held her arms up, and I pulled the garment up and over her. I sucked in a hard breath as Laura went back to work on my shirt buttons. Her skin was perfect – smooth, tan lines along the edge of her lacy beige bra, a few perfectly placed freckles for definition. She was as beautiful as I'd thought. I reached behind and undid the clasp of the bra.
My shirt came fully undone and I shed it along with the t-shirt I wore beneath it. Her hands fumbled with my belt buckle and then my zipper, her bra hanging loosely in front of her. She yanked down my pants and briefs. I did the same to her, removing the small thong she wore. We cast our remnants of clothing into untidy piles on the floor.
We looked at each other's nudity. She smiled and came back into my arms. Our naked bodies rubbed and clung to each other, the erect points of her breasts pressing erotically into my chest. We kissed and then my mouth was on her breasts. We were noisy and rushed.
She stopped me for a second, dropped and took me into her mouth. A few seconds later she said in a sexy whisper, "Enough foreplay, I want you ... now. I've waited for weeks." She pulled me down into her arms as she lay back on the sofa.
Our lovemaking was frantic and fast. We were consumed with the passion we felt for each other. I was much rougher than I'd ever been, and Laura kept urging me on with her comments and instructions – harder, faster, again, more, and oh god seemed to be the words I heard most in those few minutes.
We came in a blaze of glory; crackling and sparking fireworks went off everywhere around us as our orgasms hit. I couldn't remember cuming as hard, and obviously Laura had some kind of peak experience. We lay together without separating from each other. Her kisses rained down on every part of my body. I left no part of her form untouched and unloved. There was no cessation in the passion we felt for each other.



Laura told me she wanted me again, and moved to rejuvenate me. I found myself surprised at my responsiveness to her ministrations. The second time we made love, we were more tender and loving. The passion was still there, yet it was as though we wanted to have two separate memories to recall when we were apart – a rough, rushed passionate fuck and the gentle and romantic making love.
Eventually, we sat naked on the floor of my office leaning against the sofa, my arms wrapped around her. We kissed often – hard and wild, soft and tenderly, and everything in between. I stroked her body, and she reciprocated touching me everywhere.
I finally spoke, "Laura, I love you. I knew it the instant you walked into my life – that first day weeks ago."
She kissed me and whispered to me, "Jon, you are the love of my life. I love you too."
I wondered what we were to do with our newfound attraction and discovery of each other. I raised my thoughts with her: "Can we be together again? What are you feeling?"
Laura said, "Oh God, yes, I want to be with you every moment of every day – like this or just together." She was then pensive for a moment. "For now, I think our lives should stay the same. We won't upset any apple carts, at least for now. We'll have to see how we feel about each other and this – us – over time. My mind has been fried by you – by my thoughts about you." She looked at me tentatively and asked, "Is that all right? I mean I ..."
I interrupted her: "No, that's perfect for now. My brain is a jumble too with nothing but thoughts of love for you. It's not normal and I know things will quiet down. We're in what is known as the infatuation phase; it passes and hard to believe but we'll think more rationally about this – us – in a few weeks. Then we can see if we want to do anything differently. Right now I feel as though I'm in a fairy tale with you."
"I'm madly in love with you," She whispered as she turned to me for a kiss, the nipples of her stimulated breasts again rubbing lightly across my chest as she squirmed for greater body contact with me. I felt arousal again, but knew it would futile to try to start a third round of lovemaking at my age.
I glanced at the clock. We'd only been together an hour. So much had happened in that time. My life had changed. My love had changed. I knew I'd spend days sorting out what happened between us, and thinking of things I wished I'd said or done – ways I would think to show or tell her I loved her and wanted her with me. I was surprised at what an incurable romantic I had suddenly become.
Laura said, "I don't want to leave. I just want to stay like this all night."
"You might be missed," I suggested.
"Poor Gary. He's all wrapped up in the paper. His intentions towards me and our marriage are good, but his first love always has been and always will be the paper."
We kissed some more and I stroked her pubic hair. I liked the bristly feel against my fingertips. Laura seemed to like it too.
About seven o'clock Laura said, "I guess I should probably go."
"I have a couple of thousand questions for you," I said as I stood. I extended a hand to help her up, and then pulled her naked body against mine one more time. We kissed as we fondled each other's genitals more in teasing gestures than with the expectation of anything further happening between us.
"Dinner?" I asked.
"I suppose."
I suggested, "Can we take something to Gary? Pizza or something?"
She cocked her head to one side and said, "I'll see." She walked across my office in her nakedness, a picture of beauty I'll never forget, and found her purse and cell phone. I listened to her place the call and have a brief conversation with her husband. The result was that Gary told her he already had a cold pizza sitting on his desk as he worked on his editorial.
We dressed, but not without a further pressing together of nude bodies and kisses. I noticed my office had the musky smell of sex to it. I hadn't experienced that for years, not really since Marsha and I had last shacked up at some motel around the Boston loop. This was different in so many ways; there was love here. Marsha was a fuck buddy, but Laura was my love. I left a window open, noting as I did that the doors to the office had been completely unlocked the entire time we'd been together; anyone could have wandered in and discovered us. I resolved to have my brain more in gear when we did this again.
We did dinner at a local tavern that was also known for its good food. I noticed a few parishioners there, so we kept things quite formal and business looking. We did share a few clandestine kisses in the parking lot before we both headed home.
To be continued
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Chapter 8Fever
"Passion in all its forms is a mental thirst, a fever,
a torturing unrest. As a fire consumes a magnificent building, ...
so are men consumed by the flames of passions,
and their deeds and works fall and perish."
James Allen
The next six months were a blur. The one consuming memory of that time is that Laura and I were frequently in bed somewhere making love. We were each burning up with the love we felt for each other.
The counseling to Gary and Laura at best was a neutral activity designed by me to not elicit any change in the relationship either way. I was having the couple read a book a month about relationships and giving them homework to discuss. Behind the scenes I'd coach Laura on how to prolong the discussion and how to avoid closure at either end of the relationship scale. Some special elections and referendum votes were coming in the county and Gary was wrapped up doing news coverage of the events; he seemed just as glad for the coasting we'd created in their marriage.
With various subterfuges, lies, and obfuscations, Laura and I actually got to spend five days together in Key West just after New Years. We alternated between wild and uninhibited sex and prowling the bars of the City looking for great music where we could dance and conduct the foreplay before our next fornication.
I couldn't remember a time when I'd been so horny – so singly focused on sex and on one person – Laura. We constantly touched, often in intimate places even though we were in public. Laura constantly whispered sexual things to me – things about how she'd enjoyed and was still resonating from our most recent sexual romp, or plans she had for how or where she intended to turn me every which way but loose.
Our first night in Key West we went to a bar with a good blues band. Laura pulled me into a stall in the ladies room and had me fuck her right there while she bent over the toilet and screamed encouraging words to me. Several other people – women I presume – came into the room, but no one disturbed us. Laura looked amazingly satisfied when we returned to our table.
As we sat listening to the music, Laura leaned forward and put her tongue in my ear. She then proceeded to describe to me her skills at fellatio. She assured me that I would be more than satisfied with her blowjob, and that she was on a mission to be sure it happened before we got back to our motel. She went into great detail, and I was hard the entire time we were at the bar.
On our walk back to the motel, she pulled me into an alleyway and had me sit on the hood of a car. There she proceeded to pull my manhood from my shorts and slaver over me for fifteen minutes, as crowds of people walked by at the head of the alley along the main street. Somehow, I was so lost in the sexuality of the trip, of Laura, of even myself, that I didn't care what we did or how or where.
The next evening we went to an outdoor concert with a series of rock bands. Laura pulled me behind a tarp suspended on wires that served as a windbreak and security barrier for those at the concert. With hundreds of people only a few feet away, she stripped off her shorts and thong and sat on the large black boxes that had contained some of the audio equipment on the stage. We coupled, oblivious of the crowd or the risk of being caught. When Laura came, she screamed out her orgasm to the stars overhead. Fortunately, the band playing on stage was loud and her screams of lust were washed away in the rest of the concert noise.
The rest of the Key West week went that way. I remember thinking that my manhood was on trial. Fortunately, I rose to the challenge of keeping a young horny woman satisfied. We parted company in Miami: I headed to Chicago for a day of business, and Laura flew home from what had been billed ostensibly as a visit with one of her old classmates in Fort Lauderdale. As I sat on the plane flying north, I couldn't recall being so sexually sated in my entire life. Later, Laura told me she'd had the same thought.
We were able to get together two or three times a week once we were back in Massachusetts. One of us would check into a motel miles away from Dillon and then we'd have our time together. We telephoned each other a couple of times a day, often at specified times so there wouldn't be others answering or listening in to half a conversation. There were a lot of 'I love you's' in those conversations.
We were entranced with each other. Laura hung on every word I said, and continually told me I was the most talented and brilliant man on the planet. I found her willingness to learn, her approach to problem solving, and her sense of humor captivating. I could go on with many other traits we discovered about each other. Somehow we never displayed our dark sides to the other, nor any anger or ill temper. The only time I saw frustration from Laura was when we couldn't schedule alone time together, or at her husband during a counseling session. Even then, it was measured and controlled.
Laura went on several committees in the church, so we had a chance to interact occasionally in those milieus. I chuckled one time when I realized that she was seeing more of Margaret in those settings than me. I usually left the committees to her or one of the assistant ministers.
Less romantic were the occasional Monday night counseling sessions with Laura and her husband, and most Sundays a chance to see each other after the service albeit in the presence of several hundred other parishioners.
The counseling wavered between once or twice a month, with Laura and Gary having homework in the intervening space. One book we spent a particularly long time on was Gary Chapman's 'The Five Love Languages.' We spent several sessions talking about how each of them liked to be loved in the book's paradigm: words of affirmation, quality time, acts of service, receiving gifts, and physical touch.
I guessed that Laura wanted words of affirmation and physical touch. These fit our own relationship since I couldn't spend but a few hours of quality time with her in any week, we'd skipped gifting to each other – except of ourselves, and we weren't in a position to do little things for each other around each other's house. As we did some of the exercises in the book, Laura did indeed prove to fit my expectation.
I could now see why at least Laura thought their marriage wasn't working. Gary was economical in his discussions with her, seldom telling her he loved her or validating her role and performance in their relationship.
After several weeks of discussion and a number of exercises from the book, Gary turned out to value acts of service and gifts. Laura wasn't attuned to either of those love languages. She felt that the service acts for him were anti-feminist, and placed her in a subservient role. Laura was anything but the docile, passive, and compliant wife. To her, having to buy gifts, however small, for a man also smacked of servitude.
After about six weeks of kicking these topics around, and slowing reaching the epiphanies about their behavior with one another, I tried to help them negotiate a behavior contact with each other, one where they would humor the others love languages for a few months and see how it went. Both parties would have to move off of their entrenched positions to make this work.
As Laura and I lay in bed one day enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking, I coached her on things to do to help Gary. It was anachronistic and we both chuckled over the situation and venue for my counseling to her. Nonetheless, she took the advice and pledged to buy a few things appropriate to the editor of a local newspaper, and to start to do little things around the house or Gary's office to send love signals to him.
Gary tried to do things that would appeal to Laura too. In a one-on-one session with him we drew up a list of situations where he could use various words of affirmation. He would have to change and be more observant of her behavior, and reward her with gratitude, appreciation, and love for what she'd done. Overall, I thought I'd done a decent job of counseling him.
What we hadn't discussed so much, in part because of its obvious nature and the fact the topic was so well covered in the book, was the issue of physical touch. To take things in the 'right' direction as Gary saw it, he started to come on to Laura more frequently. Besides holding her hand or the more public displays of affection, he turned up the heat on their conjugal bed.
Laura was caught off guard more than once after we'd made love during the day, to find that she also had a happy and horny husband when she got home. Gary was random, a point that started to make planning our liaisons more difficult. One solution was for her to be sure and bathe fully before we parted, but sometimes that wasn't enough. Certainly her need for physical touch was lower after we'd been together, so by the time she got home she was sometimes just not in the mood. Laura's behavior in the face of her comments several sessions earlier about the importance of physical touch puzzled Gary and was a topic that came up in one of our counseling sessions, specifically the signals he should look for that she wanted to be touched.
Each counseling session we had and each liaison that Laura and I had seemed to be taking us further and further down an unpredictable path. At one point I thought I knew how our affair would end: we'd come through the infatuation phase into something more steady and mundane, interest would wane for any number of reasons, and we'd eventually part. I expected we'd each grieve over the affair in our own way after it ended, the excitement of the illicit relationship would be missed, but we'd remain knowing friends – always ready to reach out to help the other with a loving word or deed. There were other paths but I didn't hold them in my thinking.
The love I felt for Laura spilled over into my other relationships. I found myself becoming more caring and expressive towards Margaret and my now grown children. Our conversations were more intimate and revealing about how we felt about issues surrounding the family or what was in the press.
I took Margaret to lunch more often, brought her flowers on a special occasion, bought an expensive pendant for her birthday, and in general became more attentive and loving. It was effortless on my part, just part of what I was feeling for the entire world as I walked around on clouds of love.
Mae, Margaret's ninety-year-old mother, became increasingly befuddled with dementia; she required increasing medical and nursing care. She'd lived with us for a good portion of the past three decades, and had been a fixture and given in our household. Some of my private periods of estrangement from my wife were rationalized around Mae's dominating presence. Now we needed to do something about Mae.
Margaret and I opened a dialogue about how to care for her in her waning years, a dialogue that revealed a great deal about how we felt about our own mortality and care as we aged. Joy and Heather, our older girls, became a party to the conversation too. Between discussions each of us did some homework on alternatives and their costs.
Part of the discussion about Mae also devolved into a discussion about the family structure, in particularly how Margaret would feel without her mother and companion being close at hand in the household. While she was ready for her eventual passing, putting her in a nearby nursing home seemed an unattractive option unless I was going to be at home more to fill the friendship gap. Not seeing any options, I pledged to be more available in the coming months. Mae went into a nearby nursing home two weeks later.
The prevarications Laura and I had to tell to create time together became more and more complex. Although we both found it a dubious task, we would carefully craft our stories to cover our time together. At times the task was daunting, yet we forged ahead with our liaisons at motels or inns away from Dillon.
Laura and I drove up to Maine one day in the late spring. I went ostensibly to oversee getting the boat into the water. Laura was supposedly out all day taking a class on volunteerism. In fact, the boat was already in the water, and Laura's class had taken place the week before with the byproduct of a recording of the entire class that she'd already listened to in her spare time. Thus, we spent the day on the sloop, making love and cooing into each other's ears about how we dearly loved our time together.
Even though it was over an hour away from Dillon, the boat became a love nest for the two of us over the summer. Margaret had never been all that enthralled with sailing, but humored my mid-week afternoon jaunts to the sloop for an outing. A hundred dollar tip assured the secrecy of the harbormaster that would ferry Laura and I out to the sloop. Apparently, yachts were favored locales for afternoon dalliances.
When we did take the sloop out sailing, seeking some recovery time between our sexual bouts in the master bunk below decks, Laura would often be nude as she moved around the boat in the warm summer air. She was provocative, and as usual continued her erotic chatter about what we had done, were doing, or would do. To this day, I will carry a vision of her swinging naked from the mast of the boat like a stripper might use the pole in some sleazy bar, and trying to lure me into making love out in the open atop the foredeck hatch. After very little negotiation, we made love in the cockpit of the boat.
To celebrate the one-year anniversary of our affair, I bought Laura an expensive diamond pendant on a silver chain. The gift cost over $3,000, yet it was an expression of caring and love from my heart. The gift required a story as to how she had acquired the necklace. She made an expensive purchase of cosmetics at one of the malls, and cajoled the sales clerk into giving her a 'general merchandise' receipt that she later told Gary was the cost of the beautiful necklace. From that day forward she was never without the necklace.
Throughout my preoccupation with Laura, I maintained the frantic lifestyle I'd created for myself in the other parts of my life. The counseling work continued unabated with a constant flow of new patients or couples seeking peace, connectedness, and love in their lives. My ministerial work led me to some of the best sermons I'd ever written. As the Internet came along, most of them went online and produced even more revenue for the Dillon Church. My Sunday television show continued, and Marsha, my old lover and friend became the only person in the universe to know that I carried two loves in my heart: Margaret and Laura. She smiled, gave me her be cautious look, and a hug.
The corporate world continued to beckon to me and occupied most of my weekly time. Inevitably it required travel to some far-flung corner of the world, and the travel required a juggling of life with Margaret, Laura, the Church, and my patients. After one international trip that lasted a week, I felt it took me a month to get everything and everyone back on an even keel.
Dean and I continued to have lunch every week or so. When we did meet our discussions were briefly about our formal families and then hours on business development and expansion. Dean led the sell-off of one major part of the company – a move that generated a huge amount of corporate cash, drove the stock even higher, and brought significant attention to the company as one that was going places. Our pictures got in the Boston papers as a result of the sale. That photo turned out to be the spark in a tinder dry forest.

Chapter 8Conflagration
"Those that with haste will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with weak straws."
Shakespeare
"Gary is starting to grill me about where I've been each day; it's like he's trying to put together a minute-by-minute accounting of my time. He even wants to go with me on some of my errands. I guess he can do that now that he's hired an associate editor." Laura complained to me over one of our clandestine telephone calls. She was walking around her neighborhood getting some exercise and using her cell phone as we talked.
I spoke to the same theme, "Perhaps we should cool it this week. I've been out of the house too much too. Let's plan something next week. Does that work for you?"
"Yes, but I'll miss you dearly. You're the drug in my life that I'm hooked on – maybe late Monday. Gary will be wrapped up putting the weekly edition to bed. Can we use your office? It'll have to be quick." I could hear Laura panting as she spoke the plans for our next liaison. She went on, "If something comes up I'll call your cell phone. I'll come by about six-thirty."
Gary and Laura were at the Sunday service, however, we didn't speak to each other. I talked about faith – citing Hebrews 11:1 to the congregation as the starting point: 'the substance of things hoped for, and the evidence of things not seen.' I waxed eloquent about things to hope for, and then on how our prayers for things not seen can be answered.
As I talked I periodically checked in with Laura and Gary. Laura looked ecstatic and, as usual, seemed to hang on my every word; I could tell she loved me. I was trying to entertain 'her': to make her happy and joyful, to bring some thought provoking ideas to her, to help her see new and spiritual ways to a secure and loving future. Gary, on the other hand, looked glum and almost angry – anger that I took personally. His brow was furrowed throughout my talk, almost as though he was questioning not only the concept of faith, but also my credentials and beliefs about the subject.
My gaze shifted to Margaret and Joy, sitting together in the first row. Both looked pensive as they thought about my homily, but their eyes were glassy as though they'd disconnected temporarily from what I was saying and what was going on around them. I realized I was imparting my own interpretation of emotions to the various people I knew well in the congregation. What I attributed to them I was making personal, yet I had no way of really reading their thoughts or emotions.
Monday, Laura slipped into my office at 6:30, about a half hour after my last patient left. I locked up behind her, and we made love. It was rushed, and we both had other agendas we were worried about. There was relief and pleasure in our meeting, but by 7:00 she was gone. I had an empty feeling. I headed home for a late dinner with Margaret.
Tuesday is the day I'll always remember. This was a counseling day starting early and going right up until five o'clock when I'd have to run to the airport and fly to Atlanta for an early start the next morning for Triax.
My after-lunch patient left, giving me a half hour before the next patient for clinical notes and some telephone calls. Things were so quiet in my office I could hear the over tones of a telephone conversation my receptionist was having in the anteroom.
June Winters, the pretty middle-aged woman that kept my part-time counseling practice squared away and on track, appeared at the door a few minutes later. She had a worried look on her face. "I've got to run out for two minutes; I'll be right back." I nodded and waved to her to go.
A few minutes later I heard June return to the office. After a period of silence, she reappeared at my office door holding a copy of the local newspaper – Gary Wayne's newspaper. She was silent until I looked up at her questioning stare.
"What's up?" I asked.
After a long silence June said flatly, "Have you been having an affair with Laura Wayne?"



The bluntness of her question hit me between the eyes. It was the last question I would have expected from her. My silence to her was my answer to the challenge. There was no doubt to her what my inability to answer meant. I couldn't lie to her at this point.
"Dr. Craig, I can't work for you any more." A further slap from her was the use of my surname and the term doctor; she'd always called me 'Jon' – something I'd encouraged keeping the office atmosphere light and informal.
June walked forward and handed me the new copy of the Chashin River Weekly. She whispered, "Goodbye Jon." I knew in that instant I'd never see her again.
The paper was folded to reveal a full-page, large-type, editorial by Gary Wayne. I read the whole text as I listened June gather her things and leave. She was crying.

* * * * *Editorial: A Violation of Trust and Duty
A personal transgression that would horrify any of you recently beset my family, caused by and aggravated by an individual in whom I placed my trust, faith, and reliance – Rev. Dr. Jon Craig, marriage counselor and senior minister of Dillon's largest church.
A year ago my wife and I sought Dr. Craig's counseling help with our marriage and soon joined his church as well. Like many couples, our relationship suffered from my workaholic nature, uneven expectations, and inadequate two-way communication. We were not facing divorce, but my wife and I both wanted our relationship to be stronger and more loving. When we started we both realized we would have to change some bad habits we'd each developed.
Soon after we started our counseling, my wife and Dr. Craig commenced a love affair that has now gone on for over a year. By this editorial I announce to them that their trysts are no longer a secret. My wife, Laura, is being served divorce papers today, and Dr. Craig will be cited soon in a lawsuit for alienation of affection – my pity for Dr. Craig's wife and family, particularly if he leaves their sanity for the insanity of my soon to be ex-wife.
My discovery of the affair a few months ago prompted me to renew my efforts to rescue my marriage. I won't go into the details, however, I believe I went way beyond what a reasonable man would do to rekindle my wife's love and regain her full affection. After I realized that salvage was impossible, I turned to an outside agency to collect the information I would need in the forthcoming legal proceedings.
I struggled with forgiveness for Laura, but realize that it is her nature to lie, cheat and violate the vows of our marriage. Her behavior goes beyond the carnal affair, and is rooted deep in her personality. I have come to realize that it was her repugnant behavior that started the liaison, and her vile and base behavior that sustained the illicit affair. While she might feign innocence, she used her sex, her sexuality and her vile creativity to sustain the illicit relationship. She is evil and has a dark side that I will never be able to live with.
The scandal here goes beyond the clandestine love affair between the couple, to the outrageous conduct of Dr. Craig. Learning of the affair I reviewed every detail of our counseling sessions with him including the suggestions and recommendations he gave to us. I am aided by a detailed personal journal I kept about our counseling. In my review, I find his advice wanting. He acted with malice and bias. His advice was contrary to our well being as a couple paying him from our own pockets for sage advice about how to sustain our relationship, and certainly against my best interests as a husband seeking a stronger relationship with his wife. I recently verified his bad counsel to me with two other well-known marriage counselors.
Dr. Craig acted unethically. He stood in a position of trust from which he should have acted impartially and in good faith. The least he could have done was recuse himself from working with us, passing us to his colleague and partner – a reputable therapist now tarnished by association with Craig. Dr. Craig had a fiduciary relation to my wife and I – one of confidence, faith, reliance, and trust. He was to have given his best effort to help us achieve our explicit goals, and not his own lustful and ultimately destructive ends. Rather he pursued a course of action, together with my wife, that brought out the worst in both of them.
Dr. Craig should withdraw for the remainder of his life from counseling work. The professional and licensing organizations should revoke his credentials. An affair with a married patient is verboten in the counseling field, and the grounds for license revocation.
Dr. Craig also should resign as a minister, having disgraced pulpit and congregation by his actions. If you believe, as I do, that a minister must be the moral compass of the community, then this community has been led seriously in the wrong direction by this ego-driven personality. The Dillon Free Church can do better than to have such a glaring example of bad behavior as their senior minister.
The corporate boards Dr. Craig serves on (e.g., Triax, Menthen Oil, Biodon, and others) would do well to evaluate his performance and ethics in the face of his behavior; any board retaining his services signals its approval and acceptance such actions as lying, cheating, stealing another man's wife and family hopes, and infidelity. What values do you want from your corporation and your employees? If he remains, all your business dealings become suspect in the global marketplace.
Lastly, if any of you have a personal relationship with Dr. Craig, you might want to rethink your friendships. After all, a person is known by the company they keep.
Respectfully,
Gary Wayne, Editor, Owner, Husband

* * * * *As I finished I felt like a truck had hit me. My stomach suddenly felt hallowed out and empty. I'd gotten the kick in gut that I'd somehow expected all these months. It was worse than expected.
I reached for the phone, thinking I'd call someone – Gary? Laura? Margaret? My children? Dean? It rang before I got to it.
"Hello"
"Jon, this is Brent Winters from the Church. The Board of Trustees is having an emergency meeting this evening at seven o'clock. You have to be there. No excuses." His voice was clipped and brusque; there was no doubt this was a command performance.
I mumbled something about canceling my travel plans for the evening and being there. I knew immediately what the fallout would be: in four hours I would cease to be a senior minister or have any affiliation with the Dillon Free Church. I guessed that my actions would also be reported to the Synod that oversaw the doings of the sect. I would shortly be defrocked. I'd seen it happen to other ministers, yet I'd always thought I was above all that – it'd never happen to me.
I posted a handwritten sign on the office door that said the office was closed due to an emergency, turned out the lights, and sat for a while staring into space. I tried to call Laura, however, she didn't answer her phone. I decided that the time for apologies to her husband had long since past. As I sat thinking, the phone range incessantly, so much so that I finally turned the ringer off. My cell phone rang once; I could see the call was from Margaret, but I wasn't ready to talk to her yet.
I decided to go home in the late afternoon. In all my thinking I only arrived at one conclusion: I needed a stiff drink.
Margaret was sitting in the living room when I came in. She was in a straight chair, her back ramrod straight. She looked at me, but didn't say anything. She didn't have to. On the coffee table beside her was the local paper open to Gary's diatribe against Laura and me.
"Margaret, I'm sorry – so sorry that it went this way. I still love you, but I ... well, I guess you think I don't – that I didn't." She nodded. Her face was ashen.
"Do you want me to leave?" I asked, hopeful that I might get a reprieve in this theater of my life.
"Yes," She said instantly and firmly, looking at me with an almost angelic appearance and the trace of smile on her lips. After a long hesitation she added in a polite tone, "Don't come back." In that instant I realized that she'd had far more power and influence in my life than I had ever given her credit for.
I nodded and went to pack. I stopped in the kitchen and poured myself a tall straight shot of Kentucky bourbon.
A half-hour later I lugged two large suitcases downstairs and put them in the trunk of my car. I tossed a few other things from my closet into the backseat.
I went to find Margaret again, to let her know I was leaving. She was sitting in the dim light in the same chair. She hadn't moved.
"I'm going now. I can't take everything. I'll have to come back some time. I'll call." I paused and added, "Tonight I'll probably lose the minister's job. We'll have to move, but they'll give us some time to get out."
She nodded slowly, accepting the edict. She locked eyes with me and whispered, "You bastard!" She paused and reiterated, "You stupid, stupid bastard!"
I accepted her edict, nodded "Goodbye," and walked out the front door of the parsonage.

* * * * *The meeting with the Dillon Church trustees went about as I had expected. They asked if the allegations in the paper were true. I told them that for the most part they were. I didn't try to make up excuses or rationalizations. I didn't prevaricate.
It was a short meeting. They asked for my resignation. I'd already prepared a handwritten letter to them resigning immediately for personal reasons. They were subdued, didn't rub in the anger they probably felt, and gave us sixty days to vacate the parsonage. I asked if one of the women would call Margaret and inform her of the sixty-day window; I explained that she knew we'd have to leave quickly.
I tried to call Laura again that evening, several times. Again there was no answer.
I went to a Motel 6 that Laura and I had frequented, checking in with no clear departure date. I left a message for Laura telling her where I was, hoping that she might join me. I called and left a message for Pearl, my assistant, to let her know where I was and that I was only available on my cell phone. By that hour she'd be home with her family, and I didn't want to disturb her.
That night I didn't sleep. I lay awake stewing about the mess my life had suddenly become. I couldn't be angry with Gary, after all it was his life we'd messed with – his family that had been torn apart – and now my family. I wondered what I would have done in the same circumstances.

Chapter 10Ashes
"I tell you the past is a bucket of ashes, so live not in your yesterdays,
nor just for tomorrow, but in the here and now. Keep moving and
forget post mortems; and remember, no one can get a jump on the future."
Carl Sandburg
Gary Wayne's editorial was picked up by the Boston Globe in a story they wrote about the meteoric rise and fall of the famous Dillon Church minister. The article, including an inset repeating the entire editorial, headlined the first page of Section B of popular area newspaper. My cropped image from the photo that had appeared with Dean only days earlier also appeared on the page; fortunately, they'd excised Dean from the photo. Things like this sold newspapers, and gave the public a lurid love affair to discuss over their breakfasts. Later I'd find that some of the out-of-town papers also carried their 'scoop.'
I found out about the Globe article from Pearl who called my cell phone first thing in the morning. She resigned, and not without giving me a piece of her mind for what I'd done to my family. Before she hung up she told me I had calls from Dean, Marsha, and Joy. I wondered why none of them had called my cell phone.
I tried to call Laura, but again there was no answer on her cell phone. I was now worried about her. We'd hadn't gone this long without talking for months, usually talking two or three times a day. I needed her.
My next call was to Lee Reynolds, my lawyer. Lee had read the article. He recommended I start making telephone calls to everyone with whom I had a business connection, explaining how the article was way over the top by a vindictive husband. He wanted to know if I wanted to pursue any legal action against Wayne or his newspaper. I told him I'd think about it, but for now the answer was 'no'.
I called Dean next. He acknowledged the article, flatly telling me what a stupid ass I was. He also told me I'd pushed our friendship to the limit, but that he'd probably cool down but that our relationship would never be the same. He also politely demanded my resignation from the Triax board. He suggested I resign from all the other boards I was on too, since I was now a colossal source of embarrassment to each. I accepted his advice, spending the rest of the morning on the phone doing mea culpas and promising to follow up my verbal resignations with letters.
My call to Marsha also yielded predictable results. I was no longer a TV personality. She commiserated with me about the situation and how public it had become. I wasn't reassured when she told me to check back with her in six months. "People have a short memory. They'll remember your name but forget why they know it, and even if they do remember, you'll have media draw." She recalled the episode with Ted Turner to me, and how Jane Fonda has roasted him to a crisp in the press over his marital transgressions. She, at least, seemed sincere when she asked me to stay in touch.
My daughter Joy was pissed. She tore into me more than any of the others had, even screaming my demise into the phone. I took it. I'd earned it. I wasn't sure we'd ever talk again when I hung up. Neither Heather nor Patrick answered my calls; I left messages.
Lee caught me between calls at that point to suggest some action with my banks and credit cards. "If Margaret takes legal action, you may suddenly find your joint accounts frozen or empty. You'd better do something fast." Pearl and I had handled all the family finances, so I doubted Margaret would know what to do, however, I took Lee's advice.
An hour later, I'd taken half the cash from our various accounts, leaving the rest for Margaret to use as she saw fit. Our equities and other holdings were wrapped up in estate trusts that would require our lawyers to untangle and divide up if things got that far.
I thought about eating lunch while I was out, however, I still felt like I was ill. The extent of my physical reaction to Gary's article and the fallout amazed me. I went back to the motel and started to make a 'to do' list. I wasn't operating on all cylinders; I needed more personal organization that I was used to. I was also partially hung-over from drinking the night before.
To my surprise, Pearl called me in mid-afternoon. Her initial 'hello' was very subdued, almost somber. She slowly said, "Jon, I had to call ... there's news you should know ... no one else would probably tell you and it's not public yet ... it's about Laura Wayne." In that instant tears welled up in my eyes, and I knew she was gone.
Pearl continued in a sympathetic tone, "I'm so sorry to have to tell you ... Laura was in a fatal car accident in the early morning hours – really late last night. From what I was told she hit an abutment on the Interstate up in New Hampshire. She was going very fast – the police said over a hundred miles an hour. There was nothing left of the car. She died instantly." She paused and her voice cracked, "Jon, The police think it was a suicide." I sobbed.
There was a long silence then Pearl added, "I'm so sorry all this has come into your life. I don't condone what you did, but you're really getting a heavy dose of payback. Don't you do anything like that." She sounded sincere, and I guess there was still some currency there. My voice was raw as I choked back tears when I thanked her for letting me know.
I was numb. I looked at my cell phone. Yesterday morning I'd called Laura while I was driving to work. She was so happy to hear from me. We didn't talk long, just a few words about our plans for the day, and then our 'I love you's to each other. I had the urge to call her, just to be sure. What if she answered – was alive – could be with me again – could leave and go away with me somewhere far away to some place where we could start again, just the two of us. I sat a long time with my denial.
I'd preached about facing reality and moving out of denial as fast as possible. I walked outside my motel room into the afternoon air. Traffic roared past on Route 1, oblivious to the passing of the person I'd come to love the most.
A wave of self-pity swept over me too. In the span of twenty-four hours I'd lost it all. I shook my head in disbelief. I'd lost my dear friend and lover. I would have never guessed that Laura was suicidal. I'd never seen the signals. We'd never talked about something like that. Were the symptoms there in her wild emotions around our passion?
Dean thought I was an ass – and he was right. Margaret and the kids might never talk to me again. Every part of my career had shattered like a crystal goblet dropped on a stone floor: the ministry, the boards, the counseling, and the television show. I was a pariah.
I went back into my motel room and threw myself on the bed. I sobbed for hours. I rethought my whole relationship with Laura, revisiting all the times we'd been together. I imagined there was some huge scale in the sky that was balancing all the good times we had with Laura's death and the terrible things that had just happened in my life. Karma – that's what I'd created, and now it was all coming back to my doorstep.
Night had fallen when I finally arose from wallowing in my grief. I walked the rundown neighborhood behind the motel just to get out of the motel room. I needed fresh air and a lot of time to think, but I couldn't go a hundred feet without sobbing and tears blocking my vision. I bought a bottle and drank. It was a rough night.

Epilogue"Healing is about letting go of everything that isn't you –
all the expectations, all of the beliefs –
and becoming who you are."
Rachel Naomi Remen
The sloop had keeled over to almost thirty degrees in the strong wind. We raced with the wind at our backs, now drawing us towards the southwest. In the hazy distance was the Maine coast, almost a memory through the wind swept foam of the white caps around us.
Margaret gave up reading when the boat came about and keeled over to the steep angle. She'd tucked the book below where it would stay dry. Now and then on this tack an occasional wave swept over the bow and sent spray to her reading alcove. She smiled across at me. The wind whipped through the rigging; the halyards occasionally moaned. Patrick, my son, was at the wheel, now playing captain – a determined look on his face, his yellow slicker wet with the sea. His sisters had passed up the windy afternoon cruise.
I sat to Patrick's side opposite Margaret with rivulets of the Atlantic running down my back from the last wave. We laughed. I checked the new GPS receiver to see where we were relative to the safety of the port. As I did, I noticed the date – my own personal day of infamy. Three years earlier was the day of Gary Wayne's editorial – and the night of Laura's death. I'd grieved for months, as much for Laura as for the person I'd once been – the person I'd really wanted to become.
After a month of depression in that motel in Revere, I was a wreck and was well on my way to a new career as a hopeless alcoholic. That was when Dean had found me: drunk, unshaven for days, incoherent, and melancholy beyond description. He talked to me about reform. I came out of my fog a little with his help, enough to begin healing. He told me he didn't know what reform would mean for me, but he knew that was what I needed. Dean thought I was redeemable. At the time I was almost ready to follow Laura into that unknown darkness.



Dean took me to Maine. I took refuge by the ocean at our cottage. I walked the beach for hours each day regardless of the weather: thinking, meditating, praying, and finding a new God. I cried often. I read voraciously, seeking guidance and answers to my prayers. I'd seen other people change themselves in times of crisis. I talked to some of them about how they did it. They served as my role models and a few as my mentors.
I raged at myself – the anger palpable as I screamed my fury at the ocean. I talked to the gulls and the sandpipers. Try as I might, I couldn't always be constructive, particularly when I looked at the twisted path of destruction I'd left behind me in Dillon – in my life and in the lives of those around me.
I took ownership and responsibility for my actions in the debacle. I couldn't be any type of victim in all of this. Gradually, I detached from the old, ego-based life style and from the grief Laura and I had caused each other. Detaching from possessions and life style turned out to be easier than I thought. It was hardest to detach from the intangible, like love of my family, my reputation, and the addictive behavior success bred – all the things my ego thrived on.
Dean stepped in and negotiated a truce between Margaret and me. She gave me a year to reform – again Dean's word: reform. He knew the hubris, the ego, and the invincibility I'd developed over the decades. He saw I'd lost my God. He mentored me past these debacles.
At the end of the year, I visited Margaret for the first time, hat in hand, apology at the ready. What made the difference to her was that I was a changed man at the end of that first year. I was the man she'd met in college: beat up, much older, a little wiser, and repentant. I'd become serene and more introspective. I didn't need the validation from outsiders the way I had before the Rubicon.
Margaret had changed too, or at least I woke up to many of the changes she'd gone through over the years before the crisis. She was stronger and more an equal than I'd seen her before. She'd done much better than me at weathering the cataclysm in our lives. She'd closed up the parsonage and turned it over to the Church, found a new home in another town, and fielded thousands of questions and expressions of sympathy from friends and parishioners. She'd also held the family together, and later bridged my return with the children – having them accept me back into their lives.
Margaret and I picked up the shattered pieces of our marriage and started to mend things. It was strained for a while. We set new boundaries. I was too subservient for a while, until she told me to get some spine and get on with life. We built a new marriage on the ashes of the old one.
I built a new life on the ashes of my previous life too, at least that described some of the thoughts I had about what had happened. I created a lot of karma on this journey. Now I'm left with those tinges of sorrow and regret that plague all men – in my case caused by action rather than inaction. Fate had put a lot of things in my path – some good and some not so good. I had choices all along the road. Destiny is what I did with them – some good things and some not so good. I think I used a line something like that in my last sermon at the Dillon Church: 'Fate is what life deals you; destiny is what you do with it.'

The End
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Two Loves: The Story Of A Thirty-Five Year Affair* * * * *
Chapter 1
"Is this seat taken?"
I looked up into the deep brown eyes of a woman about my age -- twenty-five. She had long, dark straight hair and was pleasant enough looking. Somehow, in those first seconds, she telegraphed to me that she was as lost as I was at this conference: the 1975 Annual Meeting of the Association of Computer Machinery or ACM. She stood politely waiting for my reply.
I became momentarily lost in her eyes, and then it dawned on me, I'd been asked a question. I stammered, "Oh! Yes! Please sit down. No, this spot's not taken." I gestured to the seat next to me. She dropped into the chair, nesting her conference notebook under her chair.
She turned to me; "My friends call me 'Em.' You can be my friend." She put her hand out, and I shook it automatically. She held it in her hand a little longer than I expected while she studied my face. There was a small current of electricity between us in those seconds.
I stared numbly at Em, her words registering and echoing around inside my head. She was the first person I'd talked to in three days other than a waiter or room service, and even then I hadn't said much. Finally, I gathered my wits and responded.
"I'm Matt Carter -- from Boston. Well, actually outside of Boston. Lexington. I work for Digital Devices. They sent me here for the week. I'm supposed to be soaking up all this stuff, particularly the papers on databases. That's supposedly going to be my project area. I've only been with them two years."
Most of what I'd just shared could be imputed from the nametag I wore on a lanyard around my neck. On it were my name, the company I worked for, and the town. The rest someone could have guessed from my age and, in hindsight, the fact that like three-quarters the male attendees at the conference I wore a pocket protector with a careful selection of pens and mechanical pencils in it.
I tried to read Em's nametag. She turned to me and thrust her chest in my direction when she realized I was trying to read the tag: 'Emma Clee. Verbatim. Palo Alto.' I tried to ignore the landscape surrounding the nametag, although it was hard not to register that Em had curves -- lots of them.
Em was not trying to tempt me. She was female, and I could instantly tell she had the same basic genes that I carried: nerd or geek, depending on your preference. Why else would she have been at this conference? She wore freshly pressed grey slacks and a white blouse. A maroon v-neck pullover sweater topped the ensemble, and brown loafers. The outfit seemed to have been adopted by half of the few women at the conference, and certainly by most of my female co-workers back on the east coast.
I blushed suddenly, realizing that I had been staring at her nametag and peripherally her chest.
Em burst out laughing. "It's all right, Matt. I didn't mean to shock you; I just wanted to make it easy for you to read my tag." She paused at my embarrassment, and then asked, "I'm working the back part of your database area -- high density data storage. Do you know Verbatim?"
I shook my head. I hadn't heard of her company.
"It's six years old. I've only been with them since I got my master's degree two years ago. They specialize in magnetic storage. You know the eight-inch floppy disks your computer center uses for some data storage -- that's us."
"What do you actually do for them?" I asked out of genuine curiosity.
"They have me assigned to the next generation of media. I'm an electrical engineer. Caltech."
I stated, "I didn't know Caltech was co-ed."
Em responded with a smile, "Only the last five years. I transferred in from UCLA, got my bachelors and then did a masters on magnetic storage. I didn't think about it at the time, but I really narrowed down my job choices." She paused and probed, "How about you?"
I said, "Nothing so exotic. I drag-assed through an EE undergrad at Rensselaer Poly in upstate New York, and then was lucky enough to get a slot in the MIT masters program. Two years ago I'm out and worried about getting drafted for Viet Nam. Digital hired me and got me an occupational deferment because they were doing work for the Air Force and I had been rated crucial to that effort. Ha! Three months ago, I got sidelined on this database program, and, well, here I am."
Our conversation went on from there. I found it easy to talk to Em, and I know she felt the same way about me. She told me so. She wasn't blunt, however, her remarks were direct and she didn't mince words. I had the feeling if a thought crossed into her head, I heard about it seconds later.
More attractive than her candid personality was that she sparkled from within. Not that she was a beauty, but Em was a genuinely happy person. Her voice had a lilt to it. She turned a negative comment I made about the conference around into a positive attribute. She laughed easily and smiled a lot. She touched me on the arm or shoulder too, unafraid of how I might respond. Deep down, I felt she was a free spirit, albeit one that had also mastered the rapidly changing field of electrical engineering at probably the best technical school in the country.
Lunch arrived amid a flurry of waiters and waitresses that scurried through the one thousand attendees sitting packed ten to a table in the huge ballroom at the Los Angeles Sheraton. As we finished the lunch, the emcee for the event stood and called the luncheon meeting to order. After a few remarks, he introduced the keynote speaker -- Jerome Wiesner, the President of MIT. I'd seen him once before, at my last commencement, and had since learned of his august reputation in the technical community. Wiesner spoke for forty-five minutes about the future of the computer. I paid rapt attention thinking of the positive implications for Digital Devices -- my company.
At one point Wiesner mentioned something called Moore's Law -- summarizing the performance of integrated circuits as doubling every eighteen months. Em nudged me and whispered, "Moore spoke at Caltech; he's an alum. He heads Intel now. Good guy." I nodded.
After the luncheon keynote, the meeting broke up. Em grabbed my hand as we stood and said, "Come on, let's go outside. I need to get some sun. I'm wasting away inside all these windowless rooms." Holding onto my hand, she led me with long purposeful steps from the ballroom into the grand hallway, and then pulled me out a side door into the outside world.
The blinding sunlight of the California sky made me wince as we walked toward the hotel's swimming pool. Em continued to hold my hand as she walked us with authority into the pool area. I was touched and my heart actually raced at the physical contact.
"Let's sit here," Em announced next to a couple of the plastic pool loungers. Most of the pool area was empty except for an increasing number of conference attendees strolling by. Near the shallow end, a couple of families enjoyed the water attendant with squeals from some children as they splashed around.
Em pulled her sweater off over her head, leaving her in a white blouse. She was braless, a point I noticed immediately and then tried to ignore just as rapidly. Much to my surprise, she also unbelted her slacks and proceeded to step out of them. Underneath, thank god, she wore the briefs of a light blue bikini that seemed to call attention to her shapely legs. I swallowed hard. There was no doubt the curves were real.
"You worried me for a minute," I stated flatly.
Em laughed at my momentary discomfort. After tossing her sweater and slacks over a nearby chair, she lay back on a lounger. I stretched out next to her, although I felt uncomfortable about being in the pool area with clothes on. In response to a question, she told me she'd learned about getting outside at her last conference so she'd come prepared to this one.
She said, "Just let me soak up some rays for a few minutes and I'll get dressed again. If I embarrass you, you can go, but I like your company. You're cute."
'Cute' was not a word ever used to describe me. I was an engineer, standing a solid six feet tall with long shaggy hair and a fair complexion. I'd been on my own since I was eighteen, the oldest and most mature of three siblings. I acknowledged that I was socially dense compared to many of my cohorts. I'd had several girlfriends through high school and college, and had most recently been narrowing my rare dating down to one girl my age -- Megan Winston. Neither Megan nor any other girl I'd ever dated had ever called me 'cute.'
"Cute?" I exclaimed, not sure I wanted the moniker. "Why cute?"
"Well, you're so 'engineer.' You need to loosen up and be daring. Instead of hiding behind the technology, you need to get out in front of it. Technology is useless without people: people creating it; people building it; and people using it. You need to focus on the people and not just on the technology." She let the remark sit for a minute. She added, "I'm working on the same thing -- being more social. I called you cute, because you blush easily. This is the seventies -- everything is free and floating. Opportunity." She swung her arms around and said, "Somewhere else, I might actually go topless ... or even nude."
I was speechless. I think my jaw may have actually hung open at her last remark. I sat on my lounger, all too aware of Em's long and shapely legs, and the shadows under her partially unbuttoned blouse.
"Do you have a girlfriend?" Em asked. She was lying with her eyes closed basking in the sun. I could almost hear her body absorbing the early summer sunshine.
I thought about how to answer that. Finally, I said, "Yeah, sort of, I guess; back in Boston; her name's Megan. We're starting to get serious."
"Good," Em said. "I like that you have a girlfriend. It's sort of like to you come out to California and meet me 'pre-approved.' Are you exclusive?"
I understood the question, but stammered in my reply, "I don't know ... I mean ... the subject has never come up." I paused and looked at Em; she had a slight smile on her lips.
"Do you guys have sex?" She asked in a matter of fact tone.
Now, I was nonplussed. This girl was getting very personal. Directness had its limits. I didn't think engineers were even supposed to know about sex. It wasn't a subject ever discussed in my childhood and rarely amongst the guys I worked with. I decided to tell the truth; I said, "No. We've messed around, but that's all. I guess Megan wants to take it slow."
Em nodded.
After a silence, I asked, "Boyfriend?"
Em said, "Yeah, sort of. I haven't known him very long." She smiled enigmatically again and added, "He's from back east. Boston area."
I didn't catch the drift of the conversation, so I asked, "Oh, really. Where's he work?"
Em chuckled and said, "Digital Devices. It's you, dummy." She cranked one eye open and looked sideways at me, and then closed her eyes again and went back to her sun tan.
I was stunned. I remember looking at my watch and thinking I'd only know Em for a little under two hours, and now she declared I was her boyfriend. I studied her and tested my own feelings. I wasn't averse to the idea. She was nice enough: friendly, outgoing, not bad looking, conversational. Plus, she thought I was 'cute.'
I countered, "You're kidding, right?"
"No, not really -- and I'm not crazy. I'd love to have you as a boyfriend, but no strings, no exclusivity, no ownership, no requirements other than to just be you. Oh, and lose the pocket protector; it ruins your image." She snickered.
I looked down at my coveted vinyl pocket protector. I plucked the white vinyl case from my pocket and deposited it into my conference portfolio, making sure it wouldn't fall out. I'd worn the damn thing for seven years. I remember thinking that maybe it was time to give it up. I seldom thought about what I looked like.
"Well, just to be clear, Girlfriend, I have to catch a plane back to Boston on Saturday morning. I can't offer much of a relationship beyond that."
After a silence, Em asked from behind her closed eyes, "Do you think you'll come to more conferences like this one?"
I thought for a while, before carefully answering, "Yeah, probably, but my boss and his boss have to approve my attendance -- my travel. This time, they sent me. I've never been to anything like this before except when it was local -- in Boston."
Em seemed to accept my answer. I wasn't sure what she was thinking. In fact, I thought she was playing with me, teasing me still about being her boyfriend. I knew I was naïve and susceptible to such teasing.
After a moment, Em asked what papers I was planning to attend the rest of the afternoon. I rattled off a couple of names and titles from memory. We kicked around some of the alternatives, and Em said she wanted to come with me to my sessions. I accepted her choice, glad to have her company.
A few minutes later, Em redressed into her slacks and light sweater and we went inside. She seemed rejuvenated from her time in the sun. She spoke of a session she wanted to attend the next day with great enthusiasm, even talking me into going with her.
We sat close to each other as we listened to a young professor from Texas drone on about normalizing databases, and optimizing search operations. As we sat, Em went out of her way to be in physical contact with me; not much, just our elbows touched -- or hips -- or shoulders. She made the moves intentionally. When a profound point was made, she'd put her hand on my arm. I enjoyed the physical contact. I felt more alert and more focused on Em as the session and our touching continued.
I bought us both Tabs at the mid-afternoon break. Em rushed us both outdoors again to capture some more of the sun, although she remained in her conference attire this time. After the break, we sat through another presentation by a guy from Intel about computer memory optimization. He ran late and we didn't leave the conference room until five-thirty.
As we walked down the hallway, Em asked, "What are you doing for dinner?"
I shrugged and waved my arm expansively at the hotel that I'd found had three different restaurants in it, and then I told her, "Last night, I did room service."
She said, "Do you like Tex-Mex?"
I gave her a blank look. I wasn't sure what she was talking about.
Em put her hands together with a gleeful expression and said enthusiastically, "Come with me. We're going out. I saw a place when I was driving around last night that looked good." She took my hand again, and pulled me out a side door and towards the large parking lot for the hotel. She held onto me all the way to her rental car, often looking at me -- studying my reaction to our handholding. It was comfortable holding hands with her. I could tell by her smile that Em liked the contact too.
Soon, we joined a line of rental cars fanning out from the hotel in different directions. Em drove us about fifteen minutes and pulled into the parking lot for a Mexican restaurant called Casa Blanca. I turned myself over to her, since she knew the cuisine. I'd never had Mexican food before, and the prospect worried me. The table filled with chips, salsa, queso, and two plates of burritos, enchiladas, and tacos.
We shared, we laughed, particularly as I tentatively tasted everything. I choked until tears came to my eyes over my first hot jalapeño. Em rolled around on her side of the table with laughter as I rejoined the ranks of the living, although I was sure I'd seared the inside of my mouth. Later, she ordered us both some sopapillas and vanilla ice cream for dessert. The combination of cinnamon, warm crisp pastries, and the ice cream was wonderful.
"How did you know I'd like vanilla ice cream?" I asked between bites.
Em smiled and said, "Easy. You're an engineer and male."
"Are we that predictable?" I jested back at her.
Em got philosophical again. "In this case, yes. I'd love to see you be less predictable. You'll go further in your career if you're more spontaneous and outgoing. At least you have the makings of a good sense of humor. Nurture that." She smiled warmly at me, and my heart took a little jump. She had a knack at boring in on little things that seemed to make a difference to me. Nothing she said was malicious. To the contrary, I felt her suggestions were aimed at my self-improvement, both personally and professionally.
We were both staying at the conference hotel. Em drove us back to the hotel the long way, giving me a 'drive by' tour of Los Angeles and Hollywood. I'd never been in the city before and appreciated the guide service. She told me how different this was from Silicon Valley, where she lived and worked.
Back at the hotel, Em asked me to take a walk around the hotel grounds with her. I readily agreed. She pulled my arm over her shoulder and put her arm around me, and we sauntered very slowly through the parking lots and gardens of the hotel.
Em stopped at one point and guided me in front of her. She was about six inches shorter than me; however, she looked up at me and then pulled my face to hers, and we kissed. I'd thought of kissing her earlier in the day, when she'd been on the lounger in fact, but chalked that fleeting thought up to male hormones.
She kissed me very tenderly and carefully, almost as though I'd break. She didn't stop at only one. I certainly didn't either. After we'd explored quite a bit, she whispered, "Boyfriends and girlfriends should always kiss each other. A lot. I like the way you kiss."
I whispered back, "I like the way you kiss too. Plus, you make my heart beat fast."
"Me too," Em said. We kissed some more, and then walked until we found a secluded bench next to a small faux waterfall and poi pond. We sat for over an hour and explored each other with lips and tongue. We were proper and both of us were panting for more at the end of the hour.
Em reluctantly said, "I need to turn in. You do too. Will you still be my boyfriend tomorrow?"
I affirmed, "Absolutely. Can we meet for breakfast?"
She nodded and we agreed on which of the interior restaurants to meet at and a time.
I escorted Em to her door. After checking the hallway to be sure we were alone, we kissed madly again, and then I left her to find my own room on another floor.
The next morning, Em and I found each other and ate together. We became inseparable, taking turns going to each other's sessions throughout the day. We maintained a sense of decorum throughout the day, although Em often held onto my arm and squeezed it affectionately during the sessions. Em took her luncheon sun session beside the pool again; this time I took my shirt off and stretched out on the lounger next to her. She looked pleased.
In the afternoon session, Em got visibly bored. She took my arm into her lap and rolled up my sleeve. With her ballpoint pen she made a careful heart on the inside of my forearm. After she was through, she kissed her fingers and then touched her artwork. I was touched by her affection.
After the Thursday sessions ended, Em asked if I'd be willing to take a drive to Marina Del Rey for dinner. She'd never been there and wanted to see it. We crawled along the new I10 for a while until we reached the picturesque area. We walked along, arms around each other, until we found a beautiful restaurant right in the midst of the marina. We got a table and then sat and shared some time together over a glass of wine. We held hands across the table.
After dinner we walked around the marina area some more, and then headed back to the hotel. We hugged and kissed a lot in the car once we reached the hotel parking lot. I could tell something was on Em's mind. Finally, she said, "Come up to my room. We can be more comfortable there."




We abandoned the car and strolled into the hotel, taking the elevators and a maze of hallways to her doorway. As she opened the door she said with authority, "We're not going to have sex tonight. We're going to hold each other and kiss a lot."
I nodded my acceptance of her boundaries, and she pulled me into her room.
We met for breakfast again on Friday morning. Our lips were both chapped from the passionate make-out session we'd shared for several hours the previous evening. We'd petted some, and I'd confirmed that all curves and bumps on her sexy body were genuine. I'd eventually tiptoed out of her room after we'd both fallen asleep in each other's arms.
Over breakfast Em said in a soft voice, "Thank you for last night. It was special falling asleep in your arms ... and all the other stuff we did." She smiled warmly at me and added, "Do you have plans for tonight?"
"I'm all yours, Em; in more ways than you may realize."
We repeated our activities of the previous day, attending conference sessions, and taking a sunshine bath over the lunch break. Em and I touched a lot, romantically and sensually. We stroked each other's arms, hands, necks, and anything else that seemed socially acceptable as we sat in the darkened rooms listening to technical papers. My focus was almost completely on her; every move, touch, whispered word, or look carried a new and important significance to me.
Between sessions and over lunch we talked about the sessions we'd been in, analyzing the import of the breakthroughs being presented. My estimate of Em increased even further. She was brilliant, seeing insights and drawing conclusions the speakers had missed. Further, she linked together several of the talks, drawing other conclusions about the future of computer technology.
As we completed the first afternoon session, Em said to me, "Is the next session crucial to you? Could we skip it and go someplace special?"
I didn't have to even think about it. "Let's go," I replied. "Where?"
"I have some elderly relatives about an hour east of here. I've wanted to see them for over a decade. I thought we could just stop in for an hour or so, and say hello. You'll like them. They're colorful; and they've been here since forever."
An hour later Em introduced me to Nancy Belle and Eli. Both were in their late eighties, yet appeared healthy, spry, and alert. I forget the family connection, but they were ecstatic to see Emma and glad that she'd brought her 'boyfriend' with her. They were solicitous of our visit and served us herbal tea. Em and I sat beside each other and she held my arm in hers for most of the visit. I actually reflected that we probably looked 'cute' to the octogenarians.
I learned that the two of them had ridden into San Bernardino in a covered wagon pulled by six oxen in the early 1920s. They'd weathered all these decades and raised a slew of children, grandchildren, and now great grandchildren. We left after a fascinating hour. I had a renewed interest in history given their unique perspective on the past seventy years or so.
When we got close to the hotel, we stopped and had Chinese dinners. Again, we shared multiple dishes, laughing at some of the taste sensations we'd purchased. Em had experimented with food much more than I had.
Towards the end of dinner, Em asked, "Do you have to go back tomorrow? Could you stay an extra day? I'll drive you to the airport on Sunday morning. I'll stay over too and go back north at the same time."
I had no firm commitments back east, so told her that was a great idea. I'd change my flight back at the hotel. I wasn't sure what Em had planned, however, being with her pleased me, even if we just sat around the pool for the day.
We headed back to the hotel and Em invited me to her room again.
We made love.
There was no hesitation, no shyness, no vacillation or equivocation. Once the door to her room shut, Em turned to me and floated into my arms. We kissed, passionately, and then she just said softly, "Make love to me."
Hours later, our spent bodies woven together across her bed, we kissed yet again and then drifted to sleep. I spooned behind Emma, cradling her head on my arm, the other arm wrapped around her and holding a breast with her hand atop mine. I wondered if there had ever been greater contentment on the planet.
In the dark morning hours, Em woke me, and we made love again. As she sat astride my hips, she told me that like the sunshine she was soaking up, she wanted to soak up as much of me as she could because our time together had to 'last' until the next time, whenever that would be. After our session, we cuddled back to sleep again.
Saturday morning we made love again before we showered together and dressed. At Em's suggestion, I checked out and moved my bags to her room. We spent most of the day in bed, taking time out only for breakfast and lunch in the hotel, and then dinner at a nearby steak house. We made love into the morning hours.
We'd allowed time between the wake-up call and our departure for one more romantic interlude. We used every second of the time, ultimately rushing through our showers and checkout. With some laughter and some tears we raced to LAX for my morning flight to Boston. Em would take a commuter flight back to San Francisco after I left. We stood and kissed goodbye with a passion I'd not known before. I felt like I'd been kicked in the gut after I left her. Em and I both had tears in our eyes.
Chapter 2
I not only slept on the plane back to Boston, but also ruminated about Emma and where the relationship might go, particularly since we were three thousand miles apart. During the few days since we'd met we hadn't talked about the future of our relationship. The only future was Em's request for me to call her soon -- to stay in touch the way a boyfriend and girlfriend might. Given the flash with which it had started, I wondered if it would survive the following week.
The closer the plane got to east coast, the more my thoughts also turned to Megan -- pretty, conservative, intellectual, artsy Megan. I liked her too. Thinking about her so close to my encounter with Em made me feel torn -- torn between the east coast and the west coast, between Megan and Emma, between a free spirit and a conservative one, and between a polite non-physical relationship and passionate sexual one.
The more I thought about it, the more contrasts I saw. I saw myself as the bridge between the contrasts. I liked them both -- maybe even loved them. I'd postpone the choice as long as I could.
Back in my studio apartment, I found I had a couple of messages from Megan, the last one suggesting dinner that night. I returned the call with a rather lame apology about not calling in to empty my answering machine while I'd been in California. She wasn't too miffed and any irritation passed quickly. After some other chitchat, we agreed to meet for dinner at a small Italian restaurant in Burlington.
Thus, two hours later over dinner, I found myself talking about the ACM Conference with Megan, wondering how much of what I was saying she was taking in. She showed genuine interest; however, technology, engineering, and databases were outside her sphere of interest. I conveniently left out any mention of Emma.
Megan shared her week with me. She worked part time as a docent at the DeCordova Museum in Lincoln, Massachusetts, only a few minutes from her home. During the week, they'd opened up a new exhibit for the fall season, and she waxed eloquent about the exhibits and the artists for a good part of the meal.
After dinner, as we left the restaurant, Megan gave me a functional goodnight kiss on the lips. I tried to nudge her into something more significant, but the moment passed and she slid into her car and drove away. We had talked briefly about when we'd see each other again.
Since we'd met, Megan had been determined to turn me into someone that not only appreciated the arts, but also had a discerning eye and ear for its fine points. Thus, many of our dates took us to a concert, the theater, a gallery, a poetry reading, an author's forum, or a show at one of the many museums in and around Boston.
Megan wasn't a false intellectual, trying to feign interest in the arts so she appeared cultured. She was cultured, and her interest in the arts was genuine and enthusiastic. Discovering a new artist or author she liked brought her great delight.
I found my immersion into the arts pleasing, and liked the fact Megan expanded my horizons into areas I'd left untouched by my focus on engineering and technology. I liked most of the events or places we attended, and already had a burgeoning hobby studying many of the things she placed at my feet. I was open to learning, and the opinions and viewpoints Megan taught me.
Megan lived with her parents. She'd graduated from Wellesley College only thirty minutes from home, and although she'd lived on campus, I noted that she still shared an exceptionally close relationship with her mother and younger sister. Megan was a carbon copy of her mother, a lovely and matronly woman in her early fifties devoted to the arts as well as several charitable causes in the western suburbs.
One drawback to Megan living at home was that it severely limited the opportunity for us to have moments of physical intimacy. I wasn't at all sure that such moments even appealed to her. Usually, when we went out, I'd pick her up at her house and drop her off there. If there were an invitation to come in for coffee after our date, that was what the invitation really meant.
However, after the time I'd spent in Los Angeles I decided to be more assertive about Megan and me creating a more physical and romantic relationship. I needed to know if there was something there other than a polite kiss or two. The Friday evening after I'd returned from LA, we attended the opening of a new exhibit at the Steven's Gallery in Cambridge. I then brought Megan back to my small apartment in Lexington. I'd romanced her more than usual that evening, even plying her with a flowers and new Pinot Noir I'd bought. I was soon rewarded with a physical passion from her I didn't know existed. We cuddled for a couple of hours on my sofa, exploring at least superficially each other's bodies without the removal of any clothing.
The evening was transformational. I'd been uncertain of Megan's ultimate appeal to me or, for that matter, my appeal to her. The next day a different Megan greeted me, one that hugged and kissed and wasn't shy about displaying her affection for me to her family.
The relation with her family changed too. I suddenly became increasingly involved in Megan's family functions -- her sister's birthday, a family dinner at some exclusive club, an overnight cruise with her family on the magnificent yacht of a family friend, and even her mother's birthday. Of course, turnabout is fair play. Megan started to play a more evident role in the doings of my family as well.
Megan and I became increasingly physical with each other too, much to my pleasure, and I was pleased to discover hers too. About a month after I'd come back from Los Angeles we consummated our relationship at my apartment. The shy Megan turned out to have a passionate streak that could turn almost wild during sex. She'd been a virgin when we made love the first time, but after our first time together she would try anything.
Things changed even more profoundly after that between us. We both tacitly assumed that sometime, in the not too distant future, we'd marry and start a family.
Basically, over the following couple of months Megan and I became an event -- we were officially a couple, and one with a long-term future as far as both families were concerned. I knew we'd get married soon when I was at my parent's home alone, and my mother started to talk about giving some of her jewelry to Megan. My mother would only consider such an act if Megan would be a long-term part of the family. Thus, a couple of months later, after confiding in my parents, I had my grandmother's diamond engagement ring re-sized so that it would fit Megan's ring finger.
I decided to wait for a special occasion and decided that Christmas Eve day would be the right event. I was a guest for a large afternoon dinner at Megan's home. A television in their den allowed frequent diversions into several football games during the day. I finally captured Megan and pulled her into the vacant living room while the rest of her family hovered in the kitchen or watching television.
"Megan," I started as she studied my face, "You make me very happy and I think I make you happy. I think we are a good couple ... well ... Megan will you marry me?" I reached into my jacket pocket and produced the flashy ring.
Megan let me slip it on her finger, kissed me with renewed passion, and then shrieked at the top of her lungs about how she accepted. "YES, YES, YES," she screamed as we hugged again. The racket attracted the rest of the family who proceeded to fawn all over us the rest of the day. I felt happy, and that I'd made the right decision.
Christmas day we brought both families together at my parent's home in Dillon for an impromptu family-only engagement party. By the time all the aunts, uncles, cousins, and other assorted relatives from both families paid a visit, over sixty people had come by to wish us well. We had a great time being the center of attention.
As the holidays faded, Megan and her mother went into wedding planning mode. I acceded to the decision the pair made to have a large wedding. As far as I was concerned, it was a large party; if they wanted to spend their money to that extent it was fine with me. I made it clear that I'd do any size wedding, even just standing with the local justice of the peace with close family members present.
The spring and summer months passed with amazing speed. Occasionally, I'd get asked my opinion about how an invitation looked or whether I liked this place setting or that. Towards summer, our first wedding presents arrived. This was becoming all too real, but I kept my cool and didn't let the anxiety of a life-changing event sweep me away.
In late August, over three hundred of our 'closest' friends and relatives gathered for our wedding. We used the Congregational church in Concord, Massachusetts, for the ceremony, and a mammoth tent in Megan's parent's spacious backyard for the reception. A live band provided the entertainment, and about thirty caterers and bartenders kept a supply of food and drink flowing into the crowd for the rest of the afternoon and early evening. Out of deference for the neighbors, the Winston's shut things down about ten o'clock that evening.
Megan and I and about thirty of our real friends then had a party after the party at my friend Bob's house in Bedford. Bob had an above ground pool that we all crowded into, singing, carousing, and carrying on until the wee hours of the morning. We eventually called it quits about three a.m.; Megan and I went back to my apartment. We were so exhausted, we just fell into bed together.
In the winter, Megan and I moved to a bigger apartment in Lexington. I could almost walk to work. Megan continued with her volunteer work only a few miles away at the DeCordova Museum. She also helped in her mother's volunteer work at a black tie gala for the American Cancer Society. I finally bought a tuxedo.
"Matt, we have to talk!" Megan announced to me with authority one Saturday afternoon in early spring. I could tell she'd had something on her mind for the previous week, but even when I'd asked she'd brushed off her mood as nothing unusual. I had a unique sensitivity to 'we have to talk' statements, believing with each one that my continuing relationship with Emma might have been uncovered despite my care.
Megan led me into our new living room. I felt comfortable in the room, a mix of furniture from my apartment and several new pieces Megan and I had purchased. We both sat on the sofa. Megan took my hand in hers and squeezed affectionately. My angst subsided slightly.
"I'm going back to school," Megan announced.
Inside, I breathed a sigh of relief. Outwardly, I asked, "Tell me what your thinking."
"I want to contribute more to the world than just be a docent at the museum and do charity stuff. Right now, the best I can do with my education is a clerical job of some kind. What was I thinking when I signed up for an art degree?" Megan rolled her eyes. "I'd need a doctorate in art to teach, or at a minimum a masters in education so I could get a teaching certificate in some school system. But, that's not enough; I don't want to teach or play guide in a museum." She took a deep breath and said, "I want to be a doctor -- or at least a physician's assistant."
"Wow!" I exclaimed aloud. "You have been thinking."
Megan pulled out a glossy folder out of the drawer in the coffee table. "I've been in town to talk to Simmons College about their program. I went through a lot of other places too, but settled on Simmons' School of Health Services. My advisor there thinks that if I start full time this summer and take a course overload now and then, I can finish their PA program in two-and-a-half years. I want to make sure it's all right with you before I apply."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"The more I get into it, the more excited I get." The tone of her voice rose in obvious excitement. She flipped a few pages in one brochure and laid a list of courses in front of me. "This coming summer and most of my first year I'll be taking a lot of basic courses: anatomy, physiology, chemistry, microbiology, statistics, and psychology. After that, I start to get into the practical clinic work and patient care courses, possibly with a couple of electives to direct me into specialized training. If I want to go further, to become an MD, they have all the right connections to other nearby schools and hospitals."
I thought for a minute and said, "Megan, I'll support you in this, but I don't want you to set yourself up for disappointment. Only a few months ago, we talked about starting a family in a couple of years. Have you forgotten that discussion?"
"No, no," She insisted. "I'm just not going to start popping babies out this year or next. After I finish, I think there'll be some time for all that. I'm just postponing." She looked at me eager for my approval of her idea.
"Have you talked to your parents -- your mother?"
"No. Mom would just try to talk me out of it. For her, the museum thing and maybe a charitable gala once a year would be adequate. I realize I've been burning up inside wanting something significant in my life, and I'm sure this is it."
"How will it affect us?" I asked, although I could already feel the wheels turning about a curtailed social life -- something I'd been getting used to.
Megan answered slowly, "I guess a lot." She moved closer and sat right beside me, holding my hand in hers again. "I'd be a co-ed again. This place would become my dorm room. I wouldn't be the chief cook or laundry queen I've been. Our social life would suffer. I'd be sure to pay lots of attention to you -- lots of quality time though." She grinned at me, and then went on, "I don't know beyond that. I can't envision it until I'm doing it, I guess."
I approved. Something inside me felt that Megan was making a move to a more substantive life. I just hoped that she could handle the pressures and workload of being a wife and student at the same time. I knew she'd pour her heart and mind into the endeavor.
In June, Megan started commuting every day into the Boston's Fenway. My sophisticated intellectual artsy wife became a co-ed again. The heels and dresses gave way to Levis, a sweatshirt, and running shoes. The evening discussions we'd had about art and authors, gave way to quick synopses of some physiology class or having me quiz her about anatomy. I started to learn a lot about bones and muscles.



I didn't have too much time to dwell on Megan's abrupt career change. A digital signal processor that my modest-sized company made became a best seller. Digital Devices soared into the stratosphere of success. Every air traffic control system, air force, navy, or airport in the world suddenly couldn't get enough of them to process radar signals. We couldn't hire fast enough.
I got what I called a 'field promotion' to head the database program when my boss moved over to work with the manufacturing group. My pay took a couple of jumps over the year too, part of it a healthy bonus in company stock options. While I wasn't in the mainstream at the moment, I knew that I was the seed corn for the company's future. I redoubled my efforts at work, and with it came longer hours and weekend work.
Much to my delight, I was able to capture one of the company's computers as a dedicated machine for my data base efforts -- an IBM System 370. The machine was huge and filled the corner of one building on our campus, complete with air conditioning requirements and all. Nonetheless, the dedicated machine enabled us to quadruple our research efficiency, as well as sell our surplus computer time on the timeshare market. We were trying to build the perfect database machine.
One of the requirements of my new job turned out to be travel. I started to travel all over the United States to meet with just about anyone doing database research or related computer interface work.
At home, Megan seemed just as happy with my increased absorption with my work and my trips every other week. She admitted it made her feel less guilty about devoting so many hours each week to her studies. Because of her nature, she signed up for an overload each semester. We both agreed that this was the time in our lives to put our heads down and focus on our careers.
We made it a priority to spend some quality time together each weekend. With her exams or my travel schedule, this didn't always work out. In those cases, we'd declare a make-up time some other evening. We'd take day trips around New England and try to do something interesting: canoeing along the Charles River, touring the mansions in Newport, touring Mystic Seaport, or walking the beach along Maine's coast while we had lobster rolls for lunch. Being with Megan was always romantic, although I suspect neither of us got enough of each other.
Our lovemaking suffered as our roles at work and school changed, and thus, so did the feeling of intimacy I felt with Megan. I tried to gage if we were 'in trouble,' and decided we were not. I knew our life was a temporary situation that would pass when she finished her program. Besides, mentally I had about all I could handle.
When we looked around at the few close friends we had, we seemed to be doing better than most. A couple of our friends had split up after only a couple of years of marriage. Others were struggling with the emerging dual income-dual career life style. For the time being, we were unique insofar as Megan's return to school, but we could see that ultimately we'd be facing the same pressures others in our cohort faced.
Our friends that had children were fairing no better. Well-educated women that had embraced the feminist movement of the '60s found themselves stuck at home with a swarm of children under the age of six. I had to admit the situation seemed unfair if the husband didn't help out in some way. Without adult stimulation or something meaningful to do, not only did skills atrophy, but also the psyche withered. A few women in this category managed to breakout of the child-rearing roles thrust on them, but many seemed hopelessly resigned to the milieu of diapers, potty training, and an empty stay-at-home existence.
I started to run. I needed exercise and jogging was the big craze of the era. I started, thinking that the two miles around our apartment loop and some neighboring streets was a superb accomplishment, until one day as I finished my run I found two neighbors trudging home from a ten miler. After being so significantly one-upped, I started to increase the mileage on my runs.
I found a group at work that liked to run at lunchtime. We had showers and a small gym at work, and a comfortable course of several miles around the roads and trails of Lexington and Concord. A few months later, not only was I running five to seven miles at lunch, but I'd also lost twenty pounds and gotten in the best physical shape I'd ever been in. Some weekends, depending on Megan's schedule, I'd run ten or twelve miles or do a ten-kilometer footrace in some nearby town, usually supporting a needy charity. I started to amass a collection of t-shirts from all my races.
The Boston Marathon became the ultimate accomplishment for runners about that time. I decided it'd be fun to run the full race. I pushed my daily runs up to ten or twelve miles, and my weekend runs up to eighteen miles or more. I wasn't particularly fast, but I was consistent in maintaining a pace between seven and eight minutes a mile.
As mid-April got closer, those of us from the company planning to run the marathon made weekly sojourns to one or another portion of the race course between Hopkinton and Boston. Soon, we knew what the entire course was like, including the terrible hills in Newton and near Boston College.
Megan urged me on in my training, occasionally accompanying me at the start of a weekend run and then cutting out to go home and study. She became my cheering section the third Monday in April when it was marathon day. She dropped me in Hopkinton, and then went into Framingham to meet me with my special brew of energy drink.
I think there were over twenty thousand runners that day. I couldn't even cross the starting line from my position in the pack for seven minutes after the gun went off. That was when I started my watch. The pack thinned out pretty quickly. I found Megan in Framingham and then in Wellesley and Newton as she hopped the course ahead of me. She cheered and yelled appropriately as I tore by each meeting point, grabbing a disposable bottle of my secret potion from her hands.
I finished with an official time of 3:20 --fewer than eight minutes a mile. I hit the wall on the hills, despite my potion, and suffered my way across the finish line in a mix of pain and elation. I cried I was so overcome with emotion at my accomplishment. I think I'd also depleted every electrolyte in my body. Megan found me and wrapped me in a blanket. I collected my souvenir medallion and went home feeling wonderful. I was on a colossal high -- an endorphin high. I'd finished in a respectable time.
Megan shared my joy, and much to my surprise and pleasure she'd arranged a surprise party for me that evening. A parade of our friends arrived with joke gifts for me that celebrated my first marathon. Surprisingly, I thought her hand in arranging my celebration was one of the warmest and most touching things she'd done in our marriage to that point. I felt such love from her, and such love for her. The whole evening I couldn't let her out of my reach. A couple of my friends even jested that we were clearly still on our honeymoon. After the party, Megan and I made love; it was one of our peak experiences up to that point.
Each semester, when final exams came, I'd declare myself to be Megan's slave. I started my servitude over her first summer back in school, fixing meals and keeping the apartment unusually neat. I did all the shopping, arranged our slim social life, and tried to find all those things that I could do to make her life easier. I made a trip to a local stationery store and made sure she had a supply of every conceivable study aid: the new Post-It notes, highlighters, pads of paper, and more pens and pencils than we'd ever use in our lifetimes.
By the time the fall term came to an end in December, I was more geared up to be her servant. I had romantic meals arranged, carefully synched with her arrival home from her classes or study sessions. I bought her warm fuzzy pajamas, but only let her get in them one evening after I'd given a full body massage complete with warmed oils.
Another night, I had a bubble bath for her, complete with candles floating in the tub. I toweled her down with a new fluffy warm towel. We made love. The meals I made were tailored to her palate, although I cheated a few times using the takeout service from a few of our favorite restaurants. I made sure her car was always full of gas and clean, and searched for dozens of other ways to be helpful and supportive as she took her exams. No task was too small so long as it made her happy.
In the spring, just after Megan's last exam, I swept her up the next day and we flew to the Virgin Islands. I didn't tell her where we were going until we got to the airport, but made sure she'd packed all the right clothing for the resort we spent a few days at. We sailed, snorkeled, swam, sunned, and made love over and over. What a wonderful vacation. People at the resort thought we were on our honeymoon and did special things for us. We didn't dissuade their opinions even though we'd been married almost two years by that time.

* * * * *Next: More About Emma
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Chapter 3
I saw Emma again only a month after our initial meeting in Los Angeles. After I got back from the ACM Conference, I briefed my boss and colleagues on the papers I'd attended and my recommendations. After some further research, we realized there was some seminal work on relational databases being done by Larry Ellison at Ampex Corporation in Redwood City, California. My boss asked me to fly out to the Bay Area to see Ellison and a researcher in another company, and see if there were any synergies between their interests and Digital Devices.
I talked to Em about once a week, usually for an hour or so at a time. Our conversations were wide ranging, covering everything from our technical work to how we got along with our parents. In between, Em even made me comfortable talking about Megan and how I felt about her. She made some suggestions for moving our relationship forward that I tried: a corsage and some of her favorite wine after one of her art gallery events, and a few weeks later some ideas on how to improve our intimacy. Her suggestions were on the mark and made me value her friendship even more than I already did.
During our conversations, Em always found a way to refer to me as her 'Boyfriend' – with a capital 'B.' From our intimate times together, I knew she liked that term. Her use of the phrase made me feel guilty, not that I had a similar role with Megan, but that there were so many boyfriend things I should be doing to earn the title. I let her comments pass, yet thought when I saw her again I'd have to be sure she understood all the things I couldn't do for her in this role being three thousand miles away.
Until the Redwood City trip, I thought our conversations would eventually wan and we'd become a pleasant memory for each other – an assignation at a computer conference when we were both far away from home and lonely. My second trip to the west coast changed all that.
Em actually met my arriving flight at the San Francisco airport. She threw herself into my arms and showered me with kisses as we stood in the airport concourse just outside my gate. She led me home to her apartment to fix me dinner, however, only seconds inside her door we were making love on her bed. We went non-stop for a couple of hours until both of us needed to come up for air and some nourishment.
Rather than cook, she took me to her favorite Mexican restaurant. I remember she wore a long dress with nothing on underneath it. As we sat side by side in a booth that afforded us some measure of privacy, she had me feel her breasts and finger her slit as we waited for our meals. I was mesmerized by her sexuality, and was more than just casually aroused during our entire meal even though we'd sated ourselves in the hours since my arrival.
I never used the hotel that trip; I just called and cancelled my reservation after Em insisted I stay with her. She had a little grin when she insisted; a promise of the sexual times we'd enjoy. Whenever I wasn't attending to the primary purpose of my trip, Em and I were making love, sleeping wrapped up in each other, or eating.
Three things came up in our conversations during that trip that forever changed our relationship, not that any one of them couldn't have been changed and reversed the course we set during that trip. In the end, these things held constant and formed the basis for our relationship.
First, over dinner on Em's patio my second night in Palo Alto, she used the term 'Boyfriend' again to refer to me. I explained to her that when she used the term I felt guilty, primarily because I wasn't there to do things for her or be with her all the time. I also alluded to my unfolding and similar relationship with Megan, a relationship that seemed to be taking off in new and desirable directions.
Em sat in my lap and held my face gently in her two hands. "Matthew, I know you're thousands of miles away most of the time. I don't expect a 'normal' boyfriend. You are just the way I want you." She laughed and added, "If you were around all the time, we'd probably fight and break up anyway."
We kissed for a moment, and then Em added, "I mean it when I call you my Boyfriend. I'm not seeing anyone else, although I know you'd tell me to." I nodded in agreement with her supposition. "You are the nicest man I've ever met. I knew that in the first ten seconds when I met you – when I asked if I could sit next to you at lunch that day. I think it was chemistry or pheromones or something, but I knew instantly that you were my 'one.'"
"But, Em, I can't be the 'one' if I'm three thousand miles away."
"I knew that too, and that's all right. I take you just the way you are – where you are, how you are, as you are – all that."
"But, ..."
Em put a finger on my lips to stop me from talking. It was then that the second part of our conversation occurred; a part that surprised me in its candor and set our relationship for a long, long time.
She said insistently, "Matthew, pay attention to what I'm about to tell you because it's profound." She locked eyes with me and kissed me gently on the tip of my nose. She went on, "I don't mind being the 'other' woman. In fact, I prefer it."
I was shocked, and I guess my eyes must have flared in amazement at her statement.
"I know you have your Megan. I also know that you're going to make love to her very soon, and then get engaged, and then get married. I don't care." She paused and added, "Well, I do care. I care about your happiness. I want the two of you to be happy – very happy. I'm not here to break anything up; quite the contrary. I'm here to help you put that part of your life together and make something good out of it."
I spoke, "But, our relationship ... our time together ...doesn't that ...?" I gestured towards Em's bedroom.
"Oh, I don't want to stop having sex with you. And I hope you don't with me either. We can if that makes a big difference to you. I still want a relationship with you, but it can be as little or as much as you want to make it ... providing, of course, that it doesn't get in the way of your relationship with Megan."
I studied Em's face, looking for traces of sarcasm or jealousy, but I found none.
Em added thoughtfully after a moment, "Of course, I know our relationship will change your relationship with Megan – it's silly of me to think otherwise. There are ways it could change it that will be bad and ways that will be good. I only want to have the latter – the good and positive ways. I don't want you to think about me ... us ... our relationship in any way that doesn't add something to what you and Megan grow."
"Em, any other girl would be jealous, or possessive, or something other than that," I stated with a tone of amazement. I was also testing to be sure she meant what she said.
"But I'm not any other girl," she said insistently. "Maybe it has to do with how I was raised and the fact that I matured over the past ten or twelve years with hippie parents and a liberal set of friends. I don't get jealous. And, what I'm trying to tell you is I'm happy for you – happy for you and Megan. I'm also greedy enough to want a piece of you too, but only what you can afford to give – and give in a way that doesn't detract from what Megan and you build together."
"But, you'll find other people and date and fall in love too," I stated affirmatively and hopeful in her acceptance of the idea.
"Maybe," She said, "But I don't feel a compelling need to go find someone since I have you."
I insisted, "I won't live up to all you expectations. This is a rare trip, especially so soon after we met. I might not be back out here for months or years. You'll develop expectations about me, expectations I can't meet or won't meet, even when we're together. A telephone call once or twice a week – even everyday – just won't cement a relationship."
"Oh, I'll fantasize about you a lot, but I'm enough of a realist that I know I'll keep things in bound. And, I underline what I just told you: I'm happy with as much or as little as you have to give."
I looked at Em wondering what the future would hold for her – for us.
Em said slowly and haltingly, "If you're trying to tell me 'this is it – that you don't want to go on any further' – then I'll understand. I'll ... I don't know what I'll do, but I can even accept that too." I didn't think she was being manipulative in her statement; it was just what she felt.
"Oh, no!" I protested. "That's not what I was trying to tell you. I care for you a lot. I want to keep seeing you. I'll find a way ... we'll find a way to keep in touch, to be together once in a while. I just want to be sure you're all right with 'once in a while.'"
Em held my face in hers and kissed me again. We spent a few minutes tenderly expressing our feelings.
It was then that the third part of our life-changing conversation took place by way of two brief phrases uttered between us that changed everything in our lives forever.
Em pulled away finally and looked me in the eyes with hers. She whispered, "Matthew, I love you."
Without hesitation, I replied with genuine emotion, "Emma, I love you too."
We'd never used those words before with each other, and I hadn't even said them to Megan – although we both knew they were implied. To me, they were a commitment and a vow of mindshare. Forever after, Em would be in my thoughts and on my mind, whether she was three-inches away or three-thousand miles away. I just had to acknowledge, as Em already had, that this was going to be an unusual relationship.
I learned more about love from Emma on the rest of my visit. We talked about the feelings involved in love, the emotions, what love meant to us, including the commitment. We talked more about not being exclusive too, although I didn't get the feeling that Em would go out and seek the kind of more permanent and close relationship that I felt she deserved.
Over dinner at one of our favorite restaurants, we also talked more about my relationship with Megan, and how to turn it into something more significant. Emma surprised me with her bluntness about making the relationship deeper. She talked openly about expressing my feelings of love for Megan too. She also admonished me to think clearly about how I felt about Megan independently of my feelings for her. She wanted me to love two women: her and Megan.
I told her I felt peculiar talking about Megan with her, particularly when it involved creating a loving and physical relationship. Emma laughed and reassured me that there was no subject I could think of that she wasn't prepared to talk about in a supportive way with me. Based on that challenge, we then tried to think of subjects that might be taboo between us. This led to conversations about losing our virginity, masturbation, sexual fantasies, pornography, religion, suicide and euthanasia, lesbianism and homosexuality, incest, and our feelings about all kinds of living arrangements. We clarified our boundaries and had a lot of laughs in our discussion.
I stayed over Friday, although that was to have been my travel day. I had a Saturday evening dinner with Megan, so I called to let her know that I'd be there, but that I'd be on an airplane a good part of Saturday. She seemed unusually quiet, yet didn't ask why I'd stayed an extra day.
After that trip, Em and I continued our romance over the telephone. She taught me about telephone sex too, something I'd heard about, and something that she turned out to be particularly good at. We both improved our vocabularies about sexual acts and feelings. Later, I found out that she did research into the subject, talked to her friends, and even practiced by herself before engaging me in the salacious long-distance acts.
I made another trip to Silicon Valley just after Thanksgiving. I worked for three days and used a fourth to do nothing but make love to Em. I stayed with her again. She was so comfortable to be around and even more comfortable to be in love with.
Em always asked about how I was progressing the relationship with Megan, often making suggestions about how to express myself better to Megan, or raise sensitive subjects. Because of her ideas, I think Megan and I did move things along faster than they would have happened had I been left to my own devices. On one trip in the autumn Em and I went out to dinner. She tested me on my feelings for Megan. Based on my answers, she urged me to become engaged – to ask Megan to marry me. She told me how I should do it on Christmas Eve, and I followed her directions to the letter. Em told me her heart felt so warm with love for us.
I was back in Redwood City for a week in February and then March. Much to my surprise, Em discovered she had to be in Boston for a conference in May. Somehow, we were managing to see each other much more than I'd initially expected.
On one of those visits, I bought Em a one-carat diamond ring. I couldn't ask her to marry me, and I guessed correctly that she didn't want this. Instead, I presented the ring to her as a token of our friendship, love, and our commitment to a lasting relationship. Em cried in her happiness.
During that year, my relationship with Megan changed from friend, to boyfriend, to fiancé, and finally to husband. Em coached me along, giving me helpful hints about behavior and ideas that would endear me to Megan. My concept of the 'other woman' was the opposite of how Em behaved: someone malicious and trying to drive a wedge into the relationship. I think if I'd suggested it, and Megan was willing, Em would have come and joined us in some complicated ménage a trois.
Em would often tell me not to call her for a week or two, trying to get me to focus my attention and affection on Megan. I follow her directives, yet continued to think of Em every day.
I decided in the first month after meeting Emma that there was no one I could share her with. By that, I mean I had no friend close enough that I could tell about her. As my relationship with Megan matured, I was even happier that I'd decided to keep Em all to myself.
I watched with fascination the flaming affair two of my co-workers engaged in. Both were older and married, yet for months over lunch they would slip away several times a week to a local motel. Everyone at work knew and purportedly they'd even been caught flagrant delicto in one of the conference rooms after work hours. After six months, things ended and the woman left the company. I think one of the spouses got wise to what was going on.
Kevin, the guy in the affair, told me he was guilt-ridden by his actions. He wanted to destroy himself over the breach of trust he'd created in his marriage. He'd been the instigator of the affair, slowly seducing Sheila, a pretty secretary from the steno pool. "I told so many lies," he confessed in our small cafeteria one day.
I asked him why he did it and couldn't he have just not told any lies?
Kevin stared at me with a strange expression. He never answered my questions. A few months later, someone told me he was having another affair with a pretty clerk from accounting.
I kept waiting for a wave of guilt to sweep over me as my thoughts vacillated between the two women I loved, but none came. I even worried about my sociopathic behavior, but I didn't change. I had no regrets about how my life had formed.
After Megan and I got engaged, and right after I got back from a trip to the west coast when I saw Emma, I sat down and focused on what I was thinking. I loved both women. I even wrote out little notes about each one and how I felt. I didn't see negatives in one that I was compensating for by engaging with the other; I didn't think of either of them that way. They were both unique, and in many ways unlike one another. I just liked being with and loving both of them. Em had me pegged; I'd fallen in love twice – simultaneously.
On another trip to California, Em and I spent a day and night at the Seal Rock Inn next to Sutro Heights Park in San Francisco. We walked the beach for a few hours and then talked as we sat on a crowded at a cocktail lounge overlooking the Pacific. Initially, Em was in a carefree mood – a blithe spirit with seemingly little care for any consequences or fallout of our burgeoning affair. She talked about how we were all brainwashed about monogamy, exclusivity, and marriage, firmly stating that she didn't buy into any of the precepts. She was so persuasive, I thought of living with Megan but not marrying her; that fleeting thought left my head when I realized that Megan would never go for that idea.
I asked Em about guilt and whether she had any guilt about 'us.' She gave me a funny look and said, "To have guilt, you have to be doing something wrong and think it's wrong. Do you think what we're doing is wrong?"
"No," I replied solidly, "But other people would; like Megan probably."
Em got thoughtful for a while. She then spoke slowly and definitely, "Matthew, I don't ever want you to lie about us to anyone." She stopped walking and stood in front of me. "Guilt comes from lies and deceit. I don't want that for you, Megan, or me. If that means this all comes out somehow, and there are bad feelings, then so be it. If it means we have to end our relationship, then so be it. Above all, let's value the truth through all we'll go through."
After digesting her statement I said, "Em, you are profound."
She smiled at me and we kissed in the chilly ocean air.
Chapter 4
I stood beside Megan mesmerized as I watched the doctor catch the bloody and rubbery body of a baby that seemed to almost explode from her vagina. Megan was squeezing my hand, which by now was almost numb from the pressure. I'd alternated between feeding her small shavings of ice and rubbing her back during contractions.
The doctor looked up with a smile on his face; "Congratulations Mr. and Mrs. Carter, you have a lovely baby girl to add to your family." He paused and reminded us, "Don't worry about the blood; that's just from the episiotomy." The baby made a gurgling sound and then her tentative and protesting cry of being in this world. He held the naked creature up as a nurse dabbed with a washcloth at some of the fluids covering her purplish body. He looked at the clock and further pronounced in pleased tone, "This young lady entered the world at exactly 3:33 p.m. on April 24, 1985."
The doctor handed the baby over to a nurse with great care. The nurse wrapped the baby in a towel of some kind and carried her to an adjacent table to clean her. I studied every detail with the practiced eye of an engineer. I thought this was bioengineering in its highest form. I'd been present at the birth of my first daughter too; even given that, this was momentous occasion.
Dr. Charles Budray spoke authoritatively to Megan; "Now, just one more large push and we'll get the placenta too." Still holding Megan's hand, I could feel her bear down in a final push to expel her insides. Assisted by the doctor, a mass of bloody pulp popped from her birth canal into a stainless steel dish a second nurse held beneath the vaginal opening. The doctor pawed through the dark red mass of tissue, and then nodded his acceptance to the nurse who walked away with the waste.
Megan still clutched my hand tightly in hers. She gave me a wan smile. Perspiration ran down both cheeks even though the operating room was cool. I leaned in and kissed her on the forehead.
"You did well, Megan, very well," I told her.
"Well, we're not doingthat again!" She expounded loudly. Even the nurse looked surprised with her emphatic statement. I nodded acceptance of the edict. Years before, we'd plotted out the timetable for our ideal family. We were on right on target with children. This was our second child. Eleanor Beth Carter had been born two years earlier. We'd agreed to name this girl Sarah Alice Carter. Both girls had one of their grandmother's names as their middle name.



The doctor glanced up from suturing Megan's episiotomy. She winced once and squeezed my hand tightly one more time. "Sorry," he exclaimed. "Almost done."
"Not quite," Megan quipped to the doctor in a sassy tone. "You need to snip my husband's tubes."
I made a gesture with my free hand to cover my pubic region from assault.
Dr. Charles Budray laughed. He said, "Megan, you bring him around the office someday soon and we'll take care of that. Today is all about you." The vasectomy was also part of our family plan.
The nurse had swaddled the baby and brought the small bundle over to us. She placed her in Megan's outstretched arms. The baby immediately started the instinctive motions of searching for a breast to suckle. Megan looked surprised.
Dr. Budray was not only our family doctor, and in this case the man we'd asked to deliver our two children, he was also Megan's boss. For the past five years, she'd been his Physician's Assistant; working in both his Wellesley office as well as a clinic he ran in Roxbury a day and a half a week.
After he completed his work on Megan, he reached for the baby. "Let's see what we've got here," He said. With great care he unwrapped the squirming baby atop Megan's stomach, examining every inch of her body and gently pushing and prodding here and there on the small torso. He made a few motions over her feet and back testing reflexes. In three quick moves he had swaddled the baby again and put her back in Megan's arms.
"I think this one is as perfect as Eleanor was," he announced. Megan and I both breathed a sigh of relief. "You guys make good, healthy babies." He paused and looked around at the nurses, who stood ready to attend to Megan. He told them, "Take good care of her; she's more valuable to me than my right hand." He turned to Megan and said, "I'm going to clean up and see a couple of other patients. I'll check in on you before I leave the hospital." With that he stretched to his full six-foot-six-inch height and left the operating room at a brisk walk.
One of the nurses finished covering Megan and adjusting the gurney she'd birthed on. "We'll keep you on this until you're back in your room. Right now, you go to post-delivery care for a couple of hours, just to be sure everything's all right – you know the drill." She turned to me and said, "You can get out of the scrubs, if you want and rejoin your wife." I nodded. We'd walked through all the stages of birth and recovery again only weeks before, even though this was our second child.
Before I left the room, I paused and looked back at Megan and the baby. She cosseted the sleeping newborn to her breast in a maternal and protective gesture. A wave of relief and gratitude swept through me. I was so glad Megan and Sarah Alice were unscathed by the birthing process. Beyond that, I felt lucky to have this family and the love we shared. I captured the moment in a mental snapshot to share with her later, or even share in four months time when we had our ninth anniversary. I went down the hall and changed out of the scrubs the hospital had provided me.
Before I went to Megan, I found a pay phone and made three calling card calls: first to Megan's mother, who waited anxiously with Eleanor at our home for word of the delivery. Second, I called my mother who was also pacing around my house waiting to hear about her new granddaughter. Lastly, I called Emma to let her know all had gone well. In her own way, each woman was excited about the birth and cheered us both on with sighs of relief that the birth was over and congratulations.
As I walked down the hospital corridor from the men's locker room to find Megan, I thought of the years we'd been together. Except for nine months after we got married, Megan was always immersed in her medical career: first, as a student for three years working towards her degree and certificate as Physician's Assistant, and then for the past five years as Dr. Budray's PA.
Megan was exceptional and the kind of person you'd want on your side. She constantly studied. Any undiagnosed patient bothered her. She sometimes kept unusual hours to cater to a patient, and she'd even made an occasional house call, particularly for pediatric cases she'd been asked to oversee.
Budray had given her more and more responsibility as she proved herself. He often told me she was better with patients than he was. Megan would laugh in self-derision, but we all knew he was right. She cared more for the patients and often was more emotionally involved in their outcomes than her aging boss.
I was proud of Megan and told her often. She basked in my praise as well as the comments of others. Given that she'd sought to separate herself from a life as a housewife, I thought she'd moved about as far in the other direction as she could go yet still have children.
With two robust incomes, Megan and I had bought a house in Wellesley about four years earlier. The sprawling contemporary was a block away from a local college in one of the nicer neighborhoods. The college proved to be a source of smart young women that were more than willing to babysit for a two year old. Most days, when she worked at Dr. Budray's Wellesley office, Megan was only about five minutes from home.
I rated our marriage 'average' in terms of our compatibility and disagreements. Our two-career marriage quickly ended the honeymoon period. Megan and I were initially wrapped up in our work or studies. Consequently, the growing intimacy between the two of us rapidly found a plateau and then slowly solidified around our professional lives. We both found fault with the hours the other put into their work or study. Getting in sync was a lot harder than talking about it.
Oddly enough, when I was traveling Megan never complained. I attributed this to the fact that she could then come and go as she pleased, with no issue about having to sync with my schedule. It was only when I was nearby, worked late, and was a few minutes from home, that she found fault with my schedule and attention.
From my point of view, Megan spent an inordinate amount of time at the college: taking classes, working in one of the labs, or doing practical work with patients at one of the clinics where she interned. Her studies spilled over into the evening, and more than once she found me asleep in bed by the time she got home. We tried to sync my long days to hers, but I'd no sooner learn her schedule well enough than it would change, and we'd have to start all over again.
After the arrival of Eleanor, I made more of an effort to be home at what Megan agreed was a reasonable hour. For her first year and half, I didn't know what to do with Eleanor, however, as she hit the two year old mark, she seemed to know 'Daddy' and sit still long enough for me to read a story to her sister and her at bedtime. At least at this stage, she was an easy child.
Megan's other complaints often stemmed from my inattention to a list of small projects around the new house. After the umpteenth time the issue came up, I found a home handyman that came by periodically to work on our home improvement and fix-it list. The young man's work seemed to mollify Megan and things went back to being peaceful again.
Megan and I struggled with intimacy. As an engineer and more recently a software designer, I knew I did not have the romantic gene in my body. Consequently, I became a student of techniques to foster our relationship, particularly in a romantic way. As promised, Emma was a valuable source of ideas and information in this arena. At her prompting, I learned where the local florist and greeting card stores were. I kept a calendar of 'special' dates, always trying to conjure up a new one when the time looked right. She'd also prompt me to do a 'date night' with Megan from time to time.
On the nights when I did get home at a reasonable hour and when Megan wasn't wrapped up in classes, a lab, or study group, we'd enjoy a few hours together in rich conversation. Mostly, we shared what was going at our work or studies, or we negotiated some balancing act between our two families, particularly in terms of the moms seeing and caring for our children Sarah and Eleanor. We both had siblings that provided a source of conversation as well, and Megan maintained her interest in the arts, albeit at a greatly reduced level due to her commitment to school.
Both our mothers decided that they wanted to spend at least an afternoon a week babysitting. Often, we slid the day around to fit my travel or Megan's academic schedule. In any case, they made it easier to work with other childcare arrangements, such as the college girls. I had started to lobby for us to get a more mature nanny or au pair on a full time basis. We could afford it, and we had the room in the house for another adult; any spontaneous lovemaking that might have suffered had long ago faded away as a pleasant memory.
Mark Dalton, one of my long time friends from work, knew Megan and me well enough to have watched the quelling of the romantic fire in the marriage, particularly after the kids came along. He was at the same stage of things with his wife and family. One day, he groused about life to me: "Don't you feel gypped? You find this hot babe and marry her, and then you destroy each other, the love disappears, the kids and house suck up all your attention, and the world feels like shit." Usually optimistic, I found his rhetorical question surprising.
Although I answered him with some platitudes, Mark's venting caught my attention. That afternoon and into the evening as I played alone with Sarah and Eleanor, I studied whether I felt 'gypped' as Mark had put it. Maybe I was the cockeyed optimist at that point; however, I saw where we were in our marriage as just one of many stages we'd already gone through or would go through in the coming years.
I already viewed our marriage like living entity – something that ebbed and flowed over time; Megan and I had even talked about how our tides shifted from year to year. If we were having a down time, I knew we'd have a good time sometime soon. I thought things were seldom in balance. Instead, we moved around in some crazy dance with each other and all the other things impacting our lives, shifting our attention to the places that needed it most. I acknowledged that our relationship was just one of those areas requiring attention. There were many other relationships to focus on: Megan's parents, my parents, her siblings, my siblings, her friends, my friends, our friends, her work, my work, and on and on – including Emma.
We could get dysfunctional about our marriage, and rant and rave about being 'gypped,' or we could choose to roll with the things buffeting us and not let them upset our relationship. Another friend had shared with me a quote by Otis Maxfield, 'Fate is what life deals you; destiny is what you do with it.' I could live with that. I resolved to share my thinking with Mark the next day.
When the two of us sat down for lunch and started to talk, Mark confessed to me of a recent fling he'd had with one of the admin assistants in the company. I was numb struck. Mark never struck me as the kind to play around. He confessed it was a sexual thing; there'd been no love or caring in the 'one-night stand.' He felt guilty about the deed, yet rationalizing it because so much of his family life sucked, as he put it.
For a brief instant I thought of telling Mark about Emma; however, I wisely paused and said nothing. Emma remained my private secret. As I listened to Mark talk, I realized how few similarities there were between his liaison and my ten-year relationship with Em. I had never gone to Em because I was mad at or had fallen out of love with Megan; to the contrary, I loved Megan. Emma and I deeply loved each other too; we were an event in an alternate reality called the west coast; I still felt no guilt over the affair – it was just something to be carefully managed so that no one got hurt; and lastly, there'd been no lying about the relationship – I just let it happen the way it did each time we met. Like Mark and the secretary, we had a sexual relationship; however, my relationship with Em went so much deeper than that.
As I thought about Em, my mind drifted three thousand miles away. I reflected a moment, until Mark snapped his fingers in front of my eyes. "Helloooooo!" He echoed. "Earth to Matt, earth to Matt. You in there?" He grinned at me. I shook my head and rejoined the discussion. If he thought anything of my reverie, he didn't mention it.
Three years prior, I'd pulled off a bit of coup at work. After several years of research and development on database technology, as well as becoming exceptionally well informed about this industry segment and its future, I orchestrated the sale of my entire group, including the computing center, to a recently formed company called Oracle Corporation. The company was named after their primary product, the Oracle Database – a product developed for the CIA while the founders were at Ampex Corporation.
Oracle was based in Redwood City, California, down the street from Ampex where they'd initially worked on the database. It's CEO was Larry Ellison, an entrepreneur I'd met many times in my work for Digital Devices. Oracle was at the leading edge of software technology, right where my group and I wanted to be. Instead of competing, we joined up.
By the time of my group's sale, I had a pile of stock options in Digital Devices. Because of the success of the sale for the firm, they honored the options. I made a lot of money overnight, enough to buy the Wellesley house outright, as well as some vacation property on a lake in Maine.
In the deal, I got myself named as head of the Boston area subsidiary with a sterling compensation package. Nominally, I reported to the CEO; in fact, I became my own business unit president. Megan was very proud of me. At thirty-two, I'd achieved a great deal.
My database group, including the computing center, moved out of the Digital Devices building shortly after the sale. We got our own offices in Burlington, Massachusetts, right along Route 128. We also started to hire. Six months later, I had about seventy people reporting to me. I was the youngest subsidiary head in Oracle. A year later, the number of staff in my subsidiary had risen to two hundred.
My travel schedule called for a trip a month to the west coast. Occasionally, there'd be some other conference or special meeting to attend, but usually those trips only involved a day or two rather than the five or six days I usually spent on the coast. Since I was such a regular out there, I decided to have the company rent a studio apartment for me; it worked out to be less expensive than staying at many of the acceptable motels. The condominum seemed like a piece of home to me after a while, and I could leave clothing and toiletries there. I gave Em a key.
Chapter 5
Emma and I sat at dinner in a little bistro near Stanford University. The place had a few students and professorial looking people in it. We both liked the collegiate atmosphere around the campus; so on many of my trips, we'd go to the campus area near her condominium and walk around. This small Italian restaurant had become a favorite of ours over the years. The owners even knew us by name and always greeted us with enthusiasm.
We traded stories about our day's work with each other. I'd been in meetings all day about the development of package software solutions atop the Oracle database that an increasing number of my customers in the New England area wanted. We had so many opportunities, I found it difficult to set priorities on which directions to go. My colleagues from other areas were having the same problems. More resources! We all wanted more people and product improvements.
Emma had gotten in on the ground floor at Verbatim twelve years prior. You could count the people in the world that knew more than she about magnetic digital storage media on one hand, and she was a best friend to all of them. Further, she distinguished herself as an R&D engineer, becoming a vice president in the young company.
Over the meal, Em had talked about Verbatim's acquisition by Eastman Kodak several months earlier. The company had been having a rough time in the highly competitive media market, not helped in the least by a continuing parade of manufacturing problems. Now, they had a different label; however, she told me, the quality control problems showed no sign of improvement.
Em had been working with her team on how to reliably manufacture three-and-a-half-inch floppy disks with twice the memory capacity. She toyed with a diskette as we lingered over dinner, almost as though she find some inspiration by contact with the product.
She said, "It's a chicken and egg situation again, and there are some bad hens out there. We've got to be manufacturing the disks before the companies like Seagate will start manufacturing the drives for computers. That's when the price breaks will make it worthwhile to upgrade. The worst thing right now; however, is that we've got to get our quality control in hand."
I asked, "But when can I get a disk with a hundred megabytes or a gigabyte capacity. Are we that far away?"
She responded, "In terms of a hard disk, you know you have a hundred megs in your computer now, it's just not removable media. The industry is on its own version of Moore's Law with this stuff. You'll have a hard drive with a gigabyte around a decade from now, and a hundred gigs a decade after that. We seem to be improving a hundred fold each decade, at least with magnetic media."
She spun the plastic floppy drive between her two hands. She said, "The days for these are numbered. The replacement will be compact disks or CDs, and probably some denser format beyond those. The music guys are getting a whole album on one CD; that's about a 600-megabyte capacity, but re-write capabilities are limited. We'll have our brand on the market soon, but the drives are the issue. The burners are pricy, but they'll get cheaper over time. Initially, they'll only allow you to burn once, but sometime in the '90s you'll be able to do read and write and re-write on CDs."
We kicked around the implications of the various technologies. As storage capacities exploded over time, so many limitations of computers would disappear, portability would increase dramatically, and data synchronization would become an issue, at least within businesses. I thought of being able to put some of the entire databases we worked with on one disk. Now, that would be an accomplishment.
We settled up dinner and then took a stroll through the campus. There was a natural competition between MIT and Stanford, so I launched into a length discourse to Emma about how I was a spy from the east coast sent here to learn all the secrets of the school so we could overtake then in the rankings. The rankings were a bit of a farce; yet I knew the schools drew great esteem if they were ahead of the other. In any case, Caltech remained atop all of the technical universities.
Em and I walked the two miles back to her condominium. She told me, "Management is talking about moving me over to manufacturing." After a long silence while I digested that point, she added, "It'd mean I'd have to move to Charlotte, North Carolina."
"Wow," I said trying to be enthusiastic about her move. "I've never been to Charlotte. I hear it's nice." My stomach had tightened into a knot. Not only had I never been to Charlotte, but I had no reason to be within several hundred miles of there. If Em moved there, it'd be tantamount to ending our comfortable relationship. I gave her a tentative smile, wondering if she'd thought about that aspect of a reassignment. A thousand other questions rushed through my head.



Another long silence ensued before Em said with a wry smile, "I'm going to turn them down. It means I'll probably lose my job."
"Em ...?"
"I'm turning down the move because if I go to Charlotte I'd never get to see you again ... or maybe only once or twice a year. It'd make things difficult. I know you're going to have to keep coming out to California for a while, and if I stay here, I'll still get to see you every few weeks." She gave me a smile and squeezed my hand, "I'm just trying to stay close to my boyfriend. Charlotte wouldn't let that happen."
"Where would you work? The job market's not all that good right now, is it?"
"There are lots of places still hiring around here, particularly proven engineers. I was thinking I'd look around anyway. The continuing hiccups at Verbatim are starting to get to me."
We walked into the condo holding hands. I knew I could always be romantic with Emma and that she'd appreciate it. Boyfriends did that kind of thing. She still liked to use that word when she referred to me. I'd long ago given up the discussion about my inadequacies in that role: because I was anchored to the east coat, married, the father of two, and because I couldn't do all the things I thought a boyfriend ought to do for a girlfriend. She rebuffed my comments with a puff of air – a harrumph of dismissal at the ideas.
We made love as we always did once we were settled in her condo. In our afterglow, Em lay with her head on my chest wrapped in my arms. I told her, "Em, I love you very much. When you first told me about Charlotte ... well, I felt tears in my eyes and a bad feeling in my gut. If you have to take a job like that, we'll find a way to make this still work."
Emma leaned up and kissed me tenderly. She said, "I love you too. I'm committed to you silly, and I know you're committed to me ... and we're both committed to Megan, even if she doesn't know about me. Commitment is about making choices that preserve the relationship. In this case, we all want to preserve the balance of things. Staying with Verbatim would make things go out of balance. The choice is to leave the Big V and find another job. I could float and do nothing for a while too; I have money to sustain a float for a while."
"Thank you," I whispered to her as my hand moved to rekindle the carnal pleasures we'd enjoyed a while earlier. I leaned in and kissed her breasts, sucking the nearby breast. Emma moaned and pushed up into me; she clearly liked the direction I'd taken our conversation. Soon, we were both involved in a second round of sexual pleasure.
When we were cuddling again in our feelings of love for each other, Em asked softly, "Are you doing well inside ... you know emotionally? The last few times we've been together, you've talked about work so much I've been wondering if you're avoiding some other issues."
I thought for a while. Em knew I'd heard her and had gone into analysis mode. I started slowly, "Em, I love you, and I love Megan. You seem content with our limited time together, and I wish I could give you more. In the meantime, Megan has moved into her own world surrounded by patients, the clinic, and keeping up with modern medicine; between her work and the kids, I'm just feeling like I've moved to the back of the priority list."
Em sat cross-legged next to me. Her posture proved highly distracting given her nudity. "Well, Matthew Carter, let me remind you that you are my highest priority. But, and don't take this the wrong way, I wouldn't want you around all the time." She reached and took one of my hands and held it in hers against her breast. I could feel her erect nipple.
She went on before I could say anything, "I'm glad there's a Megan in your life, as well as an Eleanor and a Sarah. They're my family. I live vicariously, like normal people, through you having a growing family. Every time you share some little family thing you've done, I'm grateful in at least three ways. First, I'm glad you feel you can be open with me about your 'other' life; second, I find joy in sharing the experience with you. The more colorful and detailed you make it, the more it's like I was there. I like that. And third, I'm thankful that I don't have to go through the experience to feel it. Isn't that silly, I like to hear about it, but not experience it."
I started to say something, but Emma put a finger on my lips. "I'm not finished yet," She told me sternly. She gathered her thoughts and then went on, "Megan has picked a tough profession, and she's good at. Her inattention to you is temporary. If anything, the two of you are in a dance where you both work hard at your jobs and parenting, and then expect the relationship to remain romantic. It won't; that's life. Rest assured, that if you were living here and we were married, we'd have the same kind of relationship you have with Megan. You'd fly to the east coast once a month and have your romantic time with Megan." She laughed and added, "Maybe, this time, when you go home, you should think that's what's going on."
I laughed and said, "I'll try it."
"Now, what else bothers you," Em asked.
"If you and I were married, would you want me to feel guilty over having an affair with Megan?"
Em said, "Deep question. Are you having guilt feelings?"
"Every now and then. To be honest, I have my life compartmentalized. When I'm with you, I'm the boyfriend. After ten years or so, we have our own vocabulary, our rituals, our sacred areas, and areas we avoid with each other. We're in my west coast compartment now. The east coast compartment contains Megan, the kids, our parents, and circle of friends. My roles there include husband, father, son, son-in-law, friend, and so forth. We speak another language back there, and have different rituals, sacred cows, and taboos."
She asked, "So, if things stay in their boxes, you don't feel guilty?"
"Usually," I replied thoughtfully. "Sometimes, something happens that reminds me of both worlds, like that time when my friend Mark confessed that he'd had a series of one night stands. Completely different, and no love involved, but it reminded me that I live in two worlds at the same time. What bothered him most was being labeled a 'cheater.' That label bothers me too; yet somehow this doesn't feel like cheating. I just happen to be in love with two women, and one just happens to know about the other."
After a pause and some kisses, Em asked, "Have you ever told anybody about us?"
"No; no one. How about you?"
"A few people at work know I have a boyfriend. I also told my sister a couple of years ago. She was worried I was a lesbian. She asks every now and then about you, and I tell her about what we've done – the dates we've been on. She's been great – not judgmental about my seeing a married man, but she always reminds me that she doesn't want to see me hurt."
"After these years together, do you see this heading someplace that will give you pain?" I felt concerned.
"No. If it stopped tomorrow, I'd still be the most grateful person on the planet because I had a all this time with you." I leaned in and kissed her.
I said, "We're both in our mid-thirties. Supposedly your biological clock is ticking very loudly about now. Do you want to have children? If we don't do something about that, will you feel hurt?"
"God, no!" Em exclaimed. "That's one of the primary reasons I like watching you and your kids from three thousand miles away. I'm not a kid person, except to hear about it from someone else; same with my nephew and niece. Moreover, the thought of childbirth scares the hell out of me, not helped I might add by your detailed descriptions of the birthing process for Eleanor and Sarah. Ugh!"
We both laughed, yet I felt some pang of the past deep in Emma, a part of her she'd not shared with me. Perhaps it was in her tone of voice. Even though her parents lived an hour's drive away, I knew she seldom saw them. Yet, when she spoke of them, it was always with affection and pride. Her father had just retired and her mother had stopped working full time. Her sister's family lived in Texas, and again, despite the blood relationship they seldom saw each other.
The conversation turned to blander topics, and then the kiss of sleep sealed the night.

* * * * *Emma's job situation had changed dramatically by the time I got back to the west coast four weeks later. She was unemployed. Of course, I knew this from our telephone conversations. I'd been able to go out a day early, so we had a full day and evening before my business meetings started. I didn't even have to make up an excuse. Megan was going to be working at the clinic, and she just accepted my comment about taking a restful day in the Bay Area without question. She seemed unusually affectionate as we said goodbye.
"So, I got my first unemployment check on Friday," Emma announced with a smile. She went on, "I feel guilty. I made so much money, and I've saved so much over the years. They even paid me for all the vacation time I hadn't used, and they let me exercise my open stock options."
"Are you going to job hunt, or let the world find you?"
"I threw a few rocks into the job pool and made a lot of ripples. We'll see what happens next. Other than that, I might just let the world find me, as you put it."
I remained elated from Em's commitment to our relationship that she'd expressed the month before. I knew she was going to remain near her Palo Alto home. I offered to help; by now I had a widening circle of contacts in the area. Em looked interested, so I pulled out my Filofax and let her scan my contacts – many were in Oracle, of course.
"We should have done this before," Em said. "We know a few of the same people, like this technology prof at Berkeley – Carl Reynolds."
"You should talk to the academics," I advised. "They're usually consummate networkers. Reynolds probably knows what's going on in every tech company in the area." Em nodded agreement with the idea. She also picked two other names of people she'd like to talk to. Before the hour was out, she had appointments to see of them the following week.
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Chapter 6
I mumbled something that must have been intelligible into the telephone. It was dark in the bedroom.
"Hello, Is Dr. Carter there? I'm sorry to be calling so late -- or rather so early, but one of her maternity patients just checked in at the hospital. She's probably an hour from delivering, and we need her down here."
I passed the phone to Megan who groaned sleepily as she listened to the obstetrical nurse at Newton-Wellesley Hospital explain the situation to her. She got out of bed and shuffled off to the bathroom. I cranked one eye open and glanced at the clock beside our bed; the digital dial showed it was 4:12 a.m.
As Megan dressed, she said a few words to me. "I won't be back until dinner time. I was scheduled to do rounds around six-thirty anyway, so I'll just stay at the hospital and then go to the office. This baby may interfere with that anyway. Bye Hon." She gave me a peck on my cheek. She was alert, just the way you'd want the doctor to be who was about to deliver your baby. A few minutes later, I heard the garage door go up and down as she pulled away from the house. The hospital was ten minutes away.
Being married to a female doctor is a unique experience. For instance, we'd occasionally book dinner reservations as Mr. and Dr. Carter, but every place turned it around assuming I was the physician when it's Megan. Being an OB-GYN, she gets calls at all hours of the day and night, weekends included. There's no time off. Not all the nurses or patients know that Dr. Carter is a woman, and they'll launch into symptoms with me on the phone before I can stop them. Usually, I don't want to know the symptoms.
After five years as a physician's assistant, Megan decided she wanted to be the 'real deal,' as she called it. It took her three more years to get her M.D., and then a year as an intern and another year as a resident. Fortunately, she'd been able to do her studies, internship, and residency within thirty miles of our Massachusetts home. Now, she was the OB-GYN doctor in a family practice with ten other physicians, her older friend and mentor Dr. Budray being one of them, although she told me he wanted to retire and move to Florida.
From the time we married twenty years earlier, Megan had been driven by a need to excel in the medical field. At first, she'd thought she'd become a nurse practitioner, but then she aspired to be a physician's assistant. After working at that job for five years, she started going back to school to become a full-fledged doctor. She already knew the specialty she wanted based on her family practice work with her mentor.
Even with the obstetrical and gynecological practice, she continued to work at the clinic in Boston. She also worked doing clinical trials with a couple of pharmaceutical companies, and she was doing research on drug treatment of post-partum depressions. In the latter area, she'd already published four papers in peer-reviewed journals, one being the prestigious New England Journal of Medicine.
While the bulk of Megan's hours were spent professionally, somehow she still managed to find time for the girls -- Eleanor or 'El' as she wanted to be called, and Sarah. They were now twelve and ten, respectively. Megan was not a soccer mom, chauffeuring the girls from their private school to a sports game or the mall and then to friend's homes. She emphasized 'quality time' with the girls, often taking them to some cultural event or taking them to lunch if they weren't in school.
We'd also added a nanny to the family: Esmeralda Sanchez or Izzy as she had us call her. She was an older Hispanic woman, recently widowed by her second husband. Izzy cooked and cleaned around the house, and also proved to be a skilled chauffeur getting the girls from one event to another on their busy schedules.
Of course, our life style had ratcheted up again as our careers advanced, the girls grew, and we added live-in help to the clan. Consequently, we bought a larger home in Wellesley, one with a separate apartment for Izzy over the garage.
My job at Oracle remained unchanged; however, the challenges of the high-tech marketplace multiplied many fold and continued to be a daily challenge. Based on my bonuses, stock options, and feedback from my peers and boss, I was doing an outstanding job running the northeast operations for the company.
Our initial forays at forging partnerships with the big consulting firms had paid off handsomely over the past decade. This was a personal pet project, and one with which I took some risks a decade earlier. I'd given extensive education to the consultants in the big accounting firms for free, figuring if they were smart about the Oracle software and how to use it, they'd recommend it for their clients. My 'bet' paid off handsomely and moved me into being one of the top earners in the company in record time.
My travel had also increased during the decade. I helped get the same kind of consultant's education program going in our other regions. While doing this, we also overhauled our national accounts management, and I ended up leading that effort as well.
One of the mellowing factors in my life was that I had the secret relationship with Emma. I think some of my colleagues on the west coast thought me strange for passing up social opportunities after work with them. I did participate occasionally -- just enough to take the edge off their curiosity.
A few people in the company knew the company had bought me a pied-à-terre on the outskirts of Redwood City; however, no one sought me out there. I didn't even get a telephone. Instead, I relied on the cellular service so I could catch any incoming call regardless of where I was. My secretary was the only person that called me routinely, often a dozen times a day. Given the time differences between the east and west coasts, her calls to the west coasts usually ceased around three or four o'clock in the afternoon.
My reputation in the company was that of a doer, a go-getter, the go-to guy, and a bit of a goody goody. When I heard someone's opinion verge on the latter trait, I often smiled to myself at my own secret -- the Secret of Emma.
A day never went by that I didn't think of both Megan and Emma with love and affection. Given my travel schedule and Megan's 'doctoring' schedule, there were some months I saw more of Emma than I did of my wife. My relationship with the two women had stabilized and matured. I'd been with Emma for twenty-two years and married to Megan for twenty.
My friend and colleague Kevin O'Conner had remarried years earlier and tried to achieve some stability in his personal life. Although we didn't work together as much as we had, every couple of weeks we had a steak and beer dinner near our office. We were both forty-five.
Kevin confessed he was in the midst of a colossal mid-life crisis that he was trying to hide from his wife and stepchildren -- both in their teens. He wasn't sure he should stay with Oracle, yet he'd accomplished so much and was one of the top executives in the company. His kids were typical teens, yet he was having trouble coping with them. He was backtracking on whether he should have gotten married again. He recited a list of typical physical changes associated with midlife: slowing sex life, receding hairline, occasional panic attacks, and anxiety.
"I think there's more I want to accomplish, but I'm not sure where or how," He told me. "I feel held back. I want to do something wild, but I did so much of that when I was younger. And, I certainly don't want to damage my marriage again; been there, done that -- very painful."
I provided an empathetic ear to his plights, noting that he'd recently purchased a used Corvette, symbolic of his quest for change and new satisfaction in his life.
One night as Megan and I shared a late supper, both of us having put in fourteen-hour days, I mentioned Kevin's struggles to her. I wondered if she'd come across anything like this in her research, perhaps knowing of some pharmacological solution to his anxiety and unease.
Much to my surprise, Megan laughed. "Most men say they have a midlife crisis," She declared with mirth. "It's part of the transition from youth to maturity. I'm surprised you're not feeling the same way. When you do, you'll want a sports car, a mistress, a tattoo, and a motorcycle, amongst other things -- and not necessarily in that order." She looked over her reading glasses at me and added, "Just please come home once in a while to me, El, Sarah, and Izzy." She laughed again and went back to her meal.
My heart skipped a beat when Megan taunted me with having a mistress. I'm sure I looked horrified and hoped I'd hidden my reaction inside my desire not to have a crisis. Megan continued to snicker at the idea of me also indulging in a crisis.
After a moment, the doctor part of her personality kicked in, and she said, "Women have midlife crises too. Mine probably came early; it was my rallying cry to become a physician when I could have sat back and been a dilettante of the arts and lover of chocolates and tea every afternoon. More typically, women have their crisis when the last of their children leave home -- the empty nest syndrome we call it. Other causes, for men and women, might be the death of a beloved parent or a hiccup in their career."
"Am I doomed to have one?" I asked, trying to veil my reaction a moment earlier.
"No. The really deep psychological crisis, with remorse over unaccomplished goals, a search for something indefinite, anxieties, alcoholism, sports cars, affairs, divorces, and marrying a trophy wife, only affect about one in five. A much higher percentage feels something, but not the depth or longevity of the crisis. They last longer in men than women, however." Megan looked at me with her fork poised in midair, "If you aren't planning one, you have a pretty good chance of avoiding it. Tell your friend Kevin, to shift his focus outside himself, and he'll probably be able to duck the bullet. If he wallows in it, it'll never let go of him."
Now I laughed, but I promised to pass the message along to Kevin. A few days later, I did, and a few days after that I was on an airplane back to the west coast. On the plane, I ruminated about my life again, particularly the role that Emma and Megan played in it. While a Porsche might be nice and something I might even look into when I got home, the fact was I'd had a mistress for longer than my entire marriage -- over twenty years.
I confessed to myself my love of the two women. I could conjure up resentments and inattention with Megan; however, I was more at fault than she was. I could even resent Emma; after all, she'd been the aggressor and purposefully made herself so attractive in our early years together that any path other than the one I chose now seemed impossible to contemplate.
I had been physically attracted to both women, and now two decades later remained that way to the exclusion of others. Megan's work impacted our sexual intimacy more than I liked, but at this stage in our lives that factor seemed less important than a decade earlier. I saw an article in a book while I was browsing in a bookstore; it said that affairs don't necessary happen because of sexual attraction. After our initial foray into that territory, even Emma and I cooled. On some visits I had with Emma, it was the warmth and comfort of each other's company we sought rather than the torrid sexual romps someone might envision. More than the physical side, I remained emotionally involved -- attached -- to each. I couldn't end my life with either one. I would be incomplete and probably incapable of continuing in some new the way that didn't include both of them.
I thought I'd become open about my feelings, more so in the past decade. Given my preoccupation with work, there was little I held back from either woman. I didn't vent to Emma about Megan; those were personal things for me to deal with. I had kept Emma a secret all to myself.
The more I thought, the more I realized that I hadn't become as open about my dreams, thoughts, and feelings as I'd credited myself with a few moments earlier. There was a part of me -- a large part of me -- that I didn't share with anyone. I regretted that. The more I thought and accepted that shortcoming in my own personality, the more I regretted not opening up more to Megan or Emma. What did I think they'd do? Was I that fearful of their rebuke or criticism? Good grief, at work I'd fought battles that would have made Napoleon cringe.
Megan was analytical and clinical when I'd brought her problems. She was a superb thought partner, but she didn't have a deep understanding of the high tech area I'd risen and worked in all these years, any more than I had an in depth understanding of the pressures and work she did. Emma knew the high tech area, and she often was unusually insightful about office politics not to mention the interactions between companies. She also understood contemporary relationships and more often than not, urged me deeper and more completely into my relationship with Megan. I don't believe it was self-sacrifice on her part; she loved me and fully accepted the fact that I loved two women.
With Emma, I could raise what I called the craziness of the situation I'd propagated all these years. She understood. She was the one that told me, "There is no normal. Normal is what you make it; what Megan makes it. If you don't like 'normal,' change it -- you did change it all those years ago. You broke out of the meme that demanded you be a couple to the exclusion of all others."
The flight attendant brought me another glass of wine, and I thanked her. She paused to see if I wanted to make conversation. The first-class seat beside me was empty. When I returned to my reverie, she faded away down the aisle.
Normal. Loving two women wasn't normal. Then, I thought of the women I'd 'loved' -- my mother, wife, daughters, and Emma. For years, I hadn't examined the differences in the love I felt for each of them. My mind scolded me: only two were relevant to this meditation -- Megan and Emma. I flitted between the two of them inside my mind -- analyzing, testing, weighing, questioning, ... The scales never wavered from the position I'd set decades earlier. I loved them both, equally and without equivocation.
I wondered about the future. Could I project the trajectory of our lives as we went another twenty years in the future? I'd be about sixty-five and ready to retire. What would that be like? Would both women still have a role in my life? It pained me to think otherwise.

* * * * *Emma was unusually affectionate when I opened the door to her condo with my key and found her reading on her sofa. I responded to her attentions as we kissed and caressed each other. As she pulled me to the bedroom, I protested that I might need a shower to remove the 'airplane grit.' Em laughed and assured me it didn't matter. We made love. My heart overflowed with emotion and devotion for her. Later, I slept in her embrace, and all the cares and worries in the world seemed to fade.
I awoke early and slipped from our bed. As usual, I was on east coast time. I slipped on my robe and padded to the kitchen. I made some coffee and then walked out onto the second story deck of Emma's condo. Dawn was just breaking in the Bay Area. I stood barefoot on the cool tiles and savored the warmth of my coffee as well as morning chill and dampness; each sensation made me feel unusually alive and deeply sensitive to the world. I felt thankful for my life and the way things were.
Em's arms wrapped around me a few minutes later. I felt her naked breasts against my back and turned to sweep her into my arms. I wrapped my robe around her, pulling her to my naked body. She read my sensitivity to the environment and pulled me to the chaise in the corner of her deck. We were visible to a few other units in the complex, but Em didn't seem to care. We had sex again in the chilly air, Em straddling my body as she rose and fell in the glorious act of love..
We lay together after our climaxes and pledged our love to each other, as the sky changed from the midnight blue I'd found when I first awoke to a more azure color. The summer warmth also nudged the temperature higher.
We showered together, dressed, and opted for breakfast at a diner about a mile from the condo. Em became more excited as we talked, sharing with me a few of the latest plans of her new employer -- Apple Computer. She'd become the chief liaison between Apple and the integrated chip manufacturers: Intel and AMD. Of course, she continued to interface with the magnetic media companies as well.
"I'm working about three years ahead of where we are right now," Em said excitedly over breakfast. "We want to quadruple the speed and performance of everything at the same price. Also, I think we're going to focus on laptops, not exclusively, but it's a weak area of our competitors, and we see an opportunity for us in that niche."
We kicked around some of what had happened in the industry, diverting the conversation briefly to bemoan the excessive news coverage of the O. J. Simpson trial. After breakfast, we went our separate ways to work: Em to Cupertino, and me to Redwood City. We'd spend the next four nights together before I caught a red-eye back to Boston on Friday night.
Chapter 7
Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday dear Matthew, Happy birthday to you.
I stood in the doorway in mock horror as a crowd of hundred of our friends sang at the top of their lungs and very off key to me. I was sixty years old -- the 'Big Six Oh' as the huge sign hanging over the mantle in our wildly decorated living room proclaimed.
Beth, my secretary, had kept me at work an extra forty-five minutes that Friday night working through some new and, I thought, arcane requirements for human resource filings before the end of the quarter. Now, I knew why. She appeared a few minutes after my arrival home, with a big grin on her face and a cordial hug for the 'boss.'
Someone thrust a wine cooler in my hands, my standard fare, and then I circulated through the throng until I found Megan so I could give her a kiss and thank her for my surprise party. She was all smiles and laughter, joyful in having pulled off the caper. Of course, she was the same age; however, we'd had a much more modest celebration of her birthday a few months earlier at her insistence.
Both my daughters were at the party, Eleanor, now twenty-seven, had flown in from Washington with her fiancé -- Craig Elliott. Sarah, two years younger, lived and worked in downtown Boston. I learned that her steady beau couldn't get away from graduate school in Pennsylvania in time to be at the party, but would show up later in the mid-October weekend to give me his best wishes for many more.
Megan latched onto my arm in an unusually affectionate manner and barely left my side as we circulated among our friends. I often found her staring into my face, or studying my reaction to someone or some remark. As the evening progressed, I realized that as joyous and as happy as the evening was, something was amiss. I couldn't put my finger on it, except to guess that it had something to do with Megan's attentions and demeanor. She paid me too much attention, and, given our age, was too affectionate.
Things started to wind down about eleven in the evening, and by eleven-thirty, we said goodbye to the last of the guests. The caterers had stayed ahead of the clean-up mess in the kitchen and they departed too, leaving us a spotless home, before midnight. Sarah, Craig, Eleanor, Megan and I had gathered for a nightcap as the last of the crew said goodnight. I reminisced about some of the parties we'd occasionally hosted in our thirties and forties that didn't stop until the sun had started to come up.



We dispersed to the various bedrooms after kisses, hugs, and handshakes goodnight. Megan and I went into the master bedroom, and I began my nighttime rituals getting ready for bed. As I puttered around putting on what passed for pajamas for me -- running shorts and a t-shirt, I became aware that Megan sat on the edge of the bed watching me.
I looked at her and asked, "You coming to bed or are you in the middle of some hot medical journal?" I smiled.
Megan shook her head and patted the bed beside her. "No. No journals tonight. Just come sit with me for a minute. I have something to share." She sounded serious. I went to her and put my arms around her.
"What's up?" I asked as I sat on the bed and put my arm around her.
"Matt," She started, suddenly in a broken and choked voice, so different from the party voice she'd had for the past six hours, "I'm sick -- very sick -- very very sick." She looked up at me, with tears streaming down her face, and then broke into uncontrollable sobs. This wasn't at all like my professional wife that had seen it all. For years, she'd been the rock of the family with a will of iron and the mental strength of Titan. Now, suddenly, something was very wrong for her to be reacting this way.
I hugged her close and kissed the side of her head. I used my forefinger to wipe the tracks of her tears from her cheeks. "Hey," I said looking into her eyes, "We can work at getting you well. What kind of sick are we talking about? What do we need to do? What's happening?"
"I ... I ... I have a rare kind of leukemia," She sobbed. "It's not good. I found out Tuesday -- part of my annual check-up -- and then a few more lab tests. I've spent a lot of time the past three days verifying the diagnosis and looking at options." She paused and looked up into my face, her eyes red and running, "Oh Matt, I love you so." I hugged her tight.
I said, "I'll stop work. We'll put all our focus on getting you well. We'll do whatever it takes."
Megan shook her head. Her crying slowed, and she spoke in her doctoring voice: "There's no 'getting well' from this; it's fatal."
Her remark hit me so hard I recoiled; my body lurched against here. I was stunned. I was going to lose Megan. "How fatal? How much time ... I mean, what's the prognosis?"
"Five to nine months at this point -- maybe a little longer." Megan put her head in her hands as I rubbed her back and then pulled her into my lap. We cried together for a long time.
She explained she had a complication of chronic lymphocytic leukemia known as Richter's syndrome. I didn't understand a lot of what she told me about the disease, but I did understand that she had it, and it was going to kill her, most likely within a year. There was no cure; there was no mitigating treatment.
We told the children on Saturday morning, amid another round of crying and anguish over the potential loss of my wife and their mother. Practically everywhere I looked that morning, there were tear soaked tissues.
About the only thing positive I saw come out of the weekend was that Eleanor and Craig decided unilaterally to move up the date of their wedding to December -- near Christmas -- to be sure that Megan could attend in a state of reasonably good health.
Monday, I went to the office with Megan, and we met for an hour with her colleague, Richard Creech. Megan started the meeting by imploring Dick to hold nothing back, and to not sugar coat the situation for us. Dick, as he told me to call him, was an oncology specialist and had many years of experience treating leukemia patients. His credentials aside, he was direct and not very hopeful about Megan's prognosis.
His description of Megan's decline over the coming months depressed us further. While I got lost here and there in the medical terminology, the rapid physical decline of Megan's abilities over the coming months from this disease was well documented. He urged us to see at least two other oncologists; he had one of the secretaries in his office set up the appointments. Based on her being an 'insider,' she got one appointment for that afternoon.
Several of the other staff and doctors spoke to Megan as we left the office, extending their concern and hope for a better diagnosis. She'd worked with some of these people for over twenty years.
Dr. Ray Zuchovsky was the chief oncologist at Mass General Hospital. While his entire persona exuded an air of 'trust me' and 'I'm the most skilled person in this area you'll ever meet,' his office demeanor was polite and solicitous. He'd personally gone over the blood and other lab work. While we were in his office, he drew another blood sample from Megan and shipped it off to the hospital's laboratory for immediate processing.
Zuchovsky agreed to the letter with Creech's diagnosis. Megan had Richter's syndrome. That night we talked about the different ways she could move forward from this point. She could probably get about two more months of work in before she'd have to curtail her medical practice. Curative treatments were futile in the long run, yet in rare cases slowed the progression of the disease and extended the morbidity prior to death. Pallative care would eventually be called for as the debilitating effects of the disease became evident.
The following Monday, Megan started chemotherapy in the oncology center at the Newton-Wellesley Hospital.
Although Megan had hoped to continue working for a couple more months, the three-days a week chemo regime forced her to give up anything resembling a normal life. Megan started the treatment with a fair amount of energy; she was almost asymptomatic to the disease she carried. Two weeks into the chemo, the fatigue started; a week later the nausea, vomiting, and diarrhea commenced; and a week after that she was totally bald and pale.
We met together with Dick Creech weekly in the first month of treatment and at month's end after a full round of blood tests. One question before us was whether to enter into bone marrow transplantation as a way to slow down the progression of the disease.
Creech was direct yet sympathetic to Megan's plight. "Megan," He told her, "The numbers are not improving at all. We'd hoped to stabilize things, but the chemo isn't doing anything for you. Richter's is a nasty and unresponsive disease. I know you'd asked about doing something with bone marrow, but I don't think that would help, and the trauma to the marrow might just accelerate things in this instance."
I asked, "So, what should she do? Nothing?"
Creech thought for a minute and said softly, "Yes, do nothing." He turned to Megan, "Enjoy the last few months of your life, take advantage of your palliative care, and find a way to transition gracefully." He locked eye contact with Megan, and they nodded to each other.
"Thanks, Dick," Megan said. "I'm stopping treatment now, while I still have some time and can get around."
Dick nodded, "The side effects from the month of chemo you've had will wear off faster than they came on. Go do something fun -- both of you." He nodded at me, and gave us both a weak smile.
It took Megan another week for the nausea and other debilitating effects of the chemo to stop. At that point, Megan wanted us to go up to the camp in northern Maine -- just the two of us.
I'd put myself on a restricted regime at work, so I could be with Megan. Now, without much difficulty, I put myself on indefinite leave and the two of us went up to be in nature on our lake in Maine.
I paddled Megan around the lake almost everyday, and we got in a few short hikes as her strength returned. She noted that having her strength return from the chemo would meet the waning strength she'd experience from the disease. She thought that happened our second week at our camp. Our hikes became short walks. Megan slept a great deal.
Around the end of the month, Megan started to have to lean on me for support when she walked. I made her a cane from a piece of driftwood we found along the edge of the lake. After another few weeks, I found myself helping her wash and take care of herself. I'd already been doing the meal preparation, although this was not my forte.
Megan decided she needed some drugs and another close examination by Creech to see how Richter's was progressing, so we came back to Wellesley. He verified what Megan already knew; she was sliding downhill a little faster than expected. Her life became more passive. She read a great deal, particularly what she called 'junk novels.' She spent more than half the day in bed resting or sleeping, and I could find her dozing in her favorite chair other times.
At her insistence, I went back to work. People were sympathetic with what was going on with Megan, and I found I had to develop some rejoinders to their frequent questions and 'How's it going?' questions.
I confess to feeling guilty about working. I could lose myself in the complexities of the company and our aggressive marketing, sales, and customer service programs. We had the top selling corporate database software package in the world, and were embarked on a program to make it better and better. I could hide in the details and the meetings from the terrible situation Megan faced. It wasn't that I was leaving her to face it alone; far from it. I dedicated myself to making her life as easy, peaceful, and loving in everyway I could.
I cancelled all my travel to the west coast, taking advantage of some new video conferencing capabilities we had installed in the office. Emma was not only sympathetic and empathetic to Megan's plight, when we talked, we often-focused on things I could do to ameliorate her suffering and ease her ultimate transition. We knew that we'd be able to spend some time together after all this ended.
We got day care for Megan. Together with my own curtailed schedule, this meant she had round-the-clock care. The number of drugs to cope with the various adverse side effects of the disease grew exponentially each week. Four months after Megan discovered the illness, we turned the living room into a hospital ward. We also started round-the-clock nurses. I worked less, and often spent hours at her bedside, sometimes just holding her hand as she slept.
Megan paled and her skin turned that pasty ashen color we too often realize belongs to the dying. She'd made peace with the spiritual side of her temporal life. She liked it when I'd read her spiritual books of some kind. She told me she found peace and serenity in them that she needed to cope.
On Wednesday morning, Megan surprised me again. I'd been reading to her, but my voice had gotten strained so I'd asked for a break so I could get a cup of coffee and recover a little. We felt so in harmony with one another.
"I like it when you read to me," She said. "Part of what you're telling me is the story, but the more important thing you're telling me is that you still love me." She smiled at me.
I squeezed her hand and vocalized my love for her -- forever.
"Matt," She said, "There's something I want you to do for me before I erode away much further."
"What's that, Darling?"
"I want you to bring Emma to me. I want to meet her -- face to face."
Chapter 8
Emma appeared to take Megan's request in stride, without any hesitation whatsoever. "I'll be on the next airplane," She said. "I'll call you back in a few minutes after I've made arrangements." As it turned out, she'd arrive on a red-eye the next morning. She told me later, she'd been ready for the meeting for most of her life.
Megan found some delight in her secret knowledge of my long-running affair with Emma. When I had asked, "How did you know?" she'd brushed off the question with a sly smile.
She'd said, "I'll tell you later when we're all together. Don't worry. I won't talk about any of this until Emma is here."
I'd even asked, "Are there things you want to know?"
Megan replied, "Nothing and everything. Wait until Emma is here, and then we'll talk."
I accepted Megan's edict. She drifted off to sleep on the hospital bed with a peaceful smile on her face.
The next morning, I drove in and picked up Emma at Boston's Logan Airport. It was the first time I'd seen her in months -- since before Megan announced her cancer. We hugged and kissed at the airport. I really had missed seeing her, yet I was uncertain about how this day would play out. Emma seemed more self-assured.
As I drove us to Wellesley, I noted how the distance between my two worlds -- my two loves -- was finally shrinking to zero in this one short trip from the airport to my home.
For thirty-five years -- thirty-five years my mind screamed! -- I'd kept my two worlds so separate: Megan-Emma, east coast-west coast, doctor-engineer, care giver-free spirit. Now, like the collision of two galaxies, I felt the merging energies of all those years on this one day in March.
Emma didn't ask a lot of questions. We didn't even talk much on the drive. She did ask about Megan's current state of health, something I'd kept her fairly up to date on in our brief telephone calls several times a week.
I led Emma into the foyer of our home. The nurse met us with a smile and urged us to go into the made-over living room and see Megan. "She's excited about seeing you," She said with a smile.
Megan was sitting up in her hospital bed. She'd put on some makeup, the first I'd seen her wear in weeks. She didn't look so pale. She'd also gotten the nurse to give her one of her wigs, so she looked more natural and less sickly than she really was. The bed covers were tight across her legs and their starched crispness seemed appropriate to the meeting in some way.
Emma walked to the bed with her hand extended in friendship; "Hi. I'm Emma," she said. "I take it we both know a few things about each other."
Megan smiled and said, "Yes, and I've wanted to meet you for thirty-five years. I've known about you all this time." I practically recoiled in shock at that statement.
"Megan!" I exclaimed. "Why didn't you say something?" At first Megan ignored my comment.
There was a long silence as Emma and Megan studied each other. I watched a palpable warmth pass between the two women as they held hands. Emma hitched herself onto the side of the hospital bed so she could remain close to Megan. The instantaneous connection between the two women was not lost on me.
Megan finally turned to me and said, "I didn't say anything because I love you. I've also come to love you Emma." She paused and said, "I have some things to confess to the two of you. You see, you aren't the only people that have kept secrets all these years."
I looked with both astonishment and confusion at Megan. I didn't understand her statement.
Megan went on, "When you and I started to get serious many years ago, my father insisted I have you checked out by a private investigator. At the time, I was horrified that he'd want to do that -- He was being protective, but then it seemed such a simple move that would remove any doubts my family had; I'm sure you remember my father. It was in an age before prenuptial agreements, and he wanted to be sure that you weren't after me for my inheritance or money or whatever. Anyway, I told him the only way I'd do it was if I hired and got the report directly; he or mother weren't to be involved. Any decision was mine. Dad agreed."
I started to see where this might go.
She continued, "Summer Investigators -- that's who I hired. Frank Summer was the investigator all those years ago. He followed you for a month, and according to him used some sophisticated listening devices that he described in those days as barely legal." Megan laughed at the expression on my face. "I think you two had been seeing each other for about four months at that time."
I thought back to the passionate times Em and I engaged in all those years before, limited only by the hours in the day and our need to be gainfully employed. I winced to think what an investigator would have to report about our activities. My unease apparently showed on my face. Emma, I noted, had a peaceful look on hers as she sat on the side of the bed next to Megan.
Megan went on, "When Frank Summer came back from following you to the west coast, he was confused by what he found, and at first so was I. Oh, he knew unequivocally that you two were sexually involved -- romantically involved. At first, I thought my father had been right, and that you were after me for my family's money, but then Summer played a tape he'd made of the two of you talking -- about me. Emma, you were telling Matthew how to love me, how to court and woo me, how to be nice to me, how to be open and honest with me, how to build a long-term relationship." Tears were forming in Megan's eyes as she talked.
She continued, "I remember those early years vividly -- perhaps more so because of what I learned. Matt would come back from seeing you and follow your directions. I kept Summer working on this -- he had some friend he worked with in the Bay Area too. Anyway, there was never an inconsistent message. Matt loved me, and Matt loved you, and that love grew every day." She turned to Emma and squeezed her hand and added, "What surprised me is that you loved me too." We all had tears in our eyes.
I moved to the bed so I could sit opposite Emma at the foot of Megan's bed. I said, "You could have turned and run. That was right before we got engaged. Why did you ...?"
Megan interrupted me, "There were other tapes. Summer never let me hear you two making love. I think in the long run that was a wise decision on his part. He did let me hear some of your pillow talk, and certainly some of the more casual conversations you had -- at least the ones he'd captured. They had a common theme: you were two caring people, you both cared about each other, and you both cared a great deal about me and the longevity and permanence of our relationship."
"I had a decision to make about whether I should enter this fray -- this convoluted threesome that I wasn't supposed to know about, or whether I should run the other way." She paused and looked between the two of us, "Of course, by then, I was really in love with Matthew. I knew it was treacherous ground and probably a very unwise decision at the time, but I accepted his proposal of marriage. I even knew about it ahead of time because he'd talked about it with you only a few days earlier." She grinned at Emma and the two women's hands tightened together again for a moment.
I asked, "Did you just keep an eye on us all these years?" I wondered how much of the evolving relationship Megan knew about.
Megan blushed and said, "Yes, but please don't be mad at me. I'm not angry with you -- either of you. A first, I had Summer and his west coast associate see what was happening every few months, then every year, and later every few years. Summer finally retired, and I just stopped for a long time; that was over ten years ago. I got curious last year whether you two were still seeing each other; I was glad to find out you were. The findings were always similar -- you two had a loving relationship and had extended that to include me, even though I wasn't supposed to know about it."
"I figured I could bail out of things -- before we got engaged, before we got married, and later, before we had children. I remember thinking I'd leave if I saw any signal that you didn't love me or that you loved Emma more. I never saw or felt anything other than your love. Sometime, early in our marriage, I realized I didn't have to compete. All I had to do was be myself."
"Over time, I learned a little about Emma and how she thinks. I had a candid photo for a while so I knew what you looked like -- how pretty you are. I knew you were a free spirit and smart, that you had your own cautions, fears, and aspirations, and I think I understood why you loved Matthew."



Emma shook her head in disbelief and whispered, "Weren't you jealous?"
Megan said, "It's funny, at first I was -- or I thought I should be. My upbringing was to have a knee-jerk response that would have been anger, rage, and jealousy. Frank Summer said something to me, maybe it was even at the first meeting when he was telling me about Matt and you; he said, 'You have a choice about how you think about what I'm about to tell you. Before you settle on a traditional response, I urge you to think of all the options.' And, do you know, I did."
"Frank told me that jealousy is a learned response: we're taught if this, then that -- if infidelity, then divorce; if unfaithfulness, then breakup, but the world is not so black and white. One thing most people in the world couldn't imagine -- or tolerate -- was a man loving two women, or a woman loving two men. This was the 70s and we had the 60s as prologue to my discovery. Matt loves youandme. When I got past how other people might like me to think about that, I actually found the idea rather acceptable -- certainly tolerable."
"Did it change how we interacted?" I asked Megan.
"Oh, most definitely," She laughed. "In the early days of your relationship with Emma, I learned you had tremendous respect for her professional skills -- her work. Frank Summer pointed it out to me. You two talked about your work a lot. I was working as a part-time volunteer guide at a nearby museum back then -- a not very challenging position. I realized if I didn't turn my own life around and do something challenging, I'd lose Matthew. We'd only been married six months I think; I decided on a career in medicine. I got deeper into it as the years went by; the rest is history."
Emma asked softly, "Why didn't you let us know that you knew?" She continued to hold Megan's hand.
Megan thought for a moment. "At first I was shocked and puzzled. I had to work things out in my own head. I started to heed Frank Summer's advice, and looked at things differently. If I said something, it could have upset everything. As I got into my studies and career, your relationship was like a safety valve for me. I could be more selfish, because you two had each other; I could study more or work more, and not feel guilty. I soon liked the way things had turned out."
I asked, "Did you ever want us to stop -- to break-up?"
Megan shook her head, "No, never."
I tried again, "Is there anything we can share with you -- something you've wondered about?"
"Yes," She smiled between the two of us, "What will you two do after I die?"
I recoiled slightly at her question and noticed that Emma did as well. We hadn't talked about Megan's death or, for that matter, anything that would change the relationship between us.
She continued, "I'd like it if you two continued your relationship -- maybe even got married."
Emma and I looked at each other. We both held one of Megan's hands.
"There is one thing you need to do," Megan said thoughtfully; "you need to figure out how to tell your daughters about Emma -- about us. I'll go along with whatever you decide." She paused and then said, "Now, you two go off someplace; I'm tired again and need to sleep."
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I took Emma to an early lunch at Bertucci's -- a chain of Italian restaurants. Again, we were quiet in the car. My mind was racing, trying to recall every conversation with Emma that might have been overheard. I couldn't very well be angry with Megan -- we'd both done something controversial and debatable.
My mind raced even further at the prospect of telling Eleanor and Sarah. We'd raised them to be open thinkers and to avoid snap judgments. I can remember many times thinking of how I interacted with them, teaching them some lesson, to leave room for this eventuality without knowing it. Not that I wanted to make it easy for myself, but rather that I wanted them to have this option in their lives.
After Emma and I ordered, she turned to me, "Matthew, I love you. I also love Megan. You know that through you I always have loved your children too." She reached over and took my hands in hers, "Now, we have one of many challenges we'll face this year, telling Eleanor and Sarah."
I nodded.
Em went on, "The same principles we thought about with Megan need to apply. We're honest, we answer all questions as best we can, and we accept whatever results. We always said we'd be open and honest about 'us' if and when we were discovered." After a minute she asked, "How do you think they'll take the news -- the news that their father has had a thirty-five year love affair, and that their mother knew about it."
"You have a way of being succinct," I told her with a slight chuckle. I added, "There's one more part to what we want to tell them."
Emma tilted her head in the cute way she always did when she had a question.
I said, "We need to tell them we want to spend the rest of our lives together." I changed our touching so that I embraced Emma's hands in mine. We smiled lovingly at each other.

* * * * *I called Eleanor and Sarah that afternoon and suggested they come visit their mother and a 'special guest' Saturday. Eleanor said she'd fly up that morning for an overnight, and Sarah pledged her Saturday afternoon to us, promising to pick her sister up at the airport and bring her to the house.
I tried to think of all the possible ways to layout our situation to them. I kept coming back to a rather blunt 'here are the facts' approach, and then letting them ask questions. Em agreed, and later when we explained our plan to Megan she concurred.
Megan actually told me to get lost -- to go to work -- so that she and Emma could have some girl talk. Since Emma didn't look the least bit worried by that invitation, I decided to put in an appearance at work.
When I returned to the house about six o'clock, the two appeared to be the best of friends. Megan, however, did look tired.
I hadn't thought much about where Emma would sleep. With the girls gone, we had plenty of sleeping space. The night nurse usually dozed in a sleeper chair in what had been the dining room, and now served as a sitting room and nurse's station.
Megan pulled me close to her while Emma was out of the room for a minute. She said, "Tonight, I want you two to be together upstairs. I know you'd think you had to be apart, but you belong together -- particularly given this situation, and how long you've been apart because of my illness. It'll make me happy to know there's some love -- physical love -- going on in this house."
"Are you sure? I'd been thinking of the Newton Marriott."
"Don't be silly. I may have upset the entire downstairs of this household, but I don't want to upset the relationships any more than I already have. Now kiss me." I did.

* * * * *Eleanor and Sarah arrived at the house just before lunch. Emma and I had prepared a luncheon of sorts that we could share with them and Megan as we started our talk.
I introduced Emma to them as a long-time friend and colleague, just to get the ball rolling and while they took off their coats. I explained about the luncheon, an event that was to be followed by their mother's afternoon nap, and they concurred.
We'd moved a couple of the chairs and a larger table into the living room around Megan's hospital bed. We made sandwiches in the kitchen, got our drinks, and carried trays in so we could sit and eat with Megan.
The girls kept a steady stream of questions to Megan about how she was feeling, and if they could do anything to ease her situation. Megan, in return, pestered them for information about their fiancé and new husband, respectively.
Megan eventually winked at me as most of our lunches had disappeared. I noted she'd again barely eaten anything -- a bad sign. She had again, however, applied makeup and used the wig to improve her appearance. I took the wink as a signal that the conversation was about to shift to the main agenda.
Megan said in her best commanding voice, "We asked you here because there are some things we wanted you to know about this family and what it will be like after I'm gone." I reached over and held her hand. Our daughters still reeled slightly as the open talk of death.
I said, "There's some history to this family that you have not known about and that it is now time for you to know and understand." I think the girls wondered what Emma's role in this was; so far, she'd been a friendly but neutral presence, willing to listen and visibly appreciate the more recent stories about what their lives had been like. I had watched with fascination as Emma had studied our two daughters.
I went on, "I met Emma shortly after I met your mother and before we became 'serious' about each other. In fact, I became serious about Emma before your mother, yet it was because of her encouragement that I became engaged to and married her."
I could see the furrowed brow on both daughters as they tried to figure out what I was trying to tell them.
I went on, "What I'm trying to say, is that Emma and I have been an event for thirty-five years. We love each other -- have always loved each other. I have also loved and been devoted to your mother during the same time period."
Eleanor started sputtering, "You ... you ... you mean ... for thirty-five YEARS!" She looked wildly between Megan and Emma and me.
Megan stepped in, "Calm down, El. You should know that I knew about the relationship almost from the beginning. I suppose I could have stopped it, but I didn't. In fact, I preferred the way things worked out, particularly as I got into my career."
Now, Sarah spoke, "You mean you KNEW about Daddy and Emma?" She looked daggers at Emma. Em, to her credit, managed to hold her ground with a sanguine look.
"Yes, and I find she is one of the nicest people I've ever known -- or perhaps I should say, known about. We are telling you because I want you to accept Emma as a friend and a family member."
Eleanor blurted out, "What do you mean as a 'family member'?"
"After I die, I want your father to marry Emma -- or certainly to continue his loving relationship with her. I also want him to have a good relationship with both of you. If you leave this weekend with a negative feelings or a bad impression of Emma or your father, it will hurt your relationship with him and the future of this family."
"This is crazy," Sarah blurted out. "Why didn't you stop him -- tell him ... tell him not to have a mistress." She looked daggers at Emma again.
Megan calmly said, "I knew I always had that option, but I learned early in our relationship that Emma was on my side. She had never met me, but she knew about me, and over time loved me. She taught your father how to seduce me, love me, chase me, romance me, get engaged to me, and ultimately how to marry me. She taught him how to get along through the rough spots in our marriage and even encouraged him to become a father. Why, without her, you two wouldn't be here!"
The sisters looked at each other in disbelief and then studied Emma. Emma smiled slightly at them in a loving gesture, clearly hoping for approval.
"How did you know all this?" Eleanor asked.
Megan continued in her calm tone, "I hired a detective agency. They not only discovered the relationship, they understood and helped interpret its nature for me, including the positive impact it had on me. So, you ask why I didn't stop it? It was to my benefitnot to stop it." Megan's had slapped the coverlet for emphasis.
Sarah turned to Emma, "And you didn't mind being the other woman -- all these years? You couldn't have a real relationship?"
Emma nodded and explained, "I fell in love with Matthew instantly. For me, it was love at first sight -- he was and always has been my 'real' relationship. Ten seconds after we met, I was cooked. We were both twenty-five, and I've never stopped feeling for him since that day I went to sit at his table at a conference we were both attending. All I ever wanted for him was happiness. I knew that Megan would make him much happier and give him a family -- something that I couldn't face at that time. So, I coached him and encouraged his relationship with her. As things matured, it made me feel so happy too."
Sarah shook her head.
Megan spoke, "If you judge these two relationships or the more complex triad on the basis of a one-night stand or some contemporary and moralistic thinking, you'll miss the most important ingredient to all this -- the glue that held it all together."
"What's that?" Eleanor demanded.
"Love," Megan said softly.
"Love," Emma echoed simultaneously
"Love," I repeated.
Megan looked at the girls and said, "Your Dad and I tried to teach you that love is the most important ingredient you can have in your lives. Money, careers, possessions, and all the other things we seem to value pale by comparison to having love. We were all blessed to have the bond of love between us, albeit under the shadow of a complex relationship and some secrecy."
I said, "Somehow, society teaches us that we should only have romantic love with one person. We've built a whole social infrastructure around it. There have been some good reasons why, but today many of them no longer apply. Why not love two people? Or more?"
Eleanor looked pensive.
Megan said, "You can choose how to view this -- good or bad, moral or immoral, a joy or a sin. Apply your own yardstick to what you've learned; don't use someone else's. Think for yourself."
Sarah said to her mother, "And you want this ... you want Emma in the family?"
"Yes! Most definitely." She paused and added, "In a way, she's been in the family for thirty-five years."
Sarah turned to Emma and said, "And you can accept us -- Eleanor and me? You don't even know us."
Emma smiled and said in a sweet tone, "Oh, I knew about you before you were conceived. I've heard about your every tear, your joys, your toys, your triumphs, ... and your whole life. I know about your boyfriends, your terrible teenage years, your comings of age, your careers, and your personalities. And, yes, I accept you. I've always accepted and loved you -- you're a reflection of your parents, how could I not."
Sarah stood with tears in her eyes and held her arms open to Emma. "Then I guess you're in." Eleanor followed suit, but I noticed she seemed a little more reserved.
I put my arms around all of them while I reached out and held Megan's hand. She smiled at us and said, "Now, we're talking."
Chapter 10
Megan died six weeks later.
We were all at her bedside -- the entire family: Eleanor, Sarah, Craig, and Jake -- Sarah's new fiancé, Emma, and me.
The hospice nurse was there too. We'd been prepared for weeks for this inevitable end. I'd tried to get my head into there being no Megan in my life from the moment she told me six months earlier.
None of my mental preparation or even Em's presence helped me. I sobbed uncontrollably for the entire day, stopping only when I eventually fell asleep exhausted. I'd been up all night, holding Megan's hand. She'd slipped into a coma the evening before, a sign that her body was shutting itself down.
At Megan's request, Emma had made three other trips to visit with her before she got so weak that she couldn't tolerate visitors other than the nurse or me. Em told me that Megan wanted to understand her better, to see how she thought about things, to learn about the life we'd shared on the west coast.
We held a memorial service for Megan at the large gothic Episcopal Church in Wellesley. The service was long and had been planned for months, with Megan's requests for various pieces of music honored in every way. Several hundred relatives and friends attended the service. I broke into tears again during the service and couldn't speak as I had hoped to. Sarah and Eleanor both got their acts together enough to say a few loving words about their mother, and to share some stories about her.
To reduce idle speculation, Emma just blended in with the crowd of visitors. She rightly portrayed herself as a long-term friend of the family at the open house we held later at our home after the service. Eleanor and Sarah had established a level of comfort with her since they'd met her, so the other well-wishers accepted her as well. While I greeted guests and received their sympathy, Em busied herself with the logistics of the event, being sure the food and drink were laid out and replenished as needed, and that no one seemed abandoned. She often came by me, with just a touch or a loving word in my ear or even a replacement when my cup of tea became empty.
Megan's younger sister, Catherine, sought me out about two hours into the gathering after the initial crush of people from the church service had departed. Earlier, I'd noticed she'd greeted Emma with kindness as well as curiosity. As the two of us stood talking slightly apart from those assembled in the living room, she leaned towards my ear and said in a low voice, "Emma is exceptionally nice. I can see why Megan allowed her a franchise in the family all these years."
I looked shocked and Catherine laughed. She said, "Sisters talk, even when we're not together all that often. Megan told me before you got married. She swore me to secrecy like no other secret we'd ever shared. I've never mentioned it to anyone, except now you. My husband Mark doesn't even know."
I replied, "Thank you, but you don't reproach me?" I would have expected Megan's sister to carry anger at the long-secret relationship.
"I would have years ago -- at least for the first ten years you had the relationship with Emma. I mellowed as I got older, and, perhaps, the idea grew on me -- particularly after I saw how you supported Megan, and that there was no animus between you, no substitution. Your wife was never anything but happy about the situation too; for me, that was sufficient reason to not be upset with you. Megan also shared what her investigators found out about Emma's attitude towards her and the family." Catherine studied me and added, "Personally, I would have done it differently; however, it seems to have played out well for the three of you." She laughed lightly, "Even though Emma and you didn't have a clue about how much Megan knew."
I shook my head in disbelief. Catherine gave me a kiss on the cheek and a warm smile. She squeezed my arm, and then left me to attend to one of the elderly relatives that seemed to be struggling with her refreshments.
My brother found me next. I decided to expand the circle of those who knew about Emma and me. I suggested to Bart that the two of us take a short walk. He took the hint well, understanding that there was something to be communicated.
As the two of us strolled down the driveway, Bart asked, "You all right?"
"I'm coping," I replied solemly. "Megan's transition leaves a huge hole in my life, but that's not what I wanted to talk to you about." Bart looked puzzled but helpful.
I went on, "You met Emma?" Bart nodded. "Emma and I have been together for thirty-five years."
The words hung in the air as Bart digested them, running through all the possible implications beyond the obvious. I smiled inwardly thinking that there was only one possible way to interpret what I'd said.
Bart stuttered, "You ... you mean ... you and Emma ... had an affair ... a relationship ... for ... thirty-five years?"
"Yes," I replied flatly. After a moment I added, "Megan knew and unknown to me sanctioned our relationship."
"Whoa!" Bart said. "You mean ... all these years, she knew? Why'd she accept that?"
"Emma and I had a relationship before I became serious about Megan. Emma actually counseled me about my relationship with Megan -- giving me advice and ideas. Megan used an investigator to check me out before we wed; he discovered Emma -- and he also discovered how supportive she was about Megan and me."
"Why'd Emma put up with it -- being the 'other' woman and all? I would have thought she'd have moved on after a couple of years, particularly given your focus on Megan, the family, and all."
I explained, "Em is unique and holds some unconventional viewpoints, particularly about relationships -- our relationship. She loves me in her own way. She also loved Megan, Eleanor and Sarah."
Excitedly, Bart said, "What about your kids? Do they know?"
I nodded. "They found out about six weeks ago. That was when I found out that Megan had known about us all these years. They're accepting of her -- Sarah more than Eleanor, it appears. Megan explained to them how she wanted them to accept Emma. Unusual; very unusual."
We walked a few more paces, and I added, "Catherine, Megan's sister, is the only other person that now knows. Even her husband doesn't know. I'd appreciate it if you'd keep it confidential. Emma and I will continue our relationship, and I don't want our past behavior and decisions to influence how the rest of the family sees her in the future." He nodded his acceptance of my request.
Bart chuckled; "You are a devil. All these years, I thought you were the straightest arrow in the quiver." He shook his head in disbelief. He asked, "Will you two marry?"
I shrugged, still uncertain of whether Emma might want to change her views on the subject. I finally answered, "In a way, we've been married all this time. We committed to each other soon after we met, our commitment just wasn't as exclusive as it is for most people."
"She's from California -- the Bay Area?" Bart asked.
I nodded.
"So all those trips you took out there -- a week a month for thirty two years -- my God, you actually had two wives -- two families. How'd it start?"
"Em and I work in similar areas; we met at a conference years ago -- we were both twenty five. Em tells me she fell in love with me after a few seconds. It took me a couple of days." I looked at Bart; he was still shaking his head in disbelief.
We walked and talked about Emma and me, and most of it was filling in the missing piece of my life for my brother. In the end, I apologized for not including him in my thinking. I explained that Emma was a part of me I just didn't want to share with other people.
We circled the block and came back to the house. As we came back through the front door, several cousins bid their goodbyes and condolences one more time as they left.
I watched Bart make a beeline for Emma. He gave her a generous hug, much to her surprise, and he whispered something in her ear. Emma looked startled, but not unhappy, searching the room for me. When our eyes finally met, she smiled broadly at me. Later, she told me Bart had simply said to her, "My secret sister-in-law. I'm glad."
As the afternoon went on, I noticed that Emma, Eleanor and Sarah disappeared to the sunroom for a few minutes. I left the three of them alone rather than intervene, although I stationed myself in the dining room where I had a view of the three of them sitting in the ell. After about twenty minutes, I watched the three of them hug and then come back to the living room. I raised my eyebrows at Em, but she just winked at me. I accepted that for the time being.



My two daughters came, and we hugged goodbye. Sarah and Jake were driving Craig and Eleanor to the airport, and then heading to their apartment in Boston. We all hugged goodbye. Bart and his wife left next; it was the warmest departure we'd ever had from one another. Catherine and Mark were next, along with the rest of the relatives.
Emma and I policed the house with the help of the caterers; gradually restoring the rooms to what Megan had called the 'Wellesley Look.' I kept having a thousand moments of déjà vu sweep over me because the small tasks I'd done hundreds of times before; only Megan was my partner for the clean up.
Right after the caterer left and we were alone, Emma guided me into the living room. She pulled me onto the plush sofa and then sat beside me, cradling me to her chest in a loving and tender manner. She just held me -- silently. The worst of this event was over now. I felt comforted by her presence, by her embrace -- by her love.
After a long time, I sighed, and asked rhetorically, "What now?"
Emma spoke softly, "Soon there'll be another wedding, and then pregnancies and grandchildren. There'll even be a couple of retirements; I'm ready when you are. Soon we'll talk about where to live what times of the year, and how to remain healthy and have fun. We have time to indulge in many of the things we postponed. We do all the rituals that we like ... more together now than before."
As I processed her words, I noticed the long rays of sunshine and how they penetrated the rooms at the back of the house, including the living room windows. I stared at the familiar oriental carpet with new fascination because of the patterns the light and shadows made across the floor. Had these patterns been here all these years and I'd never noticed; or had I seen them and just dismissed them as too trivial to the moment. Now, they seemed so important.
Emma waited a minute before she went on answering my 'What now?' question in a more conscientious tone; "We keep living -- and all the things Megan asked us to do. We keep being who we were -- who we are. We remain grateful for all the days we've had together, all the days you had with Megan, and all the days we'll have in the future. And best of all, we keep loving."
We hugged each other and slowly watched the shadows slowly disappear.

The end of the story,... and a new beginning
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CRYSTAL CLEARJim's New Life After the Road Trip
My meditation was broken by the almost inaudible sound of a footstep nearby. I sensed an animal; but instead of jerking my head around to look I remained absolutely still and fully opened my eyes.
From my right side, a fawn moved into the clearing with me -- light brown with white markings, large dark eyes full of curiosity. The pretty animal knew I didn't belong, yet obviously didn't fear me. It approached and sniffed at my ear. Not too far away, I heard the heavier footfalls of the mother.
I slowly turned my head to stare face to face with the fawn. She looked back with beautiful loving eyes. Over her head, I could see the mother slowly and cautiously come into the clearing. She watched me closely.
I sat cross-legged in the mossy clearing wearing nylon running shorts, a singlet, and running shoes. I exuded my male aroma owed to the seven-mile run I had ended moments before stopping here, near the house, for a brief time of meditation.
The doe shook her head slightly, and the fawn backed away from me at the nearly silent command. Just for kicks I nodded slowly at the doe, as though to say thank you for visiting. She too nodded, turned, and pranced away with the fawn in close file. She didn't bolt or run; she pranced.
The moment was touching, and I gazed back at the shaft of light through the conifers I'd been using to focus my meditation and thought with thanks for the closeness I had felt with the animals. A minute later, I acknowledged that the pair had irreparably disturbed my concentration, so I rose and started to walk the last half-mile to the large house that Crystal owned outside Nashville.
I did have so much to be thankful for.
From the low point in my life when my young wife Karen had died, I'd rebuilt an old Harley Davidson motorcycle and started on a road trip across America -- a road trip to grieve and re-find my center. I carried Karen with me, surely in my heart; and I had distributed a part of her ashes in each of the lower forty-eight states. I'd expected a solitary journey where I wallowed in grief at my loss, yet as I traveled I met many interesting and loving people -- often going out of my way to help them in some way. I even got shot in the process in Alabama, yet each person made my life better, and helped me 'up' in some way.
Surprisingly, I seldom slept alone in my travels from Massachusetts to California, and the journey took months. The sex started when I visited Lauren, Karen's sister and my sister-in-law, in Vermont. A near look-alike for Karen, we'd quickly formed a physical relationship in which neither of us could get enough sex from the other. Although we parted as I continued my trip, she reconnected with me a couple of times along my journey, even joining me at my sister's home in San Diego where along with others we put the last of Karen's ashes into the Pacific Ocean. Lauren also made me promise to give her the graphic details of my sexual exploits along my trip; I promised her believing at the time that I'd have a chaste trip across country.
Something else happened in my travels -- sexually -- that had never before occurred in my life. I had sex with more than one woman at a time, and later shared a foursome with another man -- although neither of us was into other guys. At first in Pennsylvania, and then in other states as I went west, group sex was often the norm. In Oklahoma, I became part of an orgy after a debutante's ball. Yes, my life changed a lot on my trip. I often wondered what kind of pheromones I'd started emitting. I'm an Average Joe coming up on forty, yet when I met a pretty woman we ended in bed more often than not.
Besides a loving relationship with Lauren, at least three other centers of gratitude registered in my mind as the big house came into view. First, I'd formed a sexual relationship with my sister Anna. Against social norms, we'd found we cared deeply for each other as both siblings and lovers.
Second, I'd met and fallen in love with Crystal Lee -- America's country music sweetheart, and fortunately, the feeling was mutual.
Third, I'd also had a loving relationship with Ellen Lee, Crystal's younger sister. She worked with Terry Ross, Crystal's agent, and helped organize her appearances, travel, concerts, and recording sessions.
Crystal saw some things in me that came to light pretty quickly after our chance meeting when my road trip took me through Tennessee. She saw me as the lover she'd been looking for, and for a good portion of our time over the past year since then we'd been bouncing around together in one bed or another satisfying our mutual urges.
Crystal also saw a talent in me I didn't even know I had: singing country music. We did a song together called "Texas Dawn" that alone spent over forty weeks on the country music charts and that I still frequently heard on the radio. We did an album together that made the top of the charts, and she coached me to do some solo music that too made the hit parade. I became a bono fide country music singer -- even a star in a matter of weeks. Jim Mellon was now a name known in every household in the western world.
Crystal and I had a highly sexed relationship from the get-go -- very highly sexed. We both acknowledged that we had an 'open' relationship, easily admitting others, including Ellen. This made my trip across country guilt free as I enjoyed sexual relations and new friendships in almost every state. The requirement was that I shared the details -- the nitty-gritty, sexual, wet, orgasmic details -- with Crystal ... and with Lauren who asked the same of me ... and with Anna who also asked. The whole 'family' had an interlace of highly sexed and loving relationships.
As I got sucked into the country music industry, I quickly adopted Terry Ross, Crystal's agent, and Ellen as my own. Terry was in his early thirties, and a ball of fire about making high payoff events happen for the two of us. We stood amazed at some of deals he put together that put us and our music out in front of the world -- and made us all a lot of money.
Crystal introduced Ellen to me early in our relationship -- and I mean that in a sexual way. If I hadn't fallen in love with Crystal first, I would have picked Ellen. The two were beautiful, smart women with upbeat personalities and loads of talent. Crystal found her primary skill in singing and entertainment; Ellen excelled at arrangements and all the behind the scene preparations. She also had an artistic streak that would later influence our lives together.
Terry and Ellen became a pair; however, we shared partners often as we moved about the country or did concerts. Our foursomes became frequent and filled with pleasure and caring for each other. There were even times on my cross-country journey when Ellen and I got to spend significant quality and erotic time together.
Crystal and I were targets for the press too -- the paparazzi. One overzealous photographer caught Terry, Ellen, Crystal, and me swapping partners in a fuck fest in the great outdoors on a lake near Branson, Missouri. The pictures were scandalous and career destroying. I used some skills I'd learned in the Special Forces to take the memory card with the pictures from the photographer's camera in the middle of the night. He figured out what had happened, and for spite he stalked Crystal and me all over the country until some friends helped me put a stop to his menacing harassment through sheer intimidation -- not a tactic I favored, but it had worked.
I strode across the large backyard and up the back steps to the rear terrace of the rambling house and then into the living room. Crystal and Ellen were talking, both still in their sleeping attire -- short t-shirts that revealed a lot of leg and on Ellen, the curve of her sexy buttocks. Neither wore anything beneath the tee -- I knew.
I leaned in and kissed each of the women good morning, receiving a 'pee-you' from each, the holding of their noses, and immediate urging of me to shower. As I moved away toward the bathroom we shared, I told them about the doe and fawn on the back property. Both seemed amazed and pleased. Deer were not uncommon in these parts; however.
I stripped off my shoes and running clothes and went into the large shower bay off the master bath. Water jets could be turned on at three different levels from two sides, as well as overhead. I adjusted the temperature and stepped into the spray. The endorphins of the run still surged through my system sustaining my 'runner's high.' Yet, when the warm water surged over my body I instantly felt another high of pleasure high at the sensation.
A couple of drops of shampoo in one hand led to a full head of suds; my eyes squeezed shut to keep the suds out. Before I opened my eyes, I sensed the presence of two others sliding into the shower stall.
Crystal and Ellen caressed my body and pushed their wet nude bodies against me as I rotated my head under the nozzle washing away the shampoo suds.
Ellen said playfully, "We thought we'd join you. You're always so much fun in the shower because you have body parts that we don't, and we get to play with them in here." Her hand carefully grasped my swinging cock in a solid lock; she rubbed the head against her wet hip.
Crystal's breasts teased my back; I could feel her erect nipples moving around in small intentional circles as her hands encircled my torso and started to stroke my nipples -- a sensation that can often give me a hard-on the consistency of rebar steel.
Ellen pulled my head down for a long and passionate kiss. My mind raced through the experiences the three of us had shared the night before. She said, "Oh my, someone is having nice and nasty thoughts." After a pause she added with a touch of humor, "Have I ever felt you this hard before ... oh, wait! It was just last night when you were pounding my little pussy with this big stick, and leaving all sorts of white fluids all over my body." She laughed at her own humor; Ellen had a great sense of humor.
Crystal slid under my arm to join her sister in front of me; the jet sprays from the shower at her back. "Oh, wow! You've got a blue veiner. Did my sis do that to you in just those few seconds?"
I responded with a bit of pant, "Sort of, plus your stimulation, and I thought about the three of us last night." As I talked, Crystal had started to kiss my chest and lick my nipples. I fondled one of her breasts with one hand, as I dipped slightly so I could insert a finger into Ellen's slit -- she groaned in pleasure into my left side.
Crystal and Ellen took turns washing me with some soap, I rubbed my soapy hands all over their wonderful bodies, and we did a quick rinse. The water went off, and both girls bent over, spreading their butt cheeks back at me. They both held onto a small tiled seat in the shower stall.
Without even using my hands for guidance, I slid into Crystal's cunt -- slowly, but with certainty until every inch of my shaft had been engulfed by her satin sheath. She moaned.
I slowly pulled my cock out, covered in her juices and probably even the juices we all shared last night. I moved to my right and held Ellen's hips as my cock sank into her quim. Again, I moved slowly allowing my entire length to penetrate before stopping and allowing her to savor the fullness of our love.
"Oh, Jim. That feels so ... so good. I love this. I love you."
I extracted rapidly this time, jerking my cock from deep within Ellen into the air in a split second. Ellen whimpered, "Oh fuck, I'm cuming. Please put it back in just for a minute." I slid slowly back into her, and as I did I could feel her vagina spasm around my shaft as her orgasm struck like a lightning bolt.
Crystal reached down to where Ellen and I were joined and diddled her sister's clitoris with two fingers vibrating at some erotically high frequency. Ellen threw her head back, "Oh, fuccccccck." I leaned in and kissed Ellen's shoulder and stroked her wet back.
After Ellen's pleasure had passed by her, I disengaged from Ellen; Crystal turned her backside to me, bending over again. Wet with Ellen's juices, I slipped back into Crystal's warm cunt, this time starting as oscillation of my hips that started with small imperceptible movements and grew until each of my oscillations consisted of near extraction from her pussy followed by rapid deep penetration, and then extraction again.
Our bodies slapped together, the sound filling the room. Ellen had turned to sit on the tile seat and watched us. Crystal moved to kiss her sister -- passionately. "I love you, Ellen. I ... I love this ... what we do ... what we've become ... how we all blend and fit together." Ellen kissed back and fondled her sister's swaying breasts. The two women were sisters, yet before I met them their relationship had extended beyond that simple label to a mutual incestuous love affair.
Ellen reached down to where my cock penetrated her sister, and repeated the gesture Crystal had done to her minutes before -- a rapid, staccato movement of fingers atop her clitoris and right next to my slick dick. Crystal came, and I marveled at the similarity of sensations I felt as she came. This time I allowed myself to jet my seed into her body; my jets filling her cavity to the point of overflow.
When our orgasms had passed and I pulled slowly away from her body; a rivulet of my sperm trickled out of Crystal's pussy. Ellen scooped up some of the cum on one finger and then tasted the effluent with an evil smile directed at me. She held her finger up to me, and I too licked it. I'd learned that tasting one's own fluids was neutral to me, but highly erotic to them.
Crystal also caught some of my jism and demonstrated her preference for its taste. We eventually turned the water back on and rinsed off the morning sex juices.

* * * * *Crystal walked into the room with her iPhone held tightly against her ear. Ellen lay beside me on the large chaise working on a graduate-level music theory course on her iPad. I could occasionally hear the overtones of music through the earbuds she wore. Ellen was a superb student, and had resolved to learn every nuance of the music and entertainment industry. Both Crystal and I encouraged her, hoping that someday she'd move more into the spotlight with us.
I shifted my attention to Crystal, trying to guess who she spoke with. I could hear one side of the conversation: "They think I have a great body." Pause. "Has any other country singer done this?" Pause. "You really think it'll help sales?" Pause. "OK, OK, I'll think about it." Pause. "I love you too -- you slave driver. Talk to you Monday, Bye." By then, I had guessed it was Terry.
Crystal plopped down on the luxurious white sofa next to me. "That was Terry.Playboy called him, and they want me to be their Playmate of the Month in six to twelve months, maybe even for their Christmas edition. He says it's a big deal. They want to do a photo shoot, a spread about me, and everything. What do you think?" She carefully studied my reaction. As Crystal's agent, if Terry thought some publicity activity had merit, it did. This seemed different; however.
I gave her my initial reaction, "Cool, I like the idea; I always like to see you naked, and now I'll have pictures too. How wonderful!" Crystal threw a half-hearted punch at my arm. I speculated further and more rationally, "But how will it affect your career -- our careers? What image of you or us will persist after the pictures come out? Is it too scandalous for this industry?"
Crystal looked pensive. She stared out the window at the small, rustic stream running behind her suburban Nashville home -- if you could call homes on heavily wooded five-acre lots suburban. She'd earned this property by working hard and becoming the number one country music singer in the country for three years running. Her rise to fame showed no tendency to dim as she popped out one recording after another that were hits, many with me.
Crystal Lee had at least one top single on the music charts every month since I met her over a year earlier. She was a stunning woman that oozed sex appeal, yet she could also maintain that 'girl next door' country-western style to go with it that attracted fans and kept her grounded. She was smart, understood the music and entertainment business, and often came up with promotion ideas or solutions to some of the problems faced by a country singer who spent much time touring, making public appearances, and doing radio or television appearances.
I suggested, "Why don't we do a little research on the Internet and see who else has done it, and what the fallout has been for them, if any?"
Crystal walked ahead of me to my den -- the place she calls my 'man cave.' I had been writing up my escapades from a year earlier when I rode cross-country -- this was the X-rated version. I'd been publishing them on the Internet a chapter at a time, state by state, with the overall title 'Road Trip.' With all the sex I wanted to write about -- stuff that happened in almost every state -- I had to disguise my authorship, so I'd adopted the nom de plum of 'Romantic1.'
Terry describes my road trip as 'fucking my way across the USA.' He's right; I had many sexual encounters, yet I helped some people along the way. One time I even got shot stopping a rape in Alabama. That wound healed and went along with half-a-dozen other major wounds from various weapons that I'd collected when I was a Green Beret and working outside the country.
As I walked behind Crystal, I marveled at how her Daisy Mae shorts accentuated the curve of her ass and the way her backside sashayed in the sexiest way possible when she walked. Those short shorts were her favorite apparel, and when worn in public helped her sell records and albums by the thousands. No one should doubt that sex sells.
After an hour of Internet research we knew that no female country music star had appeared as aPlayboy centerfold, at least any of note. Some rock and pop singers had appeared, among them Madonna, Debbie Gibson, and Tiffany -- the latter when she had been almost my age -- thirty-nine. Others had appeared nude in other magazines or in released PR photos. Other playmates who listed themselves as 'singers' neither Crystal nor I had ever heard of, and we knew the music industry. The closest to acountry singer doing a foldout that we could find was Lee Ann Rimes who had been asked and had stated she felt flattered, but 'no'.
Crystal posited, "Why do you suppose no well-known country singers have appeared in some men's magazine?"
I speculated, "It probably has to do with not wanting to blow away their squeaky clean, 'girl next door' image; you know: wholesome, ripe, pretty, acceptable, desirable, and maybe available -- but still pure. A few pushed the envelope, like Dolly with her 'double-Ds' and lots of cleavage, but no one appears to have uncovered any really interesting skin in this music genre."
Crystal said with a chuckle, "Maybe it's about time somebody spices up the country music scene by showing a whole lot of skin." She thought for a moment and asked, "What do you think I should do?"
I thought for a moment and responded, "The world's different today than even five or ten years ago. With the wide availability of porn and erotica on the Internet, I expect a few risqué photos of a country star in a mag likePlayboy has become totally acceptable. That said, I think we should do some more research." I grinned at Crystal and mimed riding a motorcycle with my hands.



Following up on that statement, Crystal and I left Ellen studying her music course and took a motorcycle ride to a backwater '7-11' store. I bought the current and back issues of Penthouse, Playboy, and three other porn magazines. As I paid, the clerk refused to make eye contact but put them all in a paper bag. I also bought a six-pack. Crystal had wisely waited outside wearing her helmet to avoid recognition.
Back at the house, Crystal and I poured through the magazines studying the photography layouts and trying to make a more objective decision. I got a hard-on that wouldn't go away during our 'research.'
"There's lots of pussy shots," Crystal observed, flipping open an issue ofPenthouse on the couch between us so I could see the erotica. "You can't have a photo spread in one of these mags without maximum exposure -- and I mean lips, gorgeous big pussy lips. You can see their labia, and in some pictures even their vagina -- the hole, I mean. Look at this one." She pointed to one particular picture.
I responded, "That's so guys can jerk off with the mental image of fucking the girl in the photo. The competition toPlayboy andPenthouse shows intercourse from every point of view, and more than likely with two, three, or more guys ganging up on one pretty damsel, and that's before we get to the kinky stuff like bondage or sadism."
"Do you suppose they'd let me do a more subdued appearance, one more suitable for a 'girl next door' as you put it?" Neither of us knew the answer to that. Crystal emailed a reply to Terry on her iPad suggesting 'erotic but demure' photography, and asking whetherPlayboy would be interested in something like that instead of an 'all-out frontal assault,' as she called it.

* * * * *Two days later, we met Terry at the recording studio to rehearse some new songs that had been written by a rising songwriter from Nashville -- Jake Randall. Jake barely looked sixteen, yet he wrote good music: catchy tunes and memorable lyrics. We all liked his work.
Over a break, Terry told us, "I talked with Charlie Spencer,Playboy' artistic director. I passed along your suggestion and request to him, and he said they would remain interested, even without the full beaver and vagina shots. He did tell me that without the beaver shot, the spread would have to be extra arty and in keeping with the intellectual tone of the other parts of the magazine. He also wanted free reign to promote the issue and your appearance in it."
I interjected with a sudden brain flash, "Wait. I know just the person who can take that kind of picture -- any kind of picture. She can even make a beaver shot look artistic and not pornographic. I know her work very well." I had a flash of two pictures that hung in my office -- deeply shadowed nudes of the photographer herself.
Terry and Crystal looked at me; "Huh? Who?"
I turned to Terry, "Brite Reber, the photographer you had take some pictures of me a year ago during my road trip when I was in Minnesota. She's very picky about whom, what, and how the photos come out." Besides taking pictures of me, Brite and I had a passionate few days together; she had a unique way of making love I so enjoyed.
Terry instantly recalled the photos; one had become the cover of my first album entitled 'Road Trip.' He nodded slowly, acknowledging that using Brite might be the smartest move we could make.
"Let me see ifPlayboy will accept her work. We'd give her a byline; of course." Terry disappeared down the hallway, madly pushing the icon buttons on his smart phone. As we finished the next song, he returned and told Crystal, they're more than happy to use Brite's work, but Charlie cautioned that it's impossible to get any studio time with her; he told me he tried not too long ago. They love her work."
Crystal and I spent the rest of the morning scanning through some new music. Terry and some of the Sony Music people had selected possible songs for a new album or albums from Jake's work. Jake would sing the song and play the accompaniment on a keyboard; Crystal and I would get in the spirit of the song; and then we'd work with Jake and a couple of other musicians and drive through the entire song. Often, we'd do each song a few times, working on harmony, pace, dramatic pauses, harmony, and such.
Our approach went along as usual, until I turned the page in the playbook that had been prepared for us, and came to a song entitled 'The Naked Truth.'
I started jumping around the studio in my excitement, waving the first page of the song I'd ripped from the notebook. "THIS IS IT! This is the next album we do. This is the title song. We use some of Crystal's sexy pictures as the cover -- the pictures of her nude ... well, spiced up, or whatever. Lots of albums have nudity on the covers. We call the album 'The Naked Truth.' A couple of the other songs we just reviewed also have titles along the same line: 'Revealed,' and 'In the Light,' to name two of them. You could have a photo per song in an insert on the physical CD." I babbled away, spewing ideas all over the room.
At the word "naked" Jake had perked up, casting a leering glance at Crystal. Crystal struck an obvious sexy pose for him, pushed her ass clad in only those Daisy Duke shorts at him, and then stuck her tongue out in his direction. We all laughed. She said, "I expect you're all going to get to see me naked, but only after you buy the Holiday Issue ofPlayboy. Now, get all those nasty thoughts out of your head." She waved her hand at all the musicians and laughed.
Terry had started to take notes on some of the three-by-five cards he always carried in his shirt pocket. Every time he looked up at me, he nodded enthusiastically, urging me to keep talking. I was on a creative roll. We talked about doing a couple of song covers for other artists too; songs like 'Do You Think I'm Sexy' (Rod Stewart), 'Naked' (Avril Lavigne), and 'Naked' (Celine Dion). Jake was jumping around with the idea too, also adding that he could 'country-fy' any of the songs we picked as covers.

* * * * *If you looked for a sexy, feminine, human dynamo, Brite Reber would fill the bill. She lived outside St. Cloud, Minnesota, and for the past five years had done business on her own terms. She commanded top-dollar for her photo sessions, and last I knew you had to book her at least two years in advance.
"Jimmmm," she crooned into the telephone, responding to my name popping up on her caller ID. "I've missed hearing your sweet voice, and, of course, I've missed your warm and naked body next to mine."
"I've missed you too, Brite," I teased in a throaty voice. "Maybe we can fix that warm body issue, and I might even bring along a friend or two so we could surround you. As I recall, you're happy to go both ways."
"Oh, goody! Your girlfriend, Crystal? That'd be really fine. Does she like to play our kind of games?"
"I wouldn't have suggested it, if she didn't." Crystal sat beside me on the sofa, and she punched my arm. She leaned to the phone and said, "Hi Brite; this is Crystal. I'm listening too ... and I know ALL about you and Jim, so don't worry about anything like that." After a pause she added, "And from what I've heard, you and I would have a lot of fun together."
She laughed at our mutual teasing, and then asked, "OK. OK. You've got me worked up, and it only took you two a couple of sentences. Now, what's the real reason for your call?"
I explained, "Playboy wants to do a shoot of Crystal -- centerfold stuff for their holiday issue, only we're a little skittish of revealing too much pubic to the public. We don't want all those conservative country music fans out there to black list her for showing her pussy; we're not sure what the limit is or what'll be acceptable toPlayboy if it's too demure, but we need your advice, counsel, and superb lens work to make this happen."
"That's all?"
"No. Earlier today we decided to do a new album entitled 'The Naked Truth,' so we also need a cover and insert photos for the album, probably using some of the same pictures. Terry, our agent, likes the project too, so the album looks as though it'll be a mix of Crystal, me, and the two of us doing duets. We've already started rehearsing a few of the tracks."
Brite responded with a lilt, "Oh, this sounds like fun, in so many ways. Will it just be Crystal and you, or will others come along? Terry?"
"Terry and Crystal's sister Ellen could be talked into coming up there for part of the photo shoot. I know you know Terry. By the way, they like the same kind of games we like too."
"Now you've really got me cranked up; I may even have to jill off after we hang up. But back to business, hold on, let me work on my calendar a minute." The line went silent; however, I could hear the clatter of her typing into her computer. I could visualize her sitting at her desk in the studio. I'd even fucked her in her office chair one afternoon, so she'd always have something to remember every time she sat there.
In her office were four large photographs, two revealing photographs of Brite, her nude body coated with shiny oil. She'd given me copies of those prints, and they hung in my den. I got hard every time I looked at them, partly because seeing them made me recall the sex-filled time we spent together a year earlier. Opposite them on another wall in Brite's office hung two high contrast photographs of me, tastefully done and posed so no one could guess who the model had been. The photos were revealing, yet artistic.
"How about in two weeks. Arrive here on Friday afternoon, stay over at the house and studio, and we'll finish by Sunday evening. I've got to be in Washington to do portraits of the First Lady, so I'll have to leave first thing on Monday morning at the latest."
"I'm impressed. We'll be there, and I'll email you our travel plans. Hey, maybe we can give you a ride to DC, and you can join the mile high club."
Brite laughed, "And what made you think I haven't already joined?"

* * * * *Our Learjet touched down at the St. Cloud Regional Airport just after three o'clock on Friday afternoon. As we turned onto the taxiway and headed to the general aviation parking ramp, I could see Brite standing on top of her hardtop Jeep CJ-6 taking photos of our plane. A lineman waved batons to guide us into a parking place.
As the engines spooled down, our pilot came back and spoke with the four of us, "Ms. Lee. Ms. Lee, Mr. Mellon, and Mr. Ross, we'll be here late Sunday afternoon to pick you up for a five o'clock departure. If you need us before then, please call. Don't worry if you're late, we won't mind waiting." He thrust a business card into my hand, and gestured to the small terminal building. "I'll have your luggage in a minute."
He opened the door and deployed the stairway. When the stairs were secure, the pilot motioned that we could descend.
As I exited the door of the plane, Brite yelled to us, "Jim. Crystal. Stand in the doorway. Smile. Wave. That's it. Now, slowly come down the stairway ... Jim, help Crystal the last few feet. Good. Kiss at the bottom of the stairs; good. Again! Swing her around -- that's it. Act like you're greeting her." I could hear the continuous snaps of the shutter on her camera as she instructed us. She had another camera hanging around her neck that she occasionally used too. We spent a couple of minutes 'arriving' for her cameras.
Brite had dressed in khaki shorts that revealed her trim legs. She wore lightweight hiking boots, and a matching khaki shirt that she'd tied beneath her breasts so it revealed her trim abs and the curve of her taut breasts. When Brite went braless, the world thought it a blessing even though she had at least ten years on me.
As we walked to the Jeep, Brite hopped down onto the hood of the vehicle, sat, and slid the short distance to the ground. She walked out to meet us.
"Jim, I am so glad you thought of me for this shoot." She turned to Crystal, "And, it is such a pleasure to meet you. I am a fan of your music -- both of you -- although I'm partial to your song 'Flirty, Flirty Cowgirl' from a couple of years ago. I still play it." The pair hugged.
Terry and Brite hugged as they joined us, and Ellen got her welcome hug too. After all the greetings, I hugged Brite in a polite gesture, as a few others around the airport watched us, obviously guessing we were celebrities by the presence of the private jet.
The first officer of the Lear brought our bags over and put them in the rear of the Jeep as we squeezed in. He gave us a crisp salute; we got in, and wove our way between a few planes to get to the exit gate from the ramp.
At her farm and studio, Brite gave everyone a quick tour and showed us to our rooms. By agreement, we reconvened in front of the barn and studio ten minutes later.
Brite explained that she had a slide show she wanted to show us; "I went through my work and scanned the Internet for pictures that might be like the type you're hoping to have forPlayboy and your album by the end of the weekend. I picked only one hundred, so take a look." We filed into the darkened barn where Brite had a projector attached to her computer. We stretched out on a couple of sofas sitting at angles to one another and facing the screen. Brite dimmed the lights, not to darkness but just a soft glow in the studio.
The first picture that she showed revealed a gorgeous model wearing a red bustier. She left it up and prodded us, "Come on, speak up. Like or not like, and why?"
I spoke first. "As a reader ofPlayboy, this is too tame. No breasts and not even a hint of pussy. I could go to any beach in the world and see ten times more skin." The others agreed.
The next photo was of the well-known porn star Jenny Lee. She was reclining on a bench and had a muscular man in front of her. His cock appeared to be on the outstroke from her cunt. Jenny had a look of ecstasy on her face from the penetration and sex.
Crystal spoke first on this one, "Now, I wouldn't mind that in my private collection, and I'd positively enjoy a rod like that.Playboy would reject it as too coarse and obscene." The others agreed with laughter.
Brite laughed; "Well, we bracketed two ends of the spectrum, plus I woke you all up."
Brite sequenced through the rest of the pictures she'd selected, making notes as we commented about suitability, poses, lighting, and the percentage of breasts and genitalia exposed. Generally, as we moved through the pictures an increasing amount of skin and sexual parts became revealed.
The last third of her pictures included one or two other people in each photograph. Several were obviously Sapphic; beautiful poses of two women obviously in love and horny. The rest contained a man, or a man and woman, all nude, heavily shadowed, and in poses suggestive of an unfolding threesome. The pictures were hot.
We were a hot and bothered group after our hour of screening photos. I wondered for a couple of seconds what would happen next, but Crystal solved that for us. She stood in the dim light and walked over to Brite, planting one hell of a kiss on the small woman's lips. We all watched. Brite responded enthusiastically, moving immediately to unbutton Crystal's blouse and bare her breasts.
Ellen gestured for me to come over to the couch and sit on the opposite side of her from Terry. When I did, her hands immediately went to our crotches and started to massage our tumescent dicks through our pants. As she did this, she would turn and passionately kiss one of us before devoting her attention to the other.
The three of us on the sofa watched Crystal and Brite remove each other's clothing. As they did they continued their passionate make-out session.
Terry and I helped Ellen out of her blouse and bra, and then her designer jeans and thong. She put her spike heels back on, knowing that the two of us like the erotic way it made her look, and then worked on pulling off key parts of the clothing Terry and I wore until we were as naked. She paraded in front of us briefly before rejoining us in the middle on the sofa.
I pulled her nearest leg over mine, and Terry did the same on the other side of her. This left her pussy wide open for our tactile enjoyment. Ellen held both our cocks and pumped them continuously as we kissed and tongued her from breasts to ears to mouth. Our hands roamed all over Ellen's body, often focusing in on her pussy -- an errant finger often penetrating her vagina. Several times, Terry and I both had our fingers in Ellen simultaneously, stroking her G-spot and clit. Ellen went into orbit. Her eyes got all glassy as she writhed between us, her hips often coming up off the sofa to meet the assault of our hands and fingers. She started panting and begging in a small voice for one of us to fuck her.
When neither of us reacted right away, she leaned over to me and inhaled my cock into her mouth. I'd reached maximum hardness, so she had a lot to work with. Ellen was skilled, and soon had my entire shaft down her throat.
Terry pulled Ellen's body around slightly, and I watched as he slid his cock into her pussy from the back. We both heard Ellen sigh and moan in delight. Plus, we were putting on a good show for Crystal and Brite.
I watched Crystal and Brite as they moved to the other sofa. A vibrator and a double penetration dildo had been added to the sex play. Brite was thrusting the dildo in and out of her own cunt as the other end of the toy oscillated out and in of Crystal's pussy. Crystal wielded the vibrator mostly on Brite's clit. Both women squirmed in delight, and I watched as both came within a minute of each other.
After their climaxes had passed, Brite rose and came over to where Terry, Ellen, and I were playing. "I would love to change places with Ellen if you'll let me. I want to be played with by two men, and I want to see you and Crystal play."
We uncoupled, and Ellen went to play with her sister. Brite spread herself between Terry and me, the way Ellen had only a few moments earlier -- naked with a leg over each of ours, her pussy spread wide to the world, and her breasts eager in anticipation. We pelted her with kisses -- the wet, sloppy kind with lots of tongue. Brite's large breasts got pawed repeatedly, and we could tell she loved the attention.
Again, the male hands roamed over Brite's body, especially around her cunt. Fingers stroked and penetrated, often simultaneously by the two of us. Brite's body twisted and turned between us in delight. The sound of her moans and enthusiastic participation filled the room.
She moved to Terry's cock, pulling his shaft into her mouth and running her tongue around the mushroom cap. As she moved around, I held her hips and ran my cock up and down her slit. After several passes, I slowly sank into her cunt.
Brite panted, "Oh, fuck. I have so needed this ... you ... the four of you. I just want to fuck all weekend." I assured her that we were all willing to satisfy her wish.
Terry and I traded a willing Brite back and forth between us. Eventually, Terry christened Brite's ass with the help of some Astroglide she produced. As she lay back against him with his cock penetrating her ass, I moved in front of the pair and sank my cock into her cunt again. Terry and I found a comfortable rhythm where neither of us fell out of Brite, she went into some hedonistic outer space of pure pleasure, and the two of us got closer and closer to our orgasms.
As Terry held Brite's breasts, fingering her hard nipples, I heard him say, "I'm less than a minute from shooting."
I panted "Me too."
Brite said, "Fill me guys. I'm there."
Terry blasted into her ass, and I could tell by his gyrations and sound that he'd cum. I followed, hurling jet after jet of raw man-juice into Brite's body. Brite came with a squeal. She grabbed a hold of me and pulled me into her body, so deep that I could feel Terry's cock pulsate on the other side of her peritoneum. She held Terry's hands to her breasts with one arm and me in the other. We kissed, driving our tongues deep into each other's mouths.



The sensations of our climaxes gradually subsided. I withdrew, and flopped on the sofa next to Terry and Brite. We were spent.
On the other sofa, Crystal and Ellen lay together, both apparently having also cum in the last few minutes. The two-headed dildo lay between them, an end in each of their pussies.
Crystal spoke, "You guys -- the three of you -- were amazing. So erotic. What a sex show. Maybe we should film that forPlayboy."
To be continued
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Crystal Clear -- Ch. 02The photo shoot continues plus a surprise from Ellen
The next morning Brite woke the four of us with aromas of fresh coffee, cinnamon, and bacon. I awoke vaguely aware in my morning stupor of how sexually sated I'd been the night before. Brite had kissed me softly as she slipped from the bed I shared with Crystal and her the night before. I watched her luscious nude body leave the bedroom before I went back to sleep in Crystal's arms.
Crystal awoke just long enough to smile at me and say, "I truly love you. You are so much fun to be with." She nodded off again.
Brite's breakfast spread pleased us all, and she was all business -- outlining to each of us the roles we needed to play in the day's photo shoot. She also explained that a friend named Nikki Wallace would arrive shortly to work on makeup and skin tones for Crystal and me. "It'll make the results better if I don't have to Photoshop stuff like freckles and tan lines."
After helping Brite clean up the dishes, we headed to the barn and studio. Nikki arrived and seconds later she was examining Crystal's skin with a magnifying glass and a color chart. Nikki was a trim thirty-year-old that knew exactly what she was doing; she'd turned the practice of cosmetology into an art form. A trim brunette, she wore cutoffs despite the morning chill much as Crystal did. I kept ogling her long legs.
Brite had Crystal and Ellen strip; an easy task given how little clothing they wore. Nikki went to work, first on Crystal. She trimmed Crystal's pubic hair, shaved away some stubble, made the edges of her small runway sharper, and applied some oil that darkened the hair without tinting the skin. Ellen got the same treatment to her heart-shaped pubic hair. Nikki checked with Brite about Ellen's clitoral hood piercing, and Brite allowed as how she wanted it in the pictures.
Nikki did some hair trimming and fluffing, and then went to work on each girl's skin. Crystal went first; getting her areolas carefully darkened slightly. She applied a slightly darker tone of powder under her breasts to 'add definition'. In fact, the makeup made Crystal's generous breasts look larger, and we all loved the effect.
I also got the makeup treatment since Brite planned for each of us to appear in some of the pictures with Crystal. Nikki took many notes in a spiral bound notebook about our skin tones, lotions, and shades of makeup she used. Nikki also turned out to understand hair in a way few barbers or beauty shop operators do. I watched her work on Crystal and Ellen, not out of boredom, but because she was so superb at her job.
Nikki also had Crystal sit in a chair with her legs pulled back, providing maximum exposure of her pussy. I had never dreamed about makeup for a pussy, but Nikki carefully dusted and painted various skin tone tints to the area. Crystal closed her eyes and really got into the experience. Nikki even admonished her at one point to stop excreting sex juices, as though she could control it. Crystal just laughed. The two already had a good rapport. Lastly, Crystal's entire body got a careful dusting of powder to soften any reflections from body oils.
As Nikki turned back to Ellen and me, Brite led Crystal to the studio bed we had messed around in the evening before. She coached Crystal into a long series of shots as Terry followed her instructions and moved various lights and reflectors around the bed to get the lighting just right. Crystal moved around the bed and the bedroom set to the constant click of Brite's shutter.
Ellen came out from her makeup session. She definitely looked a little sluttier than her sister, and I think she liked the look. I assessed Crystal and her to see the difference: a bluer shade of eye shadow; more pronounced breasts, areolas and nipples; and a pussy area than was darker and wetter looking than her sisters. Some of Ellen's sexy tan lines had also been left to show.
Ellen also got on the bed with her sister, not in lesbian poses, but in the kind of situations two sisters who were comfortable with their bodies might produce. Several props were added here and there: a book, a magazine, hairbrush, makeup kit, telephone, photo album; for each Brite took a series of shots from different angles, instructing the women how to pose and interact.
After about an hour, Brite led all of us outside. The morning chill had just left, yet the day was cool enough to perk up Crystal's tits. She started another series of shots around the farm. In some, she had Crystal wear western boots -- that's all. Brite said, "This is a country music star; so some of these pictures have to carry the country theme." Terry again held reflectors and moved lights around for Brite.
With the sisters wearing western boots, Brite posed them with her one horse, and then at various angles along the corral fence. She had them sit side by side on the top rail of the fence as she moved around, commanding more directions to Terry.
Suddenly, without warning she said, "Jim, you get over to where they're sitting. Act nonchalant about it. Be looking off at that corner of the house with the girls." I walked up and leaned on the rail between a very naked Crystal and a very naked Ellen. I wore jeans, boots, and my western hat -- no shirt.
"Nikki," Brite yelled. "The girls need western hats ... and Jim's shoulders need to be dusted. His face is fine."
Nikki reappeared from inside the barn seconds later with two tattered western hats for Crystal and Ellen. She also dusted my exposed skin. Brite's shutter clicked away madly. When she stood in front of the three of us she said, "Flash those pussies my way. Look sexy and think of last night." The shutter rapidly fired as the girls flashed their pussy lips at Brite. Everyone laughed, but I knew Brite would do something really sexy with those shots.
Nikki reappeared with her kit, and proceeded to dust my chest and further darken my unshaven face. As she worked, Nikki said, "This'll make you look even more hunky than you are, Darling. You really are a woman's wet dream you know." Nikki leaned in a planted a very sensuous kiss on my lips, and I kissed back. After half-a-minute when she pulled away, she fanned her face excitedly with one hand. "Wow. Whew. You sure know how to make a girl heat up super fast."
I moved back to the corral railing and Brite did a series of outdoor shots with just Crystal and me. I smiled at the unusual behavior of Terry and a very nude Ellen, both moving the lights and reflectors for Brite -- one fully clothed and the other completely naked and looking sexy as all fuck. I felt myself harden.
"Spice it up, you two. Kiss. Make-out."
Her commands were easy to follow. Crystal and I started to kiss and erotically fondle one another. I moved a hand up to a breast. Crystal stroked my chest, even rubbing my masculine nipples. We made gaga eyes at each other and meant it. I picked up a naked Crystal, still in her boots, and made to carry her to the house. More photos taken. Crystal wrapped both legs around me as I held her up so we could kiss. More photos.
Occasionally, Brite would have Nikki race in and tweak the makeup on one or both of us. She had Ellen join us in a new round of sexy 'threesome' shots.
A little after one o'clock, a pickup truck started up the long driveway to the house. Brite announced, "Ah, lunch is arriving. Everyone OK in what they're wearing?"
Ellen and Crystal just shrugged at each other as they stood by stark naked.
The truck stopped, and a young man about twenty got out carrying two large shopping bags of food. I watched with fascination to see what would happen when he realized some of the people standing around were nude.
"Hi, Mizz Reber. Here's all the sandwiches and such you ord ..." His voice stopped mid word. His eyes bugged out of his head. Crystal and Ellen were talking and gesturing to the horse that had moved near where they stood.
Brite knew the effect the nude women were having on the young man. "Jason, thank you for bringing these all the way out here. I believe they're all paid for, and I told Hank to put a big tip on there for you." She paused, but clearly nothing she said had penetrated the dream zone Jason had apparently entered.
"A HEM," Brite said loudly. JASON, thank you. You can go now."
Jason started to back up to his pickup truck, yet he never took his eyes off the nude women. "Oh ... yea ... thank you ... for the order ... for letting me ... watch ... be here for a minute."
Before he got to the truck, Crystal decided she'd tease the delivery boy a little. She walked over in his direction, her naked breasts swaying in the sunlight. Soon, she stood right in front of him. Jason had frozen in his retreat to his truck. "Jason, is it? I just wanted to add my thank you for coming sooooo far out here with our lunches." She put out her hand on his chest and kissed his cheek.
Terry stood next to me. He whispered, "If he hasn't already cum in his pants, after that he'll be jerking off the moment he's out of sight. Maybe both." We both laughed.
Jason eventually got in his truck and drove away. When he was out of earshot, we all broke up laughing.
Brite said with a big smile, "You just made his year, plus given him a story that he'll remember the rest of his life -- and around here, probably no one will believe him, and he knows it." She laughed, "And now whenever I order something down at Hank's, I know he'll be racing to get it out here."

* * * * *In the afternoon, we changed scenes about ten times. I think Brite took ten or twenty thousand pictures. Crystal wore various skimpy cowgirl costumes, for instance, her western boots and only an unbuttoned leather vest. The shots ranged from arty and unrevealing to down right pornographic. Crystal loved the latter, and even hammed it up for the camera by using her fingers in imaginative ways on and in her pussy. I had a perpetual hard-on all afternoon.
Brite would whisk Ellen into some of the pictures, posing the two back to back, or in some sort of close encounter. In one series, she had the two of them frolicking in her hayloft; and in another they both rode bareback and naked on Brite's palomino -- several series of shots reminiscent of some sketches I'd seen in my youth about Lady Godiva.
Inside, Brite involved me again in some of the photos, this time using deep shadows to highlight the muscles and contours of each of our bodies, often with back lighting. Nikki kept appearing beside one of us to add some shading or soften our skin tones in some way. Brite continued to use props around us -- western hats, a wagon wheel, an old rifle, various drapes, and even a saddle I held over my erect penis as a naked Crystal entwined around my upper body. Ellen joined us for a few shots too, some that we knew we'd never use except for our own memories and private enjoyment. Terry made fun of my erections although he admittedly was in the same condition.
Saturday night, the six of us dressed in a minimum of nice clothes and went to Anton's in Waite Park for dinner, a pleasant upper-mid scale restaurant with a wide assortment of great food on the menu. Ellen and Brite sat snugly on either side of me. I could tell the two were horny, and accurately predict who my partners would be when we returned to Brite's farm and studio. Crystal and Nikki took a fancy to Terry.
Brite and Ellen each pulled one of my hands into their laps. Each had pulled up their thin cotton dress, and neither wore anything under. Beneath their napkins, I cautiously diddled each woman, even sneaking in kisses, while making sure my moves were invisible to other restaurant patrons. They both kept pawing me, rubbing my leg, letting a stray hand touch the lump I developed in my pants. Ellen would have crawled under the table and given me a blowjob, and I would have let her had the restaurant not been so crowded and the activity so obvious.
As we finished up, one older gentleman paused at the table and made eye contact with me. He said, "You are one helluva lucky guy, what with these women hanging over you. It's a pleasure to have someone of your talent and caliber in St. Cloud," he turned to Crystal, "and you too Miss Lee. I am a big fan of your music. Keep it up. And, I must say, I am eagerly awaiting whatever photos of you that Miss Reber concocts. Maybe she'll even show you some of ours." He gestured to the woman ahead and beyond him, smiled, waved a cheery hello at Brite, and walked on to catch up to his party as they left the restaurant.
After he was out of earshot, Brite said, "That's Walter Hampscot. He's a local philanthropist, and he's quite eccentric. He's lived with his sister, the younger blond he left with, for over twenty years. They ... well, they really live together. She's twenty years his junior -- I think from a second marriage of his mother."
I asked, "Incest?"
"Yes. Second serious relationship for each of them. She has an adult daughter somewhere out west. They have a relationship with her too."
"Sexual?"
"Of course, silly," Brite said and ran a fingernail up my thigh to my groin.
"Now, how do you know that's all not just a bunch of rumors someone cooked up?"
Brite lowered her voice, "I know for sure. I don't know how others got wind of it, but it was a gossip item before I heard about it. Walter came to me a few years back to do some discrete and confidential photographs of him and his family. I agreed."
Ellen leaned in and asked, "Sexual photos -- I mean you're hinting at it by the tone of your voice."
"Exactly," Brite said in a low voice. Nikki, Terry, and Crystal leaned in from across the table. "I photographed the three of them much as I did you, Crystal, and Ellen today -- nude and cavorting around the place. The only difference is they quickly moved to various sex shots -- pornography actually. Walt having sex with his sister and her daughter -- his niece. The women in a Sapphic relationship. Some of the shots he wanted were graphic -- not overly kinky, mind you, but very explicit."
Crystal and Ellen said in unison, "Sounds like fun."
Terry joined in, "I don't see what the problem is?" He actually looked puzzled. Nikki laughed.
Brite went on to address Terry's question: "Incest among adults is more common than people think. Some studies put the prevalence as high as twenty percent, but from what I've read it's more likely to be in the five percent range -- so one out of twenty people you meet is or has been involved in incest. Brother-sister incest is the most common, and then father-daughter. Surprisingly, most of it is consensual. Lots of dark stuff has been written about it, and the medical side is well documented -- impaired children a possibility. Nonetheless, many people keep it in the family. Most people think incest as some vile sin. It doesn't bother me if it's consensual, between adults, and no one is mind dominant over someone else."
Our conversation took several turns at that point until we were all talking at once about various combinations of people who riled the media, and different government groups that feel they have to protect a consenting adult population from themselves.
As we talked, Crystal caught my eye and winked at me. Not only was I in the midst of an incestuous relationship with Crystal and her sister Ellen. I now had an ongoing loving and sexual relationship with my own sister Anna, and the Lauren, my sister-in-law -- or she was up until my wife passed away over a year earlier.
Brite actually knew all this. She stopped, and punched me. "I forgot. You're the expert about this. You've tapped everyone in your family and Crystal's family."
"Not quite."
"Just don't get in the media with it."
"I almost did." I quickly recalled the lurid photographs of Terry, Crystal, Ellen, and me having a swap party on the back of a friend's boat in Branson about a year earlier. I had told Brite, knowing early in our relationship that she could be trusted not to tell anyone.
Terry had a memory for strange laws in the U.S. dealing with sex, and had us rolling with laughter as he told us about them with his theatrical touch: places in Virginia you can't engage in sexual activity with the lights on; you have to wear a condom for sex in Nevada and a member from the legislature of that state must not conduct official business while wearing a penis costume; in about two-dozen states a man's erection must not show through his clothing; in a couple of others no man may make love to his wife smelling of garlic, onions, or sardines; in Wyoming you can't have sex while standing in a walk-in freezer; and in South Dakota you aren't allowed to make love on the floor between two twin beds -- that have to be at least three feet apart.

* * * * *Brite had pushed together two king-size beds in her studio for our evening's festivities. The way they were draped and covered no one could see the slight seam between the beds; they formed one huge bed for our sexual frolicking. With our permission, she'd also set up three cameras in 'movie mode' to film our activities. She promised us a highly erotic DVD in a few weeks.
Ellen came up beside me and said in a low voice, "Can you and I please be together; I know we fucked last night, but I really need to be with you tonight too." She slipped an arm around me, and laid her pretty head against my chest. My heart melted. I could tell she needed me in some way I didn't understand at that instant, yet I did love her and felt glad to comply. I gave her a tender kiss as I agreed.
Terry, Nikki, and Crystal paired off in a threesome as Ellen and I watched from the side of the bed. The three seductively removed each other's clothing. Since none of the women had worn underwear to dinner, their nudity appeared instantly after their gingham dresses were pulled over their heads. Crystal's dress had been one of the outfits she'd worn in the afternoon photo shoot, often with the top pulled down to reveal her full breasts or the lower half-being flounced around to reveal her pussy or her tight ass cheeks. Terry had gone commando too, so he proved ready to play after losing his shirt and jeans.
Ellen whispered, "Let's just watch them for a little." She led me to a sofa adjacent to the oversized bed. Brite joined us after she positioned and started the cameras.
Nikki lay in a sixty-nine position with Terry, her tongue joining Crystal's as they started to bring Terry's cock to a fully ripe stage ready for another round of screwing. We heard Terry say, "I've had a hard-on all day long watching the photo shoot. I don't care whether they're never published; I think they're the hottest thing I've ever seen. You did everything from sedately sexy to outright pornography."
Nikki said loudly, "Terry stop talking and eat my pussy." She dropped her mouth over Terry's rod, swallowing the shaft, and wiggling her head until his entire sex disappeared and her face pushed tightly against his pubic area. She held the position for many seconds, and then slowly pulled up and away to reveal his cock to Crystal. A long strand of shiny and gooey spittle stretched from the cock head to her mouth, obviously consisting of Terry's pre-cum and Nikki's saliva. The drooping connector between mouth and cock provided a highly erotic sight picture. I could feel my own cock harden at the sight.



Crystal darted into the union of the two, capturing part of the syrupy link, before demonstrating to Nikki her own prowess at deep throating Terry's cock.
Ellen said quietly to me, "Jim, if I did that to you, I'd never want to have you leave my lips."
I speculated, "You'd have trouble breathing, I believe."
"But I would die the happiest woman in the world -- knowing that I brought you pleasure as my last act."
"Hey, don't think that way. I love you the way you are -- very alive and beautiful." I leaned in and kissed her. Our kiss quickly became a duel of tongues and a long, passionate kiss. I could feel my desire to couple with Ellen rapidly rise.
As we kissed, Ellen unbuttoned my shirt slowly, and then she helped push the garment off my body. My belt and slacks were next. I assisted by raising my hips so she could pull them away from me and toss them aside. I too had gone commando that afternoon. As my slacks left my body, my aroused penis suddenly reveled at being exposed to the air. Brite joined in the final stages of my strip.
Ellen moved to sit beside me, but as she sat I pulled the back of her dress up so her bare buttocks sat on the sofa. I pulled her gingham dress over her head, appreciative of Brite handling our post-photo shoot wardrobe with clothing so easily shed. I repeated the process on Brite, smoothing her luscious breasts as they came into view.
Ellen had what I considered perfect breasts. They were full-size, more than a handful each, and each had a slight tilt upwards as though she was always holding her chest up and out from her body. There was no doubt they were all natural. With no sag at all, each mound held a dark tan-tinged areola larger than a silver dollar. In the center of the areola rose a nipple about three-eights of an inch across and in a state of perpetual excitement, extending the same distance out from the background areola.
Her breasts flowed down her body across a flat tummy, punctuated by a navel piercing containing a small diamond studded chain that I found super-sexy. I thought the small circlet invited attention -- sexual attention to her body, both above to the breasts and below to her sex.
I ran my hand down her body, cupping a breast -- feeling her nipple harden further beneath my grasp, encircling her piercing, and then oscillating back and forth across her lower skin as I seductively dragged a finger back and forth across her manicured triangle of pubic hair and neared her sexual slit.
Ellen gasped as my finger neared her clit, "Oh, Jim. Oooooh. So, nice." She pushed further into my body as our tongues again thrust into each other's body. After our kiss, I turned and gave Brite the same treatment. Both women were stroking my cock in a playful manner. Ellen also toyed with Brite's breasts, twisting and pinching her nipples in that apparently Brite thought to be just right.
I asked Ellen, "Can I eat you? Please. And Brite?"
Both women nodded after my question. They slid lower on the sofa until their hips extended into space where I could attend them.
With tongue extended, I slithered down Ellen's body, pausing for many minute to savor Ellen's breasts. I vaguely recalled Crystal telling me I'd been weaned too early, and thus I had a breast fetish. She too liked me to suck on her nipples. Ellen nearly came as I attended her, so to tease her I shifted to Brite who I had been fingering as I licked at Ellen.
Brite's breasts sagged with her age, but nonetheless were erotic and highly stimulating to her when played with as I'd learned. My tongue dragged lower, following the path of my fingers a few minutes earlier. Soon, I reached her quim. As I neared, I could smell her sex -- the aroma of a woman in heat, a woman that wanted sex from me -- with me. Brite's slit glistened with the moisture of her anticipation.
I lowered my head until my tongue held ready nearly opposite her anal opening. I thrust in and licked upward along her entire gash, past her clit and into her pubic hair. The aroma and taste were like nectar of the gods, so pleasing to the nose and taste buds.
A long moan escaped from Brite's lips, and her lower body shuddered with immediate pleasure. I looked up at her, and she smiled at me almost with embarrassment through squinted eyes, her hands reaching downward to urge my tongue back onto her body. I winked and shifted back to Ellen.
I pushed my tongue into Ellen's vagina without warning as I twisted my face back and forth lightly across her clit. I oscillated my tongue into her body, orally fucking her. She moaned again, and predictably a flood of female lubrication erupted from her body and flooded our union.
Ellen moaned, "Oh, fuck, I've waited for this all day long." After a pause, she said, "Jim, come up here; make love to me. We can do oral later."
I moved up to accommodate her wish. Ellen squirmed so her body centered more on the sofa.
"How do you want to do this?" I asked as I shifted position.
"Anyway at all. I just want you in me -- deep within me. I also want you to cum in me, and I want you to stay there afterwards. I want your fullness in me." As an afterthought she said, "Brite, I hope you don't mind, but I really need him."
Brite nodded in acknowledgement. She moved beside Ellen more, and reached in with a hand and her mouth to molest her breasts.
Ellen spread her legs as I came back onto the couch from my kneeling position. I took aim with my cock, and slowly drove into her body after smearing some of her lubrication about the heated hole. We both groaned in the delight of our coupling.
I made a few short strokes, sinking a little deeper into her with each thrust. Finally, our pubic bones pushed tightly against one another. Ellen sighed in contented relief and pulled me to her body, her erect breasts stroking my chest as we came together. That feel of her breasts alone, almost made me cum it felt so erotic.
"Oh, God, Jim. You are so wonderful. Do you know how much I love you? I hope you do. I think of you all the time, every second of the day. I think of us like this -- fucking -- making love -- copulating -- having intercourse. I think of us doing kinky things -- your choice of fetishes, and I'll love them all. Do you want me in a gangbang? I'll do it for you. Do you want to watch me get fucked by someone else -- Terry or anyone? You set it up, and I'll do it. Do you want me to watch me with other women -- Crystal or Brite or anyone? I'll do it. I love you more than ... anything." Brite moved in and kissed her deeply.
When Brite pulled away, Ellen pulled my head to her and we kissed, hard first and then more tenderly. I whispered to her, "Ellen, you know I love you too. This feels so comfortable with you and Crystal and Brite and Nikki. We are a nice sexy group today -- a foursome usually," I said thinking of Crystal and Terry, and the times the four of us had shared sex together.
I felt a tiny recoil from Ellen as I pumped into her body, almost as though the mention of Crystal and Terry had momentarily jarred her thinking. I'd pursue that later. Ellen redoubled her efforts to thrust upwards into my down strokes.
At a sound from the large bed, Ellen and I looked over to see Nikki bouncing in reverse cowgirl on Terry's engorged prick. As she did, Crystal leaned against her for support as she enjoyed Terry's tongue on her sex as she squatted over his face. From the angle we had, we could see Terry's cock moving in and out of Nikki, and his tongue lashing about at Crystal's cunt.
From beneath me Ellen said, "Fuck me harder. I'm getting near. I want an orgasm from you -- cock and cum deep within me. Brite, suck on my breasts -- a little harder; be rough, and then you can have him for a while."
I redoubled my effort, looking deep into her eyes as I thrust into Ellen's body. Brite's nudity next to Ellen added to my excitement. My hips moved faster and faster; I felt our orgasms approaching. When they exploded into and through our bodies, I fell into Ellen's arms and our kisses brought a new rapture to our relationship. Jets of my cum surged into Ellen's cunt, washing over her cervix I'd driven so deep to reach.
"Oh Jim, I can feel you cuming inside me. Oooooh, fuck. This is so beautiful. I love you, I love you, I love you." There was definiteness to her repeated phrase. I knew we had a special relationship -- loving, however, this was different -- more sincere, deeper, and meant more for two people deeply in love. I guess maybe we were.
I honored Ellen's request and stayed embedded in her quim as we kissed and cuddled after our climaxes. We watched Nikki cum on Terry's cock, and Crystal replaced her as they worked to get him to ejaculate into his orgasm. Shortly after Crystal took over in the cowgirl position, Terry's back arched up into Crystal as they both came with moans, groans, and smiles. Nikki lay beside the pair strumming her clit to her own second orgasm that evening.
As our afterglow subsided, I felt Brite's hands extract my soggy cock from Ellen's pussy. Brite gulped down my cock, using her tongue in talented ways to excite me again. I responded immediately.
Ellen whispered in my ear, "You're going to sink that beautiful cock of yours deep into Brite's pretty pussy. Maybe after that, the two of us will suck your cum from the other while you watch us. I want to do things that excite you that make you love me more. I want to be your kinky lover -- your slut -- your mistress -- your girlfriend -- your everything. Feel how Brite's mouth on your cock is making you so hard."
When Brite determined I had reached an optimal state of hardness, she dragged her pussy up my thigh and impaled herself on my shaft. She came almost immediately. Minutes later, amid dirty talk from both of them, I exploded again, this time into Brite's cunt.
True to her word, only a minute later, Ellen and Brite were in a sixty-nine with each other, sucking my cum from each other's pussies and trying to give the other another orgasm. Ellen came again. I helped her bring Brite another climax by the talented use of my fingers.
Soon, all of us were horizontal -- collapsed as a result of the physical exertion to achieve our orgasmic pleasure.
Ellen and Brite snuggled on either side of me. Ellen squirmed and pushed her wet pussy into my leg in an erotic gesture. Brite duplicated her action.
As much as I wanted to ravish their bodies again, that evening I found myself limited in my response." Brite slid down my body, tried to fellate me without much of a response at that moment. She moved over to Ellen, and started to munch on her sodden mess again. Ellen finally pushed her away, and said, "Too much stimulation. Oh, Brite, I'm too sensitive now. Come back in a few minutes ... that is, unless Jim comes to life again."
Crystal said, "Well, you can come over here Brite. Terry, Nikki, and I need cleaning up too." Brite turned and flounced onto the bed to the sated threesome.
Ellen held me for a minute and then said, "Come. Let's walk outside for a few minutes and cool off in the night air. It's not that chilly out."
We rose, and walked to the exit door from the barn studio.
Outside, Ellen was right, the night was delightful and the temperature was just right to cool down our overheated bodies.
Ellen flowed into my arms, even capturing my semierect cock between her legs right against her cunt. "Oh, Jim, I love you so."
I said in awe, "I don't think I've ever heard you say that so frequently."
"That's because each day I fall deeper in love with you." After a pause, she said, "You think of Terry and me as couple, but we're not. Right now, we're just 'fuck buddies' plus, of course, I work with him to promote Crystal and you."
I didn't quite know how to respond to that bit of news. I just said, "Oh." As I got my wits I asked, "Is that OK with you?"
"Yes," Ellen answered, "As long as you're there for me -- often I hope. I like Terry -- a lot, but I love you."
"I thought Terry and you had a deepening relationship."
"We did for a while, but as I learned more about him -- and you -- I choose you."
"But, Crystal and I are ..."
"I know. I know. I'm still thinking about all this. I love my sister too -- a great deal -- really great deal, and I know she loves me. I don't want to hurt her ... or you ... or us ... or Terry. I want us all to be happy and to get what we want."
I ventured, "And you want me?"
"Most definitely," Ellen said with a smile. She waggled her hips, and I felt my cock harden further against her slit where she still held me. "I want you. I love you. I love you truly, deeply, madly -- as the song goes."
"Wow." I paused. "Ellen, I don't know what to say or do about this. I'm flattered. I have always loved you -- yet, Crystal has become my primary ... focus, I guess you'd say. I ..."
Ellen leaned in and kissed me. "Don't do anything. Don't change anything. Don't say anything. Don't upset Crystal ... or Terry. I guess I shouldn't have mentioned it."
I ignored her comment and asked, "Does Terry know?"
"Yes, if he thinks about it ... and what I've said." Ellen smiled as she held me so our hips remained together, and my cock remained trapped against her labia. "We've never said 'We love you' to each other -- you're the only person I've said that too -- except my sister. " "Why not him?"
"Lots of reasons. He's got an ego, and you don't. He's Mr. Stress and you're Mr. Calm. When he gets mad, the world knows it. When I've seen you get angry, you button it up until you can move beyond the situation -- even meditate past it. He's secular. You're spiritual. He's buried in his work; you consider the people around the most important thing in your life."
"That's indicting. How can you be his fuck buddy?"
"He's good sexually -- fun ... but you're better. We just made love to one another. Terry and I fuck; that's all, we just fuck. It's good; it's a release, but there's more to life."
I felt nonplused. "When did all this start?"
"With you?" She asked.
I nodded.
"Back when we were in Texas -- when Crystal and I changed places so she could hide from the paparazzi and I rode off with you on your motorcycle dressed like her. We spent FOUR nights together. If I hadn't loved you before we started that trip, I surely loved you afterwards. I'd never had such a fabulous experience in my lifetime -- before or since. I wish we could do it again."
"Do what again?" A voice out of the darkness said. Crystal came up to our sides and embraced the two of us.
Ellen hesitated and then answered truthfully, "Be with Jim -- as we were when we rode from Dallas to Albuquerque." She hugged me.
I watched in the dim light as Crystal tried to study her sister's face. I put an arm around Crystal as well as Ellen. Crystal asked her sister, "You love him don't you. I mean really love him." Her voice was non-threatening, and betrayed the caring I'd seen between the two sisters.
Ellen nodded, and in the moonlight I could see her tear-stained cheeks glistening. She'd been silently crying as we talked.
A long silence passed. Crystal eventually pulled my face to hers and kissed me, and then she did the same to her sister. The kisses were sweet, yet sensuous. She whispered so only the two of us could hear her, "Then I guess we have a problem -- maybe, maybe not. Maybe we just need to be creative. Let's all just give it some time -- until after Christmas say. Let's not rush into any kind of dramatic situation. No drama."
I marveled at the wisdom of her words, and would continue to do so in the months that followed.

* * * * *Sunday morning, Brite uploaded all the pictures and videos from her cameras. She ran through the still shots at a rapid rate, frantically taking notes. While she worked on the stills, she played us a few minutes of each of the videos from the night before.
In one video, Ellen and I appeared as we made love with Brite beside us. The two of us were erotic, yet obviously in love compared to the playful fornicating that Terry, Crystal, and Nikki had been involved in. I felt myself harden.
I'd slept with the two sisters, one on each side of me, in the mammoth bed Brite had arranged in the studio. Brite, Nikki, and Terry had been there too, even awaking us as they had a middle of the night double-fuck. Crystal just slept soundly between the orgy and me.
I became aware of Ellen watching the threesome from my other side -- Terry had been alternating plunging his large erection into Brite and Nikki as they lay next to each other and stroked each other's breasts. Ellen started playing with my dick until it hardened, and then she quietly slipped on top of me, and inserted me into her damp cunt. We did a slow fuck as we watched the trio. Ellen made erotic comments and observations about the three as we fucked.
We had 'soft' climaxes together as the three others engaged in more vocal and action-oriented orgasms. When things quieted down, Ellen merely slipped down my body, uncoupling the two of us, and nestled under my arm. Crystal snored quietly on my other side.
In the morning, we all went swimming in Brite's swimming pool, washing away the sweat, cum, and fluids we'd created and shared with the others. After drying off and a nude breakfast, Brite led us to the studio for the review of the stills.
Brite announced, "OK Everyone, I want to do a few more shots, particularly that set with the gingham dress and the saddle. I particularly want to redo that sequence from a different angle; I'm not happy with those results from yesterday. Also, I have a few other ideas for scenes and backgrounds."
Crystal retrieved the gingham dress, and slipped it on to our groans of disapproval as her assets got covered. She laughed. A few minutes later, with lights reset, Brite's shutter on her Nikon sounded over and over as a new sequence of shots emerged. She issued posing instructions to Crystal, and to Ellen, or me when we joined Crystal.
Occasionally, one or the other of the girls fondled me or rubbed against my naked body in some way to provoke a sexual reaction from me. They succeeded; so I had to step out of some shots lest my profile become too revealing of the passion I felt for the two of them. Brite just laughed. Terry watched, but seemed more intent on either feeling Nikki when she wasn't attending to our makeup, having her sit on his shaft, or a series of telephone calls that commanded his attention.
Brite had us dress in western duds again, and did some outdoor shots, particularly with her palomino.
Over lunch, Brite started another graphic review of the hundreds of morning shots. Terry had wandered off with his cell phone in his ear; Crystal and Ellen wanted to talk so they took a walk around the farm, and I could only guess the subject; that left Brite, Nikki, and me.
Brite put up a picture where Ellen and Crystal stood on either side of me, looking up into my face. We were all nude, yet because of how we were posed there were no breasts, pussies, or cocks exposed. The picture was erotic but modestly R-rated.
Brite said, "They're both madly in love with you, Jim. Look at the look on their faces. Is that what the talk was about last night, and the tête-à-tête they're having now?"
"Yes, probably," I responded. "Complicating factors."
"Do you love them -- both of them?"
I hadn't thought of the situation from that point of view, so the question hit me kind of hard. After thinking, I responded, "Yes. Yes, I definitely do. I love them more than life itself."
Brite just nodded and went back to her work, making more notations.
After she finished, we looked for the others, but none of them were evident. Brite said, "Jim, would you make love to me. I miss our time together ... and I promise I'm not going to be a complicating factor. I love you, yes, but not the way those two do."



I looked around and realized that Nikki had also disappeared, maybe at a subtle signal from Brite.
Seconds later, Brite had my cock in her mouth giving me one of her fabulous blowjobs. When I reached medium rare, she pulled me over her body as she reclined on the large bed. We drove into each other's bodies as we swapped tongues and fluids. I penetrated her small frame with a feeling of delight. Brite liked dirty talk, and she inspired both of us with steady steam of narrative about our sex act.
Brite was older, and so as we moved, more of her body parts oscillated and vibrated, particularly her large breasts. With arms extended and my hips driving into her, I marveled at how sexual she looked beneath me. Our orgasms came in sync, and we sighed and wallowed in the heavenly feelings we'd brought to each other.
I rolled us over, so we were side by side and my weight wasn't on Brite, yet I remained connected cock-to-cunt. An unexpected round of applause broke out from Terry, Crystal, Nikki, and Ellen who had watched the end of our amorous interlude. Brite and I laughed as the four of them piled onto the bed around us.
Ellen excitedly asked, "Can I clean you both?"
Brite nodded, and Ellen rolled next to us a second later. She first pulled my cock from Brite's pussy and swallowed the shaft, cleaning our combined fluids from the shaft. She then buried her head in Brite's pussy, her tongue sweeping the gash as she suctioned my cum from Brite. I think Brite might have cum again, perhaps only slightly. I recalled she had a hair-trigger clit, so that might have been a good guess.
Later, Brite produced a buffet lunch of cold cuts. As we snacked, she set up the bed again for more seductress shots of Crystal. When we were ready, she posed Crystal for some shots she classified as 'Racy Playboy'. "They'll love these, and some even hint at that gorgeous beaver you want to hide."
She had Crystal pose sitting on the bed with her legs spread wide but with both arms down in front of her so her hands covered her privates. Crystal's breasts were exaggerated between her arms, yet nothing else showed. Six shots fired off from different angles, as Crystal struck a seductive facial expression -- she called it her 'Come fuck me' look.
Next, with the same look she posed Crystal as though she was undressing on the bed. Two high gloss red stiletto-heeled shoes were strategically 'dropped' in the photos to cover her vagina. Crystal's arms automatically moved into graceful poses as Brite, standing nude, clicked off photo after photo.
Brite explained as she talked, "I remembered your words about not wanting to show the world your pussy -- or however you put it. That said, thePlayboy public wants to see pussy, so we have to give them damn near close to that, even for their favorite country music star." After a pause, she added, "Besides you have a beautiful pussy -- and I know it tastes divine."
Crystal knelt on the bed holding a bright dress against her but with a breast and a nearly frontal shot of her pussy. "The angle hides your goodies," Brite told Crystal, "but the voyeurs buyingPlayboywill think they can see more than they actually can. Turn away now, just slightly. That's it."
Brite had Crystal lie partway back and raise her legs -- one with a thong hanging from her toes, both legs crooked and the one nearest the camera slightly higher. The result was a near beaver shot, putting her vagina in a deep shadow yet highly suggestive. Brite produced some props and took a couple of hundred shots with Crystal using a tall stool, a massage table, a balloon, a tennis racquet, three apples, and a ladder. A few more outside shots as Crystal walked naked to and from the camera along a wooded path near Brite's pool area -- picking leaves from a tree, reaching for an apple, pointing to a bird, exposing herself to a summer breeze. Every shot was erotic, perfectly posed, and exquisitely captured by Brite.
About four in the afternoon, we ended our photo shoot. As Brite and Nikki had worked with Crystal, Terry, Ellen, and I had a two-on-one with Ellen on a sofa in the far corner of the studio. We cleaned up by taking an afternoon swim. Ellen seemed to relish the attention Terry and I gave her, and I lost count of the orgasms she experienced over the hour we were together and playing. Crystal went to clean up, removing some of the makeup.
We collected our luggage, what little we'd brought, piled into Brite's Jeep, and she drove us to the airport. As we drove, we saw the Learjet on approach to land. We were early and so was the jet.
We hugged and kissed Brite goodbye, and only a few minutes later, our pilots raced down the St. Cloud runway into the sky for the return trip to Nashville. I fell asleep before the wheels left the ground.
To be continued
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Crystal Clear – Ch. 03A new album, a centerfold, an island, and career changes
I slept between Crystal and Ellen the night we got back from Minnesota. I think we were sexed out because uncharacteristically no one made any overt gestures to any of the others. We were cuddly and happy. I remember wondering what each of the women was thinking or dreaming as I drifted off. Were these moments a calm before a major storm?
I woke before dawn and slipped out of bed from between my two nude bedmates. In the dim light we had left on in the bathroom I stood and studied Crystal and Ellen – two of the most beautiful women in the world. They each had a large place in my heart.
I put on my running togs and headed out the door. I ran the streets until the light was bright enough to maneuver safely on some of the woodland trails near our home. After an hour, I found my favorite clearing and stopped to meditate. I sat and studied a knot on a log until I disappeared from the face of the planet, entering some other dimensions billions of light years away. I knew that to return to the real world all I needed to do was unfocus my concentration on that knot, yet I hesitated since the place I'd gone to was so calm, peaceful, and showed me so much about my inner being.
Eventually, I blinked a few times and looked around me – I'd come back to the real world. A few weeks earlier a fawn and doe had visited with me about this time of day in this clearing. As I trotted back to the house, my mind turned so easily to Crystal and Ellen. Each of them had gone out of their way to pledge their deep love to me during our trip. For Crystal, this was not unusual; we deeply loved each other. For Ellen, her sister, she'd never confessed her love to me in the deep, committed, and the personal way she had.
Ellen hadn't made a secret of how she felt; I think Crystal knew before she did. Crystal accepted the situation, but there were under currents that seemed to have been swept under the rug. Could we exist as a triad? Crystal had urged the three of us not to do anything rash for at least six months. We knew that was a long time and that there would be major changes in all our lives in that interval. Maybe Crystal was the wisest of the three of us.

* * * * *Monday morning, Ellen had to connect with Terry and do some concert planning for Crystal, me, and another lesser-known band that Terry had recently signed on. There had been talk of movie deals for Crystal and me too, so the pair had a lot to work on. As it turned out from that day forward and for months afterwards, we each started to put in long work hours every day.
Terry gave Crystal and me a list of fifty-two songs he wanted us to perfect. For about half of them, he had rough music accompaniment tracks on a couple of CDs. He promised he'd mail us the background music for the rest in the next day or so. He said his new band would lay down the tracks for us.
Crystal and I spent a long day in her studio, working on various renditions of only three of the songs, practicing both duets and singles. I thought back to what I knew of the music industry before Crystal pulled me into the side of it because she fancied me. I used to think a good singer could knock off an entire album in an afternoon without rehearsals. How wrong I'd been.
The fifty-two songs Terry had given us were new and unreleased. Some were from our new friend and composer, Jake Randall. After a month, when we had passable versions of each song, Terry, Jake, and a team of others from Sony Records, sat and listened to the songs in one of the large Nashville studios such as they were up to that point. Over three weeks, we did a critique, even playing back and listening to each song again and again. After that, we whittled the number we liked down to less than twenty over three days.
Over the next couple of weeks, we worked with our regular live band on each of the twenty songs until we had better versions ready to deliver. We then had another studio show with our review team, critiquing each song again, and picking the ones we'd use on the album. Another three weeks got spent rehearsing each song until we had it nailed every time we sang it.
We then lay down each track in the studio, spending about a day per song. The audio engineers took over adjusting the fifty to one hundred variables they had to play with throughout each song. A couple of weeks later, we heard the pre-release versions of each song. Amazingly, everyone on the album team liked the songs and deemed them ready for release.
With the songs locked down, Crystal and I started to shoot music videos on each of the songs. The rationale for doing all of them was that no one knew which songs would become hits, so we did videos for them.
Everyone we had talked to liked the songThe Naked Truth that Jake had written, so that became the title song for the album. We had fun doing the title song video, specifically because it required much nudity, particularly on Crystal's part. This time, the pictures had to be either G-rated or PG-13 rated, yet they had to be suggestive of really adult themes that the song carried.
It took another two weeks to shoot just the video for the lead song, although much of the footage could be edited and used for some of the other songs onThe Naked Truth album. We spent another month finishing the other videos. Concurrently, the dubbing and audio geniuses synchronized the music with our singing in the videos (which usually got tossed because of background noise or our panting in the action scenes).
By now, over a five hundred people had been involved in the production of the album and the videos. This was a big deal.
Sony created a pre-release sampler and sent it to 'friends' at selected media outlets in the U.S., Europe, and Australia. Their opinions of the music and videos counted for a lot and strongly influenced how Sony would promote the album. Although it was rare for a complete album to be scrapped, it had happened. More frequently, a song or two in the mix got nixed and a substitute added.
We were lucky. Our entire album and all the videos emerged from the external reviews with rave reviews and a plea from nearly every DJ for complete copies they could start to 'leak' our music to their listeners. The DJs even got to see the several photos that would be used for the album cover and some of the interior shots on the album insert – pictures that Brite had taken on our sex-filled visit to her Minnesota studio. They wanted those too to use on their websites.
Given the reception, some of our 'leaked' music started to appear shortly before Halloween; the full release of the album came in mid-November. Ours would be the album to buy as a Christmas gift.
As the album progressed to market, the spread forPlayboy also developed.Playboy loved Brite's work and selected thirty photographs to use in the spread. One unusually seductive one of Crystal on a tall stool with her beautiful legs outstretched achieved such appreciation from Hugh and his daughter Christie thatPlayboy decided to use it as the December issue centerfold.
About two months after our photo shoot with Brite, aPlayboy photographer and interview team arrived in Nashville to do an in depth interview with Crystal, take candid photos during the interview at the recording studio, and do peripheral interviews with Ellen and me. They were around for three intensive days, and left happy.
About four weeks later, we got a mock-up of a sixteen-page spread thatPlayboy intended to use as the center section of the December edition of the magazine. They'd done a superb job in portraying Crystal, and the rest of us where we appeared. The shots were tasteful yet daring, and would surely be provocative to the ultra-conservatives. Crystal's wish for no beaver shots wasn't fully satisfied, but she gave in when she saw how sexy the photographs made her look.Playboy also told us they'd never devoted so many pages in an issue to one star, so we were breaking new ground.
Terry scurried behind the scenes orchestrating both the album and the Playmate of the Month spread for Crystal. He got both synchronized to 'officially' release on the same day in November; thus, the day the December issue ofPlayboy hit the streets, Sony releasedThe Naked Truth.
Album sales rapidly spiked in the first week.The Naked Truth soared into the number one position on the country charts and on the album sales charts. The title song became the number one hit in the country, and European and Australasian sales started to shoot to record highs as the releases were made overseas. The videos Sony posted on YouTube and Vimeo went viral, and had over ten million views within the first week.
Every radio station playing pop or country music I could find on the FM or Internet playedThe Naked Truth once or twice an hour. This just spurred sales even further, plus we got royalties from the plays.
We were hot.
Crystal, Terry, Ellen, and I danced around the studio and the Nashville house every day as the statistics came in about the number of plays and sales. But, of course, we weren't home much, we were on the road promoting the new album and doing concerts.
Not all went smoothly; however. ThePlayboy spread created a huge controversy, most of it centered in Branson, Nashville, and other Bible-belt cities. Two vocal camps emerged: one loved the photo spread and said it was about time a 'name brand' country star appeared inPlayboy, and who better than the pretty and shapely Crystal Lee; the other camp condemned the spread and was convinced the pornographic images ensured Crystal's place in hell. Hate mail started to arrive at the studio, but fortunately Crystal, Ellen, and I got insulated from almost all of it.
The December issue ofPlayboy actually went into a second printing to keep up with pre-Christmas demand, and sales were unusually high in the Bible belt. I guess many evangelicals wanted to be sure they were making the right decision in damning Crystal to hell.
The opinion of all of us connected with the photo shoot was that thePlayboy spread – sixteen pages of interview and photos, plus the centerfold – was tastefully done, especially considering the 'girl next door' image Crystal had before publication. Sony marketing did a survey and found that her home-girl image not only persisted, but also improved. I joked that everyone knew the 'girl next door' put out, so what's new. Crystal punched me in the arm but had a smile.
In the months leading up to Christmas, I periodically examined the relationship between the four of us: Crystal and me, Ellen and me, Ellen and Terry, and the sisters. I could tell Ellen had checked her emotions – she was holding back. Sure, she told me she loved me, but it was in the way she'd done before she confessed her deeper love for me in Minnesota. I could feel her pain at not wanting to cross over the line in her adoration for me. Often, I'd fine her just staring at me; she'd give me a loving smile and change activities.
Crystal seemed the same at first; however, as the weeks went by and we were wrapped up in the album, she became more demonstrative and vocal in her affection and love for me. Every day, she made sure I knew she loved me deeply, and that she felt she'd found her soul mate in me. "Our meeting wasn't an accident," she said one day. "You were led down that road by fate – and right into my arms. You needed me, and I needed you. We are destined to be together."
I saw nothing but normal behavior between the sisters too. Ellen stayed at the big house about half the time, and at her condo near the Nashville offices the rest of the time she was in town. She had started to travel on Terry's behalf, doing arrangements and setup in prep for the album release, and a string of concerts we did including the Dallas arena and Denver's stadium – all sell out crowds. Occasionally, she worked on the movie deals along with Terry – he wanted us on the big screen, a move that if it were successful would catapult us further into stardom. The movies were far fetched since neither Crystal, nor I had ever acted and were lukewarm to the idea; so it seemed a long shot unless we were doing a cameo and singing some of our usual stuff.
The most noticeable change involved Terry and Ellen. She subtly distanced herself from Terry, but only slightly. He had begun working sixteen to eighteen-hour days and had little time for Ellen, or any of us, unless it directly involved one of our projects. Where he used to be with us hours each week, we now only saw him a few minutes. He also made several trips to the west coast, ostensibly to work on our movie deals. Ellen called to our attention that he was not entirely involved in work. Terry also had developed a cozy relationship with the lead female singer in the Hobo Palace band – the new band he'd taken under his wing.
Cindy Wonder, the cute singer for Hobo Palace, sounded a bit like Stevie Nicks, and would catch anyone's eye because she was so cute. She was a dynamo blond bombshell with a cute figure and a chest that rivaled Dolly Parton – whenever I saw her at the studio; I found it hard not to stare. She was more than just attractive; she was alluring in the same way as Crystal. Cindy sang more pop than country, loved ballads, and with Terry's help and hype the band had their first single recording in the top fifty. Terry asked what Crystal and I would think about her band opening some of our concerts; neither of us had an objection – they were good.
Despite the mixed feelings of the population about thePlayboy spread, Crystal became an even hotter commodity. Suddenly, she was on the road every day of the week from dawn to midnight doing PR work to promote the album and thePlayboy issue. Two more concerts got slipped into the busy schedule right before Christmas. I appeared at all the events, but she was the sexy star. Once, she was in Cincinnati and I heard her being interviewed on a country station: she was engaging, funny, witty, and even brilliant. So natural; I thought how much I loved this woman.
Terry reappeared in our lives about two weeks before Christmas, asking all sorts of suspicious questions about what we planned for the holidays and making secret phone calls. Crystal and Ellen had invited both of us to visit their parents for Christmas. I'd accepted, but Terry begged off to be with his own parents outside of Chicago. He did make us promise not to accept anything for the New Year's holiday week; he finally admitted he had a surprise brewing for us. When the time came, we bid Terry a happy holiday, as we headed in different directions for Christmas.
I'd stayed with Lees before, shortly after Crystal and I first started going together. This, my second visit, went smoothly and they welcomed me with open arms and lots of hugs. Crystal's mother especially catered to my every need, plus she got extra touchy-feely as our visit progressed, sitting especially close to me on the sofa and such.
Crystal teased me later when we were alone, "Mom would love it if you threw her over the arm of the sofa and ploughed your big dick into her pussy. She doesn't know it, but she is horny for your attention." The words rang true after all the casual touches and strokes as we sat around their home.
I responded to Crystal, "I have my hands full with Ellen and you; I don't need another Lee complicating the picture – plus, this one seems happily married." Crystal smirked at me.
Somehow, despite living and loving both their daughters, I had been accepted. At first, things were awkward when they figured out that I also had a sexual relationship with Ellen, but the girls had worked their magic and made things acceptable. I suspected that Ellen and Crystal had a graphic discussion with their mother about some of our sexual romps; maybe that was why she'd come on to me sometimes.
I listened attentively to a discussion between Crystal and her parents about thePlayboy spread. Her father wisely kept his mouth shut; what was he to say after seeing every square inch of his sexy daughters skin. He just smiled, yet I could see the seeds of lust in his eyes. Her mother expressed awe and fascination with this side of being a star. I heard her mother ponder whether she'd be a candidate. She did have most of the physical credentials needed and there was no doubt she'd mothered Ellen and Crystal – both beauties were a reflection of their mom.
We took the Learjet back to Nashville late in the day after Christmas. The weather was foggy, rainy, and cold.

* * * * *Terry reached us, as expected the next morning. "OK. Here's the deal, you put your smallest bikinis and Speedos in your pocket and meet me at the general aviation terminal at Nashville Airport in ninety minutes. And trust me, that's all you'll need – oh, except your passports." Ellen and Crystal surged into action without the slightest idea of where we were going except they deduced it must be warm, so they over packed, complete with evening dresses and spike heels. I tossed a few things into a duffle bag, figuring that Terry knew what he was talking about.
Terry had rented the Learjet for the five of us and flown us to the British Virgin Islands. After landing we transited to a marina, and started an hour's boat ride to our own well-equipped and stocked, but totally private islet in the middle of the Caribbean Sea. In the distance, a few other islands dotted the horizon. The temperature was balmy; the sun brilliant; and the palm trees swayed in a gentle breeze.
Terry had a grin from ear to ear as we got out of the boat. "We're here for a week, ladies and gentlemen. This is a reward for all the hard work and long hours over the past months, plus for being the best Playmate ever and for being the best and sexiest cowgirls and cowboys in that spread, AND, of course, forThe Naked Truth – one of the best selling albums in history if I'm not wrong. Everyone loves it. The music is timeless and will be played for years and centuries to come." He waved his arms around in exaggerated style.
I looked up the jetty from the open pilot boat that had brought us to the island. Through some trees, I could see a magnificent house. I started to study the house and landscaping when I saw some motion from inside the home. Two figures emerged, magnificently nude as they sashayed towards us with swaying hips. The captain of the boat did a double take and then tried not to stare further.
My sister Anna and my sister-in-law Lauren strolled down the path to the dock arm in arm.

* * * * *After our welcoming hugs and dispatching the tender that brought us, Anna explained to me right away that she had brought a serious boyfriend to the island – Mark Hafford. She waved her hand in front of her face, "He knows all about you and us and us making love and he's cool with all of it. In fact, last night we had a nice threesome with Lauren, so you have some catching up to do." She gestured up at the house as she held onto my bare arm, her naked breasts pushing against my skin.



Mark was a genuinely nice man about my age and stature. He had demurely put on a Speedo that hid little, but passed for modesty's sake. Mark owned a small estate planning and tax preparation company in San Diego – my sister's hometown. He explained that they'd met on the Internet at a dating site, but later after they knew each other Anna had come to him for help in managing some of the millions I'd sent her as part of the new family wealth. (Anna later informed me that he was wealthy in his own right from a series of wise investments and a sizable inheritance.)
Anna and Lauren gave us a tour of the house and grounds. We were the only home on the islet, a tropical islet about a mile long and a half-mile wide. A few other outbuildings dotted the premises, additions by the owners who were pleased to share their quarters with us, according to Terry.
Less than an hour later, the seven of us were stretched out on luxurious chaises on a white sandy beach, nude and slathered up with suntan oils and protection. Ten feet from us the Caribbean Sea lapped at the shoreline. We'd all been in swimming.
I watched Mark checking out Crystal very carefully after she appeared nude to go down the manicured pathway to the beach. She checked out him and his package too, and I watched the two smile seductively at each other. Mark later confessed that he'd never seen aPlayboy Playmate up close, and he'd studied Crystal's entire photo spread and was comparing what he remembered from the magazine with real life.
Crystal whispered to me as we went into the water a little later, "You won't mind if I try Mark a little later do you? I like 'strange' once in a while." I laughed and nodded my consent. I figured I would be occupied with my sister and Lauren.
The thought of Karen, my late wife, made me pause. I stared out at the horizon. My life with her seemed so far away – in another universe. I'd been a grind-it-out technical geek, working with computers every day and doing fancy things on the Internet for my company's customers. Karen got sick, really sick, lasted a month, and died. My life – that life and that existence – had come crashing down around me. So much had changed since then; some days I thought I could be in some crazy dream.
As I sorted out my life, Crystal came into my life and loved me. Over the past year since I'd met her, I tested myself whether my relationship with her was a rebound of some kind. Each time, I always came back to the same decision – no, definitely not. Maybe it was that Crystal had been and remained so unlike Karen, and my life had changed so much to meet the new challenges she helped push me to in music and onstage performances. I loved my new life. I loved Crystal. I also loved her sister Ellen.
Karen and I had been straight. Later, from Lauren, I learned that her sister had been more sexually liberated than I was. I guess that knowledge helped me loosen up too, after I got over the shock of my late wife's previous group sex relations and occasional promiscuous and slutty behavior. None of that bothered me now, particularly since similar activities had become a major part of my life.
I dozed a little, actually dreaming about some new lyrics to a song I'd started. I woke when I felt two hands rubbing oily lotion onto my skin. I slowly opened my eyes, trying to commit to memory the song I'd created – it was so perfect, I knew it would a huge hit – and then it was gone as someone's hand brushed against my flaccid penis.
"Welcome to the real world, Lover." Lauren massaged my thighs, often rubbing up to where the back of her hand brushed against my sex.
"You just made me lose the lyrics to a song that would have sold billions."
She laughed and said, "Yea, in your dreams."
I smiled at her. "Having you here is like a dream. Anna too." Lauren looked almost exactly like Karen had. First, every time I saw Lauren I felt a tremendous jolt of pain at the loss of Karen. Now, the resemblance only reminded me of ten loving years with her late sister.
"We're about to wash all this stuff off, start the cocktail hour, and have dinner. You've been asleep for over an hour – almost two. A good thing you had this suntan stuff all over you."
I looked around, and only the two of us were on the beach. "Where are the others?"
"They went up to the house about forty-five minutes ago. They've been making dinner from the wonderful provisions left in this place."
I stretched. Lauren stroked my shaft, and then bent her nude body until her mouth neared me. Her tongue extended, she licked up one side of my cock and then down the other, focusing the tip at one point on my glans. In that simple maneuver, blood surged into my rod. She did it again – and again – and by then I had a classic and quite serviceable hard-on.
Without a care, Lauren knelt on the chaise throwing a leg over my legs. She shimmied up my body until her hairy bush hovered over my erect shaft. She reached down and held me briefly, steering my cock into her vagina. Game on.
As Lauren sank down onto me – as I thrust upwards into her body – we both moaned. "Oh Jim, I have missed you – missed this with you. Oh, fuck meeeeee."
I nodded in agreement as we started our lovemaking. First, she rotated her hips back and forth, rubbing her clit against my cock. Her speed increased until I grabbed a hold of her ass cheeks and slowed her down. She then started to rise and fall on my cock, occasionally slowing to grind into me. Lauren's vagina felt like molten velvet as my shaft slid back and forth into her.
Lauren whispered, "Jim, I love you so. Please be more in my life from now on. I'll come to you – anytime, anywhere, but please just ... allow me near." I reached up to fondle her full breasts, using the thumb and forefinger of each hand to pinch and twist her nipples almost to the point of pain – something I recalled she loved when she was on top.
"Lauren, you are a dream, my loving dream. I am so glad you are here ... and yes, we must be closer more often." Lauren knew about my relationships with Crystal, Ellen, and Anna; there were no secrets there, so she knew what she was letting herself in for.
Our pace quickened. Quickened even further. Lauren dropped her head, and her hips became a blur as she neared her finish. Her fluids were flooding out of her body onto mine; her aromas intoxicating. And then, Lauren threw her head back and came, her orgasm ripping through her body, zapping every nerve ending, and hurling her into a state of heaven. Her body shook and quivered as she came, the tremors lasting over a minute. I could feel her interior muscles clasping at my hot rod, trying to milk the cum and pull it to her cervix, but I hadn't cum and I didn't care. I'd delivered pleasure to her. If she wanted me further, I could stay, otherwise, I'd marshall my abilities for later.
Lauren collapsed onto my chest, her breasts pressing against me as she kissed me with a passion and style I'd almost forgotten since I'd last seen her in San Diego months earlier.
I held her for a many minutes, our bodies joined and out sex organs twitching, and then she eventually raised her head. "We should go up to the house. The others will wonder ... will know what we've been doing." She laughed.
I shrugged. I didn't care, and I knew no one else would either.
Lauren and I walked into the gentle surf to wash the sweat, cum, juices, and oils from our bodies. A few minutes later we strolled up the path to the house with my arm around Lauren holding one of her breasts – I liked the sensation of her nipple against my palm. The others greeted us without a tinge of teasing or taunting, yet I knew they all knew what we'd done. I glanced down the path to the chaises, and without a doubt, we'd been clearly in sight as we'd made love. I smiled inwardly at such acceptance and lack of jealousy.
Crystal caught me in an embrace a few minutes later. "You two looked so loving down there, so passionate. I felt good watching you please each other."
I kissed her. "Thank you for being you, and thinking the way you do about people and relationships and sex."
Ellen passed by and suddenly perked up, "Sex? Did someone mention sex? It's my favorite sport." She caught my eye; "Jim is it? You just had sex, and now you're thinking about it again; I MUST get to know you better." We all laughed. She bumped me with her naked hip, and sashayed away with an extra sway to her seductive hips. She did have an absolutely perfect ass.
Mark played bartender since he'd already had a full day to learn the layout and contents of the home we were in, including the bar. Terry hustled up hors d'oeuvres they'd made earlier from the refrigerator and microwave. I wondered how they had electric power on the island; Terry read my mind, "There's a generator about two hundred yards out the back. Our needs are modest since we rarely need air conditioning."
"Who owns this?"
Terry peered at me over his sunglasses. "Johnny Depp."
Crystal squealed, "For real?!!"
Terry said, "For real. We sort of know each other. I saw him a month or so ago and asked if he ever let careful and considerate guests here – people trying to have fun while they avoided the paparazzi. He asked who and when, and I suggested this week, mentioning your names. Turns out, he's a huge fan of you two," he gestured to Crystal and me. "Two days later, I got a FedEx with instructions about the house, travel, and all that. I contacted your sis and Lauren, and, well, here you all are."
Anna twirled around, her breasts swaying in a sexy way that made my mouth water even though she was my sister, "I am so enthralled by this place ... and now even more. He's one of my favorite movie stars." How had I ever crossed that line with her, changing from having an arms-length sisterly relation to one based on love, passion, and sex? I felt so glad we'd taken things to another level, and I knew Anna felt the same way. I also felt grateful that she'd found a comfortable relationship with Mark.
Mark sidled up behind Anna, reached under her arms and clasped her breasts in his hands. Apparently, he'd also enjoyed the sway of her breasts as she twirled. She held his hands to both breasts and turned her head to kiss him. It was a tender moment, made more sensuous by their nudity.
Ellen said sternly, "Now children, if we don't have dinner we won't have energy for all the post-dinner activities we all seem to be interested in. The buffet is ready in the dining area." She gestured to her left past the open kitchen to the large dining area.
With all the sides of the building open, eating inside was just like eating outside. Sunset occurred a few minutes before six o'clock. As we sat at the dining room table, we had a panoramic view over the sea to the western horizon. The clouds that had dotted the horizon turned various shades of pink and rose, and then a pinkish gray until as we finished dinner a genuine midnight blue darkness fell over the sea.
Some dim lights along the path to the beach invited us back to our chaises. We passed by them, and waded into the surf, soon to swim and float in the quiet sea. Above us, a billion stars beckoned our thoughts to a higher plane.
Anna floated into my arms in the sea, as natural as if we'd practiced the maneuver a thousand times a day. We kissed with the passion of lovers who had been too-long separated. Moments later, after I'd carried her ashore, I set her body on one of the large chaises. I spread her legs and nestled between them, lapping at her salty body. I sucked the entire right half of her labia into my mouth, pulling on the skin. I lapped at her slit with my rough tongue, feeling the nub of her clitoris emerge from its hood to savor the pleasure I offered.
Anna purred and ran her hands through my wet hair. Her moans resonated in my mouth and across the sand to the others. We had nothing to hide. We were proud of our love and our passionate incestuous relationship.
I kept circling her clit with my tongue, using the rough surface to rake across the erogenous tip. I added two fingers, and then three, and then four, turning my hand back and forth. Anna writhed in pleasure beneath me. Now and then a loud shriek from her would echo around us as I touched her in some unexpected way. I wanted her to explode before I penetrated her; I couldn't even describe my love for her, yet I hoped I could show her by the sexual pleasure I brought her.
I heard Anna sigh aloud, "Oooooooh fuuuuuucccccck!" In that instant, I felt her hips push into my hands and face, and her vagina pulsated around my fingers. A flood of fluid appeared, soaking the two of us. Her fingernails dug into my shoulders and raked through my scalp. I had raised her to an orgasmic hair-trigger, and I knew I could keep her there.
Anna started to shriek out little 'eeks' as each wave of pleasure hit her body. I didn't let up right at that instant, trying to keep my fingers in her cunt and my tongue rotating around her clit. I held her ass, pushing her pelvis into my face. More 'eeks' emerged along with a string of expletives. When she implored me to stop, I slowed, but by then I think she'd had two minutes of wavering nonstop orgasms.
"Oh, Jimmy. Please come up here. You've given me such pleasure, but now it's my turn. Bring your cock up to my mouth."
When I relocated and knelt by her head, Anna ran her sharp fingernails along the underside of my already erect shaft. With her other hand, she stroked my balls. I felt her move, and then her mouth enveloped the head of my cock. A wave of liquid heat ran up my rod and into my body. If I hadn't been hard before, I turned into tungsten steel at that instant. Anna's tongue ran around the mushroom cap of my prick, often and softly stroking and kissing the sensitive glans.
I whispered to her, "Where the fuck did you learn to do THAT. You are fabulous."
She hummed around my cock, and then whispered back, "Just wait. I've only started."
After those words, Anna's entire mouth slid down my thick dowel of skin. She purposely scraped her teeth along both sides, softly yet erotically adding even more stimulation. Her hand came into play as her head started to bob. Occasionally, she would slowly sink until her face flattened against my pubes – a deep throat; she'd then pull away and gasp for the air she'd foregone in those seconds. The sounds of liquid slurping arose from her work.
I felt a familiar twinge deep within my body. "Pussy or mouth. I'll have to make a choice here very soon if you keep that up."
"Jimmy, I want you deep inside me; so deep in my cunt that I can feel you near my heart. Oh, I love you so." She pushed me away in a subtle move, urging me to relocate between her legs again, this time with my granite cock.
I sank into Anna in one powerful stroke. She felt no pain at my assault because, as expected, she had flooded herself with the natural lubrication that invites hard intercourse. My cock filled her body, and I heard her gasp.
After only a few strokes, I heard Anna emit a small 'eek' again; I had triggered an orgasm as my shaft had rubbed against her tumescent clitoris. More juices flooded between us, and more gasps of pleasure came from her lips. Her body moved into synchronization with mine, her hips rising to meet my downward thrusts into her tight warm hole.
Anna voiced a few fragmented words, "Fuck me ... you're so deep you make me ... oh, Jim, I love you so ... I want it all ... Ooooooooooh," and a pause of a few seconds, and another, "Ooooooooh." Anna had just had two back-to-back orgasms around my shaft. I could feel her pussy trying to suck me into her body. I pounded on and on into her body, finding pleasure and love in every stroke.
Anna's legs wrapped around my back, and she used them to ensure I drove my rod harder and harder into her body. The world had been reduced to the small space where my cock drove into her cunt; I filled her mind, body, and spirit. Every pore of our bodies resonated with our passion, our love, our lust.
She got so that every long in-stroke I took, she'd groan and suck in a large lung full of air to maintain consciousness rather than blackout as the unabating waves of passion roared through her body. I felt close to the same state myself, yet motivated and singularly focused at delivering continuous joy to my sister through my cock.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," Anna screamed in rapid succession as the 'big one' started to rifle through her entire body. Our synchronized movements stopped as her body just started to shudder and writhe into mine, trying to draw my cock ever deeper into her nest. "Oh, fuck, I'm cuming – hard ... really hard ... Oh, Jim, it feels so good." Anna's choked-up voice betrayed she was on the verge of tears of an ultimate happiness.
Anna's legs jerked me into her groin and stopped, holding me there as the vaginal muscles pulsed wildly against my cock. I could resist no further, if I had been trying to. I came too right at the height of her orgasm. My back arched and I pushed hard into my sister with one last resounding slap of our bodies. From deep within, I felt my semen pulse through my body and career up my shaft. I started to spew my cum into my sister; jet after jet after jet of sticky fluid – and as the liquid flew from my body into hers, I sent an expression of love to her – love from the farthest corners of the Universe.
I don't think we moved for a full minute or more. I remained buried to the hilt in Anna's sweet and delicious body. Around us, an aromatic cloud of our sexual juices had formed. Our bodies occasionally enjoyed an uncontrollable after-spasm of pleasure. Slowly, the joy of afterglow over took our bodies. Anna released her hold on me, and I relaxed but remained buried in her cunt. I leaned in, and we kissed passionately.
Anna whispered, "I have never ever had sex like we just did. I have never cum so frequently – one continuous orgasm, or emitted so much fluid, or felt so passionate. Oh, Jimmy, I love you so." She locked her lips to mine and drove her tongue into my mouth. Afterwards, I rolled us to our sides, but kept my cock inside her. I noticed no proclivity to subside; I too had just had the greatest fuck of my life – and it was with my lovely, adorable, beautiful sister. Not only did I love her with a new passion, but also I felt a reconnection with a part of me I'd grown up with, and knew more intimately in many ways than I consciously knew myself.
As tears of joy ran down her face, Anna whispered, "Jimmy, I have more love inside me for you than all the light from all the stars above us. Never question that I don't love this – what we do – our making love like this. I adore you, always have, and I love that we found we can connect physically." Another series of spasms ran through our bodies.
Near us on the other large loungers, various combinations of lovers had also arrived out of our evening swim in the sea. We had both been oblivious to anything around us other than our partner; now, we looked around us at the others.
As we cuddled together in our afterglow, we watched Mark surge his seed into Crystal's body right beside us. The two were vocal about their pleasures of the flesh, their voices and moans carrying across the water. Although I knew Crystal intimately, seeing her copulating with someone else always stimulated me in sexual ways. When we were apart, traveling in different directions, I often thought of her fucking with someone else as I watched. The experience was beyond erotic for me.
I asked Anna in a low voice with a touch of humor considering what we'd just been through, "You all right with all this open sex? You were pretty modest as we grew up." I gestured to Mark and Crystal, but also meant to include the two of us. Ellen, Lauren, and Terry were doing something on a further chaise but they were harder to see in the darkness.



Anna chuckled, "More than you know. I guess I've been a closet slut all my life, so something like this group sex and polyamory is a wild dream come true for me. And if you worry about Mark and me don't. I'm glad he likes this lifestyle and doesn't go over the top about it. Neither of us does." She whispered in my ear, "Plus, we probably will never go further in our relationship than we are now, and that's just being very good friends and fuck buddies."
"How did you find each other?" I asked.
"Internet dating and emails to blind mailboxes. I'm grateful for that approach before we announced who we really were. I could lay much of my life and fantasies out there and see how he responded. He had all the right answers, feelings, and fantasies too. When we met, we felt we were old friends we knew a lot about. Heck, we fucked on our first real date."
"Any others in your life?"
"None in the running for now. When Mark and I started to find each other, I curtailed my interaction with the others on the Internet, although there's one man I've kept in touch with because Mark and I thought we'd have a threesome for me some day – you know, me getting fucked by two guys. Mark is fluid, and comfortable in his sexuality. We share quite a few fantasies, like having sex in public."
"You do? You did?" A vision of my sister spread out nude on the hood of a car as some unknown male fucked her flashed through my head.
Anna said, "No, not yet, but he liked our threesome with Lauren last night a lot; it was his first. I liked it a lot too, although the last time I had been with another woman was when Lauren, Crystal, and you were on the west coast. I like what I can do to another woman, and what she can do to me. I never saw myself as bisexual, but at least with this group I love the various interactions. I think it all blew Mark's mind, particularly when he watched me eating out Lauren, and vice versa. I lost track of how many orgasms we had. Why did I wait so long in my life for this pleasure. We all slept together too, and that was comfortable and felt right. I encouraged his interaction with Lauren. I hope he can handle the other kind of threesome."
I started toying with Anna's nipple and felt her squirm closer to me. I interpreted her motions sexually and started to harden again.
"Oh, my. You're getting excited again, and you haven't even left my pussy. Can you do that?"
"Sometimes." I pushed my tumescent cock a little deeper into her channel. I felt her clench and unclench her vagina a couple of times around me. Some of our juices oozed out of her vagina and ran down her legs and my balls. She took two of my fingers in one hand, dragged them through the sticky ooze, and pulled them to her mouth; she started to suck on them as she would my cock. I felt her tongue flicking my fingertips. I hardened even more.
Our hips started a gentle oscillation driving my cock into and out of my sister's velvety vagina. The more we moved; the harder I got. As I returned to a 'ten' – my definition of a rock hard blue veiner – Anna moved us so she could be on top, facing me. She presented me with her breasts, and I opened my mouth wide and sucked on each one, bringing her nipples to a 'ten' as well. She dragged her rigid nips across my chest as she leaned down to kiss me and allow our tongues to wander around our upper bodies. I tongued her ears, something I knew raised her sexual temperature to the boiling point. I tongued her nipples, biting and pulling on them. She panted her responses: "More! Harder!"
Anna came hard and suddenly. "Ooooh fuck! Ooooh ... Ooooh .... I'm ... oh shit ... I'm cuming. I'm cuming. Oh God, this is wonderful ... again ... oh, so good ... so great ... sooooooo." She suddenly collapsed onto my chest, her lips locked on mine, and her tongue searching every corner of my mouth for further satisfaction.
This time I didn't cum with her, but after I felt her orgasm and felt her after-spasms I couldn't resist. My orgasm jetted my man-fluids high into her body as I added further thrusts to accelerate my ejections upward. My actions triggered a further climax from Anna, something so intense she grasped my shoulders with her finger nails digging into my flesh. In our mutual passion, she drew blood.
Our highs – our orgasmic peaks – lasted over a minute again. My body in an upward arc, sloping to the stars; and Anna's body pushing downward so my cock reached deep within her tunnel. We froze in position, and then we collapsed again.
Anna's eyes opened as she came down from 'above.' "Oh, Jimmy, I made you bleed." Without a further thought, she brought her mouth down to the bleeding arcs three of her fingernails had left on my right shoulder. She sucked on my blood, and I felt her tongue delivering healing swipes across the small wounds.
"Vampire," I whispered as though I was calling her a nasty name.
She looked at me, and then latched onto my throat in a playful manner.
I said with some urgency, "Hey, no hickeys. I have to make some public appearances, and I don't want to explain how my sister happened to leave a hickey just after we achieved the two greatest orgasms in our lives."
Anna's sucking turned into kisses, and moved around to my lips. When she stopped, she said, "Your wounds – my marks – are slight. I think they've already stopped bleeding. I'm so sorry I did that."
I interrupted, "I'm not. The pain heightened my climax. Amazing. The two acts went together so perfectly." I leaned up and kissed her. "Somebody once told me that pain and pleasure get interpreted by the same area of the brain; something always good to know."
As Anna dismounted a large dollop of my cum appeared at the exit from her vagina. She must have felt it about to drip, because she lowered her hand and caught the slurp. She locked eyes with me in the dim light, and I watched as she carried the mix of my sperm and her juices from her cunt to her lips, sucking on the milky fluid. The act was erotic, stimulating, and sexual. I knew she was committed to me in the deepest way.
"Sis," I whispered, in part so we didn't disturb the others, "Let's go into the water."
We arose from the chaise and walked the short distance to the water's edge, and then deeper and deeper into the Caribbean Sea. We held hands. When the water reached our chest, Anna floated into my arms and we kissed so tenderly I felt tears in my eyes ... and deep love in my heart.
Above us, the moonless sky and a panoply of stars covered the night. Orion looked down at us, and the Milky Way formed a brilliant slash across the starlit darkness. I felt so loved.

* * * * *After our first round of love making, we went swimming as a group. Crystal and Mark paired off. Somehow before sleeping, I managed to make love to Lauren and Ellen. They were sexy and inspiring, clearly in awe of the performance (as they called it) by Anna and me. The three of us explored the edge of kinkiness in our erotic play. Anna and Terry had paired up too, and when I last saw her she had a playful look in her eye as she'd mounted him after a long sixty-nine that even gave me a hard-on because of its graphic nature. My sister was no prude.
When I got up in the morning, everyone else was still asleep. I'd learned to get along on little sleep from my training in the Special Forces. Somehow, I'd retained that skill along with the ability to rapidly restore my body. I felt ready for new day.
I started to run around the perimeter of the island along the beach, and in case I met someone else I pulled on some nylon running shorts. I stopped after my third loop, shed my running shorts, and went swimming in the warm sea. Instead of returning to the quiet house, I sat on the same lounger Anna and I had used the night before and slipped in a meditative trance – staring out across the shimmering Caribbean Sea. Even in the nothingness of my mind I felt such love and caring by everyone around me.
After meditating, I swam again and lay down to dry off before going up to the house to start breakfast for everyone. After a few minutes, I felt a presence. I didn't move or even open my eyes, but I welcomed the female form that snuggled into my side, her full breasts exciting me as they pushed against my side. Ellen spoke softly, "I've watched you over the past months – working, playing, loving. I hope you know that all I do is fall deeper in love with you. I am your devoted slave and fan and girlfriend and even your slut; I'm anything you want me to be." She kissed my cheek.
I turned my head and kissed her. I couldn't think of anything to say other than, "I love you too."
She went on, "I know sex is important to us – to everyone here probably. I'm glad we have this lifestyle where I get to share you with my sister and the others. You are a divine lover, and that too just makes me love you more than anything." She kissed me tenderly, the kind of kiss a serious lover delivered to the object of their affection first thing in the morning after a long night of making love.
I kissed back.
Ellen put her head on my shoulder, and cuddled in beside me.
After a few minutes, I said, "We should go start breakfast for everyone. I want to contribute in some way."
Ellen agreed, stood, and pulled me to my feet. Naked, we walked up the path side by side.
The aroma of coffee is probably what woke everyone except Mark. As each came into the kitchen area from the bedroom wing of the large home, a round of full frontal hugs, kisses, and handshakes transpired.
Crystal paid particular attention to me. She seemed impish this morning, and unusually proud that she had rendered Mark totally drained of sex fluids and a senseless mass of totally spent male flesh. She walked around all morning with a smirk of accomplishment. I chided her for attitude, and that made her chuckle about her deeds that much more.
We ate on the patio under a trellis covered with bougainvillea. We sat around talking all morning, although I had a continual distraction at the women's nudity around the table, particularly when Ellen sat next to me in a nonchalant way with her legs spread wide in my direction. I wasn't prudish at all; I found myself perpetually horny, particularly at her shiny labia.
Crystal, Ellen, and I cleaned up the dishes and kitchen; carefully restoring it to the pristine condition we found when we arrived. I figured we'd keep ahead of things. The rest of the day played out as you might have expected.
On Monday, Terry found a telephone that worked in the huge island cottage. He spent the entire morning talking on the phone in a corner of the living room. He had a large pad of paper and kept making frantic notes. We all knew something was afoot.
At lunch, we all looked at him expectantly.
Terry shrugged, "I'll know more later today. I don't want to speculate with you." He waved his hand dismissively, and then reached into our mid-afternoon snacks.
The phone rang again just before five o'clock. Terry lunged for the phone, and then danced around as he talked. Occasionally, he'd sit and make notes on his large pad of paper. He hung up after fifteen minutes. Ellen occasionally sat beside him listening to part of the conversation when he held the phone out so they could both listen. She smiled a lot, so we knew all this was good news. A couple of times she flashed a thumbs up gesture to Crystal or me.
Again, we all looked at him expectantly as he rejoined our group.
Terry said in an upbeat tone, "Everyone has to have a drink in their hand. Champagne even."
With a quick trip to the kitchen bar, everyone soon re-gathered with glasses filled to hear his announcement.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I have the great pleasure to present to you two of newest movie stars to grace the silver screen. Miss Crystal Lee has been selected over many other actresses to star in a movie rendition of Nora Robert's new book entitled, 'The Naked Truth a romantic drama with a great cast.' Of course, the song she and Jim did will be the theme song for the movie. The movie takes place in Paris and Moscow, and filming starts the first of March, just after the string of concerts we have coming up. I'll have pre-publication drafts of the book here tomorrow; the book will hit the streets in two weeks, and Crystal they're using some of Brite's photos of you for the book jacket. They expect a sellout in record time. Best of all for Crystal, her lead co-star will be George Rinard – the guyPeople magazine declared the sexiest man ever."
We all toasted Crystal and drank.
As we started to talk and ask questions, Terry held his hand up to indicate he had further announcements. In a loud stentorian tone he continued, "I also have the pleasure of presenting to you Mr. James Mellon, soon to be lead actor opposite sexy Jill Danes in an action movie entitled 'Pressure Limit' – also a soon to be published book by Dan Brown. That book will use some of Brite's pictures of Jim for the jacket – some of the racier ones I'm told. It's an action flick, and filming starts in April in L.A. and a few Central American locales yet to be determined."
Terry toasted each of us and drank as did the others, and then we got a polite round of applause from everyone. I knew movies were in the works; however, it never occurred to me that Crystal and I would be stars and in separate movies, or that we'd be separated by thousands of miles. I quickly got into a pensive mood as those thoughts washed over me.
I watched Crystal, and our eyes met with a sadness neither of expected a few minutes earlier. I instantly knew she felt about the situation the same way I did. I asked Terry why two different movies and why such a large distance between Crystal and me. He explained the situation as separate opportunities and brushed away our concerns. He said he'd negotiate some jet flights into the final contracts so we could fly somewhere to see each other occasionally.
Crystal and I both sighed simultaneously and looked longingly at each other. I knew we'd both do this, and I also knew it would be a test of our new relationship. When she had a chance, she came over to me and we hugged and kissed. She said in a low voice touched with impending pain, "Tonight you're mine – all mine. We're going to have to store up some memories to tide us over for when we're apart."
To be continued.
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Chapter 04Separation, new careers, and new playmates
"Ellen will be your very special assistant. She'll be your script girl, check your makeup, help you go over your lines, and keep you on schedule." Crystal smiled at me, "And, of course, she'll keep you warm in bed." She laughed at her innuendo. We stood in the living room holding each other, our hips grinding together or Crystal's crotch straddling one of my legs.
I told Crystal, "I'm going to miss you like crazy. The idea of not seeing you for several months doesn't sit well with me, even with Ellen around. I don't know how to say it as you're about to leave ... well, I don't want you to think I'm changing horses in mid-stream."
Crystal interrupted, "You mean am I still aware that Ellen would like to have you all to herself? I know that. I've known that since the two of you first met, the first night we had a threesome. She's transparent about that, even open about it. She has no guile. I thought she might cool down by the end of last year; however, she only became more devoted and in love with you."
"I ... I love her too, but you ... you're my number one girl."
"I know that too. Look, Ellen and I have gotten closer over the past three or four years. Sure, we're still sisters and will have our petty grievances with one another, but on balance we have a lot of love for each other. Couple that with the fact that we've been physical -- sexual -- with each other for a long time, and we have a tolerance that goes beyond what most people would expect of two women loving the same guy -- or maybe sharing the same guy."
"Will this turn out well?" I asked, concerned about the future trajectory of things.
"Yes, I guarantee it." Crystal pulled me to her body. "All I ask is that you keep me in your life -- deep in your life. I want to grow old with you being close by -- real close. As we work, we'll both be pulled off in different directions to work or do something somewhere in the world. That's temporary. I'm talking about the long haul. Be there for me. Be there with me."
I nodded my assent, and we kissed.
I asked, "And, since Ellen seems to feel the same way, how do you want this to play out?" I didn't want a detailed roadmap, but if there some rules I needed to play by while we were apart I needed to know what they were.
"I want the two of you to go off together to L.A. and to Central America, make a movie, have a ball, fuck each other's brains out, even fall deeper in love, but always know that you have to save an equal space for me."
"And what about other men and women that come in our lives?"
"We've had an open relationship since we found each other. I feel we're each other's bedrock, and any others that come and go are temporary interests or fun dalliances. They don't and won't interfere with what we have deep down. George Rinard is my co-star; he's the sexiest man in the world according to a dozen different magazines -- next to you, of course; if I can bed him, and you can bet I'll try, I'll be a happy girl, but I'm not going to fall deeply in love with him and end my sunset years with him."
"And what if I sleep with Jill Danes or one of the other actresses in the movie I'm doing?"
Crystal licked my neck; her tongue warm and moist. "Then you'll add another notch or two to your six shooter. Hell, fuck the entire cast, I even encourage it." She ground her hips into mine. "I lost track of how many women you've bedded, but as I recall you left a trail of happy faces and fulfilled women from one end of the country to the other." She chortled at the thought.
"Does it bother you that I have sex with my sister Anna or my sister-in-law Lauren?" We hadn't talked about my incestuous relations, even when we were on the island down in the Caribbean.
"Heck no. They're fun; I wish they were around more. I liked Mark too, Anna's boyfriend too."
I laughed, "You liked taking him to the edge of total exhaustion! You were insatiable on that island and you took it out on the poor man. You even decimated Terry and me, especially when you and Lauren ganged up on me the last day."
Crystal smiled. "Want me to try again? I'm all alone now, so it'll be more of a challenge."
I leaned in and kissed her. As I did, I popped the top button on her blouse ... and then unbuttoned the next one ... and the next. Crystal worked on my shirt as well.
We weren't alone in the house. We'd just hired a beautiful young Russian woman, Nadia, as a house manager with duties that included cleaning, cooking, and personal errands for us. She'd take care of the property while we were away. We'd promised each other we'd try not to embarrass her with our spontaneity. That said, we did warn her about our lifestyle and dalliances. She could be trusted.
"What about Nadia," I asked.
"She's reading. She won't be out of her apartment for at least an hour."
Crystal dropped my trousers and briefs in one swoop. My cock bounced into view, finding further stimulation in the open air. She blew on me, and then stood to allow me to remove the last of her clothing. Our clothes were scattered around us in all directions.
Crystal and I sank onto the sofa with Crystal straddling my legs. She reached down and grabbed my shaft, using the head to stimulate herself as she rubbed it up and down her slippery gash. I hardened further, and she aimed me into her vagina and slowly sank her lithe body down onto me. As her warmth enveloped me, I felt I'd hopped a fast jet to heaven.
I fondled her breasts, and took time to bite and suck around each nipple. I pushed her globes together so I could bite at both nipples simultaneously. I knew Crystal liked that, even when I got a little rougher with her.
She started to rotate her hips around my shaft, using that motion to drive me in and out of her pussy, as well as to rub the side of my shaft against her clitoris. The combination hurled both of us towards orgasms faster than any other position or activity we'd found.
"If you do that ..." I started.
"I know, and I want you to cum inside me again and again. Fill me. Carrying your juice reminds me how much I love you. Maybe I can carry it all the way to Europe and around with me all the months I'm making a movie."
"You carrying my juice reminds me how much you love me. My sharing it with you is my gift of love to you."
I didn't try to use any of my Tantric techniques to extend our union. I came about ten minutes after we started. Crystal came. We were jerky together as our bodies shuddered in response to our orgasms.
Crystal leaned forward and allowed me to cuddle her nude body. I loved the feel of her full breasts against my bare chest, particularly as my shaft softened and slowly slipped from her slippery tunnel millimeter by millimeter.
Just as I slipped all the way out of Crystal, I saw Nadia cross the room towards us. She wore a tight top, and we could see her erect nipples against the thin material; below the waist she wore a miniskirt that revealed her shapely legs and one of the most perfect little asses I'd ever seen. Nadia carried two washcloths, but also looked a little disheveled. She knelt behind Crystal and out of my line of sight, but only for a moment. I felt her grab my deflated cock, and pop it into her mouth. The stimulation she provided was almost too much coming right on the heels of my climax in Crystal's tight tunnel. She was thorough and brief; she'd cleaned all the sexual juices from me. I felt a warm washcloth encase my shaft -- another heavenly sensation.
Nadia nudged Crystal until she rolled off of me to the side so she was sitting on the sofa with her pussy hanging over the edge of the cushions. I watched as Nadia lowered her head to Crystal's cunt, tongue extended. Surprised beyond belief, Crystal and I watched her suck my juices away from where I'd deposited them; she used her fingers inside Crystal to accelerate the collection of my fluid. Crystal moaned in the renewed pleasure. When Nadia was done, she pulled away, and carefully applied a warm washcloth to Crystal's gash. Crystal moaned again at the attention to her overheated cunt. Crystal and I had kept looking at each other as though the other had arranged this.
Nadia's face glistened with the remnants of my love making with Crystal. We looked at her, and I was at a loss for words. We hadn't anticipated anything like this.
Nadia stood and in her cute Russian accent said, "I watch you. I had to ... play with myself ... you were so much hot. I had a nice cuming too, and then I realize you would be messy from your cumings so I decided I would help clean you both from your loving."
Crystal tried to say something, "Errr, Nadia, we didn't expect ..."
"Oh, not to worry, I will not be doing this all the time unless you wish -- I do not mind at all. Just today it felt like something I must do for you each. I know this duty is not required, but I like and that is OK and fine with me. Thank you allowing me to participate a little. I like you each so much, and this can be my way to show that feeling to you."
With that she turned, and slowly walked out of the room twirling a washcloth in each hand. She did have a really nice ass, and I could swear there was an extra wiggle there I hadn't seen before.
Crystal added with a smirk, "If you tap that while I'm away that's okay, but please don't do something that will make her leave. Good help is so hard to find -- and she may be the best we'll ever find."

* * * * *Crystal left Nashville about seven-thirty the next morning. Her eighteen hour travel itinerary took her to New York, and then directly to a landing in Paris. Crystal got VIP treatment: not only a first class seat, but also a private lounge area at each airport to shield her from the general public. Further, the flight crew had special instructions about how to keep her from being hassled on her trans-Atlantic trip.
To create some excitement over the film she'd be doing in Europe, Terry arranged for her to be met by one of his friends who had orchestrated a press conference for her at the Charles de Gaulle Airport, complete with a bevy of foreign photographers. I knew she'd handle it well; she always did.
We had a teary goodbye before she left the lounge area. I stayed at a window watching until the plane had left the gate and taxied out of sight. Unrecognized, I made my way back through the airport to the limo we'd taken to the airport for the trip back to Crystal's home.
At the house, I had enough work for two weeks that I had to do in one. I had a script I had to wear like a comfortable shoe, becoming the character in the story I would portray starting in another month. Terry also wanted a new album from me to go with the moviePressure Limit; thus, he'd given me about twenty songs I had to work through to see which ones I felt might fit a 'movie album.' Sony had saved a couple from the many songs we rehearsed leading up to the release of Crystal and my album,The Naked Truth, so I wasn't starting from scratch.
I read more effectively in the morning, so I studied the movie script in the a.m. after my morning run and meditation time. In the afternoon, I worked on the songs in the studio we'd built in part of the house, usually alone but on a couple of days with Cal Jennings, our regular keyboard player. I'd learned enough about the studio electronics to be able to play Terry's musical accompaniments when alone without deafening everyone in the neighborhood or cracking the walls.
At six o'clock a couple of days after Crystal left for Europe, the studio door opened and Nadia appeared. She carried a small tray with a glass of wine, a glass of ice she knew I would add to the wine, and a small plate of cheese and crackers.
"Mr. Jim Mellon, I can serve dinner any time you would like after a half hour. Just let me know. And if there is anything else you would like -- anything -- please let me know and I will be glad to be of service." I felt there were sexual overtones to her statement, particularly in her emphasis on the word 'anything.'
Nadia gave me a warmer than usual smile, and sashayed out of the studio, again with that extra wiggle of her fine looking butt. After she was gone, I had to adjust myself in my pants, and it took me a minute to regain my concentration.
I wandered towards the kitchen about eight o'clock, more typically the time Crystal and I ate dinner. Nadia was on a stool reading a book as I came into the room. She jumped to attention and awaited instructions.
"Nadia, you don't have to do that when I come in a room. Relax a little. Can you pour us both some wine?"
She relaxed a little. I watched her get a second glass, pour us both a few ounces, and then she joined me. This was only the third opportunity when I'd had time to get her talking about her life in Russia before she came to the United States. As we talked, she assembled two plates of food for us, and served both of us, as I requested, at the eating island in the kitchen. I could tell she thought it unusual the 'master' of the house wanted to eat with her.
Dinner slipped away, and so did the rest of the wine and part of another bottle. As the time passed, Nadia loosened up, and soon we were laughing and having fun sharing stories about ourselves.
I guess it was ten or so, when I decided I would take a shower before bed. I had another long day following this one. I thanked Nadia for dinner and the company, and walked over to the master bedroom wing of the house.
I stripped and sauntered into our luxurious shower. I turned on all of the jets, opting to experience a full body wash from head to toe. After a total soak, I lathered up my hair with shampoo and rinsed. As the last of the suds left my body I felt a pair of feminine hands start to scrub my back with a loofah.
I tried not to react with shock. I turned slowly to take in Nadia's adorable nude body: a magnificent visual study in sexuality -- a perfect ass, trim shapely legs, a flat tummy, and full and excited breasts. Nadia gave me a seductive smile, and pulled my head down to kiss her.
"The kiss is from Miss Lee -- Crystal. She asked me to take care of you whenever I wanted ... and I want right now. I also take care of you whenever you want; she said was OK too."
She kissed me again, and this time I kissed back, our wet, slippery, naked bodies sliding together. I felt her small hands gently fondle my prick and balls. There was innocence to her touch, something I'd have to ask her about sometime. I swelled rapidly as she held me in her hands.
Nadia washed me completely from head to toes. She allowed me to return the favor to her, a pleasure as I got to run my hands over every inch of her tight body including that magnificent bubble butt. When we were through, she produced two warm towels and dried me in a most seductive manner. I returned that favor too.
She pulled me to the bed, and had me lie face down. She massaged me, a skill I never knew she had. Part of the time, she straddled my body so she had greater leverage in her massage strokes. In that position, I could often feel the small tuft of pubic hair I'd discovered she had around her pussy as she moved around my legs or straddled my back. After a few minutes, she had me roll onto my back, a pleasure I wanted dearly so that I could watch her sexy body move above me.
After she touched each muscle group in her massage, she positioned herself to fellate me. Her small mouth encircled the head of my cock, and she worked me deeper and deeper into her mouth and throat. As she did, more blood surged into my cock from all directions in my body.
As I reached that stage of ready erectness I call a perfect "10", Nadia moved up and kissed me with passion and tongue.
"Nadia, I want to taste you -- to eat your pussy."
Without a word, she spun around and straddled my head so her pussy and her fabulous ass hovered over my face. I actually salivated at the prospect of being intimately involved with both. She went back to her blowjob in our sixty-nine position.
I pulled Nadia's hips down slightly to my mouth and tongue, lapping wildly at the lips of her labia, and then the small flaps of skin surrounding her vaginal opening. I thrust my tongue in and out of her visible hole, actually running my tongue around the edge of her opening. Nadia's lubrication started to flow and it tasted like some exotic cocktail with an aroma you know will stay with you for a long time as a memory of the event. I savored every drop of her moisture as her body responded to my attentions.
Nadia hummed around my cock as she brought me deeper and deeper into her mouth. I could feel the drips of drool and my pre-cum on my legs as she played her oral games. Several times she slammed her head and throat down on my cock in a rapid gesture, taking every inch of me until her head could go no further. She kneaded, caressed, and squeezed my rapidly swelling testes too, occasionally gasping for breath when she tried to do more than her oxygen allowed. I frequently writhed beneath her in response to some move she made.
I had been holding her hips with my hands as I drove my tongue into her heat and lapped at her fluids, and then I decided to reach beneath her and find her breasts. With each hand I held a breast, stroked and then pinched her nipples. I heard and felt the sharp intake of breath as I pinched, careful to not overdo it.
"Harder. Really hard, please."
I obeyed her command, twisting and turning her significant nipples in my hands. Although awkward, I slapped her breasts several times.
In the sixty-nine position Nadia had adopted, she continued to make love to my cock and ball sack but now with renewed vigor. All the time her hands were in constant motion, fondling and stroking, even rubbing up and down my thighs and my abdomen with her finger nails to entice me further. Her mouth was magic, and I couldn't imagine another action she could take to bring me pleasure.
When she took my cock into her mouth and down her throat again, I knew I wouldn't last long with her expert ministrations. I asked her, "How do you want us to cum? If you keep doing that, I'll get messy again --maybe in your mouth." I thought of the time a few days earlier, when Nadia had shown up as Crystal and I made love on the living room sofa; she'd cleaned me with her mouth and done the same to Crystal.
Nadia answered looking over her shoulder, "I will do whatever you prefer, but my own preference, at least for tonight, is to have your beautiful cock inside me -- in my vagina. I want to feel you cum in me."
I gestured for her to turn around. As she did I asked, "Birth control?"
She smiled and said, "I take pill."
The next I knew, Nadia was in my arms and we were kissing passionately again. I rolled us over so I was on top, and she directed my erection to her open hole -- the same hole my tongue had ringed only moments earlier.
I thrust forward, and met unexpected resistance at the tightness of her channel, even though she appeared well lubricated. She pushed up into me hard as I pushed down, and I bottomed out inside her.



"You make me so full with your cock, Mr. Mellon," she said with a happy smile.
I said, "I would prefer you always call me Jim, especially as I make love to you." Nadia smiled and nodded; this was what she'd wanted.
"Please move faster and do me harder. I cum better that way," she instructed. I follow directions well. Nadia reached down and held my cock even as I pistoned in and out of her small body. When she wasn't touching me, she rubbed frantically at her clit.
I regained control of my sexual urges, and I held off despite my aggressive pounding into her small body. I held myself off waiting for her to get near her own climax.
"Oh, Jim, I ... I cum now." Nadia wrapped her legs around my back and pulled me into her as she crested. I paused in my pumping so she could savor the orgasm. As her back un-arched, I started again -- hard and fast. She looked up at me with a grin that clearly signaled 'now' was my time, but I held off.
Nadia came again two minutes later, with a look of surprise on her face. I again steeled myself so I could rapidly begin again. Two more cycles like that, and Nadia seemed to enter a state of orgasm the same way my sister had when we made love on that Caribbean island. She writhed and twisted and groaned and moaned and kissed me passionately anywhere she could. These Tantric techniques were what my dear friend Kim had taught me during my road trip as we went from North Carolina to her home in Florida.
"Please cum in me; please put your juice in me. I am not sure I can continue as you are. I am becoming like a wet dishes rag. I want to feel you eject in me."
I leaned in and kissed her, driving my tongue to meet hers as she responded in kind. I thought what a hot little number she'd turned into.
I pumped and again felt her rising to a high crest. This time I allowed myself the pleasure of the orgasm I'd been holding at bay. The pleasure washed through me as I sank my cock deep inside her pussy with a final hard thrust. I jetted about a dozen times, my fluid flooding her small chamber and oozing out beside my cock.
"I feel you cumming," Nadia said excitedly in a joyful tone. "I can feel your sperm hitting the inside of me. It is unusual and pleasurable. I like it; you are powerful cumer. We must do this more often." She clutched me to her as the last of my jets surged into her body.
I rolled us to our sides, remaining inside her as I liked to do, and then I could stroke her body, including that magnificent ass. She rubbed her hands all over me as well, and, of course, our mouths sought each other out as we repeatedly kissed and tongued each other.
I think I was asleep when I slid from her body. I remember the warmth of her chest as she cradled my head and petted my hair. I could feel an erect nipple against my cheek, and then the darkness of an idyllic dreamland overtook my consciousness.

* * * * *I awoke alone in the morning, a ray of sunlight visible from the edge of the window blinds. I dressed, ignoring the sexual aroma I could smell from my cock and from around my face. I found Nadia in the kitchen, dressed and neat as a pin. She gave me a huge smile, yet I could tell there was some uncertainty about how to interact with me now that we'd had sex.
I walked up to her, wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her on the forehead. I told her, "Last night was very special for me and I hope it was for you as well. We shared something special. I would like to do it again, but only as often as you are interested."
I looked at Nadia and she was nodding enthusiastically. She responded, "I would like to do it all the time, every day." She smiled broadly. In her cute Russian accent, she said, "I like sex ... especially with you. No one has ever made me cum like you did -- over and over. I did not know that I could do that; that my body would work that way."
She whisked out of my arms and to the range. Seconds later, she produced a plate of eggs and bacon for me. She aimed me at the kitchen counter, so I sat and started to eat.
"I ate earlier. I couldn't sleep I was so excited over what you did to me -- for me -- for us." She laughed, "I am ruined for all other lovers that come along that are not like you."
I gave her a somewhat disapproving glance. I didn't suddenly want another woman madly in love with me.
"Oh, Mr. Mist... err, Jim, do not worry. I know you have other lovers -- Crystal and Miss Ellen. Miss Crystal tell me you have other friends and make new friends easily. I will respect your time with them, and if you want some variety I can be available to play with you both. I do, how do you say, I go both ways." She smiled tentatively, until I nodded in understanding.
About noon Crystal called from Paris. "Hi, Lover. Did you enjoy the little present I left you?"
"Why, what little present might that be?" I asked in a playful tone.
"I think her name is Nadia. She really likes you and confessed her passion for you to me. I just nudged things along before I left."
"Well, we had a special evening last night, but you probably already know that. I heard the phone ring ten minutes ago before Nadia came and told me you were on the line."
"Girls share. What can I say? She wanted to share, and she described the experience as completely mind blowing. Apparently, you gave more orgasms last night than the sum of all the others she's ever had. She liked that."
"Did she tell you she goes both ways?"
"No. How interesting. I might have guessed that from the way she cleaned me up the other day. I'll have to see about that when I get back." She laughed. "Oh, I talked to Ellen a little while ago, and she'll be staying at the house this weekend. I think she wants some of your time too."
I told her, "Nadia told me she knew I had an intimate relationship with Miss Ellen. She also told me she was available to play with the two of us if we wished."
"Oh, Ellen will wish for that. Why don't you arrange a surprise for Ellen with Nadia? You're creative. I can hardly wait to hear about it." After a pause she added, "It's almost seven here, and I'm horny already."
"Any prospects on the horizon?"
Crystal replied in coy voice, "Maybe. I'm having my first dinner with George Rinard tonight. I'm already wet in anticipation. Don't be jealous."
Crystal and I had both learned not to be jealous about each other's extra-relationship affairs. Her sleeping with her movie idol would be a dream cum true for her. I smiled at her future enjoyment.
"I won't. Go and be the sexpot that I know you are. Wear him out. You have a building reputation for obliterating your lovers -- taking them to a state of exhaustion. You have to keep that up. I think that means you'll have to fuck his brains out tonight -- several times. See if he's up for it." I thought and added, "I hear he's quite a lady's man, by the way. He loves to be 'seen' with the latest starlets and is purported to bed them all."
"Oh, goody. I'm so wet I'm almost dripping. I'll play right into his warm hands tonight." I heard a knock on her door over the phone. Crystal said, "Oh, wait a minute. Someone's at the door." I heard a conversation in the background, but was unable to pick out the words.
Crystal came back on the line, "I just got a dozen red roses from George. I think he's laying it on thick. He's picking me up in ten minutes, so I've got to finish my makeup. I've gotta go. I love you heaps. Have fun with all the pussy you've got around."
I told her, "I love you too. Enjoy your date's cocksmanship. Have fun babe. Love you."
We ended our call, and I walked through the house to the kitchen. Nadia was putting the final touches on a luncheon salad for us.
"You kiss and tell," I said to her as I came in the room.
She walked to meet me, reached up, and put her arms up around my neck. I leaned down and kissed her. She smiled, "Yes, I had to share with Miss Crystal. You gave me the most glorious night of my life, I had to share." She hopped up and pecked me on the cheek. "Will you do it again tonight?"
"I could be convinced." I leaned down and grabbed her beautiful bubble ass, pulling her to me. I pulled up the short wool skirt she wore in the process, and with pleasure I found she wore only a small thong. My hands filled with her bare tight buttocks -- pure heaven. I kissed her again and soon we were in a series of really hot French kisses.
Reluctantly, she made me set her down, and shooed me to a kitchen chair for my lunch. "You need to build your energy for what I have in store for you tonight. I also need to go shopping. I think I will bring home a dozen oysters for you so your sexual powers are increased. You would like this, yes?" I loved her Russian accent; it sounded so sexy given the subject matter.

* * * * *Friday afternoon, Nadia briefly interrupted my singing to inform me that Ellen would arrive for dinner around eight o'clock. We gave each other a conspiratorial smile before she left the studio.
A few hours later, Ellen and I finished a scrumptious dinner that Nadia had prepared for us. Ellen had only met Nadia once before for a short period of time, however, in arriving and dining she didn't get much more of a chance to talk to her either as Nadia kept to the kitchen except when serving.
As we got up from the table, Ellen flowed into my arms with more serious kisses than the ones she'd given me when she first arrived. "Will you take me to bed. I am hoping you'll want to watch a little porn as we play some games -- maybe even try to duplicate what's going on in the movie." She gave a sexy-coy look.
I gently pulled her towards the hallway that led to the master bedroom. She came willingly. I asked, "When was the last time I got your body to the point you were having continuous orgasms as we made love?"
Ellen said, "It might have been on the little island in the Caribbean or in that cheap motel we stayed in on the border of New Mexico and Texas. Why? Do you have intentions about my body tonight?" She feigned innocence and shock.
"Oh, yes. Wait and see." I turned on the television and slipped a porno movie Crystal and I liked to watch into the player -- something by Mandy Main. I kept the volume low so it wouldn't be a distraction.
I carefully disrobed Ellen, removing each piece of clothing carefully with measured motions. In between every piece of clothing I indulged in a hot, passionate kiss with her, or I used my tongue in places oft ignored such as in or behind one of her ears or along her neck. As I stripped her, I could sense her sexual temperature skyrocket. She got hornier and more ready to fuck the night away.
On the television, a muscular man started cunnilingus on Mindy, who feigned innocence and surprise. Mindy's large breasts with erect nips became a feature of that part of the video.
When Ellen's magnificent body stood before me in all her splendor, I allow her to undress me. I wore less, and had even gone commando all day to heighten my own desire.
As my pants got tossed into a corner, Ellen knelt and pulled my cock to her mouth. I grew hard in seconds, achieving my 'ten' and being fully ready to couple. I helped Ellen stand and guided her to the large bed.
The porno film shows the man, Mindy, and another woman about to have sex. One woman lay back and Mindy went down on her; the man got busy behind her starting to pump into her cunt. The film showed the explicit detail of tongue and vulva interacting, and then cock and pussy.
Ellen loved cunnilingus. I could bring her to orgasm over and over again, faster and faster, with oral sex. As I started, there was always the build up period; the time between starting and working her up to her first orgasm. After that, they came more frequently.
I positioned Ellen so she could see the television screen, and then I got into a sixty-nine position with her, ostensibly so I could eat her pussy from above and she could keep me stimulated until the serious fucking began.
I lowered my head and without using my hands started to lap at her pussy. I felt Ellen's hips waggle slightly, a sure sign I had started to touch the right places. She moaned too.
I paused briefly, as far as Ellen was concerned. She couldn't really see down to her nether region because my body blocked her view in that direction. This enabled Nadia to sneak in and position herself to eat out Ellen's cunt. Nadia gave me an eager look just before she started.
At first, Ellen knew nothing about what was happening. I even made some slurping noises so she thought I was the one in action. But after ninety seconds, I could tell she knew that someone else lapped enthusiastically at the gateway to her vagina.
In a voice tempered with an impending climax, Ellen said, "Jim, what's going on? Who ... who else is with us?"
I rolled away from Ellen onto the bed. My move allowed Ellen to lock eyes with her sexual assailant. In a voice somewhere between a groan and a sigh, Ellen spoke; "Nadia, that feels so good ... so very, very good. You know what you're doing."
"Mmmmmnnnfff" came from Nadia as she waggled her mouth against Ellen's cunt.
"Oooooooooh fuck!" Ellen screamed in a mix of pleasure and shock. Nadia had been toying with Ellen's pussy, putting one and then two fingers into her. As I watched, I saw her add a third, turning and twisting her hand as her tongue lapped wilding at her clit. However, Ellen's scream had come when Nadia had folded her small hand into a cone and pushed her entire hand up into Ellen's body, twisting and turning.
"Oooooooooh fuck! Oh shit. Oh. I don't ... I want ... How ... Oooooh fuck!" Ellen had been propelled to such a wild state of arousal by Nadia she couldn't talk straight, or even organize her thoughts.
Ellen loved to suck cock; she'd told me so many times. I maneuvered so my cock was near her mouth, and touched it to her cheek. She turned her head and inhaled the purple head of my aroused tool. I felt amazed that she could do this since her entire body writhed on the bed, mainly due to Nadia's fisting and cunnilingus.
Ellen's first climax arrived like a freight train only seconds later. She screamed something incomprehensible again, "Mourguuuhg," and her back arched off the bed towards the sky. I lay down beside her and grabbed a nipple in my mouth and bit down; I pinched the other with a free hand, just enough to inflict an exotic sensation. Ellen's arch became more pronounced, and she babbled more nonsense.
"Ooooooh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," Ellen screamed as her body fell back to the bed. She didn't moan or groan, she wailed almost endlessly as Nadia worked on her cunt. The wail became a whimper over time.
"Nadia ... Nadia ... you have to stop, I'm cuming over and over. The sensation is too intense ... way ... ooooooh." Another peak rolled by Ellen; her body twitched almost violently. Nadia kept her fist inside Ellen, twisting and turning. I could only image what her fingers were doing. Her mouth would lock on to Ellen's clitoris whenever she could attain contact for more than a second, and when that happened, I knew she sucked the small female penis into her mouth and flicked her tongue over it to maximize stimulation.
Ellen's hands gradually let go of the bed covers she'd been clenching with white knuckles. She slowly reached down and held Nadia's head, at first pulling her head into her pussy and then pushing her away. She lay in conflict between pleasure and too much pleasure that verged on pain.
Nadia withdrew slowly, at first raising her face. When she did, we could see that from neck to hairline she was covered in Ellen's female juices. She smiled, and I caught the strong aroma of sex waft through the air. She pulled her glistening hand from Ellen's pleasure tunnel and licked at it for several moments.
Nadia said, "Jim, bring your cock over here. We need you in this hole."
I repositioned myself, almost changing places with Nadia. As Ellen watched with large eyes, Nadia used my hard tool to spank Ellen's clit, and then she inserted my rigid shaft into Ellen's vagina. Despite having had Nadia's hand spreading her cunt wide, Ellen's sheath tightened around me as usual. I started a slow rotation into her, and let Nadia massage Ellen's clit as my cock moved in and out.
Ellen started to jump again at the stimulation. Nevertheless, Nadia straddled Ellen's head facing me and pushed her slit down on Ellen's face, targeting her tongue. I could see Ellen start to lap at the savory juices flowing from Nadia's cunt.
Nadia's eyes rolled up into her head in pleasure, and then she looked at me through squinted eyes. "She has done this before, yes. I think maybe the sisters do naughty things together that Miss Crystal did not tell me about. I am glad. She has talent in her tongue and lips. I will cum soon, maybe even emit girl juice on her face -- not pee but girl juice."
Ellen reached around with her arms to hold Nadia's hips, and then shifted to Nadia's clit. One hand fumbled around until the fingers spread wide Nadia's lips, her pinkness evident and stimulating to my eyes. The other hand met in the area too, and started to vibrate as fast as they could on Nadia's clit.
Now, Nadia moaned. She leaned forward into my arms. I kissed her as she looked up at me with large doe eyes fraught with pleasure. I fondled her breasts, pinching and rubbing as I'd found she liked over the three days we'd been intimate. Nadia's breath got heavy and audible.
"Ooooh, Miss Ellen, I'm cumming -- Now!" I watched as Nadia flooded Ellen's face and subsequently the bed with a flood of sexual liquid from her feminine glands. Nadia went limp in my arms, and I struggled to support her small frame and to maintain my cock in Ellen's pussy.
I lowered Nadia to one side of Ellen. Ellen was soaked and wet from her naval to tip of her head -- her hair had been soaked in the female fluid. She smelled sexual and divine. I leaned in and kissed Ellen, tongue extended to sample the lick any fluid I could find in the area. Divine. Ellen lapped at the juices as well.
Ellen squeaked in a throaty voice, "You two planned this, and it's wonderful. You knew before we reached the bedroom that I'd start having my long orgasms that I can barely stand. I should be mad. Instead, I am so grateful. Now, finish me off with your cock, and then I want to watch you and Nadia. The DVD ended a while ago and I want porn -- real live porn."
Ellen was right, the hour-long DVD had ended, meaning we'd been ganging up on Ellen for well over an hour.
I held Ellen's hips and pulled her onto and off of my rod. The stimulation of the two women had kept me on edge, so I got close rapidly. I tried to hold off to extend the pleasure, but then I felt all my bodily systems switch over to the inevitability of my own orgasm. I came deep inside Ellen, slamming my hips into her body until my own body arched above her and I filled her cavern with my semen.
Ellen writhed in orgasm beneath me, our eyes locked together in love.
After the shot of pleasure had passed, I withdrew from Ellen and lay down between the two women. Ellen lay beside me panting heavily, her entire body twitching occasionally.
I asked Ellen, "You OK? Can I get you something? Do something?"
Ellen sighed, "I've never been better. In fact, if you let me rest for a year or so, you can both do that to me again." Even though she couldn't see her, Ellen said, "Nadia, I don't know where you learned to do what you did to me, but ... wow. All I can say is 'Wow.'"
Nadia moved her small form down my body until she could suck on my cock, a body part at half mast -- a body part soaked in my cum and Ellen's juices. I responded well, and soon she had me back to full staff. Without waiting for me to take the initiative, Nadia moved up and mounted me, dropping her entire body onto my cock in one rapid movement. I jammed up into her cunt, and she squeaked at the jolt of pleasure.



Nadia then talked to Ellen. "You have the sexiest breasts ever. I love them. I want to bury my face in them just the way I had my face in your cunt." She reached over and started to fondle Ellen's nearest breast, tweaking the nipple. Ellen just watched us and reacted.
"You have succulent lips. I didn't get to kiss you enough, and to share our saliva. Instead, I ate you until you shared your female sex juice with me; that was probably better." Nadia raised up on my cock until I just about fell from her pussy; she leaned over to Ellen and the two immediately started a French kiss of epic proportions -- tongues moving wildly between the two. Ellen finally moved a hand to Nadia's breasts, pulling hard on her nipples and almost boxing the small mounds.
Nadia slammed down on my cock. "Ellen, this cock that Jim has buried in my hot cunt was deep in your cunt only minutes ago. I like we are sharing this dick and this man. He has fucked both of us tonight. Two for one. I like the idea that your female juice is deep in my pussy. Oh, I like all of this."
Nadia rose up and pulled off my cock. I was so hard my cock didn't move. Nadia moved to Ellen's pussy. "Ellen, I want the cum that Jim left inside you, so you give it up to me just like your sister did a few days ago." She turned to me, "And Jim, I want you to put that lovely cock back in my pussy from behind as I get your cum from Ellen." She leaned down and stuck her beautiful ass up towards my face and pointed at her gaping hole.
I leaned down and kissed each of her ass cheeks, and then drove my cock into her pussy in one slow, long stroke.
Nadia started sucking on Ellen's pussy, even using two fingers to extract my semen from its warm nest. In the two minutes before she stopped, Ellen came twice -- or maybe she only came once and it lasted for two minutes.
I could feel Nadia clenching her pussy around my cock. I could watch her eat out Ellen and often see Ellen's beautiful pussy -- mons, lips, vaginal opening, clit. After I'd held off long enough, and after Ellen had a couple of more orgasms, I pounded into Nadia and came with a rush of juices. I jerked her hips into my groin as I came, pushing myself deep. She liked that.
After the supernova of our climaxes past, we moved around until I was again between the two women. Nadia cleaned and sucked me dry and then shared those juices with me in a passionate kiss. I think she wanted to see if I would kiss her right after she'd cleaned my cock. I did. We both snowballed the juices with Ellen who also had no aversion to the idea.
I put my arms around Ellen and Nadia, pulled their tired and sleepy bodies to my chest, and closed my eyes. They each threw a leg over mine, and I could feel their tufts of pubic hair bristle gently against my thigh -- such a nice and sexy sensation and one worth remembering forever.
I knew what heaven would be like, and Ellen would never be the same.
To be continued.
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Crystal Clear -- Ch. 05LA, more playmates, and reports from Europe
Crystal's laughter was contagious, even over the telephone; "Ellen told me you two destroyed her, and you should know she's more in love with you now -- times ten -- that she was before you and Nadia did your night of debauchery with her. I wish I'd been there!"
I chuckled, "Well, Nadia was full of surprises, I must admit; the girl in insatiable -- even I had trouble keeping her sexual happy. As for Ellen's feelings, I am trying not to either encourage or discourage her. I do love her, and I love you too." I thought for a minute, "Hey, how was your dinner with George Rinard night before last?"
Crystal laughed again, "Why, I got laid, re-laid, and parlayed -- and that first night, I wiped him out. He's a considerate lover, and he met all expectations, but he tires easily; he wasn't a challenge in that regard. We've been seeing each other every evening, so you might be prepared to field a question or two if one of the paparazzi corners you. We have been spotted as part of the Parisian nightlife. The movie marketeers love that we've been spotted. It'll help create a 'buzz' about the movie."
"I'll just say 'we're not exclusive' or something to that effect. Is that all right with you?"
"Yes, that's about all I can think of. Getting into defining our boundaryless 'open relationship' would only create a quagmire of further questions you'd never get out of. I'll use the same line. And, just know, youare my most special person in the world by ... times infinity. I love you, and I thank you for letting me sample others, and I thank you for taking care of Ellen -- so carefully too."
"Just my cowboy ways, ma'am," I said, faking a western accent. Crystal knew that for much of my life the furthest west I got was Natick, Massachusetts.
"Gotta run, darling," Crystal suddenly said. "My studly dinner date is here. Go fuck my sister and our housekeeper. I love you."
"I love you Crystal," I pledged.
We ended our call. I wondered how many other people in the world had similar calls -- sharing sexual details, and encouraging extra-relationship liaisons, even with one's sister and housekeeper. Although I found internal conflicts here and there, I relished the situation.
I spent my last afternoon in Nashville singing up a storm in our home studio. Ellen had learned how to work the music boards, and she sat behind a glass window manipulating the various controls for the music I heard as well as the voice I produced.
Ellen's voice came over the PA in the room; "I recorded that one. Shall I play it back for you? It sounded really good."
I nodded, and the sound of my voice with a full country band resonated from the various speakers in the room. I had to admit; the song did sound good. When it was over I said, "Why don't you send that one to Terry? See whether he thinks it's good enough to take to the next level?"
She nodded, and I could see her turn to the computer beside the soundboard. I thumbed through some more sheet music I was supposed to know, and as the afternoon rolled by, we did a few more songs and sent the demos to my agent so he could confer with Sony about them.
About six o'clock, Ellen walked into the studio. She gave me a hug and a kiss. "Honey, we have to pack tonight. Our flight to the coast leaves pretty early -- seven-thirty in the morning. We have to leave here at a quarter-to-six a.m." Part of Ellen's work included keeping me on schedule for all the arrangements she made, often consulting with Terry.
I groaned at the thought of the early hour. "OK. I'll miss this place for the months we're gone." I looked around the studio as I stuffed the sheet music into a rough-out leather briefcase Terry had given me to enhance my western cowboy image. I slipped my iPad and few other things into the case as well.
Ellen smiled, "I asked Nadia to make an early dinner for us, plus she'll be up to drive us to the airport and see us off in the morning. If you want, she'll spend the night with us." She smiled, and I could tell by her look that she wanted our new friend and consort to be with us.
I smiled inwardly at the thought and recalled the first night I'd gotten Ellen, Nadia, and me together for a sexual romp. Nadia and I had wasted Ellen over a three-hour evening.
"Yes, I want." I affirmed my desire to have both women with me overnight. Ellen broke into a happy grin, and skipped off to the kitchen. I knew my decision would also make Nadia happy; she liked to be with us, although she pretended she could be entirely neutral about whether we wanted her or not. We always wanted the pretty and petite Russian girl.
The three of us had dinner, did a communal clean up, and then played in the shower and in bed before we all fell asleep, happy and sexually sated. The following morning Nadia saw us off. She would be alone in the big house for the first time. Crystal had helped her arrange to take college courses nearby, and Nadia did have aspirations to be more than a housekeeper, so I thought this might work out. She wanted to work in the background in the entertainment industry in some way after college.
Nadia drove us to the airport in my new Prius, a car that would be primarily hers to run errands in. On the plane Ellen and I slept most of the way across country to LAX, holding hands in the first two seats. I'd opted to fly commercial first class instead of a private jet, so we'd hung out in the VIP room until seconds before they closed the door on the flight. Although I know we got recognized by a few of the other passengers, no one paid us any mind other than to nod a friendly hello.
We were the first off the plane in Los Angeles, and thanks to an efficient airport security staff, we were whisked through some back corridors to a limo waiting at curbside for us. Our luggage would follow. We'd left Nashville a little after seven-thirty a.m. and were in L.A. about ten-thirty a.m. LA time.
I sent Crystal an email from the limo to tell her we'd arrived, and that I was now officially in the movie business. She'd already been filming for a month.
The limo took us to Sony Pictures headquarters in Culver City, dropping us right at the door of the Gable Building, part of the main offices named after Clark Gable. Ellen adopted her most efficient 'aide de camp' posture, and followed me demurely to the conference room where another aide produced coffee and a snack lunch for us, acknowledging that we would be jet lagged for a couple of days.
Terry Ross, my agent (and Crystal's agent), hustled into the room followed by eight other people. Half of them were from Sony, one I recognized from photos as my stunt double Jason Lake, another my co-star Barry Peters, and then there was Jill Danes -- the young, beautiful, desirable, and talented Jill Danes. Jill introduced a young woman with a glowing mane of red hair as her aide with acting aspirations; a young woman close to Ellen's age named Claire. Claire dressed chic and in a manner that commanded notice.
Introductions were made, and then the man I learned was our executive producer, Lloyd Hoffsteder explained his vision and goals for the picture: words that boiled down to a blockbuster, exciting, multi-national, sexy, daring, and explosive movie that would make about three-hundred million dollars in the first two weeks after release. Dream on! Lloyd acknowledged that my name, Barry Peters, and Jill's on the marquee ensured a high interest in the film by the general public, even before release. He introduced Mark Ang, the director -- and no relation to the famous Ang of movie fame, but he was doing his best to coast on those coattails. I liked him immediately, and knew we'd have fun working together. Jill apparently knew him as well. The atmosphere was cordial, and we were all eager to get started.
We all went around the table, and I went last, apologizing for my lack of theatre and acting experience. Everyone dismissed my lack of skill in their industry, and Terry gave me a wink that suggested something was 'up.'
After the kickoff meeting, two noteworthy things happened. First, Terry pulled me aside, and informed me that he'd arranged intense acting lessons for me for the next month for four hours each morning. "It'll just give you more confidence. The coach is one of the best and he's done other fresh start celebrities too, the most famous being Cameron Diaz. You start tomorrow; here's the address; be there at eight sharp. You have to be here in this room at 1:00 p.m. tomorrow to start a script review." Terry walked away leaving me with a scrap of paper with an address and name on it; Ellen, who'd been standing next to me, plucked the paper out of my hands so she could takeover managing this part of my life.
The second noteworthy event happened as Jill Danes came over to me, and I must have stiffened. After all, I'd never been this close to a movie star except for Crystal and a couple of other country singers we made appearances with. Jill patted my arm and said, "Jim, calm down. I'm not going to eat you up -- yet." She broke into laughter at her own joke. She maneuvered me into a corner of the room as the others talked; Ellen gave us some space.
Jill continued, "Look we are going to have to get really comfortable with each other and chummy, particularly for some of our love scenes -- scenes that I eagerly await -- agreat deal. So loosen up. Now, hug me and give me a big kiss, and we'll take it from there."
I could see the logic in her words and in breaking the ice with a significant kiss. I stepped forward and took Jill into my arms. Suddenly, she seemed smaller than she'd looked just a second ago; only slightly taller than Nadia and not quite as nice an ass -- but noteworthy. We kissed somewhat tentatively, before she put a hand behind my neck and pulled me into her for a real soul-scorching kiss with our tongues roaming around in each other's mouth. When she allowed us to pull apart, she whispered to me, "I hope that's only the first of many," and nonchalantly moved off to get a cup of coffee.
I glanced around the room, and the only person who seemed to have paid attention to the kiss was Ellen. She just smiled and winked at me. As I turned, I also got a very friendly smile from Claire; the aide and starlet Jill mentored. Claire smiled enigmatically at me, tossed her mane of red hair, and moved off to talk to Mark Ang. As we went around the table, I'd learned that Claire would have a minor role in the movie we were making, probably thanks to Jill's sponsorship. I wondered if Ellen would be interested in something similar; however, when I looked at her she hadn't reacted to the announcement.
I shrugged and followed Jill to the coffee urn. We made small talk about how we were picked for this movie, how she'd learned to act, and how a country music singer could suddenly become an actor. She knew about Crystal being in Paris with George Rinard and said a few words, even hinting about his womanizing; I got a sly look from her, as though she was testing me for how much I knew about what was going on over there. For now, I played Mr. Innocent and Mr. Naïve.
After our meeting broke, Terry gave us a quick tour around the studio, showing us where to check-in, which buildings to go to for what, and so on. He surprised me with how informed he'd become about the movie studio. He also took Ellen and me to the Sony Pictures security office and got us security badges and a guidebook to the property. We were official.
Terry has miraculously connected with our luggage from the morning flight. He escorted us out to a new Mercedes sedan, and we put our bags in the trunk. He then drove us about six miles west on the I10 to Santa Monica and turned north by the ocean to the Oceana Beach Club Hotel. This had to be one of the most expensive hotels in California I thought as we checked in.
Terry saw us to our suite and made sure everything was all right with the two of us. Much to my surprise he handed me the key to Mercedes. "Here. The GPS in the car is programmed to take you to your acting class, the studio, and back here; other than that you're on your own and will have to program the device yourself. This will be your home away from home; and the place has a great restaurant and gym."
He explained he had a 'hot date' he had to get ready for. He thought he'd see me tomorrow at my first acting lesson, but hinted that how his date went tonight would influence his punctuality. He disappeared and left Ellen and me sitting in the living room part of the suite wondering what to do next.
"I vote for an early night. I think we'll be around here a while."
Ellen had wandered over to the window, "Jim, you've got to come look at this -- it's the last of the sunset, and there's the Santa Monica pier."
I pulled myself out of the chair I'd been in and joined her. I wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her neck as we stood and watched a romantic scene of the sunset and the evening lights blink on along the boulevard in front of us.
Ellen and I had a light dinner in the hotel restaurant, and were asleep before nine o'clock. As seductive as she looked getting ready for bed, we were both so bone tired we just made this one of our 'platonic nights.'

* * * * *"I'd like to invite the three of you to dinner at my home tonight -- informal, casual, and no preparation -- come as you are." Jill Dane put forward the invitation to Ellen, Claire, and me as the four of us stood waiting for the coffee to brew in one of the meeting rooms at Sony Studios. We were reading through the movie script for the second time -- the first time had taken only two days, and Mark, our director, thought we'd whizzed the read through. Barry Peters should have been with us; however, he'd been called back to his last movie to do some 'repair shots' as he told us. Ellen was reading his part of the screen play.
Ellen looked at me and shrugged, so I said, "Well, Ellen and I would be delighted to join you. What can we bring?" Claire piped in her acceptance and offered to help too; I could tell she'd been to Jill's for dinner before. Today, Claire wore tight stovepipe slacks and tall spike heels that proved my premise from the day before namely, that she had a superb looking ass -- at least as good as Nadia's and better than Jill's. The white blouse she wore revealed generous cleavage. Her mane of red hair had been pulled back in an attractive twist today. When I caught her eye, I found myself captivated by her green eyes. She gave me a million-watt smile.
"Oh, bring nothing but yourselves," Jill said flippantly "I'm cheating a little, because I have a fabulous person who keeps my home and cooks. I'll just let her know I'm bringing 'playmates' home, and she'll take care of the rest. I'm going to ask Jason Lake too -- if I can find him. I'd ask Mark, but he already has a date. Jim, you and Jason should get to know each other since he's your stunt double; he's supposed to learn at least some of your gestures and mannerisms. Oh, yes, is Terry still in town? He should come too."
Ellen responded, "He might be. Do you want me to try to track him down?"
Jill accepted her offer, "Yes, please. Ask him to come over too. The more the merrier." Jill gave me a leer that suggested pure unadulterated sexuality as the last remark poured from her lips. I was slowly getting a gage on this woman.
I also wondered about her choice of words when she said 'playmates.' Jill had mentioned Crystal's photo spread inPlayboy where she was the December 'Playmate of thee Month,' and she'd been overtly flirting with me over the past week as we did many of the background things that satisfy a large corporation such as Sony, keep our agents happy, and keep things clean with the IRS and lots of others. We'd done the script read in between various other meetings with the admin and finance types.
I watched Jill's eyes as we got our coffee and headed back to our seats; they never left Ellen's shapely legs. Personally, had I not been watching Jill, I would have been watching Claire's legs and ass -- I found her not only good looking, but also uniquely sexy. Studying her ass, I realized I also missed my little Russian, Nadia. I guess we all saw something in our co-workers that made each day more enjoyable.
Just as we sat down, the door opened and a familiar face appeared. She scanned the room, locked eyes with me, and exploded into the room: Tina Devoe rushed over to me in three steps, bent down, and threw her arms around me. "Jim. Jim Mellon, I heard you were coming out here to do a film with us; I can't believe it. I had to come over from the our other campus to see whether you were really here."
I had met Tina in Michigan when I was helping a friend as a substitute masseur. Tina had been one of my first clients, and we quickly moved from the massage to an all-out fantasy fuck. We'd been wonderful for each other. A few weeks later, she'd joined Crystal and me in Dallas where she helped orchestrate a half-time performance we did at a Cowboy's game; of course, after the game, the three of us had a small orgy along with Terry and Ellen.
Tina then spotted Ellen, and surged around the conference table to her. The pair embraced in something more than just a friendly hug between female friends. The familiarity and our intimate friendship with someone as high-up in Sony as Tina did not go unnoticed by Jill. Tina was an Executive VP at Sony Music. I had always wondered about the role she played when the first album I did with Crystal went to platinum.
We had about three minutes of frantic catchup talk, and then I found a break in the conversation to introduce Tina to Jill and Claire. Everyone seemed to hit it off immediately, and thirty minutes flashed by before we became aware of the time again.
Jill also invited Tina to our dinner that evening. Tina said, "I'd love to, but I've got a dinner date with Chase Henderson. In fact, it's about a follow-up album toThe Naked Truth that Crystal and Jim did."
"Bring him," Jill implored. "As I told everyone a few moments ago, the more the merrier, and who knows, maybe we'll need another ... male on the scene to balance out all the estrogen. The men will like the odds tonight." Everyone laughed.
Tina said, "Let me check with him and be sure it's all right. If you don't hear from me in thirty minutes, we'll be there."
Jill gave her the time, address, phone, and brief directions, and then Tina sailed out of the conference room as fast as she'd entered. I watched Jill text her housekeeper that she had created a dinner party, and then we went back to reading through the script and analyzing certain passages of dialog. My copy of the script started to have more pencil marks on it than print.
I'd been through a week with my acting coach, Dale Tanner. He did private lessons, as he was doing with me, and he also taught courses at UCLA. He built-up my confidence, as he tutored me in acting. Dale gave me a single page listing all the topics we would cover in the four weeks he'd be my tutor. These included vocal projection, clarity of speech, physical expression, emotional presentation, use of imagination and visioning, and interpretation of drama, to mention only a few. We would be skipping accents and dialects for this movie, but would touch on improvising, observation, and emulation. He also promised to take me through some of the mechanics about movie making, so I could play to the film editors and directors who had ten or more times the work after the filming was completed.



'Pressure Limit' would be an action thriller, so I also had to learn the essentials of stage combat, lest I get clobbered or injured by one of my theatrical nemeses, or I hurt one of them as we faked a fight of some kind. Every day my confidence grew, and I also realized how much I didn't know about the profession of acting. It had looked so easy -- stand and deliver.
Jill had me get up and start to block some of the scenes we'd be doing together. Most of the blocking cues were written into the screen play version of the script that we were reading from. The afternoon flew by, and I found I liked the coaching Jill politely offered as we worked through part of the script. She was gentle, motivating, and a good coach.
We broke at six o'clock. Ellen and I drove back to the hotel to freshen up for dinner.
As we drove to Jill's, Ellen said, "You know there's an ulterior motive on the table tonight? Jill wants to put a notch on her gun by having you in her bed."
"Yeah, I sort of figured that out -- and from the look she gave your ass this afternoon, I think you may also be on the menu. I watched her with Claire, and they go both ways." I thought for a minute and added, "With Jason Lake coming, plus Tina and Chase, she may have to put her plans on hold ... or maybe we are misreading her completely, and all is innocent."
Ellen laughed, "What makes you think everyone else won't play too. Tina would be up for it -- Terry too. If Tina and Chase are 'close,' I bet she could talk him into a romp with Jill ... and Claire ... and me, for that matter. Jason looked as though he'd be fun in bed too."
I chided her, "Not in my book. It's important that you're there. Plus, I thought how it'd be good if you got a better read on Claire. I think she has more influence on Jill than appears on the surface. She has some kind of mystery around her that we don't understand too; maybe she'll reveal it to us sometime soon. She surely looks like more than an aspiring actress who got an 'in' with a star like Jill ... just the way you are with me. What's her mystery?"
Ellen speculated, "Maybe they're sex partners. Non-exclusive, but I thought I saw a special chemistry with Jill."
I shrugged since I didn't know what to do with that speculation. I saw that too, but the mystery I sensed was something else -- something deeper.
A few minutes later, Claire met us at the door to Jill's gated home in the L.A. hills. "Come in. Come in. Jill is in the kitchen with Anna-Marie arranging dinner." Claire hugged each of us especially close and slightly longer than would normally be expected. She put her arm around me and led us into an opulent living room that had a bar in one corner, next to where a large walkout glass door showed a beautiful pool, complete with a waterfall cascading into it.
Claire got us wine and gestured for us to sit. "Tina called a little while ago; Chase and she will be here in about half-an-hour." We had some small talk about how Tina and I had met, a story we glossed over that afternoon. I told the PG-rated version of the story, and that seemed to satisfy her curiosity. If I told her the sexy details, I hoped she would have blushed or lay down on the carpet and asked for a massage -- Michigan style.
Jill breezed in and came to meet us, giving Ellen a long special hug and a lingering kiss on the lips. Ellen seemed prepared for it, and went with the flow. She kissed back, and I watched one of Ellen's hands even move up Jill's side to almost cup her breast. The two smiled knowingly at each other as they broke apart; Jill looked especially pleased with the reception.
When my turn came, Jill plastered herself against me and even ground her hips into my groin as we kissed. She laughed at her naughtiness, but she wanted 'you know what' from me later that night -- no doubt. At her request, I got her a Chardonnay; the three women launched into a humorous conversation about my 'acting' as a masseur in Michigan when I met Tina. I stood behind Claire and started to massage her shoulders, being gentle but firm. This was foreplay. Claire, God bless her heart, backed her pretty little rump back against the growing lump in my pants. I liked the way the evening was starting.
Terry Ross, my agent, and Jason Lake arrived simultaneously, each with a bottle of fine wine. They got a stellar reception from Jill and Claire. Inspired by their semi-sexual welcome, Ellen also gave Jason an unforgettable welcome too, pressing her lithe body against Jason as they shared a welcome kiss. Jason did a double take, checking with me. I smiled in invitation to him. Maybe this was a Hollywood thing. Terry got the same treatment, as I knew he would.
Chase and Tina arrived and received similar warm receptions from all of us. This time Tina gave me some the hip-grinding kisses that Jill's welcome had only hinted at by comparison. I blushed because when we separated, everyone else was staring at us. Tina just laughed and said, "We're old and close friends -- very close." She waved her hand dismissively, yet the unmistakable implication of a prior sexual relationship remained. As the conversation started again, Tina whispered to me, "I'm horny."
I whispered back, "Me too. Shall we start now -- here, or wait until after dinner?" Tina gave me a playful swat on my arm.
We stood in a circle talking, until a bell tinkled in the hallway. Jill announced, "Our dinner is ready. Anna-Marie has prepared Beef Wellington for us; I hope that's all right with everyone. So many people are going vegan these days." Jill latched her arm through mine, pulled my elbow to her half-naked breast, and led the contingent across the foyer into the dining room.
Dinner was superb, and for what was supposedly a spur of the moment idea, it had the flavor of party that had been a long time in preparation.
Jill had me sit to her right at the table. Halfway through the meal I felt her barefoot rubbing my leg. I glanced over at her, and caught a leer and a wink in my direction. Her foot moved higher as she adjusted her position in her chair to reach more of my anatomy. I pretended that nothing was wrong but turned to give her better access.
After several minutes of her playing footsie with me, I leaned over to her as some conversation occupied the rest of the diners at the other end of the table. "Jill, I like what you're doing, in fact it's arousing -- and the higher your foot moves; the more arousing it gets. Am I going to be frustrated by how things end up tonight?" I thought I'd acknowledge the gorilla in the corner.
Jill smiled, pleased at my initiative. "You'll never leave my bed frustrated; I assure you." She thought a moment and said, "Maybe I should crank up this party a bit." She gave me a lecherous grin.
After a silence, Jill tapped her glass with a folk to gain attention, and said, "Ladies and gentlemen, a short game for us -- a little romance maybe." She paused, and everyone hung on her every word. "I would like each of you ... to kiss the person on either side of you -- women start on their right -- with a renewed sense of passion. No arguments now. Two minutes this round. Really kiss." After a little initial confusion, the pairing for Jill's first round was established: Jill and me; Clair and Jason; Tina and Terry; and Ellen and Chase.
A couple of eyes got large, wondering where the evening was going. Jill shifted seats so she could sit in my lap, put her arms around my neck, and drive her tongue into my mouth like a pile driver. She was sexy and engaging as we spent our time engaged in more than just one kiss. Before someone said, "Time," Jill had started to pant. I had too.
Jill said, "All right, now ladies turn to your other side and repeat our game." This put Chase and Jill together; Ellen and Terry; Tina and Jason, and Claire, and me. Claire pulled the large decorative hair holder from her hair just before we started; she shook her head and her luxurious locks of red hair swept in around her face in a sexy way. Claire also came into my lap; maybe she'd played this game before, wiggled her pretty ass as she sat down. We embraced, and Claire proved to be an even more satisfying a partner than Jill had been. Both our temperatures rose dramatically in just those few minutes of play. She was reluctant to stop, and dragged a finger across my lips in a sexy move as we parted. Those green eyes were also bedroom eyes, promising so much behind them. She whispered to me, "I wish we didn't have to stop."
Jill emerged from her embrace with Chase. "The game will continue after the ladies move two seats to their right -- men keep your places. This time; however, each of you must remove some crucial piece of clothing from the person you are kissing -- and socks don't count. Start on your right, ladies, and the time limit is five minutes this round." This put Jill and Terry together; Claire and Chase; Ellen and Jason; and Tina and me.
Since Tina and I had experience with each other, we flowed right into our passionate kisses. She whispered to me, "I think we're all going to get laid tonight." I got a feeling the idea of group sex really turned her on.
"Oh, goody," I said and our tongues clashed.
I unbuttoned the white silk blouse Tina wore. This revealed a filly and nearly transparent bra holding up her full tits. I slipped the blouse off her shoulders. Tina then removed my dress shirt, baring my chest. I cheated and undid her bra and tossed it aside; she looked coyly at me as I started to turn and twist each nipple with my fingertips. As I did this, we spent some comfortable time kissing and whispering sweet nothings to each other, such as, "I sure hope I get to fuck your brains out tonight!" I also got some tongue time on her tits. Tina removed my shirt, and rubbed her nipples across my chest repeatedly as we made out.
Nearby, Jason had undone Ellen's skirt, revealing her gorgeous legs; Ellen had removed Jason's pants leaving his lower region in a pair of striped boxers with a huge bulge in them. Claire has lost her blouse to Chase who now only wore a man's t-shirt. Lastly, Jill's body had been nearly stripped by Terry -- she wore a white bustier; Terry stood only in his boxers -- they'd each lost more than just one piece of clothing. More kissing and pawing was going on at that end of the table.
Claire eventually said to the group, "Time's up," in a throaty voice. I think ten minutes had actually passed. Jill announced we had to repeat the process to the woman's left. Jason immediately untied the lacing on Jill's sexy top until her breasts were flowed out of the bustier -- visible and available. Jill took Jason's shirt, and started to rub the lump that had grown in his briefs. The others became similarly stripped of their clothing.
After a few minutes of making out, Jill laughed, and said, "For the next round the women move back to their original seats, pick the gentleman on their right, and ... and, well, I suggest we retire to bedrooms upstairs; four of us in each of the large rooms. Follow me."
Jill had carefully arranged to have me as her initial consort of the night, not that I minded. She directed Terry and Tina, and Ellen, and Chase into one large bedroom, as Jill, Claire, Jason, and I took to Jill's mammoth bed.
The few remaining clothes we wore evaporated in the heat of the moment. Neither Jason nor I had anything to be ashamed of; both of us worked out aggressively, and the results showed. Within seconds, Jason and I had both women side-by-side on the bed with our tongues buried in their cunts. The moaning and writhing started immediately.
Claire and Jill held hands tightly, and French kissed occasionally as Jason and I tongued and loved their pussies. I watched Jill stroke Claire's breasts, even bending to suck on one.
After several minutes of cunnilingus on our directed partners, I winked at Jason and moved my fingers to indicate that we should switch. We did, and I soon had the pleasure of lapping up Claire's sexual juices. As she writhed beneath me, I inserted two, then three, and then four fingers into her cunt. I tucked my thumb in, and pushed into her sexual tunnel similar to the way I'd seen Nadia do to Ellen. With my other hand, I started to diddle her clitoris as a rapid rate.
"Oooooooh fuuuuuuuk," Claire screamed. "He's ... killing ... me ... with ... pleasure." Her red hair flipped back and forth across the bed as her head moved from side to side in her ecstasy. I twisted my hand at the entrance to her pussy, but didn't push further. I became captivated by Claire's taste, smell, the feel of her skin, and ... well, everything about her.
Not to be outdone, Jason watched our action before he duplicated the moves with Jill. The vocal result was much the same, long wails of pleasure.
After a bit, the women switched places with us, their talented mouths sucking on cocks and our ball sack as their hands danced around our bodies. We switched back and forth again.
And then, the serious fucking started. Claire straddled Jason, and lowered her trim body onto his long rigid shaft. Watching the penetration, Jill and I were extremely turned on.
"You're next," I whispered to Jill as Claire started to bounce and grind atop Jason. Claire's breasts swayed with her fucking motions as her beautiful hair swirled around her head in a sexy way. Claire caught my eye and smiled seductively; she looked longingly at me and blew me a kiss when no one else was looking.
"Do me," Jill invited with a smile. She lay back and spread her legs, and I beat my shaft against her pussy lips and clit for a minute, teasing her as to when and how I would drive into her. After a minute she begged, "Please. Please put it in me." I used my thumb on her clit to drive her to an orgasm.
I drove into her body in one fast and penetrating move. Jill gasped in pleasure; her eyes got as large as saucers at my sudden and unpredictable assault. Just as she became accustomed to my motionless presence, I yanked my body back, suddenly ripping my shaft from deep within her cunt.
Jill came immediately in just those two strokes. Her body arched, and she moaned, "Oh, fuck, you made me cum ... in ... just ... that's fucking amazing. Crystal and Ellen are so lucky to have you." And then, she started panting as she came down from her peak. I drove back into her body, this time remaining embedded so I could enjoy the quaking velvety tunnel of this movie star. I'd never fucked a movie star before.
Jason tapped my shoulder and winked at me. We extracted ourselves, changed women, and drove back into them. As I moved near Claire, she said, "Do to me what you did to Jill ... please."
I kissed Claire, and then started to massage her clitoris as I used my cock with the other hand to tease her various openings and her other erogenous zones. When Claire started panting and looked flushed, I duplicated my penetration of Jill by suddenly and unexpectedly driving my body into Claire, my cock sinking to the hilt in a fraction of a second.
Surprised beyond belief, Claire gulped for air, and her green eyes locked on mine in what I took as a plea for mercy and a plea for pleasure. "Oh. Oh, dear. I'm so ... near ... so ... suddenly."
I jerked my cock from deep inside Claire as fast as I could, and the move did indeed induce Claire's orgasm. She squirted her juice across my abdomen and shaft, arched towards me begging for deep penetration where none existed, and then her primal scream began.
Claire was a screamer; her voice raised an octave, and her wail of pleasure began as the climax swept over her body. I showed no mercy, and slowly buried myself again in her dripping pussy, even as her climax continued. She pulled me to her, rubbing her full breasts against my chest, and then kissing me in a way that showed her penultimate satisfaction with my actions.
Claire whispered to me, "I ... I'm falling ... you make women love you when you do what you did to me. I'm no exception. You are a magnificent lover; now fuck me some more. Make love to me -- love." I responded well to her words, continuing my thrusts into her body and varying my speed and intensity as our shared time passed.
Jason brought Jill to a climax, and she too made a lot of noise. I heard the two of them cooing at each other in their afterglows.
I looked at the bedroom door, and four nude figures stood in the doorway watching our sex show. Ellen and Tina were bent over slightly as Chase and Terry slowly fucked them from the rear.
When they saw me look at them, Terry said in a humorous tone, "We had to see what all the noise was about -- pleasure or murder."
Jill said, "Look, there's still room on this bed for you. Come on. Come here." The foursome broke apart and moved to the bed, casting aside the bevy of pillows piled against the headboard.
I felt lips encircle my cock, and looked down to see Jill inhaling my piece. Since I hadn't cum, I restored to my '10' status quickly. She said, "Now, Mr. Mellon, it's time for you to sink this shaft of pleasure into my cunt. Come on, your hostess needs your cum."
Jill moved so her pussy was at the edge of the bed, and I did as she asked. I stroked into Jill as she pushed herself at me; Jill's full breasts oscillated in sync with our thrusts.
The others paired up and started to fuck. As the night went on, Jill ensured that everyone had spent some quality fucking time with everyone else -- a nice gesture, since this gave Tina and me some time together. Matter of fact, Tina fielded one of my explosive orgasms where I try to flood the planet with my semen.
I thought of who'd have to sleep in the wet spot, realizing that the entire bed had become damp with all our sexual juices. Moreover, the room had taken on the unmistakable aroma of sex. Man sex. Female sex. Fucking sex. Cunnilingus sex. Blowjob sex. Anal sex. I inhaled the scents we'd left intermingled in the air, savoring the moment.
Ellen and I got back to the Oceana about four-thirty in the morning. I silently expressed my gratitude to Terry for programming the hotels address into the GPS. We both fell into bed naked next to each other. We smelled like sex, and were sticky. Life was good.

* * * * *Dale Tanner, my acting tutor, looked at me and shook his head. "Jim, you have to learn how to pace yourself. Jill Danes has a reputation in this city as not only one of the hottest movie stars in town, but also one of the sluttiest. She loves to arrange impromptu orgies, and I'm guessing that you had some fun last night in one them ... otherwise, your eyes wouldn't be so red, and you wouldn't look so tired." I had mentioned our dinner to him moments earlier.
I shot an upward glance at my mentor; he was laughing. I had to smile and nod. He'd pegged my previous evening perfectly. I started to ask, "Have you ... err ...?"
Dale responded, "No. I'm happily married and my wife doesn't indulge in that side of life. Nonetheless, I've heard stories over and over about Jill ... and many others in the industry. Just remember my words, 'You have to pace yourself.'" He laughed again, and then got me to stand and had me speak the same sentence repeatedly, varying the intonation and speed of delivery on each reading: higher pitch and fast speed indicated excitement and drama, while lower pitch, and slow speed indicated boredom and indifference.
Ellen and I sat in the conference room at one o'clock, just as Jill breezed into the room followed by Claire. I noticed Claire wore the same clothes she'd had on the day before.
Jill came over and kissed me hard; in a brash voice she said, "Jim, you are one satisfying lover. We'll have to do that again some time." She moved on to Ellen, acknowledging the delight she'd felt when the two women had put on a little Sapphic demonstration for the rest of the guests during one of our recovery periods the night before.



Claire locked eyes with me, went doe-eyed, and came, and sat beside me. She took my hand and then leaned in and softly kissed me with her eyes closed. When she opened them, I smiled at her. She spoke, "You are a dream to me; the most wonderful dream I've had in my life maybe. I had to pinch myself this morning to be sure I wasn't still in the dream. I hope you'll spend some more time with me -- that Ellen won't mind, maybe the three of us together." She squeezed my hand and held it to her breast. I could feel her nipples beneath her blouse; she hadn't worn her bra. I raised an eyebrow at her.
Claire looked sheepish, "I couldn't find it this morning. Besides, I wanted you to feel me again -- to know I lust after you too." I didn't know how to respond further to her, so I just pecked her on the nose with a short kiss. After all, we were in a conference room and supposed to be working.
We slogged through some more of the script, analyzing the passages and toying with words and delivery style, not unlike my morning acting lesson. I did the afternoon like an eight cylinder car running on only three.
We knocked off work at six o'clock. Ellen and I ate some sushi on the way back to the hotel, showered together, made love, showered again, and fell asleep in each other's arms.

* * * * *"She's falling in love with you," Ellen stated as we lay in bed on Saturday morning. I couldn't tell whether she thought that was good or bad from the sound of her voice.
"I'm not encouraging her. I've tried to be friendly without leading her on in the least."
"Doesn't matter. She's gone all gooey about you. When she talks to me about you, she swoons. If I didn't do the same thing, I'd call it disgusting."
"Hey, wait a minute, I like ..."
Ellen punched my arm. "It's a nice disgusting, really. I'm trying to decide if I want the competition to go away or if I want another bed mate. She's sweet and so pleasant. When I first met her she seemed kind of cold, but boy has she warmed up to all of us. She's also beautiful and a red head, so I'm leaning towards the latter."
"I'm happy with you ... and, of course, your sister. As a steady diet, I'm not sure I want to expand much beyond the two of you."
"Nadia?"
I thought for a moment and said, "Well, there's her too." I thought how Nadia, Ellen, and I had slipped into a comfortable threesome living together in the month after Crystal left for Europe to start her film. Nadia pleasured us before we came to the west coast.
Ellen smirked, "And Anna and Lauren."
"Yes, them too," I admitted, nodding my head. I wondered if I should really count the intimacy I shared with my sister and sister-in-law; somehow if it was in the family it shouldn't count.
"And Brite," Ellen offered up, recalling the passionate weekend we'd done a few months earlier with her in Minnesota as she did the photos for Crystal's Playboy spread.
I countered, "She's not in love with me. She just likes what I do to her in bed."
"Oh, I think you better ask her," Ellen said. "I watched how she looked at you. You are her heart throb. She'd throw down her entire life at your doorstep if you asked her."
I pondered that observation, and wrote it off as somewhat inaccurate. Brite was dedicated to her photographic career, plus she loved to play sexual games. We just hit it off.
Ellen said, "Should I start listing all the women you entranced on your road trip across the country -- if I can remember all their names? You left a lover in practically every state -- sometimes more than one." Ellen knew, in detail as did Crystal, my sexual journey across the country on my motorcycle after Karen died. She'd even been part of it.
"OK. OK. OK. So what's this all have to do with Claire? I lost the point."
Ellen said, "Well, I just talked myself into having a bed mate, if she's willing. You've had so many that another won't matter. I know you'll love me, and my sister, and everyone else. It's the way you are. You can't help loving people."
"Let's just see how it plays out. I don't want to piss off Jill."
Ellen remarked, "Jill just wants sex, and lots of it. She remains above the emotions invoked when deep feelings emerge. You can be her fuck-buddy, and her man-whore, but Claire, as I do, wants an emotional relationship with you. We love you."
I leaned over and kissed her, "And I do love you."
"I know, and I love you too. Now come and make love to me. Rock my world, and then I'll call and tell Claire to get her cute little body over here for round two."
To be continued.
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Chapter 06Dinner parties, orgies, and lovers
Crystal and I tried to talk three times a week: Monday, Thursday, and Saturday. Usually, Ellen did three-quarters of the talking, and I got a few words in. We'd agreed to not only have an open relationship, but also to share all the details with one another. Thus, Ellen would give her version of the details -- the feminine viewpoint, and I would come on the phone and give her the shorter male version. Anyone listening would cum in seconds our conversations were so graphic.
Crystal took it in stride that Claire had moved in with Ellen and me at the hotel, complete with full bilateral sexual privileges meaning that she played nicely with both Ellen and me, and took the initiative as often as we did -- several times a day.
I took it in stride that Crystal had developed a relationship with George Rinard, her handsome co-star in the movie she was making in Paris and Moscow. The pair even had themselves on the front page of several supermarket gossip magazines as the latest hookup worthy of note. Several magazines even raised the question: 'What happened to Jim?'
Claire took it in stride that we shared everything with Crystal. She even got hot listening to us recount one of our threesome romps to Crystal, so she got naked on the bed next to me with a vibrator against her clit and stared at me until I got off the phone and made love to her. Several times Claire and I were fucking away as we talked to Crystal whom in turn described the pleasure she was deriving from her favorite electric dildo (we could hear the buzz) or one-time from George (we could hear him panting).
Crystal also related a threesome she'd engaged in with George and his brother. "I loved the idea of fucking two members of the family simultaneously." I allowed as how I did too, thinking of Crystal and Ellen, or my sister, sister-in-law.
No one in LA paid any special attention to us. We came and went to the studio each day, ate out at various restaurants, and took "Discover California" trips on the weekends. We went down and saw my sister Anna in San Diego one weekend, staying over and enjoying a small orgy with Anna, her boyfriend Mark, and the three of us. (She'd farmed out my niece and nephew to a friend.) During the week, we also had occasional 'dates' with Jill, Tina, or Jason. Both Jill and Tina were insatiable sexual nymphomaniacs, distinguished from the others in our circle only by their vocalization of the fact. I realized they'd become bisexual so that they could have twice as many people trying to pleasure them.
Barry Peters our male co-star became available about three weeks after we met, so he started to be a fixture at some of our sexual romps. Jill had already corrupted the poor man, and she obviously liked what he had to offer. He would often join Jill and Tina for an evening, dragging into our rehearsals the next morning looking haggard and sated. I'd started to follow my acting coach's advice to pace myself by limiting most of my nights to Ellen and Claire.
Our serene existence exploded one day when the paparazzi discovered me. Actually, they discovered all of us as we had started to film some outdoor scenes on the streets of L.A. Many scenes involved one or two of us walking or running around some street, often looking over our shoulder or else looking forward in anticipation, and sometimes carrying some kind of weapon.
Sony had issued a standard press release that talked about our movie, 'Pressure Limit,' and that filming had just started and the anticipated release date. The announcement contained all the standard babble about the movie, who was in it (including yours truly), and the location for some of the local scenes.
Mark Ang got a section of beach blocked off not too far from the Santa Monica Pier. Jill and I had a scene where we were running away from the bad guys -- who, of course, wore black suits and looked similar to Ninja warriors with felt hats. We were to come running out of a side street, jump across a couple of cars (thank you Jason for handling that part of 'my' action), and then hit the beach at a sprint -- running behind a camera truck that would film us as we ran. We'd run about a block as we got shot at, and then we had to cut back into the City as we outran the bad guys partly because I shot their leader who did a majestic death fall into the rolling surf. I was to pull Jill along with me. After a couple of 'running' shots, we redid the sequence with several different cameras on the ground, and one in a helicopter. Ellen and Claire, clad in very brief bikinis, were some of the background extras on the beach that we ran past.
Our behavior between 'takes' had become pretty informal. Jill would often come up to me, plaster her lithe body against mine, grind her hips a bit, and kiss me passionately whenever the mood struck her, which turned out to be at least once every quarter of an hour. When she wasn't attending to me either Ellen or Claire or both were doting on me, often soliciting a kiss or some other physical expression of affection. Claire liked to give my shoulder rubs and massages.
We spent the afternoon on various segments of the scene. Spectators lined parts of our 'set' but were out of sight from the camera angles, and they included a dozen paparazzi. I really forgot about them for the whole afternoon, until as we were folding up Ang suggested Jill and I say a few words to them. I gestured to one of the security guys to let the twelve individuals in -- five woman and seven men. The three of us walked over to meet them. We stood in a rough circle.
Ang greeted them cordially; however, at the start, the questions flew in Jill and my direction.
"Jim, you looked pretty cozy with Miss Dane and those two other women. Are you over compensating for losing Crystal to George Rinard over in Paris?"
A long silence ensued, and then I burst out laughing -- some of it was forced, but most of my laugh stemmed from the humor I saw in the situation. I had been caught so off-guard by the question; it struck me funny. My laughter gave me time to formulate a response; the paparazzi looked completely puzzled by my laughter and they too started to chuckle in resonance.
Still chuckling I answered, "Now, there's an idea I hadn't thought of, but by way of answering your question, you make several assumptions that may not be correct in how you formed the loaded, multi-part question. Do you others mind if she breaks that apart into more digestible segments?" The others nodded at her to do as I had suggested.
The woman asked, "OK, in reverse order, do you miss Crystal."
I responded, "Yes, we were and are very close friends. We eagerly await when we can see each other again, and we talk several times a week."
"Are you aware of her intimate relationship with George Rinard?"
I'd anticipated that question so had a ready answer, "Yes. We have never been exclusive in our friendship. I am glad she has found some new people to expand her horizons and show her new points of view. She told me only yesterday they were having fun and planned to go to the Riviera this weekend, and to Rome next weekend." Everyone scribbled on their note pads madly.
The press woman asked further, "So, do you have an intimate relationship with Jill Danes?"
I had not talked to Jill about any prearranged remarks, so this part of the interview started to venture into grounds I wasn't prepared for. Before I could speak, Jill slipped under my left arm and said, "Why, yes. Jim is such a good lover, maybe the best I've ever known -- you know, both quality and quantity ... oh, and size, too." She then laughed hysterically, suggesting that some part or all of her remark might be a huge tease. I broke out laughing again as did most of the reporters who all seemed to take her remarks as total fabrication.
The woman persisted, "And, Mr. Mellon, we saw you being ... or rather having some intimate or close moments with two other women on the set -- kissing, hugging, and I think one of them gave you a shoulder rub or massage for a while."
I pondered that question when one of the male reporters jumped in, "Yes, what about those other two women? Do you have Jill and two others on the line?"
I chuckled and said, "Doesn't every male movie star have his leading lady and at least two other women on the set to keep him warm on cold nights, and to attend to his every need?" A rift of laughter erupted from the group. "As I said before, I am just a bachelor with no strings, and I'm not planning on creating any either. So, I date and play the field."
My remark proved disarming enough that the line of questioning stopped. Nonetheless, I wondered what would appear on the cover of the supermarket rags.
Our time with the press continued with Ang and Jill fielding some more mundane questions that didn't deal with relationships surrounding the movie or my girlfriend in Paris. I fielded a question about mixing music and acting, and then we all headed off to dinner.

* * * * *
Mellon's Harem!I stood and stared at the headline on theNational Rumor, a supermarket tabloid. Below and behind the headline were a series of snapshot photographs of me: kissing Jill, kissing Ellen, and kissing Claire. Next to it was an old picture of me kissing Crystal with a big red 'X' through it, and next to that a picture of Crystal and George Rinard obviously leaving some Paris nightclub arm in arm, one of Crystal's boobs looked to be falling out of her dress, but upon closer examination I could tell the dress and breast had been Photoshopped. I couldn't resist, so as I stood in line I flipped open and read the first few paragraphs of the article. They were remarkably accurate, including a quote of me commenting about needing three women to keep me warm at night.
As I put the magazine in my cart, the guy in line behind me said, "I sure hope you don't kill yourself trying to keep up with them three women. I like your music and wanna see your movie, but don't get so knackered with them women that you have to stop any of whatever it is your doin'."
I reached over and shook his hand, "Thanks. I think I have things under control; at least this afternoon and in this country." He chuckled along with me, and was pleased that I'd paid personal attention to him. His recognition of me gave me a warm feeling.
I sent Crystal an email and the link to theNational Rumor magazine article about us. An hour later see wrote back, "Good PR. Nice job. Save a few inches for me. Love. C." She liked taunting me about the length of the perfect dick; she told me I was just a little over the top.
Ellen and Claire were lounging around the hotel room when I got back with our groceries: a couple of bottles of wine, some cheese, and an assortment of crackers. We wanted some simple hors d'oeuvres before we went out to dinner. We snacked in the room and for meals either ate in a restaurant or ordered up room service. I showed them the article, and we all had a laugh about it.
The two women wore feminine slips, the kind meant to be worn around the waist and that extend to just above the hemline of a dress. In this case; however, the slips had been pulled up to barely cover their breasts; this also meant, since they wore short skirts with the slips, that the bottom of the slip fell right about at pussy level. Sometimes when they moved, I got a flash of their trimmed pubic hair, or a nipple would pop out over the top of the elastic. They couldn't have it both ways.
Soon, both women realized the effect they were having on me, probably because of the growing lump in my slacks. I moved around the kitchenette getting each them a glass of wine, and putting crackers and cheese on some serving plates. Each time I looked over at them, someone would move a leg or lean over the coffee table to get a magazine or something the other was showing her -- and in that move, a flash of ass, or pussy, or a breast would occur; a microsecond's worth of eye candy. I realized the moves had become intentional.
I warned the two as I carried the two glasses to them, "You're playing with fire. I may just have to carry the two of you into the bedroom and plunder your bodies."
Ellen stuck a finger in her wine and flicked a few drops in my direction. As she did, she spread her legs and flashed her pussy at me.
Claire laughed as she used one finger to pull the top of the silky slip down just enough to expose the complete areola and nipple of her right breast.
Without fanfare, I carefully removed the glasses of wine from the girl's hands and set them aside. Then, quick as a flash, I scooped up the two of them under my arms -- two squirming, laughing, and shrieking women. I carried and dragged them into the bedroom and tossed them onto the large king-size bed. They bounced around and tried to escape. I pinned Claire down and held onto Ellen. Gales of laughter rang out from the two. I growled at each of them in my fiercest lion roar -- more laughter and shrieking.
Ellen paused long enough for me to turn to her and rip the slip from her body up over her head. If I hadn't been hard before, just the sight of her nubile body inspired me to turn rock like. I repeated the gesture on Claire as she sat up in surprise. In the next instant, I kicked off my loafers and pants, shed my shirt, and doffed my briefs. I flopped onto the bed between the two women who now seemed more than willing to play a different game.
We shared what we called a three-way kiss: all our lips and tongues in contact with one another. I lay back, and Claire positioned one of her breasts over my mouth as Ellen slithered down my body dragging her tongue. I sucked and got sucked on. Ellen didn't just suck cock, she worshipped it with her mouth, her tongue, her entire body. She brought me to a standstill; the sensations she created were so intense.
When Ellen backed off a bit, and I could multi-process again, Claire allowed me to bring both of her nipples to an erectness and hardness I'm not sure I'd seen before. She then leaned in and kissed me passionately, and whispered, "I love you."
At first, I had been skittish of telling her I loved her. To be frank, I wasn't sure it was love, lust, some combination of the two, or just intense like. As I got to know more and more about her, my deep feelings and emotions about her clarified. I whispered in reply, "I love you too." Ellen knew Claire needed more validation than she did, so she didn't object to hearing our affection openly stated.
Claire moved further up the bed, carefully straddled my head, and then lowered her pussy down onto my face. My mouth and tongue went wild lapping at her slit, drinking in the nectar she exuded as a prelude to sex. Claire had a unique taste; a musky touch of a spice like vanilla coupled with the sweetness and tartness of a lime. Every time I delved into her nest with my tongue, I felt so special and privileged to savor her juices. I wondered if God made redheads so they tasted especially good.
Near my cock, I felt Ellen pull away and kiss Claire. I heard their pledges of love to one another, and then I felt Ellen's body straddle my legs. I felt her hold my penis at the entrance to her vagina and then sink her body slowly onto my shaft. Another ripple of pleasure rifled through my body.
Blindly, I reached up to fondle Claire's breasts further and found Ellen's hands were there. Further above me the two kissed.
I asked, "How long do you want me to wait?" Ellen knew what I meant. That morning, the three of us leisurely had a fuck that lasted for hours.
Ellen said, "You came in me this morning. I loved it then, and I'd love it now, but it's Claire's turn if she wants it."
Claire said softly, "Oh, I do. Can we change?"
The two women moved from me, but in only seconds the pair had switched position. I felt Claire's juicy cunt slide onto my cock. She smiled down at me as I briefly held her hips to guide her onto me. Shortly after, Ellen lowered her sodden pussy onto my lips and my tongue went wild again. A minute later, I knew she'd cum. Ellen tasted like the musky oak you taste in some wines with a bite of Rosemary.
After a few minutes in this three-way position, Claire wanted to lie down. As she did, Ellen straddled her head as I sank my cock in Claire's pussy again. I could see Claire's tongue frantically reaching out to her Sapphic lover.
Ten minutes later, I exploded my jets of cum into Claire's body. My cuming matched her own orgasm. We were getting good at synchronization. Ellen rolled to the side so I could cradle Claire in my arms and kiss her, and then she too wrapped her arms about Claire and me.
We dozed in the afterglow of our orgasms, our sweaty bodies wrapped close together. The experience of a threesome is unique and almost undescribable. I felt surrounded by skin, and we kissed frequently -- each of us having our own unique interaction with the other. I could feel and hold two asses, feel two pairs of full breasts against my body, savor four nipples, and tell two women I loved them without anyone feeling jealous or anxious about some mythical loss that would never occur.
Ellen eventually slid down the bed and pulled Claire's legs apart. Claire complied, but displayed some innocence one again when she asked, "Ellen, are you sure?"
"Oh yes, I'm sure. Do you want me to bring you some?"
After a thoughtful silence Claire said, "Yes. Bring me all of it. We'll share."
Claire's eyes closed as the pleasure of Ellen's cunnilingus swept over her. Ellen sucked and pulled my cum from Claire's vagina. When she had as much as she could, she moved up and snowballed the cum with Claire -- swapping my man-juice back and forth and adding in their own saliva. I thought how many would consider the entire act disgusting, yet to see it and even participate in it raised our sexual temperatures to a new level of eroticism and intimacy. Eventually, the two women French kissed me, returning a small portion of my own juices to me.

* * * * *Over dinner, I shared with Claire and Ellen more details about what I'd seen in the magazineNational Rumors, since neither of them had time to read the stories. Neither seemed particularly upset, and as I had, they took it as the paparazzi doing their thing. I did notice in the restaurant we were in, that we all received many strange looks and even leers from some of the men and women in the place.
Claire ventured, "Jill will be glad for the news coverage, even if it is in a tabloid known for its yellow journalism."
Ellen said, "I agree. Each day she becomes more of a 'Mellon Girl'."
"Where'd that term come from?" I asked in surprise.



Ellen explained, "Mellon Girl? That's what Crystal and I call all the women who have slept with you and want to do it again and again. So, you have Mellon Girls all across the country, including Crystal and me -- and Claire -- and Jill."
Claire looked surprised, "What do you mean 'across the country'?"
I nodded for Ellen to tell her version. She started, telling some of the background that Claire already knew, "Two years ago, Jim's wife died from a sudden immune system illness. It was fast -- only a month from healthy to her passing. In Jim's grief, he rebuilt a motorcycle his Dad had left for him years earlier, and started on a journey across America to get to Anna's house in San Diego."
Claire nodded; she picked up some of this from when we'd visited Anna a couple of weeks earlier.
Ellen continued, "So Jim decided to ride through the forty-eight lower states. As he went along, he started to find willing women and warm pussies everywhere." She laughed, "He rose to the occasion, so to speak, and he fucked them all -- at least one in every state." Ellen threw her hands up as though I'd scored a touchdown. Some people at the next table overheard Ellen's last sentence and turned around. I blushed. One of the men at the other table winked at me, clearly wishing he'd done whatever it was that provoked Ellen's statement.
Ellen lowered her voice, "You already know how he met Crystal and me, and we were only halfway along his journey, but we reconnected a couple of times after that before he got to San Diego. Anyway, Crystal loves the story about Jim's trip, and she even met some of the women along the way, so she started to refer to herself and all the others as Mellon Girls. I use the term too."
I said weakly, "I never knew that."
Claire said, "Well, I'm a Mellon Girl, and Jill will love the term 'Mellon Girl' too, since she already is one."
After a pause, Claire said, "Hey, do you want to have some fun? Let's drop in on Jill and see what mischief she's up to tonight."
We agreed with her idea. I settled up our dinner bill, and we left the restaurant, piled into my Mercedes, and we headed for Jill's home.

* * * * *We parked my car in Jill's driveway behind two other cars. Instead of knocking or ringing the bell, Claire said, "Let's just sneak in if the door is unlocked. We're all friends." She must have known Jill's habits because the front door was unlocked. There was that mystery about her that I'd sensed when we'd first met. I wondered again if she'd ever put my suspicions to rest that there was a part of her we didn't know anything about. We tiptoed inside, hoping that we'd surprise Jill in some interesting way.
We did.
In the living room, three sweaty nude bodies formed a highly interesting sexual tableau. Mark Ang, our director lay on the couch facing away from the door. Jill lay in his lap also facing away from the door, gyrating rapidly against Mark. Apparently, he had his cock up Jill's ass. Facing us, with his shaft in Jill's pussy stood Barry Peters, looking muscular and experienced. Around them on the floor lay a potpourri of clothing.
Barry smiled at the three of us as we tiptoed into the room. Jill kept moaning something about fucking her harder and faster; imperatives I assumed were directed to both men. I held a finger to my lips to indicate he should not acknowledge our presence. He nodded back at me, as he gave a couple of extra hard thrusts into Jill's cunt.
I came up behind the sofa and leaned over so that my mouth was right next to Jill's ear. I started a brief litany of suggestive thoughts to Jill: "You are a colossal slut -- a common street whore with an insatiable appetite for cock. If you can't sell yourself, you give yourself away to the biggest dick -- the person who can fuck you the hardest -- the tongue that will lap you to more orgasms -- the pussy that tastes the best. You are my kind of slut."
Jill's eyes had popped open at the sound of my voice. When I finished she said in a dreamy voice, "You know me all too well, now get out of those clothes and come fuck me."
Jill twisted around slightly so she could see me; she saw Ellen and Claire standing behind me. "Claire. Ellen. Get out of those clothes. We have three good cocks here, enough to go around for everyone. I haven't even worn these two out yet, so there's lots of life left in them before they go limp for the night." She laughed at her brash invitation.
Ellen, Claire, and I stripped, leaving our clothes in neat piles on one of the casual chairs in a corner of the living room. As I came over to Barry, Mark, and Jill, Barry jerked his cock from Jill's wet cunt. Watching the threesome had hardened me, so I had a hard cock ready for action. I sank my cock into her body. Jill's eyes got big. Mark started to pump his cock into Jill's ass again, as I pistoned into her cunt from above holding Jill's legs over each shoulder. Jill started to use her own body to pound into our two shafts.
Barry went and hugged Ellen and Claire, his cock sticking out at a ninety-degree angle from his body. Both women dropped to their knees and started to share in orally lapping up the tastes he brought from Jill's twat. I watched as Barry closed his eyes and raised his head to the ceiling. Ellen and Claire kept swapping his cock back and forth between them, often taking turns to see who could swallow all of him the fastest; they were getting good at their game. He moaned as the women slurped.
From beneath Jill, I heard Mark say, "Fancy meeting you here, Jim. I wasn't sure you'd come back to Jill's little club of horny people." He laughed, and I couldn't see him; only his arms and legs that hung out underneath of Jill's writhing body.
Jill gasped out, "Less talking, more fucking." We honored her request. Jill's skin had reddened from the physical exertion and from the blush of her frequent orgasms.
I watched Barry erupt all over Claire's face. Long strands of his jism plastered across her cheek, nose, eyes, and forehead. Ellen grabbed his cock about that time and directed it at her own face, but by then he was spent so his last emissions only made it to her breasts. Barry made a lot of happy grunting sounds.
Jill applauded the cum shower from her supine position beneath me with two cocks driving into her body. "That's a super show Barry -- girls. Now it's my turn to get some juice."
I said to Mark, "You near?"
He responded, "Give me about ninety-seconds notice, and I'll be there. I have good control."
"Let's do it," I said as I drove extra hard into Jill. She moaned and might have even had a small orgasm.
I felt Mark accelerate his anal thrusts. Jill groaned and shrieked.
Ninety seconds later, Mark and I filled Jill's orifices with our semen. We flooded her holes until the juice oozed out of her around our cocks. We were messy, Jill had also ejaculated, but then I had always thought that really good sex was wet and messy. Mark didn't seem to mind, and neither did I.
I lifted Jill off Mark's cock, turned, repositioned her on my cock, and sat on the couch next to him while I slid in and out of Jill's pussy. I leaned in and kissed Jill rather tenderly on the lips, even running my tongue around her lips in a sensuous manner. She looked at me with a sense of awe. I knew I did things to her no one else did. The following French kiss was memorable. Jill's beautiful blue eyes locked on mine, and I know we both felt a palpable wave of love sweep over the two of us.
I glanced back at the other trio. Ellen and Claire were snowballing some of the cum Ellen had licked from Claire's face. Barry looked enthralled at the pair's wanton display. The girls were unusually sexy in their sport, and their moves made me start to harden again. As they swapped spit, I watched as Claire rubbed Barry's remaining cum into Ellen's chest as well as her own; clearly the women had pressed themselves together to spread the cum equally between them.
I finally extracted myself from Jill, and flopped onto the sofa next to her, being careful not to drip on the fabric. Jill scrunched down on the sofa until her pussy hung over the edge. She didn't seem to mind that our fluids were dripping from her onto the floor. After she was sure she had all our attention on her frothy cunt, she produced a small mat of tissues from between the cushions and held it to her cunt to prevent our remaining juices from leaking on her brocade couch.
Six voices around the room said, "Wow" in one form or another.

* * * * *I carefully placed my hand just below the breast-filled bodice of the sexy tight dress Jill wore, I leaned in as her left arm encircled my shoulders, and we kissed open mouth with our tongues a twirl. The kiss lasted almost two minutes, and then we pulled apart slowly, our eyes now open and locked on one another.
"CUT!"
Our director, Mark Ang's voice rang out across the set. Earlier in the day, the technicians had blown up what looked like a perfectly good car with eight cameras recording the event. Thus, in the background of our 'Big Kiss' lay the bombed out remnants of the vehicle and several actors posing as firemen hosing down the smoking hulk. The whole scene was to look as if I had narrowly escaped death from a pipe bomb under the car, and Jill, my erstwhile girlfriend in the film, had thought I'd died and had just found me at the scene of the explosion very much alive.
Jill and I looked at Mark for direction on the next take.
Mark spoke, "That was great. I'm sure it'll be super. Now, I need to have the two of you turn from your kiss and start running down the street. Dodge into the door of the red building on the right. Jim it might look good if you overrun the door, and Jill pulls you back. Can the two of you run that far holding hands?" We nodded. "Good. And Jill, use your other hand to occasionally but subtly flip your skirt up to the cameras -- we need some leg in this."
We went back into our kiss, with Jill giving me a little moan of pleasure at the occasion. I rather liked the kissing scenes with her too. One of the stage hands who had snapped a digital shot of us just before the last scene ended came over with his iPad and made some minute adjustments to our pose.
"QUIET ON THE SET ... ACTION!"
Jill and I broke apart from our kiss, looked in each others eyes, and then we turned and started our run holding hands as instructed. Smoking shrapnel from the explosion of the car lay all over the ground, so we occasionally had to jump over some large piece of metal or a small pool of fire as we ran. Just as Mark wanted, we finished charging through the door of what looked like a nondescript retail building in some generic Central American city. We disappeared into the structure.
"CUT." The word echoed across the set from the handheld megaphone Mark liked to use.
Jill and I peeked out the door of the building. Behind us were the two-by-fours and plywood that held up the façade of the pretend building.
Mark waved for us to return to that end of the set. We walked back along the path we'd just run as some of the workers extinguished the fires and smoldering rubble. We were through with this scene.
As we got near, Mark said to everyone and particularly to us, "I think that's it for today. A few of us are going to review the day's shots from the digital camera in the screening room. You're welcome to come. This had been a very good day for making movies. What? I think we only did retakes on a couple of scenes. We are now about a week ahead of schedule. Fabulous."
He turned to us and added, "Jill, Jim; when you do a scene, you are executing almost perfectly every time. That's amazing in this biz. You are a dream to work with."
As we walked by Mark, I heard Jill say to Mark in a stage whisper, "And, you, my fair stud, are a dream to fuck with. I hope you cum ... by, later." No one else could hear her invitation, yet I doubt she would have cared if they did. She made no bones about being 'available' and 'dateable' to the media, or anyone for that matter. She really did have the potential to be a great slut.
Mark grinned at her and nodded. She had her evening planned. I had worried that I'd have to entertain Jill as well as my roommates, but if Mark had her in hand, so to speak, I was off the hook for the night.
I had promised a romantic dinner and a beach walk after dark to Claire and Ellen. Jason, my stunt double, had recommended a restaurant called the Café Del Rey right at the head of Marina Del Rey's boat harbor -- the world's largest man-made small craft harbor.
After a scramble by the women to dress 'upscale' for dinner, we maneuvered out of the Pueblo industrial park where our generic-Central-American-city movie set had been created into rush hour traffic to drive to Marina Del Rey -- only a few miles. I headed west to Redondo Beach and then north along Hermosa Avenue, Ocean Drive, and The Strand for a bit; I resolved to drive along side the ocean as long as I could. I loved the seashore, even when crowded and with limited views of the water. We made a few forays down to the beach where there were parking areas, just to see what the beaches were like. We sped up through Vista Del Mar, an industrial area, into the Marina area. The GPS made driving around there easy, but I also made a 'memo to self' that I wouldn't enjoy living in any of the beach communities we drove through on a full-time basis -- too crowded, and houses too close together.
Maybe because of my celebrity status the Maitre d' at Café Del Rey gave us a table looking out over the marina. Claire got really charged up trying to estimate the value of all the boats in the marina -- an estimated 5,500 vessels, the waiter told us. I was recognized by people at several tables; however, my choice to avoid further eye contact turned further action away.
We lingered over dinner and our conversations about the movie, the personalities in play, and how much we loved each other. The sun disappeared below the horizon leaving an array of beautiful colors while we dined and made the mood and view extra special. After dinner we walked around part of the marina, me in jeans, well-worn western boots, a black t-shirt, and a blazer, and Claire and Ellen in sleek cocktail dresses that displayed their cleavage. Both girls wore four-inch spike heels, my favorite. We often held hands and stopped to kiss and hug. I found a street vendor selling flowers and bought each of my loves a gardenia that we wove into their hair. They both looked so pretty.
I had also promised Claire a beach walk, so near the Oceana Hotel that we were calling home while on the west coast, I found a route down slope to a parking area on the beach. Only a few cars remained since darkness had fallen on the landscape.
Ellen insisted, "I want to change out of my dress. The temperature is perfect, and I might even swim if the two of you will play lifeguard."
We didn't have bathing suits; however, after stripping away our outer layers of clothes, the girls' thongs and bras served as bikinis, and in dim light my black briefs might pass as the equivalent of a Speedo. In the reflected light from the street lights above on the Pacific Coast Highway, we walked down to Pacific Ocean and started to stroll north, the cool surf washing around our feet. As we walked, the last of the surfers passed us heading to the parking areas with surfboards in hand.
"The water is colder than I thought it would be," Claire proclaimed.
"I dare you to go in." Ellen loved to taunt our roommate and lover.
"Only if all of you come with me," Claire teased back.
Ellen yelled, "No clothes. Come on. Strip!" In seconds we had a very small pile of clothing on the sand: two bras, two thongs, and my briefs.
I grabbed both girl's hands and started to pulled them into the surf; "Come on. Let's do it. Quickly. Don't think about it."
We plunged into the surf as fast as we could. Based on my experience swimming in New England lakes and the Atlantic, I guessed the water temperature to be around sixty-five degrees. The water felt icy cold.
We all shrieked with bodily shock and excitement over our quick immersion in the Pacific.
"My God, this is cold!" Claire shouted as she dipped her body in up to her neck. "I can't stand it." She stood and ran in the water to shore, with Ellen and I close behind her. We laughed and huddled our bodies next to each other to try to regain the warmth we had so quickly lost in our less than thirty-second swim.
Ellen said, "Oh, you both can rub me all over any time you want." We were stroking each other's bodies with our hands that we had blown on to warm them. The cool hands on my cock were most stimulating in so many ways.
Claire leaned forward to Ellen; she bit and sucked on a nipple that the cold water had turned into a rigid nubble of dark flesh. Ellen held her friend's head close and moaned at the pleasure.
I took hold of the other nipple with my mouth, alternately sucking and blowing my hot breath on her mound and its feminine peak. Ellen held my head to her as well, and in only seconds she had changed from a shivering body to a woman in heat.
As we sucked her breasts, Ellen said, "I want you both -- sexually. I want to fuck right here on the beach. I want to taste Claire and feel your cock in my cunt." Ellen's hands dropped: one to Claire's breasts and the other to my rising Dick -- an appendage that the cold water had shrunk to a shadow of its normal self.
I looked around, and the beach in all directions seemed deserted. We were probably a half-mile from our car and the nearest parking. I thought it unlikely we'd have company at this hour without plenty of warning.
I extended my left hand to Ellen's pussy, slipping my middle fingers through her wetness to her warm slit -- wetness formed not only from our splash in the ocean, but also from her readiness for sex. I slid my fingers up into the full warmth of her vagina.
Ellen moaned and leaned to me for a passionate kiss. Her body twisted with desire as I stroked inside her.
I felt Claire's hand next to mine, and her fingers joined mine in penetrating her friend's cunt. We stroked, stretched, and prodded as we both rained kisses on Ellen. Ellen's body writhed in pleasure as she held onto the two of us as her body quaked. All this had happened so suddenly, in only seconds from our invitation for a passionate threesome.
I nudged Ellen into Claire's arms and watched as the two kissed with passion, their nude breasts rubbing against one another. I thought of the sensations they both must have felt with their ultra-sensitive nipples resulting from the cold water.
I moved behind Ellen and ben her over slightly. She bent forward and captured Claire's right breast with her mouth; I could her the initial slobbering sounds and Claire's gasp of pleasure. Before she'd gotten very far, I pushed my rigid cock into her slit from the back, slowly sinking full depth into her sheath.
A long moan escaped from Ellen as I slowly pistoned in and out of her body, yet I doubted she'd let Claire's nipple from the grasp of her lips. My hands wrapped around Ellen, partly to support the two of us, and to fondle her robust mounds. I pinched and twisted her breasts and nips from behind her. Ellen's head rested between Claire's breasts.
In mere seconds, Ellen announced, "Ooooh, I am so close to cuming ... don't stop ... I'm ... almost ... there. Nooooooooowwwww! Eeeemmmrrrrrgggghhhh." Her body shuddered and jerked with an out of control climax. I kept pumping into her as she came. Ellen's arms flailed for purchase lest she fall; Claire and I both struggled to support her naked body. We gradually lowered her to a kneeling position in the sand, the two of us joining her.
Claire and I sandwiched Ellen between us as Ellen flowed through the rest of her orgasm into her afterglow. "Oh that was so good ... so very, very good. The water. The stars. I love you both so much." Her voice had a surreal quality to it.



I felt Claire reach past Ellen's hip and grab my shaft still wet with Ellen's lubricating fluids. "I'm next. Will you do me here please ... and I want Ellen's wet cookie over my mouth." Claire lay back on the packed sand, pulling Ellen and me to her.
I watched as Ellen straddled Claire's head facing me; I moved to line up my tool with her cooch, pulling her legs over my own near my hips. Claire had a daring and dirty side to her, and I sensed she wanted us to play to that personality.
I pushed hard and rapidly into Claire: "How's that feel cunt? You like cock -- this cock driving up into you here in public? You want someone to come along and see what a slut you are -- putting out for your two friends on a public beach? Tell us what you like you cum dumpster."
Claire hadn't gotten into eating out Ellen yet, so she answered from beneath Ellen's crotch: "I love cock -- your cock -- maybe any cock as long as it's thrusting in and out of my body. Maybe some stranger will come along and fuck me while the two of you watch. Leave me full of your cum; he'll have sloppy seconds. Oh that would be so ... so fucking nice. I would hope he'd have a big long cock -- fat -- and give me a few orgasms."
Claire's voice went mute as Ellen lowered her love box into Claire's mouth. I could hear the first slurps of cunt juice and saliva mixing.
Claire's pussy was flush with her juices; even in the dim light I could see how wet and shiny her box made my cock. I pounded into Claire, even putting her legs over my shoulders as I made love to her -- rough love. Occasionally, I would slap at her butt or a breast, not to hurt but to stimulate and excite. Even as she ate out Ellen, I reached up and held my hand around Claire's neck, the move a possible threat yet daring her to survive our assault on her body.
Claire loved it. I babbled more dirty talk at her, and at Ellen.
A far-off motion near the water's edge caught my eye. I tensed but continued to oscillate my hips into Claire. The motion turned out to be a couple walking along the edge of the water, holding hands. My night vision is acute, so I'd seen them before they spotted our shadows and forms in the dim light.
The man stopped, and even at the distance -- maybe a hundred feet -- I heard him whisper to his partner, "Look, over there. Quiet." He pointed in our direction, and her eyes came and locked onto our forms. They watched motionless as I continued to fuck Claire, and as Claire continued to eat out Ellen. I fondled Ellen's breasts occasionally, also using my mouth on her tits.
After several minutes, I watched the couple move closer, enough so there was no mistake we could see them and vice versa. I whispered their presence to Ellen, and she just smiled at me, and ground her cunt into Claire's mouth. The woman was pretty, wore glasses, and had a slim body. He appeared muscular, but past his prime. The couple appeared a mis-matched pair: he in his fifties, and she in her twenties, even younger than Ellen.
As I watched, and the couple could tell I'd seen them, she removed the bra of her bikini and then pulled his bathing suit down and off his legs. She tossed both items of clothing up onto dry sand, and then knelt at the edge of the chilly surf and initiated a blowjob on her companion. He was torn between watching the three of us, and watching his cock slide into his partner's mouth.
The pair alternately watched us or engaged in fellatio. I received signals from Claire that she was nearing orgasm. Ellen just continued to purr as Claire's tongue did its magic on her clit. I reached down with one hand and started to rub circles around Claire's clitoris. Claire's entire body jerked and jumped beneath us. I heard a muffled "Oh, fuck!" from between Ellen's legs.
Claire started panting, and then spoke, "I'm about to ... explode ... fuck ... mmmeeeeeeee!" Her orgasms rocked the west coast. Her insides spasmed, and my cock surged my juices deep inside her. Her vaginal muscles twitched over and over again, milking my seed from me -- and I gave generously.
Fifty feet away in the dim light, I heard the man moan, "Oh, babe. I'm there ... I'm there." The girl didn't slow or stop; her head kept moving on his cock, slowing only when I guessed from his posture that he'd started to spew his cum into her gullet. He held her head, threw his head back, and the pair moaned loudly.
Ellen had latched onto my cock as I'd watched the couple finish their moment of sex. She inhaled my pipe, and I felt her tongue swirling around the head and my mushroom cap capturing each molecule of my semen and Claire's vaginal juices. When she finished she looked up at me and smiled.
I stood, and helped Claire and Ellen up. We brushed the sand off each other.
When I looked at our nearby couple, the man was retrieving his swimsuit and her bra, but she walked to us almost nude with a sexy sway to her hips. She came right up to me; I marveled at her small breasts with large oval shaped areola with thimble-size nipples.
The woman spoke softly, "You must be a very amazing man that I will fantasize about the rest of my life." She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me tenderly, our lips sensing and enjoying in a kiss that lasted at least half-a-minute. This woman made my blood boil despite having just cum with two lovers.
After our kiss, our mystery woman repeated the kiss with Claire and then with Ellen. She said softly, "The two of you are beautiful, even from where we stood we could see the love between all of you. I would so have enjoyed being made love to by the three of you -- maybe some other time. Sweet goodnights to you, and may our paths cross again."
With that she turned and walked back to her partner. She slid into the bra he offered to her, and the pair turned away and walked away into the darkness.
To be continued.
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Chapter 07Nicaragua, movie making, kidnapping, rescue, and sex
A machine gun fired at us from an overhead helicopter. Along the ground, the pock marks each bullet made exploded in line closely parallel to where we were running in a zig-zap pattern. I thought of all the training I'd had when I joined the Special Forces, much of it training for just a situation such as this.
Barry Peters and I had just grabbed Jill Dane's hands and raced for cover in a dilapidated adobe hut. Just as we neared the building, the front door disintegrated in an explosive hail of bullets from the gunship as it made another sweep towards us. We veered away from the hut.
I turned away from Jill and Barry and let them keep running; I raised the automatic weapon I had slung over my body, took careful aim, and fired round after round at the helicopter -- defying death as their bullets rained down around me. I could see the long tongues of flame sprouting from the muzzle of my weapon as I fired.
Almost immediately a burst of smoke started to emerge from the aircraft's engine compartment, and the flight path got erratic. I kept firing as the bird turned and fled away from us. Just over the tree line, the helicopter sank out of sight into the trees. Seconds later a huge fireball rose into the sky, indicative of a fiery crash from which no one on the helicopter could survive.
I lowered the rifle just as Jill flowed into my arms and passionately kissed me. We had one of our little make out sessions that we loved so much. Jill was really getting into it, driving her tongue deep into my mouth, and for that matter I enjoyed her expression of joy too much because I could feel the quickening in my fatigues. Finally, Jill pulled away, and looked at me with tears in her eyes -- tears of joy at being saved from death. We held the position for several seconds.
"CUT!"
Mark Ang came racing across the clearing to Barry, Jill, and me with a smile on his face from ear to ear. "That was some of the best acting I've ever seen. I think we got perfect shots on every camera." He turned to a telephoto camera hidden in a palm tree that had been focused on my face and my defensive fire at the helicopter. The cameraman gave Mark a thumbs-up and a big smile. So did the cameraman on an elevated hoist just off the edge of the clearing.
Mark grabbed a walkie-talkie off his belt and spoke into it; "That's it, Ronaldo. We're through with the helicopter for today. I think our footage is superb."
In the distance, where the helicopter supposedly crashed, we could hear the whap-whap-whap of the rotors as the bird started to rise, like the Phoenix, into the skies again. After achieving a safe altitude over the trees, the aircraft did a low pass over our clearing. We could see the 'gun men' in the open door merrily waving at us. The rented helicopter turned and headed north to the Agusto Cesar Sandino International Airport -- the airport serving Managua, Masaya, and Granada in Nicaragua. The cast, film crew, extras, and equipment vans were all parked nearby but out of site, including the luxurious motorhomes some of us used as our temporary homes at the remote film location. We were in a field surrounded by trees on a set the crew had built a month earlier near the small Nicaraguan town of Los Campos -- a picturesque village with fruit orchards nearby. In the background in every direction lay the remnants of volcanos, a staple of the Nicaraguan landscape.
Our movie,Pressure Limit, had entered its fourth month of shooting under the direction of Mark Ang, one of Sony Studios up and coming directors. We were ahead of plan and below budget, something that would score big points for us, particularly Ang.
Jill flowed into my arms and kissed me again, a habit she'd adopted several months ago; "My hero. You saved me from all those nasty men in that whirlybird machine." She used her falsetto and innocent woman voice more likely heard in an 1880's play than in our movie; she played the role well. We all laughed, and I waved my rifle in the air; a rifle rigged to only shoot blanks -- it couldn't even be loaded with real ammunition.
Mark looked around and said, "The sun's getting a little low in the sky. We could shoot some of the interior shots in the hut where you discover the drugs, but our outdoor shots are done for the day."
I shrugged and said, "OK, let's do it." Jill and Barry looked ready too. We liked to be busy doing filming instead of standing around rehearsing lines, doing makeup, or anything else. Our 'Let's work' attitude contributed to our ahead of schedule and budget status. For the next two hours, we did various shots inside the fake adobe building; part of each side of the building could be folded away for camera access.
In one scene inside the hut, I happen to kick a chair out of the way in frustration at not finding 'the goods.' Beneath the chair, I spotted a metal ring that when pulled opened to a burial pit full of bales of cocaine. Of course, the bales were actually flour carefully bricked in clear wrap by the stage crew to look like what everyone now assumed a kilo of uncut cocaine would look like. I would use a knife to stab one of the bales, dampen a finger, and put a slight taste of the white powder to my tongue, thereby confirming to my colleagues that we had found the mother load of cocaine and had closed off a major drug highway out of South America to North America. The crash of the helicopter had sealed the deal. Good guys win; bad guys lose.
Mark got about twenty separate sequences from us; we only had to re-shoot three of them. We had the script down really well, and knew each other well enough to anticipate lines and reactions from one another as we improvised through part of the dialogue.
"That's it for today," Mark advised. "We're out of good outside light entirely, even light coming in the windows. We'll pick up tomorrow on those shots we skipped earlier where you're following the foot trails through the trees."
An entire work crew moved in and clustered around us. Several people dabbed at our faces to remove some of the makeup we wore. As that happened, Barry, Jill, and I passed our outer clothing off to three staff members from wardrobe. We'd each learned to wear a bathing suit under our clothing anyway because the heat and humidity were so oppressive in the afternoons. Jill's shapely body emerged from the tight shorts that showed off her sexy legs, and two different vests. Under the khaki shirt that had been unbuttoned almost to her navel, she wore nothing. Everyday, the entire cast eagerly awaited this time of day when she passed over all of her clothes, ending in only the monokini. For a few brief seconds, everyone got to view her splendid orbs and their magnificent areolas and nips. I always got hard, and she knew it. This time I got a wink from her, and she jiggled her breasts for my benefit.
A stage hand gave her a large towel that she draped around her shoulders. With her long blond hair, both hung down her front and loosely covered her breasts. I wondered if we'd have another sex-filled night. Even with Claire and Ellen working on the set and available at night, I seldom minded a good fuckfest with Jill and a few others; Claire and Ellen always enjoyed themselves too. We were an oversexed bunch of movie stars and assistants.
Jill rejoined Barry and me; "Tonight, after dinner, my trailer. I am horny and need just what you guys have hanging around." She reached down with one hand and rubbed the lump in Barry's pants, still evident from the gawk he'd enjoyed when seeing her exposed tits.
"We'll be there," I stated with a smile.
When we were staying at a shoot location as remote as this Mark arranged meals to be catered to us. Tonight, with the temperatures hovering in the high eighties, a buffet table had been spread out with salads, a roast pig complete with an apple in its mouth, and a slew of vegetables and desserts. I worried about gaining weight. A well-stocked free bar also opened up after shooting had been completed. We got ourselves drinks, and sat on new picnic benches for conversation.
Jill continued to tantalize everyone with the flashes of her breasts she allowed as she'd turn back and forth during our conversation. Barry and I sat in our Speedos, the lumps in our suits evident as usual. Nudity or partial nudity on the set apparently wasn't unusual. Even some of the female crew wore loose clothing that allowed more than occasional peaks at their bodies. The heat almost mandated a casual approach to exposure.
Claire and Ellen came to the buffet from their other duties on the set. Each got a glass of wine and joined in the discussion. They each wore the briefest of shorts, and a short-sleeved khaki shirt with the Sony logo embroidered on the left breast pocket. Everyday I asked one or the other of them, 'What do you call the other one?' and I always got the same groan in response. Their shirts were unbuttoned almost entirely revealing their braless cleavage and assets too. At my request each of them had gotten a shirt a size too small; with most buttons undone the shirt pulled tightly across their beautiful chests and let a lot of exciting skin show. The curve and fullness of their assets showed to those that cared to look -- and that turned out to be most of the crew and cast.
We sat around in the darkness drinking after dinner. Many of the support crew had piled into two buses for the trip back into Granada and their nighttime quarters. A dozen of us opted to stay at the site and sleep there --sleep and other things.
The site had a few armed guards that patrolled the site. This part of Nicaragua was supposed to be 'safe' from the remaining ardent Sandinistas or Ortega's vigilantes. Our guards were from out of the country and neutral to any of the local causes.

* * * * *"My God, James, how do you have the stamina to keep doing that to me. Fuck! I've never had so many orgasms in my life as when you're fucking me."
Jill Danes praise for my evening's performance sat well with my ego; something I kept trying to subdue. At that moment, she lay on the edge of the couch in her trailer, mostly under me -- nude, her legs spread and pulled back near her chest, so I had maximum access, and my cock could go as deep as possible. My cock had augured into her to maximum depth several times in the past minute, each time resulting in Jill gasping for breath before pleading me to go faster and harder.
I told her, "And you, Miss Danes, have one of the most comfortable and sexy cunts in the western world." I jammed my cock into her again, and she gasped and moaned. Each time I'd slid into her I had felt the muscles on the wall of her love sheath ripple and try to hold onto me, heightening the stimulation for both of us. Jill had what many called a 'snapping pussy.'
Jill said in a soft voice, "Well, Mr. Mellon, isn't it about time you filled my little hole with a gallon of that white spunk juice you distribute so well and in such generous quantities."
"If you insist, Miss Danes." To the sound of her groans, I sped up my thrusts into her vagina until my hips became a blur to those watching. I could keep this up indefinitely, thanks to training in Tantric sex that a dear friend in Florida had taught me, or I could acknowledge my own needs for release and do exactly as Jill asked: fill her pussy with a large amount of jism.
Jill's eyes rolled up in her head as I started my staccato pounding into her cunt. "Oh fuck ... Oh ... Oh ... Oh ... Oh ... Oh ..." She went on and on, each sound rising in pitch and intensity as I brought her nearer and nearer to the 'Big O' as she called it. This cum would be especially intense for her unless she was immune to what I'd learned about her responses.
"OH, FUCK ... ME!" Jill screamed, as she grabbed at my shoulders and used her legs to wrap around me and jerk me into her body.
I had allowed my own orgasm to approach as well, so as she came my jets of cum started to surge from my body into hers. The first few shots were the most intense and carried the most fluid. I hadn't stopped pumping, but my pace had slowed. Even as I continued to cum -- as did Jill -- my fucking motions started to whip up a white froth in her well-fucked pussy.
When I maxed out on my own sensitivity, I yanked my cock out of Jill, pulling some of the cum with me. The fluids immediately started to gush from Jill's cunt in what looked like white suds --- drippy but with lots of small bubbles. My sharp withdrawal made Jill writhe and cum again, maybe at a lesser intensity.
Jill looked at me through half-closed and glazed over eyes, "My God, you fuck well. No one else can do that to me. I am your devoted slave for life so long as you do this to me a dozen times every day."
I put on my fake cowboy drawl I called on frequently, "Why ma'am, we are just a doing the best we can with what we have to work with. You give me a lot to work with." I reached up and gently twisted her left nipple -- a tit so erect I thought it might be painful for her. Jill moaned and writhed into my groin again, moving her hips to recapture the cock I'd extracted from her.
I caught my own breath, not immune to the energy I had just used to satisfy my leading lady and co-star.
Across the room of the expandable motorhome, Claire had her face buried in Ellen's cunt, her tongue working to bring yet another orgasm into the room. In her own pussy, Claire had a vibrating egg inserted; Ellen had the control to the device in her right hand and as Claire lapped at her privates she'd adjust the frequency or intensity of the egg's vibrations. Thus, both of them were writhing, twisting, and moving their hips in a highly sexual manner.
"Anyone over there want sloppy seconds," I said as I offered up Jill's sodden pussy.
Ellen looked at me through her half-eyes and nodded in the affirmative. I gestured for her to come across the small space between us and 'do' Jill. Claire let up her ministrations, and I saw Ellen turn off the control for the egg.
Both girls came over and knelt by Jill and me. Claire grabbed my cock since she was closest, and swallowed the still erect shaft. I no longer needed cleaning; she'd taken care of that with one gulp.
Ellen locked her mouth on Jill's cunt, tongue in motion, as she sucked the fluids from her cunt. After Claire had turned her attention to Jill, she tapped Ellen on the shoulder. Ellen pulled away and started a French kiss with Claire, the two of them immediately snowballing my cum and Jill's girl juice between them. Ellen moved up and repeated the process with Jill who welcomed the lewd activity.
As Ellen and Jill mixed it up, Claire smiled enigmatically and came to me, thrusting the last of the snowball she had kept into my mouth for us to share. I played the game with her to her delight, our tongues dancing back and forth into each other's mouth as the cum, Jill's juice, and the saliva from Ellen and Claire gradually disappeared.
Claire finally announced, "Oh that is so fucking hot. I love doing that. I'm not sure there's anybody I'd do it with, but you inspire me. I love you." We locked into a wild kiss again.
When we were sated and somewhat exhausted, I asked Jill, "Hey, where's Barry? I thought he wanted a piece of you tonight?"
Jill said in a dreamy voice, "He's in his motorhome fucking that cute little Spanish script girl he's taken a shine to. She may kill him before tomorrow, she looked that horny for his cock as they walked back after dinner." Our motorhomes were a short distance from the filming site so they wouldn't show up in any of the exposures.
Jill shifted around and slowly stood, putting a hand on Ellen's shoulder to steady herself. "Oh, I am so royally fucked ... and I am so smelly and cum soaked, I've got to take a shower. Do you all want to sleep over here ... no wait, I already know the answer -- the three of you like to be exclusive when you sleep together. I think that's so sweet. Go ahead, I'll tidy up here and go to bed."
Ellen and Claire stood and slid into their shorts, tucking their thongs into a pocket. The shirts went on, but left unbuttoned around their taut breasts. Boots on, and then we were out the door to go to our motorhome. I picked up my clothes, and slipped on my briefs and boots.
In the shadows, I saw one of the guards on patrol. If he saw us he didn't acknowledge. We passed Barry's motorhome, and chuckled as we heard the moaning and feminine shrieks of pleasure from the bedroom end of the home.
We went into our own motorhome, and soon both girls stripped and headed for the postage stamp-sized shower-bath combination. I had to pee, so I told Ellen, "I'm going outside to pee; back in two minutes." I tossed the rest of my clothes onto the couch, and went outside.
I didn't want to pee near the motorhomes so I walked about fifty feet to the edge of the clearing, faced the trees, and started to relieve myself. At that instant, I heard a scuffle, and groan from near Jill's trailer, and then a repeat from behind me, and then several other sounds I could tell were hand-to-hand combat.
I thought to myself, 'Fuck, here I am defenseless.' I started to head back to our motorhome, when I felt a knife at my back. "No move, Señor." I froze, slowly raising my open hands.

* * * * *The activity I detected came from Jill's motorhome. I heard her scream and then silence, except for brief banging and scuffling sounds. Since I hadn't been stabbed outright, I assumed I was not the main target of whatever raid had started. Maybe the young man behind me in the dark hadn't recognized me in the darkness.
Even in the dim light coming from a few safety lights the crew left on all night, I could see two other men carrying a small body between them -- Jill. She seemed unconscious as her head sagged. The trio disappeared into the woods on the opposite side of the parking lot we were in.
The man behind me poked me with the knife, "You no move, Señor, and you live a long time. Get on ground."
I followed his instructions and lay face down with my arms outstretched. I'd been taught this submissive posture decades earlier in the Special Forces. While it took you out of the fight, it also announced to your attacker that you were no further threat and would live a day longer to even the score.
I sensed the young man move away from me. After thirty seconds, I looked around just in time to see three more young men run in the trees exactly where Jill had been taken. No one was near me.
I bolted for the door to my motorhome, jerking open the door. Claire and Ellen both stood near the bedroom drying themselves from their quick shower. I was covered in dirt; the two looked at me strangely. I blurted out, "Jill's been kidnapped by Lord knows who. I was held at knife point, but whomever they were, I wasn't their target. The guards must be gone or out of commission."



As I talked, I kicked off my boots, jumped into my jeans, and threw on a dark shirt. I grabbed a pair of socks, thought for a second and stuck them into a pocket; boots back on and in less than a minute I bolted for the door. I said to Claire over my shoulder, "Lock this door, and don't open it up for anyone -- and I mean anyone but me."
I slammed out of the van, and beat on the side of Barry Peter's motorhome. He appeared at the door seconds later, naked with an equally naked dark-skinned girl behind him. I spoke, "Jill's been abducted. Get dressed. Call the police in Granada and the others at the hotel there. Warn them. Get some action." He nodded in understanding and turned to get dressed. As I left I told them, "And lock your door."
I circled our van and saw the bodies of two of our guards. I guessed the others were equally disabled or dead.
I cut through the kitchen area and grabbed several sharp knives. I found a flashlight, but verbally reminded myself not to use it at full brightness -- a stupid move at best if I were in pursuit of Jill's captors.
I raced across the parking area to the spot where I'd seen the men disappear with Jill. Sure enough, there was a narrow but discernible trail there. I started into the woods slowly, quickly finding not only near darkness, but also silence -- a silence that told me the men were much deeper into the woods or even gone completely by now.
I covered the flashlight with a sock and gave only a brief flash of light now and then to confirm the trail. Fresh footprints evidenced the fleeing men, and fortunately no blood. I have two assets that served me well in the Special Forces: acute hearing and acute night vision. I put both to use, as I crept through the woods.
Eventually, the trailed opened up into a field with an orchard to one side. On the far side of the open field, I saw a small fire and several flashlights moving around. I ran for the light, keeping low to the ground. I fell several times on the uneven ground but rolled with the event.
As I neared the lights, I could make out six men and a beat-up pickup truck. Two of the men carried rifles, and the others appeared unarmed -- except for knives as I'd experienced. I reminded myself that there were no winners in a knife fight, and then moved closer.
I could hear the men talking and arguing in Spanish, damning my lack of Spanish language skills. I could occasionally make out the word 'Señora' that I did know and that I took to mean Jill. The men were gathered around a small fire about fifty feet from the truck; five were sitting and one standing. A bottle of liquid courage was being passed around.
I circled the sextet, staying well outside their sight range. I wanted to see what was in the truck. When I got the truck between me and the men, I bee-lined for the vehicle. In the flatbed of the truck I found Jill, still unconscious, but apparently alive. Regrettably, I couldn't just grab Jill and run back to camp with her over my shoulder.
Jill's hands and feet were bound in duct tape; a strip also had been placed over her mouth. Staying out of sight I leaned into the truck with a knife in one hand and slit the tape around her hands and feet. As I did she started to move.
Jill's eyes blinked open clearly displaying her fear. She looked at me in the dim firelight. I held my hand up to warn her not to speak; a finger to my lips as well. She instantly got the message and nodded. I pointed at the men and held up six fingers. I also made a motion for her to just stay put and feign unconsciousness. I slipped away.
Step one was to keep them from leaving the area -- once they drove away with Jill I might never see her again -- alive. I slipped under the truck and drove one of the knives I'd carried into each of the right side tires -- the ones farthest away from the men and the fire. I did it on the inside of the tires under the truck to avoid detection of obvious sabotage. I left the knives in so there'd be no great hiss of escaping air. The truck settled slowly until the two tires on that side were flat.
Step two, I had to disable the men. I backed away from the truck until I found the edge of the clearing they were in -- a farm field. Predictably, there were various piles of stones raked from the fields along the edge of the field. I found several softball-sized chunks of granite and returned to the bed of the truck, reaching in and giving them to Jill. I pointed to my head. She knew what to do.
Back at the rocks I'd found, I filled my socks with smaller stones until I had two saps or blackjacks.
Next, I gaged the shortest distance to the woods from where the men sat. Fortunately, it wasn't in the direction of the truck. I moved into woods at that spot and waited.
Good things come to those that wait. I can remember an instructor for my Special Forces unit pounding that into our heads. I squatted, watched, and waited ... and waited.
Predictably, one of the men eventually needed to piss, apparently just before they drove off with Jill. He stood and walked in my direction, away from his friends at the fire. I'd anticipated his route.
He found a tree, unbuttoned his trousers, and started to urinate. Behind him, I wound up and swung one of the socks loaded with rocks. When I had adequate momentum, I reached forward and the socks connected with the man's occipital bone with a sickening hard whap and the sharp sound of the rocks in the sock clunking together.
The man slumped forward totally unconscious. Based on what I'd learned in my training, he'd be out for at least fifteen to thirty minutes. I'd hit him hard -- real hard.
A glance back at the fire told me the other men remained unaware of the plight of their comrade.
Crouch and wait. Crouch and wait.
One of the other men finally rose and moved in my direction. He entered the copse and almost immediately saw his friend on the ground next to the tree he'd chosen as his urinary target. He bent to awaken what he probably thought was his drunken buddy, and he too slipped into a painful unconsciousness as my bludgeon slammed into the back of his skull. This time I heard a terrible crunching sound.
The remaining men at the fire had heard the sound. "Jorge? Jorge?" One of the men shouted.
No reply.
"Carlos? Carlos?"
No reply.
One man said several sentences in Spanish, and the men seemed to relax. I slipped back to the truck.
One of the men with a rifle walked to the back of the truck, no doubt to check on Jill. She would have been unconscious about thirty minutes by now, and probably coming awake.
He leaned over the side of the truck and prodded her body with his free hand. Jill struck out as though a snake poised to strike at its prey. She held the rock I'd given her in one hand and slammed it into the man's face as hard as she could.
The man screamed, dropped the rifle, and his hands went up to his bloody face. He wasn't unconscious until the sock in my left hand slammed into the back of his head seconds after Jill's strike.
The other three men scrambled up from where they sat by the fire and ran towards the truck. One carried a rifle, but by the time they'd mustered I had the dropped rifle in my hands and a round in the chamber.
Without blinking, I checked the weapon, an old M16 that had seen better days. I aimed and fired at the legs of one of the men rushing at us. Blood spurted from the entry wound in his thigh, and the man fell screaming in pain.
The other man with a rifle stopped and started to raise the gun at me; I shot him in the chest at a range of twenty feet; from what I knew, he died instantly. The third man stopped and looked at the carnage on either side of him; he put his hands up and started to back away from me. I gestured with the muzzle of the gun for him to lie on the ground -- no translation needed; he dove for the ground.
Behind me, inside the truck's flatbed, I heard Jill say, "Holy shit! You killed him. Oh my God, you killed him -- you shot him in the chest. You shot the other man too -- oh, my God, he's bleeding badly. Oh, shit. Oh, shit." I could hear the near hysterical edge in her voice. She was barely holding it together. With one hand on the rifle, I used the other to help Jill get down from the truck bed. I gave her a hug and felt the trembling in her small frame.
I secured the site. At my instruction, Jill found the duct tape and some rope in the truck. One by one I bound the men starting with the conscious one first. He seemed relieved that I didn't shoot him. I had the one I'd shot in the leg stem his bleeding with his shirt as a tourniquet, and then I taped his hands together behind him. I could see a shard of bone at the edge of his wound; he wouldn't need his feet tied -- he couldn't walk. The three unconscious men were bound or tied next; I dragged each of them to the truck so the six of them were together and were easy to guard.
I checked Jill's head. She'd been cold-cocked by the butt end of the rifle on the left side of her head. I could see the bruise it had left, and the impression of the rifle butt on her skin. She complained of a headache, and I hoped it wasn't a concussion although in that location it would be hard to avoid. The head is more delicate than most people think.
I explained to Jill how to find the trail back to camp and gave her the flashlight. We took the shoes off one of the unconscious men, and she wore those since she had been carried to the site barefoot. She was also nude under the trench coat the men had wrapped her in. Jill took off across the field to fetch help. Somehow she felt compelled to run. The first light of dawn had started to shade the black night sky.

* * * * *We lost the next day of movie making because of all the police, news people, and even people from Sony that flew in. I guess the Policia had friends in the media, because right behind the authorities that arrived in the morning twilight came the press -- the paparazzi, even several American reporters. I guessed it was a slow news week. Shortly after dawn, most of film crew trooped through the woods to the clearing where I had found the six men. The corpses of four of our guards, and severe wounding of several others attested to the ruthlessness of the kidnappers; the remaining guards had been knocked unconscious.
The Policia found from some of the living abductors that they knew Jill Dane was a well-known celebrity, and from the newspapers our film location, so they thought they would capture her and get a ransom for the 'Famous Film Lady.' She had been a specific target; they found publicity pictures of Jill in the truck. One officer who spoke broken English explained to me that the young men were thugs in the area with a known bad reputation.
While I thought the policia left a lot to be desired in terms of thoroughness, I agreed with the conclusions they jumped to, particularly since it absolved me of being detained or of any arrest or prosecution for what I had done to the men, including two deaths.
I had killed one man outright with a shot to his chest. Another had died because of the head wound I inflicted with the rocks in the sock. Two others had severe concussions and would have headaches for a long time. I doubted they had a lot of aspirin in a Nicaraguan prison. I had shattered another man's femur with a rifle shot. The man who surrendered was the only unscathed one of the lot. The police told me that he described me a the devil incarnate.
The kidnappers who were alive were placed one each in four police vehicles and taken away to jail and medical treatment. I offered to appear in court; however, the head of the local Policia waved his hand dismissively. He didn't believe my testimony would be needed inasmuch as the evidence against the six men was so strong, including Jill's identification of three of the men that had burst into her motorhome. Based on his comments, I figured out really fast that the justice system in that country worked a little different from the one in the U.S.
That left only the press to deal with.
From the time they arrived in the small field, the photographers had started to take pictures of me and everything else around, including the dead men, and those I had bound and tied -- even in the dim dawn. There were still photos as well as video on constantly.
Jill came back to the field driven by some of the armed police. She'd put on a peasant dress so she looked like an innocent woman the men had tried to take advantage of instead of the nymphomaniac vamp I knew she could be. A doctor from the American Embassy was part of the entourage; he gave us the good news that she didn't have a concussion, just a bad bruise. She too became the target of the photographers. We promised them a press conference soon. Thus, at noon after working all morning with the detectives, Mark, Jill and I held an impromptu news conference near the pickup truck I'd disabled. Barry Peter's cute girlfriend from the night before was bilingual and served as our interpreter.
Jill told her story to the press, and I followed with mine. Jill described how she had just finished her shower and was drying herself when the men burst into her motorhome with knives and a rifle. She grabbed a raincoat to cover herself, but not before the lead man had 'copped a feel' as she put it. I told the press about being stopped outside my own motorhome and being made to lie face down in the dirt, seeing Jill's abduction as the kidnapper's exited from the clearing where our vans stood. I skipped the part about needing to take a pee in the woods. I briefly described my background as a Green Beret, and then blow-by-blow took them through the steps I took to locate the men and disable them.
Jill spoke and described me as the greatest hero in her life; she pledged her undying love for me in the process, calling me an old friend whose courage and heroic powers she had not known of before that day. I had become her prince in shining armor. She kept using glowing adjectives about me, to the point where I blushed and told her to tone it down. The media ate up all that stuff; the stenographers could barely keep up with her words.
Mark Ang, our movie director forPressure Limit, fielded a few questions about the movie, why they'd picked this site to film -- a good question, and how the attack would impact the movie. After that we ended our panel, and we walked back to the motorhomes at our film site. Behind us, two hearses from the local coroner's office were collecting the two bodies I'd left. The ghouls with the cameras photographed and taped loading the two dead men into the vehicles, and their exit from the field.
Mark assembled the entire film crew and cast -- everyone -- in front of the makeshift hut we'd been filming at the day before. He announced that we would not sleep overnight or work in the dark at the film site again. He had already arranged for some of the motorhomes in our caravan to be driven to Granada mainly with our luggage. They would be parked adjacent to the Granada Hotel and Spa, but we would not sleep in them; we'd sleep in the hotel under continuous armed guard -- guards he guaranteed would be more alert and vigilant that the previous ones. He also introduced a new Head of Security; a man whose profile resembled a large block of granite; he talked about new security precautions both during filming and when we were 'off duty.' We had another week in Nicaragua to finish filming at this part of the film, and we would be well protected.

* * * * *Late that evening, I didn't hear the timid knock on my door as I worked on the movie script on one of the two beds in our room; the knock was so soft. On the other bed, a very naked Ellen caught my eye and pointed to the door; she lay in bed reading -- Claire sat next to her in transparent light blue baby doll pajamas working on her laptop. The room was hot and didn't invite sleeping. In my briefs, I unlocked and opened my hotel door; Jill stood there with a forlorn look on her face. My new personal bodyguard and hers stood behind her -- wearing bullet proof vests and looking like large blocks of granite; Jill had on the same trench coat she'd been kidnapped in.
"I can't ... It's just ... Oh, please let me sleep with you guys tonight. Please. I don't want to be alone." She had tears in her eyes and reached for me just as I invited her in. The two guards smirked. They already knew I'd retired for the night with my two younger and beautiful 'assistants.' Now, eat your hearts out, one of the hottest movie stars in the world also wanted a piece of me. I smirked back and shut the door. I wondered if that little episode would end up in some scandal sheet. It didn't.
Jill hurled herself into my arms and held on for dear life. She was trembling and crying. I had apparently under-estimated the effect of the prior nights abduction on her. All day, she had been cool, calm, and collected, even through our group dinner in the hotel's restaurant. I really had believed she had found a way to blow the whole episode off as a crazy night and nothing more.
Jill starting sobbing into my chest as she hugged me. Ellen and Claire came over and surrounded the distressed woman. After a couple of minutes, her pent up stress seemed to drain from her body, and Jill allowed Claire to help her remove her coat. Beneath the long coat, she wore a scoop neck pink silk camisole that flared into a very short skirt of the same material. The little outfit left little to my imagination.
Claire pulled Jill into my bed and arranged Jill so she reclined between Claire's legs with her back to Claire's torso -- Claire wrapped her arms around her and hug her. I lay against one side of Jill; Ellen's nude body spooned against Jill from the other side. I dimmed the lights. We wrapped our arms around Jill from all directions. We kept whispering words of solace and comfort to her -- words of safety, protection, and security.
Occasionally, Jill would break out sobbing for no particular reason. She was in shock. After shuddering, she finally quieted down, psychic exhaustion took over, and she fell asleep in our arms. The three of us slept holding her all night.

* * * * *After a long quiet spell about Hollywood in the media, punctuated only by another Lindsay Lohan's DUI charge and series of court appearances, the abduction of Hollywood's hottest female star -- Jill Danes -- hit the media like a nuclear explosion inside a doll house.
Every reputable newspaper, magazine, and newscast, as well as all the scandal sheets, had Jill and me on the cover. The headlines of some told the whole story:
Mellon Rescues Danes From Death Danes Saved by Country Music Costar Mellon Is Better Than Rambo Don't Mess With Mellon Dane's Abduction Foiled by Death-Defying Costar Jim Mellon Foils Kidnapping of Jill DanesThey went on and on, everyone slightly different from the previous one. Some magazines proclaimed they had exclusive interviews with the two of us, only to repeat -- with some inaccuracies -- what Jill and I had told the assembly of the paparazzi in the impromptu news conference in that Nicaraguan field the same day I rescued Jill.
People magazine devoted a dozen pages to the kidnapping and rescue. They had the best picture spread too, even with shots of the two bodies covered in tarps. Dozens of other pictures in their coverage also showed Jill and me at the site, talking to the police, at the news conference, and pointing to various areas of the site for the other paparazzi or the police. Every supermarket tabloid had us splashed across the cover with other salacious headlines about aliens helping me or sea monsters actually doing the abduction.
In Hollywood parlance, this was a 'Really, Really, Really Big Deal!'



I couldn't believe how fast the news traveled.
More and more American reporters showed up at our film sites by the hour; no doubt flown in by private jet. The media seemed to be sparing no expense to get some coverage on this. Mark had to hire addition security to keep them at bay and to keep them from wandering into our filming. Jill and I agreed with Sony that we would give 'official' interviews toET, Extra, People, US, andHollywood Today. Reuters and the Associated Press would be allowed to sit in on two of the interviews, as well as La Prensa, the leading Nicaraguan newspaper.
In a brief lull the afternoon of the kidnapping, Mark gave me his satellite phone, and I called Crystal in Russia -- the locale for part of the movie she was filming. Amazingly, I got through to her on the first try. The more I described the kidnap and rescue to her, the more frantic she got about my well-being. I kept reassuring her that I'd come out of the whole thing unscathed except for a dirty t-shirt. Ellen talked to her sister too, confirming that all was good. Eventually, Crystal calmed down, but then she started babbling to me about how much she loved me and didn't want me to do anything dangerous ever again in my whole life. I wasn't quite sure what was going on in Moscow, where I'd found her doing her film, but I could tell she wanted to get home and be with me. My guessed that the fascination with her hunky co-star George Rinard had worn off and he'd become human.
Both our movies were ahead of schedule. Crystal and I could have taken a week's holiday in the middle of filming and met somewhere; instead, we opted to push through the filming and then take our time off without the prospect of having to return to either Russia or Central America to continue our movies. I had asked her on the satellite call, "Does what happened make you want to change your mind and come over?"
She thought, "Yes and no. I want to see you so badly, but I don't want to come back here after -- that would break my heart to leave you again. I think we have about three more weeks, and I'm done -- really done with this one. What do you think?"
"I can wait it out. We'll need to do something special with each other. Think of what you'd like to do -- where we could go. Hanging around Nashville doesn't seem special, but I guess that'd be our starting point to reconnect."
We agreed to wait until our films were over, mostly because of the anticipation and our desire to be together for more than just a week when we were together.
As we went into the following week after the abduction, our film locale had at least fifty members of the press hanging around our film locations all the time. I felt sorry for them, but we stuck to our various plans for limited interviews and filming in the remote location. I know we were getting photographed with those huge telephoto lenses, so Jill, Claire, Ellen, and I all tried to behave ourselves in public. So did the other stars like Barry Peters and his pequeña Spanish girlfriend -- Maria.
Barry talked Maria into playing in some of our swap games, and she took to them like a duck to water. Whenever we got together at the hotel Maria proved insatiable until the rest of us had each given her an earth-moving orgasm. She reminded me in many ways of Nadia, so much so that I arranged to have flowers sent to Nadia from Ellen, Claire, and me so she knew we hadn't forgotten her.
Many of the women on the set made a point to flirt with me too. Besides, the ones I had to work with on wardrobe or makeup, other women came by, gave me a seductive smile, perhaps dragged a finger along my square jaw, and offered an invitation to 'visit' if I got lonely. I'd first been through something like this over a year earlier on my road trip through Pennsylvania when I'd rescued a farmer from his burning barn; the females of the home I had stayed at went out of their way to make themselves available -- an opportunity I didn't turn down.
Our sex lives suffered little with the 24-7 presence of the paparazzi. The daytime bed hopping between trailers that we'd been doing slowed, as we tried to minimize someone with a telephoto lens catching one of us on the prowl. We laughed about it all over dinner, but generally once we went to work, we worked, were fully presentable, and businesslike at the work site.
Understandably, Jill took to sleeping in our room. Four in the king-size bed seemed cramped, but the sex more than made up for the inconvenience. Jill obviously took comfort in the sex -- from all of us.
I suggested to Mark that to preserve Jill's reputation, he should say something informally to the press about her mental state and her temporary need to be with friends around her to feel safe. I guess he did, because we never heard, or read anything of our cohabitation arrangements. Amazingly, the press didn't think to mention Claire or Ellen, or their relationship to me.
I tried to visualize a totally innocent and sexless relationship between all of us inside the walls of the hotel room. I didn't succeed. I probably didn't succeed because whenever I tried that exercise, I recalled what we'd done the night before, or the morning before, or the afternoon before.
I knew the women around me on the set had strong libidos: Jill, Claire, Maria, and Ellen; however, after the hostage taking everyone's sex drive ratcheted up a dozen notches. The four women in our circle couldn't get enough sex. This new found fascination with all-things-sexual carried over into the movie we were making in several ways.
First, Jill wanted to fuck anything with a penis; however, she limited herself to Mark, Barry, and me, and her Sapphic interplay with the women. She'd always been willing before, but now she wanted sex about six times a day. Thus, second, we had to take breaks in filming to accommodate our lust. This called for rearranging the 'press lines' -- the areas where the paparazzi could prowl. We moved them so our motorhomes weren't in their line of sight.
Mark, Barry, and I talked about the prescription that would help Jill through her angst about her kidnapping. Besides trying to meet her new and improved nymphomaniac sex drive, we agreed to pull out of Nicaragua as soon as possible and to get back to Hollywood as soon as we could. He thought he could finish filming in a suburb of Guadalajara -- a more urban and civilized place than the one he'd chosen for the past month of filming. He put the wheels in motion of breaking camp. I went off and fucked Jill again.

* * * * *Guadalajara is mostly a large sprawling city; part of it includes the small historic area of Tlaquepaque --a beautiful upscale historic, trendy shopping area of restaurants, souvenir shops, arts and crafts, and galleries. The area is undoubtedly Mexican, yet on some of the side streets you could blink your eyes and wonder which South or Central American city you were in. Travel a little closer to Guadalajara's center and you find some tenements run down and tatty, and they too could exist in any Latin American urban area.
Our filming of'Pressure Limit' took over six of the blocks in this run down area. The movie dealt with smuggling drugs and guns, the cartels, and power. I played a crusading ex-DEA agent, intent on seriously wounding the drug trade despite having been framed and pushed from the service. In the process, I'd joined forces with a sympathetic female agent -- Jill who believed in my innocence. I think I'd seen similar movies a dozen times before, yet I starred in this one so I had to 'get it right.'
We'd been filming for five months, sometimes with two or three crews working in parallel -- even in different cities. The last shots of the movie were shot in Tiaquepaque. The ultra-bad guy ends up dead -- good guys win, bad guys lose; and my character is vindicated by evidence the bad guy kept.
I'd shot the start of the scene, chasing the bad guy -- the head of a cartel and king pin of all the bad things happening south of the U.S. border. The camera had followed me, through fifty or more sequential scenes, as I ran after this nefarious man: up and down stair ways, through dark alleys, behind homes, even through some houses, jumping through windows headfirst, and other daring deeds. Near the end of the chase, we ended up on a roof, racing along the peak, and jumping between buildings.
Of course, this is where my stunt double Jason Lake took over for me, and one of his cohorts for the character I was chasing. At first, I worried about their longevity -- the roofs were steep and uneven; tiles broke away and made you slip on every fifth step. This looked great and daring on film, but also looked exceptionally dangerous. But then I caught on to many tricks of his trade -- hidden wires, guides, or harnesses, air bags carefully deployed on the ground 'just in case,' and other safety measures. The chase would look wild, risky, athletic, and authentic.
Most of the cast and crew watched from behind the main camera as Jason gradually caught up to the 'bad man' near the top of a narrow wall seventy feet above the ground. Just as his nemesis would escape he lunged forward, tackling the man on the roof top just before he would jumped across an alley into the arms of his confederates and escaped. The two men grappled, and then 'ultra bad man' slipped to the edge of the adjacent roof with his legs and body going over the edge. He precariously held onto the edge -- a gutter of some kind, his fingers slowly slipping off his perch.
"CUT." Mark yelled into his portable megaphone. He yelled at me, "OK. Jim, replace Jason up there. Cesar take over for Antonio." The two of us clamored up the stairs and a ladder up to the roof top as the other two men came down. My safety harness was attached; Cesar didn't need one. Two stage hands positioned us for the start of the final scene.
"ACTION"
I slid down the red roof tiles to the edge of the roof behind Cesar. He slid slowly over the edge, but he actually stood on a scaffolding that had been erected there just for this scene. We'd rehearsed the scene a dozen times at ground level, mugging the last couple of steps.
As I slid the last ten feet to the roof's edge, Cesar was holding on by his finger tips. I reached over and grasped his wrist and tried to pull him up -- to save him.
He locked eyes with me, "You are a good man, señor, and I am bad. I go now to meet my God, and to see exactly what this place called hell is all about."
As I struggled to pull Cesar up, he used his other hand to pry my fingers loose. And, then, he's gone. I am left empty handed seven stories above the ground. A sickening thud will be heard on the soundtrack when the audio editors are through with this part of the film. In reality, Cesar had only crouched down on the scaffolding out of sight of most cameras.
"CUT -- AND THAT'S A WRAP."
Mark had also filmed Cesar falling away from the camera with his arms outstretched earlier. The airbag in the drop zone was that special shade of green so it could be eliminated in the layovers. What the audience would eventually see after he drops from my hands is Cesar falling seventy feet to his death. The end of the movie is a close-up of my face, partially satisfied with the results. The credits would start rolling as I scrambled back up the roof, went downstairs in the building, and met Jill who has been waiting for me -- holding off the rest of the 'bad guy's' henchmen. We head off in the opposite direction as emergency vehicles start to scream past us to the scene of the crime lord's death. We'd done those scenes earlier in the day.
Mark ran out from behind the camera. He hugged me and gave Jill a big kiss. He was dancing around like the village idiot in glee that filming had been completed. Mark still had three or four months of tough work ahead of him working with the various editors to piece together this block buster.
After some of the elation wore off, I asked, "Can I go home now. I've got a girlfriend I haven't seen for too many months. I need to reestablish our relationship."
"Go. Get going," Mark yelled with a grin a mile wide. He pushed me to the police line that held back the crowd of tourists and the curious and then to the street where I could get in my limousine. He knew I'd already packed and had airline tickets from Guadalajara to Houston, and then to Nashville. Ellen and Claire would be going with me, and their jobs were finished too. They stood expectantly beside our limo on the sidewalk.
Jill came and gave me a hug. "I'll see you in a few weeks when we start doing the road show to promote this movie. Meanwhile, go fuck Crystal -- and Ellen and Claire some more. Don't forget my pussy -- it'll be waiting for you. Oh and make some beautiful music. I love your music -- heck, I love you." I got the kiss of all kisses from her.
I ran to the waiting limousine. Ellen and Crystal got in, we shut the door, and started rolling to the airport. We were going home.
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 08Homecoming, Nadia, and an awkward moment with the press
Ellen, Claire, and I landed in Nashville a little after nine at night. Instead of alerting Nadia that we were coming, I had a limousine meet us and take us home. We walked into the house about ten o'clock.
Nadia, our housekeeper with the sexiest ass I have ever seen, heard the commotion in the front hallway and cautiously appeared from the family room where she'd been watching television.
Nadia shouted as she ran across the hallway, "OH, MR. JIM ... AND MISS ELLEN ... YOU'RE HERE! YOU'RE HERE!" There was genuine joy in her voice. Nadia careened across the foyer and without hesitation jumped into my arms and wrapped her shapely legs around me. She showered me with kisses and kept saying, "Oh, I love you so. I missed you much. Oh, so glad you here." She turned and gave Ellen an equal welcome.
In a mix of Russian, which I don't understand at all, and English, Nadia started to babble as I set her down -- noticing as I did that she was nude underneath one of my concert tour t-shirts.
As Nadia calmed slightly, she said, "I didn't expect you for another week -- until Miss Crystal came home ... Oh, dear, the house is mess. I must clean right now for you." She started off, but I held her back by holding onto the t-shirt. The back of the shirt rose and exposed her sweet little ass -- verifying again, that she had the nicest tush in the world.
I told her, "It can wait until tomorrow or the next day, Nadia. Stay with us. We want you with us, not off doing housework."
Claire appeared from behind Ellen and smiled at Nadia. We had told Claire about our impish Russian friend. "Nadia, I am so glad to meet you. Jim has told me ALL about you. I'm Claire." She held her arms out for a hug and greeting with kisses on each cheek as Europeans do. Nadia allowed a nice and sexy greeting with our new friend. The two had talked on the telephone several times, but this was their first in-person meeting.
After greeting, Nadia said, "Oh, Miss Claire. I see your pictures that Mr. Jim has sent, and we talked on the telephone -- you have such a pleasant voice, so kind, but you are more beautiful in person. You hair ... so red ... so much more pretty." She leaned in and hugged Claire again. I could see an instantaneous friendship form between the two of them, even as Claire blushed at Nadia's compliments.
I reminded Nadia to drop the Miss and Mister designations, knowing that she would have trouble remembering the instruction. I wanted her to be on a first name basis with us. After all, I expected to be balls-deep in her pussy within the hour, probably as she ate out Claire and Ellen, and I didn't think our relationships deserved the formality she attributed to us with the titles.
After giving Ellen an especially tight hug and sensuous kiss; she came and hopped into my arms again, wrapping her legs around me, her naked pussy pushed tightly against my belt buckle. We kissed hard, our tongues exploring each other's mouth. She tasted especially good, with a hint of popcorn.
Nadia hopped down, "Oh, come, let me help with luggage. You travel all day -- must be tired. You want swim, hot tub, or shower with massage? I prepare all three for you, if you like."
The night was unseasonably warm. Ellen spoke for us, "We want all three, in that order, but only if you'll join us. You don't have to wait on us. Who knows, maybe I'll massage you ... from the inside out."
Nadia's big eyes looked longingly at Ellen after her offer, and then she helped us carry our suitcases to the master bedroom. I noticed the bed looked freshly slept in; I looked at Nadia. She blushed.
Nadia explained as she neatened the sheets: "I miss you and Ellen. Last time we all together is right here, and I love what we did so I sleep here while you away. You say it OK before you leave." She was afraid I'd be unhappy with her, so to put her at ease I gave a smile and kissed her.
"That's so sweet, Nadia."
Ellen joined me in a group hug. Nadia started to have tears in her eyes.
"What's wrong?"
Nadia said, "I read all the stories and watch the television reports about you rescuing the movie star -- Miss Jill Danes. You risked your life, not once but many times to save her. You were almost shot dead. Oh, Mr. Jim, I am so glad you are here." With that she broke into a real sob, and let me hold her tight to my body. Ellen stroked her back. Claire joined us in a group hug and to offer her comfort as well.
A couple of minutes later, Nadia pulled herself together. She pushed us to prepare for the pool.
"Nadia, have you been swimming?" I asked.
"Da. I swim every day for exercise in the morning."
"What do you wear?"
"I wear nothing. The water, it feels sexy on my skin -- between my legs, so I go naked."
I turned to Ellen and Claire, "That style of dress works for me. Come on, let's go skinny dipping." I grinned at them.
We were fortunate that the pool nestled up to the house and other landscaping in a way that provided full privacy from our neighbors, although the house sat on a five-acre lot so no other houses were visible this time of year. Security lights placed in the landscaping automatically came on if anyone trespassed on the property. Crystal and I had taken steps to avoid a repeat of the revealing photographs a member of the paparazzi had taken of Terry, Ellen, and us in an outdoor group sex romp near Branson, Missouri during my road trip. If the lights came on, I didn't mind being caught naked -- everybody sooner or later went skinny dipping, but I did mind if the event turned into some kind of scandal because of whom I was loving.
Five minutes later, I dove into the water at a run followed by Ellen, Claire, and Nadia. We each did a couple of laps, and then floated together in a rough square in the middle of the pool. The sky had a thousand stars and a half moon. Nadia was right; the pool was unusually refreshing after so much time on airplanes.
We talked about what Nadia had been doing at college, a few problems with the house she'd taken care of, the movie I'd made, Nicaragua, Jill's rescue, Crystal's arrival in a week from Europe, and just enjoyed each other's company.
We got into the hot tub, and enjoyed the sensation of the bubbles and jets of water circulating around our bodies. Claire had never been in a hot tub, and she giggled as the air bubbles from the bottom of the tub curled around her legs into her pussy, and then wrapped around her breasts.
"So sensuous, this device," She said as her eyes rolled around in her head. "I may never leave."
With a lascivious leer, Ellen explained about positioning her pussy so one of the spa's jets aimed at her pussy. I moved behind Claire to hold her in front of a jet as Ellen adjusted its aim so it hit squarely on her mons.
Claire jerked, "Oh, God. This ... this ... this is like a big ... wow. A water dildo. Like a giant water tongue focusing right on ... oh, shit, ... right on my clit."
She closed her eyes and gave herself over to the pleasure of the tub. A moment or two later, her body started to squirm and twist; she neared an orgasm. I nodded to Nadia who had come to watch our friend; she reached down with her right hand and added her fingers to the erotic stimulation of Claire's pussy. From the motion of her arm, I suspected Nadia had begun to pump her fingers into Claire's cunt.
Claire crested fifteen seconds later, "OH, FUCK. This is ... fucking ... amazing. Oh, Nadia, don't ... stop ... ever ... kiss me."
As Nadia continued to jam her hand into Claire's pussy, she leaned in and the pair French kissed, their tongues wildly dueling in and around each other's mouth as Claire continued to jerk and squirm in the stimulation. Nadia held Claire's head as Claire fondled Nadia's taut breasts.
I pulled Nadia back slightly and moved Claire slightly so she could enjoy the afterglow of her climax as the bubbles, as the water continued to swirl around her. We all got an embarrassed smile from her.
After a few more minutes, I suggested we adjourn to the bedroom for massages. Nadia looked pleased with the suggestion after I made sure she knew she was included in that invitation. Things were going back to 'normal' for her.
We dried off, and by now I sported an erection that rated a seven on my ten point scale. That meant, my shaft was pretty full and angled out from my body at about a forty-five-degree angle. The continuing sight of the three nude women had my attention, plus I'd helped dry each one of them with our large towels, and I couldn't help sneak a suck or two on each of their breasts to sharpen up their nipples.
As we walked into the house, Ellen slipped up beside me; "Jim, make love to Nadia first. She needs you in a big way. Claire and I can play together or watch, and we'll join you when the time seems right -- but start with Nadia." She nodded her encouragement to me with a smile of love, understanding, and lechery, and then she pushed me in Nadia's direction.
I waited for Nadia to catch up to me, and then I picked her up and started to carry her nude body to the bedroom, following Ellen and Claire. She squealed with delight and put her arms around my neck and her damp head on my shoulder. We kissed as we walked naked through the living room.
I lay Nadia on the bed right where she had been sleeping. I spread her legs, and lowered my head until I could blow on her pussy. She gave off a beautiful aroma and loud moan of pleasure. My tongue searched out the hidden crevasses and folds of her pussy, soon joined by a couple of my fingers.
I teased at the lips of her pussy, pulling them with my lips and teeth, or sucking them into my mouth. Nadia's clitoris emerged from its hiding place, and soon that became the focus of my oral attention as I reached into her pussy with my fingers and stroked the internal area behind her clit -- her G-spot.
"Oh, Jim, ... OH ... OH ... You remember how to please me ... where my special places are. You know ... SIGH ... how to turn me on to mush." I loved the small slips of grammar my Russian 'toy' made.
Ellen and Claire got on each side of Nadia and started to massage her upper body, paying particular attention to her breasts until her nipples could pierce steel. At that stage, the pair started to tongue and suck on Nadia's breasts.
A few minutes of my oral assault on her clitoris and G-spot, and Nadia climaxed; this time ejecting some of her wonderful and aromatic girl juice into the union where my mouth lapped at her cunt. I lapped at her nectar. I didn't worry about the wet spot on the bed; I knew there'd be more before the night was over.
Nadia pleaded, "Come put yourself inside me. I want us to make love. I miss you a lot -- more than you know. I have been so glad you called now and then, and then you, Claire, and Ellen sent me flowers. I cried all day in happiness."
I moved up, and put Nadia's legs over my own as I knelt in front of her open legs. I smeared my saliva and her juice around her pussy with the head of my cock -- now a nine on my ten point scale.
"You want this inside you?" I asked, feigning ignorance of her plea a moment before.
Nadia's eyes begged with me to penetrate her -- to love her as I had months before. She writhed her body trying to capture the head of my cock at the entrance to her vagina. The entry into her body gaped open from where my fingers had just been. I set my cock right on the lip of the opening to her velvet tunnel, and then Nadia hitched her body forward, spearing her body onto mine.
Nadia's eyes rolled back in her head. "Oh, this feels so nice. I miss this joy all the months you away. My toys were not even close to this." She started to rotate and move her body against mine, as I started to seesaw into her body. I wondered if all Russian women were taught to move their hips the way she could.
Nadia's breasts started to vibrate and sway in sync with our thrusts into one another. Ellen and Claire ran their hands running over Nadia's body, taking turns to reach into the junction where my cock met pussy to diddle Nadia's engorged clitoris. Nadia shrieked in a mix of pleasure and pain.
Ellen moved to kiss and tongue Nadia's beautiful lips as Claire continued her frontal assault at the place we joined.
Nadia whispered at a point where Ellen had moved back to her breasts, "Claire, please come and let me kiss your lips -- your mouth lips and your pussy lips. I want to taste you."
Claire hitched up the bed slightly, and as I pumped my cock into Nadia's body the pair French kissed. I could feel Nadia's sexual temperature rising. She was in heat. A minute later, Claire moved to face me and straddle Nadia's head -- slowly lowering her sopping wet pussy to Nadia's mouth and the tongue extended to catch the first drops of Claire's sexual juices.
Claire's eyes closed in enjoyment of the moment contact got made. I could see Nadia's tongue going wildly on the cunt above her face, stroking, lapping, and sucking as fast as she could. As she moved, her pussy would tighten around my cock. I reached up with both hands to smooth and fondle Claire's body and breasts.
Nadia came. Claire and I ignored the squeal of warning and then her climax. I kept pumping into her quim at a steady pace, and Claire kept rubbing her pussy in Nadia's face. Claire and I kissed, but not before I had leaned into her full breasts and sucked her nipples to the same state of erectness as my cock -- a perfect ten.
Ellen kept pawing, licking, and biting at each of Nadia's breasts. One of her hands moved to where my cock drove back and forth into Nadia; she rubbed and teased her erect clitoris, thereby driving Nadia right into another climax ... and another ... and then she was on the step of one continuous climax. The muscles on Nadia's vaginal walls spasmed at irregular intervals around my cock, and she writhed and moaned beneath us.
Even as she climaxed, I watched Nadia reach under Ellen's kneeling body until her hand cupped Ellen's pussy. I could see as she pushed one, then two, and then three fingers into Ellen. Ellen rose up slightly and looked at me, and suddenly her eyes pleaded for release too.
Claire and Ellen kissed passionately, and then Claire moved back so she could lie beside Nadia and suck on her breasts. Ellen remained kneeling; she moved so I could kiss her yet she could remain connected to Nadia's hand. I watched in wonder as Nadia's entire hand started to pump into Ellen's cunt -- slowly first, and then more, and more rapidly until her hand became a blur.
I had to hold Ellen's body up as she came around Nadia's hand. A stream of her girl juice sprayed from her pussy mostly landing on Nadia's body.
As Ellen started to collapse into my arms, I felt my own need to cum. I warned Nadia briefly, sped up my thrusts into her body, felt another of her spasms, and I exploded into her core. A day's worth of horniness and thinking about this moment erupted from the end of my submerged cock. My semen surged through my body, leaving behind my pleasure at every juncture, and burst deep inside Nadia.
"Ooooooooh, Jim, I feel you spouting inside me -- so pleasant, so warm, so loving. I love the feel of you inside me. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you." I leaned down and passionately kissed my little Russian friend with the sexy ass. I murmured words of affection to her, and could feel her heart swell with love.
As the last of my thrusts jammed into Nadia, I allowed myself to fall into her arms, and lest I crush the small woman; we rolled to one side. Claire nestled behind me, and Ellen spooned behind Nadia. Nadia and I both were panting not only at our exertion, but also at the passion and pleasure we'd created for each other. Nadia's lips found mine again and again as we kissed.
Claire thought better of the situation; I felt her slip down my backside and move between Nadia and my legs. She extracted my softening shaft from Nadia's pussy and started to clean our mixed juices from the rod. A moment later she moved to Nadia's pussy, forcing her legs apart so she had better access.
The three of us watched Claire clean-out Nadia's pussy until she had a mouthful of cum. She then slithered up Nadia's body and dribbled some of the juices mixed with her own saliva into Nadia's mouth. The two women pressed breast to breast in a most erotic way. After recapturing part of the mix from Nadia, Claire then turned to Ellen and repeated the process. Soon after that, she repeated the process bringing to my mouth the mix of juices from all three of them. I savored the mix, trying to separate out the taste of each of us. After her sharing, she allowed the remaining liquid to leak from her mouth onto her breasts and abdomen. She remembered that I liked seeing my lovers cum stained. Ellen and Nadia were on her instantly to finish off the fluids, something I liked to see even better.
Watching Claire's pornographic display had gotten me hard again despite having just cum. Ellen spoke first, "Can I have some of that?" She pointed at my crotch.
"Me too," Claire chimed in.
Nadia smiled and said, "I want to be a voyeur. I'll watch and bring myself off with one of my toys." She reached over to the bedside cabinet, opened the drawer, and pulled out a large dark pink vibrator in the shape of a cock with a huge mushroomed head. She brought the stick to her mouth, licked the end, started the device humming, and ran it down her body -- over her breasts and into her slit. I got a coy smile as she touched her clit with it. Just to get my attention, she slid the device into her gaping vagina and pumped it in and out a few times.
Ellen started to suck on me as Claire and I kissed. I reached a 'ten' in only seconds, a testimony to how horny this whole night had made me. Ellen mounted me, and soon I was full-speed fucking another of my love objects. Claire got right down where we joined, trying to lick Ellen's engorged clit as I pistoned in and out of her body.
After a big sigh of resignation from Claire, I jerked my cock from Ellen and in fewer than two seconds plunged the steel-hard shaft into Claire's pussy.
"Oh, God. I have needed just this all day," Claire moaned as her eyes got as large as saucers. She looked lovingly at me. I continued to pummel her body, even putting her legs over my shoulders to increase her stimulation.
I went back and forth between Ellen and Claire, spending a minute or so in each. Once I surprised Nadia with several thrusts as she held her large vibrator on her twat.



"I want to cum with you," Ellen said in a plaintive voice.
Claire said with a hint of mock disappointment, "Oh, I wanted the same thing."
I rearranged the pillows on the bed around me, adding here and subtracting there. I had Nadia move up to the headboard. I had Ellen lie on her back my left and Claire on my right, each with their legs across my mid-section and interwoven until the two were tribbing -- rubbing their two pussies together.
When Ellen and Claire were comfortable and could push their cunts together, I lifted the two women slightly and inserted my cock between their pussies. The stimulation was almost two great, but it did feel as though I'd slipped into an open-air pussy that wrapped the sides of my cock in silk and left my head exposed. We all started to writhe and pump and moan.
Ellen gasped, "You are rubbing right on my clit ... I'm not going to last long."
Claire gasped, "You're on my clit too. I'm starting to crest -- this is all just so sexy -- so lewd -- so fantastic. I never want to stop. I've never seen a guy fuck two women simultaneously."
I spoke, "Then I guess it's time to see whether we can get in sync with each other. I'm close too."
Claire came first. Her back arched and her body thrust into our union, pushing me tight against Ellen. The added stimulation tripped Ellen off, and I was close behind. My cock erupted like a fountain into the air where the three of us joined. Cum shot a couple of feet high and fell back where we were all joined. Subsequent jets of cum repeated the process until my cum covered the girl's pubes, as well as my own cock. By the headboard, I heard the moans and pants from Nadia -- a telltale sign of her own orgasm as she thrust the large vibrating prick in and out of herself.
We each made large sighing noises as we fell back into our pillows and the bed. We lay unmoving, our groins pressed together, as we panted for a full minute, and then Nadia's tongue found the union of the three of us, and she licked the area so clean we sparkled in pleasure.

* * * * *The week after Ellen, Claire, and I got back to Nashville and joined Nadia, I talked to Crystal three times. Terry, our agent, wanted a 'blow out' arrival at Nashville Airport when Crystal got off the plane from JFK. He'd already arranged to have a hoard of paparazzi there, and he'd arranged a big welcome where I would be at the gate to greet Crystal, we'd 'perform' for the paparazzi, and then hold an impromptu interview with the press. I'd avoided the media since I got back from Central America; most of them still wanted a piece of me regarding the abduction of Jill Danes and the deaths of two of her abductors that occurred during her rescue. I steeled myself for Friday night, and Crystal did too.
Crystal and I did rehearse the 'dirty' questions the press might throw at us -- questions about our status, her relationship with George Rinard, my relationship with Jill Danes -- and maybe her sister and Claire, to name a few of them. We got our stories straight, and then crossed our fingers so that there were no curve balls.
Each night that week I slept with the three women of the house: Ellen, Claire, and Nadia -- always after an evening of energetic sex-filled romps where everyone had at least two orgasms -- and some lost count. Of course, there were also the daytime activities too. It was a sex-filled week, as usual.
I couldn't wait for Crystal to join us, partly because I needed to talk to her about the growing problem with the women in my life: they were all in love with me, and I had only limited physical resources to meet all their needs and desires. I loved each of them, but Crystal was my Number One, most special, favorite girl, and she told me I was at the top of her list. I didn't want anyone to get hurt feelings in what was going on. So far, in that regard, I think I'd been lucky. I had not hidden any of my feelings nor suggested that any of my love interests were less than they really were.
Crystal and I had agreed before we went in different directions to make two movies to have a very open relationship, but then we only knew of Ellen's increased infatuation with me. I'm not sure we counted on a list of similarly inclined people growing while she was filming in Europe, and I roamed around the west coast and Central America doing my film. Besides, the three at the house, I knew Jill Danes also now held a special place for me in her heart; she'd started to say, "I love you" more frequently before we parted and I had the feeling she really meant it despite her 'nymphomaniac' ways. Crystal knew Tina and few others who also had used the "L" word when they referred to me, but their demands were small.

* * * * *The day of Crystal's arrival, Terry picked the four of us up at Crystal's home: Ellen, Claire, Nadia, and me. The car was a white stretch limo and he'd arranged for the license plate to read 'CRYSTAL' -- a fine touch. As we rode to the airport, he briefed us again on dealing with the press and a few things he wanted us to throw in -- such as favorable remarks about the pastPlayboy spread, the album --The Naked Truth -- that still commanded a top ten slot in overall album sales, the moviePressure Limit, and Crystal's movie, The Naked Truth. We were also to emphasize that we now were both country singers and movie stars, and that we intended to do more of both.
After Terry had run through all his instructions for us he sat back in his seat next to me. Claire winked at me from across the car; she knelt and then inched her way to Terry. When she got there, she looked up at him and slowly unzipped his pants. We could see the bulge in his pants before she touched him; and that just made it all that much harder for her to extract him without scratching the sides of his shaft on the zipper.
When his cock became fully unfurled, Claire leaned forward, and lightly blew all along the rod from the tip to where it disappeared into his pants. We heard Terry give a mighty sigh. He'd no sooner exhaled then Claire dove down on his cock, driving his meat deep into her mouth and throat until her nose rested against Terry pubic bone. Terry gasped for breath at the shock of her work.
Claire looked up at Terry and started to raise and lower her upper body as she provided a wet and warm environ for his cock. Beside us on the Interstate, cars and trucks roared by oblivious to the sex show being provided within thanks to the strongly tinted glass.
I watched Claire and Terry with great interest, and then I felt my own zipper being undone. Ellen had decided I was to be her prey. She looked up at me as she reached in and fondled me, "I'm not going to let you cum -- you have to save that for Crystal, but I can get you pumped up and ready for her." She looked beside her, "Nadia do you want to help me, or Claire -- or both of us." She giggled at the prospect that Nadia would switch between the two cocks.
Nadia joined Ellen in licking up one side of my shaft and down the other, the two women taking turns fellating me, each one trying to be more stimulating than the other. I was torn between watching them work on me, or watching Claire do Terry, particularly as Claire had stripped her light dress off and was naked except for a small thong. She had a body to die for -- ripe full breasts that shimmied and shook to the rhythm of the car and her motions over Terry, plus long shapely legs that curled up under her.
I got to a '10' pretty fast, and the girls kept me far from the edge while still providing a lot of exciting stimulation.
Nadia shifted over to Terry, but not before she pulled her skirt up to show us that she wore no underwear. She sat beside him on the back seat, fully exposed herself to him, and then started to masturbate. I could see the eyes roll up in Terry's head at the erotic scene.
After a few minutes of this, she grabbed one of his hands and brought it to her cunt. "Fuck me with your fingers. Maybe later you can sink that big American cock into this little Russian pussy. Would you like that? Would you like to fuck me? Maybe fuck me while I eat Claire or Ellen. I would like to have your cum deep inside me -- your man seed." " Terry groaned as his right hand started to drive two fingers into the small but stacked woman. Nadia moaned as well. All the stimulation -- visual and tactile -- pushed Terry over the edge.
"Oh ... Claire ... Nadia ... I'm about ... to ... cum."
Fifteen seconds later, Terry thrust his hips up to drive his cock into Claire's mouth. She took all of him again, and stayed on target, allowing his cum to flush into the back of her throat. Terry kept saying, "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck."
After Terry had cum, he resumed pumped his fingers in and out of her cunt. Claire pulled away and allowed some of his semen to dribble from her mouth onto her breasts. Nadia's eyes got big; she started to squirm in her seat against Terry's hand, and then she came too. Soon, she tightened up into a small ball of writhing flesh as the orgasm flashed into the pleasure centers of her brain.
Ellen came up and kissed me. "We love you guys. You have such special equipment. Later, maybe after you're done fucking my sister, you'll have some stamina left for little old me." She batted her eyes at me, and gestured for me to tuck myself away.
I looked puzzled, but she pointed outside the car. We were just starting to pull onto the airport property. We couldn't be more than a couple of minutes from curbside. Reluctantly, I tucked my '10' back in my pants with considerable difficulty.
Across the car, Nadia straightened herself up, redressed, and tried to regain her cool, calm, and collected look. Terry looked as though he'd just had the greatest sex of his life; he had that afterglow and look about him. Claire had found a tissue and dabbed at her breasts to clean up the excess cum she'd used as part of her floor show; after that, she threw the dress back over her head and straightened up. The three women all preened each other to be sure they were presentable for the public.
We pulled up curbside on the lower level of the airport. The chauffeur hopped out and opened the door for us to exit the car. As we gathered and started to leave, he sighed and mumbled to me, "You guys put on a fabulous show back there." We forgot about the rearview mirror.
A security detail met the limousine and escorted us through some back hallways to a VIP room not too far from C-concourse and the gate where Crystal would disembark. The five of us sat there under the watchful eye of six bodyguards dressed in black, packing heat, and each wearing a headset and miniature earpiece for two-way communications with each other. Terry mentioned that this was only part of the security contingent. He said, "I don't even want to think of a repeat of what happened to Jill Danes. I can't have your trying to rescue every maiden in your life who gets abducted."
Quick as a flash Ellen said, "Well, Jill and Crystal surely aren't maidens -- neither is the rest of us after hanging around you guys." We all broke up laughing.
Terry retorted, "I was speaking metaphorically."
After we talked some more, a security guard came up to Terry and interrupted: "Mr. Ross, the plane just touched down. They should be at the gate in about five minutes. It will take us four minutes to walk to the gate so we should think about leaving this room very soon."
I stood and said, "Let's go. I want to go meet the love of my life." As I said that, I gave Ellen and Claire a hug to my body, and then made sure to include Nadia. They all grinned at me, and then adopted the 'sister,' 'friend,' and 'live-in housekeeper' facades as far as the public was concerned. Claire softened her image by putting on her eyeglasses that she seldom wore. Ellen took a clipboard out of Terry's briefcase and held it to her chest; she also had a pencil behind one ear. Nadia looked surprised at the difference in looks; she hadn't planned anything. Ellen gave her some paper off the clipboard so Nadia had something to carry, as though it was the itinerary.
The guards led us through two more corridors, up a flight of stairs, and then out a door into the main corridor -- a place bustling with people, most of whom pulled wheeled suitcases behind them. Crystal's plane could be seen in the distance through the large plate-glass windows still taxiing to gate C-15.
Behind us, I could see a few of the press had spotted me. I heard a couple of shouts and some running. Two of the guards dropped back to slow the onslaught. Twenty seconds later the heavy footfalls associated with running had stopped. I didn't turnaround.
I stood with the passengers waiting to board the plane, and with the entourage I'd arrived with. Many in the waiting area spotted me and knew who I was instantly. I saw much gesturing and pointing. I guess I'd become a bit of a household word, particularly since all the hoop-rah around rescuing Jill.
The gate agent saw me, went and propped the door to the jet way open, and I could see her run down the ramp to the plane. Another agent had already docked the jet way to the aircraft. Seconds later, she came running back up the jet way and made a beeline for Terry. There were some nodding of heads, a quick message into her handheld two-way radio, and from my viewpoint in line with the jet way I could see Crystal start up the ramp.
When she saw me, she broke into a run. I actually got a big lump in my throat at seeing her again, and a couple of tears of joy in my eyes.
Crystal shot out of the jet way, dropped her big purse, gave a little scream of delight, and threw herself into my arms so hard we almost toppled over backwards. Our lips were locked together in a most passionate kiss. More kisses followed, and between kisses we were both talking at once about how we missed each other and loved each other and always wanted to be with each other and on and on. We still held each other, so much so that we were blocking some of the other passengers rushing to get off her plane. As we hugged and kissed I became distantly aware of a thousand flash cameras going off near us.
Eventually, Terry came and nudged the two of us apart and suggested we walk with the security detail to an empty gate where he'd arranged our press conference. Crystal greeted Terry with a hug, and then saw her sister. They coupled up with a hug, and then so did Crystal and Claire, although they'd never met in person. Nadia got her hug and kiss too.
As we walked a phalanx of photographers walked backwards in front of us, snapping away madly at us. The security guys knew how to manage both the press and us, and how to lead us effectively to our next location -- a makeshift space in Concourse D.
Terry directed us to a table that had been set up for us to sit at, and he joined us with a wink. He whispered to me, "My fifteen seconds of fame."
Terry remained standing although he had a chair left for him. He held up his hands and quieted the room, hard to do with all the camera shutters clicking. I noticed several TV cameras and a couple of boom microphones in the mix of devices in the room. The table Crystal and I sat at had over a dozen microphones on it.
"Ladies and gentlemen, if you'll quiet down, I'll give some of you a chance to ask questions of Jim and Crystal. I will moderate the interview, picking you out to ask your question, so please raise your hand when the time comes -- and please no shouting." He paused for half-a-second, and said, "All right, who's first." A hundred hands went up.
The first round of questions addressed my rescue of Jill Danes -- how did Crystal hear about it (I called her), what did she think (so glad Jill was unscathed, and worried about her reckless boyfriend risking his neck nonetheless). Several questions focused on Crystal and her relationship with George Rinard, her costar (he's a dear friend and fun to be with), and my relationship with Jill Danes (fun loving, a great actress, a good mentor to a neophyte actor like me, and pretty enough that a bunch of thugs wanted to hold her for ransom).
Questioning politely stayed away from Ellen, Claire, and Nadia, although their presence at the edge of the room was obvious, and an informed member of the press might have known I had shared a motorhome with Ellen and Claire (and Jill) in Nicaragua.
Crystal reached down beside me and held my hand as we talked. I felt so glad to be connected with her, and I know we were both making ga-ga eyes at each other. After all, we hadn't seen each other in the flesh for five months.
Several questions followed regarding our movies, our album The Naked Truth,and whether we had follow-up plans. I turned that one over to Terry, our agent who said that Sony Entertainment did indeed have plans for another album and that we'd be working on it very soon, aiming for another release near the end of the year. He surprised both of us with a flat statement that 'there would be more movies too.'
Both Crystal and I chimed in that it had been some time since either of us had sung other than in the shower. We both had some practice work to do to get back in the country music groove, not that we wanted to leave our new acting careers behind.
Question: "Would the two of you like to do a movie together?" Answer: "Only if it were a love story." Everyone went "Ahhhhhhhh," and the room broke up in laughter.
We'd been doing Q&A for almost half an hour. Terry went to wind things up. "One or two more questions, and then let's let these two love birds go home."
A young brunette woman I didn't recognize waved her hand again near the middle of the pack. Terry seemed to recognize her and called on her, "Edith, what's your question?"
The pretty girl stood and turned to me, almost with a bow. She spoke slowly, commanding by her voice others in the room to be silent. Her voice was not challenging and spoke only out of curiosity in a polite way, "Mr. Mellon ... err, this is delicate ... I don't know how to put this ... but, well, do you have a child by a woman who lives in Greenville, Ohio -- a baby about a year old?"
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 09Recovery from an awkward moment. Crystal at play
I thought the press conference at Nashville Airport that Crystal, Terry, and I were conducting had gone pretty well, at least until a young brunette woman I didn't recognize waved her hand near the middle of the pack of reporters. Terry called on her, "Edith, what's your question?"
The pretty woman stood and turned to me, almost with a bow. She spoke slowly, commanding by her quiet voice others in the room to be silent. Her voice was not confrontational and spoke only out of curiosity in a polite way, "Mr. Mellon ... err, this is delicate ... I don't know how to put this ... but, well, do you have a child ... by a woman who lives in Greenville, Ohio?"
I practically choked out loud. I did indeed have a child in Greenville, Ohio. Crystal knew too, but other than the baby's 'parents' no one else should have figured out the lineage of that child. Crystal squeezed my hand to show her support, and continued to hold on to me; she instinctively knew that I needed her support on this one.
A long silence ensued, broken only by the fusillade of camera shutters that captured the moment and my apparently shocked expression.
I thought of my dear friend George and his beautiful and loving wife Summer in Ohio – the wife he had me impregnate with my seed because he'd had an injury on a Special Forces mission we were on that rendered him infertile. He wanted me, his best friend, to do that for him. Summer wanted it too, and she and I fell in love in the time we spent together, joining, and baby making. I thought how they lived such simple, serene, and quiet lives in that small town, and somehow, depending on what I said in the next minute their entire life could come completely unraveled.
I also thought about what a lousy liar I am. I would never make it as an unfaithful husband, because everything about me is written on my face. Moreover, I can't keep a secret in response to a direct question; I amazed myself that I'd never exposed the network of sexual relationships I shared with Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Nadia, and many more. I expected my answer to this woman's awkward question was already written on my face; did I really need to say anything.
Whether I remained silent or spoke I was cooked either way. I decided to speak.
"Edith, and members of the media, we each have private lives that I hope you might respect. Sometimes, the extent of that part of our lives involve situations and people that are not in the limelight, and that ... that could bring harm to others if they were widely publicized or criticized or analyzed. You see yourselves as trying to bring truth to the public – news, but do you also see that sometimes what you do brings harm where it shouldn't occur. This is one of those situations. A simple answer wouldn't even begin to explain the complexity of the situation that you hint at in your question. I don't want to duck your question ... but I also don't want to answer it, because some people I love that aren't in this room are involved in the answer, and I wouldn't presume to reply to a question like that without them."
The room had hung on every word I said with an eerie silence ... and then, after I made it clear that was all I planned to say, the room erupted into a hundred people shouting follow-up questions and hypotheticals at me from all directions. "What if ...? Did you? Who was ...? Where's Greenville? How long ago? Could you ...?"
I turned and nodded to Terry. He understood; the press conference was over. We stood, and as we did the half-dozen security men in black suits surrounded us and led us off to a door on the side of the room – an exit door that would take us away from the riot that resulted from the question and my response. Reporters were falling all over themselves trying to get to me – microphones and pocket recorders in hand – questions shouted over and over. My name shouted out a thousand times to try to get my attention to their specific question. The reporters all surged towards the door we exited.
Two of the security men, the largest two of the lot – a pair of mean looking men in black suits with black shirts and black ties, black sunglasses, plus large bulged in their pockets where they carried obvious weapons - stayed behind in the room to secure the door and keep anyone from following us. The remaining four security men hustled us down several corridors almost at a run. There was no conversation other than instructions on how to follow them to curb side.
Suddenly, we exited a door into the area where the luggage carousels were. We crossed the nearly empty concourse, exited, and there was the white limousine. No one was right behind us, so I made sure Crystal saw the license plates with her name. She gave me a big grin.
The six of us piled into the car, and were whisked away to the airport exit.

* * * * *Inside the limo, Crystal burst out laughing.
"What's so funny?" I asked glumly.
"The look on your face when that woman asked the question about your baby. It was priceless. You may as well have screamed 'YES.'"
"Gee, thanks. I'm still trying to figure out how she knew enough to ask that question. I'm sure George and Summer wouldn't mention it to anyone, and neither you nor I did." I looked at Ellen and Claire.
Ellen said, "I didn't even know until her question. From the look on your face, it was pretty obvious what the answer is."
Claire shrugged; she wouldn't have known unless I talked in my sleep.
I brooded about the situation for a few moments, and noticed the limousine had headed downtown to the area near Terry's office and the recording studio.
I asked, "Hey, where are we going?"
Ellen smirked and said, "Well, we took a vote and decided that Crystal and you should be alone tonight to reacquaint yourselves with each other, so Terry, Claire, Nadia, and I are going to a movie downtown tonight and we're sleeping over at my condo. You'll have the house all to yourself."
Nadia, Claire, and Terry all nodded confirmation to the plan. I just shrugged but with a slight smile of happiness.
A few minutes later we stopped in front of Ellen's condominium, and the quartet got out amid well wishes, and taunts to 'Have fun!'
The limo headed back onto the Interstate to head to Crystal's home on the edge between suburbia and rural Tennessee. She snuggled into my arms, but my mind continued to stew about the baby question.
I thought a moment and said, "I'd better call George or Summer."
I messed with my cell phone for a minute and then heard the ringing at George and Summer's home. "Hello, this is Summer."
"Summer, this is Jim."
"Oh, ... Wow. Are you coming to see us ... to see James Mellon Ellis?" I knew they'd named the baby after me, but as of yet all I'd seen were a few photos of a normal looking baby and his smiling parents. I'd been touched by their gesture to name him after me. I'd even tried to talk them out of it because I didn't have an ego need in that way.
"Not right away ... at least I don't think so. Look, I just got out of a press conference and something happened that you and George should know about."
I could hear Summer's rapid uptake of breath at the portent of bad news.
I went on, "Some woman named Edith, I'll find out her last name sometime, asked me whether I had a child by a woman in Greenville, Ohio."
"Oh, my God. What did you say?"
"I'm a lousy liar. I told them the question was out of line because it would hurt people, but the paparazzi don't care. They're out for blood. Anyway, I may as well have yelled 'Yes' in the room, although I tried to leave my response vague and unspecific."
"Shit," Summer mumbled, and this woman was much too nice to use vocabulary such as that.
"I'm in the car with Crystal who was also at the press conference. Frankly, we don't know where to take this. I certainly want to protect you, James, and George somehow, but I don't know how."
"Look, let me get to George. This is his poker night. I'll be back in touch."
"OK. You might want to button up the house, even go elsewhere in case the news people figure out where you live." There was an awkward pause, and I added, "Summer, I love you."
"Oh, Jim, I love you – hardly an hour goes by that I don't think of you. Please come and see me – see us. Bring Crystal, but please visit – you're all welcome. We have space, even with the baby taking up a room."
"Talk to you soon." We rang off.
Crystal turned me to her, "Jim, you can weather through this. I'm here to help anyway I can; maybe because I didn't react it'll help diffuse the situation." She kissed the end of my nose in a tender and supportive gesture.

* * * * *The proverbial shit hit the fan. Crystal's presence at the press conference and her visible and loving grip on my hand during the press conference did not diffuse the situation. Instead, I again found my name splashed across the front page of practically all major newspapers; it was a slow news day. What amused me and took the edge off 'being discovered' was that all the papers included a photo of a generic baby – and they were all different. That said, the headlines screamed out.

Daddy?Mellon a Dad
Jim Left Package in Ohio
Wild Oats by Mellon?
Did Star Abandon Baby?
Who's the Kid?
Mellon Spreads Seed
I gave some of the headline writers an 'A' for creativity and for capturing the readers attention in only a few words.
When I read the articles, I discovered that all of them knew little more than what had happened at the press conference at the airport. A few made some idle speculations, and of those, one or two turned out to be pretty accurate up to a point.
This whole experience had made me reminisce about the week I spent with George and Summer.
Greenville, Ohio: Over A Year Earlier. My best friend and later my Army buddy George Ellis brought my mind to a standstill: "Jim, Summer and I would like you to make her pregnant." They'd tried for several years, but George was shooting blanks, probably resulting from shrapnel from a mine he stepped on – the mine also blew away his lower left leg and foot.
After much discussion, I made love to Summer. There were late-summer thunderstorms those nights, the windows were open, and we'd hear the wind gusts and thunder as we loved. Amid the sweat, the mix of our fluids, and the millions of kisses we shared, something special happened: Summer and I fell in love as we made a baby. She didn't fall out of love with her husband, just in love with me.
We spent only a few days together, but Summer was at her fertile peak. George joined us for several of our nighttime sessions to fill his wife with my sperm. Those times were especially erotic, and I carried warm and erotic memories of our threesomes.
Nine months to the day later, Summer gave birth to a healthy baby boy. We had talked almost weekly as I'd continued on my Road Trip, so I knew the pregnancy 'had taken' and had progressed normally. My swimmers had done their job. George and Summer both asked me about giving the baby my name. I felt honored and humbled. I also would be the godfather.
The paparazzi had taken to camping out at the end of our Nashville driveway. For a day, I also heard frequent over flights by helicopters, enough to keep me inside except for my morning runs.
Crystal came and joined me one morning after I'd showered. She snuggled up against me as I read a couple of the morning papers: "Can I see the photo of Summer and the baby again?" She put my iPad into my lap.
I thumbed through the device until I found the last photo George and Summer had sent me. Summer stood in front of their modest house holding the one-year old in her arms. Summer was beautiful: thirty three, ash blond, a trim figure even after her pregnancy, breasts that turned heads, and a personality that made everyone want to be her friend. In the photo, she smiled at the camera; I could see the love in her eyes.
My offspring also had a giggly smile. He had my brown eyes and my sandy brown hair color. He was cute, and I felt guilty for not having gone to see him. Yes, he was mine, but I didn't want to interfere with George and Summer's life, or their marriage. I worried about how Summer felt about me when I left, and I wasn't sure she knew how to love two people simultaneously. Now, having gotten to know her after some long telephone calls, I knew she'd always be devoted to George, yet she had a passionate and loving spot in her heart for me.
Crystal studied her photograph. She tapped on the face of the iPad, inadvertently making it do crazy things. "You should go and see her – see them." As an afterthought she said, "And, take me along; I'd love to see 'Little Jim' and meet George and Summer. You've made them seem so real and approachable as you've talked about them."
I thought a moment, "We could take the motorcycle up there. It'd take us less than a day – maybe eight to ten hours of travel."
"Let's do it. We have another week after this one before we have any serious commitments. Let's go tomorrow. Call them; see whether they're up for two visitors."

* * * * *Thursday, I drove the motorcycle down to the local Harley dealer. It didn't need servicing, but I knew that if Crystal and I left the house we'd be followed by the paparazzi, and my trip down there was no exception. The pressmen who followed me in a caravan of cars were disappointed when I walked over and told them I was just dropping the bike off for routine maintenance. I refused to respond to any of their questions about the mysterious baby I might have.
Actually, I'd arranged for the shop to hold the well-maintained bike for me overnight, so Crystal and I could slip away the next morning without a gaggle of reporters chasing us. Crystal picked me up and drove us back home, followed closely by the reporters. She waved tauntingly at the reporters as I got in the car.
Friday morning, Nadia drove out the gate in her car, aged and rusting Chevrolet. Crystal hid under a blanket on the back floor, and I'd made myself comfortable in the darkness of the car's trunk along with our modest luggage for the trip. By arrangement, Nadia went to the local supermarket, a trip the reporters judged unworthy of pursuing.
When the reporters had left after following her, she knocked on the trunk of the car before opening it. She gave us the all clear signal, we got out of the car and carried our luggage into the woods and over to the next street and the Harley dealer. We packed up the 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail behind the motorcycle shop, donned our helmets, and were soon underway. Many checks of the rearview mirror indicated that we had been successful in our escape ruse.
When we stopped for coffee, I found that George had called my cellphone. I returned his call. I got George on the first ring. "Jim, I'm glad you called back. Don't go to Greenville. We're pretty sure a couple of reporters have figured out who had your baby and where we live. Strange people were hanging around outside our house, and they were talking wildly on their cellphones as they kept an eye on us. I think one of them followed me to work."
I muttered several expletives.
He went on, "Summer's parents have a summer home on Center Lake about five miles southeast of Jackson, Michigan. They're on a trip out west, so we decided to go up there with the baby. We've snuck away and are headed there right now. We have a rental car – Summer's is parked at her library job, and mine is parked where it normally is behind the store. We both got people to cover for us for a few days."
I told him we'd change course, and after checking the GPS, I told him to hold dinner for us and we'd be there around that time of day. The weather would be pleasant the entire journey: warm and sunny.
Crystal and I mounted up, we got back on Interstate 65, and I cranked up our speed to keep up with the fast-moving traffic. We stopped just north of Indianapolis for lunch and another break, and then pushed on through Fort Wayne, across the border into Michigan, up to Interstate 94, and east to Jackson. After that, I followed secondary roads to the vacation home on Center Lake.
Crystal and I were glad to dismount from the bike in the driveway of the modern all-weather ranch-style home on the edge of the lake. We both stood rubbing our butts; nine hours straight on a motorcycle is not conducive to good circulation in one's ass. My back ached too from holding the constant posture for driving.
The front door of the house burst open, and Summer came out at a run. "Oh, my God. I am so glad you're here." She hurled herself into my arms and proceeded to plaster my face and lips with hard, passionate kisses. Finally, she drove her tongue into my mouth and I sucked on it for a while, and that seemed to make her happy.
She eventually pulled away, her urge to speak greater than her urge to make out; "I have missed you so much. Emails and Skype aren't the same – not even close." She hugged me to her body, and then she spied Crystal who had been walking up and down the driveway trying to restore some circulation to her cute ass.
"Crystal!" Summer said with glee. "You are so welcome. I am so glad you came; this is an honor. I ... well, I am such a fan of your music. I love your voice ... and because you love Jim I know I love you." She opened her arms and the two women politely hugged and kissed.
George came out of the house carrying a little bundle of joy. James Mellon Ellis had just turned one. He had all the characteristics of a typical toddler, particularly wanting to get down and walk on his own terms. Summer looked unusually proud, "He started walking a month early; he's pretty proficient at it now."



James toddled over to his mother as George and I did a manly hug. I introduced him to Crystal, and they too hugged in greeting.
George said, "Jim, I think you should put your motorcycle in the garage. There are no windows, and with the door shut no one will know you're here. I've become paranoid about the media the past two days since we spotted them outside the house."
I said, "Yeah, I'm really sorry about this. We never figured what we'd do if someone caught on to what we did. With my status with the media, particularly after having just hit the front pages with the rescue of Jill Danes, I didn't expect you'd become collateral damage."
"No, don't worry about it. It's part of the new landscape we created. We should talk about what we plan to do. We can't hide out up here the rest of our lives, plus I know from your website that you've got a string of concerts with Crystal around the States before Christmas and Europe coming up in the New Year."
George opened the garage door, and I rode the bike in and parked next to his rental car. He shut the door, and we all went inside.
Just inside the door, Summer swept up James, kissed him firmly, and passed him to Crystal. The two played briefly as she held him on one hip. She looked over at me and said, "Oh, Jim, I want one. He's so cute! Were you this cute when you were one?" The baby chortled as Crystal tickled him with one finger to his exposed belly.
Summer said, "He's about to go down for the night. He'll wake up around midnight, take a bottle, and then go right back to sleep after a diaper change."
Quick as a flash Crystal said, "Can I help with him somehow. I haven't been near a baby in a long time, and I just love them to pieces."
Summer said, "Of course. He's been pretty easy to care for, plus George is a hands-on daddy."
Crystal came over to where I stood and presented me with the baby; for a brief second, the baby and I looked eye to eye. He broke into a smile that ate up his whole face. I pulled him into my arms and for the first time hugged my son. Tears formed in my eyes at the moment.
The four adults and James went to the back patio of the house, a screened in area that overlooked the lake. I sat with James on the floor as he played with some toys; I felt captivated by everything the 'mini-me' did. I noticed Crystal couldn't take her eyes off the tot either.
We had some wine and hors d'oeuvres. Summer said she'd serve dinner after James went to bed. The wine slid down easily; I'd become dehydrated on the road, so the liquid went right to my head. Crystal too loosened up, and soon the four of us were a happy foursome, joking and talking as though we'd been inseparable all our lives.
Around eight o'clock, Crystal and Summer went and put James to bed. When they came back to the patio, they were holding hands as good friends might do. Summer served dinner, and we lingered around the table for a long time talking mostly about our lives, the rescue of Jill Danes, Crystal's movie with heart throb George Rinard, and the music we were working on. George knew how much my life had changed since Karen's death; he'd been at my wedding eight years earlier and knew me long before that.
I thought it interesting in hindsight, that none of us addressed the issue that had brought us together in Michigan: what we'd do about the media's quest for knowledge about me and my baby.

* * * * *Around ten o'clock, after the dishes had been cared for, we briefly sat in the living room. Summer studied me closely, and even caught Crystal's eyes several times. I felt there was some unknown female communications going on, and a few minutes later my intuition proved accurate.
Summer and Crystal rose simultaneously and changed places. Summer cuddled in under my arm next to me, bringing as much of her body into contact with mine as she could. Crystal went and did the same with George who looked surprised and exceptionally pleased.
Crystal leaned up and kissed George, pulling his face down to hers. Summer watched and smiled in his happiness.
Summer kissed me, again driving our tongues together in erotic French kisses that made me start to harden. She whispered to me, "I want you to be with me tonight ... to make love to me. I remain in love with you, and ... well, I want you."
I whispered back, "And George?"
Summer gestured across the room. Crystal had taken one of George's hands and thrusted it up under the cotton top she wore. I could see him cupping one of her breasts, and I knew she hadn't worn a bra that day.
Summer said, "I think the two of them will be fine ... if that's OK with you. I talked to Crystal while we fixed dinner."
I nodded.
Summer stood and pulled me to my feet, we kissed again, and then the two of us walked down a short corridor to the master bedroom. I slowly removed Summer's top, revealing her luscious breasts. I leaned forward and for a few minutes sucked and bit at her nipples and areolas, trying to deliver as much stimulation to her as I could.
Summer said in a hoarse voice, "Every time you suck my tit into your mouth my pussy clenches. I think I want you inside me."
She pushed my unbuttoned shirt from my shoulders, and then licked and bit at my nipples. I dropped to my knees and undid her belt and pushed her jeans down her legs, leaving the small lacy thong she had in place.
Summer kicked off the jeans, flowed back into my arms, and started to grind her pussy against my leg and groin. This was a woman in heat. Next I knew, she removed my jeans and my briefs. I stood before her in my nakedness.
Summer leaned forward and inhaled my shaft, drawing the half-hard cock into her mouth. To my amazement, I found her unusually adept at fellatio, a skill I didn't recall she had in her kit when I'd been with her two years earlier. I praised her, "You do that so well."
She pulled off me, allowing a long strand of her spit and my pre-cum to stretch between her mouth and the tip of my cock. "You inspired me. I knew we'd be together again some day, and I wanted to be perfect for you. I studied. I even went online and watched porn. So far, George has been the big beneficiary, but I wanted to be ready for you too."
"Summer, you were perfect – are perfect. You don't have to do crazy things like that. Look, I promise I'll be around in your life – in James' life more. You won't have to sublimate your fantasies. I love you."
She stated to go back to suck on me, but I pulled her to the bed with a simple expression: "Sixty-nine."
I lay on my back, and Summer straddled my chest facing away from me. As she started to suck on me again, I could eat her pussy. I heard her moan, "Oh, fuck that feels good. George doesn't like to go down on me."
"You taste like a delectable dessert, sweet with the musky aroma of a fabulous red wine and rose petals. I love it. I love you."
Summer deep throated me, and I nearly came.
"Summer, turnaround and mount me – or I can come over you. What do you prefer?"
In two seconds, she spun around, and made an erotic show of bringing my very erect cock to the entrance to her vagina. She rubbed me back and forth along her slit, a teasing smile on her face as we locked eyes. Soon though, she sank her beautiful body down on me and groaned in the ultimate satisfaction of coupling with a lover.
At full depth, she bent down and we kissed with a white hot heat that would melt steel. I'm sure we both saw stars. With lascivious intent, she dragged the erect nipples of both breasts across and around my chest until I pulled her down to me again for another volcanic kiss.
"Do your Tantric sex with me. I have never felt so close to anyone in my life as I did – as I do – to you during and after we made love. Some nights that's all I can think of. I masturbate thinking of us coupled together, you constantly seesawing in and out of my ... body ... as we make love."
"What were you going to say instead of body? Why did you change your mind?"
Summer focused her eyes on me and smiled in lust and love, "I was going to say 'cunt,' but I thought it might shock you."
"It would not. Crystal and I – all my lovers – we talk dirty to each other. We use crude words like cunt and cum and jizz and quim and slut and whore. The words excite and stimulate, they reach part of the cortex of your mind and bring out the lust in each other."
Summer dragged her breasts across my chest again, "Then talk to your slut. I want to be your cumslut – to be the bucket in which you dump your cum over and over again. I not only want you to make love to me, but also to fuck me – to fuck my brains out ... to keep driving you long hard cock deep into me on every stroke – into my fucking cunt until neither one of us can stand it any longer."
"Now that's some of the best dirty talk I've ever heard." I paused and added, "Now, come here, and kiss me – and let's fuck."
We both sat. Summer sat in my lap impaled on my prick. We held each other, yet could touch almost every inch of the other's skin. As we kissed and tongued each other, I inserted a finger along side my cock in Summer's pussy; my thumb landed squarely on her swollen clitoris and I started stroked, both in and out with my own strokes and in circles with my thumb. I could only do that for a minute or so because Summer started to writhe so violently that I couldn't hold her.
"Oooooooooh, Jimmmmmm. That'ssssss soooooo stim – u – lat – ing. Oh, fuck. I'm cuming."
Summer not only came, but also got up on the step as I called it – a place where a woman enters Orgasmland. In Orgasmland, the least little movement near your sex gives you an orgasm of various intensities.
Summer started to pop off a series of long and short climaxes, her body squirming in response, her skin sweaty and glowing, her voice sexy and hoarse, and her lust palpable in every stroke we made with one another.
Summer muttered, "This is criminal. You should be arrested ... this has got to be illegal. This is too much pleasure in one short period of time." She'd slip into another climax and grind her pussy down on my hard cock, trying to get me as deep into her as she could.
She said to me, "Do you want to make your slut pregnant again? I could repeat everything we did twenty-one months ago right now. I could capture all your sperm – all your little swimmers – and hold them up against my cervix. I could deposit an egg in the middle of all that, and then move the egg to my uterus – the uterus that you keep trying to push your cock into."
"Do it," I said. "Have another. If that's what you really want – what you and George want. Here, have my first shot of sperm."
With that I let fly all the pent up jism I'd carried for her since we last fucked and made love and copulated. We both felt wave after wave of pleasure wash through us.
Summer moaned so loudly, I was sure the neighbors could hear us. We both slipped into afterglows as we sat face to face in a classic Tantric position. Our hips were stilled, but only for a minute or two, and then we started to move again, little strokes at first that grew to medium length strokes that became long deliberate thrusts where my dick plunged deep into Summer's already cum filled cunt.
She said, "I'm so squishy, but I know you're pushing your cum deeper into me – right where my egg is waiting. Maybe now – this second – one of your sperm has bored into my egg, and a new life has begun. Fuck me ... fuck me again and again. Give me more. Cum in me in buckets."
We went another forty minutes before I exploded again, but Summer kept cresting and swearing and praying for more cock. I was her wanton lover. I was her impregnator. Some minutes we made love; and other times we fucked. We were insatiable and couldn't get enough of each other.
We changed positions many times, ending with Summer beneath me, her legs over my shoulders, and my cock driving into her sodden pussy. I savored my own sloppy seconds. When we came this time, Summer screamed in delight and passion. I jetted another gallon of cum deep into her, my shaft at maximum depth, and our pubic bones pushed hard together.
"Oh God, you are a divine lover. I thank every star that you love me and gave me a piece of you." She pulled me down for a deep kiss.
I rolled off her and onto the bed next to her.
In the doorway, a very naked Crystal stood with a very naked George behind her. She had that freshly fucked look as she waggled her backside against his tumescent cock. When she turned to kiss him, I saw the glint of light from the cum running down her legs. They too had enjoyed the rest of the evening.
Summer held her arms open to her husband, and the pair moved into the room – Crystal coming to me and George to Summer.
Summer announced calmly, "I'm pregnant again. We made a baby. I hope that's all right with you. We didn't plan it, but I think it's a done deal now."
George smiled at her and me, "Good. I can't think of a better way to celebrate the reunion of the two of you. We wanted two children, and now we'll have them."
I looked at Crystal, and she kissed me deeply. "You guys are hot," She said. "You and I have got to back to fucking like that. I actually had a small orgasm watching Summer and you. She is a highly motivated lover."
I kissed her back, "And, I love you. I hope you know that."
"I do. I have never considered love to be a zero sum game. The more love you give – sex, love, lust, making love, or any of those terms – the more there is to go around. You've taught me that love involves mind, body, and spirit. Everyone knows body to body, but it's the mind to mind, and the spirit to spirit linkages most people miss. When I watched you making love with Summer, I could see your auras flashing bright and happy colors. I know your minds were engaged; I've always known you had a special place in your heart and mind for Summer, and I guessed she did for you. Now, I have no doubt you two connected deeply on every level."
George looked surprised at Crystal's insightful comment. Finally, he said, "Crystal you just taught me more about my marriage and making love in that minute you spoke than all the things I've heard or read put together. You've just blown me away."
Crystal asked, "Why aren't you jealous of Jim and Summer making love in your bed – this bed?"
George said, "I ... I'm not sure. I love Summer so much. I knew this was what she'd wanted since the first time they made love. They connected on some level I didn't understand, and I wanted her to be happy again."
Crystal said, "That's called compersion, where you bask in the pleasure of someone you love and you feel good too. The alternative is rage and jealousy, and those are learned responses to particular situations. You say to yourself, 'If my mate sleeps with someone else, I'm supposed to get outrageously angry and maybe even divorce them.' What strife over an act of love – where's the love, the tolerance, and forgiveness in that approach. Isn't it better to say to yourself, 'I'm so happy my mate found pleasure, happiness, and love with someone else; I hope she can multiply all that and pass it along to me and many others'?"
Summer said, "And George, you know I love you dearly and I always will. I love Jim too, and our son. That doesn't take anything from you, instead I bring myself back to you with more wisdom and more loving feelings to share than ever before."
George kissed Summer; "Tonight, I am doubly blessed by Crystal and Summer. Thank you both for all that you are, all that you do, and all that you hope for us."

* * * * *After making love with Summer again in the morning, the two of us threw on a minimum of clothes and walked into the living room-kitchen area. Crystal and George were there, also with that 'Great Morning Fuck' look on their faces. We all laughed at each other we were so transparent. I went and kissed Crystal, fondling her breasts through the unbuttoned part of a work shirt of George's she wore. Summer kissed George, the t-shirt she wore riding up over her shapely butt; she wore a thong, as she put it, 'to hold as much of Jim's man juice inside me as I can.'
Little James sat in a high chair with a bowl of Cheerios in it. Somehow, he'd turned half of them to mush and had them spread over most of his face. He looked supremely happy.
The rest of us had a light breakfast, cleaned up Little Jim, and then went out on the patio to sit and talk. James sat on the floor with several toys, favoring those that made the most noise.
I sat down next to my son and started the ball rolling on the discussion we avoided the night before; "OK, what do we do about the media, the baby, you guys, and us – particularly, now that Summer is pregnant again." I stated the last point as a positive statement, although we were far from any verification of the growing embryo.
George and Crystal didn't even look surprised. He got a pad of paper; "Let's write down options."
Crystal said, "First, we do nothing. The situation is what it is. We never deny or confirm any of it. James Mellon grows up happy and content with you after a little bit of publicity now that he'll never remember, and the whole thing will blow over when Lindsay or Brittany do something, or JLo get married again."
As George wrote, I said, "Or, the four of us hold a press conference. We bring James, and we tell them exactly what transpired, how we think – the stuff we were talking about last night, and let the chips fall where they may. The truth is hard to shade; we'd rob the media of the ability to speculate. Each of us tells what they think about the situation, we even tell them you might be pregnant again, and then it becomes 'So what?' And, as Crystal said, in a few weeks it'll all be forgotten as some real scandal arises."
Summer summarized thus far, "Do nothing or lay it all out there. Is there a middle ground?" She put her long legs across mine. I started to stroke her legs right up to her thong. She shuddered across her whole body, and gave me a look of longing.
Crystal chuckled at her, "Lady, you are in heat for this guy. If you want to go jump his bones, please go ahead. I might like to watch, however." She snickered at her lascivious suggestion.
Summer said something that shocked us all, "You can watch, but only if you sit on my face so I can eat your pussy. Jim said you taste wonderful, and I want to know what he tastes – to love you as much as he does. I want to be one with him and one with you and one with George; we all merge into one loving mass." She smiled sheepishly.
I said to her as a question, "Bedroom, now?"
She shook her head, "No, later, otherwise I'll get sore. I meant what I said though."
George said, "Ahem, back to options."
We couldn't figure out any graceful way to explain how my sperm got into Summer's vagina to produce either one or two babies. We made love, period.
We thought of different ways to talk about why we had made love: desperation to have a baby and to be a father – but there was more than that. We considered a request from a friend I would do anything for invoking our high school and Special Forces brotherhood – but then why would Summer have been so willing to honor her husband's crazy request. Were we that loose morally that her husband just let me fall in bed with his wife and fuck her until she got pregnant? Was the baby the main goal; is that sufficient to generate public sympathy for our unusual approach?
Crystal said, "What about the whole 'open relationship' approach? We're not the only people in the country to share partners, or love multiple people. Polyamory is a legitimate living style for at least a couple of million people."
I pondered that, "I can think of several Hollywood types that have acknowledged open marriages or open relationships: Will and Jada Smith, Amelia Earhart, and Robert Heinlein, to name a few. Could we hold them up as examples?"



Summer said, "Probably not, since to our knowledge none of them did the mix of relationships to have a baby."
George said, "Do we just throw ourselves on the doorstep of public opinion and accept what happens?"
I ventured, "It won't all be against us. It'll be like Crystal'sPlayboy spread, part of the country was vehemently condemning and the rest loved it; I suppose there was the silent majority that didn't care one way or the other. Here, most won't care, a few will condemn like the radical right, and others may spring to our defense just to take the other side. It'll raise a whole bunch of social issues about adoption programs, cost, and bureaucracy, and the rights of polyamorous and legitimate parents."
Summer said, "You know when we filed the birth certificate, we couldn't lie; we had to say that you were the father." She looked at me hoping I wouldn't be mad.
I thought for a moment. "What you did was fine. To the best of my knowledge, there's no reason I can't let the mother raise the child with anyone she sees fit to be with. You live fine lives, and except for this situation are pillars of your community. Plus, you are a wounded vet who gave up part of a leg for your country."
Crystal said, "Wait ... wait! Is that how this all got in the news. Someone saw that birth record and figured out what had happened?"
I slapped my forehead, and so did George and Summer. Several "Oh shits" could be heard around the room.
I added to what Crystal had figured out, "Someone chanced on the certificate, and knew about me and my new career in music – maybe even about my connection with you two. Who might that have been?"
We all pondered that situation.
Crystal said, "I'm going to talk to Terry. He seemed to know the woman who asked the question. We never heard anything further about her."

* * * * *Crystal came onto the back porch from the back yard. She'd walked down to the edge of the lake, almost nude, with only a revealing t-shirt that kept riding up over her shapely butt. About halfway back to us she'd ended her cell phone call.
"I talked to Terry. He says the woman's name is Edie Gerst – Edith, and she works for the ... are you ready for this ... theDayton Daily News. He'd only met her the day before. He said she approached him outside his office and asked to be especially called upon in that press conference. She told him she had a special question to ask but didn't hint at its content. He's kicking himself around his office for not pursuing the matter further. He said he'd brushed her off with a promise to call on her when she raised her hand."
The three of us gasped. This had to be the link. Greenville is only forty miles northwest of Dayton, and it's a small world.
I spoke, "In our options, we envisioned the press as one amorphous blob, but what if we think of them as one person – say Edith – and allowed her to put the spin on whatever we tell her – the whole story from soup to nuts, and even our philosophy of life and relationships."
"I like that idea."
"Me too."
George said, "Let me see if I can call the paper. Would we want her to come up here - today?"
Sensing consensus from the group, I said, "Sure. This is a story worth gold to the paper that breaks the story."
George went inside and a few minutes later we heard the tones of his voice on the phone. When he came back outside, he had a smile on his face. "Miss Edie Gerst will join us this afternoon. She's about four hours away from Jackson and has to stop for lunch. Even as I talked to her, she told me she was packing up her desk and preparing to leave. She asked whether she could record our interviews; I told her she could. I hope that's all right."
We nodded in the affirmative. We'd thought of facing the entire press corps in front of an array of microphones; facing one reporter with a single recording device didn't seem as daunting.
Crystal said, "Maybe we should get dressed?"
Summer said, "But we have over three hours, and Little James is about to go down for his morning nap ... can't we play? I think I'll be all right." She shot me a lusty glance.

* * * * *As mid-afternoon came, the five of us again sat on the back patio. The four adults looked a little spent from a late-morning frolic – George with Crystal, and Summer and me. We also spent a little time with all four of us in one bed, and found the experience extremely erotic. Summer looked so content and loving.
The doorbell rang at two-thirty. George went and opened the door. Seconds later, he escorted a shapely young woman, Edie Gerst, onto the patio where we all greeted her and made introductions.
She saw the baby playing and immediately asked, "Is that James Mellon Ellis?"
Summer proudly said, "He is. He just turned one."
I jumped in, "Edie, before we start – and we plan to be very open with you – could you tell us how you discovered this situation?" I gestured to the four adults as we all sat down.
Edie said in a steady voice, "I grew up in North Star – about fifteen miles from Greenville. My relatives were German pioneers and back to the seventeen and eighteen hundreds, and I'm in the process of doing my family's genealogy when I have the time. Many records I'm interested in are in Greenville – the county seat."
I could see where she was headed.
She went on, "About two weeks ago I was going through some of the more recent birth records looking for a couple of births last year in my cousins' families. I wanted copies for my genealogy files. So, as I'm scanning the list, I see this name pop up – James Mellon Ellis. Now, normally, I would just gloss over that, but Mr. Mellon you and Crystal are my favorite singers of all-time ever. I stared at the name, and the whole thing came to me. I mean I am a reporter and get paid for my critical thinking."
"But how'd you tie it together?" I asked.
"In some of the interviews, you did over a year ago you gave details about your road trip across the country after your wife had died. I remembered the birth record one day, and so I looked up your trip. In one interview I found, you specifically mentioned stopping to see a friend in Greenville, Ohio. I looked up the name Ellis, and there are only six in the town with that surname – it had to be one of them you visited because that was the other name on the birth certificate. I sensed a story, saw on the Internet that you and Crystal were going to hold a press conference the day she got back from Europe, so I went down to Nashville, found your agent – that's not hard, and pleaded with him to call on me for one question."
Crystal muttered, "And all hell broke loose."
Edie said in a repentant tone, "I'm really sorry about it now. I didn't mean to hurt anyone. I guess for all my critical thinking I didn't think of the impact it would on you two." She turned to George and Summer.
George stood and walked over to her, "Apology accepted." He held his arms up. Summer joined him, Edie stood, and the three of them hugged. They all sat down again, but something had softened in the tenseness we each felt.
After a silence where we studied our newcomer, I said, "So, Edie, do you want a good story – one that will put you on the map?"
She broke into a smile, "You bet." She turned to George, "You said it was OK to record, does that still hold?"
Several of us said, "Yes."
Edie rummaged around in an oversize purse and pulled out a small digital recorder. She started it, and set it on the coffee table in front of me.
I said, "This story started twenty-five years ago when I was fifteen years old." Edie looked surprised. "I lived and went to school in Dillon, Massachusetts. At the start of tenth grade, this gangly guy moved into town, and we became best buddies from that time on." I gestured to George.
George picked up the thread from there: "We were practically inseparable. Of course, we were both geeks or dorks or whatever they were called back then. As we came up to graduation we decided the only way to not be a dork for life was to join the Army, so we went in together. Later, we got into Special Forces together. It was on one of those Special Forces missions that I lost part of my left leg." George leaned down and rapped on his lower leg with his knuckles; a hollow knock could be heard from his prosthesis. "Something else happened in that explosion that I didn't know until years later; I became sterile. The shrapnel from a mine had ripped into my leg and lower body. If it hadn't been for Jim's quick thinking I would have died."
Edie had also started taking notes.
Summer picked up at that point, I'd been married before and it hadn't worked out so I'd stayed out of circulation for a while. In my late twenties, I started to date again and I ran into this guy who was so unbelievably nice and lovable I just had to jump in again when he asked me to be his bride. That was seven years ago."
Summer let Edie catch up in her note taking before going on, "By then, my biological clock had started ticking rather loudly, and so had George's. We both wanted children. So we immediately dispensed with birth control ... and, nothing happened. After a couple of years, we started to see doctors – it was a slow process. Eventually, we learned I am healthy in that regard but George was shooting blanks as he calls it."
Edie said, "How long ago was that?"
Summer said, "Four years or so. We started to look into adoptions, even going overseas. The adoption process is a nightmare; I feel so much sympathy for anyone who runs that gauntlet, particularly in this state. Just look on the internet; there are many bad experiences with the way the laws are stated here."
Edie speculated, "So you decided on another course of action?"
George said, "Well, not then. We kept our options open about adopting, even thinking of moving to Indiana – but that's worse, or moving elsewhere. Our families are not too far away, and we have deep roots here. And then, I heard that Jim's wife had died – I'd been at their wedding, and that he was headed our way for a visit."
Edie asked, "How'd the discussion with your wife go after that?"
Summer said, "It wasn't as awkward as it might seem. I'd met Jim over the Internet – on Skype. We'd talked a lot, catching up and getting into each other's lives. We'd talked about visiting, but with Jim and Karen in Massachusetts and working full-time with not much vacation time, and George and I in the same situation in Ohio, it just never happened."
Summer paused, "George just said one day, 'What if Jim Mellon became a surrogate for me – a donor?' We thought through the mechanical approach and neither of us liked that idea; I'd already given more blood and had more doctors probing around my inerds that I care to think about. The logical thing was for us to copulate – to make love – to make a baby."
"Do you love one another?" Edie looked between Summer and me.
I nodded. Summer said, "More than I can tell you, and, please don't miss this point, I love my husband just as much – even more, because he's the one that delivered James Mellon Ellis to me, albeit in a nonstandard way, but we got our first child."
Edie picked up on that right away; "First?"
Summer blushed, "Yes, I'm probably pregnant again – by Jim. Last night."
Edie dropped her pen.
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 10Babies, horny dads, playful wives, and a loving reporter
Edie, the pretty reporter from the Dayton Daily News, appeared nonplused. "You ... err, how can I ask this delicately ... you conceived a second child last night?" She looked between Summer and me about a dozen times in ten seconds.
Summer spoke, "Yes, exactly."
"How do you know you're pregnant? You can't tell for sure for at least a couple of weeks."
"I can," Summer replied. "I knew it the second he ... the second his seed touched my egg. I'm certain. I'll confirm it in a couple of weeks."
Edie wasn't satisfied, "No, no. Say more. I mean you must feel different today than yesterday, describe that."
Summer spoke softly, "Jim and I connected on many levels last night -- mind, body, and spirit. We resonated on such a deep level I can't begin to describe it; we can almost read each other's thoughts and feelings. Our bodies were so in sync with one another, so in touch, so vibrant together; we peaked together over and over. Lastly, and on that deeper level, Jim and I were in touch with each other's souls. I do believe we are soul mates, the feeling is that strong. In other times and dimensions, spiritual dimensions, we are loving beings; here we are those loving beings having a human experience -- and that's how I know I conceived."
Edie turned to George, "And you're happy with this situation?"
George broke into a big grin, "Ecstatic actually. We wanted to have two children, and now we will."
Edie sputtered, "But ... but ... didn't your wife sleep with Mr. Mellon a couple of years ago and last night?"
George sobered a little and then toyed with the reporter, "Oh, yeah. I guess he did." He paused and got serious; "The issue is whether the ends justify the means. In this case, and with the personalities of the people involved, we each think it did. At the request of my wife and me, Jim made love to my wife. Now, I love them both dearly. I wasn't sure they'd fall in love, but I am over the moon that they did. I think it's important to the mother and the babies to know that both their parents love each other. They do."
"Aren't you jealous?"
"Of what? Jim putting his penis in my wife and leaving his seed. Hardly. I'd be jealous if he tried to take her away from me. I'm jealous that I can't sing and act like he can. But am I jealous they made love, no; I think that those times they made love and connected were some of the truly beautiful moments I could gift to my wife."
I jumped in, "Edie, there's an underlying philosophy we all share. We share a belief in the concept of polyamory -- giving your loved ones the space to love more than one person at a time."
Edie nodded for me to continue.
"Most people think of love as a zero sum game. If I love Crystal, I can't love you without taking something away from Crystal's bucket."
Crystal slipped into the conversation, "But what we found is that the more people you love, the bigger all your buckets get. You end up with more love than you could wish for -- and I'm not talking just sex, I really mean love."
I spoke again, "I guess we reject that zero sum game assumption, and so far I can tell you our lives are all amazing. Besides the sex, I'm talking about all the other warm and romantic feelings that go along with love. In doing that, we disavow allegiance to the principle of monogamy -- that's the shorthand name for the zero sum game."
Edie asked, "But if you're with Summer, you're not with Crystal. You can't physically be in two places at one time."
I responded, "Right, and that brings us to the principle of 'compersion' -- a word that got coined because our vocabulary had nothing that stood opposite the word 'jealousy.'"
I turned to my son who had been playing on the floor between all the adults. I spoke to Edie, "How do you feel when you see my son playing well with a toy?"
Edie answered, "Happy. Glad that he's happy and content. I can see that he's learning something, and exercising, and growing. If I were his parents, I'd feel proud at his accomplishments and excitement when he did something new, like learn a new word or walk for the first time."
"Do you feel threatened because I spend time with him? Would you if you were his mother?"
"No, I'd be happy for the two of you."
"Might you derive happiness from those times because I was happy and he was happy?"
"Certainly."
I went on, "Well, now you understand compersion. Carry that over to my being with Summer instead of Crystal."
She turned to Crystal, "You mean you were glad he slept with Summer."
Crystal said, "Just as George said, I was full of joy that the two of them reconnected after being apart for so long."
Edie asked, "Did you know ahead of time that they'd have sex?"
"Well, of course. They'd already made a baby."
"That reminds me, when did Jim tell you about his child?"
Crystal thought a moment before responding, "I think it was when I met him in Missouri after he'd been to Ohio -- probably about two or three weeks after he'd seen George and Summer. He was excited that he'd probably made Summer pregnant."
"Who else knew?"
"I think my sister Ellen and Terry our agent were at the table when he told us."
Edie asked, "And, no one thought that was a little unusual? I mean, by then, weren't the two of you becoming more serious?"
Crystal said, "Well, yes, I loved Jim a lot by then; I felt he also was a soul mate to me as well. I was excited and happy for him. He even told me he'd fallen in love with Summer."
"He told you he was in love with another woman?"
"Sure. I felt glad they'd connected on such a deep level. The way he felt about Summer didn't take anything away from what I thought we had or have. Just like last night, I was happy for both of them. Summer had such a glow this morning when they got up; I could tell they'd made love again before coming downstairs."
Edie's eyes practically rolled up in her head. I could tell that Crystal was subtly teasing the poor woman with increasingly shocking statements. I guessed what was coming next, and Edie fell right into her trap.
Edie said, "What did you do overnight?"
Crystal said in a level voice, "Why, I was with George, of course. I didn't want him to feel lonely."
The pen fell out of Edie's hand again.

* * * * *After we talked for a while longer about less controversial topics, we took a break. Summer and Edie took Little James by the hands and the two of them slowly walked him down by the lake and out onto the wide dock. The air had turned crisp overnight, the harbinger of an early autumn. James was walking, but not very well and not very far. Summer let Edie carry the baby back in her arms; James liked the attention of a new female.
Crystal and I helped George put out some snacks and opened some wine for everyone. George fired up his grill and prepared to barbeque some steaks. The sun rode low in the sky, and some clouds added to the sky to make a beautiful sunset.
When Edie reached the patio she shivered. I automatically reached over and put a warm arm around her shoulders, and she just nestled in and said, "You're a warm body, and I bet it's going to be cold tonight."
We ate dinner inside, and after dinner George got a fire pit going in the middle of the back yard. The women fussed over Little James and put him to bed, and then joined the two of us outside.
As Edie walked up with the other women, she said, "I guess I'll be going. If I leave now I can get back to Dayton before one or two in the morning."
We all spoke at once, Summer the most emphatic, "You can't go; you're staying with us. We can rearrange so you can be comfortable. Besides, you haven't finished your interviews; I know you wanted to talk some more to Crystal."
I could tell Edie was torn between staying and imposing on the rest of us. Maybe I sealed the deal, "Come on Edie, stay overnight." I patted the empty seat on the small outdoor sofa beside me. Somewhat reluctantly, she sat.
Our conversation rambled from topic to topic. At one point, George said, "I'm going to have a cognac, I'll bring something out for everyone." He got up from his chair and walked into the house.
A minute later, he brought out a tray with five small glasses and several different bottles of cognac and liqueurs. Summer looked over at me in anticipation; she remembered. Crystal just winked at me and nodded in Edie's direction. Summer almost burst out laughing when she saw what Crystal had implied.
I poured a glass of Grand Marnier, a rich orange liqueur. I moved in front of Summer, and she stood and faced me. The glow from the fire lit our bodies. I took a sip of the liqueur, and moved to her lips the way I had the night we first made love. As we kissed, I thrust my tongue gently into her mouth, and then jetted the liqueur from my mouth to hers. After that, our tongues danced in the open air between us -- tasting, rubbing, loving.
Summer grabbed a hold of me and really started to French kiss me, more passionately than the tender moment when we shared the liqueur. A quick fire of passion rose between us. I could feel myself harden as I pushed into her.
We broke apart, and Summer sat, but we both knew we'd make love later.
After a quiet word or two with Crystal, George poured his cognac and repeated the sexy gesture with her. Crystal moaned into their kiss, and I watched as her hips bucked over George's leg. She was in heat, and I genuinely felt glad for her.
After a moment or two of further kissing and grinding of hips, the pair broke apart and sat together again. George draped his arm around Crystal's shoulders, and she pulled his hand to her breast. She wore no bra, and I could already see her fabulous nipples poking through the cotton fabric of her shirt.
We were all quiet for a couple of minutes, and then Edie turned to me: "Would you do that to me -- with the liqueur I mean. That looked so ... so different. I ... I just want to see what it's like." We both stood, Edie's stunning body facing me in an innocence a decade below her years. I instantly became more aware of her womanhood -- her slimness, her full breasts, her upturned face to mine, her subtle smile of hopefulness. Suddenly, I hoped she felt and would respond to my maleness. I wanted her.
I took a generous sip from my liqueur glass, put my arms around her, and bent down to kiss Edie. Our lips came together, and she allowed my tongue to penetrate into her body. With intent to excite, I squirted the liquid from my mouth to Edie's, and then I changed from delivery mode to a passionate kiss. Our mouths remained locked together, as we kissed; Edie's tongue came into my mouth and I tried to suck every drop of moisture from her, even swapping some of the liqueur back and forth with her. She moaned, and her arms tightened around my neck, as she pulled me into a deeper kiss -- and another kiss -- and another.
As we parted, she panted and whispered, "Oh, God. That was fabulous. Can we do it again?" She had responded naturally, and then realized we had an audience. She muttered, "Oh, dear. I ... I didn't mean ..."
I said softly to her, "Yes, you did." I pulled her to me, and we kissed. She allowed me to run my tongue up her neck and then around her lips. I could feel her body turning to liquid. I sipped the Grand Marnier again, and repeated the liquid kiss; she responded with more intensity this time. Unconsciously, her hips started to grind into mine, and soon her crotch rode up one of my legs as the light of passion reached her midsection. More kisses followed, and then we sat down.
I put my arm around Edie. She stared into the fire, I thought too embarrassed to look at the others. Summer came over and sat on my other side; she unbuttoned her shirt almost to her navel and pulled my hand around her and down to her breasts.
I could almost feel Edie's mind racing to a decision. When she reached it, she too undid a couple of buttons on her blouse and pulled my hand to her chest. She leaned into me as I touched her. When I stroked a nipple, and lightly pinched it between two fingers she groaned in a barely audible voice of satisfaction, "Oh, fuck, that's nice. I need this."
I kissed Summer. She drank from the Grand Marnier and gave me her spurt of liquid. She said, "Share it with Edie. This is so sexy."
I turned to Edie's ready body, and our lips met. She accepted the liquid that had passed from Summer to me and to her. As we parted, she spoke, "That is so erotic. It's almost like I'm making love with all of you."
I said in a kind voice to her, "You are. You are sharing yourself with us as we are with you."
Edie panted, "But, I want to ... to make love to you -- to all of you. You're all so nice, and ... the way you think about people ... and love ... and relationships is so ... divine."
"We want to make love to you too, if you'll let us."
Edie reached to the table behind us and took the glass of liqueur. She took a small swig and turned to face me. She pulled my head to hers, and we kissed with her jetting the liquid fire into my mouth. When she'd finished I turned and shared it with Summer.
After Summer and I kissed, we sat and watched the fire. On the other sofa, Crystal had removed her top and George made love to her full curvy breasts. Even from a dozen feet away, we could see her erect and excited nipples centered on her large areolas. The fire glow accentuated the curves of her beautiful upper body. George alternated sucking one and then the other. Crystal seemed to be in a pleasure zone as she cradled his head. Watching the two of them made me harden.
As I fondled Edie's and Summer's breasts, we watched as Crystal shed the Daisy Mae shorts she wore all the time. Beneath the jeans was a small thong that she also disposed of quickly. She sat down again in George's lap and pulled one of his hands to her pussy.
George gently stroked up and down Crystal's slit as she moaned and squirmed in his arms. Summer, Edie, and I could tell when he found her clitoris because Crystal threw her head back onto his shoulder and spread her legs even further. George inserted two fingers into her cunt, and stroked her clit with his thumb. Crystal started to vibrate in his lap, her body pulsating with pleasure as he pumped his hand in and out of her vagina. He put a third finger into the mix.
Crystal must have been on the edge, because within two minutes she came in a spectacular array of fireworks that lit up the sky. "Oh ... George ... keep going ... don't stop ... you're bringing me ... right up to ... the edge. Oh, fuuuuuuucccccck." The sound of George's hand slapping against her labia came to a slow stop. Crystal's eyes were closed, and she just flowed into some wild kisses with him where she wanted to devour him.
The broke apart and Crystal stood and pulled George to his feet. She turned to us, "We have some serious business to attend to. Please excuse us; we'll see you in the morning, and we hope we don't keep you awake." The pair disappeared inside the house.
Summer kissed me, and nudged me to have a deep kiss with Edie. Summer said, "It's time for us to go in too. The fire is dying down, and my back is getting chilly." She hitched forward so she could look past me at Edie; her look invited Edie to join us.
Edie said in a low voice, "I've never been in a threesome. I've never made love to a woman."
Summer said, "You'll love it, and I've never made love to a woman either. Come, let's learn how to please each other together. I'm sure Jim will help."
Summer helped Edie stand. She reached over the last of the Grand Marnier in the glass we had been sharing. Summer sipped in the liquid, and then put her hand behind Edie's head and gently guided Edie's lips to her own. The pair kissed, and I could imagine the inferno of emotions each of the women must have felt. They each moaned in pleasure into the kiss.
When the broke apart, Summer led Edie inside and to the master bedroom. I followed behind.

* * * * *I had Edie help me unveil Summer's tight curvy body. She'd worked hard to restore her figure after the baby, and had been successful. What remained were a pair of breasts that remained firm and vibrant; each still retained the large dark areolas that I found so enticing.
To my surprise, Edie leaned in and suckled one of Summer's breasts. Summer held her head and guided her for a minute.
Edie looked at me and said, "It feels so nice to do that. For the first time, I can see why my boyfriends have found my chest so fascinating."
Summer and I slowly stripped away Edie's clothing, although there wasn't much -- slacks, blouse, bra, and thong. As we did, Summer talked to Edie in a loving yet lusty tone: "The moment I saw you, I wanted to eat you up. You look so yummy. I am going to lick you from head to toe, and savor you. I want to taste you -- to taste your female juices that you no doubt have flowing out of your little pussy right now. I'm going to drive my tongue deep inside your mouth and your pussy until you cum ... and then you're going to do all the same things to me."
In a pause, Edie said, "What about Jim?"
Summer chuckled, "When I'm done with you, Jim will fuck the living daylights out of you. It'll be a fuck so fantastic you'll remember it for the rest of your life, partly because I'm going to keep using my tongue all over you. Only one restriction, I get his cum deep inside me. Maybe some other time you can have it, but this week I'm at my most fertile and I want as much of his sperm in my womb as I can get."
Edie moaned as Summer's fingers reached into her slit. Summer pushed Edie back onto the bed. I removed my own clothing, and sat in a bedroom chair watching the Sapphic pair and fondling my own shaft so I'd be ready for the call.
Summer and Edie made out as their hands roamed wildly on each other's breasts, and then lower into the wet valleys of love the two had generated. They each provided guidance to the other -- "harder, slower, just to the right, right there, deeper, use more fingers, pinch harder, yes you can touch there too." I found myself surprised by how vocal they were to one another.



Summer ended laying on her stomach between Edie's legs, her mouth going wild on Edie's pussy. Edie writhed and squirmed and moaned under her ministrations. After a few minutes, Summer raised her butt into the air, changing the angle slightly at which she attacked Edie's cunt; she looked back at me over her shoulder: "Jim, come put that cock in my pussy. Fuck me while I eat Edie."
Not one to dally, I did as I was told, kneeling behind Summer on the bed and sinking into her pussy in one smooth stroke. Her pussy dripped female juices of excitement, so I slid right into her. I set up a slow oscillation of my body against hers; I didn't want to upset her tasty meal at Edie's bush.
Edie for that matter stared into my eyes with heavy lids that betrayed lust and sexual excitement. After being eaten to one orgasm, Edie stopped Summer and asked in a pleading tone: "Can Jim make love to me a little." Summer kissed her and said, "Of course, My Darling."
Summer moved to the side, I moved so I could sink myself into Edie. She reached down and spread the lips of her labia, so that she showed me her pink and I could see the gaping hole I was to fill.
I didn't need to use my hands to aim my rigid pole. I just shifted my hips until I lined up with the center of her wet slit with her swollen lips ready to receive me, and filled the hole in long smooth stroke into a well-lubricated female. Edie's eyes rolled up into her head, and she moaned in pleasure, "Ooooooooh, fuck me."
Summer moved and started to suck on Edie's breasts again, returning her nipples to a highly aroused state. Edie's breasts swayed in sync with my thrusts into her body.
I leaned down and passionately kissed Edie. She responded in kind. I used my thumb on her clit, driving her back into orbit and soon into another climax. Edie was almost delirious with pleasure; she was right on the edge of the zone where a woman enjoys one continuous oscillating orgasm.
I gestured to Summer, and she straddled Edie's head, lowering her pussy onto her face. Edie's tongue started working. Summer faced me; we kissed and licked each other's faces and tongues in our lust and passion.
I told Summer, "Let's put Edie in the zone." She nodded in understanding, dismounted her lover's head, and returned to her breasts. She slapped and pinched at both of Edie's nipples, and then carefully bit into each one when she wasn't sucking on it.
I applied my thumb more carefully and directly to Edie's clit, and soon she not only climaxed for a third or fourth time, but also moved into the zone of near continuous orgasms. Now, every little thing we did brought Edie a peak of pleasure: Summer stroked her abs and arms; I leaned down and kissed her ears, nibbling on her ear lobes; Summer used her tongue on Edie's clit even as I pistoned into her body.
Edie just twisted and turned, almost throwing me away from her. Once she thought I would leave her; she pleaded, "Oh Jim, please don't leave me here -- I'm right -- Oh, fuck, another one. Stay in me ... I'm ... Oh, wow, another one ... Jim, they're coming every couple of seconds. I didn't know I could do this. Oh, fuck; again."
I promised Edie I would explain tomorrow, and brought her to yet another climax. After, a half hour of this, Edie finally pleaded with me to stop. "I hate to stop this, but I may never leave this bed, and I may never let you leave. I don't want to get sore, and I want more of you later. Now, you have to make love to Summer, and you have to cum in her so we're sure she's pregnant."
I jerked myself out of Edie's cunt. She had one last orgasm, and then lay unmoving in the center of the bed, two rivulets of sweat pooled between her breasts and near her naval. The rest of her body glowed with a sexual sheen. She held her arms out to Summer, and the pair kissed quite passionately.
Edie hitched herself to the side so that Summer could lie beside her. I impaled Summer on my rigid shaft, and soon I had her moving to the same state Edie floated in of near constant orgasms. Edie, for her part, made love to the rest of Summer's body that I wasn't occupied with. Summer swooned, "Ooooooooh, Jimmmmm. Fuuuuucccccck meeee!" I did, and many minutes later I decided to fill my lover with my seed.
I warned Summer, and she pulled me to her for a French kiss of epic proportions. We parted, and our eyes locked in one another. I made a dozen hammering thrusts into Summer, and with each I sent a pulse of my cum onto her cervix. When my last pulse ended, I froze in position above Summer, my arms extended and locked, my back arched, and my head held high.
I leaned in and kissed Summer, and then rolled us so I was between Edie and Summer. My cock remained deep in Summer's body.
And that's how we went to sleep.
Edie woke me in the middle of the night. She wanted me to make love to her again. She fellated me to requisite hardness, and then I slid into her body. We did a slow fuck, just idly grinding our hips back and forth from each other with my cock deep in her cunt.
Summer awoke and watched us. I asked her, "Do you this load of cum?"
"No, this time you can give it to Edie if she wants it."
Edie pleaded, "Oh, I do. I do."
And, only a few minutes later I came deep inside Edie.
Edie and I fell asleep with my cock buried in her pussy.

* * * * *I felt invigorated in the morning. The crisp air motivated a long run. I dressed, and snuck out of the house so the others wouldn't wake up, particularly my son. An hour later I trotted back and went down to the edge of the lake. I easily slipped into a meditative trance, and left myself open for messages from within and messages from my spirit guides.
I felt one overpowering message from within, "Love unconditionally and love everyone. Don't worry, just love and love many. Trust the results."
My reverie was broken when I felt a warm body snuggle up against me. I blinked awake, and Edie pulled my arm around her. She had wrapped herself in a woolen blanket. I could tell she was nude beneath the wrap. She looked up and kissed me. She whispered, "I think I love you; Is that all right? I don't think it's just the sex. It's you, your philosophy, your obvious caring for everyone, and the love you carry -- even for me."
I smiled at her and said, "It's delightfully all right. Edie, I love you too."
We were quiet for a while, and then Edie said, "Last night was so wonderful in so many ways. You are a magnificent lover, and now the gold standard by which I'll evaluate anybody else that I choose to love the way we did last night. Summer is equally fantastic. I had no idea I could respond to another woman that way; I don't think she did either. I worried I might become a lesbian, and then you fucked that idea away. I just want both of you again and again," she blushed and added, "and now I'm thinking about Crystal and George too. I am so bad." She grinned.
After another silence she said, "I'd never been in a threesome. I'd never seen other people making love; except in one porn film I saw a long time ago. When you were making love to Summer, I couldn't take my eyes from you. I wanted to soak up every subtle detail that each of you did or experienced. Watching is so sexy and erotic -- and I felt such love and compassion for you both. I remember thinking; this is what 'compersion' must feel like."
I felt Edie shiver. The blanket was inadequate for the morning chill. I pulled her into my lap and stood, and then I carried her into the house.
No one was awake. I brought Edie into the living room, pulled my running clothes from my body, pulled Edie's blanket away from her beautiful body, and then we made love again in the middle of the living room sofa.
After our orgasms we just lay there, Edie on top of me with my erect shaft still in her vagina. She had her head on my shoulder.
Crystal appeared in the doorway, also wrapped in a blanket. She came over and cuddled up next to me. She tenderly kissed me and then kissed Edie. She said softly, "I watched the two of you just before you each came. You are so sweet together. You just fit one another, and it was so sexy." She kissed us both again.
Edie was getting the deluxe treatment. She'd had romantic kisses with everyone, except George. She glowed, and I could feel the swelling of her heart inside her. She held and exuded love for everyone. She reached out and pulled Crystal into the two of us, and stroked her hair. She kissed Crystal several times, even using her tongue to trace out small designs on one cheek.
We were quiet for a few minutes, and then I heard the cooing of Little James from his nursery. I looked at the two women, we all sighed, and moved to uncouple and head off to get ready for the day.
One thing for certain, everyone in that house felt loved.

* * * * *Edie dressed in some shorts and a shirt she borrowed from Summer and George. We all knew of her nudity beneath the scanty outfit. She got her laptop from her car, and sat at the dining room table composing her article based on the interview with all of us the day before. After our relationship turned sexual, and after she had felt the love and caring among all of us, I knew she would do a fair and credible job putting our story to the public.
Around noon, she hooked her laptop up to the printer George and Summer shared. After some trial and error with the technology, she finally printed out her draft of the article and gave us each a copy for our comments.
Greenville, Ohio. Jim Mellon and Summer Ellis confirmed today they birthed a healthy baby boy over a year ago. The namesake love child resulted from a natural insemination Summer and her husband George requested of Mellon. A second child likely is on the way as well. However, the story is not as simple as it appears, and the details are not as lurid as the tabloid press has made them out to be.
Well-known country singer and soon to be movie star, Jim Mellon, served ten years in Army Special Forces with high school friend George Ellis. The two were inseparable, and multiple times saved each other's lives in heavy combat or on clandestine missions. On one of those missions, Mellon watched in horror as Ellis stepped on a mine. The explosion claimed part of Ellis' left leg. With Mellon's help, Ellis survived the incident, but the shrapnel that riddled his lower body left him infertile.
After deciding to have children, Ellis and his wife tried for years before testing revealed the damage from the shrapnel. Some other options were explored including adoption, and the couple ruled these out for many reasons: time to adopt, the expense, the legal hassle, and the difficulty of compliance with outdated state laws that work against adopting couples. Knowing of Mellon's impending visit during his well-known road trip across America two years ago, the couple talked about approaching him with their unusual request.
Mellon was more than a brother to Ellis, and subsequently to Summer. Mellon and Summer do have a love relationship, not to exclude or replace George but to supplement and augment that relationship. Being in the same room with Jim and George, one can feel the mutual support and love between the pair, and this carried over to Summer.
The trio did discuss artificial insemination and ruled this out as well because of cost, legal entanglements, and again state laws. Mellon and the Ellis' also feel that a deep expression of love at conception influences a baby's health and well-being for the rest of their life, and so Jim and Summer made love when she was most fertile, and the result was a healthy pregnancy and a beautiful love child [see photos].
Crystal Lee, Mellon's long-time girlfriend and country music star, knew of the relationship and pregnancy from the start. Jim and Crystal together have created an education fund for the child. Both are God parents for 'Little James' and plan to be an active presence in the child's life as well as continue their solid relationship with the Ellis'.
Crystal commented that she is not sure when her professional life will allow her the privilege of having a child, so she expressed her joy at being able to share in the growth and development of her boyfriend's child with his parents. The love in her eyes for the child and his parents, the Ellis', is palpable when you see them together. Mellon carries the same love for them.
Mellon and Lee have maintained an 'open relationship' since they met, partly because of their often conflicting and hectic professional schedules. The pair was recently apart for almost half-a-year making two movies: Mellon in Central America, and Lee in Europe and Russia. Some other musicians and actors have similar relationships [see inset box 1], and the Ellis' share this same general philosophy of polyamory.
What appeared at first to be the scandal of the year turns out to be nothing more than a close friend helping another, here in a loving and supportive way that resulted in a beautiful child, a new pregnancy, and four happy adults that surround the child with love.
###
END OF MAIN ARTICLE.
INSET BOX 1
Title: Open Relationships Are More Popular Than Many Know
What do Rachel Ray, Demi Moore, Ashton Kutcher, Brad Pitt, Angelina Jolie, Will Smith, Pink, Megan Fox, Chris Brown, Nicole Kidman, Gwen Stefani, Goldie Hawn, and Charlize Theron have in common? They are in or were in 'open relationships' or 'open marriages.' This is the short list of celebs in such relationships.
Openness is a negotiated status that, if the relationship is to survive, depends on a high level of communication, empathy, and sensitivity. Some go into the relationship knowing it'll be open from the start; others shift it from inside - some are heterogeneous, and some are gay/lesbian; some admit many people, others include only one other; some are for young adults, and some for people of all ages; in some the spouses are involved, and in others they remain unconnected to the other person; some are transient -- we use the term 'swingers,' and others are long term -- we use the term 'polyamorous' for these. There is no one model.
Singer Jim Mellon emphasized, "Love must play an important part in an expanded relationship if it is to survive. A two-way sensitivity to the needs of each partner is needed, not just the guy deciding he wants a little fling. A relationship is constantly changing and needs to adapt daily to the needs, feelings, and desires of both partners and include caring about the others embraced by the relationship. With foundations built on love, there is a strength in such relationships that's hard to duplicate any other way." Mellon mentioned that he has friends across the country in polyamorous relationships -- loving relationships between multiple men and women, and they have existed for well over a decade. In each, there are people of all ages.
Singers Mellon and long-term girlfriend Crystal Lee sat next to each other during my interview with them, and there is an aura of love that surrounds the couple. The Ellis' are the same way. Neither couple went into specifics about their beliefs and the details of their relationship, but both said they had talked extensively about all the possibilities and permutations of such relationships, as well as the various consequences.
Several studies talk about what percent of the 60 million married couples in the U.S. engage in open relationships. The number ranges from a steady five percent at any one time, to fifteen to twenty percent of those that have tried such a relationship formerly during their life. That means there are about 3 million couples sharing themselves with one or two other people, and it also means that upwards of 12 million couples have tried such a relationship at some time during their life.
What's noteworthy, is that these statistics are only for married couples, now less than half the population of the country. The majority -- singles -- are known to have much higher incidence.
Mellon and Lee believe that church and government should stay out of the relationship game instead of legislating the 'who, how, and when' relationships are valid. Mellon said, "Who's to say that gay, lesbian, or incestuous relationships are wrong; a bunch of a*holes we elect -- hardly. Most of them can't find their *** with two hands, and yet they feel that they can inflict their warped morality code on me. Most of what goes on sexually in this country is probably illegal according to what's on the books."
He went on, "Much of our legal code seems to be based on the Bible, as though that's the one and only sacred book in the world. It's not for most of the earth's population. Further, it was a book put together by, guess who, a bunch of politicians! Further, Abraham, one of the stalwart role models in the Bible, lived in a polyamorous relationship his whole life. To reiterate, we're supposed to have a separation of church and state, so get the morality of the various religions out of our lives because no one of them in 'right,' and get the government out of our private lives too. It's no one's business but our own -- and after all, if it's between consenting adults, who's to care?"
In researching this article by studying others, and in meeting Mellon, Lee, and the Ellis', one sees a vibrancy and excitement in their relationships and zest for life that many outside open relationships fail to display. This is an enthusiastic and loving group of people.
Maybe such relationships are like the poem posed by Edna St. Vincent Millay, another well-known celebrity who lived in an open relationship most of her adult life:

"My candle burns at both ends, It will not last the night; But, ah my foes, and oh, my friends, It gives a lovely light."###
END INSET 1 -- NO FURTHER COPY

* * * * *To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex, Jim moved in with country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen in Nashville. With Crystal's help, Jim became a top country singer. He got tapped to do a movie, enjoys several orgies with his leading lady Jill Danes, and finds a new love interest in Claire. The film crew moved to Nicaragua to film on location, and Jill was kidnapped. Jim did a bold and risky rescue using his skills he learned as a Green Beret. Shooting finished on Jim's movie. He returned to Nashville with Ellen and Claire for a sex-filled week with Nadia their housekeeper before Crystal returns from Europe where she did a movie. Upon Crystal's arrival, Jim and Crystal do a press conference where a reporter asked Jim about his fathering a child in Ohio. Jim initially ducked the question, but his answer indicated the reporter's accurate assessment. The media went wild at the prospect of Jim having a hidden baby. A few days later, Jim and Crystal sneak off to join his child's parents in Michigan after they too have fled the paparazzi; as a group, they decide to allow Edie, the pretty reporter from the press conference, to interview Jim, Crystal, Summer -- the baby's mother, and George -- her husband. Edie falls in love with Jim, Crystal, and the baby's parents; they share some intimate times, and then Edie writes her story for publication, putting a positive spin on the relationships.

Crystal Clear -- Ch. 11Sauna Stories and Concert Tours
Edie Gerst and her editor published the story about my baby, Summer, George, and me on Thursday. They carefully picked the day of the week, because that's the day most of the tabloids get to the newsstands, so it would be a week before they would be able to catch up with the scoop we'd given the Dayton Daily News. By the time they would be able to write about the story, it would be old news, and depending on what else happened during the week, including what flying saucers landed where, we might not even be on the cover. One could only hope.
Edie's articles and four photographs were syndicated and showed up in other daily newspapers on Friday morning -- at least, those that were fast enough to pick up the story off the wire.ET, andAccess Hollywood picked up the story but made surprisingly light of the news, giving the story only a minute or two on each of their broadcasts; none of them turned it into a scandal, just a happy recognition of a singer-star's baby and the hope that another was on the way. If you hadn't listened carefully, you would have missed that the mother was someone else's wife.
People magazine did get in touch with Terry and asked to do a feature spread on me, the baby, the mother, and the unique and loving arrangement that we had between us. They promised a favorable treatment. Previously, they had done right by us, so I trusted them. Terry set up the interview in Nashville for a few days after we returned and before Crystal and I started a concert tour of a dozen cities.
After Edie's article got published, and we saw how the news sat with the public; we all breathed easier. Crystal, Edie, and I stayed three more days at the Ellis' cottage in Michigan, and then we followed each other south to Greenville. Crystal rode with the Ellis' so she could play with Summer and my baby in the backseat of their car. I rode the Harley. Edie drove behind me in her car.
To our surprise, the paparazzi had vanished from Greenville; they'd been scooped, and the vultures headed off to some other potential scandal. We stayed overnight at the Ellis', said goodbye the next morning, and then I followed Edie and Crystal on my motorcycle all the way to Nashville. We'd invited Edie to be our guest, to be present at thePeople interview if their reporters didn't mind, and to join us for the first venue of our tour. Edie was so excited she could hardly contain herself.
Nadia greeted us at the Nashville house with hugs and kisses much to the surprise of Edie who also got included. Nadia could be very inclusive and demonstrative. Ellen and Clair had gone into Nashville for a few nights at Ellen's condominium and to hang around with Terry and Dan, our agent and publicist, respectively, so the three of us had the house to ourselves.
I went for a run to iron out the kinks from riding the motorcycle for seven hours. When I got back Nadia had organized a fabulous dinner for us, so I showered quickly and joined the women on the patio outside the kitchen. At our insistence, Nadia joined us for the cocktail hour; however, she kept racing back and forth to the kitchen to tend to her feast. She told us what she'd heard in the grapevine about my fatherhood (my reputation hadn't suffered, and probably improved), and we got her talking about her classes.
As Nadia moved around the house, I evaluated her again. She still had the sexiest ass I'd ever seen on a woman, plus that cute Russian accent and vocabulary that often created a sentence structure so funny we had to laugh aloud -- a point that never seemed to bother her; she learned from her mistakes. Nadia appeared more grown up than when Ellen and I had left alone to go to the west coast to make a movie -- more mature, open, empathetic.
After dinner, the four of us went to the sauna. Nadia had quickly caught on that we had an intimate relationship with Edie, and she told me she wanted to be counted in on whatever happened. In an aside moment, she said to me in a whisper, "I like Miss Edie. Do you think she will let me play with her tonight -- to lick her? Can we all play together? I am again tired of my battery toy; I need you -- at least, a time with you so to make me feel right again." She gave me her goofy grin that clearly meant she wanted me to fuck her brains out. The idea appealed to me too.
We sat in the sauna and enjoyed each other's nudity. Crystal got each of us talking about the sexiest or most unusual times we'd had sex. We were each to tell a story to titillate the others according to Crystal's rules. This would be a form of foreplay for us. We were supposed to be explicit and salacious in our descriptions, according to Crystal.
After great teasing, I had to go first and Crystal restricted me to talking about something that had happened on my road trip, although she had heard most of the stories. I told the three women about my stay in Arkansas during my road trip. I'd been arrested in Louisiana for felony robbery on a case of mistaken identity, and easily proved my innocence after a night in jail. I spotted my 'twin' riding a nearly identical motorcycle in the small town of El Dorado, Arkansas. I hung out in a diner across the street from where I saw the bike to keep an eye on my nemesis -- the guy I thought might have done the robberies I got arrested for. Later, he was indeed caught 'red handed' with my help.
The waitress and owner of the diner was a pretty woman named Pat. She and I hit it off, and the next you knew I'd taken a job there as a cook, dishwasher, and counterman to help out for a week. Well, one thing led to another, and one night we made love in every booth, on every table, and all along the various counters in the place. We were insatiable sex maniacs for the week I spent there. I described several of our sexual forays in stroke-by-stroke details much to the delight of my sauna mates.
Crystal went next. George Rinard, her co-star in the movie she'd just completed in Europe -- mainly Paris and Moscow -- took her to a gala at the Louvre one evening. They and several hundred others enjoyed a cocktail hour, a sit down dinner, and private tours. She told us, "I challenged George to find a place where he could make love to me -- he could be such a stick at times. He was suitably shocked, but then started to look for places as we walked along."
She continued after wiping a bead of perspiration from her face, "We lagged behind our small tour group to look at some tapestries from around the year 800. A small nook in the wall behind one tapestry that hung to the floor afforded us a hiding place. As our tour disappeared, George knelt, pulled down my panties, and ate me for five minutes as I groaned in pleasure. After than, we changed places, and I gave him the blow job of all blow jobs; and after that, I pulled my evening gown up to my waist, dropped the top of my strapless dress, and lay down on a hidden display case that seemed to be just the right height. George fucked me until we both came."
Crystal giggled a little, "As we straightened ourselves to be presentable again, and I might mention I had his cum running down my legs under my floor length gown, I noticed that we'd screwed atop a display case containing the oldest Persian carpet ever discovered -- something from the fifth century B.C. It had been removed from the grave of a Scythian prince -- whatever that meant. It was beautiful and so old, and so worthy of our fucking on top of it."
We all laughed and turned to Nadia. She began, "When I turn eighteen, I go to Leningrad or now St. Petersburg; my father he have business there, and it is February and very cold, but not to bother, we used to that where we live so dress appropriately. I walk around and take tours while papa does his business over several days, and I meet a nice soldier on leave. He from Ukraine. First day, we kiss a lot; second day, I decide I want to make love with the handsome guy."
We were all hanging on every word, delighting in her small slips of grammar. She went on, "We can find nowhere inside suitable to fuck, so we decide to do it outside, but the temperature is minus fifteen degrees celsius -- that near zero the way you measure. This plus wind blowing. We walk and find cozy place under a bridge near the Winter Palace. We both strip off our clothing except boots until nearly naked, and then we happily fuck. We both turn blue too, really bright blue -- and we worry about frost bite of vital parts. We laughing a lot too. We dress really fast, and run to a pub to get warm, and it takes us over an hour to stop shaking from the cold. People in restaurant surely knew what we had been doing because we are both so blue -- even my breasts had turned blue when I look at them in lavatory trying to get warm. Nipples stay erect rest of day."
After suitable appreciation for the coldest fuck any of us had experienced by far, we looked at Edie. The sudden focus by the three of us on her made her blush, a reaction hard to see given the rosy state the sauna had created on our bodies -- the opposite of Nadia's coldest fuck story.
Edie hesitated. She started in a low tone so we had to lean forward to hear her. "I did some crazy things in college, not always intentionally. And, I need to tell you that I wasn't completely candid with you in Michigan about having had a sexual experience with more than one person at a time." She gave us all an embarrassed little grin.
We nodded in unison for her to continue. "I was a junior and majoring in communications. People in that major also had many friends in the drama and theater group, especially those that put on plays at the campus theater. Anyway, there were these two guys that I really liked, but I started to date one of them -- Steve. We were wild in bed, just like all of you." She gave us a lascivious smile.
"One time while we were fucking, Steve got me talking about whom else I liked, so I confessed to liking a friend we all called Tink. As we went along Steve laid out this whole threesome scenario with the two of us and Tink; I got so hot that I couldn't stand it. Anyway, he got me to agree to a threesome and by that time I would have taken on the entire football team."
Crystal smirked and said, "That's not so unusual, is it?"
Edie ignored Crystal's taunt and said, "Oh, I forgot to tell you, I also shared a fantasy with Steve about screwing somewhere where we might get caught or seen. I guess I'm a bit of an exhibitionist as well as a voyeur." She paused and regained her train of thought, "So, Steve talks to Tink who jumps at the opportunity to jump my bones. Moreover, the three of us agree to do it on the stage of the campus theater some night when nothing is going on and we have the place to ourselves."
"So, one night, we sneak into the theater, turn on one or two dim lights so we can see what we're doing, push a sofa used in some play into the middle of the stage, strip all our clothes off, and I start by sitting between the two guys as they kiss and paw all over me, including finger fucking me. As they do that to me, I'm holding their cocks and stroking them off. My temperature rises past boiling. After a few minutes, I take turns giving them blow jobs, and next one of them eats me out while I suck on the other. We trade back and forth several times."
Edie paused to make sure everyone was listening, "So, one guy starts fucking me and I suck the other, and the guys take turns flipping me back and forth much to my delight. We try several positions, all on the couch in the middle of the stage. After a while, Steve asks whether I want to be double penetrated. I think about this because I'd never had anal sex up to that point, but I agree if he can find some lube. He must have planned ahead, because he produced a tube of stuff."
"Steve greased me up as well as his cock, and I bend over, he slowly works himself into me, and I kind of enjoy it -- it's different and dirty and sexy, anyway. After a few minutes, he pulls me up and into his lap, and Tink comes and sinks himself into my vagina. So, I'm fucking two guys at once, and I start throwing off one orgasm after another with little screams, and Steve says to Tink and me, I'm about to cum -- really hard -- this is the fucking best sex I've ever had. Tink agreed, and announced he was about to cum. Meanwhile, I was about to cum again, and about a minute or two later, all three of us start moaning and when I'm not cuming I'm screaming things like 'Oh, fuck, this is great,' or whatever."
She paused for dramatic effect. "We all came, and now I am dripping junk out of both holes and in a very awkward position because the guys stayed embedded in me after they came; I mean we were comfortable and happy. And, picture this, from the shadows of the audience about two-dozen people start applauding and cheering our performance. I about melted into the floor I was so embarrassed. The three of us grabbed out clothes and tore off stage, but the applause kept going and shouts of 'Encore,' and 'More, more.'"
Crystal is laughing along with the rest of us, "So what did you do?"
Edie got a big smile, "Why, we went back out on the stage in a line, and bowed deeply to the audience, only then I can see it's more like thirty people. We're still nude, and I obviously have cum running down my legs from both holes." She sighed, "We went off stage, dressed, I tried to clean up in one of the dressing rooms, and then we snuck out the back door. It turned out that the whole cast and crew of some campus play had turned up for a late evening rehearsal."
I said, "I feel the experience I shared was too tame by your standards. Tomorrow, if we do a sauna, I'll tell you about Oklahoma, or maybe a little adventure Crystal and I had in Illinois."
We exited the sauna, and I turned off the power to the small room. We hit the showers, and then we hit the bed. Edie captured the spirit of the night an hour later when she said, "I never thought a guy could successfully make love to three women at the same time -- my God, I was soooooo wrong."

* * * * *The interview withPeople magazine took place two days later. They had requested that the interview be done at Crystal's home, so we worked out of that music studio rehearsing for our upcoming concerts until just after lunch when the two reporters -- Jan and Kyle, and a photographer -- Ralph -- showed up. They were a friendly lot, and even brought some fresh flowers to Crystal to say thank you for her hospitality.
Crystal and I sat with the reporters, and Edie came into the room carrying her iPad. I did introductions, asked whether she could sit in while they interview us, and thePeople team looked a little puzzled until I explained that Edie had discovered the 'hidden baby' and deduced the circumstances of Little Jim's birth.
Edie jumped in, "I also have a big bargaining chip, if you'll let me stay. I just want to hear how you guys interview and maybe learn something from the pros. I have no ulterior motive, unless Jim or Crystal says something I haven't heard about the baby. I think we hashed it all out pretty well though."
Kyle asked with a smile, "What's your bargaining chip?"
Edie pulled her iPad from behind her back, "I have about two hundred pictures of Little Jim, Jim, Crystal, and the baby's parents. I'm willing to share." She grinned; she knew she had a very valuable bargaining chip.
Jan and Kyle flopped back against the sofa cushions as though someone pushed them. Jan said, "You're kidding, right?"
I shook my head. Crystal and I had already screened the pictures up in Greenville with George and Summer. They all had theGood Housekeeping seal of approval from us.
Edie said, "Nope. Is that a good chip to play?"
Jan said, "You bet. You might just save us a trip to Ohio too, can we see them?"
Edie passed her the iPad, and Jan, Kyle, and Ralph hunkered over the screen as Jan flipped through every picture with one finger. Halfway through, Ralph said, "These are fabulous. You're composition is great, and you took care to have good lighting. They don't look like snapshots; they look really professional. Did you take them?"
Edie looked especially proud, "Yes. I have a Canon Rebel with a quality strobe, that's all."
After every shot had been scanned, Ralph said, "Edie, you weren't in any of these. Can we get a picture of you with Jim and Crystal?" We agreed, so Ralph posed us in front of the majestic mantel and fireplace in our living room, and took six shots.
Jan started the interview talking to Edie, and Ralph took a couple of shots just of her. "How did you find Jim's baby?"
Edie told her story about doing her family's genealogy, going to the Darke County Courthouse and happening to see my name for a child. The birth date was close to one of her new cousins, so she made note of it. A few days later, and some research in the newspapers morgue, and she figured out to the day that I'd been in Greenville exactly nine months before the baby was born. She'd made the leap by my being the father, wrangled a press pass at one of our press conferences, posed her question, and then all hell broke loose for a week in the press until she filed the confirming story.
Jan studied Edie for a second and asked, "Why did you spin the story the way you did? I mean, you could have sensationalized it and kept all the hooprah about the baby going for a few more weeks, particularly since I gather from your article that Summer Ellis is pregnant by Jim again."
Edie responded, "In the course of talking to Jim, Crystal, and the Ellis', I realized I'd met some of the nicest people you'd ever hope to meet in the world. Jim's baby wasn't conceived at some swinger's orgy or as an accident in an extramarital affair. Little Jim is truly a love child surrounded by four loving adults who knew exactly what they were doing to help one another. The only emotions I have ever found surrounding this child -- and the next one -- is love."



Jan and Kyle had both sat spellbound as Edie talked.
Kyle turned to me, "You mean George isn't the least bit pissed off that you messed around with his wife?"
I shook my head, "Not one bit. I would have cut off my arm for him if he'd asked for that; instead, he wanted me to love his wife and conceive a child that he couldn't because of a wartime injury. I love both George and Summer. I would still do anything I could to help them."
Kyle turned to Crystal, "And you weren't angry or peeved that your boyfriend and lover not only slept with Summer, but also got her pregnant ... and, I guess, he did it again last week?"
Crystal actually laughed, "Not at all, and I'm not lying to you. When Jim told me what had transpired in Ohio, I kept my fingers crossed that the pregnancy had taken. I even prodded Jim to be sure he'd treated Summer with love and kindness, although I would have expected nothing less. Summer said she knew the instant her egg got fertilized, but I needed to hear some confirmation -- that came a few weeks later when George called Jim with the good news. Anyway, it did work, and I felt so happy and grateful for Jim, for the Ellis', and for the child that's now Little Jim."
Jan turned to me, "Are you going to be an 'involved parent'?" " I thought for a moment before responding because I wanted to get the words right. "I am not going to try to play Daddy; that's George's job and that's the role he has wanted to play with these children for years that they've tried to conceive or looked at options. That said, I'm not going to be distant from him either. I'll probably have a relationship with Little Jim and the new child something like an out of town Uncle might have. I'll be overly generous at Christmas, on birthdays, and on other special occasions, if it's approved by George and Summer. They are his parents, not me -- or Crystal."
"Do you love the baby?"
"Every bone in my body aches for that child's health and happiness in life -- the same for the new one too. My late wife and I wanted children, and we were just shifting to a 'Let's get pregnant and have a family mode' when Karen -- that was my wife up until she died about two-and-a-half years ago -- got ill. So, I've been ready to be a Daddy for a long time -- or a great Uncle."
Jan turned to Crystal, "Might you have a child by Jim?"
Crystal said in a thoughtful mood, "I wouldn't rule it out, but it's not in any planning that we've done. I hate to say it, but the demands of this career, particularly my fortunate status in music and now the movie industry, just may not allow me to be attentive to any signals I may get or desire I have."
Crystal held her hand up to indicate she had more to say. "When we were with the Ellis', they asked me whether I would join Jim in his 'godfather' role, and become the baby's godmother." She got a tear in her eyes and a little choked up; "That's the nicest request I think anybody's ever made of me. I said, 'You bet.' I am very proud of that label, and I intend to honor and earn it every chance I get."
Kyle said, "So you plan to see the Ellis' again? How often?"
Crystal said, "We didn't set a schedule, but I want to blend in with their families in helping to care for Jim and the question mark. I do remember how to babysit and change diapers and all that." She chuckled. "I expect at some key holidays, as Jim said, we'll find a way to get together with them, maybe even give the Ellis' a chance to get away for a long weekend alone."
Jan said, "Errr ... uhmmm ... Jim, would you ... will you continue your ... ah ... liaison with Summer?" I had to piece that sentence together to figure out that she wanted to know whether I'd be sleeping with Summer again.
I just shrugged my shoulders; that seemed to be the best answer -- a maybe 'yes' and maybe 'no.'
The rest of the interview talked about how I'd kept up-to-date on Summer's pregnancy, what I planned to do for the new one, what it felt like to hold my child for the first time, why I'd waited so long before visiting, how often we'd kept in touch with the Ellis', and on and on. The reporters were very thorough.
Nadia came swishing into the living room with a large tray with teas, coffee, and freshly baked cookies on it. She gave me a wink as she left the room when no one else could see her.
Crystal gave Ralph a tour of the house. I took Jan and Kyle down to the music studio, and even played some of our new songs for them -- stuff that no one else had heard yet. Ralph and Crystal eventually showed up, took some more photos, including some of us singing at the studio's microphones.
As the trio prepared to leave, Jan asked Edie about the photographs. Edie had disappeared during the tour, but with obvious pride of authorship, she handed over a compact disk with all 200 pictures on it.
Ten days later, Crystal and I were on the cover of People again, this time holding Little Jim. The article was well-written and stayed away from the sexual relationship side of things, and only emphasized how I'd helped the Ellis' in a novel way, loved my child, and the one we now expected, and that we'd be important characters in the childrens' lives.
Terry was over the moon about the publicity, and so was Sony. Record sales took another hop. I got several other emails from the folks at Sony extolling my virtues and extending thanks for the indirect publicity around the movies Crystal and I had finished shooting a few weeks earlier.
Tina Devoe, one of the Sony execs I'd had some intimate times with, wrote and said, "I'm certainly glad you didn't get ME pregnant, but the next time you're on the west coast let's f**k."
Jill Danes called me and congratulated me not only on the babies, but also on having managed the press so well. She too promised me the fuck of my life the next time I saw her. Someday, I knew I'd call in all the chits from my lovers.
I got a lot of other emails, many of them from some of the friends I'd made during my road trip. Several sent photographs and urged me to visit them soon. Many letters in my fan mail came from young women who hoped that I would also father a child by them.

* * * * *Our first concert venue of our fall tour was St. Petersburg, Florida. Our entourage consisted of about thirty people, plus there'd be the local roadies and other assistants who would flow in and help set up all our equipment and prepare us for our show. What I called our core team flew down in a Grumman Gulfstream V: Crystal, Edie, Terry, Ellen, Claire, Nadia (who swooned when we told her we were taking her to the concert on a private jet), Billy -- our band leader, Dan -- our publicist, and me. The plane was full. The ride took only two hours to cover 660 miles according to the pilots.
We landed on a 10,000-foot runway at St. Petersburg Clearwater International Airport and taxied into the General Aviation terminal. A stretch limousine met the plane, pulling right up next to the plane after the engines had spooled down and the pilot had opened the door. We all thanked the crew for a smooth ride and perfect landing, and then boarded the limo.
Our first stop was only a few miles away -- the St. Petersburg Forum: the venue for our Friday concert the following night. There would be 21,500 people at our concert -- a sellout crowd. Neither Crystal nor I had sung in front of a concert audience for six months; Crystal didn't seem the least bit worried, but I already had butterflies in my stomach at the thought of so many people.
As we pulled into the private road, our long car was dwarfed by the huge arena that hosted concerts, hockey, and other sports. We were met by a security guy, and a man who oversaw the concerts at the arena named Cal Becket. Both walked us into and around the Forum. About forty roadies were setting up the stage and seats in the VIP and other floor sections. We shook hands with some of them and thanked them for their help. Cal looked appreciative for the attention we gave them.
Crystal, Billy, and I climbed on stage, and got familiar with the access and egress paths, as well as our view of the arena. Billy assessed where the various amps, control stations, and musical instruments would go. He also checked for electrical connections, and talked to one of the audiovisual guys about large-screen projection and the arena's sound system.
While we were doing our walk-through, the rest of the band members and crew arrived. They'd come down in two special tour buses, followed by two semi-trailer trucks loaded with enough speakers and amps to blow you into the next country.
We finished our walk-through about six o'clock, reconnected with our limousine, and got chauffeured to the Vinoy Renaissance Hotel on the downtown waterfront. After that, we were on our own for the rest of the night. Terry and Ellen made sure all our luggage got to the right places. The rest of us waited for them in the a bar area that showed the elegance of the restored building with rich dark woods and comfortable surroundings. I left for a few minutes and arranged for dinner for the nine of us.
Over drinks I caught up with Billy, our band leader, and Dan. Billy Cavanaugh was a perfectionist musician in his thirties with a sense of humor that reached to the moon; he was an uplifting guy to be around because he could see the humor in any bad situation. He kept us all level headed with his pragmatism too. As far as music was concerned, he could take a mundane tune and turn it into a symphony with any style of music you wanted.
If you wanted to meet a guy you liked instantly, it was Dan. Dan retained the enthusiasm of his youth despite having just turned thirty. He loved sports of all kinds, both spectator sports as well as participation sports. I ran with him occasionally, and he was one of the few people that I had trouble keeping up with. Dan, too, loved to party but otherwise he seemed to be a clean-living kind of man.
I hadn't seen Billy or Dan for casual talk for over six months. They both wanted to hear about my rescue of Jill Danes in Nicaragua, and by now I had the story down cold so I could tell an exciting version in one, two, five, ten, or twenty minutes. I gave them the ten-minute version much to their delight.
We jawed for over and hour, and then continued in the main dining room at a large round table for two more hours. Crystal had us arrange ourselves around the table in a boy-girl seating: Crystal, Terry, Edie, Nadia, Billy, Ellen, Dan, Claire, and me. She'd read the chemistry well because we each fell into great conversations not only with everyone else, but with the people on either side of us.
About ten o'clock, the maitre d' made the not too subtle suggestion that we call it a night, at least as far as the restaurant was concerned. We were the last customers in the place. Crystal suggested we continue our get together in our suite, so we all took the elevator upstairs to our suite -- a center 'living room' with a complete TV and audio system, and four large bedrooms with king-size beds off the central room. Originally, it had been booked for Crystal and me, Edie, Nadia, Claire, and Ellen. Terry, Dan, and Billy had more simple rooms elsewhere on the same floor.

* * * * *I wasn't sure what Crystal had in mind until she dimmed the lights in the living room, and dialed up an adult movie on the television that turned out to be a first-class porn film named'Virgin Cowgirls' -- except I never saw any virgins in the entire ninety-minute film.
The women seemed to be in on the idea of group seduction. Knowing the four of them as I do, I read the signals quite quickly, and Terry did too. Dan and Billy, however, went through quite a few awkward moments as they tried to figure out the agenda for the rest of the evening without looking like total assholes or geeks. As the guys tried to figure out where to sit in the room, including whether to face the TV or not, the girls had looks of amusement on their faces.
Ellen and Edie eventually grabbed Dan's hand, and led the handsome young man to the other end of the long sofa that Crystal and I sat on. Nadia suggested to Billy that they sit together on the other sofa, with Terry and Claire. The arrangement put Nadia and Ellen closest to the TV, followed by Billy and Dan and Edie.
As everyone turned to watch the hot action on the television, Crystal and I had a perfect view of our couch-mates, as well as the scene on the long facing sofa. Terry and Claire had the mirror image. This arrangement, coupled with the intimacy that Terry and I had shared previously with the women proved irresistible.
In seconds after sitting, Terry and Claire were locked in a lover's embrace trying to tickle each other's tonsils with their tongues. Crystal and I followed their lead. I squinted at the other two couples, and I could tell the women were about to strike.
On the TV screen, a lovely blond had started to fellate two men simultaneously. The scene was messy and noisy with moans and words of encouragement from the males.
I watched as Nadia took Billy's arm and wrapped it around her in a way so his hand fell squarely on her breast. Ellen and Edie duplicated the move with Dan until he cupped each of their breasts. Both men looked around at Terry and me to test whether to be embarrassed. Terry had already started to remove Claire's top, and I had most of Crystal's shirt unbuttoned. Billy gawked as I bared Crystal's breasts. Dan got wrapped up in a long kiss with Ellen.
I already knew that Nadia wore no bra because all day she had jiggled in just the right way to hold my attention. As soon as Billy 'got the message,' she helped him remove her top. Her gorgeous melons appeared to the delight of all the men ... and all the women for that matter.
I heard Dan and Edie whispering, and I could only guess the conversation. Ellen's breasts appeared at the same time I bared Crystal's. Terry and Claire were still fiercely making out. Only seconds later, a flurry of clothes hit the carpet between the two sofas until nine people were completely nude and hands were flying over every body as the passion exploded in the room.
Crystal grabbed my cock and then reached across Edie and held Dan's cock for a moment. She started to massage and arouse the two of us simultaneously, not that either of needed more arousal. Dan had a look of disbelief on his face. Edie took over from Crystal, as Ellen knelt beside Dan trying to force her tongue down his throat; Dan fondled each of their breasts. I leaned in and had a little tongue duel with Crystal as I started to stroke and pinch her nipples.
Crystal pulled away, gave me a lecherous look, and then turned to the other sofa and in a low voice whispered, "Blow jobs." I watched as Ellen, Edie, Nadia, and Claire all pounced on the cocks in front of them, swallowing and tonguing the already erect shafts. Crystal went down on me, her gorgeous eyes looking up at me as she fellated my hardness.
After a minute or two, Crystal pulled off me, turned to the room and in a low voice said, "Switch."
Each girl rose from their partner and moved clockwise by one man. Crystal went to Dan, Ellen and Edie moved to Billy -- much to his delight to suddenly have two nude women beside him with hungry mouths, Nadia to Terry, and Claire came to fellate me. I about came just from the change in sensations that Claire brought. Every time Claire did something like this with me, I felt that there was some mystery about her I still needed to know about.
I had begun to see a pattern of behavior, particularly when, a minute later, Crystal again said, "Switch," and the women again shifted around our circle. Claire went to Dan, Nadia came to me, Ellen and Edie stalked Terry -- although they'd had a threesome with him a few days earlier, and Crystal engulfed Billy for the first time with her mouth. A moment later, another shift occurred.
At this point, the erections of the four men were not only granite hard, but purple in anticipation. I watched as Crystal assessed the situation from Terry's lap. She whispered again, "Time for a little 'eat me' action on the women guys." Crystal leaned back on the far sofa, and spread her legs. She directed Terry's head to her snatch; I could see her eyes roll up into her head as Terry's talented tongue struck out at her slit.
Around us, the other women moved and directed the men's tongues into their sex nests. I had never failed to love eating Edie or Ellen's cunt, and this time was no exception. I went in and savored their juices, noting how plentiful they were as I switched between the pair. They must have been thinking about this evening for some time.
But, again, Crystal's instructed us: "Switch, only this time it's the guys that move."
I moved to Nadia's tight little cunt and got a huge welcome smile from her. She whispered to me so no one else could hear, "Oh, Jim. I am so glad I get you now. You always eat me so well that I cum and cum."
Not to disappoint her, I put forward my best effort, and in less than a minute Nadia's back arched up off the sofa as an orgasm ripped through her body. She kept quiet about it, but her gasp for air, and a groan were telltale signs to the others. I heard Crystal cum a moment later.
"Switch."
The men moved again, this time I moved to pleasure Claire. Claire kissed me hard first, running her tongue around inside my mouth and lapping at my chin and cheeks. She said, "Oh, you taste really good -- lots of different pussy sensations there, most familiar I think." I slid down her body, sucked on each of her breasts, and then dove into her cunt with my tongue extended like a miniature penis seeking to bring pleasure. Claire stroked my hair as I pumped pleasure into her body.
"Switch."
Crystal dove into a French kiss with me the way Claire had, trying to taste the other women on my lips and in my mouth. She said in a low voice, "I can identify every taste there, and it's wonderful -- now eat me, Lover."
Crystal let me eat her to an orgasm this time. Next to me, Dan brought Ellen to a climax and then repeated the act on Edie. Across the coffee table, Billy brought Nadia to another of her gasping orgasms.
As Crystal's afterglow faded, she said to the room, "Gentlemen, fuck your current partner."
Crystal slid forward on the sofa until I could sink my titanium shaft into her gushing cunt. With pleasure for both of us, I watched as her eyes rolled into her head in pleasure. She gasped, "Oh, fuck, this is nice."
I moved my hips around in the way I knew Crystal liked because on some of my strokes I rubbed extra hard against her G-spot. When I did that her body would give an extra little spasm to signal to me that I had found her pleasure spot.
After a couple of minutes Crystal moaned, "Switch."
I shuffled to my right on my knees to Ellen and Edie. We kissed a lot before I sank into Edie's pussy without either of us needing to provide any guidance to my missile. As we fucked, I realized I could cum any time I wanted now if I sent the right signals to my body. I wondered how the other men were doing in terms of holding off.
As I fucked Edie, Ellen lay down on the back of the sofa beside me and spread her legs. I leaned over and could eat her sweet pussy as I fucked Edie. After a few minutes, the girls switched positions.
Terry was slowly plunging his shaft into Crystal's open pussy. He knew how to manage his orgasms, plus fucking Crystal was probably no longer the novelty it was when we got caught fucking on the back of that boat in Branson.
"Switch."
Nadia said, "I come on top of you. Sit here." She stood, her small frame and large breasts, silhouetted in a highly erotic way against the light coming from a distant hallway. I sat, and she straddled me. She reached beneath her and guided my shaft to her opening, and then sank slowly down the shaft with her eyes closed.



"Oh, Jim, I love you so, and when we do this I want to bring you maximum pleasure on a constant always basis."
Nadia directed my face to her breasts, and I sucked in each nipple, biting and twisting with my mouth as I knew she liked. Often, we kissed.
"Switch."
As she slid down my cock with her cunt, Claire said in a low tone, "You know I love you too." She had apparently heard Nadia's pledges of love to me. I assured her that I loved her as well.
As Nadia had done, Claire arranged us in a woman-on-top posture. As she sank down on me, I realized that she had cum at least once since I'd sampled her wares on the previous circle. She had her girl juice all over her lower body, and her sex aroma was strong.
Claire went on in an intimate whisper, "Jim, every woman in this room -- Crystal, Ellen, Edie, Nadia, and I all love you. We want you in every way possible. A second with you is like a drop of nectar in our lives." She lunged forward and kissed me especially hard, driving her tongue into me.
Crystal's last comment to the group went something like, "Gentlemen, whenever you are ready, claim your partner with your cum."
I glanced over to see Dan's lower body turn into a blur of motion as he pistoned into Crystal's body. Less than thirty seconds after Crystal's statement, he paused and drove hard into her body five or six times; I knew he was jetting his cum deep inside her. Crystal looked ecstatic as she had her own orgasm.
Next to me, Nadia's body started to milk the cum from Terry's shaft as he thrust up into her small cunt. Billy had sped up, and I knew Ellen would get a load in a minute. Edie's hand was a blur over her pussy as she masturbated beside the pair.
I focused in on Claire, moving my hips and locking eyes with her in a loving stare. I rose from the sofa, holding Claire so she remained coupled with my cock deep inside her velvety tunnel. As I stood, I pumped into her several times, and then lay her down on the thick pile carpet between the sofas.
Claire wrapped her legs around my lower back and drew me into her with each stroke, and then from deep within me I felt the first pulse of my impending climax.
"I'm there," I whispered to her in somewhat of a rush.
Claire was there too. Her body arched up off the floor, and her hips rotated up into my groin on my downstroke into her. My cum erupted from my body into hers in a dozen rapid surges of exquisite orgasm that I could only hope matched the pleasure she displayed.
In our afterglow, we looked at the others. Dan had pulled from Crystal, and I could see the rivulet of white jizz flowing from her vagina. Billy and Ellen had rolled slightly to their side so he could also snuggle Edie into his side. Adjacent to us on the sofa, I could see the cum leaked out of Nadia's cunt around Terry's still embedded shaft. All of us continued to twitch and spasm occasionally.
Billy said, "Man, you guys are really hot. This is ... I've never been in something this erotic in my life, and I've been around."
Dan muttered, "I'll second that."
After a long silence, Crystal said, "We can start round two whenever you guys are ready."
On the TV, the porn flick still regaled the screen. In the scene I paused to watch, three men were being pleased by a young blond with surgically enhanced tits. As one fucked her, she switched blowjobs between the other two. I doubted that'Virgin Cowgirls' had much of a plot at this point.
I pumped a little into Claire's body, and got a strange look from her. I leaned in, and we kissed in a tender way. I whispered to her, "I love you," and I got a warm smile and a kiss that had "Me too" written all over it.
Billy finally stood. He turned to all of us, "I'm serving wine and other beverages. Any special orders?" We each chimed out our preference. Sex can be dehydrating. He sauntered over to the bar and started tinkering with contents of the small refrigerator that the hotel kept stocked in the room.
Claire nestled against me as I leaned against the sofa. She looked up at me and said in a serious tone, "I know that you've sensed something mysterious about me since we met. Ellen told me that you even sometimes refer to me several times as 'The Mysterious Claire.'" She remained silent for a moment, and I gave her space to collect her thoughts.
Claire then spoke again in a low and concerned tone only I could hear as the others conversed; "Jim, I have a secret past I haven't shared with any of you yet." She cursed under breath, "Shit ... I don't know why If feel I have to tell you now, but I do. I've waited way too long."
At the end of the sofas, a new scene came on the television. In this one, two nubile youths were making one older man very happy: one rode his cock as the other sat on his face.
After a long silence during which she shuddered against me, I said, "Claire, darling, you don't have to tell me or any of us anything until you're ready. There's no pressure here. I'll even stop referring to you as 'mysterious.'" I kissed her nose.
She shook her head negatively against me. She choked up a little and said, "I hope you won't hate me -- won't make me leave you." She snorted, about to cry, "Oh, God. I love all of you so much, I couldn't bear to be cast away." I sensed real concern and doubt in her. She spoke more loudly now, so everyone could hear her, "I have to tell you now, before we go any further -- before I go any further with any of you." She gestured to Ellen, Edie, Crystal, Nadia, and the men.
Suddenly, we were all paying rapt attention to her. Billy stood frozen in position at the mini bar. Claire sat up straight. Tears started to roll down her face, and she stifled one sob; her voice cracked as she tried to speak but couldn't. Ellen and Crystal had both picked up the signals that something strange and unexpected was going on between Claire and me. They both started to come beside us to comfort Claire.
I spoke calmly to her, "If you have to tell me -- tell all of us, go ahead. I guarantee we will love you just the same. Love is all about forgiveness, if that's what's involved." Everyone in the room nodded in agreement with my premise.
Claire took a deep breath and blurted out through her tears, "I was a porn star and a call girl."
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 12'Mysterious Claire' tells about her past; decisions are made
Claire took a deep breath and blurted out through her tears, "I was a porn star and a call girl."
With that pronouncement, she burst into tears and buried her head against my chest. In only seconds, I could feel her salty tears running down my naked body. I wrapped my arms around Claire's equally nude form and pulled her to me in a move to comfort and console instead of anything erotic.
The others in the hotel suite's room couldn't have missed her confession, particularly Crystal and Ellen who had sensed Claire had been anxious about something for months. Both women came over and joined me in surrounding Claire within a circle of love. We all babbled words of love to her, and that her confession made no difference to us.
I kept saying, "No one cares now. We love you." I must have said it a hundred times in the five minutes that Claire sobbed into my chest.
Nadia appeared next to us with a box of tissues and a washcloth, and we started to blot up some of the tears from me and soothe Claire's face. She snuffled and sniffed between sobs, her eyes were red, and when she'd look at us, her face would scrunch up and she'd sob again and throw herself against me.
Ten minutes passed before we could get Claire quieted down. I just held her tightly, and kept telling her that I loved her.
When her blubbering stopped, she started apologizing, "Oh ... sniff ... I'm so sorry ... snort ... that I didn't ... choke ... tell you before. Now, ... sniff ... you feel you have to ... put up with me ... sigh ... or tell me ... choke ... to leave."
I kept saying, "Claire, what you did doesn't make any difference to us. We aren't obligated to put up with you. We love you. We're not going to be making you leave us; we love you. You could be doing porno movies and hustling today, and we'd still love you. Heck, we'd all probably want to join you."
She sniffed a few times, and her tears slowed. In a weak voice, she asked, "Really?"
Crystal and Ellen spoke simultaneously, "Really!"
Claire looked between each of us. Billy and Dan were leaning forward towards us, hanging on every word. Billy had brought Claire a glass of water. They didn't know Claire as well, yet real concern showed on their face. Besides, if they'd wanted to help, there wasn't any more room around us to join in. I knew both of them would keep they mouths shut about her revelation. I trusted them with much of my life story and road trip, and never heard another word about it.
Claire choked out, "I need to tell you ... it's been my dark secret for three years."
Edie said tenderly, "Not so dark. Bring it out in the light and you'll find it's not so big or as awful as you've talked yourself into thinking it is." She reached down and stroked Claire's cheek, wiping away a tear as she did. In just the few days when Edie stayed with us at the Nashville home, she'd formed a strong bond with Ellen and Claire since there were close in age.
After more sniffling, Claire started her story. "I wasn't always Claire Whitman; I changed my name from Cheryl Zaret, but when I did the movies or the porn pictures I became Breezy Cummins."
"I was pretty tame in High School, partly because my parents scared me and made me cow-tow to their every instruction. I wanted to be a good girl and please everyone. I got good grades, and even graduated High School and started college a year early -- when I was seventeen."
Nadia brought us all bath towels she'd discovered in the various bathrooms. I wrapped one around Claire's nude shoulders. I still held her tightly to me, and I could tell she took comfort from my closeness.
Claire continued, "Anyway, as soon as I hit college I realized how oppressed I'd been. I mean I knew while it happened, but now I ran into classmates who really had a lot of freedom growing up, and it showed in how sophisticated they were, and how cool. They were all experienced in sex, and I was still a virgin. I wanted to change -- to be more normal, but I went overboard."
"I developed a secret life from what my parents knew. To them, I was Miss Goody Two-Shoes and a good student. In reality, I developed a wild streak. I became a party girl. I somehow kept the drugs and alcohol under control, but everything else went on with no holds barred. I know some of my friends thought I was a slut, but at the time I thought I even had that under control."
Claire took a deep breath, and I could tell she'd started to pull away from the dark place her emotions had taken her moments earlier. She continued, "After one fraternity party -- really an orgy where a bunch of us girls were fair game for every cock in the place, my friend Marge asked whether I wanted to make some extra money -- a lot of it. She waxed on about how I had what it would take to do really well at whatever it was she was talking about -- my age, my endowed breasts, my trim body, and even my hairstyle -- I was a brunette."
We nodded for her to continue.
"I told Marge it sounded interesting. I had been working part time as a waitress to earn some money so I wouldn't bankrupt my parents with tuition and my living expenses. If I could get a job that paid more, I'd do it." She sighed, "Oh, I was so naïve."
"Marge took me in hand the following week, and we drove into downtown LA. We walked into a makeshift movie studio, and there were several 'actors' and 'actresses' standing around nude. I was shocked, but tried to hide it. Marge introduced me to them as though their nudity was no big deal. They seemed to know her really well, were friendly to me, and she got happy welcomes from everyone. And then, a guy named Andre came out an office -- he was the boss. Marge introduced me to him, and told him she thought I had what it took and so on. I still hadn't caught on; remember, I'd grown up very naïve about this part of life. Up to that point, I'd never even seen a porn film."
"Andre looked me over and asked me a few questions about my acting ability. Even with the nude people standing around, the set with a big bed in it, and all these questions about my acting, would you believe I still didn't get it. I was so dense." She rolled her eyes and another tear rolled down one cheek.
Crystal asked gently, "When did you catch on?"
Claire actually chuckled in the memory. "Andre asked whether Marge and I would do a scene with Jake, apparently one of the naked guys standing a few feet away. He went on, "We'll call it a screen test, but if it's any good we'll use it and, Honey, we'll pay you a hundred bucks cash.'"
"Well the idea of making a quick one-hundred dollars rang my cash register. Working part time as a waitress, it would have taken me a whole week to make that, even with tips."
"Marge asked Andre how he wanted us to start. He said to her, 'Why don't the two of you be eating each other in a sixty-nine, when Jake comes in and finds you. Play with him, both of you suck him a bit, and then let Jake fuck both of you in a whole lot of different positions. The two of you keep up the 'lezzie' side thing too, even sitting on each other's faces as he screws the one on the bottom. Just remember, after Jake penetrates, everyone's pussy has to have something in it -- tongue, cock, or fingers. You girls do each other.'"
Claire shook her head in disbelief, "All of sudden, I got 'IT.' Everything clicked, and suddenly all the strange things going on at the studio made sense. At first, I felt shocked, but I tried not to show it. I bet I blushed a whole lot, but other than that I played it cool. I had some decisions to make and fast."
Ellen said, "So you decided to play."
Claire nodded "Yes. I joined Marge, and we stripped bare ass in front of all these people I'd never met. I kept telling myself that it wasn't too different from the little orgy at the fraternity weeks earlier. Some overweight but sexy girl I later learned was called a 'Fluffer' started to give Jake a blowjob to harden him up for us. Marge pulled me over to this big bed with a garish bedspread on it. I remember she asked me, 'Top or bottom?' I'd never been with a girl before, so I told her to pick, and seconds later I was on the bottom as Marge ate me out and stuck her pussy into my face."
Edie asked, "Did you like it?"
"Heck, yes. I loved sex. My hormones were raging. Even today, I'm a nymphomaniac, but I only suspected it them." She paused to collect her thinking. "Two guys with really fancy video cameras moved around us, filming the two of us from every angle. Marge would remind me to not look at the cameras and to focus on her or Jake, and to put on a great sex show for the cameras. After a while, I actually forgot about the cameras and just focused on the sex -- the wonderful sex. Jake joined us, and we had a fabulous ménage a trois. I can still remember, he had a big cock and brought me to a couple of real orgasms. Eventually, he came in what Andre called the "Money Shot" -- shooting his cum all over Marge's and my face. We licked and lapped at him with the cum running down our faces. I'd tasted cum before, so it was no big deal. Marge and I even snowballed for one camera."
"After we ended, Andre came up to me and fingered my erect nipples while we talked. He said, 'Honey, we are going to make you a star. You can make a whole lot of money in this business. Marge is right; you're a natural.'"
"With those words, he pulled out his wallet and peeled off TWO-hundred dollar bills and gave them to me -- twice what I'd expected if, and only if I did a good job. Andre asked when I could come back. I suddenly had some acting gigs -- some with Marge and some with others I'd meet sometime."
I said to Claire, being careful to keep a happy lilt in my voice, "And thus was born the prettiest porn star of all time." I leaned in and kissed her.
Claire said, "Yeah, porn star and an escort -- helping out in a side business Andre ran, or rather putting out in his side business."
Edie asked, "Did you stay in college?"
Claire grimaced and said, "Amazingly, yes, although my grades suffered greatly. The more money I made, the less time I spent studying; I graduated a year late. My parents were disappointed, but they knew I was working and trying to off-load some of the finances for them. They were actually grateful; they just didn't know what I did to earn money. I never told them how much I made, but I was clearing enough to pay for school, living expenses, and still sock some away in investment accounts. I even bought my first car; Andre gave me an advance so I could get to the filming sessions."
Ellen asked, "How long did you do this?"
"Seven years -- from when I was eighteen until I was twenty-five."
Crystal asked, "Why'd you stop?"
Claire shook her head, "Several reasons. I started to feel too old, believe it or not. Guys want to see young eighteen or nineteen-year old chicks fucking, not some twenty-seven-year old, although I think that's changing a little bit. On a lot of the skin flicks we did, the feature increasingly became some little cunt actress that was only eighteen or so. Andre was very careful about the age of the young actresses; he checked them out several different ways."
I said, "That age thing depends on the guy." I grinned at each of the women. Terry and the other men nodded in agreement.
Claire continued, "I'd fucked dozens of guys -- maybe even hundreds, and supposedly they were all checked out --medically, I mean; nonetheless, I figured I was playing roulette with STDs and AIDS. To my knowledge, I was the only player who didn't contract something. I tried to be careful, washing a lot, douching, and stuff like that -- even between scenes. I became obsessive about it and used strong detergents even though they made me sore for a day after."
She went on, "Drug use was excessive, and sometimes hard to avoid. I've tried about everything, but avoided addictions unlike many of my co-workers. About ninety-percent of the people in the industry have a drug problem. I guess I was lucky."
She thought for a few seconds and went on, "And then, there's how you feel about yourself. After a while, you realize you're just being used and objectified. One day you wake up, and all your friends are in the business, and they're all feeling the same way, and they find solace in drugs and booze, and then a couple contract AIDS, and a couple die of ODs. It's a vicious circle."
Claire suddenly saddened again, "Lastly, about a year before I quit I got a big shock. Someone tipped off my parents what I was doing. I don't know who, but someone sent them one of my DVDs with a note. My parents were strict - too strict, and I know now I overdid all the freedom of choice I suddenly had and made some bad decisions, but I lost them."
Nadia asked, "What did your parents do?"
"My father and mother drove to my apartment one day when they knew I'd be home. The car was full of all the stuff that had been in my room at home -- clothes, souvenirs from high school, books, and all -- everything. They dumped it all on my doorstep before ringing the bell. When I answered the door, my father said to never talk to them again, never come home, and called me the worst whore and slut he'd ever heard of. They turned and drove away. The schism hurt, but even then I didn't see it as a wake-up call. I kept at it for another year. The money was irresistible."
Crystal asked, "How'd you get out? Wasn't it hard to leave?"
Claire said, "After college, I went full time in the industry. From start to end, I cranked out over eighty full-length videos, did magazines, strip clubs, sex shows, and all sorts of stuff. All this, coupled with getting into the high end of the escort business, and I made a lot of money in a short time. Some nights I cleared a thousand dollars. I'm not rich, but I salted away some 'retirement' money. I lived on the cheap, and for a while the two biggest pleasures were a rare orgasm on the set of some movie or with some escort client -- one I didn't fake, and my growing investment account."
Claire looked at me when she told the next part of her story. "Jill Danes had a lot to do with my exit too. She'd actually hired an escort and got me. She had a hot date who had a brother in town who she wanted me to keep occupied while she made a 'score' in the movie industry with her date. While she fucked this producer and got a major part in one of her early films, I kept the brother occupied for the evening by fucking his brains out. Later that same night, we did a little Sapphic show for the two men. Jill cums easily, and I faked a couple, but we had fun together. Jill cemented her film deal, and she and I became friends. She soon became my mentor."
She went on, "I confided to Jill soon after we met that I wanted to get out the adult industry. By then, I'd been in the hospital, once with a torn up asshole and another time with a bruised cervix from a brutal fucking in my last film. I resolved to get out fast, so I quit the next day right after filming the last scene. I took my money and left. Fortunately, I had my bank account to fall back on. Many girls in the industry are sex slaves; they have no savings and no other job alternatives; they spend their money for drugs."
Ellen asked full of curiosity, "What did Jill do for you?"
Claire smiled for the first time in a many minutes. "A lot! She got me a shrink right off, and I started therapy. If you'd asked me at the time if I needed counseling, I would have said 'No,' but after I broke down in the first session I realized how screwed up mentally I'd become. I'd lost all my self-esteem and sense of self-worth. Jill insisted that I keep going for six months; after that, I felt a lot better about myself and what I'd done. I kept going another eighteen months; I'd stopped just before I met you guys."
Claire looked at each of us that knew Jill and went on, "Jill also worked with me on a complete makeover: she changed my style of dress from casual to chic. I used to dress up when I had an escort job, but Jill had me do it every day, continually -- morning until bedtime. She even made me dress nicely to go to bed. She complimented me every day in so many ways. My self-image changed slowly, and so did my feeling of self-worth."
"Jill had me change my hair color to this auburn or red from light brunette to help reduce what she called my recognition factor. She coached me through a name change, and that helped me in my rebirthing too. I lived with her for a while, and she built up my ego and sense of value. We talked a lot; she was a girlfriend who had her act together. Of course, we had sex now and then, but not as much as you might think. After a year, she paid for some plastic surgery to my face: raised my cheekbones, narrowed my nose, and squared-off my chin mostly; I think I'm prettier than I used to be. Today, you could study the films I made, but you'd have to really go over most of my body to be able to figure out that Claire used to be Breezy Cummins."
Edie leaned into the circle we'd formed and asked, "Why now? You've known Jim and Ellen for over six months, and everybody else for many weeks?"
Crystal added to the question, "All that, plus we just had a little orgy that would have made a great porn film -- Oh, did that bother you?" I could sense genuine concern in her voice about Claire's well being.
Claire's eyes teared up again, but she didn't cry. "Oh, Crystal. No, all the fun we've had with sex doesn't bother me at all, to the contrary. What I felt from all of you ever since I met any of you has been love ... lots and lots of love. Sure, we rutted around tonight and often before, but everyone cares for everyone else so much so that you can feel it in the air."
Claire paused and added, "I love our group sex sessions. I don't mind the porn movies at all, and someday I'll show you mine. For a while, I couldn't talk about any of this; I just wanted to forget. Now, I'm more confident, and I guess don't need to suppress what I did."



She paused and answered Edie's question, "Why now? In the midst of our little orgy, I had a flashback to a film I'd done -- a 'gang bang classic' was what Andre called it. There was one other girl and about a sixteen guys, plus the crew who was supposed to join in if they weren't filming or doing the audio. No one cared about anyone else; there was no love or caring; not even a thought of concern for the two women. We were just holes in the bed for them to stick their cock into and cum. So much different from what I felt tonight with all of you."
"You might not have been watching, but on the TV -- that film -- it reminded me of what I'd done. I mean, it made me horny, but I also remembered." She thought for a minute and added, "Talk about screwed up -- I felt conflicted. It made me want to talk about it and to not have a secret any more -- to not be 'Mysterious Claire.'"
"My flashback reminded me that telling you would only get harder the longer I waited. I've tried to muster courage over and over again since we got serious about each other -- even before we went to Nicaragua, but I just couldn't ... the time never seemed right. I guess when you have a big secret, there is no 'right' time."
I wrapped my arms more tightly around Claire; "Oh, Claire, we do love you so. We don't care what you've done in your past. We live in the now -- this is where it's at. We know you love us, and we wouldn't take our love from you over something you did in your past. We just want you with us. Thank you for sharing and for opening up with us."
Crystal joined me from Claire's other side, and we packaged her between us and both kissed her cheeks still damp from her renewed tears. Claire just leaned into the two of us and shut her eyes. The tears silently rolled down her cheeks, nonetheless.

* * * * *We spent the next day rehearsing for the concert. Crystal and I had been coached to not use our singing voices, and to save them when we really wanted to belt out a song, so, many rehearsal songs were quiet whispering of the lyrics as we worked on our choreography on the stage. Terry, Dan, and a woman named Dee worked with us about our onstage moves.
We broke for drinks and dinner at five o'clock -- three hours before concert time. The first twenty minutes would be handled by our opening band the Hobo Palace. In an aside, Terry confessed to me that he "still had a soft spot in his heart for their lead singer -- Cindy Wonder."
My comment back to him was, "You don't have a soft spot for her, you have a hard-on for her, and so do I." He nodded in strong agreement.
I'd only met Cindy a couple of times before to talk to. Their band had rehearsed at an off-site studio in Sarasota. Just as we went into a VIP box up over the entire Forum arena, we saw their band start to setup their gear with the help of a dozen roadies. I watched Cindy wander around out of 'costume' -- wearing cutoffs and a t-shirt. There was no doubt that even from a distance the girl was pretty, busty, and desirable.
Terry walked by me, saw where I was looked, and said, "Looks as though she has the same effect on you that she has on me. Maybe we can talk her into playing with us some day soon."
I knew he meant trying to get her involved in some of our sexual games. I concluded that I wouldn't mind that at all, and I suspected that Crystal, Ellen, and Claire wouldn't either, providing she went both ways.
Dinner was quick and light; neither Crystal nor I wanted to feel bloated from a full dinner when we went on stage. I recalled we barely ate before the start of a mission when I'd been in Special Forces; we wanted to be 'lean mean fighting machines.' The arena doors opened at six-thirty, and we watched the first arrivals for the concert file in and find their seats.
We went down to the green room. Crystal and I had opted to share a dressing room rather than use separate facilities. We sat side-by-side putting on facial makeup that would make us look better for the television cameras. We're weren't going 'on air,' but we were going to be projected up onto four giant screens that hung in strategic locations over the crowed. Everyone would be able to see us 'up close and personal' on those screens, so we wanted to look our best. As usual, we'd also get a tape of the entire concert too. Crystal and I studied the tapes to see how we could improve our choreography, songs, presence, or onstage banter.
Exactly at eight o'clock, I heard the sound of the crowd rise in shouts and applause at The Hobo Palace started their first song. Cindy's husky voice rang out over the crowd and came through into the green room over speakers loud and clear. We could watch them on stage on a TV in the room. The opening group was getting the crowd pumped up. Terry's ability to spot talent such as this group never failed to amaze me.
The two bands and the roadies had worked out a drill where they could change the band instruments in fewer than two minutes in near darkness. So, as the Hobos finished their last number the lights dimmed, and some canned music of our band playing what I called 'idle chords' started to play. The music started without a defined melody, just random notes and chords, and slowly built in pace, volume, and texture over the two-minute period.
Crystal and I had left the green room and were each standing squarely on two "X's" of masking tape on the floor at the end of two cleared aisles leading through the VIP seating to the steps up to the stage. One of the stage hands with a headset on stood near us and gave us a count down: 10 -- 9 -- 8 -- 7 ... the music built up and definitely carried the prelude melody of 'The Naked Truth,' our current big hit, 6 -- 5 -- 4 ... I could hear the live band pick up the sound from the canned music -- an almost imperceptible transition as the canned music faded away and our band got louder and louder -- the crowd started to cheer and yell; 3 -- 2 -- 1 and the stage lights came up and two high powered spotlights illuminated Crystal and me as we started our run down our aisles and simultaneously up to the stage from opposite sides.
Just as we reached our positions on the stage, we started singing the opening verse to the song. The crowd had been whipped into a frenzy by this time. Even our singing had trouble competing with the shouting and cheering. If we hadn't been wearing headsets with boom mics so we could hear ourselves, we would have been all over the map with our singing -- off key, off tempo, out of tune. As it was it was hard to hear, but we rocked the crowd. Everyone remained on their feet and screaming.
I shot Billy a smile and a got a huge smile back from him as he played his electric guitar next to me. As we sang we walked back into the band and alternated duets with each of the band members as they sang some of the chorus with us. I repeated the process with our backup singers. When I was singing, Crystal would dance around center stage flaunting her sexy body, a delight to men and women of all ages. I briefly wondered why I didn't get a hard-on on stage with her.
Crystal and I sang for ninety minutes straight. We had saved 'Texas Dawn' for our encore, and when we came back out and did that number the crowd went wild all over again before they quieted down to appreciate the love song. There were twenty-one-thousand happy fans when the lights dimmed, and we vanished back down our exit aisle into the bowels of the arena. The applause and screaming continued for almost five minutes after we stopped. I heard the canned music come on again, this time at a lower volume.
Terry grabbed us just before we got to the green room. "Come on, we're going up top again." He led us to a private elevator, and a minute later we were back in the VIP box we'd had dinner in. Billy and the band members filed in a couple of minutes behind us. The Hobo Palace band was there too, along with cute Cindy Wonder. Below us, the crowd slowly thinned as each section of seats tried to exit the same door simultaneously. A few smart people remained seated, letting most of the throng leave. I could only imagine the nightmare in the various parking lots as all the cars tried to exit at the same time.
Terry thrust a glass full of ice with white wine poured over it into my hand, and a glass of champagne into Crystal's hands. We were all giving each other accolades for our performances. Terry kept repeating how great we had all done; he was a superb cheerleader.
I walked over the Cindy, "Hi. I'm Jim Mellon. Tonight was the first time I've really heard you sing. You are really going places -- you're good." I stood a head taller than Cindy. In close conversation, I realized I could look down the bodice of her peasant blouse and admire the natural wonders that God had blessed her with -- two of the roundest, most natural, smoothest, firmest, and best-formed breasts I had ever seen. I made a mental note to myself that savoring the taste and texture of those mammaries would be a worthy goal from that time forward.
Cindy reached up and pulled my head down to hers so she could plant a kiss on my lips -- a long kiss that instantly got my blood boiling considering the source and the promise the kiss held. She finally said, "Coming from you that is one high compliment. Thank you, and you were not just good tonight; you were fabulous. You and Crystal are my role models."
Crystal slid up next to us, and Cindy turned and met her with an equally long kiss on the lips; "And the same goes to you. The two of you were spectacular out there tonight. I watched your every move, and I learned so much about how to reach the crowd ... how to work the audience. It's not just about singing well. You both have charisma and stage presence; you interact with the audience -- even people hundreds of feet away. Watch me next time, I picked up at least a dozen pointers from you again tonight."
Crystal was touching Cindy's arm; "Thank you ... Jim and I listened to your entire set. You are good. I want us to do more with you guys instead of just having you open with us. We should join you or vice versa for some duets or group songs."
Cindy especially glowed with the praise and the idea of singing with us. I could imagine how she felt; I'd been there only months earlier when I first met Crystal, and she wanted me to sing with her. Now, we could return the favor to one of the next up and coming country music stars.
Terry joined us. He was ebullient about how the night had gone. I knew that tomorrow he'd have a list of suggestions for how to improve our next concert, but that took nothing away from the genuine feelings of elation he showed. He hugged Cindy. He hugged Crystal. He hugged me.
Billy and Dan joined us, chatted with Cindy, Crystal, and me, and I introduced them to Cindy. Ellen and Claire arrived in the box, and we made more introductions to Cindy and now Hal Minor, the good looking band leader of The Hobo Palace. Billy and Hal immediately started to talk shop and sound systems in a vocabulary that quickly became a foreign language. Edie and Cal Becket, the man who ran the arena came in too. Everyone tried to talk at once. The party was joyous and made us all feel warm and successful.
Around eleven we broke up the party to head back to the hotel. We had several stretch limos waiting outside the VIP entrance. Crystal and Cindy had been canoodling away most of the party, their heads close together cooking something up, so I wasn't at all surprised when the pair stuck together and got into the limo with me, Terry, and a few others. It only took us five minutes to get from the Forum to the Vinoy Hotel that time of night.

* * * * *The closed bedroom door opened a crack, and Crystal said in a loud voice to get my attention, "Jim, can you come and help us with something in here?" It sounded as though she had some kind of project underway and needed some muscle.
Crystal's tone of voice was unrevealing. A group of us had been sitting drinking in the living room of the large hotel suite; Crystal and Cindy had gone into our bedroom to 'freshen up.' I did note that they'd been in there quite a while.
I stood, grabbed my drink, and sauntered over to the bedroom door. When I opened it, I found the room seductively dim. In the middle of the large bed, Cindy lay naked and propped up on a pile of pillows. Crystal nestled between her legs eating out the younger singer who had a look of bliss on her face.
Crystal rolled slightly to one side against one of Cindy's legs; "Oh, good, you're here. I have this hole that needs filling and my tongue just doesn't seem to be doing the job." She pointed at Cindy's gaping vagina that she had clearly had two or three fingers in until only a moment ago. Even across the room, I could see the opening into her body -- a dark, warm, and inviting nest, surrounded with an abundance of beautiful trimmed pubic fuzz.
I went from what I called a "1" to a "10" in about three seconds. Cindy turned out to be sexier nude than in the alluring costumes and revealing outfits she liked to wear. Couple that with my earlier lust, Crystal's nude body lying in front of Cindy's quim with her face full of Cindy's pussy juices, and I found myself ready to do whatever it was these ladies wanted -- and I thought I knew exactly what that was.
"Get naked," Crystal commanded in a pleasant voice as she put three fingers back into Cindy's slit and started to twist her hand back and forth. Cindy moaned as she looked across the room at me through slitted eyes and gave me a wan smile. I took about ten steps to the bed, losing a piece of clothing in each step.
At the bed, Crystal grabbed my erect shaft with her other hand as she continued to excite Cindy with the other. "You need a fluffer," she proclaimed. She was wrong, but I knew this was just her opportunity to enjoy some oral sexual contact with me. As she engulfed my penis, I thought she might actually be performing for Cindy. In two of three tries, she swallowed all of me until her nose pressed tightly against my pubes. I wondered if on my scale of cock hardness there could be a '10-plus'.
Crystal announced to no one in particular, "Why, I do believe he's ready? My, what a fine specimen of manhood we have here." She used her hand to guide me to Cindy's vagina, and not being one to dally, I pulled Cindy to the edge of the bed and slowly sank to the hilt into the small woman.
Cindy moaned, "Oh, fuck. I have wanted you inside me like this for months, and now this is a dream come true. Fuck me." As I started to move in wanton ways into her body, she added, "I don't know that I've ever felt so full ... OOOOOH, don't stop doing THAT!" I had started to rotate my cock in her body, using the tip to search for her G-spot.
Crystal looked pleased at Cindy's pleasure; she knelt next to me and we French kissed and then had a brief duel with our tongues. I had one hand either fondling Cindy's ripe breasts or diddling her clit, and the other stroking Crystal's pussy.
Cindy spoke softly, "Crystal, I'd like ... Come sit on my face so I can eat you." Crystal didn't wait for a second invitation. She knee-walked across the bed being careful not to pull Cindy's long hair, straddled her head, and settled her cunt down to Cindy's wagging tongue. I watched as Crystal's eyes rolled around in her head in joy. I reached across and fondled her breasts with both hands as my hips oscillated my cock in and out of Cindy. Crystal and I kissed some more. At several points, she grabbed a hold of me and held on dearly as an orgasm induced by Cindy's tongue washed across her.
We changed positions several times: my fucking Cindy as she knelt over Crystal's pussy madly munching away; my pumping my cock into Cindy as she ate out Crystal beneath her as Crystal licked at my balls, or Cindy's pussy in a '69' position; my lying on my back as Cindy bounced on my cock while Crystal sat on my face.
After a half hour, we each had a sheen of perspiration; sex, while the ultimate pleasure, is also hard work. Cindy said to me, "You are a stallion. I've never had a guy last this long, particularly in so many different positions ... and, whenever you want please cum in me."
I told her, "Not yet ... and I have an idea; would you like Terry to join us? The two of us could do some really nasty things to you."
Cindy practically yelled, "Oh, fuck, yes!"
I nodded to Crystal. She moved away to the door to the bedroom, and walked out into the living room totally nude and spreading our combined sex aromas everywhere she went. I heard some conversation, but couldn't make out the words. She came back with Terry, Ellen, Dan, and Billy -- all naked and apparently participants in some group effort in the living room since I'd left.
Crystal said, "If one is good, and two are better, and more are great. I thought that four guys and two women would be absolutely fabulous for you." She laughed maniacally.
Cindy nodded enthusiastically in agreement as I continued to piston into her body with a spreading smile on my face.
I rolled over on the bed pulling Cindy on top of me without breaking our fuck. Terry took his already slick shaft, coated it with some lubricant that Crystal had miraculously produced, and worked his shaft into Cindy's ass.
Cindy screamed, but when I asked whether we should stop, she pleaded "No. No. Just go slow." So, Terry slowly sank his entire shaft into Cindy's other hole. She pushed back against both our shafts to show her willingness to continue with the double penetration.
Next to Cindy's head on either side, Dan and Billy knelt. Cindy grabbed a hold of each of their cocks as though they were anchors for her life stability. She alternated sucking and trying to swallow each of them alternately, stroking the rigid sticks, and even pulling them together so she could gnaw on both of them simultaneously. I noted the men were only mildly comfortable with the intimate contact.
Ellen and Crystal leaned in from Cindy's midsection and sucked on her breasts, one from each side of her. Claire appeared and started to French kiss me.
Cindy's body almost levitated from the bed. She entered that space of continuous orgasmic pleasure as she writhed and twisted around us. She had moved past her dirty talk, and had just started to plead with us to never stop, and then for us to finish her off before she died in bliss. She gasped for air around the cocks in her mouth. Each of her hands had found Crystal and Ellen's pussy, so she fingered their slits as Dan and Billy fed their cocks to her.
Billy said, "Shit, man. I gotta cum. This is all just too fucking erotic for my blood. I can't last any further."
Cindy pleaded, "On my face. On my face."
Billy let loose, and long stands of his white man goo shot from his body until Cindy's face was splattered in his spunk.
Without warning, Dan just groaned, and his cock started to pump out wild spasms of cum that plastered across Cindy's face from the other side, and then on to her tongue as she opened her mouth wide and tried to capture the end of his cock. Crystal and Ellen both stopped sucking on Cindy's breasts and watched the pornographic events less than a foot from their faces.
As the last of the cum stopped shooting from the cocks, Ellen grabbed Billy's cock and Crystal Dan's cock, and the two cleaned the men until they were spotless. They then lunged to either side of Cindy's face with tongues out, and mouths open.
Terry said, "I'm next." I felt him above me, as he started to surge into Cindy's ass. He cursed and emitted a stream of dirty talk, calling Cindy the 'Super Slut of Country Music.' Crystal looked put out by his remarks and said, "I thought I had that title." As Terry grimaced, he assured her that the role could be shared.
With all that as prelude, I felt that yearning deep within my body, and then some part of my body started to pump automatically in a way that I couldn't have stopped if I wanted. Semen raced through my body's plumbing leaving a trail of orgasmic pleasure behind, and jetted into Cindy's warm cunt. Surge after surge pumped into her, until even I could feel the overage oozing from within her as I made the last few lunges into her body.



"Oooooooooooooooooohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuccccccckkkkk," Cindy wailed at the top of her lungs as her ultimate orgasm ripped through her. She arched up into Terry's body while she maximized my penetration in her cunt. Her breasts waved in my face briefly, and I bit one of them somewhat hard; her eyes and entire body fluttered, and then felt Cindy's full weight on top of me. She'd blacked out.
I muttered so the others knew, "She's gone ... fainted." Terry pulled away and rolled to my side. I gently rolled Cindy's unconscious form to my other side so she was on her back.
To my surprise, Nadia and Edie appeared naked as jay birds; I think they had been playing together because they each had wetness around their mouths and cheeks from eating each other. Nadia gobbled down Terry's erect prick, as Edie wrapped her mouth around mine. When the two were finished, Nadia announced to those in the room that Cindy's pussy belonged to the two of them. Nadia put one of Cindy's legs over one should, and Edie did the same with the other leg. The two of them took turns sucking the leaking cum and juices from Cindy's ass and cunt. Once they had mouths full of the jizz, they put on a show of snowballing the liquid between them, intentionally allowing some to drizzle down onto their proud breasts.
Claire demanded her share of the juice. Soon, she too was part of the snowball team.
Cindy came to a couple of minutes later still moaning about the pleasure she'd encountered in some other dimension of the universe, awoken mainly by the careful ministrations of Nadia, Ellen, Claire, and Crystal with warm washcloths and kisses all over her body. I got a beautiful smile that communicated her gratitude and fulfillment. She clutched Terry's hand to one of her firm breasts.
Cindy gasped out, "I love you -- all of you. Oh, my God, thank you."

* * * * *The next morning, a bright eyed Terry roused all of us from the various bedrooms at what seemed like way too early. "Come on, we have a plane to catch. We have to be in Atlanta by noon."
I knew from the schedule that we had another concert that night.
I asked Terry, "Do I have time to run?"
He looked at his watch, "Yes, if you can be ready and in the limo in exactly an hour."
I slid out of bed from between Crystal and Claire who groaned at the wake-up call and covered their heads with pillows. The two of them were barely awake, but after prodding by Terry, they promised they'd be ready. I tasked them with saving me a cup of coffee, juice, and a bagel from the continental breakfast that the hotel had set up in the living room.
I ran hard for twenty minutes staying along the bay front, meditated for another twenty at the end of a long jetty into Tampa Bay. After a shower, tossing my gear in a duffle bag, I met the others beside the limo exactly an hour after Terry's edict.
The Gulfstream was back in all its splendor -- a sleek corporate jet that rivaled the smaller jets the airlines flew. We each sank into our luxurious seats, and to a person fell asleep as soon as the plane rotated off the runway and into the air.
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 13A story from Claire's past, in-laws at Christmas, Grammys
Claire sat cross-legged in the middle of our large bed in our Nashville home. She was naked, but then so were the rest of us: Crystal, Ellen, Nadia, Dan, and Terry. We were experiencing our afterglows from an active love making session that involved all of us. Dan and I were in the best physical shape, so we'd recovered ahead of the others, a positive statement to our exercise and meditation regimes.
Dan asked, "Claire, I know your sensitive about what you told us about your earlier ... err, career. May we ask you questions or will that make you sad again? I don't want to do that."
Claire smiled warmly at Dan, leaned in and tenderly kissed his cheek, and then looked at all of us in turn, "Oh, with all of you, I don't mind talking about it; in fact, it makes me feel good. I have to say, after all your support, I feel so much better. Admitting my past to the people I love has been a catharsis for me; I didn't realize how much stress I carried having that bottled up inside me."
Dan pushed ahead as was his style to get to the nub of any situation; "Claire, what was it like? I mean what kind of stuff did you do? What did you think about during those years you told us about?"
Claire almost laughed at his question and the temerity of it; while she'd become more relaxed about her past in the adult entertainment industry and life as an escort, none of us had pushed her for any details. We figured when she was ready, if at all, she'd tell us. She spoke not just to Dan, but all of us, "Where do I start? I mean I met so many people that you still see in porn flicks today; some were my good friends -- Jenny Lee, Ashlynn Brooke, Avy Scott, and Jenna Haze to name a few. None of us had many friends outside the industry. When I left, I knew I was leaving them behind. As for what I thought about it, when I started I had a ball. I loved the sex -- my hormones were pumping; I couldn't get enough on or off camera. Later, it got old -- at least the falseness of faked orgasms and acting as though I couldn't wait for some asshole for whom I wouldn't give the time of day to fuck me."
We all looked at her in silence. She wondered for a second why we were silent, looking at each of us in turn.
Claire suddenly reacted with a slight laugh, "Oh, NO. I do NOT fake orgasms with any of you. I gave that up when I left the trade. What you see is what you get." She spread her legs and ran two fingers up her slit to entice us. She seductively licked her own juices and cum off her fingers; her other hand simultaneously moved to her wetness.
Crystal chortled at her teasing and said, "Would you tell us a story ... the sexier the better." She winked at Claire, and for emphasis ran her hand up Claire's leg all the way to her crotch to join the fingers that were already there.
Claire laughed and playfully slapped at Crystal's hand, "Of course. I know the kind of people you are, me included; and the kind of stories you want to hear. Let me think for a minute." She hitched herself up the bed so she could lean against the headboard between Nadia and Ellen. I watched her generous bosoms shimmy in an erotic way as she adjusted position. I could feel a surge in my cock. Both Ellen and Nadia put a hand on Claire's thigh, just below her pussy. Claire ignored the blatant touches.
Claire got a big smile and started; "Once upon a time ... there was this ... very rich businessman. He'd come to LA quite often because he was investing several hundred million dollars in the film industry -- the legitimate one, not the adult one; although I found out later he'd seen me in some of my first films. Let's call him ... Joe Mason."
Claire's choice of name left little to the imagination: Joe Mason was a poorly disguised moniker for Joseph Mansard, probably the fourth richest man in the country and a mogul of the communications and entertainment industry. There probably wasn't a person in the country who wouldn't recognize his face or who didn't know about his flamboyant and volatile personality. When I'd last seen him, I think it was on the TV news as he appeared before some Congressional committee blasting the heavy-handedness of the Federal Communications Commission.
Claire paused and added in her own words, "Joe was a high roller, but a very sophisticated and educated one -- and a captain of industry. If I had to guess, I'd say his net worth exceeded ten or twenty billion dollars, but that may be low. So one day, Andre, my manager and the guy that ran the escort service I worked for, told me to stay home and that he was sending someone over to meet me about a 'date.' The person turned out to be Joe Mason's vice-president of special projects. She wanted to meet with me for what had been communicated as a long lunch -- a young woman about my age. I later learned she was Joe's daughter. Before we got into setting up my 'date' with him, she wanted to meet me, judge my acceptability to be with Mason, and see my wardrobe. We specifically talked about how I would dress and behave with her father. I'd already been primed by Andre, but the overriding instruction was to do whatever Joe wanted, but then that sounded like Andre's instructions for all my 'dates.'"
"The daughter, Elizabeth, deemed my wardrobe unfit for Joe, and I mean almost nothing survived her scrutiny. I was already making good money, and thought I had some nice stuff but not as far as she was concerned. She dragged me out the door and into a white stretch limousine, drove us down to Rodeo Drive, and four hours later we came back with a limo full of boxes and clothes. I'm sure she spent close to $20,000 on me. I kept wondering if I were going to have to pay for this, but Elizabeth read my mind and assured me this was 'on the house,' and would make me presentable to her father. The way she put it, 'If Joe is happy, then everyone around him is happy. Your dressing in high fashion will make Joe happy."
Claire went on, "We went back to the apartment I shared with another adult film actress named Suzie Reynolds. Beth, as Elizabeth told me to call her, instructed me on what to wear when, how to come prepared for a 'date' with Joe, what his expectations would be -- at least at the start, and what makeup to use -- we'd bought almost a thousand dollars of that too."
"Suzie and Beth watched as I dressed for my dinner with Joe that evening. Beth had me start with a shower, and then she rubbed me down with one of the lightly scented lotions we'd bought, and she rubbed me down 'all' over, even into my nether region. I could tell she enjoyed it, and for that matter, so did I. I gave her looks that said 'Go ahead,' and she gave me looks that said 'I want you.' We had chemistry beyond my being a hired escort."
"She chose a short skirt for me because she liked my legs, and she told me that Joe would like them too. She picked a pair of red spike heels we'd bought to accent the muscles and tone of my calves as well. For a top, she chose a Vera Wang wrap-around silk blouse that was nearly transparent and that displayed my cleavage. I thought I'd be too revealing to take into a public place -- I mean you could see my breasts through the gauzy material of the blouse, but Beth fixed that with a dark jacket that showed the cleavage but not my tits -- unless you got really close."
We were all hanging on every word of Claire's story. She went on, "Beth explained that she would be going with us to dinner, and that she'd be back about eight o'clock when her father returned to pick me up. She gave me the names of the restaurant, and a late-evening club she expected her father to take us too. She also said that he might send her away or allow her to stay around the entire evening -- 'It'll be whatever he wants, wherever he wants, whenever he wants, with whomever he wants; so just go with the flow.'"
"Suzie had heard all the instructions, but had barely said a word the entire time Beth was in our small apartment. After Beth left Suzie said in her deep Bronx accent, 'Wow, y'are going out with one important dude. If he brings a friend, come and get me.' Suzie decided I needed a couple of pieces of jewelry to accent my new high-end clothes. She and I went through every piece of jewelry we had, picking some tasteful earrings, a ring, and a broach."
"Exactly at eight o'clock, a uniformed chauffeur knocked on the door. He politely held my arm and escorted me out to the long stretch white limo that could have easily held a dozen people -- you know, the kind people at weddings use, only this was Joe's private car. Beth and Joe were inside; she made the introductions as though I was an old friend. She also gave me a nod and wink regarding my dress and makeup; she even gestured on herself where I had the broach pinned and smiled to show her approval at the jewelry."
"I made pleasant conversation, complimenting Joe on his suit -- a grey pin stripe that must have cost five grand, his punctuality, and my appreciation for the 'date.' We'd been instructed by Andre to always refer to our assignations as 'dates,' and to never make our clients feel like a john. Andre took care of the money, and he was decent about it and far better than other 'services.' He gave us cash after he'd take twenty-five percent out for 'marketing' expenses, as he called them." We all laughed. "The low-end pimps usually either keeps all the money, and then only doles out a small amount at a time to their women."
Claire continued, "Joe talked about the restaurant, and carried on a wonderful first 'date' conversation, asking what I liked in the way of cuisine, theater, books, concerts -- both classical and rock, and things like what my hobbies were. Fortunately, some of my tastes heavily overlapped with his, and so we quickly found many common areas to talk about. I returned the favor, learning about the man behind the public image that existed about him. Of course, Beth had already told me he'd seen some of my films, but somehow that never came up. We bantered back and forth during the limo ride, and then over drinks and dinner. By the way, the restaurant was the kind of place where the ladies' menus didn't have prices on them, and I knew that meant really, really expensive."
"We had some fabulous wine, Beth turned out to be as engaging as Joe turned out to be once we weren't giving instructions to me or critiquing my wardrobe, body, or makeup. Later, I'd found out that I was also partly her 'date' as well -- I'll explain in a minute. After dinner, we went to high-end club with a great jazz quartet. Joe danced with me, and we both did well together. I felt that I was making him happy."
"Around two in the morning, Joe announced we had to go and that he had an early next day. I figured we'd go back to his home or condo, but instead, he drove me home, thanked me for a lovely evening, and had the chauffeur escort me to the door. I figured I was a big failure, but just before I started to walk with the chauffeur to my door, Beth got out of the limo. She came up to me and gave me a kiss that was so hot, it would have melted steel. She whispered to me, 'You did well -- very well; perfect! Joe really likes you. We'll be back in touch soon."
"With that, they disappeared into the night. I didn't hear from them for two weeks, and then one day I got a call on my cell from Beth. I wondered how she'd gotten my cell number; I don't share it with many. Beth said, 'Claire, Joe, and I will be back in town on Saturday and he'd like to see you again -- and so would I. We've been in Europe for two weeks buying a couple of companies. Wear the pale blue outfit we bought. Pick you up at eight o'clock again.' There was no 'Can you make it?' discussion, just we'll be there, and of course, you'll be ready."
"Saturday, we had a nearly identical evening, dinner at one of best places I've ever eaten in, a different club with dancing, only this time after the club, the limo took us to the Four Seasons Hotel, where it turns out he has a suite of rooms permanently reserved. I figure, this is crunch time. I wonder what kinks and fetishes the guy has as we go up in the elevator. I am all-a-tingle at the prospect of being with this powerful man."
"In the suite, the lights are dim, and I go to flow into Joe's arms and he gives me a megawatt kiss, and he tastes and smells really good -- kind of like sandalwood. I go to undress him, trying to ignore his daughter, but he pushes me to her and says, 'No, do Beth first.' I'm surprised, but I turn, and Beth is right there, and so we kiss quite passionately, and get into a long make out session during which both of us lose our clothing."
Claire took a deep breath and continued with her story, "Beth pulls me over to one of the large sofas in the room. She says, 'Eat me,' as she lies back. With great pleasure, I start on her neck, and run my tongue all up and down her body, slowly working my way to her hairy nest. I pay a lot of attention to a fabulous pair of breasts with big areolae and nipples too. By that time in my life I'd been with quite a few women, although almost entirely in my porn flicks Men get off on two women really going at it, and I figure that this is Joe's big kink -- particularly, given the incestuous side of things."
"I go down on Beth for a long time, my tongue tracing out the spelling of all the words I can think of that start with the letter 'A' ... and then the letter 'B' ... and then, well you get the idea. I give her a dozen or so orgasms before I get to 'G', and then she reverses things and to my surprise goes down on me. I didn't think I was supposed to get pleasured on a 'date.' I get lost in a dozen orgasms -- real ones. She really knows what she's doing; I know for sure that she's been with other women before me -- a lot of them. Across the room, Joe is naked, watching, and stroking his cock. Beth reverses things again, and that's when I get speared from the back by Joe as my butt is in the air, and I'm eating away at Beth's pussy again."
"I keep doing what I'm doing until Joe flips me over next to his daughter, and comes into me from the front. He is considerate and a good lover, really good. He knows all the right moves to bring a girl pleasure -- you know, things like using his thumb on a girl's clit as we fuck or teasing with a knuckle pushed into my ass. He is considerate, and likes to kiss as we fuck. He gets me going too, and then just before I'm about to cum again, he pulled out, moved to his side, and started to fuck his daughter."
"I try not to act surprised or shocked, but for a minute I am, and then I get a big smile on my face about how lewd, erotic, and nasty this evening has become. Beth keeps asking her 'Daddy' to fuck her, to bring her orgasms, to finger her ass, to bite her tits, to lick her cunt, and on and on, but it's always 'Daddy.' I get the message."
Claire observed, "I've seen few people make love or fuck unless there were a couple of camera men close-by. Joe and Beth really have a thing for one another -- a deep love that shows through Joe's bravado and Beth's attempt at sophistication. I know I'm just a toy in this sex game they're playing, but I'm more than willing to play anyway I can."
"After a few minutes, Joe shifts back to me, his cock glowing with his daughter's juices. I lick him clean and then insert his cock into my cunt. As he started to fuck me, I say, 'Oh, Daddy, fuck me hard. Give me my sister's juices. Make love to me, Daddy.' Joe flashes me a huge smile, and says one of the few things since we've gotten to the suite, 'You, my dear, are a fast learner. You'll go far.' I keep up the 'Daddy' banter, even getting approving nods from Beth."
"We have a sloppy, wet, and wonderful night of nonstop sex. Joe is insatiable, and for that matter, so is Beth. I am too, so we all fit rather nicely together. I get chauffeured home alone about eight in the morning. Suzie wakes up, sizes me up, and tells me she wants to hear all about it when I wake up which turns out not to be until four in the afternoon, and then I share with her."
Claire said, "We had many other 'dates' after that. On one, Beth tells me the limo will pick me up and that I'm supposed to bring a small overnight bag. I pack light. The limo takes me to the airport, puts me on a private corporate jet, and six hours later I'm in New York. I join 'Daddy' and Beth, and we go to the theater to seeRent. It is fabulous, and I am stunned at the beauty of the night. We dine and make love after until the wee hours of the morning. Everyone is satisfied, and at dawn I'm driven back to the jet at Teterboro Airport and get flown back to LA. I sleep most of the way across the country."
Crystal asked, "Meanwhile, are you getting paid or what?"
Claire shook her head, "Unbelievable. Andre comes by after our third date and drops ten-thousand dollars in hundred dollar bills in my lap. I'm speechless, and apparently so is he. Andre just tells me to keep doing what I'm doing, and so I do. Later, Beth gives me a bank book for a Swiss bank account and instructions on how to use it; there turned out to be a couple of hundred thousand dollars in it. Two years later, when I left the business, I have almost $700,000 in that account, including various payments that have come through Andre. I think Joe and Beth figured that Andre was screwing me out of money they paid him for my company, so they tried to compensate. I mention this to Beth one day, but she assured me all is fine and thanked me for my honesty."
Ellen asked, "Did you ever see them again?"
Claire said, "No, but they left the door open. Joe started some big business deals with the Chinese. He and Beth were spending weeks at a time over there, and then on the east coast when they were in the states. They weren't avoiding me, just tending to business. I saw both of them shortly before I decided to quit the business. I told Beth what I was thinking, and she became overjoyed with my decision and so encouraging. She asked me to please stay in touch, but I'm a little embarrassed and let it go too long before I realized how I felt about them. Among all my clients, they were unique. I've missed them, and I think I even fell in love with them a little -- both Joe and Beth."



Ellen had been cradling Claire against her nude body for the last part of the story; one hand idly stroking and teasing one of Claire's breasts. Ellen said, "Tomorrow, you're going to call or email or write or whatever it is you do to stay in touch. You silly oaf. If you fell in love with them, don't you think they fell in love with you too? Why do you think they spent so much time and money with you. What started as a business deal between you and them became more over time; that's also why Beth was so happy when you decided to change directions in your life. Now, it's time to reconnect and tell them you love them and want to at least stay in touch."
Claire pulled away from her and turned, "But won't Beth, and particularly Joe, think I'm just a gold digger?"
"Are you?"
"No!"
"Then, they'll know that. They know how to spot gold diggers. If you're not one of them, they'll know that too. I'm sure they knew that before they gave you all that money."
Claire fell back into Ellen's arms with a pensive look on her face. Ellen went back to stroking her breasts. After a while, Nadia shifted so she was between Claire's legs; she inched her way forward, her mouth getting closer and closer to Claire's sodden pussy.
After a minute of this stalking, Claire got an amused look on her face. I could also tell her reminisces had made her horny. She lapped her lips, looked down at Nadia, smiled, and whispered, "Nadia, please eat me. Make me cum ... and hurry, I'm near."

* * * * *Our"Together Again" tour featuring Crystal, me, Cindy, and The Hobo Palace band ended after twenty-four sold-out concerts spread out across an equal number of cities the U.S. and Canada. The largest crowd we sang for topped 85,000 in Dallas at the Cowboy's Stadium. By the end of the tour, I'd gotten my sea legs back about appearing in front of so many people while delivering an entertaining and memorable performance.
Crystal chided me because I had retained my image as the sexiest man in country -- a title bestowed upon me again byPeople magazine. To confirm that honorific, at every concert there always appeared at least a dozen gorgeous young women with Sharpie pen in hand asking me to autograph their naked breasts.
I always enjoyed the female body, and breasts almost topped the list depending on the day, so I developed a signature style where I had to hold each breast in my left hand, even thumbing the usual erect nipple, as I signed 'Jim' on the left breast, and 'Mellon' on the right. Usually, my handwriting was illegible, but who cared; I got to feel some fabulous female flesh, collect a kiss, and always left a happy young woman behind.
In my breast signing duties, I calculated that with twenty-four concerts with a minimum of twelve pairs of naked breasts per concert I had fondled at least five-hundred-seventy-six tits -- left and right. When I told this startling statistic to Terry, Billy, and Dan over drinks one day, they all decided they wanted to be my assistants in preparing the young women for my autographing.
Billy was a fixture in our tours, and so he too had a following of music groupies that he could avail himself of in some way. He'd followed my lead in offering breast autographs, and a couple of times he assured me he had even autographed some gorgeous gals' left and right pussy lips. Crystal had asked him if he'd used his tongue, to great laughter from the rest of us around when he played braggart.
With the autographing, also came various propositions for sex. Being the sexiest man in the country had its advantages, although I never took advantage that way. Many proposals came quite openly, even when Crystal stood right next to me. Crystal might respond, "What's in this for me?" or "Do you do girls too?" just to see whether she could rattle the sex-crazed girl. Some of the responses were memorable and daring: "I could go both ways; can we try it?" being the most frequent retort.
The band members also seemed to attract their own brand of groupies. Often, I saw one of the girls I'd autographed heading off with one of the band member's arms around the young lass. Several times I walked in on some action in the green room after a concert. The more brash females would suggest some kind of group events before I had a chance to give the intercoursing couple some privacy.

* * * * *Christmas and New Years came and went. Crystal, Ellen, and I took Claire and Nadia to the Crystal's parent's home for the holidays. Nadia's family was scattered across Russia and the Ukraine, and she felt more at home with us now. Claire's family had disowned her, and the Lee's only got more liberal in their views every time we showed up, so my presence with four women I had some kind of romantic relationship with didn't seem to phase them, although Crystal's father, Don, pulled me aside and asked me to what I attributed my success with women. The Lees loved having a 'third and fourth daughter' at home with them -- Claire and Nadia. I think they already thought of me as some sort of son-in-law with super-masculine powers.
I hadn't seen the older couple for a year, and during that time Crystal and I had a platinum album released -The Naked Truth, we'd each done a movie -- Crystal a movie with the same name as the album, and me withPressure Limit. Both movies were still drawing in large crowds, even after the holiday period, and their release in Europe was scheduled to start after New Years when we went on tour again.
One other event occurred with our music at the start of December that rocked Crystal and me: unexpectedly and without warning, we'd received a series of Grammy nominees -- best album and best song (The Naked Truth), best duo, best country song, and best country album. We were blown away with the honors of even being nominated. Terry and the execs at Sony were ecstatic. Tina Devoe had called me several times, and between lewd suggestions about what she wanted to do to me and Crystal the next time we were together, she congratulated the two of us on our accomplishments. We blocked out the second Sunday in February to attend the awards.
While at the Lees home over the holidays, Crystal's mother, Kim, got all touchy-feely with me as she had the prior year just before we headed off to the Caribbean for a winter holiday -- only this time more so. Crystal, Ellen, Nadia, and Claire teased me about it when she wasn't around. Crystal's dad could have cared less; he was more interested in Nadia who made it a point to wear skimpy and revealing clothing when she sat and had long discussions with him about life in Russia. I know she flashed her naked pussy at him more than once. One morning I watched him watching her leaning over and pouring him a second cup of coffee. I knew that he had an unobstructed view of her pert full breasts and nipples from the way her scoop neck shirt dipped away from her body. Don caught me looking at him, and gave me a huge smile of delight. Nadia just leaned in and kissed the older man, even adding a little tongue.
The girls finally put me up to cornering Kim some day after she'd copped a feel of my tight buns or done some other overt act revealing her lust for my body. Ellen told me, "Lay one of your 'knock your socks off' kisses on her complete with tongue and roving hands. You'll be the height of the decade for her, just the way Nadia is becoming for Dad." They all chuckled.
The occasion to arouse Kim arose the day after Christmas, and naturally it was in the kitchen as I got a piece of leftover apple pie as an afternoon snack. Pretending that the space behind me left little room to maneuver, Kim pressed behind me not just with her hands on my ass, but also as she dragged her pelvis and mons along my butt. Crystal had just started to come into the kitchen behind me; she saw the maneuver; thus, out of the corner of my eye I saw her gesturing for me to 'do' her mother as the girls had put it.
I swung around, grabbed Kim, and pulled her to me. I spoke in my macho tone with a line from my movie, "You want a piece of me, then don't be afraid to ask." I leaned in and planted a lip searing kiss on her lips, and after struggling for one second she kissed back. Kim's arms came up and around my neck, and her body moulded into mine. I took that as an invitation to go further, so I drove my tongue into her mouth as I brought my right hand up and started to fondle Kim's left breast through the thin material of her dress. I could feel her nipple harden to my touch. Kim moaned into our kiss.
I've watched cold butter melt and turn to liquid in a microwave oven. I thought of this analogy as Kim melted into my arms and pushed her chest into my hand. She initiated the next few kisses as she ground her pelvis into mine. Kim had as much passion and instantaneous sexual readiness as her daughters. If I'd wanted, I could have hoisted her up on the counter, stripped her clothing away, and taken right there in the kitchen with her husband only a few feet away.
Eventually, we broke apart; we were both panting. Kim looked longingly at me. She said, "If it wouldn't complicate so many things, I'd ... well, you know what I'd do." She ran her hand down my cheek, fanned her face with her left hand, turned away, and went back to work. I watched the blush rise on the back of her neck as I walked past her and pinched her tush; she jumped and gave a nervous laugh.
Over Kim's shoulder, Crystal and now Ellen stood in the shadows of the small hallway leading into the rest of the house. Both had big grins on their face and were suppressing giggles. They each flashed me 'OK' signs.
After that, Kim behaved more normally with me. The not-to-subtle touches didn't stop, and every now and then I'd catch her staring at me with a glassy look on her face as some fantasy rolled around in her head. At Crystal's suggestion, when we left to return to Nashville, I gave Kim an extra and very attentive kiss goodbye. I watched Nadia doing the same with Don -- even grinding her pussy against one of his legs much to his delight. We speculated on our drive across the state how many minutes after we left before the two of them were in bed making love to one another with wild fantasies in their heads.

* * * * *In mid-January, Crystal and I did a 'Save the Earth' concert and weekend telethon for a bunch of environmental organizations that had banded together for the fund raiser, including the Sierra Club, The Conservation Fund, EcoTrust, The Nature Conservancy, Audobon Society, and the National Wildlife Federation. With the help of two-dozen other 'big names,' we raised over $300 million over one weekend to support these causes. We wanted to see whether we could do something to slow the destruction of the earth's ecosystems. Crystal and I each contributed two million dollars.
Crystal and I spent the rest of January learning and recording some new songs, about twenty-seven or so would go into a double-CD album special set that Sony wanted to release after the Grammys. I told Terry that the Sony execs were overly optimistic about our chances for a Grammy win.
I finished humbled and astounded by the Grammys.
Crystal and I flew to the west coast with Terry for the Grammy weekend in early February. Crystal spent all day Sunday getting dressed and putting on makeup, part of it with people who came in to assist her in our hotel suite. Terry made us each rehearse short 'thank you' acceptance speeches in case we won an award; he was certain we'd get at least one because we'd been nominated in five categories. He also suggested we think about what we'd say if we got to the podium twice.
Terry and I donned our tuxedos. I wore my fancy black western boots with the formal attire. The tuxedo jacket had a western cut to it in keeping with the style. Crystal wore a new Vera Wang dress that probably cost $10,000, plus consignment jewelry worth over $50,000 in diamonds and platinum. A hairdresser came to our suite and did Crystal's hair for a couple of hours. She looked spectacular when she appeared to allow us to escort her to our limousine.
We had a scheduled arrival time at the end of the Grammy Red Carpet. Our limo checked in at a holding area, and we were briefly held and staged in line with other equally impressive limousines so we arrived in the correct order.
We exited the limousine to the cheers of several bleachers of fans, TV cameras, and the flashes of hundreds of paparazzi cameras. The Red Carpet led us from interview team to interview team for the various entertainment reporting shows includingAccess Hollywood, Entertainment Today (ET), and a special CBS Team covering the Grammys. We paused and fielded mundane questions from each of the reporters, smiled really pretty, and then were ushered into our assigned seats. In anticipation of our winning an award, we had aisle seats.
The show started, and an array of stars performed, announced the nominees, and then read off the lucky recipient of each Grammy award. There were seventy-eight of them; however, for this big show only the more entertaining and 'important' twenty-four awards would be handed out and televised that night.
Carrie Underwood read the nominees for Best Album. I heard our names andThe Naked Truth named along with four others, and then she ripped the envelope open: "And, the winner is ... Crystal Lee and Jim Mellon forThe Naked Truth." The audience rose in thunderous applause as three television cameras converged on us. Later, when I watched the video I realized my jaw had dropped open upon hearing our names as the winners -- I looked like the school dunce. Crystal's eyes got as big as saucers. We remained seated in our disbelief, until Eric Clapton and Pink who were sitting behind us, nudged us to rise and go up on stage for our award.
Crystal and I each did our brief acceptance speeches thanking Billy and the band, Terry our agent, and Tine Devoe and the other executives at Sony Entertainment for their support and help. Crystal got to thank her parents for their patience throughout her singing career.
A few minutes later to our equal surprise, we were back on stage again to accept the award for Best Single, and then a few minutes later Tim McGraw gave us the Best Country Album award, and then Natalie Cole gave us the Best Duo award, and then we got a fifth award for Best Country Song. We swept the fields we'd been nominated in. We ran out of acceptance speeches, and started to name all the others that had helped us including Crystal's Mom and Dad by name, Claire, Ellen, Nadia, Billy, Dan, each member of the band, and on and on. Sooner or later, we had the privilege of mentioning everyone.
After the event ended and the various parties started; we were the talk of the town. Everyone wanted us at their tent, and Terry guided us through dozens of additional interviews with all sorts of paparazzi and media shows. I think an army of photographers took something like ten thousand photographs of the two of us.
After some of the media had been satisfied, we started to enjoy the festivities. Between parties at the Staples Center, Crystal and I ran into Terry and Tina Devoe from Sony. Terry handed me a vibrating egg and the remote control for it. "Have Crystal put this in her pussy. Tina's already is wearing one." I looked skeptical, but he said, "Come on, try it; it'll be fun for all concerned. It'll get us all primed up for the party after the party at Tina's home." I thought I knew what that meant.
I interrupted Crystal who was talking to Melissa Lambert, "Darling, I need you to do a little something for me -- and for Terry and Tina, too." She looked at me kind of funny as I pushed just the egg into her hand. "Go and put that inside you." I didn't have to explain further.
Melissa caught a glimpse of the silver egg; "Oh, those are so much fun. I'm going to follow you around to see the looks on your face when Jim turns that on." She gave me an alluring smile and a wink.
Crystal excused herself and disappeared into one of the ladies rooms. She reappeared two minutes later with an expectant look on her face. I'd been chatting with Melissa about how to best use the egg.
I escorted the three of them into the tent sponsored by the magazineUS. Just inside the door a couple of photographers asked Crystal if she and Melissa would pose for them in front of a huge blow up of the last cover of their magazine.
The two gorgeous women stepped up onto the riser, turned and allowed one of the photographers to pose them: "Turn slightly, right leg forward, hands on hips, ... that's it." Just as she achieved the optimal pose, I reached into my jacket pocket and thumbed the remote.
Crystal jerked upward with a goofy smile on her lips. She shot Melissa and me a smile that could only mean some kind of sexual experience had started for her. She struggled to regain her composure, but I again fingered the remote control to turn up the intensity a notch.
Crystal's mouth opened in a perfect little 'O' just as the cameras clicked off several shots. Even from ten feet away where I stood, I could see her skin start to flush.
I turned off the device, just as she and Melissa rejoined me. "If you keep that up, I'm going to throw you onto that table and mount you. That'll give the photographers something to think about."
Melissa laughed and shared a short story, "Blake made me wear a butterfly during a concert we did together -- that's sort of like the egg, only it sits right on top of your clit. Sometimes he'd leave the thing on during an entire song. I practically raped him on the stage. Instead, at intermission, I pulled him into a rehearsal room and we went at it while various people kept opening the door, seeing what we were doing, and then rapidly exiting. The funny thing is damned if for our second set onstage if he didn't give that little remote to our band leader. I needn't tell you who I jumped after we ended." She thought for a minute and said, "You know, if Jim ever wants to get jumped, you might have him hang out around me. You too Crystal."
I turned on the device again, and Crystal pulled my head down and kissed me really passionately. She whispered in my ear, "Oh, you are going to get so lucky tonight. I think my juices are already running down my leg."
Terry and Tina saw us across the tent, and walked over to join us. Terry pushed another remote into my hand and said, "Let's switch." He had an evil grin on his face. I gave him Crystal's remote; however, neither she nor Tina saw the switch.
A couple of other people joined our group. At one point they had me talking about my rescue of Jill Danes in Nicaragua the previous spring. I was gesturing with both hands showing how I'd used the sock full of rocks to devastate one of the kidnappers.
At that instant, Crystal's egg must have fired off deep inside her cunt. I could only imagine the ripples of pleasure that emanated from the device, through the walls of her pussy, and right into the sensation center of her G-spot. Crystal wobbled a little and moaned in pleasure. She looked at me puzzled wondering how I made the egg vibrate when my hands were busy gesturing.
The couple we were talking with looked at Crystal kind of funny. By then, she'd managed to regain at least some measure of composure; she struggled to speak, "Every time Jim tells that story, I just am so grateful that nothing bad happened to Jill or him. He loves danger, I guess ... maybe even flirting on the very edge of something."
When Terry turned off Crystal's egg, I could see her body visibly relax.
Two other couples joined us, both friends of Tina. One of the men was Chase Henderson, the man who'd brought Tina when they'd joined me and several others in a small orgy at Jill Dane's home about a year ago. We gave each other a conspiratorial grin.



Tina went to give Chase a welcome hug and kiss. I hit Tina's pussy with a healthy blast of vibrations. Terry was greeting the woman Chase escorted, so couldn't have possibly used the remote for her egg. Tina looked at Terry in confusion, just as she fell into a passionate embrace and kiss with Chase, her voluptuous breasts smashed against his chest almost to the point of bursting out of the top of her dress. I turned off the device as the kiss ended.
Chase's date said, "Well, you two surely seemed to know each other well." She spoke with more than a touch of irritation and sarcasm in her voice. The message was clear, 'Stay away from my date.' I chuckled, as Tina tried to explain their 'close' but professional friendship.
It didn't take long for Crystal and Tina to figure out who had which remote control after that. As we went from party to party, tent to tent, Terry and I had a field day playing with the women. We traded remotes several more times.
After a particularly intense orgasm as she leaned against Terry, Tina finally announced, "OK. We're all leaving right now." She grabbed Crystal's hand and led us through the throng of people and wellwishers back to curbside. Apparently, she'd called for her limousine, because the long black Cadillac was waiting with the chauffeur holding the door open for us. As soon as we were seated, I called and released our limousine.
We weren't more than half a block from the Staples Center where the Grammys had been held, than Tina was on her knees in front of Terry fishing his cock from his pants. Crystal followed suit with me, but only after hiking up her dress to bare her unclad pussy for me to finger.
Our blowjobs only lasted long enough to create two mountable erections. Terry got there first, and Tina scrambled into his lap, pulled the vibrating egg from her vagina, and sank down onto Terry's cock. A minute later, Crystal's egg got tossed on the seat, and she mounted me, the expensive dress gathered around her waist so her breasts and pubic regions were openly visible to the three of us.
Both women came within a minute or two, their climaxes producing long and satisfying moans and groans. After that, the two alternated orgasms between them as the limo sped through the late evening traffic in LA.
At one point at Tina's suggestion, Crystal and she changed places, allowing me the pleasure of Tina's velvety warmth wrapped around my cock as I pistoned into her body and we made out. I doubted I would ever become inured to a change in partners; the variety always sparked my libido to a new height.
At Tina's waterfront condominium, the limousine pulled to a stop. The women scrambled to get their dresses back on, at least so vital parts were covered for the short walk into the building and onto the elevator up to Tina's penthouse. Terry and I struggled to tuck in our still erect cocks; we had each chosen to hold off our orgasms for the more relaxed surroundings of Tina's bed.
The chauffeur opened the door to find both women half-nude. Neither woman seemed at all upset with the intrusion. Tina told him, "Thank you, we'll be just a second more." She jerked a drape of chiffon over her tits, pulling part of the sash over her shoulders to hold it in place. As she had done that, Crystal had slipped her arms back through the gauzy straps of her dress, pulled the nearly invisible bra up over her breasts. Both women looked at each other and nodded at their mutual acceptability to exit the car.
Only then, did I notice that the chauffeur had an unobstructed view through the partition glass of the four of us.
Tina counted on the late hour and threw propriety to the wind once she got in the elevator. Before the sixty-second ride up to her penthouse ended, she was nude except for her spike heels. "I want to fuck some more -- a lot more!" she announced as the doors opened. The four of us walked into her luxurious condo.
Crystal followed seconds later with her own nudity, and Terry and I weren't far behind. We buried our cocks in our dates seconds later, and soon were entertaining each other with the erotica of being in proximity to each other.
After we'd worked up some body heat, Tina pulled us to her balcony, an open affair with a view of the ocean and part of the city. Several large chaises dotted the large porch. Tina and I took one, and Crystal and Terry the other. The lights were off so we only had the ambient light from inside and the reflected light from outdoors around us, yet we could see the traffic and late pedestrians walking below us, particularly when I had Tina stand holding onto the balcony railing as I pummeled her cunt from behind.
Many orgasms later, Crystal and I left Terry and Tina fucking madly away in her large bed, dressed, and took the elevator downstairs to the limousine that had patiently waited for several hours. The chauffeur didn't blink or smirk or anything as he held the door for us. Fifteen minutes later, we were back in our suite at the Oceana Beach Club Hotel -- the same place that Ellen, Claire, and I had lived for weeks during the start of my first movie. A few minutes after that we were asleep in each other's arms.
To be continued
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Crystal Clear – Ch 14European tour, old and new friends, threats, and deception
The envelope had a wax seal across the flap embossed with the script letters 'NR'. On the front, written in bold letters, were the words,"To be opened only by Jim Mellon." An usher brought it to me at intermission time. I thanked him and went to tip him, but he said, "Oh, no, the young lady handsomely tipped me to deliver this to you personally." I figured it was some not-so-subtle fan mail.
The green room door opened and a stage hand yelled into the room to Crystal and me, "On stage in sixty seconds."
We were at Wembley Stadium outside London singing for a record crowd of 90,000 fans. This was the first stop on our European Tour that Terry Ross, our agent had put together. It was May, and the English weather was unseasonably warm. In the coming weeks, Crystal and I were to do concerts in a dozen major cities, and while in each city we were also to do local premieres of our two movies:Pressure Limit, andThe Naked Truth. All told we'd be in Europe six weeks; this would also allow Crystal and me some time to sightsee if we could disguise ourselves sufficiently to avoid the cut-throat European paparazzi.
After a second encore, Crystal and I ran back through the aisle secuity guards had provided for us to exit the raised stage in the middle of the arena. We'd worked the crowd into a country frenzie of joy and happiness. They'd leave feeling good and feeling the love of the universe. Crystal spoke articulately about our relationship while I stood there and blushed; all I could do when my turn to speak came was to suggest to the huge audience that they spread the love that Crystal felt and that all of us had in us. The crowd cheered and applauded wildly.
We ran back through some doors on the side of the soccer pitch, down a couple of corridors, and back into the safety of the green room. Several security guards hovered outside the door to be sure we weren't disturbed by the uninvited.
The sounds of the crowd were finally muffled by the walls and ceiling. I turned to Crystal and pulled her into my arms, "You were specctacular tonight. How can you have so much love inside you? Everyone here tonight felt it."
She pecked at my lips, "Because you're in my life, that's why." I got a big hug and kiss.
Terry burst in the door. "Wonderful. Fabulous. There aren't enough great adjectives to describe your performance tonight. I'm going to take you out of the country more often. This was a peak for the two of you. I'm glad we video taped it. Sony might make something of this one – you know, something like an album entitled'Live from London.'"
Billy and a couple of the band members appeared soon, and we stood around congratulating each other and listening to Terry's raves. Cindy and the Hobo Palace band members joined us; I'd never heard them perform better than they did that night. We were all at a peak.
I'd heard people talk about vortices of goodness and spirituality around the world – places where the spiritual energy peaked within each of us. I recalled that Sedona, Arizona was supposed to have four of them. The vortices there are so strong the trees near each vortex grow in a twisted way, unlike those a few hundred yards away. There were others. Maybe Wembley Stadium had turned into a vortex of goodness and spirituality and love that night.
We packed up our gear, changed our clothes to more mundane and less sparkley outfits, and started for the limousines that would take us back to our downtown hotels. Just before we left, I saw the envelope that had been delivered during our break. I tossed it into my duffle bag, and we left.
Most of our entourage stayed at the Intercontinental Hotel on Park Lane in London, right on the edge of Mayfair – an exclusive neighborhood and shopping area. We'd checked in earlier, so we just rolled into the hotel and went up to our suite.
I tossed the duffle bag on the bed. Crystal said to me, "I'm not sleepy yet. Can we just hang out and talk for a bit. I'm still keyed up from the concert; I put out a lot of energy tonight."
I nodded and unzipped my bag. There on top was the mysterious envelope. I picked it up and turned back to Crystal. "This came during intermission."
I tore into the envelope. There was one printed page inside – a photograph and some text.
The photograph showed a group of mostly naked people in some kind of orgy, bodies side by side with a lot of fucking going on. In the middle lay a very pretty young woman in whose pussy I had my cock buried. The photo must have been taken during my stopover in Oklahoma. I'd gone to a debutantes ball, been the guest of honor, and afterwards had attended the party-after-the-party, an event that turned out to be an orgy of all orgies. I hadn't been aware of anyone taking photos; however, many there had cell phones with that capability.
I read the text beneath the photo.
"Wouldn't the press like to know that you had sex with an under age girl? Think of the scandal and the damage to your reputation. Would Crystal break up with you? For the small sum of $5,000,000 this memory and photo can go away forever. Think about it. A Swiss bank account awaits your payment to AB Swissbanc, Account 007762-31-8319. Don't wait more that fourteen days to complete your deposit. I've been nice and given you extra time because I know international money transfers for this amount take a while. Don't waste it. Don't involve the police or you know what will happen."
My brow must have furrowed as I read the page. Crystal saw my look and said in a concerned voice, "What's that?"
I tossed the paper to her and mumbled something about Oklahoma She scanned the photo and read the brief message. She firmly spoke, "Babe, you are being blackmailed. I think in most countries that's a felony."
"You're not concerned that I might have had sex with an underage girl?"
Crystal stood and came to me, embracing me in a hug; "I know you. You wouldn't do that intentionally, plus you told me all about Oklahoma. It sounded like fun, and the kind of party you know I'd like to go to once in a while. I can imagine how some underage babe slipped into the mix as you jumped from pussy to pussy."
I vaguely remembered the woman that had taken me to the debutante's party, Heather, telling me that you had to be eighteen to be a debutante.

* * * * *In the morning, I caucased with Crystal, Terry – our agent, and Dan – our publicist. I showed them the letter. They both shook their head in dismay.
Dan said, "This is not good news, but if it does break it would die out after a few weeks at the rate scandals of celebrities go. After a few months it would be all but forgotten."
Terry said, "But it's illegal in about every state in the union. He could be arrested, tried, and jailed for years. It's considered statutory rape."
Crystal said, "You have no idea who sent this to you?"
I shook my head, "I barely remember the event let alone the names of the various girls that were there. They were all debutantes, so their names would have been in the paper."
Dan said, "You need more information – like knowing who sent this and why? Money may not be the primary motive. Maybe they're just out for your blood, or to break up you and Crystal."
"I know someone that could get some of this information – a detective friend I met on my road trip who lives in Kansas City."
"Call him."
"It's a her, and I will in another three hours when she'd be up and about. It's six in the morning where she is. Her name is Mils."
After our caucas, Crystal and I went for a run – three times around Hyde Park, down past Buckingham Palace, out to Picadilly Square, up Regent Street to Oxford Street, and then back to the hotel. We then spent an hour in the hotel gym, followed by showers. Life didn't look any better after the exercise than it did beforehand.
Just after lunch, I called Mils Cartright, private detective. I'd met Mils in the black hills of South Dakota. She fallen, broken her leg, and might have died of exposure if I hadn't found her marooned on a high ledge. We hit it off, and I hung around with her, and later her best friend Connie. The sex with Mils and Connie was amazing.
I had taken a photograph of the letter with my cell phone and emailed it to Mils along with my knowledge of the event in the photo. When I got her on the phone, I asked her to open up the email attachment. After a minute, she said, "Wow! That's too bad. Did you know she was underage?"
"No, of course, not. I guess she got slipped into the mix."
"Looks like fun from the photo. Wish I'd been there. Heck, I wish I were with you now; I'd fuck your brains out." After a pause, she went on, "Oh, well. I suppose you want me to find out the who, what, why, where, when, and how about this – and real fast based of the time scale this person gave you. Do you think this came from the underage girl or someone else?"
"Good question. I have no idea. The envelope had a wax seal with the initials 'NR' on it, but I bet that's on purpose to mislead me." I'd also immediately assumed it had come from my 'victim'; however, it could have come from any of about fifty people."
"Well that narrows things down considerably to only most of the state of Oklahoma," Mils said sarcastically. "Give me some more information, like how it arrived into your hands."
I described for Mils the concert setting, the purpose of our trip, our itinerary, and so forth. I could hear the click of computer keys as she made notes from our call. She even asked me to describe the courier, as well as how I connected with all the debutantes in Oklahome two years or so earlier. I gave her Heather's name and phone number. In the end, I felt questioned about every aspect of the orgy, as well all the circumstances either of us could think of around the letter.
Mils said, "I'll be in touch. I might have one of my associates in London get in touch with you too." We rang off, as the British say.

* * * * *The England premiere ofPressure Limit took place at the Odeon Theater on Leicester Squsre in downtown London. The star studded event drew royalty – Prince William and Kate, the first people of nobility I think I'd ever met. Apparently, the movie had been touted as the most exciting action movie of the decade, so no one wanted to miss getting an early viewing. The man who recently played James Bond, Daniel Craig, also came up and greeted me warmly.
Crystal looked like the star she was as she allowed me to escort her to the crowded showing and the gala party at the Savoy after the screening. We danced and danced into the night.
Every time I scanned the crowd, either attending the surrounding events or the sidewalk spectators watching us arrive or leave, I searched for a familiar face – a face that might be intent on blackmail; a face that wanted to either embarrass me or get five million dollars of my wealth.
I wouldn't miss five million dollars. In the two years since I'd met Crystal the money had rolled in, and now between the movie and the five Grammys, I knew that this year my earnings would top any others in my life. I'd also picked up some advertising endorsements, some pro bono for non-profits, and some paid for products I deemed socially acceptable and that didn't hurt the environment. I guess once you start making money, the universe keeps the ball rolling. I learned this was the Law of Attraction.
Instead of a call from Mils, I had a visitor just after lunch the following day. Margaret St. James presented her business card to me with great aplomb as she stood at the door to our suite. She wore a masculine yet highly tailor three-piece suit that I guessed came from Saville Row, and spoke meticulous English with a beautiful British accent. She asked me to call her Margo.
Margo sat and explained her presence; "Miss Mils Cartwright and I are of the same profession. I have worked with the lovely lady before on both sides of the pond" – a British term for the Atlantic Ocean. "She asked me to be your contact in Europe since so many of the leads we're following are in Europe."
I asked, "How's that?"
She went on, "Mils is in the process of checking out the twenty-eight young ladies that were the debutantes at your ... party, that's well known and had been in the papers around the time of the event. We are also tying down the names of their escorts for the evening, and that's less public so we're struggling with that."
"Go on."
"She wanted to test an assumption with you, specifically, that at least one of the young women at your org ... err, you party after the party came from the United Kingdom or from elsewhere in Europe."
I smiled, "You can call it an orgy if you wish. I should probably have been more circumspect in my attendance."
Margo didn't offer any value judgement about the orgy; she just asked, "Do you recall any person at the event speaking with a British accent ... or Irish or Welsh or anything else from Europe?"
I tried to remember the event, even picturing the nude young women, many wearing sexy white thigh high stockings and spike heel shoes as we sexually cavorted. One goal of the evening had been for every guy, me included, to fuck every girl there and vice versa. Various cluster fucks had been arranged with a half-dozen or so girls lying back with their pussies exposed, as the guys rotated past them spending a minute or two pumping their cocks in and out of the wide variety of cunts. I got a visible bulge in my blue jeans as the past scenes played against the screen of my mind.
I closed my eyes and visualized the event again. Heather, a girlfriend of Mark the ex-Army guy I was visiting, had been my escort to the ball and the orgy. We'd hit it off, had mindblowing sex, and then she wanted to share me with all the new debs. Heather enjoyed her status as a nymphomaniac by fucking my brains out the entire visit, except when I was with some of her friends or with the debs. She had a personal goal to fuck all the young male escorts of the debs at the event; I think she did.
Finally, I locked onto the first girl, so young but so desirous of my cock in her pussy. Many of the girls that night wanted to get fucked by a country music star. I had been up for the challenge.
I blurted out, "YES! I think there were two. I can't remember their names or what they looked like, but I have a memory of a couple of youthful British girls with their formal and interesting sounding voices. As I recall they were much hornier than the others in the room. I couldn't tell you what part of your country they were from; I don't distinguish the dialects."
Margo took some notes, and asked, "What about the young men?"
I remembed doing high-fives with some of the guys when we'd finish a particular cluster and move on to the next group of women.
I told Margo, "As near as I can remember, all the guys seemed to be American; I don't remember any male accents other than mid-west or Oklahoman."
Margo asked to see the letter, and I gave it to her. She carefully put it in a paper evidence bag after studying the letter and envelope, amazingly using a large magnifying glass she pulled from her oversize purse.
Margo asked if I'd recalled anything else about the orgy, the note, the delivery, or anything else that might be relevant to our case. I couldn't, so I rehashed some of the things I'd already told Mils over the telephone the day before. Margo took more notes.
After Margo left, Crystal and I tried to disguise ourselves as ugly American tourists. We walked around London hitting many of the tourist spots and taking photographs. For dinner, we found a small Turkish restaurant near the Maida Vale tube stop that the concierge at our hotel had recommended.

* * * * *A day later, our entourage took the Chunnel Train from London to Paris, a three hour journey with a forty kilometer section of rail under the English Channel. By lunch time, we were in another city in another country, and by one o'clock we were rehearsing for a concert that evening in a studio a few blocks off the Champs d'Elysee. We'd sightsee another day.
When one thinks of sports in France, they might cite soccer, skiing in the Alps, bicycling – the Tour de France, and maybe rugby. They had no baseball or other national sport that got world attention except for soccer or football. Thus, it was with some surprise when I saw immense size of the enclosed stadium for our concert venue. Just to the north outside the ring road or Périphérique stood the immense stadium. We were told it would house the 80,000 fans that wanted to hear us. The concert went off without a hitch, and demanded two encores again as the fans stomped and screamed.
I recalled the last two times I had been in a foreign country where English was not the primary language. There was Nicaragua just a few months earlier, and my rescue of Jill Danes. Before that, years earlier, my platoon of Green Berets had been deployed by parachute in a night time HALO jump to resolve an unpublicized hostage situation in a North African country. Four hours later, and without a casualty on our team or with the hostages, we had been successful, but had left behind dozens of dead soldiers and mercenaries loyal to the oppressive dictator. We vanished into the early dawn light not even leaving behind a trail that could be followed.
I cradled Crystal's tight little nude body against my own as we slept that night. Sleep didn't come easy; I fretted over the blackmail threat. There were only eleven days left to make the multi-million dollar deposit.
Crystal and I played tourist again the next day along with Terry, Billy, and Dan. We wandered around Paris, went to the Louvre, sat and had the strongest coffee in the world at a sidewalk café, and went to the top of the Eiffel Tower. We had a late afternoon snack, got into our evening gowns and tuxedos, and went to the premiere ofPressure Limit.
Jill Danes had flown over to meet us in Paris to attend the premier. Terry had been in touch with her, orchestrating us into the same hotel and even onto the same floor. Our first contact with her occurred when we heard a knock on the door. We expected Terry, but got Terry and Jill. Jill threw herself into my arms, and even ground her pelvis against mine as we kissed. "Oh, I have missed you so much. You are so sexy. I hope you have some room in your schedule to fit me in ... or to let me fit you in – so to speak." She laughed at her lewd humor.



Jill turned to Crystal, "And Crystal, it is such a pleasure to meet you. I know this man is devoted to you, but I have to thank you for giving him some room to play and have little flings. We had so much fun in LA and Nicaragua." She hugged Crystal and held her as she talked. I could visibly see an instant rapport between the two women. Jill could be brash at times, but Crystal had looked past that and seen deeper into Jill's personality. I knew that Jill had a soft spot in her heart for me partly because of my rescue of her from kidnappers, but also just because of the chemistry we shared for several months.
Terry hustled us out of the room and down to the limousine. The lobby was full of paparazzi that took a thousand photographs as we disembarked from the elevator and walked to the limo. Crystal and Jill both posed with Terry and me to give them some fodder. Jill said, "If they have some good photos to use for their magazines, maybe they won't bug us so badly later."
Terry carefully orchestrated the arrival of our limousine with the three of us, along with the limo of George Rinard, Crystal's co-star inThe Naked Truth. We no sooner stood outside our car and posed for the press photos than George's car pulled up immediately behind out car. Soon, the photos were of Crystal, George, Jill, and me; Terry willingly waited off to the side.
The Naked Truth premiere was the following evening, and so the four of us would be together again for that event as well. Much as Crystal had not met Jill face-to-face until a half-hour earlier, I had never had the pleasure of meeting George Rinard. As Crystal had with Jill, I found a lot of common ground with George and liked him immediately. He seemed more approachable than I had guessed, even with all the stress of the opening of the movies and the presence of a large contingent of paparazzi. I watched as Jill and George met for the first time as well; there seemed to be good chemistry there as well. Off to the side, I could see all of our agents caucasing and comparing notes: Terry, Jill's agent Helen Ferraro, and George's agent Henri Tourette; all were around the same age as Terry – about thirty.
After many photographs and some red carpet interviews, we went in and watched my movie. This was the seventh time I had to watch the film from beginning to end; somehow, it had stopped holding my attention. Jill leaned into me; "I've seen this too many times. Let's slip out into the lobby; maybe we can find a place to talk."
I whispered my plan to Crystal, and she just nodded and gestured for me to go. She advised, "Come back before the end otherwise tongues will wag." I could see her wink at me and give me a grin. She added in a whisper no one else could hear, "And, no pussy until later."
Jill and I snuck out and reconnected just off to stage right of the loge seats. A rare usher escorted us to a small room that turned out to be the manager's office ante room. We sprawled out in the sofa, and started to compare notes as old friends would do.
I hadn't planned on telling Jill about being blackmailed, but she saw something was wrong. "Jim, what's wrong? You have a dark cloud over your head visible to at least those of us that know you. Are you and Crystal OK?"
I responded, "Yes, that's not a problem. Crystal and I are solid." I paused and then went on, "I'm being blackmailed as of five days ago." I explained about the note, the situation regarding the Oklahome orgy, a threat to reveal I'd screwed an underage girl, legal and trial consequences, and how it would have been easy for some underage but mature looking girl to sneak in under the radar screen and be part of the thirty or so women I fucked that night."
Jill listened and then got a big smile, "Oh, I wish I'd been there – all that young male testosterone and stamina. I would have fucked all night long, and been so full of cum. What a dream that would be." She rolled her eyes upward as though looking to heaven for inspiration.
We chatted for an hour, and then, by my estimate the film was entering its final minutes. We took turns slipping back into our seats, so that as the film ended, the facilitator could ask us to rise and take bows for our performances. We got a thunderous round of applause.
Our real appearance for the opening of the film turned out to be a party after the showing. A wide back corridor of the theater had been transformed into a jungle reminescent of the scenes from Nicaragua in the film. Various bars around the room were serving tropical drinks along with the standard beer, wine, and hard liquor mixes.
Crystal, Jill, George, and I circulated, shaking hands and giving people brief one liners about our films and how they were made. Sony Entertainment would have been proud of us; we were upbeat and did justice to the event. In my head, I ticked off having to do this again in Paris on this trip.
After a half hour of being party stars, Terry herded us to the door as though we had another place to be before the evening ended. We shared a limousine and went back to the Hotel George V, threading our way through a crowd leaving some formal function to get to the elevators and up to our suite. By this time, there were seven of us: Crystal, Jill, George Rinard, Terry, Helen, Henri, and me.
During the limousine ride from the Normandie theater to the George V, not a long distance, Jill asked Crystal if she could jump my bones when we got in more private space. Crystal laughed and indicated that she should be asking me. Just to show the kind of plans she had, she snuggled into an embrace with George and Henri, who displayed surprise at her open display of intimacy but each clearly welcomed the intimate contact.
We no sooner entered our suite than Jill turned and planted a lip lock on me that turned my knees to jello. I forgot how nice it was to kiss my leading lady this way.
Jill wore a calf-length skirt with a slit up both sides to display her gorgeous legs as she walked. The material carried a black and white print, not unlike a crazy zebra print. The v-neck dippped dangerously low between her breasts. Up the front ran a black zipper whose presence had been integrated into the design of the dress.
Jill took my hand and put it on the pull of the zipper; "Undo me, Jim. These clothes are so confining." She gave me a lecherous grin.
I pulled the zipper down to her waist, and then to her pubic area; I purposefully pushed my hand into her mons. Beneath the chic zebra dress I only found skin. I smiled at Jill at my discovery. She said, "It's so nice to feel the breezes on one's pussy." Jill stepped out of the dress and flowed into my arms wearing only her sexy thigh high stockings and her spike heel shoes.
Around us the others were not idle. Crystal had captured George, her older co-star inThe Naked Truth, and Henri, George's agent. Crystal had told me about their previous intimate times. The three sat on a cushy love seat making out as the two men pawed Crystal's body, slowly undoing her dress from both top and bottom. The two took turns passionately kissed the star, worked over her breasts, and increasingly paid attention to her pussy and nudity.
On the other sofa, Terry and Helen were nearly naked, their hands flying over each other's bodies at a rapid rate. I watched as Terry pulled a lacy thong from Helen, tossed it over his shoulder, and went down on the attractive brunette who moaned loudly.
Soon, the sounds of body slapping against body filled the room. As always, my own desire and lust were heightened by the presence of the others in the room. Jill and I tried to put on a show for the others by changing position so Jill's body vividly displayed my cock sliding into her cunt. Helen and Terry watched us with great interest, so much interest that Helen soon asked of Jill, "Can I get a little of that?"
Jill nodded, and less than a minute later I found a new female impaled on my hyper-erect shaft. Helen was tight and could do things with her vaginal muscles that were probably illegal back in the States ... and for that matter, probably in most countries. I thrust into her and found the beautiful warmth and challenge of a unique pussy, but on my withdrawal stroke Helen would tighten her vaginal muscles clenching my cock to hold me inside her. The phenomena drove me to the edge faster than one could imagine.
"Helen, do you know what you're doing to me? In seconds, you've brought me right to the edge."
She smiled down at me from her woman-on-top position. We paused in our thrusts, and she lowered one of her breasts to my mouth. I oscillated between her mammaries, tasting the unique flavor and scent of a woman new to me. We kissed and made out, making only occasional thrusts into each other. I backed away from the edge.
Helen and I paused to watch Crystal, Henri, and George. She was on her knees with George plowing into her from behind as she gave one of her trademark blowjobs to Henri. The scene belonged in some pornographic movie it was so erotic.
Jill had gone to Terry, and immediately started to bounce up and down on his cock, fresh from Helen's cunt. Occasionally, she would roll her hips a dozen or more times, thereby maximizing the stimulation to her clitoris.
I whispered to Helen, "Crystal told me she loved to devastate George. Apparently, his stamina isn't quite what he'd like. If you want to help her, I'm sure she'd enjoy the assistance."
Helen nodded her assent, but sped up on my body until her back arched up away from me and an orgasm ripped through her body. She fell into my arms and enjoyed a moment of afterglow as my erection remained deep in her body. We kissed a lot, and shared some soft intimate words. She whispered, "You are fabulous. Thank you for that. I hope to be back later."
With that exchange, Helen pulled up off of me and slinked across the room to the love seat. I watched as she planted a kiss on George that could have launched a thousand ships. She held up her breasts in front of his face, begging for him to suck on them as he plowed into Crystal. Soon, the tableau changed: George plowed into Helen as Henri held Crystal up to George's mouth so he could eat her cunt, the cunt he'd been fucking only seconds before.
I kept hearing Helen urging George to go harder and faster. If I didn't already know her motive, I might have guessed she wanted to tire the older man. George might have met his match in Jill's youthful agent; Helen wrapped her lithe legs around his body and used them to accelerate his assault on her pussy. Soon, the couple were a blur in the dim light. I could only imagine what Helen's snapping pussy was doing to George's cock; I knew he wouldn't last long, but then again, Helen wanted to see if she too could devastate him. Some women love a challenge.
Crystal had moved so George could suck on her breasts as she talked dirty to him. I heard only a few words that seemed to be stimulating his libido: fuck, cunt, pussy, blowjob, cock, cum, and so forth were a few of the relevant ones.
George screamed, his body jerking in the spasms that betrayed his climax. Helen kept pulling his body and erect cock into hers; I heard her say, "More. More. I'm right on the edge; don't you dare stop."
If George was like me, after an ejaculation there are a couple of minutes when the stimulation is too great; you have to stop or you go over the top, almost into pain. Helen demanded that he continue his thrusts into her vagina through this 'over-the-top' stage. George's face looked panicked at what was happening to him under this woman's control. Helen's legs kept driving him into her body faster and harder.
I heard George exclaim, "Too much, I have to stop;" and then a half-minute later, "Oh, my God, you're going to make me cum again." I watched as George's own body started to enter into the act of intercourse Helen demanded. Crystal pushing his hips hard as he went downstroke into Helen's body.
The pair climaxed in a spectacular display of fireworks and sounds. Their words of pleasure were shouted between the pair. I wondered if other rooms in the hotel could hear the pair. I heard several gods invoked, thanked, and then a number of mystic masters.
As they finished, I felt a pair of lips encircle my own cock. I looked down as my erection to find Jill looking up at me. Behind her, Henri seemed intent on satisfying himself by driving his French cock into the American actress.
On the longer sofa, Crystal lay sprawled out as Terry made love to the singer. They'd been together often enough to learn each other's hot buttons: the moves you make to deliver penultimate satisfaction to your mate.
Jill asked me to splash her face with my man juice just after she enjoyed her own orgasm from Henri. We'd all been fucking long enough there was no need to prolong the men's climaxes. I controlled my own climaxes sufficient well so I could honor Jill's request. Jill lay back and had me feed her my cock from 'above' her head so she could swallow more of me.
I watched Jill's face flush, seeing her breasts adopt the glow of a woman about to climax; her nipples hardened to stone. I reached and squeezed her breasts hard, pinching her nipples as I knew she enjoyed – a little pain to heighten the pleasure. Henri swore and his body jerked his juices into Jill's cunt. Jill pulled my cock from her mouth, and held me above her. I allowed my sperm to surge from me onto her face and neck and breasts. Long strands of my sexy man goo splattered in streaks across her body and face.
As my afterglow swept over me, Jill carefully swallowed the mushroom head of my cock, cleaning the last of my fluids from me. She used the end to wipe some of my cum into her mouth; when she captured some of my cum, she'd open her mouth and show me proof of her lust. As she did this, her hands rubbed the cum I'd shot onto her breasts into her skin.
Henri extracted and flopped onto the sofa beside Jill, reaching over to stroke her lower body and legs in a tender gesture. Jill reached one hand down to her cunt, using several fingers to extract some of Henri's cum; she swallowed the fingers and his juices.
Before much else happened, Helen was there, at first cleaning my cock, Henri's, and then lapping up the excess juices remaining from my orgasm on Jill's face and chest. Henri and I watched as she ran her tongue down Jill's trim body to her pussy with tongue extended. Jill cradled her head as Helen munched and sucked on her clit. In a few minutes, Jill's body arched into another orgasm as she moaned out her pleasure.
Helen was Jill's assistant – her employee. For some reason, I thought of a blanket term that my old company put in every job description the human resources department put together: '... and other duties as required.' I guess in this case, cleaning the cum from your superior's cunt apparently belonged in Helen's job description.
Helen flopped down onto the sofa next to Jill, holding her body to her. She looked across at George's sprawled form, practically comatose after back to back orgasms. Helen commanded, "George, get over her and lick my pussy. Suck the cum from me and make me cum."
George dutifully rose and displaying great fatigue trudged across the room to Helen the Dominatrix. He knelt on the deep pile carpet and soon we watched as he did her bidding. Helen said, "You know, he does a pretty good job at this kind of thing." She looked down at George, "A little faster with more tongue, please. I'm a bit away, so this might take a while so you better settle in. You can't stop unti I cum again."
Crystal came and nestled into my side, "Hi, Lover. You having fun?"
I favd her a big smile, "Yep. You?"
"Hell," Crystal said, "It's sex and variety; what's not to like?" She kissed me. We both shared the same kinks, fetishes, and lusts. I wondered if that's what really made a soul mate. I thought how someone could always find someone to love or be loved by, but then there had to be more to the relationship. On the platonic, non-sexual side, you could share hobbies or interests of some kind, but that still left something out. A soul mate shares all these thing, and they share the way you think about sex with you – they help you realize your fantasies.
The more I thought about it, the more I realized that over time all these change with love as the foundation. Hobbies and interests come and go. On the sexual side, you can allow things to become boring and routine, and drift into where it doesn't count at all – maybe for one mate and not the other, or you can broaden out and expand the way you think over time. I sure had as I traveled the country on my road trip ... and then all the changes Crystal had brought to my life.

* * * * *Margaret or Margo as she liked to be called woke us up the next morning, not with a call, but with a personal visit to our hotel suite. I woke up to persistent knocking on the door, tied a towel around my waist, and went to the door to see what the ruckus was about. I opened the door, and Margo strode into the room.
She started talking before she even got to the sofa to sit down and layout a sheaf of papers in front of her; "We're making progress. We've got things narrowed down to two girls and one guy. They were at your little sex party, which by the way sounds like it was a bale of fun, and the three of them are currently in Europe."
I rubbed my eyes, and then caught Margo staring at the lump my morning wood made in the towel.
Margo smiled and gestured at my crotch, "Is that thing loaded and ready for action?"
I nodded, still half asleep.
"Hummmm. Well, maybe later."
Margo laid three photographs on the table; post-it notes in the corner of each identified the name of the person: Caroline Reynolds Huff, Madeline Crawford Gable, and William Cale Lindsay. I studied each. The young man I didn't recall at all, and Caroline and Madeline looked just like fine looking young women; they triggered no sudden 'ah ha's'. I told Margo.
Margo prattled on, "Caroline is a student at London University, now in her second or sophomore year. She's studying environmental business. Madeline or Maddy to her friends is at the London School of Economics and Political Science studying politics. We learned that she and Caroline are occasional friends and see each other on weekends every now and then. William or Bill to his friends is at Cambridge University – Clare College to be specific; he's miles out of town so his coming to your concert venue to have a blackmail note delivered would have taken some doing. We have not verified anyone's alibis yet. Further, you said the usher that brought the envelope said a young woman had asked him to deliver it, so that probably rules Bill out."
Margo added, "Of note, the girls are into their twentieth year, and would have been at least eighteen the night of your Oklahoma orgy. Further, we can't identify the girl in the photograph in your blackmail note. Mils Cartwright, your friend and detective in the State,thinks that everyone at the ball and the orgy – and she emphasized the word 'everyone' to me – was not only over eighteen, but in a few cases over nineteen or twenty. She's trying to collect information about their driver's licenses right now."
I sat down opposite Margo right on the place where George had been decimated the night before. He and Helen were asleep in one of the rooms off to the side in the suite. Crystal had been sleeping when I got up to answer the door. Terry and Jill had shacked up in another bedroom. I took care not to flash Margo with any part of my anatomy. That said, I kept seeing her checking hopefully that I would reveal something. She even lapped her lips several times.
Margo spouted off about the research being done in Oklahoma as well as in Europe, who else was working on the case, how they planned to gather additional information, and who else they might be conidering.



I asked, "Margo, what are you doing in Paris?"
She laughed slightly and said, "I wanted to see your premiere. I missed the one in London, so I flew over yesterday to catch last night. I even managed to get to the after-film party, but you were so tied up that I decided to wait until today to take up these matters with you."
I ventured, "Well, tonight is the premiere of Crystal's movieThe Naked Truth, and if you want to hang around we can get you into that too – including the party after, and probably the party after that.
Margo studied me carefully. I speculated she was trying to gage whether I was coming onto her or not. I had not been despite my meager dress. Finally, she declared, "Yes. I would love that tremendously. I do have some work to do today to coordinate some of our researchers that are working on your situation."
I pointed at a large desk in the corner of the living room, right next to a window with a picturesqe view of a little square surounded by large trees. "You can work there, or meet up with us later; your choice. There's an Internet connection."
Margo said, "I'll work here if it's not an inconvenience."
Just then, the bedroom door opened and Jill stepped into the living room completely nude. She completed a big stretch and yawn. Terry's equally naked body appeared behind her; he reached around and grasped Jill's breasts, leaned in, and kissed her neck, clearly with a kiss meant to seduce and entice.
Margo added, "... or unless I'm going to cramp anyone's daily activities."
I shrugged and said, "I doubt it, but you'll have to have an open mind."
Jill ignored Margo, slipped out of Terry pawing, and slinked across the room to me. She sat in my lap and gave me a withering kiss. I kissed back.
"Margo this is Jill – Jill Danes, the leading lady in my movie. Jill, this is Margo, a private detective who is working on my blackmail case." Jill gave a little wave to Margo, as she intentionally squirmed in my lap trying to loosen my towel.
Margo gave a big sigh, stood, pickup up her large shoulder bag, and said, "I think I'll begin working. I have calls to make." She went over to the desk and sat, although I noticed she pulled the desk chair around so she could have a complete view of the room.
I pinched one of Jill's breasts and forced her to stand. "Go make Terry happy. I'm still recovering. Crystal and I made love in the middle of the night, and I don't have much to share right now."
Jill leaned in and kissed me again, whispered "Later," and slinked back into the bedroom to find Terry.
I'd no sooner stood to head in to shave and dress, than Crystal opened the bedroom door right next to the desk Margo had adopted for her work. She too entered the room completely naked. She headed straight for my welcoming arms, apparently having not seen Margo.
Crystal kissed me, and then playfully bit at one of my nipples as she urged my arms to hold her more tightly. Before I could say anything, Crystal had pulled my towel away, dropped it, and sunk to her knees in front of me. She had my tumescent cock in her mouth in a second.
"Errr, Crystal. We have an audience ... a guest." I tapped Crystal on the shoulder as I glanced across the room to where Margo sat with her laptop open in front of her. Margo's mouth was hanging open in disbelief, her eyes locked on the union of Crystal's mouth and my cock.
Crystal pulled off of my cock, continuing to hold the shaft in her right hand. There was no mistaking my excitement which only grew with every second Crystal remained in contact with me. Crystal turned and saw Margo at the desk. Crystal said, "Ooops. Sorry. Didn't mean to embarrass you."
Crystal stood without taking her hand from my dick or seeming the least bit conscious of her nudity. She led me by my shaft to the bedroom. Over her shoulder she said to Margo, "We'll be back in a bit."

* * * * *'A bit' turned out to be an hour. Crystal and I made love and showered together. We were quite decent when we appeared back in the living room. I noticed that someone had picked up my towel from earlier, neatly folded it, and draped it ove the arm of the sofa.
"Good morning, Margo," I proclaimed as though I hadn't seen her earlier.
"Good morning, Mr. Mellon," Margo said in a friendly tone. After a paused she added, "I'm sorry to have barged in on you so early ... and to have upset your ... early morning plans."
I smiled benignly, "No, worry. No damage done that hasn't already been taken care of." I gestured to her laptop and the telephone; "Any new news?"
Margo shook her head; "Maybe in early afternoon. By the way, if I'm going to the premiere with you tonight, I need something to wear. I thought I'd run out at lunch and see what I could find."
Crystal walked to near Margo, and studied the seated woman, "Nonesense. I think you could wear one of my dresses; we're about the same size. I have a Vera Wang or a Versace that would fit you just right."
Margo's mouth dropped open again, "Originals."
Crystal nodded.
Margo muttered,"Holy shit. Can I try one on?"
Crystal took her by the hand, and they disappeared into our bedroom leaving the door open. I heard a steady stream of female chatter between the two. I picked up the phone and called room service.
A few minutes later, Crystal appeared leading Margo. Margo wore the pale blue Vera Wang dress that Crystal had worn a few nights earlier in London. She looked so feminine and dainty in the dress, and not like how she had tried to portray herself as a tough-minded detective.
Crystal said, "We have to go out later and get her shoes; mine won't fit her, but the dress fits perfectly, and so will the Versace." She turned to Margo and said, "Let's try that on right now." The two women hustled back to the bedroom amidst more chatter.
Room service delivered a tray with enough food to feed a small army. I poured myself some coffee and made a plate of bacon and scrambled eggs. I flipped on the television, sat, and started to eat.
A minute later, Margo appeared again, standing in the space at the end of sofa. She did a twirl, and asked me, "What do you think? Which one is the real me?" The diaphanous fabric did little to conceal Margo's slim form or the dark areolas of her pert breasts, perhaps due to daylight streaming into the room through the windows.
Margo came up close to me, very close and seriously inside my personal space, so I stood to assess her; "Which dress do you prefer Jim? Crystal told me to call you Jim, I hope that's all right." Margo's eyes locked onto mine as though she was trying to peer into my soul or to read my deepest thoughts.
Without breaking eye contact with Margo, I reached forward into her space with one hand. I very slowly and very lightly ran one finger up her left side from waist to where her bra line might have been had she been wearing one; I then moved horizontally across her modest breasts, tracing a circle around each barely visible nipple as I allowed my finger to adopt some random motion in those areas. I could feel and see her nips harden to rigid nuggets in those few seconds.
Margo sighed deeply, but kept staring at me. I said, "I think I prefer this dress. You have a nice body, and this dress reveals a little of it – not enough, but a little." I ran my finger slowly from her right breast up to her neck and then down between her breasts and to her abdomen without breaking eye contact.
Margo said softly and submissively, "Then, this is the dress I'm going to wear tonight."
I could see Margo begin to pant and her face flush with the sexual excitement of those few seconds. In a whisper more to herself than anyone, she said, "Then I better go and change again, so this can be ready to wear later." She remained frozen in place for another minute as my finger kept touching her body, particularly her breasts.
Margo eventually backed away from me slowly, reluctant to remove her body from my errant finger. She reached up with one hand and tenderly and romantically touched my cheek, and then turned and slowly walked to the bedroom with a very feminine sway to her hips.
Crystal had watched our interaction from a few paces away. She said to me in a low tone, "She didn't close the bedroom door; go and watch her undress. Give her one of your t-shirts to wear around here the rest of the day." She smiled and said, "Who knows, maybe you'll get lucky with that one – maybe even right now. You just touched her soul." She made a little motion with one hand to indicate that I should head to the bedroom.
I walked to the bedroom door and leaned against the frame. Margo was just pulling the dress over her head. When she was free of the material, she looked at me but didn't blanch or panic. She stood nearly nude except for a small thong that hid little of her charms. I had been right; her breasts were beautiful.
Margo dropped the dress onto the bed next to the other dress she'd tried on earlier. She made no other motion to dress or to change the situation to hide her body.
I walked to my suitcase and pulled out a clean t-shirt from the concert tour we'd just finished. I walked back to Margo and into her personal space again.
I said in a low voice, "Margo, you have a beautiful body, and I thank you for sharing it with me." I again retraced the path my finger had taken a few minutes earlier in the living room when she'd been clothed – up her left side, across and around her nude breasts, up to her neck, down between her breasts, and then to her abdomen and even across her mons.
Along my finger's journey, I could feel the underlying muscles spasm in delight. Marge smiled at me as I stared into her soft brown eyes. She whispered, "Please kiss me."
I gently pulled her nearly nude body against mine and allowed our lips to touch for the first time. Margo almost turned to liquid mush in my arms, but managed to hold herself together. Our mouths opened and our tongues engaged. She moaned in delight into the kiss and pressed herself into me. She started to hump my leg.
From the corner of my eye I saw Crystal come into the room. She moved behind Margo and wrapped her arms around the naked woman. Crystal's hands held Margo's breasts and pinched her nipples between the fingers of her spread out hands. Margo didn't pull away from me, but instead kissed me that much harder, and drove her tongue into my mouth with more zeal.
When our kiss broke, Crystal turned Margo around and pulled her head to hers for a kiss. The pair quickly entered a French kiss with tongues slowly dueling in passion. The pair broke apart with some visible reluctance.
Margo said in barely a whisper, "I've never kissed a girl before – like that. You are amazing. I thought the act would be revulsive; instead, I can't get enough of you – of either of you." She shook her head in disbelief and to add some stability to her rapidly shifting boundaries.
I picked up the t-shirt from the bed where I'd dropped it. "Rather than dress again, why don't you just slip this on for the rest of the day until you put the formal dress on for the premiere ... although neither Crystal nor I would object if you stayed as you are the rest of the day." I ran my finger under each of her breasts again. Crystal leaned in and kissed Margo's naked shoulder – a hot smouldering kiss that communicated a lot of latent passion.
Margo thought abuot the situation I'd described. I could tell it flew against all her common sense. After a minute of quiet as she looked between each of us, she said, "Then, I think I shall do just as you suggest. I shall work in the living room just the way I am ... and if either of you want to ... pester me in any way ... in any way at all, I hope you will."
Crystal and I each took a step back to give Margo room to turn. She sauntered into the living room with my t-shirt tossed over her shoulder with Crystal and me close behind. Jill had been sitting there reading in one of the hotel robes; she looked up, assessed Margo, and said aloud, "Oh, I like the direction this day is taking already."
To be continued
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Chapter 15A blackmailer confronted; loving friends and detectives
By the time I called room service for lunch, four nearly nude women sat engaged in various activities in the living of our suite at the Hotel George V in Paris: Crystal who read a script she'd been asked to consider for her next movie; Jill who had started to read a book on her iPad; Helen, Jill's agent who was completely nude and practicing various yoga positions in a corner of the living room; and Margo, naked except for her thong, the European extension of my private detective in the States who alternately worked on her computer or talked for long periods of time on the telephone.
Margo had joined us to stay close and to help resolve a blackmail threat leveled at me during a country music concert Crystal and I gave just outside London. A note had been handed to me threatening a revelation that I had slept with an underage girl at an orgy in Oklahoma that I got involved in during my road trip. So far, she'd told me the had three suspects and many unanswered questions.
When the young man from room service wheeled in the cart with our various orders, I thought his eye teeth would drop from his head. The women only glanced up nonchalantly and nodded at the twenty something, as though their states of dress were normal ... and I knew it actually did lean more in that direction than fully clothed. I had remained in casual clothes since Henri, Terry, and I had decided to take a walk up and down the Champs des Elysees right after lunch. While we walked, I'd promised to pick up a pair of shoes at a nearby shop that Margo had ordered online.
George Rinard, the last person staying in our suite, remained totally spent from the sexual encounters of the night before. He slept in a stupor as his body tried to restore itself. Crystal checked on him periodically, even offering a 'wake up blowjob.' He'd groaned and pushed her away. When Crystal came out of his bedroom, she winked and said, "He's still not ready to play. We'll finish the job we started on him tonight." Crystal and Helen had a good laugh.
Margo asked what was going on, and so Crystal explained to her about George's willingness to pursue pretty women, but his lack of sexual stamina -- a case of a willing mind and weak body. Margo chuckled, particularly when Crystal shared some of the details about how she'd earlier worn him down -- just for fun -- during the making of her movieThe Naked Truth. Crystal was amazingly graphic in her descriptions, a point that turned on Margo. That movie was the reason we continued to hang around Paris. The national premiere of the movie she and George had made was that evening, with an accompanying party after the film.
We each pursued our own interests in the afternoon. I bought some souvenirs for Anna and Lauren, my sister and sister-in-law, and shipped them with the help of the merchant. I picked up Margo's sexy shoes. Henri, Terry, and I walked several miles and did part of the Louvre, including a special exhibition by Matisse.
Margo and the others had remained nude or nearly so for the remainder of the day. When the three of us got back, we had to readjust to the 'friendly' surroundings. We resisted the urge to fuck every woman in the suite, although I assured Henri and Terry the advances would be more than welcome.
Instead, a very naked Crystal, Terry, and I sat and planned out the next two years -- two concert tours in the States plus another in Europe, a trip to Australia and New Zealand, and two movies. Of course, many other people needed to be 'in' on such decisions, but we had a starting position. Terry and I were frantically distracted by Crystal's nudity, and we both ended our small conference with large lumps in our pants.
While we were talking about movies, Jill overheard us and looked up from her reading. "I volunteer to co-star with you both; it'd be so much fun. We could make movies all day and fuck all night." The way she said it made us all laugh. We also knew she was serious.
Margo announced about four o'clock that her minions had found and interviewed an important person; namely, the young man at Wembley Stadium who had delivered the envelope to me that had the blackmail note in it. They'd found him working another concert, and he did remember delivering the envelope to me. He also recalled that it had been a young woman who asked for him to do the deed, paying him fifty quid to do so. All he could recall of the girl was she had dark hair, a body to die for, and a pleasant face. When the detective had shown him photos of our 'possibles' he couldn't say yes or no; he just didn't remember the face because he'd been so focused on her body. We might have decisively eliminated the guy going to Cambridge, but both girls had dark hair.
Margo happily reported she also had addresses for both girls: one lived in St. Johns Wood and the other in the Swiss Cottage section of London. Margo explained that the two were not too far apart northwest of downtown.
We talked about various courses of action to take. I didn't like any of the options, but time seemed to be ticking away; I had eight more days before the deadline set in the blackmail letter to get five million dollars into some mysterious Swiss bank account.
The approach with the most potential involved Margo and my ringing the doorbell of each girl, confronting them, and seeing how they reacted to my presence. Margo and I thought it was a long shot since the situation counted on the element of surprise on our part and the lack of acting ability on their part. I had to finish in Paris that evening with Crystal, and then we were going to Rome for a concert in two days followed by two nights with our movie premieres.
I told Margo, "I can summon up a private jet. We could get up and back in a day or so. Are we certain the girls are both there? Oh, and if they do know each other, what's to prevent the first girl we visit from calling the second after we leave? We'd lose the element of surprise."
"Do it," Margo implored. "I'll handle the logistics with the girls so we keep the element of surprise." Talking to Margo was also a distraction, since her shapely nude body also inspired a continuing hard on.
Fifteen minutes later I'd arranged for a rented Learjet to fly us from Orly airfield outside Paris to Luton airport outside and north of London. The latter airfield would be close to our destination addresses and keep us out of busy Heathrow Airport airspace. We'd leave the first thing the next morning, provided we got verification that both girls were near home.
Margo made some calls to get confirmation, and an hour later she got two texts informing her that both were at home and studying for classes the next day. I didn't ask how her contacts had such specific information.

* * * * *About six o'clock, the women started to get ready to go the premiere of the movieThe Naked Truth starring Crystal Lee and George Rinard. A hairdresser and makeup artist arrived, set up shop in our bedroom, and worked over the tresses and faces of Crystal, Jill, Helen, and Margo. Margo told us she felt like a princess. At seven o'clock, the four women spun into the living room looking chic and darling in their expensive dresses.
Margo's dress proved to be as revealing as I hoped it would be. I could tell we were stretching the bounds of propriety for her, and I decided to stretch them a bit further.
I went over and held Margo at arms length and then kissed her passionately. We ended, and she looked me in the eyes trying to read my mind again. I said, "Margo, I want you to do something for me tonight that I bet you've never done -- it's sort of sexual?"
"What's that?" Margo asked, with a sudden exhilaration in her voice.
"I want you to remove your thong. Don't wear any underwear with that dress. It shows slightly and for some will ruin the effect you hope to create, but for me and the other men we will know just how sexy you are."
Margo studied me to see how serious I was, and then she reached under the dress and pulled her thong down to her feet and stepped out of it. I held my hand out, and she put the tiny garment in my hand. I held the scrap of material to my nose and inhaled her essence. I whispered, "Delightful. Thank you." She grinned shamelessly at me and patted the dress back in place.
Margo turned and studied herself in a floor to ceiling mirror in the foyer of the suite. She turned to me, "Jim, people can see my pubic hair; it's a dark shadow right where people will look."
I moved and kissed her neck in what I knew would be an erogenous zone and slowly said, "I know."
Crystal went up to Margo and kissed her. "If its any consolation to you, I'm naked under this dress too."
Jill acknowledged her lack of underwear by pulling part of her dress down to expose her right breast, and then hoisting her skirt up to display her shaved pubes.
Helen had changed in our room too. She said, "Well, I'm not going to be the only one wearing underwear. She shimmied out of the top of her chiffon dress until she was bare from the waist up except for her brassiere. She undid her lacy bra and tossed it onto an end table. After that, she got back into the top of her dress and then duplicated Margo's move to lose her bikini briefs. They joined the pile of frilly underwear on the end table.
Helen said, "Well, now, what about it guys? Can we get you to go commando too? After all fair is fair."
I nodded and declared I already had dressed accordingly. Terry told us he had too. George shrugged his shoulders as his way of saying 'all right;' he went into one of the bedrooms, came out a couple of minutes later, and declared he was ready for inspection. Crystal said with a smirk, "Commando check." She came over to me and unzipped my pants, reached in, and fondled my tumescent cock. Naturally, I reacted right away to her touching.
Jill had been standing close to George, so she turned and unzipped his pants and repeated the gesture. George groaned and asked her not to start anything just yet.
I motioned for Margo to check Terry. Helen saw my nod, and moved to give Margo open access to her colleague. Margo blushed but unzipped Terry and made a big 'do' of fishing around in his pants. Terry's eyes got all glassy as she fondled his flaccid cock. Finally, she said, "Yes, no underwear in there. Just a large cricket bat and two balls. Maybe we can play later." She pulled her hand out and zipped him up being careful not to hurt any delicate parts or catch any of his pubic hair.
We were in the limousine in front of the hotel at seven-twenty, and exiting the limo onto the red carpet exactly at seven-thirty, on schedule. As at most of our stops, a thousand flash cameras captured our arrival, our poses with each other in various combinations on the carpet, and then our appearances with various interviewers from entertainment reporting shows on television for the various European networks.
Terry, Helen, Margo, and Henri hovered in the background making sure we were staying on schedule. We were to be in our seats for the showing exactly at seven-fifty-five. The movie got introduced, along with Crystal and George, exactly at eight o'clock. The two stood to a thunderous round of applause. Things went off on schedule.
I fell asleep shortly after the movie started; this would have been my eighth time seeing the film had I stayed awake. The next I knew Crystal dug a finger into my ribs; "Wake up. The film ends in two minutes." I jerked awake and pretended to be alert and attentive as I got my mind back into the evening's events. I looked past Crystal into the seats and saw that Jill had also roused a sleeping George. On screen, Crystal and George were having their 'and they lived happily ever after' kiss before they turned and walked up a rain swept country lane somewhere in the Loire Valley. The end. Movie over. The crowd applauded wildly, partly because most of the movie had been shot in Paris.
After being reintroduced by the emcee, Crystal and George both stood, said a few words into a wireless microphone to the delight of the audience, and then we headed off with the other three-hundred attendees to a lavish cocktail party hosted by Sony. Not speaking French, I lost about seven-eights of the conversations around me. People were polite, particular the beautiful French women who wanted to meet me and have me kiss both of their cheeks. Some were dressed more provocatively than any of my crowd, even including Margo who had become an instant hit with a half-dozen Frenchmen whose tongues seemed to be lolling out of the sides of their mouths.
Being a man that thinks about sex every thirty seconds, I found it hard not to assess each of the beautiful women as a bedtime partner. One small women made sure I was standing over her and looking down when she purposefully pulled the front of her dress away from her body so I could see her exposed breasts. Anyone not immediately nearby would just have thought she was making a minor adjustment to the fold in her top. She smiled coyly at me. I laughed and spoke one of the few French phrases I knew: "Merci, Mademoiselle." I further thanked her in English for our conversation and for allowing me to 'see so much of her' at this busy event. She laughed and walked away happy after I bestowed a serious kiss on her lips. I now had a noticeable lump in my pants, and being commando there was less fabric to hide my predicament.
Crystal rescued me -- sort of. She saw the encounter, and came up to me a second later before anyone else could collar me. "Did that pretty mademoiselle show you her pretty boobs? Did it make 'Little Jimmy' all hard and interested? Well, I have a solution; let's go back to the hotel and fuck." She leaned up and kissed me, and not just a peck on the cheek but one of her mindblowing volcanic kisses that portend an interesting evening. Someone took a picture just at that instant, which would have been fine except I think the lump showed.
Terry herded us all back to the limousine well before the party ended. His theory was that we wanted to be almost the first ones to leave; this would allow the remaining crowd to relax or leave as they saw fit, without thinking they had to hang around because we were still there. The petite mademoiselle who displayed her wares to me gave me subtle little wave goodbye.
The eight of us arrived back at the hotel a little before eleven o'clock with a flourish of laughter as we walked through the lobby of the Hotel George V.
We'd just started to settle into the suite, when Margo came up to Crystal and me. In a voice that feigned innocence, Margo said, "Oh, dear. I forgot that I have nowhere to stay in this city. What ever shall I do?" She looked at the two of us as a little smile formed on her lips. I liked the way this girl thought.
Crystal said to her in a cute and obviously aroused tone, "Well, you must change out of that pretty dress. I think I'll wear that in Rome in two or three days. Why don't you come with me; Jim, we might need your help to figure out what to do with Margo tonight."
We walked into our bedroom, and Margo stood still for us in the middle of the room. The door remained open. Crystal slowly and carefully undid the ties and subtle drapes of fabric from Margo's body. I stood in front of her and helped, again using one finger to trace random designs across and around her breasts. In seconds, she stood nude except for her sexy high heels -- shoes that accented the curves and muscles in her legs.
Crystal turned to me, "Why, Jim, you know you can't wear a tuxedo all night. Let's get you out of that suit and hang it up so it'll look fresh and new the next time you wear it." With that, Crystal helped me undress, pulling the shirt from my body, tossing my trademark western boots and socks to a corner, and lastly removing my pants. Now, I stood naked only a few feet from Margo's statuesque body with my hard-on rising rapidly as I looked at Beautiful Margo.
Crystal grabbed a hold of my shaft and pumped me a few times; that got me from a six up to an eight on my hard-on scale. "I think someone should clean this lovely display of manhood," she turned to Margo; "don't you? Why don't you do the honors while I undress."
Margo nodded and sank to her knees in front of me. Margo's mouth opened, and one hand sought out my shaft and steered my dick to her lips. She had a hidden talent; I slipped right into her mouth and throat until I was buried to the limit in one smooth move. What turned out to be unique, was that she started to vibrate her vocal cords, hum, swallow, twist, and turn, and flex her neck muscles, thereby creating a whole new array of excitement for me as my cock felt her impulses ripple around it from all directions.
I started to pant in seconds. I opined in an amazed voice, "Where did you learn to do that? It's fabulous. You must teach Crystal." Crystal's ears perked up at her name.
Margo pulled away from me, "We British aren't as stuffy as you might think. We have our ways and games too, although I have to admit I thought this one up myself to pleasure an ex-boyfriend a couple of years ago."
Crystal had stripped her clothes off, carefully hanging her dress and Margo's back in the closet. She came over and studied Margo's masterful blowjob. Margo grabbed Crystal's hand and held it to her neck so Crystal could feel the internal motions Margo made around my cock.
After a bit, I feared Margo's mouth and throat were getting tired, so I pulled away from her. "Let me pleasure you for a change." I nudged the kneeling girl to the edge of the bed.
Margo lay back and hung her pussy over the edge of the mattress, right into my mouth as I knelt in front of her on the plush oriental rug. I licked all around her legs and lower abdomen, allowing a wet track of my saliva to remain behind. I blew on the dampness and then on the obviously wet lips guarding her jeweled opening. Margo was wet and had probably been wet all day and positively at the cocktail party. The aroma of her sexual ardor was intoxicating and irresistible.
I swept in with my tongue and ran it up and down her slit, trying to drive my tongue as deep as I could into her vagina. I bit at the wet and swollen labial lips, pulling them with my teeth and sucking them into my mouth. I found her clitoris, already aroused and visible from within its delicate hood of soft skin. I lightly bit and sucked around that area as Margo writhed and squirmed on the bed.



Crystal sucked on one of Margo's breasts as her hands fondled and teased the other. Margo started to gush fluid from various sexual pores in her nether region. I slid two fingers into her tight quim. I teased her ass with another, all the while my tongue lapped or my lips sucked on her womanness.
Margo started to mutter about sexual things, gutter things, bad words, dirty words that all encouraged us to continue. "I'm building ... oh, fuck ... I'm cuming again ... oh, this will be a big one. Do my clit -- just like THAT! OH, FUCK." Margo's body shook as though a Richter Eight earthquake had hit the hotel. Her legs clamped around my head, and she held my lips in place against her pussy. When she finally relaxed a little, I had to gasp for air.
Margo looked down her body at me. "Come up on the bed, please; make love to me. Fuck me. Both of you!"
Crystal nodded to me and gestured with her hands for me to 'do' Margo, and then sashayed out the open bedroom door to the living room adding a little extra waggle to her beautiful naked hips.
As soon as I lay beside her, Margo grabbed my cock, slid her hand up and down my shaft a few times, and moved so my shaft aimed directly at the gaping hole of her vagina. I slid into her body in one long, slow thrust, as our eyes locked on each other. As our pubic bones met, her eyes rolled into her head in pleasure. A long, low wail of joy erupted from deep within her.
We moved together for a long time, changing positions but never breaking the link we'd created in our initial coupling of cock to cunt. We talked dirty to each other, imploring each other to wanton deeds that would involve the other. Margo had me describe some of the lurid details of the Oklahoma orgy to her, and that set her off into another series of orgasms so close together she couldn't possibly have basked in the afterglow of one before the next one hit.
After forty-five minutes of our raw sex, Margo asked in a meek voice, "Don't you ever cum? I want you to feel an orgasm too. I stopped counting, but I'm way over ten."
I smiled up at her, "I control myself. I get a huge pleasure from your pleasure and orgasms. Although I recover quickly, I don't want to stop what we're doing unless you want me to."
Margo leaned down from her cowgirl position and kissed me hard; she brought each breast to my lips to suckle. After a minute or two she said, "I want you to cum."
I did only seconds later as I felt Margo reaching another crest. I allowed the explosion I had been holding at bay for not only the minutes we'd been coupled, but also had been holding since we started the foreplay earlier in the day with the likelihood that we would couple that evening. I filled Margo's cunt with my juices as my dick remained buried deep in her trim body. The excess oozed out around the sides of my cock as I made my last thrusts of delivery into her. As I quivered below her, Margo closed her eyes and savored her own climax.
I held Margo in my arms for a long time. From the living room, we could hear Jill urging someone to fuck her harder and faster. Been there, done that.
Eventually, I said, "Come, let's see what the others are doing. Maybe you'll find something else to your liking."
Margo rolled to the side; "If I stand, I'll be really drippy wherever I walk."
I gave her a few tissues from the bedside box, and she blotted at the mess I'd left. I thought her quim extremely sexy with my white juices seeping from her pussy.
A female voice said, "Stop! Don't use those tissues."
Margo rolled so she could see who spoke. A nude Jill sauntered into the room, and lay down next to me. She commanded, "Margo, kneel over me; put your pussy over my mouth. I'LL be the one that cleans you up, not some wasteful wadge of tissues."
Margo looked to me for verification of the lewd act that she would perform. I nodded, so she rolled over onto Jill in a way that put her pussy right above Jill's mouth. I could see Jill's tongue lash out. Margo grabbed a hold of my now erect form next to her and held on as Jill ate her and sucked on her from below. I could feel Margo spasm a couple of more times. The sounds she made surely announced to the others in the living room exactly what transpired.
Jill eventually said, "Margo, now you do me. I have some cum for you too."
"Whose is it?"
"I'll tell you later. Now get to work. Detect something, Detective!"
The two women swapped places: Margo lying on her back, as Jill's pussy dripped the man-juice it held within on and into Margo's mouth. Margo hummed in pleasure at the savory and salty taste after a few minutes. Jill had also grabbed hold of me; I fondled and twisted her nipples in a way she'd taught me that brought her pleasure. We kissed as Jill popped off a couple of small orgasms. Jill was one of the most orgasmic women I knew.
After a bit, Jill just rolled from Margo. Margo's tongue had been in mid-swipe.
Jill spoke, "You, my dear, have a really special tongue and technique. You can 'do' me any time."
Margo laughed, "Thank you, now tell me whose cum I just ate."
Jill laughed, "It's a combo deal. I was playing cum bucket in the other room. It was cum from the three guys in there: Terry, Henri, and George. Are you suitably grossed out by that?"
Margo said, "Yes. Now, I suppose I'll have to go fuck each of them since I already have their cum in my belly." She looked at me and laughed.
I ventured, "Now, I'm the one that's grossed out ... but only a little."
Margo headed into the living room with a wiggle of her hips and a saucy look on her face.

* * * * *A limousine whisked us south out of downtown Paris to Orly Field, the airport that Charles Lindbergh had landed at after his record-breaking thirty-three hour solo flight across the Atlantic in 1927. At the time, it was little more than a cow pasture; today it proved to be bustling international airport. We checked in at the general aviation terminal, found our pilots, and were airborne twenty minutes later heading to Luton, England -- just north of London.
Margo held my hand through the takeoff and climb, not because she was scared of flying, but because, as she told me, she still enjoyed little orgasmic quakes from our session the night before. I chided her because she'd been sexually active in the living room as well after we 'finished'.
At altitude, we barely had an hour flight to our landing at Luton. Margo bluntly asked, "Would you fuck me again?"
I thought she meant in the grand scheme of things; "Sure. I like you, and I enjoyed our time together last night."
"No, I mean right now. I mean you can't join the 'Mile High' club on a commercial plane, well without a lot of risk of getting caught and the inconvenience of small washrooms."
I looked around. We were the only two on the plane besides the pilot and copilot. Our seats were plush leather on either side of a wide aisle. Behind them were two more, two more after that, and then a bench seat across the tapering rear of the jet.
"Yes. Let me make sure we're not interrupted."
I unbuckled and stuck my head through the curtain into the flight deck of the small jet. The pilot looked up at me expectantly, "Errr, Gentlemen, I have a small request. Could you give us some privacy back here until we need to prepare for landing?"
Apparently, this was not a unique request. They both grinned and nodded. The Captain said, "Don't worry, we'll be much too busy up here to worry about what's going on back there. Also, we know how to keep a secret." He winked at me.
I went back to Margo and pulled her to a standing position. I unbuttoned the silk blouse she wore, removed it, and carefully hung it over a middle seat. Her lacy brassiere came next, yielding her succulent breasts to my lips. Her skirt was next; revealing she wore thigh high dark stockings. The thong disappeared rapidly too. Margo went to work on me, and soon we were both naked.
She asked, "Do you want one of my patented blowjobs again?"
I smiled, "Just for a little bit, to ensure we're both at the ready ... you know, for the club membership initiation. It's a rigorous process, I believe." Margo laughed and inhaled my rapidly rising shaft.
Margo worked on me for a few minutes as I stood with my head stooped because of the small jet's lack of headroom. That was all right, because I wanted to lean down and fondle Margo's pert breasts as she worked on me with her unique and talented mouth and throat. After a few minutes, I nudged her to stop, I maneuvered Margo onto the bench seat in the rear, had her sit, and spread her legs to me so I could eat her pussy. Despite showers and care, she still had the subtle odor of last night's romp. I didn't care.
After reaffirming my cunnilingus skills, I had Margo straddle me in one of the luxurious tan leather seats so that her knees were protected and cushioned. The seat also put her at just the right height for me to tease her breasts with my mouth. We made love for about twenty minutes, she enjoyed a couple of orgasms, and then we shared one last orgasm.
Beside us the entire time we were fucking the French landscape and then the English Channel rolled by seven miles beneath the plane. I had to admire the scenery both inside and outside the plane.
After we'd enjoyed our afterglow for a few minutes and amidst laughter, we parted, but not without realizing the mess I'd made of Margo's pussy or how my crotch probably smelled from all our sexual emissions. I found us some paper towels in the miniature galley, as well as a bar of soap only slightly larger than a silver dollar. We used about thirty paper towels each to clean ourselves before we dressed. We gave each other a careful once over to be sure we were presentable to the general public -- all buttons buttoned evenly, all zippers zipped, and so forth. Margo then spent ten minutes in front of a microscopic mirror reapplying her makeup and trying to restore her hair to some semblance of order. Guys do have it easier in that regard.
I watched Margo blush to a bright scarlet hue when the pilot helped her down the small gangway to the tarmac at Luton Airport. He winked at me, and we were gone. I wondered if I'd have the same flight crew for the return trip.

* * * * *I slouched down in the left-side passenger's seat of Margo's Mini-Cooper. There was little place to hide. Every fifteen minutes she'd conduct a radio check with her two colleagues on our stake out: one an equal distance down the street from the upscale apartment on Hamilton Terrace in St. Johns Wood, and the other staking out a more modest apartment in Swiss Cottage about three miles away.
Just after noon, the radio came alive. "I've got her. Caroline. She's headed for her apartment."
Margo and I slowly exited her car, and started to walk towards the girl. We could see her approaching from the area near Lord's Cricket Ground. We timed our arrival to interconnect with her just before she reached her doorstep.
As we came together, I spoke in a voice joyful in recognition, "Caroline Reynolds Huff, why, how are you?" The girl stopped and searched for recognition, and then suddenly recognition set in.
"Oh, shit, you're Jim Mellon aren't you. You and I ..." She hesitated and looked at Margo.
I said, "It's all right; she knows what happened in Oklahoma. Everything. This is my good friend Margo." I skipped the last name; she wouldn't remember anyway.
Caroline relaxed slightly probably because we kept our voices upbeat. Margo said a few friendly, nice to meet you things.
I said, "Caroline, we need to talk to you about something serious. I confess, we've been waiting for you to return home."
She panicked a little, "Is everything all right -- my parents, my sister?"
"Yes. Yes, they're all OK as far as we know. This is not about them. It's about me ... and maybe you ... or maybe someone you can help us locate."
She stammered, "I don't know ... I'll try to help." She shifted her backpack in front of her and held it to her chest in an unknown display of protective body language.
"Let's sit on your front steps for a minute." I led her to her steps. She expressed slight surprise that I knew exactly where she lived. I think this fact intimidated her a bit; I had hoped it would.
"Caroline, about a week ago I was part of a concert at Wembley Stadium."
She nodded, "Yes, I saw the advertisements. I wanted to go too, but my friend ... she cancelled out on me."
I continued, "An envelope got delivered to me ... a blackmail note that could only have come from someone at the ... party at the Hilton Hotel after the debutante's ball that you were part of."
Margo and I both studied Caroline intently, but while she looked concerned she didn't seem rattled that we'd found the culprit.
After only a slight pause, I put my last card on the table, "You didn't happen to have that threatening note delivered to me, did you?" I reached in my pocket for a copy of the note.
Caroline thought for a minute, realized what I'd said, and then jumped up; "Oh, NO. NOT ME. I didn't do anything like that. I wouldn't think ... I didn't ... I had nothing to do with any note like that, whatever it was about." She paused, "I let myself get talked into going to that sex party at the Hilton only because it seemed expected of all of us debs -- for years prior all the debs had done it. I fucked every guy there, and after that, I had a reputation as a slut that persists to this day; I'll never get rid of it. I never had sex again after that day ... well, except to please myself. That party and my reputation are why I came to school over in Europe, so I didn't have to go home so often."
She stopped and looked me in the eye; her voice softened, "The most exciting part of that evening was you -- you being with me a couple of times when we were all being crazy ... fucking just for the sheer fun of fucking. I liked that. I liked you ... and what you did to me. I can still remember every second of it. You made it memorable, and you kissed me over and over again; many guys there didn't kiss. I felt you cared about me despite the lust we obviously felt for each other. I could actually tell I meant more to you than just a piece of meat to jerk off into." I nodded in agreement. Even I had felt a little remorse after the Oklahoma orgy. I guess the double standard was still alive: I could get away with what happened, but Caroline got labeled as a slut.
Margo gave me a nod that signaled to me that she thought Caroline was telling the truth and was innocent -- either that, or we had just found the greatest actress besides Judy Dench.
I unfolded the copy of the note and passed it to her. "Who would send this to me?"
Caroline studied the note, taking time to read the words several times. She studied the picture, even holding the paper up close and then far away.
"I sort of know the girl in the picture, although the picture's been tampered with -- like with Photoshop so her features are a little off. It's Maddy Gable; I'm pretty sure. She lives not too far from here; we see each other ..."
Caroline's voice trailed off. From under her breath, we heard, "Holy shit. The night of your concert, we were supposed to go out, but she called me at the last minute and told me some hot guy had asked her out, and she didn't want to turn him down. I let her off the hook. I caught up with some of my friends, and we went downtown to hang out at a pub near Picadilly Circus." As an afterthought she said, "I could even give you their names and put you in touch with them; they'd vouch for me."
Margo asked in a confirming manner, "Yes, we'd like that; would you mind giving me a list of your friends so we can check out your alibi." Margo opened her wallet and showed her a badge. I studied it at the same time Caroline did; in large bold letters it said, 'Private Investigator.' Margo folded away the badge quickly, but followed it up with a business card she thrust into Caroline's hand.
Caroline blanched as Margo pulled out a small notebook and a pen. Caroline rattled off three names and phone numbers off the top of her head. I felt that she was being cooperative in an awkward situation. The only time I'd met her before this, we'd both been naked and taking turns fucking members of the opposite sex. She was right, I did try to make it special for each of the girls that night despite the impersonal spirit of the evening.
Caroline turned to me, "I don't know Maddy that well. I don't know whether she'd do this or not. She's ... she's not all together; as though she's got a screw loose or something. Odd things make her laugh or react in funny ways, as if she were sometimes on some bad drug."
Margo asked, "Do you know where she lives or what her schedule is like?"
Caroline volunteered, "Yes, she lives not too far from here in Swiss Cottage, just up from the town center on some busy street. I know how to get there but not the street name. Her classes are usually over at noon; after that I have no idea what she's apt to do. I could take you there; do you have a car?"
Margo pointed to her Mini. She said, "If we go now, we'll buy you lunch."

* * * * *The three of us sat on a bench by a bus stop in Swiss Cottage eating takeout sandwiches. The bench formed a triangle between the bus stop that Maddy was likely to use to get home, and her apartment door across the street from us. A half block away in either direction, Margo had positioned her two colleagues; everyone had pictures of the girl. Caroline had made no attempt to contact her friend.
Margo's thumbs twirled over her iPhone as she did various emails. I made polite conversation with Caroline who turned out to have a thousand questions about my being a celebrity.
At one point, Margo looked at me and said, "Jim, you are one lucky bloke. I'll explain later."
I just nodded and wondered what piece of email had prompted that statement.
Another of the red double-decker buses came to a stop just south of us about two o'clock. As the bus pulled away, a young brunette girl could be seen walking to her apartment a half block north.
Caroline whispered, "That's her."
Margo spoke in a low voice on her two-way radio, "The brunette just off the bus is the one."
I rose and stretched, blocking Maddy's view of Caroline. I said, "Why don't you walk that way for half a block before you come back and join us. That'll put your back to her for a bit and give us time to cross over."
Caroline nodded turned and walked away from us.
Margo and I turned and started to cross the busy street, practically ignoring the traffic. We leapt from lane to lane, but made it across to Maddy's doorstep about a hundred feet before she got there. We turned and walked towards the girl.
I locked eyes with her first, and she stopped. She looked around her.
"Maddy Gable, I believe. I'm Jim Mellon, but I think you know that, don't you."
She tried to fake it, but she'd been caught out; "Yes. Yes, you're a celebrity. You came to my debutante's ball."
I said, "I also came to the party at the Hilton. You were there; I'm sure you remember."
"Errr, oh, yes, of course."
"Someone even took a picture of us ... in a compromising position."
Quick as a flash, she said, "That wasn't me."
"But you've seen the picture ... and have a copy of it, don't you?"
Maddy said cautiously, "Yes. Fortunately, there were few photographs that night. I think most of them have been safely tucked away."
"But not one specifically; am I right?"
Before I'd finished, she said, "I don't know what you mean?"
Margo reached in her purse and pulled out the little wallet with her badge in it. She opened it up, and displayed the badge to Maddy. Maddy backed up against a low wall behind her; she couldn't run. The badge made her jerk upright.



Margo spoke, "I am a private investigator, and I often work in concert with the police here at home as well as in other countries. We are investigating a case of blackmail that involves the two of you -- Mr. Mellon and you Miss Gable. By the way, if you decide to run one of those gentlemen behind you will stop you."
Margo gestured over Maddy's shoulder to two men in black suits that were strolling very slowly towards us.
Maddy's color was draining from her face.
Margo continued, "Blackmail, particularly of celebrities or involving large sums of money or both is usually punishable by an average of ten years in jail and fines sufficient to bankrupt even the most well-to-do families. And, of course, there are the outrageous legal and court fees that get assessed too. Here, multiple jurisdictions are involved, so you'd have to stand trial and jail terms not only in the United Kingdom where the crime was committed, but also in the United States where the felony statutes protect its citizens, even when they are outside the country. I know that the U.K. jails are not kind to pretty young women, and I imagine the Oklahoma jails would be much the same."
Maddy sat on the low wall with a kerplunk. Her book bag dropped on the pavement, and she put her face in her hands and a quiet sob exploded from her. A minute later, after our silence, she looked at Margo and then at me with tears on her cheeks.
Caroline came up to us about then, but stopped about ten feet away and just watched and listened. I think her presence further rattled Maddy, as though a witness had suddenly appeared to speak against her.
I unfolded the blackmail note and passed it to her. I said in a low voice, "You did it didn't you?"
She nodded her head and whispered, "Yes."
I said firmly, "Louder, please, so we can all hear you."
She said more loudly, "Yes, I did the note and it's me in the photograph. I even set up the bank account a year ago for my own use."
"Why?"
Maddy spoke, "I was underage at the time that night. I thought ... I just wanted something so I didn't have to live off my parents. I hate them ... but I wanted things ... to be on my own. I saw a path ..."
Margo spoke, "What would you say if I told you that you were NOT underage when you and Mr. Mellon had sex?"
Maddy looked puzzled; "How can that be?"
Margo said, "When was your birthday?"
"The day of my coming out ... oh, but I was born late in the evening. Wasn't I seventeen up until ten o'clock or whenever?"
"And what time of night did you have sex with Mr. Mellon."
A long silence ensued, and then her small voice said, "Well after midnight. Oh shit, I'd turned eighteen."
Margo pushed, "So the premise that you were underage when you got fucked was just plain wrong, WASN'T IT?" Margo yelled the last few words, even leaning into Maddy's face. She was mad.
"Yes. I'm sorry. I'm sorry." Tears rolled down Maddy's scrunched up red face.
Margo said, "It's not as easy as saying I'm sorry. You committed a felony in two countries."
Maddy sobbed, "But, I don't want to go to jail. What can I do?"
"You can come with us. You're going to make what's known as a sealed deposition and have it notarized -- it's your confession to the crime, and you state you were not under duress when you made the confession."
"Who do I ..."
"We'll show you, now come with us." Margo waved her hands, and a black sedan with the two men in black pulled up curbside next to us. "Jim, you and Maddy go in Matthew's car. I will drop Caroline off, and then meet you. They know where they're taking you." She did quick introductions of Matthew and me.
Matthew Cogshill, a detective colleague of Margo's company, drove us into the center of London, ending halfway between Saville Row and Bond Street on Clifford Street in the middle of Mayfair. We waited a few minutes in the car until Margo came walking up the street from a car park on Grafton Street. Maddy had been silent the entire time in the car except to sniff and quietly cry now and then. Somehow, she'd ended up with a handful of tissues that by now were rather soggy.
Maddy and I got out, and Margo escorted us into a posh high-end law office. She told us, "David Balfour is a general practice lawyer for this firm and a friend of mine. I've arranged for him to take the deposition."
Maddy nodded reluctantly. We followed a receptionist to a small conference room. A minute later a tall, lanky man with an unkempt mop of salt-and-pepper hair came into the room. Introductions were made.
David started, "Let's do our business first; I understand we'll have some chat time after that. I understand you want me to take some kind of deposition from this young ladyÓ" he gestured to Maddy. "I must tell you that if a crime has been committed I am ethically and legally bound to report the same to the authorities unless I am representing that person."
Maddy looked shocked at the idea that yet another person had been brought into the scope of her crime, and that he too wanted to report her crime.
Margo spoke, "I think I've anticipated that. What I hope you will do is wait and watch while this girl -- Maddy Gable -- writes out a handwritten document. You need not know what is in the document, but you do need to understand she has her faculties and is not under duress to do this. If you'd then notarize her and our signatures on each page and seal the document for permanent filing, we will be done. Should we ever need the document, we can reclaim it from your firm's archives. Does that work for you.?"
David smiled at Margo and nodded his assent.
I thought how clever Margo turned out to be about this. Her suggestion gave David deniability, yet recorded and left the confession to blackmail in a safe place.
David went out and came back to the room with a sheaf of A4 paper and a pen. On the bottom of each page was space for signatures and witnesses to sign. Margo started Maddy writing; suggesting she describe her entire interaction and motivation starting with 'events' in Oklahoma. She said, "Please also include the details relating to your birthday and the 'official' time you turned eighteen, and then the time you interacted with Mr. Mellon."
As Maddy started writing on the large table in pinched but perfectly formed letter. Margo made more formal introductions between David and me. She gave us a few bridge lines, and we off chatting about his law practice, his favorite hobby of sculling on the Thames River, and my movies and singing career, and my somewhat famous motorcycle ride across America.
I watched as David carefully read some of what Maddy wrote about albeit upside down. When I caught him one time, he winked at me.
Maddy used eight pages in small pinched writing to record her misdeeds against me. Margo read through the pages, and I watched her whisper a few words to Maddy, who in turn wrote out another half-page of prose. Margo collected the pages, had Maddy number them '1 of 8,' '2 of 8,' and so on, and then passed them to me to read. I thought her description of the situation was not only accurate and complete, but also indicting should they ever fall into the wrong hands.
David took Maddy's document and said, "Each of you sign as witnesses, although if I understand the situation Jim's signature may ultimately be negated because he is involved in the situation."
I realized in that statement just how much of Maddy's document David had been able to read upside down. There had been no mention of my involvement with Maddy up to that point. Neither Margo nor Maddy picked up on the discrepancy.
Maddy, Margo, and I signed at the bottom of each page. David then covered the prose Maddy had written and witnessed all the signatures, adding his stamp and seal, as well his attesting that all present were of sound mind and not under duress. He put the pages in an envelope and, as Maddy had done, placed a wax seal over the flap. The envelope had 'do not open' instructions on it with David's signature.
We expressed our thanks, and then left to race through a light rain to the car park. Margo drove us up Finchley Road to Swiss Cottage. She dropped Maddy at her door. Maddy apologized again and promised she'd never do anything like this again. I believed her.
Margo said she would follow up with Maddy in a few days. "I think the girl needs some therapy, particularly about her relationship with her parents and her wild thinking. I'm going to coax her into seeing a psychiatrist I know that could really help her sort things out."
I nodded my agreement with her idea. We rode along for a bit in bumper to bumper traffic.
Margo said, "It's getting to be dinner time, are you up for an early bite?" I nodded, and Margo headed back into London center, describing a Thai restaurant that looked out over Berkeley Square. Thirty minutes later, a valet had taken Margo's Mini, and we were seated enjoying a glass of wine.
In our conversation, we disposed of the problem with Maddy, and then Margo got me talking about my road trip across America. "I got the feeling you touched only on part of the trip with David -- the high points."
I gave the travelogue version of the trip. Margo had been to the States often enough that she knew or had even visited some of the places.
About halfway through dinner, Margo gave me a licentious grin and asked, "OK, now skip the travelogue. Tell me about the women you met on your trip. I can't believe Oklahoma was the only place you found companionship. Please tell me a 'real' story -- a sexy one from a sexy man."
I smiled back at her, and started, "Well, I have this friend in Pennsylvania I visited on my road trip, and he lives in an open marriage with three women ..."
To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 16Playful friends. More concerts. A request from the CIA
By the time Margo and I finished dinner, we'd made each other horny with a series of stories: Margo sharing some of the cases her private investigation agency had conducted, many about various infidelities she'd investigated and how they turned out; and me sharing some stories from my road trip across America. I think we both had the expectation of making love in her apartment that evening.
Margo kept checking her watch even though we ate dinner on the early side. We left the restaurant, retrieved her car, and motored north on the M1 to Watford. Margo had a townhouse -- an end unit in a cluster with three other units in a larger neighborhood of carbon copy units.
As we walked to her unit from the parking lot I noticed lights on inside but didn't think anything of it. Margo stopped at the front door, and we shared a long French kiss on her doorstep. As we kissed our hips ground together. She put my hand under her blouse even pulling aside the bra she wore so I could reach her taut breasts. When we were both panting and I had a significant hard-on, Margo said, "Come, let's get inside. There's more to come. It'll get better, a lot better."
I didn't understand her comment; at least, until she opened the door, and we stepped into her living room.
To my surprise, Caroline Reynolds Huff, the pretty twenty-one year old that had briefly been a suspect in my blackmail, sat pretty as a picture in the middle of Margo's sofa with a couple of books around her. What made her presence most notable involved her lack of clothing. She gave me a coy look; "Hi, Jim Mellon. I hope you don't mind my being here. Margo thought the two of us could entertain you better than one, and after all we've already had ... an encounter back in Oklahoma a couple of years ago. I'd love another, if you can handle two of us at once."
I turned to Margo, whose lecherous smile betrayed her interest in not just me, but also Caroline. Caroline unraveled her long and shapely legs, allowing me a quick glance at her womanhood. She rose and came over to me. My arms automatically went around the attractive young girl as she raised her face to mine for a serious kiss. One of my hands slid down her back to a tight little ass, and the other reached between us to fondle a pert breast. As I squeezed and kneaded the breast I moved my fingers to gently pinch her nipple until it could cut glass because it was so hard. By then, we were on our tenth or so long kiss; I wasn't counting.
Not unexpectedly, another pair of hands joined me as they wrapped around Caroline from her back. Margo's naked body pushed against Caroline's nude form pushing her more tightly into me. She spoke in a low voice, "Somebody has entirely too many clothes on. Caroline, I think we should do something about that."
The two of them took over undressing me; one worked from my waist down, and the other from my waist up. I quickly became a willing participant. As my briefs got yanked down my legs, my erection swung into view.
Caroline grabbed my shaft and brought her mouth to my crown, lapping and mouthing the mushroom head. Her other hand joined in, counter twisting with the other around my shaft as she tried to suck my insides out. Caroline added some saliva to the mix to smooth things out.
Margo watched her briefly, and then said to Caroline, "Here, let me show you how to give a really exciting blow job. Do this and any man will worship you the rest of your life." Margo knelt next to Caroline on the thick carpeting, and quickly inhaled my cock. She started her twisting, turning, kneading, humming, and swallowing activities that had so turned me on the previous evening. She taught Caroline how to duplicate her moves, insisted that she practice on me until she got it right.
As Caroline's wonderful blow job continued, Margo stood and turned my upper half to her so she could drag her breasts across my chest and make out with me. Her hands were busy too: one caressing my chest and rubbing my nipples as the other running through my hair.
I allowed one of my hands to caress Caroline's hair, stroking her long brunette locks and running a finger around and in one ear in a sexy gesture. The other hand went to Margo's slit; I used one finger to slowly run through her wetness -- a near-liquid sign of her arousal long before we got to her home. She'd probably been thinking about this threesome since she set it up with Caroline. I'd have to find out later how she did that.
Margo moaned, "Oh, fuck." After a minute of my finger's focus on the clitoris, she said, "Please, let's take this to my bedroom."
Caroline allowed me to pull her to her feet and kiss her. She looked surprised at the affection. "You don't have to kiss me if you don't want to."
"I want to. You're beautiful, arousing, sexy, I like you more with each minute I know you, and you give great blow jobs, why wouldn't I want to kiss you?"
"Because I'm so young? Because you're a star, and I'm a nobody? Because I was just a hole to fill when we met in Oklahoma?"
I pulled her to me and hugged her naked body to mine. I kissed her again. "Honey, Oklahoma was about lust. Some people have fun with sex, and I'm one of them, and based on what went on that night I bet you are too." Caroline nodded. I continued, "You don't have to think that all sex is predicated on that model."
Caroline said with surprise in her voice, "You mean you really like me?"
"Yes, you're a hottie, and I don't think you're too young or I wouldn't be here with you now -- in this way. And as for you being a nobody, let me assure you that you are a 'somebody' of great importance. My recent fame doesn't change the fact that up until I met Crystal Lee in Tennessee two years ago I might have also called myself a 'nobody.' Just know inside yourself, that you have talents, capabilities, and motivations that can take you far beyond being a 'nobody.' Got it?"
Caroline studied my face to test my sincerity. I must have passed her test, because I got a smile that lit up the room and a real hard kiss as she pressed my cock between her belly and my groin. She said, "Thank you. I am so going to enjoy tonight. I've dreamed of this almost every night since that debutantes ball, and I can't tell you how often I've masturbated to a vision of us doing this. I'm probably crazy, but I do care for you ... a lot."
We followed Margo's naked body up a short flight of stairs to a modern master bedroom with large double doors that opened to look down on the living room. Climbing behind Caroline reminded me of Nadia back in Nashville; both had extremely sweet rear ends that made me harden more than I already had. Margo's taste in decorating appealed to me: a mix of the feminine and the masculine woven together in the room.
Margo turned to the two of us, "I'm not sure how to start this."
Caroline said in a low voice, "I haven't much experience with girls ... I mean I've done some stuff, but you're both so much older and more experienced."
I held out my arms to Margo and Caroline, and they both came and let me hug the two of them together. I said to Caroline, "First, you have to forget any cultural messages you've been taught about being with a woman; in this day and age, only the most unforgiving and unenlightened people would chastise you for enjoying someone of the same sex. Second, why don't you kiss Margo -- really kiss her, as if you mean it. Kiss her as though you've waited all day to do this with her, as though you want to seduce her."
I backed away slightly, and the two women embraced each other, their breasts and groins mashing together as their lips first touched in a brief kiss, and then a deeper kiss, and then an open exchange of tongues initiated by Margo, and then their hands came into play.
When the two parted, they looked into each other's eyes for acceptance and found it. Both smiled. Margo took Caroline's hand, and led her to the bed. She had Caroline recline and then started on her breasts; flawless breasts that only an early twenties woman could sustain. As Margo worked on one, I worked on the other. Caroline rapidly went into orbit.
When Margo saw I had her breasts in hand, so to speak, she slithered down Caroline's body to the 'V' between her legs; Caroline spread wide at Margo's suggestive touch. I watched as Margo repeated some of the actions Crystal and she had shared only the night before: her hands massaged Caroline's thighs and rubbed up into her abdomen, an errant finger would glide down the outside of her slit on one side of her labia or the other, another finger might meander through the tuft of pubic hair carefully manicured on that landscape, another finger might touch her anus for a second or two threatening something even more intimate, and then Margo blew her hot breath directly on her pussy from only an inch away. I could see the glistening female moisture all around Caroline's pussy, now even more generous in proportion to what she'd been like in the living room.
Margo's tongue carefully made contact with Caroline's cunt, first in a full-tongue swipe from anus to mons right up the valley of the slit, including maximum contact with Caroline's clit. Caroline jerked alert, her eyes practically bugging out of her head and a low moan of pleasure and excitement coming from deep inside her.
Margo knew how to please another member of her sex. Tongue, lips, teeth, and mouth all were brought into play, and she licked, sucked, blew, bit, and savored Caroline's sweet juices. Between moves, Margo praised Caroline for tasting so delicious and for being willing to come and play with us.
I watched as Margo added a finger, sliding it into Caroline's warm vagina. Moments later, a second finger got added -- and then a third -- and then a fourth -- and then her whole hand trying to twist and screw itself into Caroline's hole.
Caroline did not idly lie back and passively allow the activities on her body. She jerked and writhed in response to each motion Margo made, sometimes pulling away from too much pleasure, and other times pushed herself down into Margo's face or hand to drive tongue or fingers deeper into her body.
I alternated between watching Margo assault Caroline's cunt, and sucking on both of her breasts. Caroline finally caught my eye, "Come up near my face -- your cock, I mean. I want to suck on you while Margo does me." Seconds later, Caroline inhaled my cock once again, this time allowing me to piston in and out of her mouth, and after she got used to it, even her throat. She used one hand to keep me positioned and to twist around my cock to heighten the pleasure for me.
I continued to reach down and fondled Caroline's breasts, pinching and tweaking her nipples. I got instructional, "Caroline, let yourself go. Allow yourself to have the orgasm that Margo wants to give you. Relax and enjoy the sensations, let them build, let them sweep over you."
I pulled my cock away and lay down beside Caroline. I put part of my body along her upper torso, and started to kiss her, using my fingers and tongue to do her ears, lips, around her eyes, neck, and other erogenous zones. Caroline not only panted, she started to emit low squeaking sounds in sync with Margo's fist thrusts into her body.
Caroline's eyes suddenly got large; "OH, MY GOD, I'M ... I'M HAVING AN ORGASM!" I could only imagine what a major earthquake would be like, because Caroline's body became a replica for that experience. Every inch of her body quivered; her skin rippled out of control as spasm after spasm of pleasure washed over her. She let out a long, low wail, "Oooooooooouuuuuuuuuuuhhhhhhh!"
Caroline's back arched so dramatically as she pushed her pussy into Margo's hand that her buttocks and lower back were not touching the bed. At my end, Caroline ground her mouth into mine with tongue extended between her moans. We kissed and kissed hard.
And then, she suddenly became a limp noodle with no starch, no backbone, no form. She allowed the bed to absorb her body and every limb. Margo backed away with a satisfied look on her face as she licked her fingers ripe with Caroline's juices.
After a minute, as the afterglow waned, Caroline's eyes fluttered open, and she looked at Margo and me with such a look of love. "Oh, that was so wonderful. I've only had a couple of other orgasms in my life. I didn't think I could have one with someone else, particularly a woman ... oh, and I didn't dream about you Jim, I had you here with Margo making love to me -- well, almost. Let me rest, but then I do want you to make love to me -- to fuck me."
Margo came up so we surrounded the young girl. We both rained kisses down on her. She became our love object for those minutes.
Later, I watched as Caroline returned the favor, successfully trying to give Margo an orgasm. She gave her half a dozen to both their amazement.
My turn came, but I was in no rush. I started with Margo, fucking her to an orgasm, and then I switched to Caroline.
Caroline told me as I sank into her tight twat, "I guess girls don't have clitoral orgasms from intercourse, huh?"
I just said, "Let's see."
Four-and-a-half minutes later, Caroline screamed out her second orgasm of the night. Margo and I kissed her through it. I had Margo sit on Caroline's face, so Caroline could be having sex with a man and a woman simultaneously; she loved it. Five minutes later, she had another cum, this time emitting girl juice into our union.
Margo suggested that I cum in Caroline so she could experience my 'full treatment.' She nodded enthusiastically that she would like that. I pulled us around to several different positions until I maneuvered her into one where I guessed my cock might be rubbing against her G-spot on my in strokes. Caroline's reactions certainly suggested that was what was going on.
"Caroline, I'm going to cum inside your luscious body very soon. My cock is going to jet semen deep inside you, and you're going to love it. You will be all drippy with my fluid. You like being fucked by me don't you?" She nodded rapidly. "And you'd be willing to be one of my slut girlfriends wouldn't you -- what some of my friends call a 'Mellon Girl'?" More nodding. "And, you'd want all the cock I could give you anytime of the day or night after this wouldn't you?" More nodding and now moaning occurred as she started her build up to her next climax. I continued to talk dirty to Caroline because I could tell she was getting off on it.
Beside Caroline, Margo lay in my line of sight thrusting a large dildo in and out of her cunt. She locked eyes with me whenever she could. She entangled her legs around Caroline's so we were all touching in some intimate way.
Caroline's vagina spasmed, and I could feel the Kegel muscles start to clench, trying to pull me deep inside her. Caroline looked at me with big doe eyes; a signal I'd already learned meant she was about to explode into a colossal orgasm. I warned her I was about to cum, and she went over the top.
"Ooooooooooh fuuuuuuuuucccccckkkkkk!" Caroline loudly moaned as her climax started and her body arched into mine.
I banged my cock deep within her on those few last thrusts to try to scrape my glans over Caroline's G-spot before I filled her vagina with a gallon of cum. The pleasure washed through my body with a jolt; I think I made some pleasing noises of joy. By my last thrust into Caroline's boiling body, I had overfilled her hole, and as with Margo the night before the cum oozed out of her around my shaft in a couple of large dollops.
I clutched Caroline to my body, and reached over and pulled Margo in as well. Margo had come by her own hand, aided by her pink dildo. The three of us made out with one another, savoring the afterglows.
Margo needed more, and she slid down Caroline's body again and sucked my cum from her cunt in a noisy display of affection for the two of us. Initially, Caroline looked amazed at the lewd act. She'd occasionally pull away and describe in graphic detail what she was doing, how good Caroline tasted, and how much she liked us. At one point, she brought the mix of fluids up to Caroline and pantomimed that she wanted to kiss her -- to share the fluids with her. Caroline opened her mouth, and Margo dribbled the cum, girl juice, and her own saliva into the willing youthful mouth. The two girls then joined in an amazing French kiss, made extra-erotic by the seepage of fluids from between their mouths onto their faces and breasts. Before they were through, Margo pulled me into the kiss as well.
Margo coached Caroline into a classic sixty-nine position with her, teaching her by example how to deliver even more pleasure to a woman. Caroline only had distant knowledge about G-spots before they started, but several orgasms by each of them later, she had become an expert.
When I'd recovered, I took turns on either side of their sixty-nine demonstrating close-up views of fucking, and teaching about how to use a tongue and mouth during a fuck to create pleasure for both the 'fucker' and the 'fuckee.' Caroline proved an apt pupil, occasionally screaming or whimpering through her own orgasms. I thought the house might shake off its foundation on every one of them.
After one set of afterglows passed, I had a serious discussion with Caroline about her self-image. "Caroline, earlier today you said you felt you had to leave Oklahoma because you got a reputation as a slut; right?"
Caroline nodded.
I went on, "Well, I want you to rethink that moniker. What if the word 'slut' stood for 'sexuality-love-understanding-tolerance' -- would it be so bad?"
"No, but it doesn't."
"Ah, but Emerson wrote, 'There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.' So if you think of yourself in a bad way because of something you did, you make it so and those around you will adopt your viewpoint. Did you tell others you felt that way?"
"A few. Several of us from that party ended up thinking poorly of ourselves. Maddy was one of them too."



"So, in a way you propagated the term 'slut'and made the night out to be a bad experience. Tell me about that night in a positive way, a way you'd be proud to tell anyone about."
Caroline thought for a moment, "Well, it would have been a great party after our debutante's ball. It would have been fun and everyone would have had a good time and felt good about themselves. I had several orgasms that brought pleasure to me -- many even, and I felt thrilled and excited about all the sex, more so than any sexual experience in my life -- well, except for tonight with you two. Some of the boys I wanted a relationship with were there and we fucked, and what better way to start a relationship than a lovely fuck with them; one boy in specifically took a shine to me, and we dated after that event. He was very nice and didn't push me to have sex with him, although I wanted to make love and so we did. I don't think we would have gone out otherwise. So, I guess you want me to say, all in all it was a fabulous experience." She looked at me with questioning eyes.
I said, "So, you were sexual, loving, understanding, and developed a new level of tolerance for others and for yourself? Can you forgive yourself for feeling poorly about the event, and from now on remember the experience more as you just told me -- in a positive way?"
"I guess I could. I'll have to work on it."
"When you can't erase the past, learn from it, and put a positive spin on it for yourself. Don't beat yourself up over it. The past is past; don't let it haunt you. You went to that party for a reason that seemed good at the time and you knew what would happen. Afterwards you decided you didn't like it. Perhaps the Universe presented some new learning experience to you in an unusual way. Roll with it. Change it around so that you relished the experience and you wished it had never ended."
Caroline said, "Part of me did feel that way. I glowed sexually afterwards. I was conflicted."
Caroline turned onto her hands and knees so she could kiss me better. Her breasts swayed beneath her body, and I reached up and cupped one of them, teasing her nipple back to an excited state as we kissed. Marge reached across me to Caroline's sodden cunt, and ran two fingers inside the girl; Caroline moaned into our French kiss.
I asked, "Caroline, how will you end up feeling about tonight: wanton sex with me and Margo, our instructing you on blowjobs, and orgasm after orgasm."
She smiled, "I'll never forget it. I love every second of this night. I don't want it to ever stop." Her remarks came fast and were sincere.
My endurance did not let me down that night, and the girls constantly rallied to our mutual lust. The first signs of sleep only struck our bodies about four o'clock in the morning. We all slept in the huge wet spot that seemed to pervade every square inch of Margo's large bed. The room smelled wonderful -- like hot sex. Whenever I opened my eyes in the dim light, I feasted on dozing, shapely, warm, and nude female bodies cuddled against me; each would come awake slightly and nuzzle into my neck and kiss me, and I'd kiss back. Often, we'd awaken enough to make love again.

* * * * *After my day resolving the blackmail case in way that caused no damage and made sure it wouldn't happen again, I spent the night with Margo and Caroline. I got a late start to the next day because Margo and Caroline easily talked me into another long and pleasurable sexual make-out session with them after breakfast. Caroline became more of a student than the night before, and so Margo and I instructed her in the fine art of giving and receiving sexual pleasure, trying to leave no stone unturned.
I made doubly sure that Caroline felt good about herself, about the Oklahoma orgy after rethinking the matter, and our lovemaking session the previous night into the morning. She told me I had broken a curse she had put on herself. I sincerely hoped that was true, and that I would see her again. As she put it with a huge smile, "I love being a slut, because I stand for sexuality, love, understanding, and tolerance."
By the time I left Margo's home it was after lunch, and I realized I had watched part of a sexual transformation of the young woman. In the twenty-four hours since I met her for the second time, she seemed to have blossomed into a more mature and savvy girl. She also told me I had set a high bar for all her future relationships, and that she'd never thought of satisfaction or love from someone twice her age. She said with a laugh and gleam in her eye, "I may never be satisfied with anyone my age again. You've taught me that experience counts for everything -- technique, finesse, satisfaction, emotional stability, and love. All my male friends flunk the test on every one of those measures."
She also told me that Margo and she planned to 'get together' more frequently. The two had enjoyed each other on many levels and not only on the sensual or sexual plane. I could see that Margo had plans to mentor the younger woman.
Caroline and Margo made me promise to keep in touch with each of them. I told them I would, and would like them to also take the initiative when they felt they needed a 'Jim Fix.' I told them more about 'Mellon Girls,' and they liked that terminology, and that I'd honored them with membership in that exclusive club.
I took a corporate jet from Luton Airport north of London to the Leonardo da Vinci-Fiumicino Airport about twenty miles west of the center of Rome. The sun was setting over the Mediterranean just as we were landing, giving me a gorgeous welcome on my first visit to the city.
After a limousine ride through the worst traffic I'd seen in years, I met Crystal and the rest of the crew getting settled in the Grand Hotel De La Minerve's Presidential Suite in Rome. Having grown up and worked around Boston for a good part of my life, I had learned a little Italian; I had the rudiments to ask for basic necessities and to express my gratitude for services rendered.
The next day we played tourist in the morning, and I believe that no one figured out our celebrity status. We spent the next three nights doing the Italia premiere ofPressure Limit -- my movie with Jill Danes, an upscale concert at the Parco della Musica Auditorium, and the premiere of Crystal's movie -The Naked Truth. In the days that followed, we repeated that schedule with a day or two in-between in Madrid, Lisbon, Munich, Vienna, Oslo, and Stockholm.
My life took a crazy turn when we reached Berlin. We had a few more concerts to give, and our concert was at an arena called O2 World in Berlin. One afternoon we were rehearsing for a sellout crowd of eighteen thousand that evening. A couple of dozen roadies were setting up for the concert. We'd done all the sound level checks of the various microphones and band instruments, so we'd gone to an interior room to go over the concert program, song by song. We had a relaxed rehearsal with a lot of repartee with each other and the band as we got into the late afternoon.
While there were many people coming and going in our rehearsal room that we didn't know, two people suddenly stood out to me -- a man and a woman, both in their late thirties and wearing casual clothes. Their motions were stilted and stiff, and they clearly didn't belong; they had another agenda for being in the room. I'd met many people like this when I had been in the Special Forces, particularly on more clandestine missions. The hair on the back of my neck stood up: these two were CIA or I was a monkey's uncle. What the hell were they doing in our rehearsal room?
We took a break, and I took the initiative with the couple. I walked over to where they had found a seat; "Hi, I'm Jim Mellon. I hope your coming tonight to hear the real McCoy without all the side talk and laughter of this rehearsal. Tell me your names, and why you're here?"
They were caught off guard. I guessed they were used to always having the upper hand in a situation. "Errr, hello. I'm Gene Prantz, and this is my colleague Nancy Martin."
I jumped in, still the aggressor, "And, you're with?"
Both stammered and stuttered. Nancy calmly said, "Can we go somewhere to talk?"
I gestured to Crystal, Jill, George, Terry, and the others hanging around, "I have no secrets. You can be open with this group."
The pair balked; Gene said in a low voice, "We have something we need your help with; we're with ... the government -- the U.S. government." I laughed to myself; I recalled a conference I'd been at as a computer geek; all the name tags people wore had their name and some company's name, except for a couple from the CIA -- the only words on their nametag said 'Government,' clearly a euphemism for Central Intelligence Agency.
Ah ha! I had been right. I chalked up a score for the home team. I humored them, "OK. Let's step into the hallway, unless you have a better place." They didn't. I gestured to the others that I'd be right back.
When the door to the rehearsal room closed, I looked at them expectantly. "Well? You're CIA; what's this about?"
Nancy looked surprised that I'd deduced their affiliation, but tried to ignore my labeling. She appeared the more senior of the two; "I'll get right to the point on a couple of issues. First, this is a matter of national security, so you are hereby notified that this conversation never happened and you are to restrict your retelling of what we are about to discuss. Second, we are well aware of your background and history in the Special Forces, your past efforts supporting our branch of the government, as well as your training and work with computers before you got into the entertainment business. The mission we are asking you to take may draw on skills and experience from those areas of your life."
Now, I was the curious one. What could they want a star entertainer to do that they couldn't do themselves?
Nancy nodded to Gene, who took over. "We're trying to take some of the bite out of an issue that plagues every government agency and company in our country today. The issue is hacking -- computer hacking of business and government operations, everything from the United States power grid, gas lines, missile silos, and the like, deep into hidden quarters of the Pentagon, NSA, and even the White House. Usually, the hacks aren't successful, but once in a while whoever it is gets into the computers they attack. I should tell you that we do consider it an attack -- this is Cyber War, an unstated war between nations that goes on around the clock. At least so far, no one's been shot."
Nancy said, "Just to remind you, we're in the game too, although as a country we don't admit it. If you recall, in mid-2010, it came out that the U.S. had partnered with Israel to create a computer worm called Stuxnet. It was malware that reported on various industrial processes, in particularly five Iranian organizations widely suspected to be part of a Uranium enrichment infrastructure. The worm was built to slow down their bomb building capabilities. The overall effort was part of an intelligence operation called 'Operation Olympic Games' that started in 2,006 and continues today."
Gene said, "We read that you are going to Moscow next week to give a concert and premiere your movie and Crystal Lee's movie. While you're there we want you to receive some highly classified information from a mole we have in the country. A mole we don't dare go near because they are so well placed. We can't take a chance on compromising them."
I asked, "Why not use some of your own people?" Based on what I'd heard so far, I thought I would have been a long shot and an unknown in pulling off something like what I imagined they wanted me to do.
Nancy reluctantly said, "A couple of reasons. Five of our agents were recently compromised, and we're not sure how much knowledge got out about our 'in country' people, or even the people we use that are routine visitors. Our normal couriers are too well known; we've known that for years and sometimes take advantage of it acting as if we don't. Anyway, to offset our uncertainty about what the Ruskies know, we thought we'd take advantage of you and your high visibility profile -- being a star and such. We believe that you would be above suspicion when it comes to Russian customs and immigration. Your purpose for being in the country is known by everybody in the country, and they wouldn't suspect any ulterior motive. You'd always be under scrutiny, if not by the secret police then by a bevy of fans."
Gene said, "Before we go further, are you willing to consider this job? It's a once and done operation."
I nodded, "So long as I don't have to dispatch anybody to do the job, the answer is 'Yes.' Go on."
Gene pulled out a battered iPod from his pocket with an attached set of well-worn earplugs. He handed it to me. "This is a normal Apple iPod, loaded with a particular set of music. There is a carbon copy of this little device in Russia right now; the only difference is that device contains about a terabyte of additional memory that by now is hopefully full of computer code and other documents we want to get our hands on. The other iPod has a small nick in the case about here, just so you can tell them apart." Gene pointed to the lower panel on the back of the chrome case.
Nancy started to speak, but stopped short when a couple of the band members left the rehearsal room, probably to go get something to eat. When they were out of earshot, she continued, "We're not exactly sure when or where the swap will take place, but while you are in Russia a woman will find you and you'll switch iPods with her. She may be able to just walk up and ask for the exchange, or it may need to be more cloak-and-dagger, maybe an exchange while she asks you for an autograph or something like that. She may speak; she may hand you a note which you should be sure to destroy. She may try to do this in secret or be amazingly open about it. The decisions will be hers, and we have no way now of confirming what she plans to do. Because of this uncertainty, you have to carry the iPod with you at all times while you are in country, and particularly after the exchange. Safeguard that data once you get it."
I asked, "Care to tell me what the data on her iPod will let us do?"
The two looked at each other. Nancy answered, "It'll let us build better firewalls to those hacks, as well as give us a couple of years leap on what their 'hack' plans are. There will also be some names of people involved in the operation that we might be able to convert or co-opt in some way to help us. For all we know, we might find some names of Americans who decided to help them in some way. It's a crazy world these days."
I pushed further, "I thought we were on good terms with the Russians."
Gene said, "Oh, we are, but they hedge their bets. The competition today is more economic than military, but it still goes on. For instance, we know they have tried to slow down our drug development programs related to cancer research so their own pharmaceutical companies can get a leg up in international markets."
I thought a minute and asked, "So, how will I know this mystery woman?"
Gene said, "Her name is Tanya Lebed -- a person nicknamed 'The Swan' because of how her surname translated from Russian into English." He handed me a photograph of the woman to look at, but reclaimed it after I had studied it for a minute. I'd been through this before; I tried to cement the image in my memory. Tanya was an attractive, mid-thirties woman who wore glasses and short auburn hair. She had a slightly nerdy look to her.
Gene hesitated for a moment before revealing another fly in the ointment. "There's a small problem. Tanya doesn't speak any English, and according to your records you don't speak Russian."
I grimaced.
Nancy asked, "Any idea how we can get around that problem? We have no ideas that wouldn't complicate the mission."
I quietly said, "I have Nadia, a young Russian housekeeper in Tennessee. She's fluid in English, but grew up in Russia. She has family there, but has told me repeatedly how glad she is to be out of that country."
Nancy said, "Can you trust her? If you can, bring her over. "
I thought about it before responding, "I guess we'll just have to see." I felt that Nadia would be intensely loyal to me, but some inner loyalty to her birth country might over ride my asking her to help me. I had faith.
"Give me the photograph," I said to Gene. "I'll need it to get Nadia on board and position her to help." He reluctantly complied.
I asked, "What if on the way out of the country, some border guard at the airport decided to listen to some songs on my iPod to be sure there's no contraband on it?"
Gene proudly smiled; I could tell he must have been the father of the technology in this operation. "They'll hear exactly what is on this iPod, about sixteen-gigabytes of mostly country music. It's our guess about your taste in music, but they won't be able to see any of the internal memory storage except for what Apple would normally provide; the rest is hidden. Even if the device is opened, it resembles a regular Apple iPod except for a couple of hidden chips between layers on the circuit boards."
I tried to think of other vital questions I should be asking, but none came to mind.
I told the pair, "I want to share this deal with Crystal Lee. She has to be part of this; otherwise, she may put our collective foot in it when I try to switch iPods; you know like blurting out something like, 'Wait, you mistakenly picked up each other's iPods.'"
Nancy said, "You do what you have to do to get that iPod back to us safely. We'll contact you after you're in a friendly country again. If we're not mistaken, your next concert on this tour after Moscow is in Dublin before you head home, right? Their Aviva Stadium, I believe. Gene and I already have tickets along with about fifty-thousand of our closest friends." She smiled warmly at me.
I nodded. "If there's some foul up who do I call? Any other bench depth here?"
"Call the embassy and ask for the 'Help Desk,' or else you can contact me at this number." Nancy handed me a business card. The name on the card said, "Lina Cornfurth, Interior Decorator." There was no address only a stateside telephone number with a Nashville area code and an email address for a company called 'cornfurthdecorating.com.' I put the card in my wallet. I knew the decorating operation would check out to any probing inquiries.

* * * * *I called Ellen after our Berlin concert. I caught Ellen, Nadia, and Claire in bed -- the same bed, playing together. I didn't go into any detail; I just explained to Ellen that I needed her to get Nadia to Berlin by the end of the day after next. That way, she'd connect with us and could accompany Crystal and me as part of our entourage. Ellen knew exactly how to set up complex travel arrangements, so I knew we'd see Nadia shortly.
Nadia left Nashville the next day about noon, flew to Philadelphia, caught a Lufthansa flight to Frankfurt, and another to Berlin. She walked into our hotel room about ten-thirty in the morning. She had a grin from ear to ear, and didn't even look jet lagged.
We all hugged and kissed, and welcomed her to our movie premiere-and-concert tour. As of yet, she was clueless as to why we'd brought her over. At that point, I explained that we needed someone who spoke Russian when we went to Moscow, and for the present that pacified her. I had to look for an opening when I could examine her loyalties and maybe open up about the situation to her.
A few hours later, the three of us sat naked in our master suite bedroom. Crystal, Nadia, and I had just made love, a favorite pastime of ours. Both women had those freshly fucked glows all over their naked bodies, and for that matter I probably did too. Nadia cuddled against me as I stroked her breasts. I didn't like what I had to do, but I thought the goal worthy.



"Nadia, I need to know something. If you could help the United States versus Russia, what would you do?"
She thought about the question, "It's hard to say. Give me a situation."
"You could stop people in Russia from slowing down and hurting people in the United States. Maybe for instance, help good drugs get to market faster -- all over the world."
Nadia spoke without hesitation, "Then I'd help your country. I know Russia wants to hurt the United States in many ways; I guess because of the life style there. I don't approve."
I spoke carefully; I didn't want to misrepresent what the situation was but I didn't want to give away too many details either, at least not at this point. "What I just described is a situation I have been asked to help with, to stop Russia from hurting worthy efforts in the U.S. I don't speak Russian, and one of the people I have to meet with inside Russia doesn't speak English, so without your help I would be at an impasse."
"Oh, on that basis, I definitely help you. I do anything to help you or Crystal ... or Ellen or Claire, and the others in our circle of friends. I put all of you before everything else."
"Why?"
Without equivocation she said, "Because I know you all love me the way I love you. People that love each other help one another without question."
I marveled at how she had so simplified things down to their bare essentials.
I described a simplified situation to Nadia, telling her only that a lovely woman had some information to give to us on her iPod, and so that she still had some country music to listen to we would give her my iPod. I showed her Tanya's photograph and asked her to memorize the face because we would not have the picture after that moment. I also showed the picture to Crystal.
Nadia studied Tanya's picture, even commenting on the likely region of the country she came from based on her facial bone structure and lips. When she handed the picture back to me, I put it in an ashtray on a bedside table, lit a match, and set fire to the photo. If Nadia hadn't thought about the secrecy and importance of the mission before, that single act demonstrated to her the criticality of our mission and the level of secrecy. When the flames died out, she knee-walked over to me, her breasts swaying in a most seductive way. She hugged me, almost in reassurance of her support.
"Thank you, Nadia." I gave her a hug back. I turned to my other lover and said, "Crystal, let's see whether we can give Nadia couple of more orgasms."

* * * * *Terry had arranged for a private Boeing 737 to fly our entire entourage, including band equipment from place to place in Europe, and in that case from Berlin to Moscow's Sheremetyevo International Airport. We touched down about eleven in the morning Moscow Standard Time, and taxied to the general aviation terminal where we were met by a customs and immigration team to check us into the country. A few of hours later, we were ensconced at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in downtown Moscow, a few steps from Red Square and near the Bolshoi Theater. Terry had reserved the entire top floor of the five-star hotel.
The last time I'd been in Russia, it had been the U.S.S.R., and I had not been invited, and if my presence had been detected, I would not have been welcomed. I crashed the party so to speak on a mission that also involved the CIA and the intelligence agencies of several other countries. The Soviet Union was falling apart and those in the know could see the power vacuum that would be left. There was a scramble to keep various known nuclear weapons out of the hands of terrorist organizations. Not all the teams were successful, but mine was.
I sent Nadia off to connect with some of her family for the first time in nearly two years since she'd come to the United States. I made sure that Terry got her a fist full of tickets to the movie premieres and the concert. We were making some of her wildest dreams come true by being able to reconnect with her family, and explain to them how she supported two important American celebrities. I promised her that Crystal and I would welcome a visit from any of them while we were in the city. I suggested she bring them to the premiere parties or to the greenroom at the concert.
Our first night, the Russian premiere ofPressure Limit drew a large crowd of tuxedoes and ball gowns. The sleek crowd watched the film with Russian voices dubbed over the film's dialogue. After we were introduced up on stage before the film, Jill Danes and I were able to find a room to join Nadia, Crystal, and George Rinard for conversation until the end of the film when we would return and field a few cinematic questions. Jill and I also anticipated a few questions on her kidnapping and my rescue of her in Nicaragua.
As I looked out at the audience from up on stage, I scanned the audience for the face of Tanya Lebed, but I saw no 'swans' in the audience. In my pocket, I carried my iPod, ready at a moment's notice for a switch of any kind. I had even practiced palming the device in several ways, to give it away or to receive another surreptitiously. I involved Crystal in my practice too. We talked about how a switch might be made in a ladies room more safely than in public.
Our half hour onstage after the movie went predictably and gave me even more time to study the faces in the audience. The premiere party was in the theater, so everyone moved to the lobby areas for champagne, caviar, and other hors d'oeuvres. Afterwards, two limousines arrived to drive our contingent back to our hotel.
Nadia, Crystal, and I got into the first shiny black limousine, a luxury car instead of a stretch vehicle; I sat in front. Terry, George, and Jill got in the second car. The driver secured the doors, and got behind the steering wheel. As we pulled away from the theater, I had a chance to study the driver in the bright lights around the theater. My back stiffened. The driver turned out not to be a man as he appeared, but a woman in disguise.
The driver was Tanya Lebed.
I wondered, 'How do you start a conversation with someone who doesn't speak your language, nor you theirs. How do you suggest you trade iPods with her?'
I had a simple approach that involved one word, her name. I said aloud, "Tanya?"
The pretty driver turned to me and broadly smiled. "Da." A string of Russian immediately followed that instantly defied my abilities.
Nadia, leaned forward from the back seat, and the two started an animated conversation to which Crystal and I were not privileged. I smiled at the many possibilities their conversation could take.
Nadia finally turned to me from her kneeling position behind the front seats; "Tanya is most pleased to meet you and Crystal. She got this special job as your chauffeur for the days you are in Moscow, so you will see her all the time you are here. The company that hired her wants her to stay close by us in case we suddenly decide to go to somewhere. She can also give wonderful tours of the city and countryside if we wish."
Now, those words were not at all what I expected. I nodded to Tanya and gave her a smile I hoped she interpreted as my pleasure in what she had arranged.
Crystal asked, "How is she supposed to stay available for us? Where will she be?"
Nadia and Tanya traded Russian phrases before Nadia says, "She sleep in this car with her telephone until you need her."
Crystal said, "Nonsense. Tell her we want her to come up to our suite at the hotel. We will find her somewhere comfortable to sleep."
Tanya looked into her rearview mirror, clearly gaging Crystal's sincerity. A few words followed in Russian. Nadia translated, "She thank you and is very grateful she doesn't have to sleep in the car. She wondered if she would get any sleep, and she worried about her safety alone in a vehicle in this city late at night."
I turned to Nadia; "Ask Tanya whether she likes country music, and if she has an iPod?" An exchange of words was made.
Tanya turned to me and pulled an iPod from her pocket as we drove slowly through the city streets. She handed it to me. As we drove under a streetlight, I saw the telltale identifying nick on the back of the music player. I pocketed her iPod and handed the one that had been in my pocket all day back to her. She slipped it away, and gave me a subtle smile. At least, this part of the mission had been completed.

* * * * *I insisted that the valet at the Ritz handle the limousine, making sure to keep it available for us to use at any time. I tipped him generously in case anyone asked. I allowed Tanya to follow behind us carrying a couple of bags she'd had in the trunk; the proper station for a servant, and I knew we both wanted to keep up pretenses. Anyone watching would think this a routine entourage driven in with their servant, who they kindly invited to stay somewhere in the hotel. My eyes roamed the sidewalk and lobby areas for prying eyes, but I found none.
Once the door to our suite was shut, Tanya gestured for us to be quiet. She produced a small electronic device and walked throughout the suite, waving the device through the air repeatedly, particularly near lamps, telephones, and wall hangings. I knew the routine because I had done a less sophisticated version of it years earlier; she was sweeping for bugs and hidden cameras.
After fifteen minutes and a thorough search, she spoke with Nadia who in turn translated, "The room is clean."
I invited Tanya, Nadia, and the others to sit in a circle and chat. Tanya chatted idly with Nadia who occasionally shared something interesting. I asked about Tanya's regular job and family, but all she would say is she worked with computers and her family had roots in the Ukraine, near Kiev.
Crystal and Jill wandered off together, and returned later modeling some of the sleekest lingerie I'd ever seen. As they sashayed into the room, Crystal narrated about Jill's peignoir, and then Jill repeated the effort about Crystal's teddy with a gauze skirt. Jill's outfit was a nearly transparent black thigh length jacket with a single tie between her gorgeous and very visible breasts; she wore matching thigh high black stockings with about four inches of frilly lace at the top. Over her pussy she wore a small and lacy matching thong with a subtle red heart just over her mons. Crystal's teddy was white lace against a sheer white background that allowed the skin to show through, and she'd put on her pearls to match. The little outfit hugged her torso with two belts of white satin, one just under her breasts that clearly showed through the material, and the other around her waist. The small silk panties she wore did little to hide her cleft.
I could hear Tanya's breath suck in as Jill and Crystal came into the room. She muttered a few things in Russian I doubted needed translation. Her eyes lit up, and she couldn't take her eyes off the three women. Nadia had started to drool; she rose and went to Crystal; they kissed passionately with their tongues visibly searching out the passion in each other.
Nadia turned to Tanya with a stream of Russian. I tried to guess the content of the interchange. Nadia went back to kissing Crystal, and then she nudged Crystal to Terry. Crystal settled into Terry's lap, and he immediately started kissing her and feeling her breasts. Jill came to me and duplicated the action.
Nadia whispered with Crystal, and then she grabbed Tanya's hand, pulled her up, and led her into our bedroom. I could hear the trio giggling through the open door, but Jill had most of my attention.
Just when my curiosity about Crystal, Nadia, and Tanya reached a peak, the three of them came into the living room of the suite. Tanya wore four-inch spike heels on a pair of gorgeous legs that were visible up past her hip. She wore an 'open shelf' black teddy with white trim. The shelf displayed a pair of unenhanced round breasts with excited nipples centered on glowing maroon areolas. The teddy stretched down into her crotch; however, when she turned around to show us the back, there was none; just a couple of simple straps to help hold the garment to her front.
Nadia's teddy, if you could call it that, consisted of a series of leather straps mostly emanating from her pussy in three directions up her front. Separate leather straps crossed horizontally across her front. Nadia's naked breasts hung through openings in the network of straps that wove from between her breasts and attached to a silver studded dog collar. She too wore her spike heels to accent her legs. When she turned, I felt myself harden to at least an eight, because Nadia's sweet and very naked ass showed in its tight taut splendor.
Nadia came and kissed me, allowing Jill and me to fondle her breasts. She then went to Terry and Crystal. Tanya stood in the middle of the room uncertain what to do. I could see where she might have been dared to participate in a costume show, but now she wasn't certain what to do with the open displays of sexuality and affection.
I held my arms open to Tanya, indicating that she would be welcome to come to me. She studied me for a moment, and I could only guess the struggle and decisions going on in her head. She walked over to me and stood where I could touch her.
I whispered to Jill, "Let me attend to this for a moment. I think it'll be worth our time." Jill nodded, rose from my lap, and nudged me to Tanya.
I stood and welcomed Tanya into my arms; I did not maul her body as I think she expected. I kissed her tenderly, and we studied each other's faces. Tanya had beautiful blue-green eyes that were about the size of saucers over what had transpired in the past five minutes. I kissed her again, and this time I felt the tip of her tongue trace partway over my lips. I returned the favor, and soon we were French kissing and enjoying each other's flavors. We made out for a few minutes, and I started to run my fingers up each side of her body, tracing the skin on her sides left revealed by the teddy. The passion with which she kissed measurably increased.
I hummed into one of our kisses, and then Tanya whispered to me in Russian. She took my hand and led it to one of her exposed breasts. By my motions and kisses, I tried to let her know I would take good care of her, and that I would make her happy when we made love. There might have been a language barrier, but there was not a communication barrier. We read each other perfectly. The trajectory of the rest of the evening had been clearly established. She smiled at me as I started to gently massage her breast in an erotic way.
Across the room, Nadia had stripped her revealing leather straps off, and had ingested Terry's cock. Terry leaned to his side on the sofa so he could pull the crotch of Crystal's teddy aside and perform cunnilingus on her. Each of them moaned in sexual satisfaction.
Behind me, Jill shed her peignoir, keeping on the high heels she wore. She seemed to read Tanya's emotions, because after she was naked she came up behind the Russian woman, embraced her from the back, and started to kiss her shoulders and neck. Tanya reached behind her with one arm and used it to touch Jill's nude body and urge her advances. With the other, Tanya reached down to the bulge in my pants. We were on the same wavelength.
I started to kiss Tanya's neck and other exposed skin as my hands joined Jill's in caressing and romancing our new Russian friend. We both whispered to her in soft romantic tones; occasionally she would say something back to us before intimately touching us in some way. Slowly, I untied the small satin straps that helped the sexy teddy cling to her beautiful body. Not only was our friend a computer geek and chauffeur; she also could pass as a fashion model.
When the last of Tanya's teddy fell from her body, she started to unbutton my shirt and simultaneously unbuckle the belt to my jeans. I helped the process, aided by Jill who pulled my boots off. When I was nude, I pulled Jill and Tanya to me and kissed the two of them with palpable sexual lust. Tanya dropped to her knees and proved to me that blowjobs can be just as enjoyable in a foreign country as they are at home. She brought me from a 'seven' up to a 'ten' in record time.
Jill nudged Tanya and me to the sofa. I sat and lay back, and Tanya mounted me cowgirl style. I could suck and fondle her breasts, and from the looks on her face this is exactly what she wanted. We could also kiss passionately as we made love. Jill came around the back of the sofa, and ended with her pussy just above my face where I could look up and lap at her sweet cunt.
To my surprise, and with no prompting, Tanya leaned way over me so she too could lap at Jill's pussy. We fucked, felt, and tasted like this for a few minutes before I realized how strenuous it must be for Tanya. I nudged her off, and then had her lie down on the sofa the long way. I had plenty of room to reenter her body with her legs over my own, a modified missionary position. Jill mounted Tanya's face, dropping her tasty cunt right onto her tongue. Tanya pulled Jill's pussy lips to her lips as I started to fuck Tanya again. This seemed to work for all of us.
With the creative use of my fingers, I brought Tanya to a couple of orgasms. She broke us apart and insisted that I fuck Jill. The two changed placed so I was fucking Jill as Tanya sat on her face with her eyes closed and a look of eternal bliss on her face. Tanya and I could kiss, and I kept pinching and twisting her nipples, watching the surprised looks of pleasure sweep over her as I did.
Nadia appeared next to Tanya, and the two girls kissed. After a brief exchange, Nadia said to me, "Tanya would like you to cum in her pussy. She is on the pill so no worry, but she would really like to experience you to the most. I talked to her earlier too about what a great lover you are." Nadia kissed me, and I could taste Crystal on her lips. She went back to the other sofa.
Jill had heard Nadia's comments; she nodded to me; "Bring me off a couple of times, and then you can work your magic on Tanya. Create another 'Mellon Girl,' as though there aren't enough of us already in the world." Jill stuck her head back between Tanya's legs, as I made a few extra hard thrusts into the movie star.
After I set off Jill's fireworks a couple of times, she pulled away and rearranged us again, this time with Tanya above my prone form. Jill went over to help the other women gang up on Terry.
I whispered sweet nothings to Tanya, and she talked back to me in sweet Russian words. We both knew exactly what the other was communicating. Tanya came again, and then she got impatient for me to cum. I smiled at her, and motioned that now I would bring her to a big orgasm. We started to gyrate and pound into each other. The noise of our bodies slapping together permeated the room and obliterated all other sound. We became the only two people in the universe, and we were intent on delivering maximum pleasure to each other.
I drove a finger partway into Tanya's rosebud. She'd been so close to the edge that was all it took to push her over into a strong climax. A digit from my other hand jammed into her cunt with my cock as my thumb strummed her clit. I had turned Tanya's focused orgasm into a skyrocket that exploded across the night sky in magnificent brilliance. She let loose a stream of Russian, and I had a rough guess what it meant. Her eyes had locked on mine with a mix of love and lust.
The motion of our bodies together, the feel of Tanya's spasms deep within her, and a quest for my own pleasure, came together in my own orgasm. I pushed up into Tanya's downward grinding cunt as my cock started to fire off bullets of my semen deep inside her breathtaking body. I pulsed and pulsed, longer than usual, signaling to me how much this woman I couldn't talk with had reached my soul.



I fell back as the pleasure passed, and Tanya fell atop me, her breasts crushing into my chest and she kissed me again and again. I responded in kind. We remained coupled for a long time although we could both feel my juices seeping from her vagina around my cock and dripping onto my groin.
I never did go completely soft. We just started to move our bodies again, and as we did I got harder and harder, until we were again in a full-scale fuck. Having come only moments before, I wasn't too sure I'd be of much utility, but that assumption proved false. I brought Tanya to a couple more climaxes, and then we shared another skyrocket, and I filled her even further with more man juice.
This time in our afterglow, I knew I was done for a while. Jill surprised me by sneaking up behind Tanya and whipping my nearly flaccid cock from her pussy and cleaning me, before she lapped some of my juice from Tanya. Tanya's eyes were big as Jill lapped at her cunt, and she looked at me with the look of a very naughty young girl pleased with herself for what she was doing. She bit her lower lip and smiled at the same time.
I flipped Tanya over on her back and gave her space on the sofa so Jill could operate more effectively. I knelt beside Tanya and stroked her clit between assaults by Jill. I joined Jill in eating some of Tanya's freshly fucked pussy.
Jill brought a load of my cum and Tanya's juices up to Tanya's mouth and pantomimed a kiss. Tanya giggled, and shook her head 'No.' Jill made a theatrical display of swallowing the load, and then kissed Tanya. This time, Tanya did French kiss with Jill; I knew she could taste at least some of the residue of our lovemaking.
I joined Tanya in watching the sex show on the other side of the room. Terry's long prong pistoned into Nadia's pussy as she lay back with Crystal's cunt in her face as Crystal and Terry kissed passionately. At that instant, Nadia fired off a 'Big O,' and Terry filled her cunt with his juice. Crystal had a sympathetic reaction and came too. The trio collapsed together in a pile of happy bodies, tongues, and sex juices.
After a few minutes, Jill pulled Tanya and me to our feet, and led us into one of the bedrooms. The three of us collapsed into bed, the women on either side of me, and soon we were fast asleep.
Beside me on the bedside table lay the iPod that I had to smuggle into the west in two days time.
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read the Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia live together. Jim finished his first movie, enjoyed several orgies with his leading lady and rescued her when she got kidnapped in Nicaragua to great media acclaim. Later, the press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during the road trip, but Crystal and Jim managed the news, revealed the truth, and the story faded away quickly. In the course of the baby story, the pair met Edie, the sexy reporter who deduced Jim's parenthood, and they bring her back to Nashville for further loving romps before they leave on a concert tour. Billy, their bandleader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being a high-end escort even sharing some details. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. During a concert in London, Jim receives a blackmail note. He hires a private detective to help search for the culprit, and hence meets Margo. The musical and movie entourage moves to Paris for the next concert and movie premieres. Ultimately, Jim and Margo fly back to London, joining the Mile High Club en route, confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat to Jim. After leaving Margo and one of the suspects more than satisfied, the tour and premieres continue. In Berlin, some CIA agents ask Jim to do a special task in Moscow; swap iPods with a mole and bring the iPod with the secret data on it back to the west.

Crystal Clear Ch. 17Getting out of Russia and a sex-filled thank you
The Moscow concert and premiere of Crystal's filmThe Naked Truth had gone off without a hitch. The worry I'd felt over those events before paled in comparison with the angst I felt over having to check out of the country with Russian immigration and customs carrying a contraband iPod with a terabyte of highly classified Russian data on it.
I tried to calm myself by recalling one of the missions I'd had in Russia when I was a Green Beret. My squad had done a HALO drop into the edge of the country from a NATO plane flying along the Finnish border. We'd commandeered a vehicle, traveled five hundred miles, 'kidnapped' a particular and willing nuclear physicist without anyone being the wiser, and returned to the border with Finland and slipped out of the country with our prize. Somehow, recalling that danger didn't make me feel any better about my current situation. Both were fraught with bad consequences if caught.
Tanya, the pretty computer geek who had passed the device to me hung around with us the rest of our stay in Moscow serving as our chauffeur. She didn't seem to be troubled in the least by the transfer of Russian data to the Americans and the people they would share it with. Tanya enjoyed playing chauffeur for us, complete with a black suit, crisp white shirt, and black tie, probably because when she wasn't chauffeuring she hung backstage with us, or else we were at the hotel and probably in some type of sexual situation that brought her many orgasms and took her to places she'd never been. She took to our group sex romps like a duck to water.
Our second afternoon in Moscow, after a fun-filled morning, Nadia translated that Tanya had discovered her sexuality all in one night with me ... and with Jill ... and that morning with Crystal, Nadia, and Terry. I worried we might have created a monster slut who would do herself in, but Nadia talked to her about my concern, and Tanya reassured us she knew what she was doing, and had no plans to go further with her group activities. This was a 'one off' as the British would say.
The last night in country, Tanya asked to be with me at the end of the evening and to sleep next to me. The other women had no problem with sharing me, so Terry ended in bed with three horny women, and I had a horny and very loving Tanya.
We made sweet love well into the wee hours of the morning. We were in the living room with the others. Tanya liked being able to look around and see the lurid sex going on across the room. I could tell it inspired her and turned her on.
When we called it quits and went to sleep, we were covered in sexual fluids, not only from each other, but also from some of the others that came over to 'visit' with us during the evening's events. Neither Tanya nor I wanted to break the mood, so we didn't bathe; we just slipped into bed and enjoyed the wantonness of being sexually aware and odoriferous.
In the morning, we made love again, and I knew that my leaving would tug at Tanya's heart. We'd both grown attachments to each other in the three days we'd been together. We shared a shower, packed up our clothing, and gear, and prepared to leave the suite.
Tanya had dressed in her chauffeur's suit and looked pretty and crisp. Before she put on the cap that made her 'official', she called Nadia over as she stood in front of my. She kissed me very tenderly on my lips and whispered something like, 'Yellubeedyumteedem' to me in a very sexy voice. Nadia whispered to me, "She just told you she loved you."
I kissed Tanya back, and said, "I love you. I hope our paths cross again. If you can, and you are ever near come and find me -- anywhere in the world." Nadia translated. Tanya's face screwed up to almost a sob and tears, but she blinked them back, kissed me again, put on her cap, turned and walked out the door of the suite to retrieve the limousine that she'd drive us to the airport in. We never touched or talked again after that; all our actions became very 'official' and formal.
We unloaded the luggage onto a large pushcart, and rolled it into the airport. With only a longing look and a nod between us, Tanya got back into the car and drove away. I hoped I'd see her again. Crystal read my yearning and came and put an arm around me in sympathy.
The Boeing 737 sat at the general aviation facility at airport. Terry had arranged for the customs and immigration people to meet our group in the small, noncommercial facility, and check us out of the country. My heart was in my throat, and Crystal went out of her way to say a few comforting and calming things to me. We had agreed that I would take the fall if for any reason we got stopped. Crystal, Nadia, and no one else in our contingent were to own up to anything other than complete ignorance if I were stopped and arrested carrying the contraband iPod.
We took turns laying our luggage on the standard conveyor belt that took the luggage through an x-ray machine. I wondered if all Crystal and Nadia's teddies would show up the way they had a few nights earlier in our living room. That would excite the Russian guards.
One by one, each of us emptied our pockets and went through the scanner as well. In a small plastic tray with my wallet, keys to my motorcycle, some breath mints, and cell phone, sat the iPod with the ear buds attached to it. I added my belt atop the pile, trying to be as casual about the situation as I could.
Everything rolled into the magical x-ray machine, the machine I was sure would spot the unusual internal configuration of the iPod, make them open it, find the contraband chips, examine them, find they contained classified information, and lead to my lifetime tenure in a Russian prison where some guy twice my size and with ten times the muscle would decide I would be his 'girlfriend' for the duration of his life sentence. I wondered if I could get swapped for some political prisoner before that happened.
I went through the body scanner, and got waved through by a bored looking young man in uniform. On the other side of the x-ray device, all the bins arrived with no questions, including the one with the iPod. I breathed more easily for a minute. I put my belt and shoes back on, and haphazardly stuffed everything back into my pockets. I put the iPod in the breast pocket of my jean's jacket, with the ear buds just out of the pocket as though I would be listening to it later.
Across at the other machine, one of the security men became over interested in two of the electric guitars. Our guitarist had them out of the case, and tried to explain to the Russian guards how they worked. I gestured to Nadia who had already cleared through, to see whether she could assist in translation. She went over and introduced herself, and then a three-way conversation started. Soon, things seemed to get cleared up, so Nadia came back to her bags.
I waited at the door, for Crystal and the others to finish clearing through before walking out to the aircraft, when I heard my name called by one of the guards.
"Mr. James Mellon."
I stepped forward to identify myself to two uniformed men wearing side arms: one older and senior, and the other a younger aide.
"Mr. Mellon, could you come with me for a minute?" The senior man's command left little wiggle room. My heart sank, and I prepared for the worst. I had been taught how to resist hostile interrogations and even torture, and I tried to recall all the finer points of that Special Forces class.
The senior guard and another slightly younger guard escorted me down a short hallway into a small conference room. I stood and wondered what would happen next. I felt my knees knocking together.
The senior man slowly opened a briefcase that had been on the table. I felt sure the case contained handcuffs and leg-irons. From the briefcase, he pulled ... copies of two of my CDs:The Naked Truth andTexas Dawn. He put them down in front of me with a Sharpie pen lookalike. My brain couldn't grapple with the situation; this didn't compute.
I a pleasing voice, the older guard said, "Mr. James Mellon, forgive me for interrupting your journey, but my family, particularly my teenage daughter, is a very big fan of your music. When I told her your plane came in she gave me these albums and asked for me to see if you could sign them to her with your signature?"
I broke into a huge grin. Holy shit, I had been so wrong about what was going on. I blinked back tears of relief as I spoke; "Oh, yes. I love to have fans, and I am privileged to autograph them to her. What is her name?"
He told me, "Katrina. In English, you spell like K-A-T-R-I-N-A."
I picked up the pen and pulled out the paper insert on each CD. I autographed each album insert for the teen, reassembled the CDs, and passed them back to the senior guard.
I turned to the other man. He produced a clean piece of paper, and spoke Russian to the senior whom in turn laughed aloud and explained, "He, too, has teen girl in love with you. Her name is Ivy -- I-V-Y." I did a large scrawling autograph diagonally across the sheet of paper, added a little heart, and handed it and the pen to him. He broke into a large smile and bowed to me in thanks.
Both men thanked me, and we walked back into the public terminal area to my great relief, and no doubt to the relief of Crystal and Nadia who had watched me disappear after being summoned by the two men. I just smiled and nodded at the girls who both tried to act nonchalant and unmoved by the incident. When I got near Crystal, I whispered, "Autographs for their daughters." We both sighed.
Some baggage handlers came and collected the band instruments and luggage, took it out to the plane, and helped load the forward cargo hold. As they were working the rest of us filed out the door, walked across the tarmac, and climbed the steps into the plane. Crystal and Nadia immediately pulled me to the back of the plane into a particularly plush seating area. Beyond that lay a cushy bedroom we'd probably use for the trans-oceanic part of our trip back to Nashville by way of Iceland.
We could hear the door to the plane close a few minutes later, and felt the change in pressure as the plane's own air pressure management system took over. Each engine spooled up. Out the window beside me, I saw two linemen waving red batons indicating the plane could turn and taxi to the active runway.
The pretty flight attendant came back and made a brief safety announcement, not near as detailed as what happens on a regular commercial flight in the U.S. Ten minutes later, we climbed through ten thousand feet and headed west to Dublin, our next and last stop on our tour. Crystal started to talk about the iPod, but I held my hand up and shook my head. For all I knew, the plane had been bugged in our absence, and a dozen ears could be listening to everything we said -- listening close enough to force the plane to turn around and land.
I got up and went forward to the cockpit. The pilot and first officer welcomed me, and I shook both their hands. At my request, the pilot showed me the route we'd use to traverse the 1,750 miles: we'd fly over Riga, Copenhagen, the North Sea, Blackpool, and the Irish Sea, to get to Dublin. I figured we'd be out of Russian airspace in about an hour, and only then would I start to breathe more easily.

* * * * *When I got to the back of the aircraft and flopped down in my seat, Crystal came and sat in my lap. She whispered in my ear, "I know just what you need right now, a fine massage from a couple of really horny women who passed up a night with you so you could spend time with a beautiful and loving Russian girl. Now, you have to pay us back." She pulled me up, and with a little nudge from Nadia, pushed me into the stateroom at the rear of the aircraft. Nadia shut and locked the door behind her.
Crystal said, "Nadia and I want to join the Mile High Club, which will be even better because we are about seven miles high right now, or rather we will be when we're fucking." She started to undo my shirt, as Nadia worked on my pants.
I wondered how many other corporate executives who flew in this plane had gotten a fabulous piece of ass or two in the cushy bed. I bet the number was a lot higher than people would even speculate. I noticed the box of tissues strategically placed by the headboard, as well as a couple of towels and wash clothes within easy reach. Whoever outfitted this plane knew what they were doing.
"Oh, shit." Nadia inhaled my cock all the way down her throat in one sudden move I didn't anticipate. She looked up at me with her big eyes that were crinkled at the corner, betraying a smile if she didn't have me suction-locked inside her mouth. She started to do some of the same amazing gymnastics with her mouth and throat that Margo had used on me when she fellated me -- twisting, grinding, humming, vocalizing, sucking, and mouthing, in very nonstandard ways. Margo had shown Crystal, and all I could think of was that she passed on the techniques to Nadia with Terry one of the past nights.
Crystal knelt beside her, and as Nadia pulled off, the two women started to share my rod between them. At one point, the two of them mouthed on either side of my cock, adding copious amounts of saliva and simultaneously moved up and down together; the sensation was like getting blowjobs from both women simultaneously.
At a pause, we all got on the bed. I had Nadia sixty-nine with me just so I could closely examine the nicest ass in the world -- so tight, so well shaped, so kissable, so fuckable. I dove my tongue into Nadia's pussy with great gusto. I got a little moan of pleasure as my reward from her.
Nadia and Crystal were doing wonderful things to my dick at my middle with hands and mouths. Before I'd learned some of the techniques of Tantric sex and sexual control, I would have cum after only a minute or two of their ministrations. Now, I usually could savor the pleasure as long as I wanted before allowing my release.
Crystal and Nadia changed places. I marveled at the fabulous medley of pussy tastes I'd experienced in the past weeks: Margo, Caroline, Nadia, Tanya, Jill, and Crystal. Each woman was unique and delicious, a five-star meal of sexual juices and tastes served up in the most beautiful pussies a man could imagine. Just the thought made me harden further as Crystal deep throated me. I drove my fingers into her cunt to remind her I had her best interests at heart.
Crystal rose up more vertically so she and Nadia could kiss. Crystal guided my cockhead to Nadia's dripping pussy. I felt the small Russian girl shimmy down my shaft very slowly, millimeter by millimeter, using small vaginal contractions and microscopic up and down motions all the way along the journey onto my shaft. She took over two minutes before she ground her pubic bone against mine, her clitoris between us sending high voltage electric signals throughout her body. When I blindly reached my hand to strum Nadia's clit, I found Crystal's hand already there and doing a far better job than I could because of the angle.
Nadia had an inexhaustible supply of female ejaculate. When conditions were right and the stimulus hit all the right spots around her nether region, she would uncontrollable emit a stream of girl juice with varying pressures and distances achieved. Crystal slid from my mouth to the space beside me so she could focus on Nadia. Crystal's hand became a blur, and she started to implore Nadia to cum -- to squirt wildly over us. Nadia let go, as though she controlled herself. A wild stream of clear juice sprayed from her body all over Crystal, me, and the bed. Nadia screamed, her sounds lost in the hum of the jet's engines and the bedding. Crystal and I both lapped wildly at the effluent, a testament to how good Nadia tasted.
"Oh, someone please fuck me ... hard. I need some cock." Nadia pleaded.
I flipped Nadia around onto her stomach, yanked her midsection into the air, and drove my titanium cock into her cunt. She yelled, "THAT'S IT. JUST WHAT I WANT." I wondered if the pilots had heard her over the din of the aircraft noise. Crystal slithered under Nadia so she could first suck on her breasts, but then so she could strum her clit some more. From the angle, Nadia could bend down and perform cunnilingus on Crystal. I heard Crystal's plaintive cry as Nadia's tongue hit pay dirt.
A few mind bending orgasms later, and the girls changed places, with me plowing into Crystal's cunt from behind her as Nadia did sexually exciting things from underneath us.
We hit a little clear air turbulence, just enough to create some steady bumps in the cabin. The occasion seemed to tilt me over the edge; I blasted my cum into Crystal's pussy just as she came in a big way. As I did, a lightning bolt of pleasure ripped through my body from toes to head. I could tell Crystal shared a similar rip roaring experience.
We lay in a pile for quite a few minutes, panting and smiling with sexual satisfaction at each other. I wondered how we'd clean up until Crystal reminded me there was a tiny shower just off the bedroom, the kind of thing I'd seen in motorhomes. Unfortunately, it could only hold one person at a time. I got elected to go first as I had been drenched in Nadia's juices. I dried off in the bedroom so one of the girls could go next. I'd felt the plane start its slow descent into Dublin, so I dressed and exited the bedroom, leaving the tight space to the two women.
It took a long time for the plane to drop down from 37,000 feet to 5,000 feet, and the start of vectors for the Dublin airport. Only then did the girls appear and drop into their seats with that freshly fucked look on their face -- even a little more than when I'd left them thirty minutes earlier. I gave them each a look that posed a question.



Crystal sheepishly smiled and said, "We got side tracked. We both wanted to taste more of each other."
Nadia added with a self-satisfied look, "And have more big climaxes."
I looked a little put out apparently because Crystal said, "Don't worry, we'll make it up to you later." I figured I'd take her up on that promise.
Jill woke up from the nap she'd been in the entire trip. She'd heard the last of the interchange. She asked, "Did I miss something?"
Crystal and Nadia simultaneously said, "And how."

* * * * *After checking into the Four Seasons in downtown Dublin, Crystal, Nadia, and I walked around downtown, stopping at the Kings Inn pub for a late lunch and a pint. Back at the hotel in the late afternoon, we took a swim in the beautiful hotel pool and sat in the hot tub. Since we were in public, we had to behave ourselves.
We had room service bring us some snacks before going to the Dublin Cineworld for the premiere ofThe Naked Truth. George Rinard was supposed to have flown to meet us from Paris, but Crystal and Terry both had messages from him telling that he had some flu and wouldn't be coming. Crystal didn't seem the least bit worried about carrying the event herself; she'd been solo in Russia, so this would be nothing new.
About seven, we got into our formal duds -- my tuxedo, and evening gowns for Jill, Nadia, and Crystal. Terry needed only a nice business suit. Our limousine dropped us at the Cineworld's special Red Carpet right at seven-thirty, and we spent twenty minutes doing interviews with various magazines and TV shows, as we inched along the carpet. Crystal was the star that night, so I played her date. Nadia, Jill, and I often stood to the side watching Crystal shine in one of the interviews. I realized how proud I was of this woman who had turned my entire life upside down two years earlier. My heart actually palpitated with love and desires for her.
The photographs of Nadia, Jill, and me standing off to the side would reveal little to even the most astute eye. We were just good friends accompanying our star-studded friend to her movie premiere. A really careful analysis might have revealed an unusual lump in my pants. The cause of the lump stemmed from Nadia's whispered a vivid description of the half hour she and Crystal had spent together during the plane's descent that morning. I felt love and desire for Nadia too -- my little sexpot. Before leaving the hotel, I hadn't failed to note that her formal dress hugged her ass tightly, proving to the world that she had the nicest butt in the world. I caught several photographers taking snapshots of that world wonder too.
Jill had listened to Nadia's description of her time alone with Crystal. She declared in a whisper, "That's the last time I ever go to sleep around you guys. You had too much fun. I want to get laid in that aircraft bedroom all the way back to the U.S." Jill gave me an optimistic and lecherous look.
I responded, "I'll see what I can arrange." I licked my lips in a sensuous manner, and Jill rolled her eyes to heaven.
The premiere went off flawlessly, as did the public appearance on stage, and the start of the post-movie party. I circulated for a little at the party, and then opted for a glass of expensive French wine, a Sancere from the Loire Valley, and a quiet spot on the edge of the room.
The kiss on my lips caught me by surprise because the woman swept in from my side without warning. Now, when kissed, I respond in kind -- maybe with surprise, but I always return the favor without reservation. I made no exception. Whoever it was insisted on adding a little tongue on the edge of the kiss.
Nancy Martin pulled away from me but continued to hold onto my arms. She said, "I wanted to do that to you the first time we met. You are more exciting to kiss than I ever dreamed."
I sized up the pretty woman from the CIA. Tonight, she wore a formal cocktail dress that hugged her tight body even more tightly than Nadia's dress fit her. For a few seconds, I thought it might have been spray painted on her torso. Nancy's best asset, besides her trim figure, had to have been her perfectly formed breasts that were mostly on display at the northern edge of her cocktail dress, probably with the help of an uplifting bra. I studied the globes for an extra second as I scanned her body; my focus was not unobserved by her. I got a smile, and apparently a brownie point to paying attention to the right things in life.
I nodded my thanks, "Well, although your kiss caught me by surprise, I haven't been so pleasantly surprised in ages. Would you care to do that again?" I loved to taunt authority, and here was a perfect opportunity with this pretty government agent.
Nancy leaned into my arms, put her face up to mine, and we kissed again -- the kind of kiss that is a long, slow, smolder of increasing heat and sexuality. Near the end, I felt her tongue dart into my mouth again in a sexy move.
As we pulled apart, I said, "Tease."
She responded with a smirk, "Try me."
We both laughed at her flaunt.
I said to her, "I have something in my pocket you might like. Do you want it now?"
Nancy feigned shock, "In front of all these people? Why Mr. Mellon, you are a devil in disguise." She looked down at the lump in my pants that her hot kisses had amplified.
I whispered, "I meant the iPod." I hadn't intended the double entendre, but realized the come-on had been more than appreciated.
She whispered, "A little later. If you haven't noticed, I have only one place to put it, and it would sort of show." She glanced down at her cleavage in case I'd missed the nuance.
"I thought secret agents always carried a gun, and I can only guess where yours might be."
"Would you like to search me and see whether your premise is accurate? I bet I could make it fun for you. I even do 'nasty.' If you don't find a gun there, perhaps you could put yours there."
"Why, Miss Martin, in front of all these people? You must be the devil incarnate." I gave her a sly glance.
Nancy brought a touch of the real world in, "Why, what would your girlfriend Crystal say?"
I laughed aloud and in a low voice told her, "She'd say, please bring you home so we could all play together."
Nancy's eyebrows rotated rather high on her forehead. "Do you think I play with girls?"
"Yes."
"Wow, you are insightful."
Nadia stood about ten feet away talking to a distinguished looking older gentleman that seemed mesmerized by Nadia's rack that shimmied and shook every time she gestured or moved, and she was gesturing and moving a lot. I glanced in her direction pulling Nancy's eyes over with mine. I said, "That's Nadia. She's also with me tonight. She's also a good playmate, just like Crystal."
A few feet in the other direction, Jill stood talking to a man who looked like Merlin the Magician, except in a tuxedo. He too appeared captivated by the horny movie star and her shimmering breasts. I gestured and said, "That's Jill. She's also with me tonight, and she plays well with others and does nasty -- a whole lot of nasty."
I spied Terry talking to three beautifully clad women, each sexier than the next. I nodded to Terry and said to Nancy, "That's our agent Terry. He's with us too. He can go on and on and on in ways that every woman would find so pleasing."
Nancy smiled and said, "I saw Crystal's spread inPlayboy magazine; she has a lot to offer that I'd find interesting."
"I think so too," I ventured.
"Nadia and Jill are beautiful, and I can hardly wait to become much better friends with Terry. How does one begin to play with you guys?"
"Stay close. You're motivated plus I have something you want."
"In more ways than one."
"Let me introduce you to Crystal, Jill, Nadia, and Terry."
I escorted Nancy across the room to where Crystal stood at the center of a circle of men. Crystal had dressed more demurely this evening, leaving the displays of body and skin to Nadia and Jill. Although Crystal was taller, Nadia could wear some of her clothes.
Crystal lit up with pleasure as Nancy and I joined their circle. The men in the circle now had a luscious pair of breasts to ogle instead of just the pretty face on a country singer and movie star.
"Crystal, this is my friend Nancy that I met in Berlin. I just thought you two should meet." Crystal seemed to be reading my signals, plus Nancy's flamboyant dress violated her sense of what a CIA agent should look like. She smiled.
I went a little further; "She'd seen your Christmas edition photos and had some questions she like to ask you later." I gave Crystal a subtle wink that no one else noticed. She understood instantly.
"Oh, good. I'd be delighted to interact with her later. Maybe she could ride along with us when we leave."
"We'll be ready when you are," I told her. Nancy and I backed away from the group.
I gestured to Nadia and Jill when they broke away from the two men they'd been entertaining; each came over and joined us. "Nadia, Jill, this is my new and very good friend Nancy." The women gave air kisses to each other, by way of greeting and preserving each other's makeup. I continued, "Nancy might come home with us tonight. She seems to feel a need for some new playmates."
Nadia grinned from ear to ear, and studied Nancy more carefully, now assessing the taller woman as a sex partner of some kind. Jill lapped her lips and said, "Oh, goody. A new playmate." The look of lust in her eyes was unmistakable.
About that time, Terry came over and joined us. I introduced him to Nancy; "Nancy, this is my good friend and agent Terry Ross. This is the man who has made me a success -- along with Crystal. He is also Crystal's agent." When I faced Terry I said, "Nancy is a very good friend who will come home with us tonight ... in case you're interested."
Terry and Nancy smiled lustily at each other. He said, "Oh, I'm suddenly very interested. New friends are always welcome in our circle, particularly ones as pretty as you." He looked at his watch; "It is getting to be our time to depart. Why don't you escort Nadia, Jill, and Nancy down to the limousine, and I will follow along with Crystal as soon as I can detach her from her admirers." He winked at me to show he was fully aboard with tonight's apparent agenda.
Terry left us and sauntered across the room in Crystal's direction. Nancy, Jill, Nadia, and I slipped out into the hallway to head to where our limousine had parked. I asked Nancy, "Do you have a wrap or bag that you checked." She did, so we stopped at the coat check, and retrieved her shawl, and a large oversize pocket book that she explained also contained a modest change of clothes 'just in case.'
The three of us had just gotten settled in the limousine, when Terry opened the door and helped Crystal into the car. Crystal sat on the backbench seat so Nancy was between her and Nadia. Terry followed behind her and sat next to Jill and me opposite the trio; he wrapped on the glass, and the limo pulled away from the theater.
Crystal and Nancy studied each other a minute, and then Crystal leaned in and kissed Nancy on the lips -- not a friendly or hello kiss, but an erotic kiss laden with desire and sexuality.
As they pulled apart, Nancy allowed, with a touch of humor, "I felt that kiss in places you wouldn't believe." She subtly gestured to her pussy with one hand.
Crystal touched Nancy's cheek and said, "We'll have to explore all those places when we get back to the hotel." I hadn't seen Crystal so forward with someone new in quite some time. She was horny, and she'd accurately read Nancy's frame of mind and style.
Not to be denied, Nadia turned Nancy's head and kissed her with renewed passion. I felt the temperature in the car rise about ten degrees. During the kiss, Terry leaned forward and ran a hand slowly up Nadia's leg, almost reaching her cunt. Nadia squirmed in desire.
Jill reached across the short distance and pulled Crystal's long gown up and reached underneath. I could imagine Jill's fingers reaching up to the 'V' between Crystal's legs, establishing the lay of the land, and then judging from the movement in Crystal's skirt, started to rub right over her clit. I watched Crystal's eyes close so she could savor those moments.
I followed suit with Nancy, dedicating a hand tracing small lazy circles up her legs until I got to that magical Land of Oz. Nancy hitched her dress up slightly. She had gone commando, so my fingers at last found bare skin with a tuft of pubic hair on her mons. I couldn't stop there, particularly since Nancy pushed down onto my hand. My middle finger curved into a wet and ready cunt.
Nancy moaned, and pulled away from a kiss with Nadia and looked deep into my eyes; "You are about to make something really spectacular happen for me." I must have looked skeptical, because Nancy followed up her comment: "I've been right on the edge all night thinking about fucking you. I started back in my hotel this afternoon, and somehow my own fingers just didn't do the job. I need you."
I twisted my hand slightly and put two fingers into her. As I did, I knelt on the floor of the car, pushed Nancy's skirt up to her waist with her help, and brought my tongue to her naked pussy, wildly and wantonly tonguing and licking every nook and crevice of her exposed cunt that I could find. She spread her legs, hooking one over Nadia's leg and the other over Crystal's nearest leg. As she did this Crystal pulled Nancy into another hot kiss and one of her hands slipped into the bodice of her tight dress, popping the dress off her boobs so both were exposed. She palmed Nancy's breasts.
Nancy popped off in thirty seconds as the limousine paused at a stoplight. "Oooooooh, fuuuuuucccccck." She arched her back for a few seconds as her first orgasm with us ripped through her body, her entire body shook like a cocktail shaker, and then dropped back into the seat. Her eyes reopened, and she looked at me with pure lust. "You guys are so mean ... and so nice ... and so competent. I had no idea you would all be so gratifying ... how soon before we get to the hotel?"
The words were no sooner out of Nancy's mouth than the limo came to a stop under the portico of the Four Seasons Hotel. The women scrambled to look presentable, and I wiped my face off with a handkerchief so I wouldn't be dripping pussy juice from my face as I strolled through the lobby.
In the hotel suite, the door closed behind us, and Nancy was all over me. She paused about a minute into our kisses, and sought permission from Crystal: "Is this all right? I mean do you mind if I monopolize Jim for a few minutes. It probably won't be long -- you know how men are."
Crystal nodded her consent and with a smile said, "Oh, I wouldn't count on it not being long -- and I mean that in time and dimensionally."
The zipper to Nancy's dress ran down the back of her dress from mid-back to mid-butt. As we kissed, I slowly pulled the zipper tab down revealing more and more skin to Terry, Nadia, Jill, and Crystal. The four of them were starting a ménage-a-quartre, carefully removing each other's clothing. Nancy was right; we were a horny bunch, and we were all voyeurs who loved to watch each other have sex.
Nancy shimmied out of her dress; the dark green ensemble slid down her body to pool around the black patent leather spike heels she wore. I held her at arm's length and admired one of the perfect bodies I'd ever seen. Nancy could easily have been a model or porn star instead of working for the CIA. She watched the expression on my face to see if I approved, breaking into a satisfied grin because of my approving stare and nods of lust.
My tuxedo went flying in several directions, along with shoes and socks. When she pulled my briefs down my legs, my erect cock flipped out and hit her in the side of the head. I got a smile just before Nancy's mouth closed around the end. She twisted and turned her head as she lowered her mouth down my rod. One of her hands fondled my balls in an alluring manner.
"I want this inside me," Nancy said in a low voice. She looked at the others in the dimly lit living room of the suite. Terry had his cock in Crystal's pussy as he and Crystal leaned forward to eat out Nadia's tasty cunt. Jill prepared to sit on Crystal's face so she'd get eaten. Nancy said, "I guess you don't feel any need for privacy with your friends ... I can live with that in fact, I like it." She lunged her tongue into my mouth in a fit of passion.
A deep pile rug in front of a mock fireplace covered the wall-to-wall carpeting. Nancy pulled me down onto the rug and spread her legs in wanton invitation. Nancy's pussy showed a wetness betraying her lust and my previous eating habits. I would have liked to eat her again however, I did not keep the lady waiting for what she asked for.
Over my shoulder I heard Crystal's first orgasm, and a minute or so later her urging Terry to care for Nadia. Jill moved over Nadia's mouth. Nancy watched the foursome and listened to their every word. She turned to me and asked, "You're not jealous or worried your girlfriend will leave you?"
I said, "Long discussion to follow. Let's finish what we started first, and then I'll explain." Just to seal the deal, I made a couple of extra hard thrusts into Nancy's quim that made her eyes get as big as saucers with the little jolts of extra pleasure I induced.
Crystal knee-walked over to us, coming around to Nancy's head. She reached forward and stroked Nancy's breasts, fondling and pinching the already-excited nipples. Without asking, she moved so her pussy was right above Nancy's mouth, and then Crystal lowered her twat onto the mouth and wildly wagging tongue of our new friend.
Both Nancy and Crystal moaned at the new pleasure they shared. I pulled Crystal to me so we could make out as I fucked Nancy. A few minutes later, Crystal leaned further forward so she could tongue Nancy's clit just above where my cock pistoned in and out of her body.
Nancy talked dirty to the two of us as we fucked, licked, sucked, and everything else we could think of, and then she did something no one else had ever done to me. Nancy rearranged us with me lying flat; she mounted me, but not with penetration despite my being at a '10' --as hard as granite. Instead, she spread her engorged pussy's labial lips and lowered herself onto me pushing my cock down with her pussy against my body. She then started to move her hips sliding her cunt lips back and forth across and around my dick. The pleasure was unique and indescribable, and I think I discovered what a '12' must be as I hardened even further, the head of my cock turning purple in anticipation. Of course, for Nancy, my cock provided maximum stimulation to her clit, and in only seconds of this activity, she fired off into climax land.
Crystal brought her sopping wet quim to my lips, slowly lowering herself onto me, but not before leaning in and making out with Nancy so I could see the tongues interacting and their hands pawing and pinching each other's breasts. Nancy shifting and started to really ride my cock, making long sweeping swings with her hips that drove me from my tip to deep into her body. I didn't hold back, and when the mood struck and I felt her reaching a crescendo, I blasted semen into her with such force that her eyes got bigger as she looked at me. She latter commented that no one had ever made her feel him cuming inside her that way.
Our trio cuddled up together on the sofa and watched a little sex show put on by Terry, Jill, and Nadia. The three knew they were 'on stage,' and they intentionally performed for us, trying unusual positions, and trying to entice our tired crew to join in with them. They three succumbed to the late hour after they climaxed together in an event that deserved fireworks and applause.




* * * * *Nancy lay against me, our nude bodies ashine in the afterglow of our morning sex. She said, "I don't get it; I thought you and Crystal were a big event in each other's lives?"
"We are."
"But, how come you're here with me -- like this -- post coital to boot?"
"Because I like you. You're interesting -- including your job; I wanted to know more about you; and I felt turned on by you from the moment I met you."
"If I lived my life that way, I'd fuck every other male that walked by."
I smiled. "Be my guest. I know from the looks Terry was giving you last night that he'd like to become better friends with you."
Nancy smiled, "Well, if Nadia, Jill, and Crystal haven't ruined him for the day, I'll try him." She paused and then went back to the original line of questions; "But don't you get jealous of Crystal fucking around, or she get jealous of you with me or Nadia who you said you fucked a lot."
"No, we agreed very early in our relationship that there would never be a need for jealousy in our relationship. We didn't put restrictions on each other. The only boundaries or restrictions we place are our own; they don't come from society or some church or anyone other than ourselves."
"Do you love each other?"
I responded, "Intensely, and that's the basis of why we have an open relationship and always will. We're saying to each other, 'I love you so much, I WANT you to go befriend others, to experience your sexuality and theirs, to add to the pool of love interests in your life.' In a way, we're both being selfish; if I see Crystal doing that, I love her so much that I feel pleasure from her experiences with others. It's called 'compersion,' if you're interested."
Nancy thought a moment and asked, "So, Crystal watched us making love last night, and not only didn't get jealous, she felt good about it?"
"Ask her."
Crystal had just come back into our bedroom. She was still nude; her magnificent body aglow in the morning light through the windows. Nancy and I could see dried cum across her chest and in her hair. She grabbed one of my concert t-shirts, and slipped it over her head.
Nancy said, "Crystal, I need to ask you something. Jim and I have been talking about the two of you, and I'm trying to understand. Please be blunt if you need to, but what did you think last night when Jim and I started fucking?"
Crystal laughed, "I felt good. You are 'hot' in Jim's parlance. I could almost see him start to salivate when you two met up last night at the premiere. You looked fabulous in that dress; heck, I started to salivate too." Crystal ogled Nancy; "You also look better out of it; I might add. But, I think I know what you're asking. When the two of you were on the sofa last night, I felt so good that Jim was getting to make love to you -- and you to him. I know he's a fabulous lover, unlike some men, so I knew you would enjoy him. He's innovative and has fabulous endurance. Seeing you both fucking made me feel all warm inside."
"You weren't mad at me for seducing him?"
"Heck, no. You both wanted each other. If you recall, after I got warmed up by Terry, Jill, and Nadia, I came over and joined you two. I figured by then, Jim would be willing to share you a little, and he did. I would have been fine as I was, but I wanted to taste you, to kiss you, and have sex with you too."
"But you love him?"
"Yes, I do," Crystal said sincerely. "And I also love Nadia, Terry, George, Jill, and whole list of other people, the same way Jim loves me, my sister, his sister, Nadia, and you, I guess."
Nancy's eyes enlarged, "Your sister? His sister?"
Crystal smirked, "Oops, I suppose I shouldn't have mentioned that. Of course, there's his sister-in-law too -- of his late wife. They've redefined their relationships with each other from what society expects to what they wanted."
"Holy shit." Nancy pulled away from me, and looked at me with a sense of awe. "You are giving me a whole new way to think about the world. If I had read about this in some article I would have thought it idealistic, but you've put it into practice and made it work for you." After a pause, she asked, "Do you have arguments?"
I responded, "Of course; we're in a human relationship. We all have faults that come forward now and then. Two imperfect people don't make a perfect relationship. We work at our relationship -- all our relationships -- all the time."
Crystal said, "For instance, Jim, my sister Ellen, and another girl named Claire, lived together for a good part of the past year when he was making his moviePressure Limit. I felt so glad that he had people who loved him and that fit so well with his wants and desires. But, if I know Jim, he's worried about having too many people who love him too much, as though they're trying to displace me. I'm not worried about that; there's not enough love to go around. I think the more we love; the more love there is in the world." I nodded agreement with her thesis.
Nancy said, "But didn't you miss him? What did you do while he was filming?"
Crystal chuckled, "Yes, I missed him; and I know he missed me. We talked and Skyped a lot -- even did phone sex and Skype sex, sometimes with others with us. While I was over here in Europe doing my movie, I spent a lot of intimate time with George Rinard, and occasionally his brother. I know Jim felt the same way about what I was experiencing as I did about him -- and my sister, Claire, Jill Danes -- his leading lady, and a few others."
Nancy shook her head in disbelief, "Oh, I have got to hang around with you guys A LOT more. You are right where I want to be with my life -- with my sexuality and relationships. You all turn me on so much with this ... philosophy -- no, that's theoretical; it's with this way of life."
I shifted Nancy around beside me, partly so I had an arm around and could palm a breast with that hand. I felt the nipple engorge again as I toyed with the gorgeous firm mound of female flesh.
Nancy turned and kissed me as Crystal watched with a smile on her face.
Crystal asked in a pleasant voice, "You two going to go another round?"
I nodded. Nancy smiled.
Crystal said, "Mind if I join you." As she spoke, the t-shirt she'd put on went sailing through the air back in the direction of our suitcases.

To be continued
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Crystal Clear Ch 18Concerts, bombs, and heroes
The concert Crystal Lee and I were to give started at eight o'clock. Actually that was the time the cover band,The Hobo Palace, started to play with their cute and sexy little singer Cindy Wonder. Every time I thought of Cindy, I recalled several pleasant sexual interludes we'd shared, sometimes with others. Cindy was a pint-sized blond sexpot nymphomaniac, not unlike the rest of the people I hung out with.
Earlier in the afternoon, Crystal and I walked the Aviva Stadium just outside Dublin, getting a feel for the seats and how various attendees would be able to view the stage. Billy our band leader came with us. We also had a long coordination talk with the audiovisual people supporting the concert with our laser light show and special effects.
I still got nervous before performing, so I took a walk around the stage, even taking a look under the elevated stage and checking the aisles Crystal and I would run down to get to the stage. I walked the various corridors of the stadium too, at least those near the stage and the green room. I marveled at how clean, and neat everything was; I learned the stadium had opened in 2010 but even so I could tell the people of the city took care of their jewel.
I noted as I walked the careful attention to security. At the entrance gates, there were metal screening machines, and more subtly to the sides modern equipment to sniff out explosives. A large contingent of police and special security guards were starting to take up their positions around the arena as well. Later, I'd realize what a false sense of security these machines offered.
Guinness breweries hosted a buffet dinner for the singers, both bands, and the rest of our entourage. I must confess that the burnt flavor of the revered brew did not suit my American taste buds. I explained I needed a clear head for the concert, and stuck with Diet Coke. Crystal and Cindy followed my lead as well. Cindy was so cute the way her nose crinkled up at her first taste of the brew.
Just as we finished dinner about six-thirty, the doors opened up and the fans that had been waiting poured into the arena. Terry told us there was a sellout crowd of 51,000. The program would have five parts: starting at eight,The Hobo Palace would play for twenty minutes or so; there'd be an 'in-the-dark' two-minute drill by the roadies to change out band instruments as some random country chords played through the audio system of the stadium; at the end of two minutes, our band would segue in with the opening bars ofTexas Dawn, the first song that Crystal and I had done together – now a song that had sold over sixty million copies worldwide. There'd be a buildup of the music, from simple chords on various instruments, to the entire band playing the song's intro, and then Crystal and I would come racing down different aisles, climb opposite stairways, and move together at stage center, just as we needed to start singing. We'd do forty-five minutes; there'd be a fifteen-minute intermission, and then we'd do another forty-five plus an eight-minute encore.
I kept walking around in the lower corridors of the stadium, rehearsing some of the lyrics and holding a vision in my head about what the concert would be like – song by song. Crystal found me about seven-thirty; "Want a blow job, Lover? You seem unusually tense tonight. Anything wrong?"
"No, it's just my being nervous. You're used to doing this. Remember up until a couple of years ago, most of my time was spent behind a computer and a keyboard; there weren't 51,000 people I had to please either; only my boss and a dozen or so others that were our clients whom I rarely saw. Oh, and thanks for the offer, but I think I'll save myself for the party later." I ran a finger down her cheek, and she turned and sucked the digit into her mouth in a lewd gesture. After that we kissed.
About fifteen minutes before eight, I heard some canned music come on the PA system. The idea was to get people in the mood. Despite the sound of the music that filled the place, I found a relatively quiet corner. I sat on a bench and meditated, focusing on a small niche in the wall as I let my mind become calm and rise to a higher level of consciousness. I was aware but turned off. Somewhere in the ten-minute period, I felt a surge of chi – spiritual energy, and a sweep of love for all mankind. A great sense of well-being also swept into me. When I rose, I felt renewed, as though I'd slept for eight hours and finished an energizing run. I made a mental note to come back to this state during intermission; I was ready for anything at that moment.
I stood with Crystal, and we watchedThe Hobo Palace open and excite the audience. Cindy sounded like Stevie Nicks, but with a tight trim little body that probably made every male tongue in the place water, and probably many female tongues as well. They belted out five songs, about three or four minutes each. Cindy thanked the audience for their support to a large round of applause, and then the stadium went dark – well, almost dark.
About twenty-five roadies were split almost evenly between getting rid ofThe Hobo Palace'sband equipment, and getting our no-name band set up. The 'idle' music had started, slowly building to the point where our band would take over just after a loud PA announcement about our part of the concert. I moved over to the other doorway I was to burst through. An usher with a walkie-talkie stood beside me to be sure we exited at just the right moment. We'd done this entrance before with great success.
After a squawk on his radio, the usher turned to me and said, "GO!"
I burst through the curtains in front of the door and looked across to see Crystal coming out her door. Two spotlights picked us up instantly and followed us as we ran the short distance to the stage, touching hands of fans in the VIP section along the way. Cameras flashed. The crowd roared in welcome. The music volume went way up, especially as we climbed to the stage level.
Our timing was spot on. We came together, picked up our wireless mics from a stand, and started singing the first verse ofTexas Dawn precisely on the mark. We gave each other a big smile as we got into the song. Around us some large screen LED displays showed close-ups of Crystal and me, the band members, our backup singers, and various other scenes of excited fans, and other visual eye candy such as tumbleweeds rolling through a western ghost town.
We did eight songs, but each of the eight ran an average of five minutes, plus one of them was a medley. Every song got a standing ovation and huge cheers. Intermission time came, we segued from out last song into some pre-recorded music, and Crystal and I left the stage.

* * * * *Back under the stadium, as Crystal and I walked down one of the corridors, she said, "I need some water. My voice was getting gravelly towards the end of that set."
"Take a bottle back out with you for the next set. No one will care if you use it."
"I think I will."
We went into the green room, and both got some water. I hit the men's room. When I came out, Crystal was pacing. I told her, "Try meditating. I'm going to take five to center myself a little – to pick up some more chi. Get mindful. I'll be right around the corner." I gestured to one wall.
We both meditated and knew the language. She nodded and went to a corner of the room and sat quietly.
I left the room to find the bench and niche in the wall I'd used before the concert started. I found the corner; the place was still quiet, although overhead I could hear the thunderous noise of the crowd in the first tier of the stadium stands.
I closed my eyes briefly, told my inner clock I wanted three-hundred seconds of peace and chi. When my eyes opened, I locked onto that little niche in the wall, no bigger than the tip of my finger. It was just something to focus on and otherwise held no existential meaning.
Exactly five minutes later, I arose, felt renewed, and started to head back to the green room. Somehow, I'd managed to ignore the five thousand or so fans directly overhead despite all the noise they made.
As I turned the corridor from my meditation spot I saw a large backpack leaning against the wall of the green room and directly under one of the main supporting columns for the first and upper tiers of the arena.
It hadn't been there before.
It looked out of place.
My intuition kicked in. My chi.
I went over to it and carefully opened the top of the bag and peered in. I remember thinking it odd that no one else was around.
SHIT. SHIT. SHIT.
The backpack was a bomb. A GREAT BIG FUCKING BOMB! One part of my mind screamed, and the other remained calm and started to list the steps I needed to take to assure people's safety.
I backed away from the bag and ran into the green room. Crystal, Terry, and a few others were standing around waiting for the cue to go back out.
I yelled, "GET OUT OF HERE NOW; THERE'S A BOMB ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THAT WALL." I pointed to the one wall. "Get security or the police down here. But get away from here. See whether you can clear the stands above us. Get people diverted away from here."
We all burst out of the room in different directions.
I went back to the bomb. I had to see if I could defuse it. I had training years ago in Army Special Forces in explosives, although most of the stuff I did involved blowing things up instead of stopping explosions.
I knelt down beside the bag, and carefully examined the bag for trip wires or booby traps. I didn't see any, but my intuition told me there had to be at least one. I carefully unzipped the side of the bag, searching every fraction of an inch for some triggering device. I did love my life, and didn't want to end up in little pieces all over the stadium grounds.
As I bared the guts of the bomb by folding down the zippered flap of the backpack, I could see the bomb was made up of twenty or thirty pounds of PE4, a plastic explosive similar to C4 but with slightly more deadly effects. As I recalled the exit velocity of the explosive particles topped 30,000 feet per second; C4 was about two-thirds of that. Either way, if the bomb you were disarming exploded you were dead – D. E. A. D. and splattered all over creation; there would be no bone or soft tissue fragment large than a pea.
Pressed into and around the plastic explosive were multiple detonator caps and scrap metal, such as nails and ball bearings. The shrapnel would add to the deadly nature of the bomb.
If the bomb went off, my guess, given the size of the PE4, was that it would clear an area above and around me about a hundred-fifty feet in radius. All in that zone would die. Outside that zone, many more would be hit by the shrapnel and be seriously injured or die. Because of the bombs proximity to a major structural column, the upper tiers of stadium would probably cascade down on the lower tiers – not a good thing to let happen. The stage was not that far away from when I squatted; it too would be decimated.
Behind me, I heard the scuffle of arriving feet. By now, I was lying on my stomach trying to assess the underside of the device by unzipping the bag's flap down to the floor. I had already studied the timer, and the four visible sides of the bag with one side open. Now, I could see a pressure switch on the bottom of the device. If we picked up the bag or lifted the bomb in the bag, it surely would detonate.
"What's happening Mr. Mellon," one of the security people asked.
"Just give me a minute. Can you clear the stage and the area above us?"
"How bad is it?"
"Very, very bad. This is about as high powered a device as you can get given its size."
A policeman approached cautiously, "The bomb squad are on their way. They're coming from downtown."
I said, "So, they'll be here in about twenty minutes?"
"Yes, maybe a few minutes longer."
"Good, then they can help pick up the pieces. This bomb is set to go off in fourteen minutes." I glanced at the LED display on the timer.
I heard a dozen people swear behind me. Several ran off.
I carefully reached into the device and started to separate the wires so I could see their colors and where they emanated from.
I turned to a policeman nearest me; "I need wire cutters, a screw driver, tool kit, if you will. Fast!"
Several men ran off in different directions.
I heard the music of the concert gear up through the walls of the stadium. Seconds later, I heard Crystal start her hit songFlirty, Flirty Cowgirl. I knew she'd go about ten minutes with this rendition of the song. I wondered why she'd started singing given the warning I gave everyone in the green room, including her, about the bomb.
I turned to a policewoman about twenty feet away, as though the distance would save her; I said, "I want you to go out by the stage. Take some other police with you. When you hear this song end – and in no more than ten minutes from right now – I want you to get Crystal and the band members off that stage and running, and I mean running to the other end of the stadium. I don't care what you have to do, but you do it. Understand?" I waved my arm at the ceiling, "And get the area cleared above us!"
She nodded, turned, and sped away at a good pace. I heard her voice talking to a couple of others on her walkie-talkie as she turned a corner – a corner that wouldn't be there in thirteen minutes and a few seconds unless I could stop this thing.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw someone with a camera taking pictures of me and the bomb. 'My God,' I thought, 'We're about to be blown to bits and the paparazzi are here.' I waved him away, and went back to the bomb.
I talked to myself. I'd been taught to do this. "Red wire comes from the battery pack, runs into left side of timer. White and black wires run from the timer to blasting caps on left side of bomb. The blue wire runs from the left side of the timer to the battery pack. Green wire comes from the battery pack to the timer. What the hell; this is DC; there shouldn't be a third wire from the battery to the timer. Hold that thought."
"Red and yellow wires goes from the detonator to right side blasting caps ... blasting caps are in series just as on left. There are no wires on back of bomb that I can see. The bomb must have been assembled inside the bag on top of the pressure triggering device. Oh yes, there they are; another set of blue and black wires running up middle of bomb from the pressure pad to the timer and detonator; they'd be hard to reach, but not impossible."
Someone slid in beside me almost like a baseball player sliding into home plate. He was a young police officer who'd stripped off the top half of his uniform down to his t-shirt. He dropped a handful of tools between us. "How can I help? I've had some training in this stuff – in Afghanistan."
"Just hang in with me for a few minutes. You take a look." I called his attention to the pressure sensor as well the extra wire between the battery pack and the timer.
He said, "If we cut the wires from the pressure sensor, we could at least move the bomb. It'd still be active." I enjoyed his thick Irish accent despite the current circumstances.
"Hard to get to." I pointed to the wires near the middle of the stack of explosives. "I'm afraid if we reach in to cut the wires, it'll tilt the timer. There might be a mercury switch inside the timer."
He said, "Most likely, there are capacitors inside the timer. If we cut the battery wires, the bomb will still go off. The way it works is the capacitors then fire off their charge right away. Boom boom."
I could see the paparazzi photographer had snuck closer and was taking more photos of the two of us leaning over the backpack.
"How could we cut the wires from the pressure sensor to the timer? If we try to pull them out, they'll pull the sensor too, and the thing will go off."
"I'm Daniel, by the way. I know you're Jim." We spent five precious seconds and shook hands.
Daniel said, "Let me take a look from your angle." We shifted positions.
"If I shot through the device at this angle, I think a bullet would sever one or maybe both of the wires."
"Just do one," I said. "With two, you might complete a circuit in that fraction of a second a bullet would hit both wires."
"Ah, good thinking."
Daniel undid his side arm and pulled out a Glock. He turned to the men standing behind us and in his thick brogue said, "We're going to try something. If this doesn't work, well, you know ... you'll all join the angels if you stay close by here. If it does work, we'll need a route clear to the nearest outside door and a place to deposit this thing outside where it won't do much damage. May God bless us all."
Four men ran off; the others stayed including the photographer who kept taking pictures, now with a telephoto lens.
One of the men who'd run off came back as Daniel and I tried to ensure any ricochet would not come back into the bag. He said, "We've got a path for you cleared to an outside door into the parking area. There's a culvert if you can get the bag that far. One of the other gents will show you. He's waiting by the door."
Daniel started to aim his gun into the side of the bag, steadying the short muzzle with his other hand. I caught a glimpse of the timer as it changed from '6:00' minutes to '5:59'. I thought, well only 360 seconds left to live.
I spoke, "Better do it now. We'll have a chance to get it away from here."
Daniel sighted down the barrel of the handgun. "Goodbye World," he said, and then I heard the loud retort of his handgun. My ears hurt from the sharp sound. Bits of concrete went flying from the wall behind the bomb where the bullet ricocheted away; a few rained down upon the two of us.



The fact that I had heard something and formed a thought about that fact meant the shot had not detonated the device.
Daniel said, "One wire is severed."
As Daniel started to stand, I reached down, quickly zipped up the side of the bag to contain the bomb, lifted the device with a wince, and broke into a run down the corridor for the door.
Daniel ran faster than I did, as did one of the policemen directed us to the outside door. I carried the thirty-pound bomb, clutching the backpack to my chest as I ran. It made me unsteady, and by now I knew there couldn't have been any other switch in the bag that would detonate the device if the bag were disturbed.
Daniel held the door for me, as we hit the cool night air. I heard the last verse of Crystal's song start in the distance – that meant I had only two or three minutes to get this thing far away from the stadium. I said a silent prayer of gratitude for my ability to run. Every step I took led me that much further from the people in the stadium. Every step I took meant more people would live. All those morning runs and exercise led me to this moment and the ability to take the bomb to where it could explode in relative safety.
A policeman up ahead gestured to us. Daniel ran ahead of me; "Head that way," Daniel pointed to a deep drainage ditch that had probably been designed to carry rain runoff from the parking lot to the Irish Sea. We cut through some lanes of parked cars and started to run along the lip of the long trench.
Daniel said, "Look!" He pointed at where the channel dipped into a large culvert – a pipe about four feet across with a coarse wire cage across the end to keep humans from entering. We ran and slid down the side of the gully into a wet bog in front of the large pipe.
I rapidly said, "The bag or bomb are both too large to fit through the holes in the bars."
"No, wait," Daniel yelled. He pulled out his Glock again and aimed it at the large pad lock holding the gate in place. He fired, and the lock disintegrated, the metal parts flying in all directions. I saw one graze his face, leaving a small gash.
Daniel swung the large gate open, and I ran about twenty feet into the dark concrete watercourse. I set the bag down, turned and ran back to the opening.
Daniel and I scrambled up the wet slope of the trench, sliding back several times before we reached the edge of the parking lot and level ground.
Several others had been approaching from the same direction we came. Daniel shouted at the top of his lungs, "RUN LIKE HELL! GET AWAY FROM HERE."
We both bore down in our sprint, putting one lane of cars and then a second between us and the culvert holding the bomb.
Just as we sprinted into the third lane of parked vehicles the explosion hit with a HUGE force.
KA-BOOM!!!
I went flying forward between two parked cars because of the pressure wave from the blast. The earth shook as though the planet would crack apart. An immense cloud of debris apparently rose from the explosion in all directions, but mainly out of the open end of the culvert. Shrapnel of all kinds started to rain down upon us. I scrambled under the car I'd fallen beside. I could see Daniel squirming beneath a pickup truck one vehicle over when I looked past the undercarriage of the car I was under. A second later, a rock the size of my head smashed down where I'd fallen leaving a six-inch deep pock mark in the asphalt of the parking lot.
As the shower of rocks and debris slowed and then stopped, I heard the cacophony of hundreds of car alarms triggered by the explosion – maybe thousands. When all seemed clear of falling debris, I slithered out from under the car. My ears ached from the sound of the blast. I found I had a bloody nose, and a gash on my forehead, most likely from my fall. My arms and legs ached. My ears were ringing from the sound wave of the blast. One hand was bloody and badly ached from a severe bruise.
About sixty cars that had been nearest the blast had been turned over or tossed about into the next aisle. I could see the edge of a crater between the first and second row of vehicles. Every vehicle within sight had serious damage. Many other autos had shattered windshields and side windows. The cars in the second row nearest the bomb lay at odd angles; several were upside down or flipped over, and at least a dozen had been flung onto their sides by the force of the blast. As far as the eye could see cars were covered in dirt and rocks of varying sizes – some as large as a living room chair.
I walked to the edge of the crater. Where the culvert containing the bomb had been A crater in the earth about thirty feet deep and about a hundred feet across sat smoldering from the heat of the blast. There had been at least six feet of dirt and paved parking lot atop the culvert; across the crater, it had all been blown into the sky and rained down on the cars. Any trace of the ditch, iron gate, or concrete pipe had been obliterated. The crater continued to smoke like an angry volcano on all sides as I turned to find Daniel.
As I headed to where Daniel had been, he popped up between two cars. He looked stunned and in shock; he had a strange look on his face. His left arm had been ripped open by some piece of debris; blood gushed from just below his bicep.
I whipped off the bandana I'd been wearing as a 'western prop' for the music show, and he allowed me to tie the scarf tightly around his upper arm as a tourniquet. I said to him, "Let's get you to a doctor. Come on. Can you walk?"
He looked at me and haltingly said, "You don't look too good yourself. Better than me, though."
Daniel walked gingerly next to me trying to immobilize his arm as we threaded our way between cars and headed to the stadium. The stadium looked undamaged, but I could see that some smaller rocks and debris had been hurled at least that far. Amazingly, one car had been hurled so it lay crumpled beside the door from the stadium we had exited.
In the distance, I heard the emergency sirens – the klaxons – of dozens of emergency vehicles racing to the scene.
Daniel stumbled, and I brought my arm under him to support him. At that instant, a camera flash went off; there stood the same paparazzi photographer who had been taking pictures of me working on the bomb. He also had some scrapes and bruises, and blood running down his face from a scalp laceration; he must have been in the parking lot when the bomb detonated.
The newsman let his camera swing down to his side; he came to us at a run, "How can I help?" He moved to support Daniel's other side.

* * * * *Thirty minutes later, I sat with Daniel and Brendan Spencer, the photographer, on the back bumper of an ambulance. We had all been treated for our wounds. Daniel's was the most severe – a broken bone from some falling piece of debris, and he'd need some hospital treatment and many stitches to sew him back together. A field nurse had done what she could to stop the bleeding.
The bomb squad had shown up, but their role had changed from prevention to diagnosis. I knew that they would spend countless hours at the bomb site sifting through every piece of evidence they could find. I also knew I'd spend several more hours with the police recounting details about the knapsack and bomb, and so would Brendan since he'd taken pictures of the device.
The concert had stopped – taken an unplanned intermission as emergency vehicles poured into the parking lot. Public address announcements informed the crowd what had happened and urged them to stay put. Repeatedly, announcements were made that even if people could get to their cars, they would not be able to leave the parking area because of the large gathering of emergency vehicles. The whole stadium had become a crime scene.
Terry and Crystal somehow found us sitting on the ambulance. I introduced them to Daniel and Brendan. After an initial bout of hysteria and concern Crystal quieted down and held me unbelievably close to her. She sobbed wildly, so glad that I was unhurt. Later, I'd have to pay special attention to her, not an unpleasant thing to do. Her concern was genuine, and full of love. I had a huge rush of adrenalin still surging around in my veins. I asked, "Did anybody in the stadium get hurt?"
Crystal and Terry both shook their heads. He said, "I don't think so. Some policewoman escorted Crystal and the band off stage and back into the far side of the stadium about a minute before the bomb went off; people were puzzled about what was happening until the big bang. We could see the fiery explosion because the fiery plum went so high, some small debris rained in here and there, but other than that nothing really bad."
I looked at Crystal who still snuffled into a tissue. "Care to do the second half of the concert? Can we round up the band?" She was still on the edge of tears about what could have happened – all the carnage, but she nodded in agreement and squeezed my hand. We hugged again, and then I held her hand as we headed off to reenter the stadium and finish our show for the now captive crowd. Daniel wished us well.
Fifteen minutes later, Crystal and I walked up onto the stage to a second thunderous round of applause from the fans still in the stands. We had found everyone in the band, and they were more than eager to continue. It appeared that maybe ten or twenty percent of the crowd had left despite the announcements to stay put. I had visions of many people walking home in the middle of the night.
My bandaged hand, forearm, and cheek were obvious additions to the onstage show, plus my costume was covered in dirt, and my backside muddy from where I'd slid down the embankment into the drainage ditch – when there was still a ditch. I'd brought Brendan with us as he turned out to be a good fellow, and he'd helped me get Daniel to medical aide. He wandered around in the VIP seats close to the stage and took a couple of hundred pictures of us before he waved, and sauntered away halfway through our second set.
We sang for ninety minutes straight until Crystal and I were both hoarse. At our invitation, Cindy Wonder, the singer fromThe Hobo Palace band joined us on stage for most of our set. The concert that was to have ended at ten o'clock didn't end until half past midnight. The parking lot remained in chaos, particularly in the areas with damaged vehicles. Police had cordoned off a large area and didn't want the vehicles moved until the bomb squad had studied the scene. Several trucks with large spotlights dotted the parking area by then turning night into day; the focus had become everything in the blast zone – probably a radius of 500 feet.
The police had arranged for about a hundred buses for the hundreds of people whose cars were damaged beyond use or in the cordoned off zone. More buses seemed to be arriving by the second. Some crude process had been set up to route people to buses going to particular urban or suburban locations. Our limousines had been damaged beyond use in the explosion. Crystal, the band, and the rest of our entourage filled one bus and eventually got back to the Four Seasons. We fell into bed about three-thirty in the morning, late even by our standards.

* * * * *Nancy flopped down on the bed beside Crystal and me. We'd both been sound asleep. Through squinted eyes, I peered across Crystal's nude body at the clock – eleven in the morning. Nancy bounced a little on the bed, "Come on, you two. Get up. Time to face the day and a grateful public."
"Huh?"
Nancy, who wore only one of my t-shirts, dropped a stack of newspapers onto the foot of the bed as I sat up. The headlines were all focused on the explosion ... but more than that, they focused on the fact that I'd again become a hero: I'd discovered the bomb, tried to defuse it, and then at great personal risk had gotten the device far enough away from the stadium to minimize damage and save lives. One paper's headlines said I'd put my own life at risk to save thousands: hyperbole at its best.
Reading the front page story in one paper, I learned that only eight people had been hurt by flying debris – all had been in the parking lot, but two people had been killed in the blast: a stadium guard and a policeman who had come after us to help as Daniel and I ran away from the arena with the bomb. We hadn't seen them as we ran from the culvert, and apparently they hadn't heard Daniel's shout to 'Run like hell.' All had been too near 'ground zero' at the wrong time.
Several newspapers quoted a police statement saying that if the bomb had detonated where I had found it, over a thousand people would have been killed instantly and many hundreds more severely injured, and that presumed that the upper tiers of the stadium didn't cascade down on the lower ones.
No one had yet taken credit for planting the device; speculation ran from the IRA to Al Qaeda terrorists, and even included the humorous possibility that someone didn't like country music.
Also on the front page of several papers were pictures of me kneeling or lying down in front of the knapsack inspecting the bomb. One was a close-up of me picking the wires apart on the bomb. A second showed Daniel firing his gun into the bomb to cut the wires. Another picture showed Daniel and me running down the interior corridor of the stadium as I clutched the knapsack to my chest. Others showed the crater, and the chaos in parking lot with all the destroyed and shattered vehicles. If the event hadn't been so tragic, it would have been right out of a B-grade movie.
I had told my story to Brendan as we sat on the bumper of the ambulance. I guess the papers with the most accurate versions were the ones he had some affiliation with.
Nancy leaned and kissed me. "I just wanted to be the second to kiss a real live hero this morning. I'm sure you'll get many more. The lobby is full of paparazzi, but the hotel staff has held them off bothering you. Also, two women called – an Ellen and a Claire who said they were Crystal's sisters; they want you to call them back as soon as you wake up despite time of day. Also, Anna, your sister, and Lauren, your sister-in-law, called separately, and they seem desperate to talk to you too."
A groggy Terry leaned against the door jam. He said in a sleepy voice, "Why don't we do something with the press at twelve-thirty or one o'clock. That'll give us all time to get decent and eat. Oh, and you should know, I talked to Ellen last night; I couldn't sleep so I let them know what had happened. She told me it was already on American television – every channel. Now, can we order up room service?"
Nancy chided him, "Eat and sex. You must be a guy!" Terry just nodded numbly in his stupor.
When the press conference started, Terry estimated there were two hundred members of the media present, and more kept filing into the back of the ballroom the hotel had assigned us for the press event. Television cameras from two-dozen networks across the globe had been set up; two score of photographers sat in the front row taking pictures of everything that happened; and a mass of microphones and pocket recorders lay on the podium or the adjacent table to pick up the audio of the press conference. The room broke into pandemonium when Terry, Nadia, Jill, Nancy, Crystal, and I walked in the door. By agreement, Terry would moderate the press conference.
Over the initial shouts of a hundred questions, Terry held his hands up. The room didn't quiet for two minutes, but finally the din died down. Terry and I walked up to stand behind the podium. Crystal and the others lined up along one wall. Terry autocratically stated that the press conference would start with me giving my version of the events, and then we would entertain questions only from people he called upon. No unruly shouted questions would be answered.
I described going for a short meditation during the intermission, coming back, seeing the out of place bag, sensing something was wrong, and doing a little exploratory probe of the knapsack. I told about ordering up some help, and then falling back on my Army Special Forces experience to figure out what we could do with the bomb, particularly how to move it. I told of Daniel's arrival and how he saved the day by innovatively shooting the wires to the pressure plate that we couldn't reach, and then how he'd led me to the culvert where we'd stashed the bomb. I told about how we'd been blown to the ground by the pressure wave, sought shelter under a couple of vehicles, and then how we'd found ourselves, described our injuries, and our feelings after the debris stopped falling from the sky. I also applauded the bravery of the two policemen who had died in the incident, pointing out that we were all trying to preserve life and property.
At that point Terry opened the room up for questions, picking on various individuals for over an hour. By that time, I had to answer many questions being asked with 'I don't know,' 'You'll have to ask the police that,' or other deflecting statements. My part in the explosion had been hashed over, as well as a few questions about what Crystal thought of me, and whether we were going to the premiere the following evening (Yes, the less disruption we allow this terrorist to create, the better off we all are).

* * * * *The explosion and press event diverted people's attention from being horny, at least until after dinner. Nancy had left for several hours in the afternoon to put the iPod I'd smuggled out of Russia into 'better hands,' and to go to her hotel and get some other clothing and makeup. When she rejoined us, she brought a suitcase and wore an attractive casual but sexy short dress with a three-inch wide black belt that accentuated her narrow waist and amplified her rack. Nancy started to spice things up when she twirled her skirt to show us she had gone commando for the rest of the day. She also pulled aside part of the top of the dress to prove she was braless as well.
I teased Nancy about the black belt, saying something about karate, and martial arts. She nodded and told us she indeed had those qualifications in Tae Kwon Do, the Korean martial arts, explaining that in this art the black belt or 'third Dan' also contained three levels indicated by black stripes on a white belt; she had all three black stripes. She amazed me further by explaining that she could conduct many strikes of the art wearing high heels, a fact that could turn deadly for any opponent since she wore stiletto heels most of the time, even during a couple of our sexual escapades.
We had a catered dinner in the hotel room because so many paparazzi remained in the public areas of the hotel. Nancy became the target of our conversation and entertained us at dinner with stories from her CIA training at the Arlington, Virginia headquarters and later at Camp Peary near Williamsburg – a place affectionately known as 'The Farm.' She was careful to explain that everything she told us was unclassified. She had funny stories about all the training activities and the tricks they tried to play on the instructors: students practiced surveillance and counter-surveillance techniques, clandestine communications methods, brush passes, servicing dead drops, explosives, weaponry, and defensive and offensive driving to mention a few unusual skills. Nancy had specialized in the Baltic countries and Russia because she had taken Russian in high school and college, so had some background in the area. She also had some other qualifications, such as a commercial pilot's license.
I couldn't share with Nancy and the others that I too had been at Camp Peary for two weeks when I was in the Army Special Forces for some highly specialized training about a mission we were about to conduct in the Middle East. I was about eight years older than she was, so I thought it unlikely we'd been there at the same time.



After dinner, we 'retired' early. Terry, Jill, and Nadia paired off, leaving Crystal, Nancy, and me to the large bed. Nancy proved highly innovative about how we could make love, and after we got started Crystal and I got in the groove with her ... well, I got into her groove actually.
I'd gone to shower after dinner, and when I came out of the bath I discovered Nancy nude and lying back on a pile of pillows. Between her legs lay an equally naked Crystal whose head bobbed and twisted as her tongue stormed about in Nancy's gorgeous red hot sexual center.
I guess Crystal must have sensed my presence because without looking she said to me, "Yummy. You should have told me that Nancy was this sweet. I could dine here all day ... but tonight this is the perfect dessert." She bore back in with her tongue, and I watched Nancy stiffen in erotic response to the feminine assault.
Nancy had a silly glassy-eyed look on her face. She made eye contact with me, "Do you know your girlfriend has the most talented tongue of anyone I know – well, except maybe for you. She can ... oh, shit, here I go ... aaaaagggaaaaaaaiiiiiiiinnnnnnnn." Nancy's eyes closed, and her body thrashed around as she tried to maximize clitoral contact with Crystal's tongue.
I lay down beside Crystal. She pulled away briefly, and French kissed me; I could taste Nancy as we loved. Crystal said with a lecherous smile, "Want to help?"
I nodded. Crystal went back to licking, so I moved one hand under her chin and slowly inserted a couple of fingers into Nancy's dripping quim. Nancy had another mini-orgasm from the way her body reacted and the moan of pleasure we heard.
Crystal let me move my hand around until I found Nancy's G-spot, an area deep inside and anatomically behind her clitoris. As I started to massage the area with my fingertips, Crystal went back to gnawing and munching around the immediate area. A couple of Crystal's fingers also joined mine inside the brunette.
"Oh, fuck, you guys are ... are ... can't someone come and fuck me. That's what I need, a big hard cock right now ... deep inside me ... Ooooooooh, fuck."
Crystal nudged me. I jerked my fingers from Nancy's soggy pussy, and Crystal moved to the side slightly. I knee walked between Nancy's legs and used my hardening cock to smear her wetness plus the juices left by Crystal's attention around her nether region. Occasionally, I'd let only the head slip into the opening of her vagina. Nancy would writhe and try to capture more of me. Eventually, I gave into her longing as well as my own, and our dance of love started.
Crystal massaged Nancy's upper body and breasts, and often kissed her. The pair was forming a bond deeper than the casual friendship brought about from our Russian adventure.
I heard Nancy invite Crystal "to place your pussy over my face, pleeeeeaaassseee." Crystal tossed some pillows off the bed to make more room, and then lowered her own quaking slit slowly onto Nancy's tongue – her eyes closed and a look of rapture crossed Crystal's face. When she opened her eyes, we stared at each other, and then kissed and whispered, "I love you" to one another.
As Nancy ate Crystal's gushing box, Crystal used one hand to massage Nancy's clit right above where my cock pistoned in and out of her body. With her arms reaching up to Crystal's erect nipples, Nancy started to cum every minute or so. Crystal fired off a few times too. The only sound soon became our gasps for air, our sighs of pleasure, and the rhythmic slap of my body against Nancy's quim.
I filled Nancy when I came, so much the overflow oozed out and created a large wet spot on the bed I'd have to face later. I cradled Nancy and Crystal to me during our afterglows.
Later that night, Nancy orchestrated a swap so she could be with Terry and Nadia, as Jill joined Crystal and me. Things worked out extremely well for us.
Crystal and I stayed in Dublin a week longer than expected; Nadia and the band flew home to Nashville the next day. Jill flew back to LA after the movie premiere. During the unplanned week, I got interviewed extensively by the police, we did two more press conferences, we did the premiere of Crystal's movie, and Crystal and I attended the funerals of the two policemen who had been killed in the explosion and visited the injured in hospital.
Nancy took some accumulated leave, and she, Crystal, and I managed to cement our relationships with each other rather firmly several times each day with the echo of sweet, sweaty flesh pounding around our bedroom. The three of us went on long runs each day so we stayed in shape for our other physical activities.
To be continued.
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read the Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim gets into country music, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with his leading lady),and becomes a hero several time to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip, but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Billy, their bandleader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort girl. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. During a concert in London, Jim receives a blackmail note. He hires a private detective to help search for the culprit, and hence meets Margo. On a flight to London, Jim and Margo joined the Mile High Club, and later confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat to Jim. After leaving Margo and Caroline – one of the suspects, Jim continues his European tour. In Berlin, CIA agents asked Jim to do a special task in Moscow and bring back secret data to the west. He succeeds and receives highly sex-filled thanks from the female CIA agent. After Moscow, the entourage move to Dublin, where Jim discovers a bomb in the concert stadium, and at great personal risk saves the day by carrying the bomb to a place to limit damage. His 'Mellon Girls' reward him in an appropriate manner.

Crystal Clear Ch. 19Swimming nude, Nadia's sexy toga party, a birth
My dive neatly cut the water, leaving little back splash. I soared under the surface for thirty feet or so before my natural buoyancy carried me to the surface. The endorphins I'd generated from a seven-mile run put me on an elated high. The meditation time I'd spent in the forest clearing near the back of the house had given me clarity and renewed spiritual awareness for the day. I felt a unity with mind, body, and spirit, as well as good chi. I allowed myself to float on my back, effortlessly, looking up at a bright blue heaven of a perfect morning in Nashville.
I thought about heaven, and what it must be like. In a way, I didn't believe in either a heaven or a hell – these were constructs of man, not of some vengeful God who made decisions on where you would spend the rest of eternity. I believed in angels too, but not the kind with wings; more like spiritual guides that we should listen to more frequently. I believed in an after life and a before life; I had trouble envisioning what that place and space and time would be like, but I had always carried great faith that these were real experiences of the spirit – the soul. The bomb explosion in Dublin had reminded me how thin the veil between life and death could be – the tether between this world and some other. But it wasn't just the bomb and the damage it did – the fatalities, or how close it had come to killing hundreds of innocents. What bothered me most was how terrible one person's mind had become to try to wreak that kind of damage on their fellow spirits. I pushed the thoughts away and went back to staring at a cloud slowly changing color as its angle to the sun changed.
One by one each of the four women in the pool came and kissed me. I told each of them how I loved them and treasured my relationship with them. I made sure to do that often; I didn't want to pass to another world someday and have left things like that unsaid. We had an unusual relationship with each other, a single male loved and was intimate with these women who also loved each other. Further, there were others in our circle of intimacy – other men and women who shared a willingness to open up and love freely. I felt a close and deep bond with every one of them, closer, I realized, than I had felt with Karen – my late wife, or with my stoic parents when they were alive, or with my sister growing up – before we changed our relationship to one that included physical intimacy and romantic love for one another, a relationship that brought us together in mind, body, and spirit.
These relationships were not only about lust for one another, although that mortal activity certainly played a core role in our thinking each day; but also we related to each other with love. In that love, we pushed each other to do better, to be the best we could be at whatever we chose, to find joy in each moment, and to savor the 'Now' of that moment. We were each other's best friends forever and their most intimate lovers. We were all open to new relationships, but few stood the test of time that our core circle enjoyed.
Nadia's nude body went up the stairs out of the pool and as usual my eyes locked onto her positively adorable and perfectly shaped ass. I even think I might have drooled for a few seconds. She turned back to us and said, "Breakfast in five minutes my darlings. I could use one person to help carry the trays out here." Claire went up the stairs to help Nadia, also displaying a naked derriere that certainly deserved a silver medal. The 'Here' Nadia referred to was the patio behind the house I shared with Crystal outside of Nashville. Nadia had continued to play the role of housekeeper for us despite our attempts to put her on a more equal basis since she had become our paramour; the auburn haired Russian imp told us, "Maybe some day I'll be a different kind of partner, but for now this is how I want to show my love for you." When she wasn't playing housekeeper, she continued working on a bachelor's degree at the college two towns over. I could only imagine the chaos she created on campus when she wore tight jeans and a form-fitting top. Nadia also had a 'rack' worthy of ogling.
Nadia occasionally went out on dates with some of her classmates, a point made complicated because she averaged four years older than the men in her class at college. Nonetheless, she looked the right age partly because she was petite, barely topping five feet tall. While Crystal and I had been on a concert and movie premiere tour in Europe, Nadia had gotten on the social circuit at the college; she now routinely attended weekend fraternity house parties. We hadn't had time to talk in detail, but she implied that she already had some wild stories to tell about some of the parties; as she put it, "I see sexy things, and I do sexy things; when the time is right, I tell you my stories so you ... you make love to me harder and faster." Now, that sounded like a series of tales I had to hear.
Claire climbed from pool to help. She ran a towel over her gorgeous body – trim, with not an ounce of fat anywhere. Her breasts shimmied as she did her back pulling the towel from side to side; her long red hair lay in long damp ringlets on either shoulder almost reaching down to her nipples. Claire blossomed in our love, coming from a rescue by Jill Danes – the actress, and from a career path she hadn't liked but had felt trapped in as a porn movie queen and a high-end call girl. Now that she had shared her secret life with us, she seemed more relaxed and wanted to talk about those years in her life, perhaps as a catharsis of her spirit. The adult trade had taught her skills she willingly shared with us about how to please each other; plus, she had shared a few stories that turned us on – stories of sex and seduction, stories of love and lust and power.
Claire had become Ellen's partner in many ways. They been Sapphic lovers the entire time we were away in Europe – usually including Nadia, but they each admitted that they pined away for Crystal and me to come home. Claire told me the first night we were home, "I am bisexual, but just spent all these weeks being a lesbian. I want to be with you a lot; I love you. I want to be bisexual again. I need my quota of your manhood." Ellen who lay nude beside us at the time agreed.
Ellen followed Claire from the pool, also pausing to wring out her long brunette tresses. She made it a tie for the silver medal of rear ends along with Claire. When I'd first met Ellen she had a mix of sophistication and immaturity about her. The latter took the form of self-centeredness; a need to stand out regardless of situation, and a sense of privilege because she'd recently completed her degree. Perhaps it was Claire and my influence, but Ellen had mellowed into a more balanced mature woman in the two years I'd known her. She had gone from superficial to deep, from flighty to intellectual, from self-centered to other centered, she'd adopted a nearby dog rescue as a 'cause' she spent some of her free hours helping, not afraid to get her hands dirty. She'd learned how to reach out to others, and that skill now showed in all she did, especially when she was around us. Moreover, with my agent Terry's help, she had grounded herself in the entertainment industry as an associate producer of pop and country music. All this, yet she'd kept her friendliness, youthful enthusiasm, and bubbly personality that endeared her to everyone.
Crystal floated to me again, her nude body pressing against mine. I loved the feel of her against me. She kissed me and said, "I love you more every day than the day before, but not as much as tomorrow." We hugged, and I confirmed my deep emotional feeling for her. Crystal had taken my life, broken from the shattering death of my wife and the resultant loss of all motivation except to ride my motorcycle across the country, and given me an opportunity to excel in new ways and new places as a country singer – a good one, a popular one whose songs sold millions of copies, much to my surprise. She'd also drawn me out by her care in a loving and forgiving relationship, helping me to love again. She always gave of herself to others – her time, talent, and treasure helped so many, and by example she'd taught all of us how to 'give back' for the gifts the Universe had bestowed on us.
The girls all put on light wraps, and I slipped into a pair of black briefs that could also pass as a very thin bathing suit. Nadia produced eggs benedict with her own custom sauce that made the meat and eggs melt in your mouth with a delicious after-taste.
The five of us sat and chatted, but mostly I listened and watched the women and how they interacted with each other. I had to pause my mental processes and say a prayer to the Universe for these women in my life – open, loving, passionate, forgiving, tolerant, and fun loving. I couldn't fantasize of a more erotic or exotic life; I lived it. I couldn't ask for more love; I had it delivered to me every minute of every day. I couldn't feel deeper joy; my life had an amazing abundance of happiness. My prior life must have been awful, because this one was heavenly.

* * * * *"Oh, come on, Nadia. You've got to tell us some story about your life on campus. We know you too well; you've got to have some sexy story to share," Crystal chided Nadia to open up about one of her experiences. Ellen and Claire joined in trying to coax the petite Russian bombshell into a sexy story. The six of us sat around in our living room on a Saturday evening: Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Nadia, Terry, and me.
Nadia began in her cute Russian accent, "I met this handsome man on the campus. He study engineering, play basketball, and a member of the Delta Tau Delta fraternity. He called Sean – an Irish name, I think, but he is all American man. He knows everyone on campus, and has dated lots of women, but say he likes me the best. I could see he was a ladies man, but not one to be tied down in a relationship. This suit me fine; I just want a good time with no apron string either. We talked after class one day, and I guess we impressed each other. He asked me to a fraternity party – this was about seven weeks ago."
Claire said in a taunting tone, "Enough background; get to the good stuff."
Nadia went on, ignoring the interruption; "So, Sean explained to me about a toga party like the Romans used to have two thousand years ago. The party had a live rock band, kegs of beer, lots of other booze, and to not my surprise a whole house full of horny people."
Ellen asked, "Did you wear a toga?"
"Oh, yes. I came home after he asked me, and I studied what Romans really wore. I find that togas were mostly wool, and I asked Sean about it next day and he explain that a bed sheet would be a fine substitute in this climate. I also find that Roman's don't wear underwear in those days like we do; instead they wear loincloths or little aprons in case toga happened to come unwrapped. I guess in those days women don't cover their breasts so much as today, only their pussies, and men their penises."
I started to chuckle at how the Russian imp must have viewed her upcoming toga party, believing it to be a serious costume party deserving of study beforehand so she would be properly attired for her date.
Nadia continued, "So, I borrowed some Sandals from Crystal's closet, and I take a white bed sheet, and I use sewing machine with some scrap material to make a loincloth. I carefully try everything on, and I am really enjoying the freedom my breasts and pussy feel with practically nothing around them. I mean the loincloth is like just a flap of material in front of me, but I am all naked underneath it; and with no bra, my breasts can more freely – I find later they even rub against the material and keep my nipples erect all night – well, all night up until I took the toga off."
Crystal leaned forward with a licentious grin, "You took the toga off? What happened then?"
Nadia also ignored Crystal's question; she seemed intent to tell the story at her own pace. "So, I drove to campus to meet Sean and go to party. He kissed me a lot in welcome – oh, we had kissed a lot before too, but not done anything else. So, I feel all lovey-dovey with him at the start of the evening. I put toga and makeup on in his room at the frat house, we went downstairs to the party, and we start drinking beer. I take it easy on the booze; I know my limits. I can see Sean is a careful drinker too. We alternated between beer and soda, but we were very happy in any case."
"I saw some girls from my classes that I know, and I think we found comfort that we knew each other and were at the same party. One girl tells me, 'This party is so cool – a real blowout.' She said, 'Everything you dream about will happen tonight – you can get laid in so many different ways by so many different guys.' I made note of her comment. I wonder if Toga Party will be like one of our orgies. I hoped so."
Nadia continued, "Sean and I danced a lot at the beginning. We got all heated up with the music and the hard dancing. All my body parts go in motion, especially my bum and my breasts, and I guessed Sean got really excited about me. I pushed my pussy against Sean's leg and humped him; he liked that a lot and pushed back. Other girls started to do the same dance step with their dates. By the way, I saw other girls at the party cheated; they wore bikinis or a bra and regular panties or thongs. I felt freer than them and happy I did my toga research."
"Sean rediscovered my pretty tush early in evening – the evening. He had seen me in jeans, but toga I wore was not too revealing because of the way it draped over my backside. He cupped my ass with his hands and pulled the sheet tight over my buns, so he could show his 'brothers' how 'sweet my ass is.' I liked putting on a show for Sean, so I wiggled my butt a lot for everyone. The 'brothers' and some of the girls cheered and spilled beer on my butt getting my toga wet. Some patted my ass with their hands – even some girls. I think they don't believe I am real, but you know that I am. At first, I got a little embarrassed, but then I loosened up. This was to be a wild party, so I must play my part." Nadia giggled.
"And then?" Claire asked, leaning forward in anticipation.
"Well, band took a break, so Sean take me upstairs to his study room. He hung a sock on doorknob – a signal so we won't be interrupted, shut the door, pulled a sleeping bag from under his desk, and spread it out as padding on the floor. We both lie down and start making out really big time. I let him get to ... how you say ... second base; he has my breasts out and we kiss a lot and he made love to my boobies."
We all were leaning forward waiting for the juicy parts.
Nadia continued, "About that time, we hear the band begin and then a lot of shouts like 'take it off'. Sean and I look at each other and our curiosity got the better of us, so I pulled the upper part of toga back on, and we went downstairs to the dance area. A pretty blond is dancing topless, her toga down around her waist; she has great tits, and they are amazing to watch gyrate as she dances and swings them around in front of the band and everyone else. She is busty. Many guys reach forward and feel her tits too, and she likes that the same way I liked it when they felt my ass."
Nadia looked at each of us to be sure we were interested in continuing her story. By this time our mouths were watering. "Soon, another girl pulled the top of her toga down exposing her breasts, and then another, and another. When I am in the minority, Sean and I started dancing, and I pulled the top of my toga down. I get many 'ooooohs' and 'aaaaahs' about my boobs; so I feel good about my gifts. Proportionally, my breasts are larger than most other girls. Sean and some of the others dancing near us tell me I have the nicest tits on the campus. I know it is because I am small, like a pixie, and I have breasts like a taller woman. Mine are nice and firm too; they only shake a little while I dance – not like the girl with jello boobs."
Nadia went on, "Well, the girl that started it all, soon dropped her toga completely. She is only wearing a little lace thong and it did not hide a whole lot. We can see she has shaved but she has saved a little strip of pussy hair right in front." Nadia pointed to her groin, and mimed where the girl had a landing strip. She went on, "She is stacked and has a really nice body, so for everybody it is very enjoyable to watch her gyrate and writhe in time to the music. Her nearly naked dancing excited even the band. Things are getting really sexy now. Lots of body parts are rubbing together everywhere in the room."
"Soon, other girls started to remove their togas as well, but not everyone. When party is about half in underwear with no togas, I also dropped my toga. Now, everyone really got excited about me, because I am not wearing a bikini bottom or any underwear; I am wearing the loincloth I made. As I danced, the little flap of material flew around often exposing my pussy to everyone; sometimes it felt like I had nothing on at all except my little bit of pussy hair. I could tell Sean and all his brothers liked my loincloth." Nadia laughed and conceded, "Well, maybe they loved seeing my pussy more."
Nadia paused and had another thought, "Oh, I forgot to tell you, that many of the handsome boys including Sean also took off their togas. They ended up dancing in boxers or briefs, and all have big growing lumps in their pants as they watch the pretty girls but especially me. I created many lumps all by myself I am proud to say. Sometimes I used my naked ass to intentionally rub into some guy's bump; a few hold my hips and made a pumping motion as though they were fucking me from the back. At that point, the party was really getting wild."



"A long slow dance song got played by the band, and couples pushed together really tightly and start to dance. There were many bare boobs against bare and manly chests. I saw one after another girl take rest of her clothes off until many are dancing totally naked; and their dates were also naked by this time. As slow dance went on, I could see in the crazy lights in the room that many girls trap the men's penises between their legs. Couples then just sway back and forth as though they are fucking."
Ellen urged, "Faster. Talk faster." We were all forgiving of Nadia's small slips of grammar or word usage so long as she just kept telling the story. As she talked, I could feel my own rod start to swell. Across the room, I saw Terry adjust himself; as a result, Claire poked him in jest and then reached lower and rubbed his lump.
Nadia smiled and kept on at her own pace, "Sean and I danced, except he is taller so I just trap his cock against my tummy and rub back and forth. He groaned a lot as I do this. Some couples go off, upstairs or to dark corners to make love. The whole nature of the party changed."
She said, "About this time, I felt another tall man behind me dancing in time to me and Sean. Sean introduced us; he say, 'Nadia, this is my roommate Jon; he wants to dance with you too.' I just nod in agreement, and then I feel Jon move close to me – up tight; his hands on my bare ass for a bit, and then his nude body pushing against my back. He was naked and I could feel his cock against my back. I became a sandwich between two handsome naked and horny men. I loved this. Their hands are all over me, and fingers start to push into my holes. I kiss Sean a lot, and he encouraged me to kiss Jon too; soon, we have a building passion to make love – the three of us."
Sean said, "Let's go upstairs again. We collected our sheets, and went back to his room: Sean, Jon, and me. He put the sock back on the doorknob again. Jon carefully removed my loincloth, and as we lay down, Sean and Jon both started eating my pussy by taking turns. But then, I often felt two tongues at the same time, and often many fingers from different men in my vagina even at the same time. I soared in sexual heaven – you know how I can get."
Crystal reached over and started to massage my cock through my pants. I'd gotten to a '7' listening to Nadia, but Crystal got me up to a '8' on my hardness scale before she seemed content to just keep me there. My jeans were suddenly very tight.
Nadia continued, "After a little time, Jon comes up and makes oral love to my breasts and he kissed me a lot. I kissed back hard with a lot of French kisses. Jon and Sean kissed me a lot, and we all liked kissing. We had a lot of passion between us. I felt Sean spread my legs, and then I felt his cock probing around looking for my hole. I helped guide him inside me, and our fucking began. As he fucked me, I suggested to Jon that he put his dick in my mouth so I can suck him and lick his love stick. He tells me he has died and has gone to heaven; he gave me his cock, I sucked on him, and pretty soon we are all in great harmony."
"After five minutes, I ask that the men change places, because I wanted to taste Sean and feel Jon inside me. Jon is excited about that idea, so he started to fuck me as I started to suck and lick Sean. About that time, there was a knock on the door, and we heard a 'brother' ask if he and his girlfriend could come in. Apparently, there was no place else in the house that was unoccupied; there were many people at the party. Sean looked at me, and I shrugged and said, 'OK,' so Sean says, come on in. A nude girl from one of my classes – Julie – and a naked guy came in with another sleeping bag. They apologized for the interruption, but explained that they had to work off some hormones. We all laughed."
"What then?" Crystal asked. She tightened her hand around my cock.
Nadia said, "Well, Julie and Doug, this other guy's name, started fucking right next to the three of us. It was very erotic. Sometimes, Julie and I bounced atop our men, and I might be sucking on one of them. At one point, we were like that, Julie mounted over Doug, and me over Jon, and Sean is standing between me the other couple and I was sucking on his cock as I rotated my hips on Jon's cock. Julie tapped Sean on his butt, and said 'Turn around, I want some of that too.' So Sean turned, and Julie started sucking on him. Next I know, Doug came and fucked me, and Jon and Sean started doing Julie. We switched back and forth a few times in various combinations of men and women. Julie and I had lots of orgasms; sometimes I rubbed her clitoris as she fucked someone next to me, and I could reach her; or she returned the favor and rubbed my clit. It was very nice sensation, just like you do to me." She'd turned to Crystal when she made her last comment.
"Holy shit," I muttered thinking of all the sexual fun Nadia had enjoyed at this party. She'd found her own orgy.
Nadia went on, "Finally, everybody has orgasms ... very nice ones. The men wanted to cum on our faces, so Julie and I kneeled down and let them. I then taught Julie how to lick the cum off me and swallow. She tried it and liked it. I don't think any of men went soft watching us. We were pretty erotic. We did what Julie called snowballing, where we swapped the cum back and forth; we put on a show for the men." She paused, "You know, we have done this with you Jim – with your semen – Crystal and me, oh, and Jill and that Nancy in Dublin."
"After that the men are still recovering, so Julie and I got into a sixty-nine position. We were really into it trying to give each other pleasure and more orgasms. I found I was better at it than she was, but she learned really fast. I tell her what to do to please me too. Anyway, when we stopped there are eight more people in the room – four couples. I recognize a couple of the new girls from my classes – Liz and Kelly. Everyone applauds us, and Julie and I both blushed."
"I was only slightly embarrassed because all eight people are naked, and three of the new couples were fucking slowly with the girl leaning a little forward and the men taking them from the back. I pulled Julie to her feet with me, and we start kissing. Sean slid into my cunt again, and Jon slid into Julie's pussy as Doug urged her on. Pretty soon, all the girls have formed a circle with the men behind them; Doug would have been an extra but he got in the outside circle of guys."
Nadia smiled towards heaven at the experience she was about to describe; "So, the six women locked arms around each other's shoulders, formed a circle, and leaned inwards with our asses stuck out. The men circled behind us and each of the seven men took about thirty seconds worth of strokes into our pussies before the men rotated to the next girl. We were laughing, but it was very sexy, and I kept cuming – all the girls did. I was between Julie and Kelly, so we kissed back and forth between us, and the guys told us these kisses were a big turn on for them, but I knew that from being with all of you."
"One guy came in Liz's pussy, so he dropped out. His girlfriend pulled him in front of her so she could suck him clean. She is very good at cleaning and giving a blowjob; I learn something I must show you later. Soon after, another guy blasted his cum into one of the other girls that was also not his date, and he dropped off to watch and urge us on. His date cleaned him up too, and then we each take a lick of his nice cock."
"Sean then left a deposit in me, so he dropped out, and I polished his rod with my mouth, even making him partially hard again. Doug almost immediately came in Kelly's quim, and then Liz got another load from another guy. The three guys left were in pussy heaven. They make it around the circle of women twice before Jon filled Julie's pussy – something I think he really wanted to do. After that, the girls who have cum running down their legs drop out of the circle to clean up a little, but everyone is very happy. This leaves two guys and two girls; they lie down on the sleeping bags and really went at it; neither was with their date. After a couple of minutes, everyone had cum or had cum inside them. Oh, that night was just so sexy. Now I've gotten all wet just thinking about it again."
Ellen asked, "Was that the end of the evening? It sounds like a grand crescendo."
Nadia smiled, "Oh, no, we all went and got beers and then sat around nude in the fraternity living room for a while. When the guys recovered, we went back upstairs and did things again, only this time lying down and taking longer with each person. We had Jon and one couple drop out, but two new ones joined us who had been in the living room listening to us talk about what we did. I had never had so many different cocks in me in such a short period of time; it was wonderful and so much fun."
Claire asked, "Are you going back?"
Nadia wrinkled up her nose and grinned, "Yeah, probably, but with everyone home here I don't feel the need to trim my horns on campus as much. I won't be as horny as I was – poor Sean is probably going to suffer. I like doing all these things with you best of all – and I mean all of you. You're my new family, and I love you." Nadia's sincerity touched each of us.
As an after thought, Crystal said nonchalantly, "Maybe we should have a party here someday, and invite some of your college friends; they sound like fun. I have fond memories of some fraternity parties too, although not quite as ... fulfilling, as yours, so to speak."

* * * * *I continued to be amazed by how nicely the six of us fit together: Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Nadia, Terry, and me. After Nadia's story telling we were all so horny, we went up to our big bed and made love with one another. My amazement came from the point that no one ever felt that they were an 'extra' or a 'third wheel.' I wondered if it was self-selection to the life style we'd adopted. Even when we'd had others with us, everyone felt included and ended up happy and sated.
The first ten days back in Nashville and home in the United States were a blur. I went from press conference to interview to press conference to interview, and repeated the process over and over. Every newspaper, magazine, radio station, and television station had to hear me talk about the Dublin Bomb first hand. The European press continued to hype the event with follow-up stories.
The day after the blast I had been front-page news, and the fervor by the media hadn't died down by the time we got back to the U.S. Moreover, every publication also revisited the Nicaragua kidnapping of Jill Danes and my subsequent escue effort. I'd been a public hero twice in only a few months.
I don't know how the media found out, but stories from my road trip also started to be the subject of the various interviews: my rescue of an unconscious farmer in Pennsylvania from his burning barn, the rescue of a couple of kids in a dingy in South Carolina, stopping a rape in Alabama and getting shot for my troubles, catching a robber in Arkansas, rescuing a girl from a tornado in Kansas, and helping in another rescue effort after a bad traffic accident in Washington.
Of course, the whole situation with Summer Ellis, and my child resurfaced. I had to explain again how I'd been asked to impregnate the wife of a dear friend who had a war injury and was infertile. Not a bad word was said about any of this, only the curiosity of how one friend helped another in an unusual way.
Ten days after we got back from Dublin, Crystal and I started to work on a new record album together, a mix of solos and duets. Ellen took on the role of producer and promoter for us under Terry's tutelage. She caught on quick, and we were pleased with Terry and her interaction with Sony Music about our remuneration for the new album.
Terry got us a new movie script – a 'romantic action drama' entitledDownslope. Jake Randall, our young friend and composer had come up with five different songs that could be the title song for the movie and the centerpiece of the new album. One day, Ellen brought Jake out to the house, and we spent the day in the studio tinkering with each of the renditions. Ellen worked the audio controls and recorded the session as Jake played the keyboard and Crystal and I sang. The only progress we made was to eliminate one of the songs; even Jake decided he didn't like it that much. Matter of fact, Jake decided he didn't like any of the newly penned songs that much, so he pledged to go back to work the next day on something for us.
At the end of the afternoon, Jake said he had to go. I asked if he had time for a glass of wine, and he checked his watch and said, "Well, just a small one." Jake looked about sixteen, but was twenty-six. He had a gift for writing country songs, and he particularly liked us and told us he always felt as though he was writing for us to sing. He envisioned us on stage singing his songs.
We had some new Italian wine from Umbria, and I poured us each a glass, honoring Jake's request for only a taste. Ellen and Claire joined the three of us.
Just as we sat in the living room, my cell phone rang. I glanced at the number, thinking I would allow the call to go into voice mail, but I saw the Ohio area code and so rapidly answered the phone putting it on speaker automatically.
"George, what's happening?"
George Ellis talked in a rapid voice throwing his words at me as though a machine gun had fired them; "Jim, Summer's water broke about ten minutes ago. She's starting to feel intense labor pains, and she asked me to call you because she's going to have the baby in the next twenty-four hours. She wants you to join me in the delivery room for the birth of your child. She's doing natural childbirth. Can you get up here to Greenville really fast?"
I blurted out, "I'll try. I'll call you back with my arrangements."
George said, "One thing you should know is that Edie is here too. I guess you know from our emails that we've seen each other often over the past few months. She's going to take care of Little Jim while we're at the hospital."
I fondly recalled pretty Edie Gerst, the reporter from theDayton Daily News who had broken the story about my having a son with Summer Ellis, George's wife. We ended up giving her an exclusive on the story, and that helped jump her career up several notches with her paper and the rest of the media. The story had enabled her to get access to more high powered and newsworthy people, and that in turn gave her access to even more high powered and newsworthy people, and so on. She was on a roll.
As I hung up, Ellen said, "Want me to see how fast I can get you to Greenville, Ohio?"
"Please. I wouldn't know where to start except with the commercial airlines."
Ellen got up and left the room. She yelled over her shoulder, "Jim, go pack a bag and get ready to leave. I'll have something for you shortly."
Twenty minutes later, Ellen came back in the room with her clipboard. I'd already packed a rollaway suitcase with my essentials, and had my briefcase with my new Macbook Air. Beside the two cases was the beat up travel guitar that I'd carried on most of my road trip across America.
Ellen said, "A car will be picking you up in about twenty minutes. There'll be a small jet waiting for you at the general aviation terminal at Nashville. They should have you at the Darke County Airport about three to four hours from now. The pilot I talked to told me the weather looked good, and he'd have to carry minimum fuel so he could get their Citation XLS in and out of that airport. "
I asked, "How will I get from the airport to the hospital or George and Summer's home."
Ellen smiled and said, "I talked to Edie. One way or another she will pick you up. She may have Little Jim asleep in his car seat, but she'll be there, and she'll be up to date on what's happening where."
I went and hugged Ellen; "You're a gem. Thank you for setting this up."
The doorbell rang. I heard Nadia answer the door, and realized my ride to airport had come.
Crystal came and kissed me, "Go and be a good expectant father. You'll never forget the next twenty-four hours. Oh, and have fun with Edie. Give her a hug, kiss, my love, and then a lot more kisses and other physical stuff when you see her. Give her a lot of physical stuff." She gave me a knowing grin and pushed me towards my suitcases.
I hugged Ellen, Claire, and Nadia too, shook hands with Jake, waved at Terry, and was out the door.

* * * * *Carl Burr, the pilot of the sleek jet, had told me that night landings by a high performance jet on short runways were not conducive to smooth landings and long easy rollouts. He was right. We practically slammed the wheels down on the numbers at the Darke County Airport, and then we used every possible effort to stop the aircraft before the end of the runway pulling a lot of forward "G's" that flung me forward against my seat belt. We made it. As I got off the plane at the GA terminal, Carl told me, "Oh, we had a couple hundred more feet we could have used before we stopped." He grinned at me, clearly proud of squeaking the jet into the small airport at night. I wondered how he'd ever takeoff.
Edie ran across the tarmac and into my arms. She wore a flowered dress, so when she jumped into my arms she also had the flexibility to wrap her legs around me and grind her pussy against my rapidly straining bump. We kissed quite a bit before she let go.
Carl brought my bags over by Edie's car as we were hugging. He gave me a wink and walked back to the jet.
Edie positively effused from that moment on about helping the Ellis' and the imminent arrival of the baby Summer and I had conceived nine months earlier about the same time I'd met Edie for the second time, and she did the article about James Mellon Ellis, my first child by Summer.
As we started to leave the airport parking area in front of the terminal, I realized we were in Summer's car. Edie explained, "It already had the child car seat in it. In case you didn't notice, your son is asleep back there. My car is back at the Ellis'. George is already at the hospital, and that's where we're going now."
I hadn't noticed. I spun around, and there, slumped over in his seat was Little Jim. A network of crisscrossed shoulder and lap belts secured him to the seat and the seat to the car. He looked like he didn't have a care in the world, and certainly not like he was about to have a new sibling.
Edie knew where she was going, and we whipped over a few different roads, got nearer to Greenville center, and then she pulled up in front of the hospital's Emergency Entrance. As we'd driven, Edie gave me instructions on what to say as I got into the hospital – words that would get me to George and Summer.
I gave Edie a peck on the lips and dashed into the hospital. Apparently, George had paved the way for my arrival at this late hour. A night duty nurse, shepherded me up one flight of stairs and off to the Maternity Wing of the hospital. She pushed me into a men's changing area, dropped a set of green scrubs into my arms, told me to change, and "get through 'that' door, as soon as possible." 'That' door, was a portal into the delivery room, and through a window in the door I could see George, a doctor, and two nurses in the room, probably all working around Summer.
I stripped, washed my hands, put on the scrubs, and walked through the door into the delivery room. The first words I heard in a female scream were, "OOOOH, GREAT FUCKING SHIT THAT HURTS!"
I walked up beside Summer; "My, my, my. Such terrible language from such a pretty mother to be."
"OH, FUCK YOU. You made pregnant you bastard. I'm in labor, and it hurts like hell." At least she smiled at me. She held out her arms to me. I leaned over the gurney and kissed her. She even ran her tongue into my mouth briefly. George nodded and smiled; he was glad I was there.



One of the nurses had been hovering around Summer's nether region. She announced to the room, "She's ten centimeters. Pretty soon now. She's all shaved."
Summer's complexion was flushed and blotchy, and she'd clearly been pushing and trying to rid her body of the baby. I could only sympathize. She smiled as the pain passed, "I am so glad you're here. I wanted you so badly to see this ... I mean this is ours ... all three of us." She reached out with her right hand and grabbed George's hand, and with her left hand grabbed my hand. She had tears of joy and pain simultaneously running down her face.
I saw a wet washcloth on a stand beside the bed; I picked it up and started to wipe down Summer's face. She closed her eyes and relished the attention.
A nurse handed me a paper cup full of ice chips and a spoon. "Here; you can give her some of these. It'll help cool her down a little and ease the pain."
I asked, "Are you on anything?"
Summer grimaced and said, "Nothing between me and the pain. Just you guys." Her eyes got big and she said, "Oh, fuck, here comes another one."
Summer threw her head back and grimaced in agony as another labor pain swept through her body. I had seen the nurse massage the baby bump that now made up most of her lower body. I took over as her legs tensed and pushed into the stirrups on the end of the table. I rubbed for all I was worth, even feeling the ripples of the abdominal and uterine muscles as I did.
As the pain passed and Summer squinted at me, I fed her a few of the ice chips. She gobbled them down as fast I could feed them too her, at least until the nurse said to go a little slow on intake otherwise she'd just vomit.
Summer gave me a grimaced grin. She said, "I can actually feel my pelvic bone separating – pulling apart when one of those pains rips through me. I think I'm really close." She sobbed, "Oh, God, I'm so glad George and you are here with me."
The obstetrician looked up from his seat in front of Summer's vagina and said, "She's right. The bones have moved, and the baby is crowning. You can come look if you want."
I nodded to George to go first. He walked behind the doctor and looked over his shoulder. He then gestured me to that viewpoint.
I moved next to the doctor, and sure enough Summer's vagina was stretched tight almost to the tearing point, but where there might have been a dark opening I could see the top of the baby's head – a red, slightly hairy, blotch of skin I knew to be the crown of the baby's head. I reached forward with my right hand and gently touched the baby. Oh, my God, I had just touched my child while it remained in its mother's womb. Tears started to roll down my cheeks I was so touched.
I looked at Summer and she gave me a wan smile. She reached out her hand to me, and I moved back to her side. She squeezed me tightly until her knuckles turned white.
The doctor talked to Summer, instructing her about how when the next labor pain hit to push down, to bare down, and to use all her muscles to push the baby from her womb.
I poured some of the melted water from the cup of ice into the washcloth and wiped down Summer's forehead with the coldness. She gave me a look of thanks.
And then, the next pain hit hard. Summer's grip on my hand almost crushed my bones it was so intense. I could see George shared the same experience. She pushed much longer than before, her hips even rotating up towards the doctor slightly.
I heard the doctor urging her on, "Keep pushing, Summer. Harder. More. Harder." I could see his hands working around her vagina. I watched as he used a pair of surgical scissors to cut part of the skin so it wouldn't tear around the opening. I could see Summer's blood on his gloves. Summer hadn't even flinched at the incision.
Suddenly, I saw the doctor scramble. He announced with enthusiasm, "I have the head Summer, you can back off for a minute. This is going like a textbook delivery."
I put more ice in the washcloth, and let Summer suck on it. She had her eyes closed and had turned beet red. She had only one mission in life in these moments – to complete the birth process.
I peeked over Summer's legs, and there in all its splendor was a baby's head fully exposed to its new environment. The doctor was rapidly suctioning the baby's mouth with some little squeegee device.
I felt Summer's grip tighten on my hand again; this time I was ready. She pushed hard and the doctor coached her some more. Summer groaned and grunts, followed by a long terrifying wail that could have been heard miles away.
The doctor loudly said, "She's out. I have her. The baby's here, and she looks just fine – a nice healthy baby girl."
Summer's eyes fluttered open, and she saw her baby for the first time. She'd felt this life inside her for months, had been its home and sustenance, and now she'd become it's mother for the rest of her life.
I cried. George was crying tears of joy too. Now, Summer was smiling with joy.
I watched as clamps were put on the umbilical cord and that line of life cut between mother and infant. A nurse took the baby away momentarily to a separate table in a sterile wash and wrap. Summer followed her newborn with her eyes.
A lesser pain for Summer pushed out the placenta as a nurse massaged her abdomen; the doctor caught the bloody mass in a surgical pan, and I watched him examine the gory mass. He said to me, "I have to be sure the placenta is all here; once in a while part of it will stay behind and we have to fish it out, but this one looks complete."
A nurse took the pan away. The second nurse presented the doctor with a suture kit, and he immediately started to repair the bloody episiotomy he'd done only minutes earlier. Again, Summer seemed oblivious to any pain. After he'd finished, I watched as the doctor pushed and held down on Summer's uterus from her abdomen. He stood there unmoving for a couple of minutes.
George and I both looked concerned. He explained, "She's bleeding a little internally and this pressure will help stop the leakage. It's normal."
The nurse brought the baby back to Summer; it had been cleaned and now looked bright pink and had a little pink beanie on her head. I could see where the umbilical cord had been tied closer to the baby's skin and tied off with dark surgical thread.
Summer took the baby with a huge smile on her face. The nurse pulled aside Summer's sweat-soaked hospital gown and exposed her breasts. Summer suckled the baby to her chest, and the baby started to go through some tentative motions to find a teat. Summer guided one of her erect nipples to the baby's mouth.
The nurse explained, "You probably remember this from your first, but it may take a day or so for them to learn where to look for their next meal, in the meantime you'll start to lactate full tilt. This babe looks perfect. She's nineteen inches long, and weighs in at seven pounds, eight ounces – that's a healthy weight too; and look at that beautiful brown hair she already has." The nurse pulled off the little cap for a moment to display the baby's scalp and ultra-fine hair.
Summer twirled the microscopically thin hair in one finger right at the spot where I'd touched the baby while it had still been inside Summer's birth canal.
The doctor jovially asked, "Does this one have a name yet?"
Summer said proudly, "Oh, yes. Crystal Lee Edith Ellis."
I hadn't heard the name before; I'd never thought to ask. I sobbed again and started crying so hard I couldn't see for a long time. I felt Summer squeeze my hand in love through my teary blindness.

* * * * *After I got my act together, I called Crystal about seven in the morning. I woke her, but she came alert and also broke into tears upon hearing that the Ellis' had used her name as part of the baby's name. I described the delivery twice, once to Crystal and again when Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and Nadia were on the speakerphone. I rang off to go and be with my Ohio family.
George and I sat on the hospital bed on either side of Summer who held Crystal to her bare breasts. What might have been erotic in other circumstances, only felt like a beautiful tableau dedicated to motherhood. The baby slept on its mother's chest. Edie sat in a chair; Little Jim slept in the car seat beside her. The sun was out, and I don't think any of us had slept for longer than thirty minutes all night long.
Doctor Kettle had finished another examination of baby and mother. "Everyone is doing fine. You can go home late this afternoon or stay until tomorrow."
Summer said in a knowing voice, "I vote for tomorrow. I think I'll rest better here knowing the baby is down the hall with good care. I need a solid night's sleep, and so do my various lovers."
The doctor nodded and then looked at George and me; "I know the arrangement you had to create this baby – and Little Jim too. I must congratulate you for what I can tell is one of the most loving and sustaining sets of relationships I have ever seen that involved more than one person. Summer gave me Edie's articles about you from several months ago. I gather you and George go back to high school."
I spoke, "Yes, tenth grade, and then military service together. We don't see each other nearly enough. Now, I have one more reason to be up here more frequently."
Edie came and sat by my side on the bed. She put an arm around me and put her head on my shoulder in a loving gesture. I hugged her to me.
The doctor looked surprised; "Are you his girlfriend?"
Edie smirked, "One of them. There's, of course, Crystal Lee – the singer, Ellen, Claire, Jill Danes – the actress, Nadia, Pat, Nancy, Tanya, June, Kim, Mils, Margo, and lots more, and ... well, we call ourselves 'Mellon Girls.'"
Dr. Kettle rolled his eyes and said, "I can only guess what that means."
Edie didn't leave it at that; she added, "Being a Mellon Girl means we've all learned to love without jealousy, and with only care for each other and for Jim or anyone else. This is how Jim's wired. It's how George, Summer, and I are wired – and we're also a triad. Once I understood, I felt as though a huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders." She was effusive in her delight.
Kettle smiled, "I salute you one and all. If it works for you, I hope you can expand that idea to the rest of the world."

* * * * *Edie and I slept all afternoon in the guest room. We'd gotten naked, but neither of us made any advance on the other. We were bone tired and just wanted the intimate contact nudity afforded.
The alarm went off at six. I found that Edie had gotten up a couple of hours earlier with Little Jim. I hadn't heard a thing. I went and roused George. The three of us dressed and went back to the hospital with Little Jim for another hour.
Summer proudly announced that the baby had discovered her teat, and seemed to be figuring out what to do with it. I announced that I would be happy to demonstrate, an offer that resulted in a punch in my arm as I sat next to Summer.
After our visit, we kissed Summer goodbye. George, Edie, Little Jim, and I went to Applebee's for dinner. Edie enjoyed playing mommy to Little Jim, and my son found great delight in her. Amazingly, we made it through dinner without disrupting the entire restaurant.
Back at the house, Edie and I got Little Jim ready for bed, I tried to read him a story with only modest success, and then we bedded him down for the night. George came and kissed his son goodnight too.
As we walked out of the nursery, George announced, "I'm still wiped out; I'm heading off to bed. You two make yourselves at home ... and have fun." He gave us a wink, turned, and headed off to the master bedroom.
Edie came and snuggled next to me on the sofa. It was the first relaxed time awake that we'd had since I'd arrived. I wrapped both arms around Edie, and she leaned against my chest and placed one of my hands on her breast. She wasn't wearing a bra, and I could feel the nipple harden almost instantly.
I said, "You seem to have formed a nice relationship with George and Summer."
Edie nodded, "Yes. What started nine months ago prevails today – only stronger. I told you a long time ago that we're lovers. I come see them every two, three, or four weeks for a long weekend, as much time as I can get away. I want to move up here permanently, but I have to figure out how to carry my share economically when I do. When Summer felt poorly towards the end of her pregnancy, I came up more often. I even took time off. I made love with George a lot especially those times so he'd keep his focus on Summer; she'd always be with us – I insisted. I feel part of their family, even more than with my parents and older brother. The Ellis' are so nice; I love them so."
I said with a chuckle, "We are a unique bunch of people. What would your readers say if you put what you told the doctor about Mellon Girls and what you've done for the Ellis' in your newspaper?" I raised my eyebrows in speculation.
We both laughed.
Edie twisted around and started to undo my shirt. She had a gleam in her eye. I suggested we go up to the bedroom, and she liked that idea. Two minutes later we were getting naked and enjoying how each other felt, and kissed, and licked. We swayed back and forth in front of each other kissing and intimately touching each other as our clothes fell away. I ran one finger around Edie's hot breasts, exciting each nipple. My other hand dipped between her legs; she spread them apart further for me. When I felt her slit, she was sopping wet. She'd been thinking about this moment for a long time.
As Edie wrapped her hand around my hardening cock, she whispered, "Jim, I have a favor to ask."
I panted after one of our hottest kisses yet, "Anything, Darling. What is it?"
Edie said in a slow, soft, measured tone, "Well, I'm not even ready, but I have so dreamed about this recently. I'd like you to make me pregnant. I want your baby."
To be continued
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Crystal Clear -- Ch. 20Make me pregnant, Claire's porn, and a decision
Edie said in a slow, soft, measured tone, "Well, I'm not even ready, but I have so dreamed about this recently. I'd like you to make me pregnant. I want your baby."
I was speechless -- impressed and nonplussed. Finally, I babbled out the first thing that came to my mind. "Errr, that's a big decision, and you're young and single, and pretty, and available, and there are so many people you could partner with ... and what do you mean you're not even ready?"
Edie kissed me. "Relax. I'm still on the pill, silly. Plus, I've thought about all my options plus talked with George and Summer. Besides, the two of them, you are the person I love the most in the whole world by a country mile."
I said, "Don't you think you're being influenced by hanging around Summer, and the thrill of the past few hours of the birth -- the start of something so wonderfully new."
"Oh, yes, I know I am. All this has helped me focus my thinking, and don't forget I've been a constant visitor here at their home the past nine months. I've seen both sides of this journey."
There was something I wasn't getting, some fine point or a connection I hadn't made. In the awkward silence that followed, she leaned up and kissed me softly on the lips, the kind of kiss that contains unfettered feminine sexuality. She paused and could probably sense the wheels turning in my brain. She said, "Don't say 'No', please. Just think about it. Now, come to bed and make love to me."
Edie and I spent almost two hours making love and playing sexually with each other. Somehow, I had forgotten how passionate Edie could be, and how explosive her orgasms were -- rocking the house off its foundations. Edie had many of them thanks to my dedicated efforts; I also enjoyed several. At one point, I shut the window in our bedroom lest the neighbors think someone was being murdered in the room.
When we declared success in that evening's part of our sexual journey, I cuddled Edie to my chest. We were still wide-awake, but aglow in each other's love. We were also sticky in the nicest of ways and with best of fluids. I could feel her breasts against my side, her nipples still aroused and giving me similar feelings just because I felt them rubbing against me. One of her fingers made sensuous circles through the small amount of hair I had on my chest. Periodically, one of us would feel the urge to kiss the other, but other than that we were silent and happy.
I thought of Edie's request and worried she had significantly underestimated the work and dedication a child requires for the rest of her life -- probably every body that had ever had children did. If I fathered a child with her, what would that mean for me -- or the two of us? I had no problem with being close and loving Edie the rest of my life.
I finally spoke trying to be careful with my words so they didn't hurt Edie; "Are you sure you've considered how much work a baby would be? Summer told me she barely had time for George and Little Jim, and now she has Little Crystal."
Edie cheerfully said, "Oh, we've talked, and we'll share the responsibilities for each other's children. Little Jim is already used to me. I'm his second mama."
"Huh? What do you mean 'share'?"
"You know, when we're living together."
"Wait. Who's living together?"
"Oh, I guess I wasn't clear. George, Summer, and me. The three of us have agreed to be a ménage a trois."
I spoke, "But, what about your job with the newspaper?"
Edie informed me from her supine position, "That's what I meant about making an economic contribution to this family; I want to continue working. Dayton is less than an hour away, and my boss has agreed to let me telecommute so long as I'm giving the paper meaty stories. My hours have been crazy anyway, but that will work to our advantage because I'll be home many days to care for the kids while Summer also works. When she's home in the evening, I can be out attending various meetings or speeches or interviews."
"When will you three find time to spend together -- and have three children?"
Edie thought, "I'm not out every night, but that's a good question. We'll have to manage our time."
I told her, "You know I love you, and several other women. There aren't enough hours in the day for me to devote the time I want with each of them. I'm constantly carrying around some guilt about this. Now, with the Ellis children -- and maybe yours -- I'll need to find even more time for my loved ones."
Edie said, "Well, at least, we'd all be in one place here in Greenville, Ohio."
I nodded decisively. I would have to talk to my rock about it; Crystal always had insights into situations like this that I had overlooked. I mentally took the entire 'Edie-Baby' issue and put it on a shelf, mentally visualizing walking across a room, and placing the box containing the issue and all it entailed on a shelf at eye level. I instantly felt relieved of needing to solve the problem.
Edie asked, "What just happened? A whole lot of tension just left your body."
I smiled, "I just put your request and my needing to think about it aside for now, but don't worry; I will come back to it again, but not on this trip. Let me know when you're ready." I described my visualization process to her, and she said she'd do the same thing -- for now. With what little I knew about women, I knew she wouldn't let the matter drop anytime soon.
The next morning, we went and visited Summer in the hospital. She told us she was coming home later that afternoon after her doctor released her. We left for lunch. George went back to the hospital to pick up Summer and the baby. While he was gone, Edie and I decorated the house with streamers and balloons in the living room, and a few in the baby's room. Since many neighbors knew Summer had been expecting, I also tied a bundle of pink helium-filled balloons with smiley faces and the phrase 'It's a girl' on them on the mailbox beside the street. After that, Edie and I played mommy and daddy with Little Jim. He loved the devoted attention of two adults.
Summer and the baby came home shortly before dinner. She walked sort of bowlegged from the car to the house, commenting later that the stitches from her episiotomy were still sore. She insisted on carrying the baby, but George and I were on either side of her just in case she felt a little unsteady. She loved our celebratory decorations, but went right into the master bedroom and lay down. We allowed her to nap, and fortunately the baby slept too -- right beside her in a bassinet.
Little Jim now had George, Edie, and me playing with him, a situation that appealed to him in large measure. As we played, Edie and George told me about the various conversations they and Summer had about the ménage a trois. After laying out their thinking, I felt they'd covered all the bases. I felt better about Edie's request that I impregnate her after hearing the support network that would surround her in the Ellis' home. Moreover, I could see the love in George's eyes for Edie; it had been there for nine months, a time period that transcended the initial period of transient or new relationship energy between the pair.
Around dinnertime, Edie became domestic in the kitchen while George and I kept her company and fed Little Jim. Summer came out of the bedroom carrying the baby. At her request, George and I carried one of the cushy living room chairs into the kitchen. We moved the dining table and other chairs into a cramped corner to accommodate the larger chair that let Summer sit in a way so she could nurse the baby, although the babe wasn't taking that much fluid.
After a modest attempt at nursing the small baby curled up on Summer's chest and went back to sleep. Summer talked normally with us, and the baby seemed undisturbed by the conversation. After hearing of our earlier conversation, Summer also chimed in on the ménage a trois, describing her views and expressing her love for Edie. Edie came by several times and kissed George and Summer.
During dinner, Edie helped feed Summer so she wouldn't have to move the sleeping baby. In that interaction, I could see the caring and love between the two women. It wasn't the sappy kind of Sapphic love some might think, but a mature and caring interaction between the two.
I helped Edie clean up the leftovers and dishes. She knew the kitchen area as well as George, a point that made me realize just how frequent a visitor she must have been to their home. After dinner, Edie and I gave Little Jim a bath, read two books to him, and nudged him to bed. George came in for a goodnight kiss at just the right moment. I thought of all the daddies and mommies this child and Little Crystal were about to have.
As we walked back into the living room, Edie held me back a minute. She whispered to me, "I need to be with George for a little while. Could you snuggle with Summer?" She looked so sincere in her request; I wondered how anyone could say no. I surely didn't.
I nodded my understanding.
In the living room, Edie caught George before he sat down, nudging him to the master bedroom. He blushed at Summer and me, but went willingly with Edie. Summer looked exceptionally pleased with the situation. After they disappeared, she said, "Edie is such a love. I can't imagine our lives without her, plus she's brought new dimensions to how George and I love each other."
I sat next to Summer and wrapped my arms around her and the baby. We kissed and made out for quite a while. I had no expectation of sex with Summer, only the expression of our love for one another. We cuddled and whispered words of love to each other for over an hour before Edie and George reappeared with satisfied looks on their faces.
George gave me the eye, and I knew he wanted to sit next to his wife. I moved to a large chair, and Edie came and sat in my lap. She wore a thin t-shirt from one of my concerts. As she cuddled into me, I realized that was all she wore; the shirt rode up exposing her ass and pussy to the three of us. I think we all got turned on.
Edie tried to give me a lap dance much to everyone's laughter. Nonetheless, her seduction worked, and soon I had a noticeable lump that needed attention. Summer announced that she and George were going to bed; she gave me a wink.
Edie pulled me upstairs to the guest room. She announced in a near whisper to me as she flowed into my arms after closing the door, "I'm still very horny. I sure hope you are, because if you're not you will be in only a few minutes after I'm through with you."
Edie pulled my shirt over my head, kissed her way around my neck and chest, and then allowed me to pull the t-shirt over her head exposing her supple body. I returned the favor of kisses over her neck and breasts, driving her wild by sucking each nipple into my mouth and biting on the nub just the way I knew drove her crazy.
After my pants disappeared and we were nude, we danced a little, allowing my ever-stiffening rod to be pressed between our bodies. After some really hot kisses, Edie slid down until she knelt in front of me. She rubbed my shaft all over her breasts, neck, and face before she licked the glans for a few minutes, bringing me right up to a '10' on my rigidity scale -- the maximum. I commented on that fact to her, and she said, "We like tens," whereupon she engulfed my shaft and slowly worked my entire shaft into her mouth and throat until her nose pushed against my groin. She played with me for a long time as I stood and swayed, looking down at her exciting acts as she often looked up at me with sexually excited eyes. When she pulled off for a breath, a long and ultra-erotic strand of pre-cum and her spittle stretched between my cock head and her lips. She used a finger to collect the strand and move it to her mouth.
Edie said in a cute and inviting tone, "I want you to eat me if you're willing. I might still have a little of George's cum in me; if that's a problem I understand. I did try to clean up."
I arranged Edie in the middle of the queen-size bed, again spent a delightfully long time orally making love to her breasts and lips, before I slithered down her body with my tongue and went to work on her sodden pussy. Edie had a unique taste, but I'd learned that every woman did. As I savored her juices, I thought of a fine wine aged to perfection in French oak with a hint of peppery spice.
By then, we'd apparently been playing long enough for Edie's pussy to become swampy with her own juices, plus whatever had been left over from her time with George. I didn't care; she smelled intoxicating, and tasted like ambrosia -- the food of the Greek gods who conferred ageless immortality on whoever consumed it. I would live forever. I couldn't get enough of her, and reluctantly ignored her when she pleaded with me to take things to the next step.
Edie's orgasms had started to roll across the bed in a near continuous chain, and she reminded me of her vocal abilities. Again, I paused to pull the window sash closed so the neighbors wouldn't call the police reporting a screaming woman. In that brief instant, I also wondered what the neighbors would think of the growing commune next door to them when Edie moved in with the couple, and perhaps even brought a child of her own -- of ours.
When I could stand it no more and needed a warm, velvety place for my cock, I rose over Edie, pushed her legs back to her chest and spread them wide, as I penetrated her quim. She screamed in pleasure, and somehow managed to rise and plant a kiss on my lips. We both moaned after that, but not as much as Edie proceeded to do as I slowly started to drive my steel shaft into her.
Edie gasped out, "Please don't hold back. Just cum inside me. Don't wait. Oh, God, I love you so." Her arms reached up to me as I drove into her. I leaned down and kissed her repeatedly. I held her ripe breasts in my hands, massaging her mounds, and feeling the erectness of her nipples in my palms. Edie didn't want me to hold back, but the feeling of elation and joy I felt making love to her made me want to prolong the experience forever.
Edie repeatedly flooded our union with her juices when some of her climaxes ripped through her body. Her girl juice emissions turned me on so much that by her fourth ejaculation I could feel my orgasm getting nearer. I warned Edie, and she just started to rotate and drive her hips and cunt up into my down thrusts into her body that much harder. She gasped, "I want you. I want all of you -- every drop -- all your cum -- your semen -- swimming inside me. Oh, God, Jim, I love you so."
I reached down and diddled Edie's clit as I got nearer. I eked out through my now near torturous effort, "Edie, I love you. I'm cumming. Oh, Sweet Jesus, I'm cumming really hard." I pounded into her, but still leaned in and drove my tongue to meet hers inside her welcoming mouth. My hips became a blur as I milked the cum through my body's ducts. I felt Edie crest beneath me; her vagina muscles spasmed wildly around my spurting shaft. Edie screamed in pleasure. I wailed my own triumph as the jets of my cum surged deep into her body on my last dozen thrusts. I finally froze in position, my cock head as deep as it could possibly be inside her and my surges filling her chasm, adding to the other semen that already resided inside her.
As our peaks passed us, I rolled Edie and me to one side but remained inside her. We looked down our glistening bodies in the light from the bedside table, and I realized how much effort we had put into the last hour. We each had rivulets of sweat running down our bodies. I licked several beads of sweat from Edie's body, running my tongue between her breasts.
I felt so excited by Edie and what we'd just done that my cock remained hard and at near maximum depth inside her body. Edie and I both looked at our union; around the edge of my shaft embedded in her twitching pussy oozed a white frothy foam that slowly ran down my balls or along Edie's leg. Edie said, "That is the sexiest thing I think I've ever seen, especially because it's the cum of the two men I love." She gave me a naughty look the most in the world. I leered back at her, and then we kissed in a way only real lovers know how to do.

* * * * *When I woke the next morning, I felt the dampness, and crustiness of the damp spot in our bed beneath my hips. The pleasure of the night before resonated through my body again, amplified by the lips that surrounded my cock beneath the sheet. My lover's mouth, lips, and tongue were alive trying to bring new sensations to my body. I lay prone, straightening out my legs to accommodate my fellatrix. I pulled the sheet back to watch the lurid and lusty act.
"Summer!" I exclaimed. "How wonderful."
She pulled off me for a second, "I just had to make love to you somehow. I would be fucking your brains out otherwise, but right now this is all I can do to please." She lunged back down on my shaft, swallowing every inch of the rod until I knew a goodly portion had passed her tonsils. She turned and twisted, hummed, and vocalized with me inside. She was a fast learned; I had told her of an earlier experience I had only a few weeks earlier.
I ran my fingers through Summer's sensuous locks of hair. Several times, she wrapped my cock in her tresses before holding me with both hands and jerking me off with that unusual feeling. Other times, she purposefully let her long tresses drift around my abdomen and thighs as she fellated me. The combination of feelings was divine.



I did not hold back. I warned Summer only briefly, with one short phrase, "I'm there -- I'm cumming."
Summer wrapped the lower part of my cock with her long blond hair, and then recaptured the head in her mouth. I spouted off into her mouth, and she swallowed as fast as my body erupted upwards into her face. She pulled away partway through my surges, allowing some of my cum to blast across her face; the overage dripped down from her mouth and face into her hair.
When I stopped she rose, unwrapping her long hair now sticky with my white juices from around my cock. "My that was fun. I don't get to do that with you usually. I have the best hair conditioner in the world right now." She grinned at me.
Summer was naked from the waist up; she wore white cotton underwear and I could tell she wore a large sanitary pad in the crotch of the underwear. She followed my eyes. "I'll be good to go in about three weeks according to the doctor. I hope you come back and help me rechristen the 'love boat.' In fact, I'm counting on it."
I looked around. "It's still early isn't it? Are we the only ones up?"
Summer said, "I woke up and had to make love to you before you left. I asked Edie to go wake up George with some hot sex. I suspect they're at it right now."
I shook my head, "I love sex, and I love naughty sex like this -- swapping partners and wives and even body fluids. Good sex is wet, sticky, and passionate -- the more the better."
Summer moved up so we could kiss. I could taste my own muskiness on her tongue as we Frenched. In a deep, husky voice, she said, "I love wet; I love sticky; and I love passionate -- especially when you're involved." She cuddled into my arms, and let me hold her while I told her how much I loved her and how special I thought she was for having our second child.
Eventually, I asked her the question I'd thought of the evening before. "Summer, as you, George, and Edie form this love nest with the kids, what are your neighbors going to think? Will they run you out of town? What about your jobs?"
Summer chuckled, "Don't worry." She started to point in various directions from my bed, "They not married but have lived together for ten years; they're swingers; they won't care at all; he's single but dates a lot; that house has a single mom and she'd love to be in this situation; and they swing with the other couple I mentioned. This is just a normal American neighborhood -- hot and horny from sun up to midnight." After a pause, she added, "Seriously, I don't think anyone will say much or care. A few will find it interesting that what looked like the most conservative couple on the street now has a 'M-F-F' arrangement, but much that luggage all got dropped when the news broke about you fathering Little Jim with me. All that's pretty much taken for granted, and they all know Little Crystal is yours too, so it's no big deal."
I said, "I'm glad. I'd hate to see you ostracized in some way over any of this, or worse yet have jobs or business lost."
Summer smiled, "George's business increased when the news broke about him asking you to impregnate me with Little Jim. People wanted to see the wounded vet and see what a guy that thought that way would look like and how he'd act. He's held onto much of that new business too. As for my job at the library, up until I had to stop working I'd get some people staring at me, but not one person ever said a derogatory remark. One or two said things like; 'I wish I had your courage.'"
"Good."
We heard a toilet flush downstairs. Summer said, "Oh, they're up and about. Come down and we'll fix breakfast, or rather today I'll let Edie fix breakfast while I sit in that big chair and heal my insides and stitches." She rose, but before she left the room she allowed me to wrap my arms around her and hold her to me. I loved feeling her engorged breasts against my body. When we separated, she laughed, and pointed to where some of her mother's milk had expressed onto my chest. I quickly captured the few drops with one finger and tasted the nurturing juice. Summer said, "When you come back, I'll have more of that for you. Right now, the milk is just starting to flood into my breasts. Aren't they beautifully full." She held each of her globes up to me, and I kissed each one.

* * * * *Breakfast among four people who had a deep love and affection for each other transcends even a family breakfast. The feelings and caring we felt for each other were extraordinary.
My cell phone went off halfway through the meal. Terry Ross, my agent, pleaded with me to get back to Nashville ASAP so he could get me on a couple of syndicated radio broadcasts promoting my albums and the movie. He also had some new songs and more.
Terry handed the phone to Crystal who told me I was dearly missed by everyone in Nashville, and everyone was over the moon about the new baby.
I passed the phone to Summer, and she and Crystal talked for ten minutes. Summer had a bare breast, and Little Crystal was latched on to one teat happily experimenting with her new food source. I could tell from listening to one side of the conversation that having the baby named after her had deeply touched Crystal to the point of tears. Summer too felt very close to Crystal, particularly for her sharing me and for being so open to everything that went on nine months earlier when Crystal had connected with George. I watched Edie blush when Summer told Crystal about the ménage a trois with such joy in her voice.
After we ended the call, Summer said with a chuckle, "I guess you have to go back to being a country music and movie star."
"Yeah, I guess. I'll make a couple of calls later to arrange transportation back to Nashville. I've been reminded by my agent and keeper that I have many responsibilities there, but don't worry I will be back in a few weeks. This place feels like home." Edie stood beside where I sat at that instant, and I pulled her close to me and kissed one of her breasts through the thin material of her t-shirt. She playfully but ineffectively slapped at the top of my head, and that made me continue by latching on to her nipple through the shirt's material just like Little Crystal was doing with Summer a few feet away.
Edie laughed; "Stop it. You're embarrassing me."
I said with a grin, "But I'm nursing."
Edie leaned down, and French kissed me with lots of tongue. When she pulled away, she said, "We are all going to miss you."
George nodded in agreement.

* * * * *I watched through the window of the King Air as we raced down the runway at the Greenville Airport. Edie and George leaned against the fence waving wildly as we rushed by the small building that passed as a terminal. I waved, but couldn't be sure they saw me.
Nadia and Claire picked me up at Nashville Airport general aviation. I got showered with kisses and hugs, as well as congratulations about being a new daddy.
Claire presented me with the most recent newspaper accounts about my new fatherhood, but all in all the press under played the event, sometimes with little more than a single paragraph describing the unusual arrangement with George and Summer. While some could have reported the event as a scandal, none of the media chose to take that slant on the news. Edie had sent in one picture of George, Summer, Little Jim, the baby, and me when we posed in Summer's hospital room. Her newspaper had shared it with a few others in their syndication. The picture just showed three happy adults with a toddler and a new baby.
Crystal flew into my arms as I came into the house from the garage. I felt appropriately welcomed. Terry, Dan -- our publicist, and Ellen appeared from the living room, also with hugs and congratulations.
Nadia produced a masterful dinner for us, and at our insistence joined us at the dinner table. The women questioned me in detail about the delivery, and wanted a second-by-second description of what I saw and heard as the baby came out. They seemed particularly enthralled that I had touched the top of the baby's head as she crowned, before actually being born.
We all helped Nadia clear the table and process the dishes, mostly into the dishwasher. Leftovers quickly disappeared into the refrigerator.
The seven of us suddenly stood there in a spotless kitchen. I set the stage for the next hour with a simple question, "Where's the nearest ice cream joint?" The room broke into smiles. We squeezed seven of us into my Prius V, and Crystal directed me over a series of back roads to a small strip mall with a TCBY in it. To the amazement of those inside, two movie stars and their friends trooped in, ordered ice cream, and then sat at the picnic tables outside and enjoyed our desserts.
Crystal showed me a different way back home. At one point in the road, she asked me to slow to a near stop in the darkness. She said, "OK, now put your high beams on ... do you recognize this place?"
"This is where I met you. This is the place your bus had broken down."
"And you, my knight in shining armor, on his fancy motorcycle, came along and rescued me -- and changed my life forever."
"Not as much as you changed mine," I offered. I reached across and affectionately squeezed Crystal's hand. "I can't tell you how much you mean to me. There aren't enough words. I love you so."
From the back seat and, the very back of the car a synchronized chorus of 'Ahhhhhhs' came forth at top volume.
Later, as we stood in the kitchen, Crystal organized the rest of the evening's activities. "Ice cream makes me really horny. Actually, everything makes me really horny. So, I am feeling that we should have a small orgy -- the seven of us. Anyone up for that?"
Six other heads smiled and enthusiastically nodded in unison.

* * * * *The following Monday, Terry arrived at the recording studio we were working at with a large FedEx box. He opened it and pulled out four copies of the script for the movieDownslope. He passed them out to Crystal, Ellen, and me. Crystal and my copy were annotated on the cover: "Male Lead" and "Female Lead."
Terry turned to Claire and spoke as he handed her a copy of the script marked 'Female Co-Star'; "I have a pleasant surprise for you my Love, although you have to decide whether you want to risk the exposure."
We looked puzzled.
Terry said to Claire, "There's a part in this movie for you, if you want it. It's a pretty major role -- supporting actress, but not the lead female in the movie. Sony said they'd be interested if you are. I talked you up and showed them some photos of you. I said you had acting experience, but didn't go into detail. In particular, I didn't broach with anyone your previous career, but knowing them that wouldn't make any difference. They'd probably consider it a plus, because if word did get out, it'd be more of a draw to the movie. If you recall, Sasha Grey did some films that weren't porn after she'd been a star in that industry for years -- even winning awards, and the studio that used her thinks her 'name' propelled those recent movies into big money."
Claire wrinkled up her nose a little, and I knew this was her signal that she wanted to think about it for a little. She looked at the script in her hands with a puzzled look on her face. "I'm astounded. I don't know what to do."
Terry reminded Claire, "Don't forget, you've already had some exposure to the media. You were on the cover ofNational Rumors and one other magazine when they caught you kissing Jim and wondered what was going on with him and Crystal. No one said anything. You also had a couple of bit parts in his movie."
Claire countered, "Yes, but the pictures were taken from far away and blurry, and I was only in the background shots in the movie."
Terry said emphatically, "I think you should do it."
Claire said, "I spent a lot of time, effort, and money creating a new existence for myself -- my new name, plastic surgery -- thanks to Jill's urging, and a long hiatus doing nothing but shifting gears. If my past life were to get dragged up again, I'd almost feel I had to do it all again."
I got up from my seat and went to Claire. I pulled her into my arms and surrounded her with love, "Babe, you don't have to do anything, but isn't it unlikely that anyone would even recognize the new you?"
Claire let me kiss her on the forehead. "Maybe. You've never seen the old me."
I nodded. "That's true. Do you have any photographs from back then?"
Claire smiled devilishly, "Oh, you bet I do. Just wait here." She dashed out of the room and headed to our bedroom. In the unique living arrangements we had, and given the space in the large bedroom, Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and I had dressers and closet space. Mine was pretty simple.
Just as I'd sat down again, Claire came back with a couple of magazines and three DVDs. She announced, "These are from my previous line of work. I should have shown these to you a while ago, but I had them buried in my suitcase. I have more too." She dropped a magazine in my lap, another in Crystal's, and a third in Ellen's lap.
My magazine was entitled,Raw; Crystal's was entitledTeen Queens; and Ellen's magazine was namedYoung Cougars. I flipped through my magazine looking for pictures of Claire, but as I had thought I couldn't identify her. Apparently, Crystal had the same experience. Ellen lay her magazine out on the table and pointed to a pure pornographic picture where a young woman lay back as her pussy was speared by a man with a huge cock; she tapped on the picture and said, "This is Claire."
I studied the photograph, and while it could have been Claire I wasn't sure. I asked, "How'd you know?"
Ellen said, "Two reasons. I remembered that Claire told us she'd worked under the name Breezy Cummins, a little play on the word 'cum.' Well, there's the name." She pointed to a caption on the photograph, and sure enough it said, "Breezy Cummins gets shafted by Rod Hard."
Ellen went on, "The second reason I'm sure it's her is the mole right over her pubic area, right there." She again pointed at the photograph, and sure enough the girl in mid-fuck in the photo had a well-defined beauty mark just off center above her mons. Everyone's gaze shifted to Claire; she hiked her skirt up and pulled her thong down so we could see her mons; she pushed her hips out front so everyone could see her beauty mark.
Claire said, "Good detective work, Ellen; that is me."
We all studied the photographs in the eight page pornographic spread.
I shook my head, "Claire, I would never associate you with this person." I gestured to the magazine. I picked up the magazine I'd been given and searched again, only this time I identified the girl who appeared in the other magazine. They were the same.
Ellen asked, "Claire, we've never known the name you were born with."
Claire said, "Oh, of course. It was Cheryl Zaret. I think my great grandfather had shortened it from something longer when they came to America. Now, I'm legally Claire Whitman."
Terry said, "And, it's a good name for a supporting actress to have." He tossed down one of the magazines he'd been looking at. I noticed the bulge in his pants, not that I too didn't respond to the magazine pictures.
I added, "You went through a major makeover. I really don't think anyone will recognize you. Now, I don't know who else knows of your transformation. They might spill the beans, but on recognition alone you'd never know it."
Claire had been moving around the living room as we talked. She had the remote for the TV and DVD in her hand. She clicked the DVD control, and on the TV screen the titleCheerleader Sluts appeared on the television for about fifteen seconds, before the video segued into the opening scene.
Claire said, "Jenna Haze and I starred in this one. You'll love it."
On her last words, the screen filled with two busty young girls coming home from school, each carrying a pile of schoolbooks. Breezy Cummin's hair was in pigtails. Both girls wore very short skirts and unnaturally tight blouses. Their ensembles were completed with white knee socks and Mary Jane shoes. The girls chattered together about school and boys in their class accompanied by much giggling.
Once inside the house, the scene changed. The two girls started to make out with each other, clearly a practice they'd established before that day. Several times, they referred to one girl's brother, hoping he wouldn't catch them. I marveled at the transparent plot of this adult video.
The girls in the film slowly stripped each other, taking extra care to suck on each other's breasts. When they were naked, the two flopped down on a nearby bed and maneuvered into a sixty-nine position, with each girl eating out the other.
About this time, one girl's brother started to furtively watch the pair from the bedroom doorway as he slowly removed his clothes and started to beat his meat. Claire started to narrate the film, interjecting remarks about the difficulty of filming each scene. The brother, a handsome young man about the same age as the girls, eventually came over to the sixty-nined duo; he took his cock in hand and thrust it into Claire's gaping pussy. To meet the challenge, she threw her head back and moaned for the camera as though the penetration was the most sought after thing in the world and had delivered the ultimate bliss to her.
Various combinations and positions were adopted in the film. The prevalence of incest was promoted as though it had never happened between the pair, when, according to Claire, the pair had starred in several other porno films together. Claire hopped the film ahead several times to where two other young couples -- supposedly classmates -- also joined the threesome. A large orgy on a huge bed resulted. The movie ended as the parents of the house, obviously an older couple, arrived at the bedroom door and 'caught' everyone -- fade to black, movie ended.
Claire turned on the lights in the living room again, and turned to see what we'd been doing during the film in the darkened room.
Nadia frantically moved to pull her skirt down; Dan had been jilling her off as she gave him a handjob. Next to them on the sofa, Ellen had lost her skirt entirely and had been similarly engaged with Terry; the pair unwrapped from a passionate kiss, and Terry pulled his hand from her crotch. I'd wrapped my arm around Crystal and slipped my hand down the front of her peasant blouse, fondling her breasts; she wore no bra. Crystal had unzipped my pants and had her hand inside working on my bulge; I had gone commando all day.
Claire looked from couple to couple and pronounced, "Oh, you guys are incorrigible. Come on; let's take this to the bedrooms. I guess I obviously started something."
I allowed as how she had, but that we wanted to see the other films she'd done sometime really soon, like maybe one a night for the coming eighty nights. I recalled she'd said she'd made about eighty videos while she'd worked in the adult film industry.

* * * * *Claire sat next to me at the breakfast table wearing an ultra thin body-hugging shirt that left little to the imagination. She was nude beneath the shirt, and I as hard as I tried I had trouble looking up from her fantastic body to her face as she talked.
In a serious tone, Claire directed her remarks at Terry and said, "I thought about it overnight -- when I wasn't otherwise occupied. I want the part in the movie; I like acting and this opportunity might not come again. Two provisos, however; I don't want Sony to be blindsided if something comes out about my past career, so you've got to tell the right people there. Second, Sony has to agree not to make that knowledge public in any way."
She turned to the rest of us; "I am strongly basing my decision on what you all said last night, specifically, that you would not be able to identify me from either the photos or the movies as Breezy Cummins -- porn queen. If any of you were just humoring me last night, you've got to speak up now. " We all shook our heads. As intimately as I knew Claire, matching the sexpot in the magazines and film she'd been in years ago to the made over woman today was unlikely. The change of hair color plus the subtle plastic surgery had given her a dramatically different image.



I thought about what hadn't changed: the shape of her body, height, eye color -- but contact lenses could handle that, tone of voice, and speech patterns. Even the identifying mole near her mons could be covered with makeup should the occasion arise.
I asked, "What about the escort side of your business. We didn't talk about that last night. Do you think there are people from that side of things that might 'out' you in some way?"
Claire thought, wrinkling her nose again, "I doubt it. I've been intimate with all of you, and if you couldn't spot me, then I'm assuming none of them will."
Terry said, "Then I guess congratulations are in order to you, Crystal, and Jim. You and Barry Peters who I'm sure you remember fromPressure Limit are the lead actors inDownslope. I'll handle the Sony thing for you Claire; they might want to talk to you, but I doubt it; I know they've had other actresses and actors with an adult film background. Tina Devoe, whom you know, is my main contact point there, plus I know Jill Danes will put in the good word for you. I know they'll smooth the road for your re-entry in show business -- this time on the 'legitimate' side of things."
At that point, Dan perked up and asked, "Hey, what's the title of tonight's movie?" He had a lascivious gleam in his eye.
Claire laughed and said, "Your pick ofLoving Angels orSensational Swingers; they're both highly rated and will make you horny as all hell. Oh, and, I have more upstairs when we run out of these."
To be continued
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This story is part of a stand-alone continuation of myRoad Trip series (see the end of 'Road Trip – California' for a list of the chapters of that series, in the order to be read). You need not read that series to enjoy this series. Although real places and celebrity names are used for realism, this story is fiction. Please 'read, enjoy, vote, and comment.'
Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read the Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim gets into country music, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip, but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Billy, their band leader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort girl. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. During a concert in London, Jim receives a blackmail note. He hires a private detective to help search for the culprit, and hence meets Margo. On a flight to London, Jim and Margo joined the Mile High Club, and later confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat to Jim. After leaving Margo and Caroline – one of the suspects, Jim continues his European tour. In Berlin, CIA agents asked Jim to do a special task in Moscow and bring back secret data to the west. He succeeds and receives highly sex-filled thanks from the female CIA agent. After Moscow, the entourage move to Dublin, where Jim discovers a bomb in the concert stadium, and at great personal risk saves the day by carrying the bomb to a place to limit damage. His 'Mellon Girls' reward him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listen to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and then he heads to Ohio to be at the birth of his second child and to reconnect with Edie. A new movie opportunity arises, and everyone starts to work hard.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 21New work, a fabulous sex toy, L.A., and sexting
I'd gone for a long run – about ten miles – and then spent almost an hour meditating in my quiet place in the forest behind our Nashville home. I had been overdue for both and so I put both my body and my mind back on track with some over stressing of each, but in a nice way.
The endorphins were still surging through my body as I took the back steps of the house two at a time. The morning was cool, but thanks to an outdoor propane heater Crystal, Ellen, and Claire were all sitting around the breakfast table reviewing newspapers and magazines trying to keep informed. The discussion I joined concerned a country singer and actor that contemplated running for a soon to be vacant Senate seat. The three of them were comparing political postures between the incumbent and the aspirant.
Crystal looked adoringly at me; "We've saved you some breakfast, but you have to shower first. Hurry, and it'll still be warm." She gestured to a covered plate on the table. Ellen and Claire gave me warm smiles that radiated the love we felt.
As I bustled into the house, Nadia was on her way out. She gave me a broad smile and a peck on the cheek; she'd heard Crystal's comment and said, "Don't worry boss, I can warm it all up in the microwave in sixty seconds."
I did a 'speed shower,' dry, and dress, and was back outside in six minutes. Crystal said, "You, clean? That must have been a speed record."
Feeling like a wise ass, I said, "I didn't do my makeup yet – that'll take at least an hour."
Ellen leaned over and playfully punched my arm.
We ate, this time talking about the slow recovery of the real estate markets in differing geographies. We owned various real estate investment trusts that focused in some key markets, so this investment area held a fascination for us, particularly since we'd bought in at the supposed bottom of the market in several locales, some international.
Claire volunteered, "Terry's coming by later, after lunch, with some more music to trial."
Ellen perked up at that, "Oh, yes. He and I talked about the two of you doing an album of duets, but old standards – not necessarily country music, and doing a Christmas album. He's actually bringing over what he called a Fake Book with many old standards in it."
I heard the doorbell ring. Nadia, who'd been sitting with us having a second cup of coffee, sprang up and headed for the front door. I listened with half an ear, and heard the voices of Nadia and a deliveryman talking as Nadia had to sign for a package. Curious I got up and sauntered into the living room.
Nadia was just returning to the patio as I walked into the foyer. I asked, "What was that?"
"Oh, it's a surprise for us, but no one can see it until tonight." She gave me a sideways glance that made me instantly know the parcel had something to do with our sex and lovemaking in some way. She added, "I'd appreciate it if you could carry it into my room; I'm guessing it'll need some assembly. I'll work on it later while you're working with the others."
I glanced into the foyer, and there sat a large cardboard box about the size of a living-room end table. The size surprised me, and I gave Nadia a second glance; however, she'd already turned to go back to join the other women. I went and hoisted the large box, and carried it into Nadia's bedroom. The box weighed around forty pounds.
Nadia's room had that 'lived in' look. Clothes were scattered about, and many covered the bed. Nadia seldom used the bed because she slept with us in our custom emperor-size bed where four or even five of us could comfortably sleep and carry on other activities.
Terry arrived just before lunch. He must have called Nadia, because he arrived with two large grocery bags containing various salads and sandwiches for each of us from one of the gourmet takeout restaurants on the outskirts of Nashville. I saw Nadia give him a big hug and kiss in thanks. As usual, she ground her sweet little pussy against his leg, and he patted her even more adorable rear end as she headed off to set the patio table for lunch.
Despite our trying to make her more of our equal, Nadia continued to insist on her role as 'housekeeper with benefits.' Thus, Nadia felt ownership of every meal prepared in the house, as well as all the house cleaning and maintenance. We had outside help for much of this, but she oversaw everything like a cat watching a canary. Nadia also had nymphomaniac tendencies, like the rest of us, and thus the 'with benefits' addition to her 'housekeeper' title. Besides keeping up with all of us, sometimes leaving us panting and exhausted, she also had several intimate friends at the college she attended. We knew that her campus life was far from chaste, particularly after her recounting a few days earlier of her experience at a Toga Party.
Nadia could not be in my presence that I didn't marvel at how God had blessed the young woman with the sweetest, shapeliest, most gorgeous, and most alluring ass of any woman, bar none, that I had ever seen. When she walked away from you, it was poetry in motion and the gods would sing. I would catch Crystal, Ellen, or Claire often watching Nadia depart a room, and their eyes were not on the back of her head or pretty form. When she was naked, it was not at all unusual for any or all of us to make love to her beautiful cheeks for a few minutes.
Our entourage ate outside for lunch; the table rapidly became heaped with Styrofoam boxes and sandwich wrappings from our lunch. Nadia cleared much of it away. The luncheon discussion revolved around work and the concepts for two new albums.
Terry gestured to a large, overstuffed briefcase. "I brought two Fake Books for you. I thought we could go through and pick some of your favorites from some of the old standards. I talked to Tina at Sony Music. She'd like you to do some demos of these and send them in, nothing too formal at this stage – just trials, even without a band. She likes the idea and asked us to emphasize duets. With some demos, she'll run things up the flagpole in Sony and see whether others think the idea holds water. Whether they like it or not, they definitely want a Christmas album ready for release by November first."
As lunch broke up, we each carried some of the dirty dishes and silverware into the kitchen. Nadia had the toolbox out and was scavenging inside for various screwdrivers and pliers. I gave her a 'What's up?' look, and she affirmed in a singsong tone, "You'll find out later. It's my surprise. I'm going off to work on it now." With that, Nadia headed off to her room and the big box. I heard the door close behind her.

* * * * *Crystal and I worked all afternoon with Terry and Ellen on the new album. Claire went off to help Nadia, but came back a few minutes later and told us her offer of assistance had been rebuffed. She sat in a corner of the studio with her laptop, and much to our surprise produced a list of 'old standards' in rank order by current popularity. Her work resulted in our redirecting our efforts to the top twenty-five songs on her list since not only did we like all the songs, but also they held the greatest commercial opportunity.
Despite the mechanical assembly job going on, Nadia whipped up another of her gourmet dinners for us. To her delight, Dan, our publicist, came by and joined us for dinner. I suspected he also hoped to get in someone's knickers, but held my tongue lest I rob him of any subtlety and romance after dinner. Next to Nadia, Dan was the youngest member of our clique.
Nadia had learned to prepare our meals according to nouvelle cuisine philosophy – measured portions of healthy food for us that usually emphasized presentation as well as flavor. So, each of us was happy with the dinner and never left feeling bloated. Her attention to nutrition and diet kept our weight from exploding the way it often did for other celebrities.
Nadia served us dessert and coffee, and then after a brief whisper enlisted Dan in a small project. The pair left the dinner table, and I suspected she needed him to help her relocate the surprise from her room to where it would be unveiled for the rest of us.
When the two came back, we teased Nadia about what her surprise and when we'd get to see it.
She said, "As soon as everyone is ready to play, I can show you." Her voice dripped with sexual overtones. She ran a finger along my cheek as she spoke.
I taunted, "What kind of play? Cards? Monopoly?"
Nadia came around my chair and kissed me really hard; she drove her tongue deep into my mouth and rubbed the growing lump in my shorts with her left hand. After a minute of this passion, I knew exactly what kind of play she meant – not that I hadn't been sure beforehand. Nadia continued to rub the growing bulge in my pants as our kiss stopped. I reached two fingers up the leg of her cutoffs until I found her pussy, and then kept searching blindly until I found her clit.
Just after my fingers entered her body and my thumb started to stroke her pleasure nub, Nadia made a big sigh and pulled my hand from between her legs. She whispered, "Later, Lover." We could all hear real regret in her voice.
After a pause, she turned to the group, "Ladies and gentlemen, please come into the master bedroom where I am pleased to offer the latest in sexual enjoyment for the ladies. Gentlemen you are invited to watch and care for those not so involved. You are all expected to get naked and have fun."
I picked up the wine bottle and my glass from the table. The others brought their wine glasses too. We allowed Nadia to lead us to the bedroom single file.
In the room, we lined up around the perimeter of the large bed. In the center of the bed sat a large object covered in a sheet. Nadia moved to the bump, stood next to it, and, once all of us were circled, she reached over and yanked the sheet away. She grinned and went, "Tah Dah."
The girls all applauded. The device was a Sybian – a large saddle over a wooden frame with an area on the smooth rounded top where a specially-designed pliable plastic area vibrated. An elongated ridge of the flexible material sat in the middle of the top with short nubs on it almost like those on a French tickler; they were positioned perfectly to rub against the rider's clitoris. On the bed, I saw several attachments as well as the remote control for the unit.
A flying saucer wouldn't have received more careful scrutiny from each of the other women. Claire, Crystal, and Ellen each approached the machine carefully with a look of awe and wonder on their faces. I think each knew they were in for one of the most memorable sexual experiences of their life.
Crystal spoke first, "Nadia, you may have just become my favorite person in the whole world."
Ellen asked, "Does it really work? Does it do what it looks like it's supposed to do?"
Claire nodded, "Oh, it certainly does. I rode one of these once in my life in one of my porn movies, and I can still remember every second – pure, unadulterated pleasure that takes you to some other realm. I always wanted to try it again ... and again ... and again, but the movie crew had to return it to someone."
Nadia said, "I call it Mr. Sybian. I tried it this afternoon. After thirty minutes, I had to force myself to turn the machine off." She turned to me, "I'm sorry, Jim, but this machine gives one long continuous orgasm almost as good as you do when you get me up on the step."
I shook my head. "I want to see someone try it. I might learn something."
Ellen wore a summer dress, and before any of us knew it, she'd reached under her dress and pulled off her thong. We saw her toss it aside on the bed as she hiked her skirt up, exposed her treasures to all of us, and mounted the machine.
Ellen looked at Nadia with a worried expression, "Will you please turn it on. Slow at first."
Nadia picked up the remote control, and turned a dial. We could hear a low buzz start deep within the machine.
Ellen's eyes opened wide, and she laughed in a sexy way. Nadia revved up the machine a couple of times, and Ellen's laughter increased. "Oh, this is so much fun ... [rev] ... Oh, my GOD!" [rev]. Ellen's eyes closed, and her mouth opened as she started to pant. Almost immediately, the sound of the machine died back to a dull hum – idle speed.
Nadia said to Ellen, "I only got the machine about one-fourth of the way up the dial. Are you OK? Do you want more?"
Ellen smiled, and pleaded, "More, please." She peeled her dress over her head and tossed it aside. Now, she rode the machine in her gorgeous nakedness. She closed her eyes and waited for the pleasure to restart.
Nadia revved up the machine more slowly this time, the sound slowly increasing, staying at a level, and then slowly decreasing. She cycled through this several times; the sound of the machine rising higher on each cycle indicating a more advanced state of vibration. After a half-dozen cycles, Nadia slowly reduced the vibrations to none and the machine turned off.
Ellen opened her eyes, "Why'd you stop? I was getting so near." Her voice pleaded for more.
Nadia smiled maniacally, "Because, I have an even better surprise for you." She reached over to the bed and picked up a dildo, with a peculiar end to it – an end that coupled to a slot the machine. She nudged Ellen to the back of the machine for a second by pushing on her mons as she attached the mechanical penis-like device to the Sybian.
Nadia turned to all of us, "This machine has many modes of operation. Watch this." She turned a dial on her remote control and the dildo started to bend slightly, twist, and turn. "The machine will do the twisty thing while it vibrates."
Ellen came back over the machine and the dildo, and slowly allowed the rubbery cock to penetrate her vagina until her clit returned to the pad of little bumps that had been giving her so much pleasure before. Now, the nubs would rub her clit as the artificial dick massaged her interior.
Nadia turned on the machine again, slowly at first. I walked behind Ellen, and as the vibrations and twisting of the dildo started. From the side, I couldn't help note Ellen's nipples practically bursting out of her skin they were so excited. From the back, I could see the artificial cock twisting into Ellen's vagina as her clit pushed hard against the vibrating pad. Ellen just kept groaning and grinding her body into the machine.
"Ooooh fuuuuucccckkk," Ellen moaned, "I'm cummmmmmmming." Ellen's hands lurched forward, and she grabbed a hold of a grip bar across the front of the Sybian, her knuckles turning white with the effort as a powerful orgasm ripped through her body.
Nadia throttled down the machine, leaving it at a low vibration so Ellen could coast down in her afterglow.
Ellen gave me a wan look that said, "Rescue me." She held out her arms to me. I went beside her and helped her dismount from the erotic device. Ellen turned to Crystal and Claire, "Oh that is one fabulous machine. I'll be back in a few minutes. I have to rest."
I said, "Well, I'm jealous. I'm being replaced by a piece of technology." Terry and Dan chimed in with 'Me too.'
Ellen pulled me to the bed. "Oh, no. We've just found a new way to do foreplay. Come and fuck me; I am so wound up I could fuck the entire Army, Navy, Air Force, and Marine Corps, and, my God that only took ten minutes to get me to this state. I need a real cock, and some kissing from someone I love."
Watching Ellen, I had become hard to the point my jeans were uncomfortable; I had achieved an '8' status just being a voyeur to her masturbatory performance. I stripped and sank my cock deep into Ellen's sopping wet pussy. I doubt I'd ever seen or felt her – or anyone – so dripping wet or desirous of sex. Without having man cum dripping from her, Ellen's sexual juices were running out of her pussy and down her legs.
Over Ellen's shoulder, I could see Crystal mounting the Sybian with an expectant look on her face. While Ellen had been riding the machine, Crystal had stripped and had started to massage her nether region in preparation for her ride. When Nadia went to remove the mechanical dick, Crystal implored her to leave it in place. I watched with fascination as Nadia turned the machine on a low setting. Crystal's eyes exploded from her head; she looked at me with amazement as her mouth formed a perfect 'O' and a long moan of pleasure erupted from her.
Ellen whispered to me, "I know I've just cum about a hundred times in ten minutes, but I really need a real cock in me – you particularly. I love you so; you are my 'go to' man in all circumstances." She pulled my head down to hers and jammed her tongue deep into my mouth in a passionate kiss unlike many others we'd shared for the past couple of years. I felt love, passion, and lust from her at an unprecedented level.
As I stroked my hardness into Ellen's still vibrating quim, I watched as Dan slowly stripped Nadia's clothes away, and Terry disrobed Claire. Each of the men worked their cocks into their chosen early-evening mates. I suspected, if we followed the agenda as we often did, we would all change partners several times during the rest of the night.
Crystal's exclamations of pleasure penetrated the dimly lit bedroom as screaming climax after screaming climax bolted through every pore of her gorgeous body. Crystal's full breasts shimmied and vibrated in tune with the frequency of the mechanical beast, her nipples standing at rigid attention. Nadia increased the vibrational frequency of the Sybian every half-minute.



Crystal pleaded, "Ooooooh, Nadiaaaaaa, pleeeease doooon't tuuuurn ooooooff the maaaachine. Make it gooooooooooo faster." She's pause briefly, and yelled, "OH, FUCK."
Claire had tried a Sybian before. I heard her telling Nadia, "After a while, your body just can't take any more pleasure. It starts to shut down. Be ready to catch her; don't let her fall off. She's already gone longer than Ellen."
As Claire had predicted, after several more screams and probably an increase to near maximum on the vibrational scale of the machine, Crystal's eyes rolled up in her head after a particularly hard orgasm that shook the entire house. Crystal's body slumped forward in a dead faint.
Nadia quickly stopped the machine, and moved to Crystal's side, leaving Dan's cock wet with her juices and swaying in the breeze. Dan and Claire moved to help too, and the pair lay Crystal down on the large bed beside Claire. The three of them lavished kisses all over Crystal's body as she started to revive from her near loss of consciousness.
After Claire made sure she was comfortable and doing all right, Claire mounted the Sybian; she turned to Nadia, "Low vibes first, please. I need to warm up. Plus, when I did this, our version didn't have the rotating penis on it; this should be good."
Crystal barely moved but rolled over to Terry, "Come here with that erection. I need that inside me now more than ever before. Fuck me." The fact that he'd been balls deep in Claire's pussy a minute earlier didn't bother her at all.
Terry knew enough to be gentle with her body after the raking pleasure it had just endured. I watched as the pair kissed tenderly, and then I could see Crystal urge him to go faster and harder into her quim.
Our focus shifted to Claire. She sat atop the device looking a little unsure of herself as Nadia cranked up the pleasure, as we became aware of the machine's hum, Claire's eyes closed and one hand locked onto the small handle right in front of her pussy as though she was about to ride a bronco bull. Claire's other hand rubbed her mons and clit furiously when she allowed her body to lift slightly above the business part of the machine, but then she'd find that inadequate to her needs and rotate her hips down again so her cunt and clit were in solid contact with the vibrational part of the Sybian.
Nadia and Dan had gone back to fucking doggie style beside the device, but in a position that let both of them watch Claire's gorgeous body. Nadia had a maniacal look on her face as she slowly increased the vibrations and the rate of rotation of the fake cock that Claire sat astride. The faster and higher the frequencies, the further back Claire's back arched, and the more she moaned and shrieked in continuous pleasure of orgasm after orgasm.
Ellen and I paused to watch more of the show in front of us. Ellen whispered to me, "Go and kiss Claire. Make love to her while she's up there. She needs you – you especially." She nudged me from her pussy and to Claire.
I moved next to Claire and wrapped my arms around the vibrating nude girl, driving my tongue into her mouth in passion she readily matched. She moaned into my face and came harder on the next climax ... and the next ... and the next. Only then, did I realize the orgasms were peppering her body at the rate of two or three a minute. She looked at me with pleading eyes – pleading for more, and yet pleading for relief from the overkill of pleasure.
Finally, Claire threw her arms around my neck and collapsed sideways into my arms, still conscious but physically unable to support her body in its heightened state of pleasure any longer. I carefully pulled a nearly inert Claire from the artificial cock and the vibrating nubs, and lay her beside Crystal and Terry on the bed. Nadia throttled down the machine.
From near the headboard, Ellen urged, "Make love to her, Jim."
I did. I lovingly put my cock deep inside her pussy, feeling the ripples of her still spasming cuntal muscles that gripped and vibrated my cock to close to orgasm.
Now, I was the one that muttered, "Oh, fuck, Claire. You're going to make me cum really soon if you keep that up."
Through clenched lips and at nearly a cry, she gasped, "I can't help it. My body is out of control." She paused and gasped out, "Oh, God, Jim, I love you so." She pulled my head into hers as she drove her cunt down hard on my cock over and over.
We mutually thrust several times into each other, and then we both exploded again in some kind of ultimate orgasm, my seed bursting from my body into Claire's in a gush of white semen that soon flooded around our joined area as I pumped a generous load of cum into her.
Ellen took the control from Nadia, and urged Nadia to take another 'ride.' About ten minutes later, Nadia fell from the device into Dan's arms, and soon thereafter, the pair fucked to a rapid climax as we all watched and urged the Russian vixen to new heights of pleasure and self-indulgence.
I eventually pulled Ellen to join me with Claire. I made sure she was happy with the sex so far, and she assured me she'd gotten off multiple times on the Sybian and was temporarily content.
The seven of us lay around the various sides of the Sybian almost as though we were surrounding some sexual idol. The women especially looked with awe at the Trojan Horse of sexual destruction that Nadia had 'smuggled' into our home. Further, none of the women wanted to remount the machine that evening, each citing the beautiful but excessive pleasure they'd experienced. We all promised to return to the Sybian the next evening for another round.
Crystal summed it up for everyone, "That is one of the most fabulous machines I have ever seen. I can't imagine why they don't have one in every home and even at the malls of America – you know, stroll by, put a quarter in the machine and have an orgasm or two. I am going to have to moderate my sessions on this beast or else I'll just turn into a pile of sexual mush and just want to ride the machine and fuck all the time."
I weakly commented from my prone position beneath Ellen's lithe body where our sex organs remained happily connected, "Crystal, you're already sexual mush and want to fuck all the time." Her sister hit me, albeit gently.
At breakfast the next morning, we again applauded Nadia for her purchase of the Sybian. The women were over the top with the device, the guys had benefitted but worried about being replaced by automation.

* * * * *After breakfast, Dan took off to go back to his office in Nashville; at our request, he committed to be back with us around the dinner hour. Terry, Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and I worked on picking songs from the 'Fake Books' Terry had brought the day before. We spent two hours; marking various songs in one book with various color markers and stick-on tabs so we could quickly come back to our favorites. When we finished, we'd narrowed the list from about two-thousand songs in the book down to fifty; including those on the list Claire had produced.
As we turned page after page, Crystal would enthusiastically say things like, "Oh, I love this song; we've got to include it." I didn't feel as strong as she did about the songs, so I later suggested the album title be 'Crystal Lee's Favorites' or something similar. Moreover, we had something from everybody – Irving Berlin, Gershwin, Beattles, Chicago, Fitzgerald, Broadway, and Sinatra to name a few.
After our selections, Claire played the keyboard, and Crystal and I sang each of the songs once through. I found myself surprised at how good we sounded when we weren't doing country, although with Crystal's dusty voice every song she'd ever sing would sound like pop country.
Ellen sat at the large mixing board, and recorded each of our songs. The recordings wouldn't be used except by a small group at Sony Music who would listen to our session and see whether the initial concept of an 'old standards' album seemed like a good idea. Ellen also documented our comments about our selections on her laptop. When I questioned her, she said, "For the album insert; of course."
Nadia brought us mid-afternoon snacks, and around seven o'clock, a bottle of wine, glasses, and some cheese and crackers. She sat and listened, even softly singing background harmony on a few songs she knew. Terry had sat quietly making his own notes until Nadia joined us; after that, he sidled up behind her and nuzzled her neck affectionately as the pair just listened to us and made approving statements.
Dan snuck into the back of the studio. Much to our surprise, he picked up one of the acoustic guitars and played along with Claire's accompaniment. Until that instant, none of us knew that Dan played a musical instrument. Our ensemble sounded so good to us, that Crystal and I had everyone join in when we went back to some songs we'd already done and sang them with the group.
A week later, Terry heard back from Sony. They loved the music, as crude and unrehearsed as our demos had been. Further, they had picked twenty of our fifty songs they preferred for the album; they'd narrow down further at a final cut. Terry got Billy and the band rehearsing the music so that when we got with them for the full recording sessions, everyone would be on the same page.
While we'd waited for Sony to decide on the demos, Ellen – under Terry's direction – had led us in the selection of songs for the Christmas album. We spent more time with these songs, since Sony had been the one suggesting this album, and we knew all we had to do was get the right mix of songs.
Thus, as we went to work on the standards album, Ellen sent the demos of the Christmas songs to Sony. We heard back the next day on those songs; Sony had picked fifteen of them for a single CD album.
We worked with Billy, a songwriter and arranger Jake Randall, the rest of the band, Ellen, and Claire over long days for the next three weeks doing the two albums. As usual, we laid down some songs after two or three tries, but a couple of songs each took over a day to get right.
We no sooner got finished than Terry started to beat the drum about the new movie again. Apparently, the production window was getting closer.
One day, Crystal and I were coming back from a run we'd done together. She stopped with me at the meditation spot way back on her property, and we each sat in silence and meditated for a half-hour.
As we walked back home, Crystal asked, "Are you all right with all this rushing and deadlines and stuff? When you were on your road trip, you were a pretty laid back guy who seemed to want a lot of free time."
I responded, "Good question." We walked along in silence, as we were prone to do while I did a little self-analysis. "A couple of things come to mind. First, I enjoy the work we do – even when we're rushed and have deadlines. I've always loved music, and now I have a job where someone pays me to do what I love. Many people would call that their idea of heaven."
I continued, "Second, I have you in my life. Some days, I pinch myself to be sure I'm not in some dream."
"Third, and related to the other two, I thought the bubble might burst at any moment. That someone would suddenly announce my career was a sham, you'd vanish on me, and I'd be sitting the sand in the middle of the country wondering what happened – and before you say anything, I know that's just me being insecure."
Crystal put her finger on my lips, "Before you go on, I just want you to know that I'm not going to vanish on you. I really do love you with all my heart and soul. You're the most interesting and complex person I've ever met, and it'll take me at least a couple of lifetimes to even start to figure out how you work, so have no fear about my sticking around. Oh, as for your singing, do you think the millions of people who bought your album or concert tickets thought you were a fake; hardly – they all love your music – our music. It's fabulous. You even got a Grammy or two for it."
I kissed her finger as she pulled it away. "Fourth, in my laid back days around when we met and along my road trip, I had lost one dear love of my life. I still quake to think how fast Karen went from healthy one day to dead thirty days later. I guess some of the busyness in this part of my life, helps me forget about that time, the grief I felt, and the shattered plans we'd laid out. "
I thought for a minute, and God bless Crystal; she didn't feel compelled to fill the silence. Despite the chilly morning, we sat on the stairs up to the pool deck. I eventually continued as we came up on the lawn. "You were there at the turning point in my life. Heck, meeting you was THE 'Big' turning point, but I was thinking of when you, my sister, and my sister-in-law – Karen's sister stood naked on that beach in California and spread the last of Karen's ashes into the Pacific Ocean. That day brought such closure to the first part of my life."
Crystal asked, "What were you like at a computer geek? Laid back?"
I chortled, "No, I was sort of as I am now. I liked it when we had rush jobs and deadlines and crises. The same when I was in the military; I hated sitting around waiting for a mission. When we started on a mission there were always a crisis, deadlines, and situations of life and death. That's when I started to fire on all eight cylinders and hum along in top performance mode."
I went on, "So, do I miss being laid back? Oh, a few minutes here and there, but overall you, Terry, Ellen, Claire, and everyone around us that keeps us busy, each propel me into my high performance pattern."
I felt Crystal shiver against me. I nudged her up, and we walked inside just as the autumn sun broke over the southeastern stand of trees. She said, "So, as we start this movie –Downslope – you won't mind the chaos it'll bring for the next six to nine months? Plus, Terry's putting a concert tour together in the middle of that too."
"I'll love it – so long as you're along with me." I squeezed Crystal's body to me in a side hug.
Nadia came and kissed both of us. The little minx wore only an apron over her sexy frame; thus, when I pulled her to me, I could cup my hands around her bare tight buns that made up the greatest ass in the world. She squired in pleasure as I pulled her against me to kiss. Nadia's breasts oozed out around the bib part of the apron, so as we parted she made a production of tucking them back behind the white opaque material of the apron. She scolded me as she turned and pointed to our breakfast laid out on the kitchen table.

* * * * *The Grumman Gulfstream V hummed along at 41,000 feet. I'd swapped seats with the copilot. The pilot, Ken Tew, gave me a thorough run through on every instrument, dial, switch, and knob in the cockpit. Increasingly, I found myself interested in flying. I'd had forty hours of pilot training in Special Ops, and even soloed and did some cross-country trips, but I'd never bothered then to get my license. I also learned the rudiments of operating a helicopter.
As Ken went from dial to knob to switch, more and more of what I'd learned twenty years earlier came back to me. I resolved to put in some time and get a pilot's license.
The sleek corporate jet was our charter from Nashville to Los Angeles – or as a pilot might write in his logbook BNA to LAX, a distance of about 1,600 nautical miles. Besides, the copilot who sat behind me reading various approach plates for LAX on his iPad, Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Terry, and Dan sat is the plush leather seats in the back. Judging from the mountains beneath us, we had just started to cross the Rockies.
I thanked Ken, and reluctantly returned to my cabin mates. I sat down across the small aisle from Terry; he looked up from his iPad. I could see he'd been working on a large calendar.
I asked, "What's our schedule for the coming weeks?"
He chuckled, "I'm trying to fit two weeks of your time into one week. Crystal too."
Crystal's ears perked up at the mention of her name. She looked up from the book that she was reading, and I gestured for her to join us. She came and sat in my lap. We shared a smooch."
Terry went on, "First off, I had an email this morning from Sony Music. They like all the stuff we've sent them except they want us to rework four songs on the standards album. I figure a week for that work.
"
Terry continued, "Second, Monday the main cast ofDownslope is supposed to start their read through of the script with the screenwriters. They're looking for places where the dialog needs to be reworked, plus they want you two, Claire, and Barry to really start to get into your characters." A simple read through could take a day or two, but they want something more complex, so I'm guessing another week. After that, Sony wants the director to start shooting, at least some of the indoor shots."
He went on, "Third, I need to plan out a North American concert tour for you, and fit that into the production schedule for the movie."
Crystal asked, "How much of the movie will be shot in the U.S.?"
Terry shrugged, "My guess is all the indoor scenes will be in L.A. I'm not at all sure, but some of the ski scenes might be done in Utah or Colorado, depending on the quality of the snow. The bulk of the outdoor stuff will more than likely be done in Switzerland or Austria – the Alps. That is a focus of the film's plot."
Crystal whispered, "I've never snow skied – only water skied."
Terry's head whipped around to her. "Oh, shit. That'll be a problem." He looked at me, "Jim?"
I acknowledged, "Not a problem here; I grew up in New England. I learned to ski at age four. I'm rusty at it, but after a few runs, I could probably manage an intermediate slope without any problem. Give me a few days, and I'd even tackle an expert slope."
Terry said, "You remember Jason Lake; your stunt double onPressure Limit? I think he'll be doing some of your action shots." He turned to Crystal, "I think the studio is lining up a stunt double for you too. Hopefully, they'll know how to ski."
Crystal said, "When I saw all the skiing in my script, I did some research. There are two ski areas near LA – Big Bear and Snow Valley. The problem is everything I read said to go midweek to avoid the crowds. They both rent equipment and have people who can give you private lessons. They're about two hours from L.A."
Terry chewed on that information for moment; he just nodded to indicate he'd taken in those facts. He waved Crystal and me away; "Ask Ellen to come up – change seats with her. She and I need to rethink this entire schedule and dove tail it to what the movie people want."
Crystal went back to her book. I swapped seats with Ellen, and sat across the small aisle from Claire who had just awoken from a nap. She stretched like a cat on a sunny windowsill and gave me a smile that clearly displayed the love she felt for me. I reached across and held her hand.
Claire said, "Can I come and cuddle with you?"
I smiled and opened my arms to her. She unbuckled her seat belt and came and sat in my lap. I cuddled her into my body with her head nestled against my neck. Crystal saw us over her shoulder and gave us a warm smile. I think she understood better than I did about Claire's insecurities about doing a movie that would be so public.
I asked Claire, "Hey, babe. Can you ski?"
"A little. I haven't been for years. I learned as a teen, and then did a little skiing on of few of my ... my 'dates' as an escort. I had a couple of playboys who would 'buy me' for long weekends, and we'd go skiing. I'm not that good, but I can do well on green circle slopes." She chuckled, "Plus, I looked really cute as a snow bunny. I'm eagerly awaiting that part of our movie making." She paused and whispered in my ear, "I fuck like a bunny too." She bit my earlobe. I wrapped my arms more tightly around my beautiful friend, put my head back on the posh seat back, closed my eyes, and allowed the comfortable feeling of being loved to sweep over us.




* * * * *The Oceana Beach Club Hotel in Santa Monica became our home away from home again. We had a suite on the top floor for the six of us – Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Terry, Dan, and me. We had a large living room with a master bedroom off each side of the room. We'd arranged for one bedroom to have two king-size beds in it; the other slightly smaller bedroom had one.
One might have thought the hotel staff might have raised an eyebrow about such an arrangement. Not once did we ever sense any judgment about the arrangement, and the staff surely knew we were all single adults. Terry speculated that they were so used to dealing with the comings and goings of people in the entertainment business, that our requests might be modest compared to others. His postulate made me curious about what these other requests might be. I wondered if we were missing something fun.
To get a jump on the aggressive agenda Crystal and I had encouraged Terry to adopt, we started to work six days a week, and often twelve to fourteen-hour days. The second week in L.A., Crystal chartered a helicopter to take her to and from the Big Bear ski area on Wednesdays. She was there when the slopes opened, spent the day with a private instructor, and flew back to L.A. at the end of the day sore, but starting to get the hang of skiing. The physical activity took its toll; she fell asleep on those days right after dinner. She repeated her lessons for six weeks.
Our sleeping arrangements, which included sexual games, were fluid about who ended with whom. I started with Crystal, but a couple of nights later, I found Claire in my bed for two nights, and then Ellen for the rest of the week.
Ellen and Dan flew off to San Francisco for two days and nights to arrange a series of talk show and TV appearances for Crystal and me. While they were away, I got a command performance to spend an evening with Tina Devoe – our mentor at Sony who lived not too far away in Santa Monica. That evening, Terry had the onerous duty of pleasing Crystal and Claire.
Just as Tina and I had finished a beautiful dinner, she'd had catered; my cell phone buzzed telling me I had a text message. I opened the unit, punched in my pin to unlock the device, and there was a text from Dan and, I presume, Ellen – a sext message. The message contained two photos. One showed a nude Ellen leaning back and holding her breasts up for the camera with a sly smile on her face; she sat Indian style so every bit of her nether region showed as well. The second one was a close-up of a man's cock halfway into a woman's pussy, and given the source of the sext message, I accurately guessed whose cock and whose pussy I was viewing.
I laughed out loud at the audacity of the photos. I sent back a smiley face.
Tina came and looked over my shoulder at the photographs. Apparently, she'd shed some clothing while I'd been messing with my cell phone because as she sidled up to my side, I felt her bare breasts against my arm. She was delightfully nude from the waist up.
Tina looked over my arm at the pictures. "Oh, that looks like fun."
I rubbed my upper arm against her hardening nipples. I asked with a smirk, "Do you want to send a reply photo?"
Tina puffed up her chest and held each of her breasts out to me. I took that as a 'Yes.'
I changed apps on the iPhone, took a close-up picture of Tina's gorgeous melons as she held them again, and sent it off to Dan, and then added Crystal, Terry, and Claire to my distribution list.
About two minutes later as I slathered over Tina's breasts with my tongue, my phone chirped again indicating a new text message. Tina nudged me to see what had arrived.
Opening the phone, I found a sext message from Terry. The picture showed two wet pussies side by side – Claire and Crystal's. Each woman spread her labia so her pink showed; the tunnels of love looked so inviting. I could feel myself harden further as I guessed at the rest of the party they must be having.
Tina said, "Send them a picture of mine ... please."
I helped Tina lose the last of her clothing, dropping her skirt, and pulling a lacy thong down her trim legs. I kissed her exposed pubes. Tina lay back in an upholstered living room chair and pulled her legs back. She reached down with both hands and grasped her sexually swollen labial lips and pulled them aside so her love opening gaped wide for the camera. I reached in with my index finger, and sank two knuckles into her quim, and took the photo holding the camera in the other hand. I sent it to the others with a happy face. That apparently ended our photography sessions for the evening, plus I had some splendid and pornographic pictures of my friends to enjoy at a moment's notice.
Despite the cool night, a very naked Tina helped me strip down to my birthday suit, and pulled me onto her balcony overlooking part of the city and Ocean Boulevard. Tina leaned against the railing and pushed her ass out to me with an inviting wiggle. She said, "We'll begin here and finish inside. I loved getting fucked out here by you like we did a few months ago."
I can take a blunt hint. I had gotten hard from the photographs and some of our foreplay, so I moved behind her, and soon had my rod sawing in and out of her body. Tina's breasts swayed from side to side until I grabbed ahold of one and pinched her nipple. My other hand slipped lower and found her clit. She let out a loud shriek into the night as I delivered her first climax of the night. I briefly worried that someone would call the police, but no sirens punctuated the night as I continued to work on Tina.
After Tina's third orgasm leaning against the balcony railing of her fourteenth floor condominium she said, "Come inside or maybe I should say 'Cum inside'. I want to be able to look at my handsome and buff date as we fuck each other's brains out, plus there are other positions I want to explore with you other than this 'balcony doggie'. I also have a couple of toys we might use on each other."
We uncoupled, but before we moved, Tina kissed me passionately, pushing her curvy body into mine. I wrapped my arms around her. She then slithered down my chest, running her tongue down to my erect shaft, swallowing the entire swollen stick in one gulp.
As Tina gave me the blowjob of all blowjobs, I looked out at the stars, the traffic, the other condos, and the overall city, wondering how many others were out there enjoying similar bliss from such a beautiful woman.
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read the Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim gets into country music, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip, but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Billy, their band leader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort girl. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. During a concert in London, Jim receives a blackmail note. He hires a private detective to help search for the culprit, and hence meets Margo. On a flight to London, Jim and Margo joined the Mile High Club, and later confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat to Jim. After leaving Margo and Caroline – one of the suspects, Jim continues his European tour. In Berlin, CIA agents asked Jim to do a special task in Moscow; Jim completes his mission and meets a beautiful Russian woman in the process as well as a sexy CIA agent. After Moscow, the entourage move to Dublin, where Jim discovers a bomb in the concert stadium, and at great personal risk saves the day by carrying the bomb to a place to limit damage. His 'Mellon Girls' reward him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listen to one of Nadia's sexy stories, he heads to Ohio to be at the birth of his second child, the women enjoy a new and inspiring toy, and the group heads to LA for a new movie.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 22Concert, a chance meeting, PJ joins the group
I think our rendition of the song brought tears to nearly every eye in the arena. The song wasPerhaps Love; it was a cover for one done years ago by John Denver and Placido Domingo, except Crystal and I had added our own touch to both lyrics and melody shifting the song into a romantic ballad of the country music genre. I could tell we'd seriously moved the audience because as the last bars of the song died out, the stadium was deathly silent for a full five seconds before the applause and cheers started.
Crystal and I hugged, and just that act made the volume of the acclamation double in volume. We took another bow, and then ran down the steps of the raised stage holding hands. Before we even reached the door into the inner corridors of the stadium, the crowd started to chant, "More. More." After a minute, the crowd's mantra changed to"Texas Dawn." We'd purposely saved that song for our encore, because it was the biggest hit record we'd had next toThe Naked Truth.
As we'd rehearsed, Crystal stopped just before the door, and pulled me back to her. We were in the spotlight. We talked, as though she had to talk me into the encore. Eventually, I gave an exaggerated shrug, and we ran back to the stage to the pleased clamor of the 70,000 fans in Lucas Oil Stadium, on the edge of Indianapolis.
We stretched out"Texas Dawn" to a ten-minute encore much to the delight of the crowd, with Crystal and me going through the song once, before we gestured to our entry portal for Cindy Wonder to come and join us. Cindy was the lead singer in our opening band,The Hobo Palace. The three of us traded leads on the song, and did duets, and threesomes of various verses until we'd run out of perturbations. Some of our backup singers joined in too, and then Billy our band leader got involved in a couple of verses. As we ended, we all took a huge bow, and headed off in the 'real' end to the concert.
Terry and Ellen met us at the door from the crowded arena into the patchwork of under-the-stands corridors. They led us to what we called the greenroom, particularly interesting since at this arena, the room was tastefully done with almond walls and framed posters of the Colts, the previous year's Final Four, and various other performers that had appeared there. I noticed one poster was from our tour the year before.
Cindy threw her arms around my neck, pushed her small voluptuous body against mine, her large breasts pressing against my abs, before she pulled my head down for a long kiss. As we broke apart, she said, "Thank you, thank you, thank you. I can't believe I actually got to sing three songs with you tonight including the encore." She had tears of joy in her eyes. "I so love you guys, and so love singing with you. How can I ever repay you?"
Crystal stood next to us. She smirked and asked, "Youreally have to ask how to repay us?" She gave Cindy a lustful smile that clearly communicated her depraved plans for the night. I joined in with the same look.
Cindy punched me in the arm, and then threw herself into Crystal's arms. She looked deep into Crystal's eyes and announced, "Oh, I am so going to bring you off tonight. You're going to have a fucking orgasm off my little sexy tongue like you've never experienced before." She turned to me and added, "And, I hope your plowing in my little tight pussy when I do." She blushed at her language.
Crystal laughed, "I hope your actions live up to your promises." The pair gave each other open mouth kisses. I watched the mouths drop open of a couple of band members in the room that didn't know of the history between Crystal and Cindy. I think they wondered whether they were joshing each other. They weren't.
Ellen looked on with great curiosity and chimed in, "I hope that offer might extend to Crystal's sister."
Cindy gave Ellen a lecherous grin and said, "Oh, this is going to be such a fun night." She looked at me and said, "I hope you've eaten a lot of oysters. I never want to stop at 'just one'."
Terry joined us with his barrage of accolades. He hugged Cindy and then Crystal, and although they'd been together all day, he also hugged Ellen. A young waiter appeared with a tray of freshly poured beer, wine glasses, and champagne flutes. I noticed one wine glass looked like a Chardonnay topped off with ice – my standard drink of choice. The four of us helped ourselves, and then sat in some of the posh seats around a coffee table. The waiter went on to some of the band members who also had filtered into the room, leaving the packing of their instruments to some of the roadies.
We did a little review of the performance, talked about the arena, and then talked about the movie Crystal and I were working on –Downslope. We were slipping one or two weekend concerts into our schedule after working on the movie during the weekdays. We were a month into this kind of schedule, and already suffering the need of some 'down time.'
As that topic went around, Terry asked Crystal, "What would you rather be doing right now?"
Crystal gave him a lustful look.
Terry adopted a peeved look and said, "I mean instead of sex, the movie, or concerts."
Crystal thought and said, "I'd like to go skiing; it's my new favorite hobby. I'd love to go somewhere other than Big Bear Mountain or the simulator in LA. Those are fine for lessons, but I want to test out my new skills on a real mountain somewhere."
Crystal already possessed athletic skills and a trim body. We worked out together almost every day, both running about five miles and hitting one of the gyms in whatever hotel we were at. Until two months ago, Crystal had never snow skied however, she'd packed into her schedule a tough regime of weekly ski lessons and cross-training that had brought her up to the point where she was comfortable on intermediate-level ski slopes. Her training focused on a full day at Big Bear Mountain, and an indoor ski simulator in Beverly Hills that she did one morning a week.
Terry said, "Next weekend we have a Friday night concert in Houston. I could arrange our flight back to LA to stop in Aspen or some ski area like that. Would you like that?"
"Heck, yes," Crystal practically shouted.
Ellen said, "I'll get on it." Crystal's sister loved to handle the logistics for our concerts; a task Terry was all too glad to delegate to her. She had even started to take on many production responsibilities from him in her role as both agent and assistant to us.
Cindy volunteered, "I love to ski. May I come too?"
I added, "Of course, the more the merrier. Besides, you'd be so fine to curl up naked with in front of a roaring fire après ski."
Cindy playfully punched my arm; however, I could tell she liked the idea.

* * * * *Despite the freezing temperatures, I went for a run first thing in the morning. Crystal moaned when I suggested she join me, so I tucked the blanket in around her and headed out of the Indianapolis Marriott.
I hadn't gone very far before I started to slowly gain on another runner in front of me. She seemed to know where she was going, and I didn't, and so I fell in about ten paces behind her. I studied the black and purple Spandex running pants she wore with a matching jacket. She had long legs, muscular, but shaped well. She held a 'seven-thirty' pace that proved she was no newbie or wanna-be to running – that's seven-and-a-half minutes a mile; further, I felt she loped along and had more speed she could throw into the run if she wanted. She wore a wide knitted band over her ears; a jet-black ponytail flailed around behind her as she paced along.
I never saw her turnaround; however, after a mile or so, without turning, she yelled over her shoulder and gestured with one arm, "Why don't you come up and join me instead of run in my slipstream."
She didn't break pace, but I put on a spurt of speed until I ran along side the woman. A quick glance let me know she had a beautiful face. The corners of her mouth turned up in a smile as I came into view. She said, "I could hear you back there. I figured you weren't the every day pervert or else you wouldn't be running at this pace." She laughed at her own humor. "Besides, I can run faster than this."
I nodded and smiled. "Thanks a heap."
After a few steps, she said, "I'm PJ."
I gasped out, "Jim."
We nodded at each other, and made a feeble attempt to shake hands while still running.
She said, "You visiting? Staying at the Marriott? I had the feeling you came from that direction."
"Yes and yes. Heading back to LA this afternoon."
"No foolin.' I have a two-thirty flight to LAX."
"What takes you out there?"
She gave me a sideways glance, "Moving. I think I'm a wanna-be actress. I've tidied my life up around here, my bags are by the door, I sold my car, found a good home for my cat, and so I'm out of here. Long overdue."
I laughed, "No boyfriend?" She positively had the looks to command a stable full of guys in their thirties or forties at her disposal.
She shook her head. "Bad experience. Gave that up a couple of months ago, at least for a while. That's one of the reasons I'm changing things around." She caught a glimpse of my left hand, devoid of any ring. She asked, "What about you? Married?"
"Nope. My wife died about three years ago." She nodded in empathy with my loss, and dropped that line of questioning.
We paced along silent for a while. She said, "You're not from Indy. What brought you here?"
I gathered she hadn't recognized me, so I hedged a little. "I came for the concert at the arena last night – country music."
"I wish I'd gone, but I had all the last minute stuff to do. Was it good?"
Without a trace of modesty I said, "One of the best."
"Did they singTexas Dawn? It's one of my favorite ever songs."
"Ten minutes or so in the encore. Cindy Wonder joined them too, plus their backup singers, and even the band leader."
"Oh, I bet that was so cool. I wish they'd put out a live concert album of something like that. I'd listen to it all the time."
I bit my tongue to avoid saying anything that would further bias my new friend and fan. The more we talked; the clearer it became that she had no idea about my celebrity status.
"Hey," she said, "What flight are you on – you going on the United flight when I am? Maybe we could sit together or catch a drink or dinner at LAX." I didn't think her comment a come on, just a friendly gesture to a fellow runner. By this time, plus some other chatter, we'd covered about four miles together.
I didn't know how to handle that. I said, "I sort of have other arrangements, though we'll probably get in before dinner." That statement probably confused her, because none of the commercial flights leaving from Indianapolis got in after a normal dinner hour. I could see her mulling that fact around for a moment.
Eventually, she said, "You can go on if you want. There's a pretty golf course green up ahead, and I often stop there for a morning meditation – to be with nature."
I gasped, "You mind if I join you. I won't bother you, but I'd planned some quiet time in a nice place too."
We rounded a bend, and on the right side of the road sat the tee and putting green for a couple of the holes at what must be a premiere golf course. PJ hopped a low fence, and we ran up to the tee. The view down the fairway was spectacular as the morning sun's rays slanted across the scene.
She said, "The ground is wet, so today I'll sit on that bench." She pointed to a low wooden bench apparently placed for the convenience of golfers waiting to tee off on the next hole.
I looked around to see where I could sit without getting a wet ass from the cold morning dew.
PJ said, "You can sit with me. We can even face different directions if that bothers you."
She plopped down on one end of the bench, and I sat on the other. We both faced into the rising sun. Within thirty second, I slipped into what for me passes as the Lotus position and went into my meditative zone with my eyes hazily focused on where the sun glinted off the dew in a prism of colors.
As usual, I lost track of time. I de-tranced to find PJ studying me. "Dude, you really go under when you do that. You did that perfectly, and for eighteen minutes."
I smiled. "I've been doing it for a while."
She then got close to the truth with her next comment; "You know you sort of look like him – the singer you saw last night."
I shrugged. We started running again, slowly building up from a gentle trot to our seven-thirty pace.
She asked, "You know anybody famous in LA? Someone that an aspiring actress would like to meet?"
"Yep."
"Anybody you'd give me an introduction to?"
"Yep."
"Really. I mean you barely know me; you don't even know what talent I have."
"But I might by the time we get to LA," I replied.
"What do you mean by that?"
I smiled at the mischief I was about to drop on the pretty runner. "Well, if you want, you can join some of us on a private jet. We're going nonstop to LAX. It'll save you a couple of hours during the stop over plus the fare."
PJ coasted to stop. My momentum took me about forty feet past her. I stopped and looked back.
She said, "Are you shittin' me? I mean, I'm a pretty gullible girl from the mid-west, and I barely know you. Tell me you're just joshing about a private jet going my way."
I said, "I'm not fooling about the jet. It's real. We were planning a takeoff about noon, and yes, you do know me. You told me a few minutes ago that I look like him, you like my music – the music I often record with Crystal Lee."
PJ walked up to me with a perplexed look; "Just who are you?"
"Jim Mellon."

* * * * *I don't think the grin came off PJ's face the entire trip to L.A. After she realized who I was and that I was serious, we arranged for our limo to pick her up and bring her and her luggage to the Marriott. She came up to our suite, and by then we were all nearly ready to leave. I made introductions to Crystal, Cindy, Ellen, Claire, Terry, and the rest of the entourage traveling on the jet.
PJ jumped in place a little and said, "I'm afraid I'm going to wake up from this dream. Oh, this is sooooo cooooool."
After takeoff, Crystal, Terry, and I sat in a comfortable circle in some of plane's seats, talking to PJ about her career and experience. She'd portrayed herself as a 'wanna-be,' yet she did have some significant acting experience in high school, college, community theater, and summer stock around the Midwest. Further, she could sing and sing well, a requirement for some of the musicals she'd starred in. She played us two songs she'd sung on her iPod that proved to me that she had outstanding singing talent. Further, she'd written the music and lyrics to the two songs, and I thought they were good – really good.
PJ had a crucial ingredient that would put her ahead of many of the 'wanna-be's' – enthusiasm. She bubbled about everything the same way many other women in my life did: Crystal, Claire, Ellen, Nadia, Cindy, to name a few.
Terry looked interested in the young woman, and I could see him turning over in his head the possibility of becoming her agent and places he could 'sell' her talent.
I commented that we knew Jill Danes, and thought she might be a useful source of leads and introductions for her. She swooned over the idea of meeting Jill. And then we mentioned, Barry Peters, Chase Henderson, and few other of our Hollywood friends, and by then we'd finished the snow job. Crystal told us to back off, and stop teasing our new friend by name-dropping.
At altitude and with favorable winds, the jet made LAX in only four and a quarter hours. Flying with the clock, we also picked up some time, so it was only three-thirty when we landed.
As we stood outside the plane watching our luggage being put into our limousine, Crystal asked PJ, "Where are you staying?"
PJ shrugged with a smile. "I have no idea. I'm going to find a cheap motel for a night, and tomorrow make it a point to find a place to rent, hopefully, one that doesn't require a large security deposit up front."
Crystal looked at me. I knew what she was thinking, and so I subtly nodded favorably with her idea. I could tell Crystal liked the woman and already saw herself as her mentor.
Crystal said authoritatively to PJ, "No, you're not sleeping in some fleabag motel. You're going to come home with us and stay over at our suite. We have lots of room, and you can camp out there until you figure out what you want to do. So there!" She gestured to our driver that PJ's bags should also go into the limo.
PJ started to protest however, I held my hand up to stop her talking. She gave me one of her megawatt smiles again, bowed, and thanked us for the invitation. She confessed the sad state of her finances; "I have only two-hundred dollars to my name. I'm going to have to get a job pretty quick too. I've never taken a risk like this before in my life. I feel as though I just jumped off a cliff, I'm falling, and I don't know what's at the bottom of the chasm or how deep it is. I just can't go back to Indiana with my tail between my legs."
Terry said, "Stick with this crew and you'll always land in feathers, cash, and roses. I bet I can find you a job by noon tomorrow – even something in the entertainment industry that plays to your strengths." I could still see the wheels turning in Terry's head about PJ's skills.
An hour later, we stood in the living room of our suite at the Oceana Beach Hotel in Santa Monica. PJ gawked at the opulence of the hotel. "All this, AND you have a view of the beach AND the Pacific Ocean. I've never even seen an ocean before." PJ practically had tears of joy running down her cheeks as she stood at the door to the room's balcony looking out at the Pacific.



Terry sidled up to me at one point and whispered; "Where's she going to sleep? Sofa?"
I shrugged.
It didn't take long for the same question to pass through PJ's mind either.
She looked around the three-room suite: a living room, and two bedrooms with adjoining baths that were each larger than the apartment I'd lived in with Karen. Two king-size beds sat in one bedroom; and one king sat in the other. The arrangement worked for the six of us that stayed there because we were cross-intimate with each other.
PJ asked, "Who's living here now – I mean the arrangements?"
I detailed, "Crystal, her sister Ellen, Claire – our friend, Terry, Dan – our publicist, and me, although I think Cindy's going to sleep over frequently too now that she's out here in LA with us." Cindy nodded agreement.
PJ sort of sputtered, "It's a little cozy isn't it? I can sleep on the sofa."
Before I could warn off Terry, he blurted out, "Oh, we switch around sometimes – actually quite often."
PJ's mouth quivered before dropping open. All that came out was a whispered, "Oh."
People started to go about their business in the suite, and I thought I'd better have a short conversation with PJ about what Terry meant about our sleeping arrangements.
PJ accepted my invitation for a glass of wine. I poured one for her, and suggested we go out onto the small balcony overlooking the Pacific. I gestured for her to sit.
"PJ, we are a unique and loving group of people. We have very open relationships with each other. Do you know what polyamory is? Well, we're it."
She slowly said, "Poly means many, and amory has something to do with love, so the word means something like loving many. That must mean you love or make love with all the men and women in the group. I get it."
"I like the guys, but we are not gay or bisexual. The women are another story; I love each of them dearly and they love each other in many ways – all ways. We have open, nonexclusive relationships."
PJ counted, "So only those four women – Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and Cindy?"
I felt that I had to be honest with her, "Well, no. There are some others I care deeply about as well."
"You're quite a Lothario."
I defensively retorted, "I hope not. A Lothario is a man who behaves selfishly and irresponsibly in his sexual relationships with women. I feel that I do neither, and so don't deserve the term."
PJ smiled wantonly, "But you do make love with those women? Oh, my God, there are four of them!"
"Yes, and many others."
"Others? Wow! Who?" The two words came as a random challenge; I wasn't sure whether she was amazed, peeved, or what.
I thought for a minute whether to allow this line of questioning, but then slowly and thoughtfully responded, "Well, there's Jill Danes, Tina, Nadia, Brite, Tanya, Caroline, Margo, Summer – how could I forget, she's the mother of my child and pregnant with another, and Edie, to name a few."
PJ nearly choked on her wine,"A FEW! My God, you're a man slut." She laughed.
I said, "Now THAT is a term others have used to describe my behavior. The fact is that I love women – almost all women. For whatever reason, I find the opposite sex fascinating in every dimension of mind, body, and soul. I love the way the fairer sex thinks and reasons; I love the way they look, the care they exhibit about their appearance, and every curve and crevice of their bodies; and I love their caring for others and their deeper spirituality. Further, I don't think I'm alone in the world."
PJ sat back in her chair, "Do you love me?"
"Yes; of course. Why wouldn't I?" As I spoke, I noted that Crystal had come to the door to the balcony, and stood listening in on our conversation.
PJ thought for a moment and said cautiously, "So, you would bed me if you wanted?"
"No. I wouldn't bed you 'if I wanted', as you put it, only if we 'mutually' wanted to share something together – to share a loving and hopefully beautiful sexual experience ... to share experiences on multiple levels, because, at least for me, and I hope my partners, making love is not just about the sex. It's about a union and congruence of mind, body, and spirit between two like-minded souls."
PJ said, "That sounds too theoretical for me. No man can create that kind of feeling in a woman, and Lord knows I've tried for years."
I said, "Talk to my partners. Ask them whether it's theoretical. I'd like to know too."
PJ turned to Crystal. "Well, what's he like?"
Crystal said in a matter-of-fact tone, "He's being modest. When Jim makes love to you, your entire 'Being' tingles on every emotional and spiritual level ever known to mankind or that you've ever dreamed about. He has a way of melding with his partners in a unique way that inspires every positive emotion you can think of. Sure, it's lusty and physical in the best way possible, but then it transcends the physical in some way. Being with Jim is a union of your soul with his even when you both started as just two horny humans – it moves beyond that before your first orgasm, and he does deliver the orgasms – lots of them."
PJ studied Crystal to see whether she was serious. She decided she was, but said in doubting tone, "I'm going to talk to the others." She got up and went inside to the living room to see Cindy, Ellen, and Claire.
PJ came back ten minutes later and rejoined Crystal and me. Crystal sat next to me in a small porch chair; we were talking about our upcoming day or two of skiing in Colorado – that was the destination she wanted.
PJ walked over to my chair, bent at the waist, put both of her hands on the arms of my chair, and kissed me.
I could immediately tell that she wanted a sample of the wares, so I put as much of myself into the physical kiss as I could. When it became substantial and clear it would last more than a few seconds, I extended my tongue slightly and ran it along PJ's lips. After two circuits of her lips, I gently pushed into her mouth where she sucked on me. Next I knew, PJ's tongue came into my mouth where I could suck on it and orally play. It was then that what we were doing went beyond the physical into some other realm, at least for me; I positively felt a new and deep affinity for PJ, and I knew intuitively that she felt the same emotions. I had no doubt.
We parted slightly, but our tongues kept touching between us in the open air for a couple of more seconds. Another passionate kiss started, and PJ fell into my lap. We broke our kiss. She shook her head in disbelief; disbelief at her own actions and disbelief at the love, lust, and passion that erupted between the two of us in those few kisses.
Suddenly, PJ looked worried; she turned to Crystal, "Ellen, Cindy, and Claire said you wouldn't mind. I hope that's true."
Crystal reached over and stroked PJ's face in a tender way, "It's true. We are a loving, forgiving, and grateful group. Enjoy each other as much as you like, but don't be surprised if you end up with someone else joining you. We share too."
PJ's eyebrows rose. She slowly said, "Oh, I see – I think."
PJ turned to me, "Jim, I havenever heard a man described the way your lovers talk about you – even in fiction." She nodded at Crystal, "Each of you has your own vocabulary to describe your relationship and experiences with Jim, but they all boil down to the words like 'soulful and romantic,' 'spiritual,' 'wonderful,' 'rare,' 'supportive and empathetic,' 'and 'transformational.' The guy I broke up with a few weeks ago I would describe as a horny, depraved, alcoholic, beer gut, male chauvinist pig. What a difference, huh?"
PJ leaned into my chest and let me cradle her lithe body against mine. I made no overt attempt to do anything further with her. I thought how I'd only known her about twelve hours, yet I could feel the inner turmoil that she must be going through – remaining virtuous according to society's mores, or engaging me on some further physical or sexual level beyond the kisses we'd just shared.
The conversation got cut short when Terry came to the balcony door. "Hey guys, we're hungry and thirsty. We're going to the restaurant and bar; want to join us?" He didn't blink an eye that PJ was in my lap, and I'm sure PJ noticed that acceptance.
Crystal stood, and so did PJ. I followed suit, and our parade of people walked down the hallway to the elevator.

* * * * *After a long cocktail hour and dinner, the nine of us went back to our luxury suite. Dan and Claire stopped behind everyone in the foyer, and made out for a little, their kisses and hugs almost signaling the others that playtime was at hand. We could hear some soft seductive invitations being extended and accepted between the pair. Without saying goodnights, the pair went into the larger bedroom with the two king-size beds in it.
Terry, Cindy, and Ellen followed behind the pair. I think the five wanted to leave me with Crystal and PJ to see where the evening would develop.
PJ looked a little worried, as she sat on the sofa. Crunch time was at hand for her. Crystal sat next to her, and the two whispered back and forth while I poured a jigger of Grand Marnier. I figured I'd apply my best and most comforting kisses to her. Crystal could see what I had in mind.
I moved beside PJ on the sofa, and turned her to me with one hand. I took a sip of the rich liqueur, and leaned in for a kiss. PJ responded automatically, tilting her head so our lips came together comfortably. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, an act we'd done a few hours earlier at her instigation.
When fully inserted, I jetted some of the liqueur from my mouth into PJ's. I could feel her melt into my arms as the liquid reached the corners of her mouth and surged into her soul.
We pulled apart, and she looked at me with a further invitation. I repeated the process with her, this time eliciting a long moan from her curvy body.
The next time, I shared the liqueur with Crystal as we both leaned in front of PJ's body. PJ got a close-up of the two of us French kissing and sharing. I watched as one of Crystal's hands pulled PJ's blouse from her waist and stroked across her midriff in a sexy way, her thumb stroking the underside of PJ's breasts through a frilly bra. The act was obvious and undeniably sexual.
I repeated the kissing process with PJ, accepting her longing look for another liquid kiss. PJ ignored that her blouse had been pulled from her belt, and that another female stroked her midsection. This time, my hand joined Crystal's in gently fawning over the pretty woman.
Crystal took the shot glass from me and sipped some of the liqueur. The next time, it was Crystal who leaned into PJ and kissed her lips, tenderly French kissing as her hand stroked PJ's body, and of course, she pushed the liquid fire into PJ's mouth just before their tongues danced together in the open air. Both women moaned in the pleasure and satisfaction of the moment.
After some more whispering between the pair, both women rose and walked to the smaller bedroom. I followed along.
Crystal and I sandwiched PJ between us, slowly removing each other's clothing. PJ whispered as though she was just reciting some facts that everyone needed to know before the evening was complete, "I've never been in a threesome – or with another woman ... but ... well ... I'm willing to try anything ... I guess. You two have made it so easy ... so comfortable for me. I know ... I think ... that I'm going to remember ... well, any of this, ... the rest of my life. I know I'll love it." She seemed to still be worried about what might happen.
Crystal leaned in and kissed away her concern as I ran my tongue around PJ's ear. PJ got the message to not worry about anything for here on out.
The women's nude bodies moved up the bed so their heads could be on the pillows. I got welcoming smiles from both of them. They held hands for a moment. I knelt at the foot of the bed, and lay down on my stomach, after gently nudging PJ's legs apart. I ran my tongue from her knees, up her muscular thighs, to just where her labial lips began. I repeated the action on her other leg, and then back and forth.
Each time I neared PJ's pussy, she began to push her body at me, trying to get my tongue in contact with her sex. I resisted, but not for long.
PJ's aroma was intoxicating. Her scent was sexual, pleasing to me, and clearly a musky almost floral scent inviting further action. I took a deep breath of her pleasure.
After sating myself on PJ's aroma, I used my tongue to lap from peritoneum to mons, pushing deep into her wet slit. I could feel my tongue slip into her vagina briefly, and then pass by the nub of her clit. I remembered the word 'umani,' a Japanese word meaning good taste or good flavor. This was PJ. Her taste matched the intoxicating appeal of her scent, and I could have feasted for hours on her flavor.
I focused on PJ's pussy, sucking and lapping at her sex concentrating on her pleasure and not my own, although I felt in heaven. As I worked in her nether region, I glanced up to see Crystal alternately sucking full force on PJ's breasts, bringing the nipples to a rigid state capable of cutting steel. PJ moaned and ground her hips into me as she turned her upper body to Crystal. She clearly gave herself over to us.
I reached beside me with one arm going under one of PJ's legs so I could stroke and fondle Crystal's wet pussy. Crystal didn't break lock, but did hesitate a moment as two of my digits penetrated her quim.
PJ's orgasm came after only five minutes of our coordinated assault. She tried to remain in control, but finally lost it. I felt her legs and body stiffen. One hand pushed my face hard into her soggy cunt, as my tongue danced in its work of pleasuring her body. Crystal and I both heard her nearly silent expletive, "Ooooooh, fuuuccckkkk," before her body arched, trembled, and went limp in Crystal's arms.
I moved up to kiss PJ. Crystal spooned behind her. We tightly sandwiched her between the two of us.
PJ finally said in a soft voice, "Oh, God, I don't ever want to leave this time and space. I have never felt so loved, so sexual, so horny, and so happy in my life." We each got a wan smile.
I kissed her again, running my tongue softly around her lips between kisses.
PJ giggled, "I can taste myself on your lips. I've never really known what I tasted like. It's not bad. Ex-boyfriend didn't believe in cunnilingus."
I smiled and allowed her tongue to seek out more of her emissions inside my mouth. As we kissed, I became aware of Crystal slithering down PJ's body until her mouth and tongue were delivering pleasure to PJ's cunt. Crystal could claim the next orgasm our new friend had.
We unwound from each other. I stood and pulled Crystal's body to the edge of the bed as she laughed at my antics. When I had her positioned, I went down on her cunt, with my tongue duplicating the pleasure I'd delivered to PJ.
I didn't make Crystal cum from cunnilingus. Instead, when her laughter turned to moans of pleasure, I repositioned, spread the lips of her beautiful vagina wide, and slowly inserted myself into her body in one long smooth stroke. When I'd bottomed out, the two of us kissed madly and passionately, with words of love shared between the two of us.
PJ sat upright beside us on the bed with eyes wide watching our lovemaking. When I stood before Crystal, pumping into her body with my shaft, I motioned for PJ to come closer so I could kiss her. PJ knee-walked across the bed into my open arms, her mouth trying to envelope my entire being into hers as we kissed.
PJ whispered to the two of us, "This is positively the hottest experience of my life. I thought I'd done so much sexually, but you've opened doors I never even knew existed except in porn movies. Every fiber in my body is alive. Oh, I love you guys so much."
Crystal pulled PJ down so she could kiss her as I continued fucking her. She said to PJ, "Suck my breasts, and I'll cum." PJ pounced onto Crystal's proud, round, full breasts, sucking each nipple until each nub stood high and erect.
Crystal loves vaginal orgasms, particularly if there is stimulation to her breasts. I also think her clitoris or G-spot must be in just the right place to rub against my cock as we fuck. I could feel her getting near, partly by how her body writhed beneath mine and against PJ's oral skills. Unlike some women who lie back and let a man do all the work, Crystal is an active participant. Even on her back, she oscillates her body back and forth doing half the stroking of cock in cunt.
Crystal peaked, is a long low wail. She grabbed PJ, pulled her head to hers, and ground their mouths together in one of the must passionate Sapphic kisses I'd ever seen. I knew her moves and what pleased her, so as the climax passed, I slowly stopped allowing her to savor the last strokes of our session. I could feel the pulsing of her vagina around my still rigid shaft.
I leaned down and kissed Crystal, occasionally turning my head to kiss PJ who had her lips nearby.
Crystal pushed me and whispered, "Do PJ. Make love to her."
I replied, "I don't know whether she wants that – it crosses a boundary we haven't talked about."
Quick as a flash, PJ spoke with great emphasis; "PJ wants you to make love to her very much – very very much." As she talked, she fell back onto the bed and spread her legs again, exposing her beautiful cunt to me. I reached beside me and stroked her slit with one hand.
PJ locked eyes with me; "Please," she whispered as she held her arms up to embrace me.
I slowly extracted myself from Crystal's vagina, but before I could properly relocate, PJ spun around and inhaled my cock. Her eyes closed, and her tongue went hyper-active, searching out every trace of Crystal's juices on my shaft.
PJ looked up eventually; "Oh, Crystal, you taste so good. I want to eat you later." She turned to me, "Now, Jim, come love me. Show me why you're special."
After penetration, PJ proved a more active participant than Crystal. Our bodies ground together. When she mounted me, she twisted, ground, rotated, and pumped her body trying to maximize the stimulation we both felt from our sex act. Crystal lay beside me idly stroking her clit and smiling at how energetic we were.
At one point I'd rolled PJ onto her back. I nodded to Crystal, and a moment later she lowered her pussy onto PJ's face. Even before contact was made, I could see PJ's tongue extended two or three inches from her body as she tried to get her first direct taste of her new friend. When contact finally occurred, both Crystal and PJ moaned in pleasure.
Crystal put her hands on my shoulders for balance. Her eyes stared into mine. She nodded and mouthed, "Oh, this girl is good, especially considering she told us she'd never been with a woman before. She can do me anytime." The two of us kissed as PJ's tongue and lips worked their magic in Crystal's nether region.
As PJ worked on Crystal's pussy, I kept up a steady rhythm of my oscillations into and out of her pussy. PJ exuded enough lubrication to flood our union with her rich, thick juices. Her sweet aroma filled the room. PJ's lower body met my every stroke with a move of her own, some voluntary and some reflexive.
Crystal had a light orgasm. I could tell because her eyes closed, and her hands tightened into each shoulder as her first spasm of pleasure hit. She opened her eyes in a squint, gave me a sheepish grin, and then rolled off to the side. I instantly leaned down to PJ's face and lapped at some of the Crystal's residual juices from PJ's face. I also increased the passionate kisses I shared with PJ. Now, that PJ could focus on her own body, she experienced an orgasm in only another minute, and another a couple of minutes later aided maybe by Crystal sucking on one of PJ's breasts.



I sped up. We'd been at it for over twenty minutes, and I didn't want PJ to get sore despite the copious amount of lubrication she'd produced.
I locked eyes with PJ; "I'm near. When you cum again, I'm going to cum with you."
PJ nodded and gasped out, "I'm seconds away. Do it. Please do it. Deep inside me."
I relaxed my Kegel muscles, and used my inner voice to tell myself, 'Cum.' Only a few seconds later, I could feel the bliss of an orgasm start from deep within my body. At this point, I couldn't have stopped my cum if I'd changed my mind. The liquids inside me surged through my interior plumbing, leaving a trail of joy and pleasure behind. I jammed myself into PJ a few last times, and then the surges of my juices lunged into her body.
PJ came, up-tilting and driving her hips into mine as I drove hard and deep into her. We arched in that position for many seconds as my cum filled her body cavity to the brim. We collapsed simultaneously, PJ bearing my full weight for a few seconds until I could remedy the situation by rolling us to one side while still connected at our sexual union.
I smothered PJ with kisses, covered every square millimeter of the skin I could reach with my lips. Over her shoulder, I saw Crystal start to do the same along PJ's back and shoulders, lightly massaging PJ's flushed skin.
PJ looked at me with awe and wonder in her eyes; eventually, silent tears started to flow from her eyes. She reached up with one hand and tenderly touched my face. "I didn't know it could be like this," she said in a low and halting voice. "I didn't know what love was – what true sexual union was. I can't believe these past moments – with both of you. I'll never forget today – and to think I resolved a few hours ago to not join with you. I just ... I didn't know." She reached behind her and pulled one of Crystal's arms around her, placing her hand on one flushed breast.
Dan and Claire came into our bedroom; both beautifully nude and jubilant in the sexual union they had shared. Dan spooned behind Crystal, reaching over her to stroke PJ's nakedness. PJ didn't seem to mind in the least. Claire did the same from behind me, although one hand traced down my body to where I remained inside PJ. She lightly stroked PJ's clitoris, eliciting a further moan of pleasure. I could feel PJ's vagina clench and unclench in light spasms around my tumescent cock with each stroke Claire made of her clit.
Terry and Ellen floated into the room, also naked. Ellen lay across the top of the bed with Terry spooning behind her, but not before she lifted PJ's head and put it to rest on her smooth flat abdomen. She stroked PJ's long hair, splaying it out across her upper body in a sensuous manner. I could see the wetness of Ellen's pussy lips.
PJ looked unusually content given the tremendous discontinuity she'd just experienced in her life and in her sexual conduct and outlook.
PJ hugged me. She whispered in my ear, "Am I silly to think that I suddenly love all of you in ways I never imagined."
I kissed her wet cheeks, and then her mouth. I whispered back to her, "No, not at all."

* * * * *Monday morning started early. I pulled PJ's naked form from the jumble of bodies on our bed, we dressed and went for a run down the beach, staying on the hard packed sand most of the way. I showed her the small promontory where I paused to meditate with rising sun at our backs and the Pacific Ocean aglow with a new day; we spent twenty minutes there in silence.
Back at the hotel, we showered and dressed without the least bit of modesty. Except for PJ, we'd seen each other naked in many circumstances, and PJ just accepted and blended in with us. In twos and threes, we drifted to the hotel's breakfast room, and then our crew scattered to our various jobs and activities.
Terry and Ellen took PJ under their arm. Cindy went with them. Terry planned a quick stop at a friend's who ran a photo studio for some portfolio shots of PJ, and then wanted Ellen and Cindy take her to one of Sony's studios and do a demo tape. Terry also thought if he had enough time he'd introduce PJ to some friends that might be looking for help.
Crystal, Claire, and I headed to the movie set forDownslope for some morning rehearsals before afternoon shooting. We agreed we'd all meet back at the hotel around seven or eight that evening for dinner.
The comic relief of the day came from Ellen who about two o'clock sexted me a picture she'd taken at arm's length of PJ, Cindy, and her standing with their shirts and bras pulled up and six beautiful full breasts bared. In the background, I could see the interior of one of Sony's recording studios. Somehow, I doubted anyone else was in the room; however, I'd ask them later. The only words with the pictures said, "Good news to share later."
I passed the phone to Claire and Crystal, and we all got a laugh from the bawdy humor. Because we were with others, we resisted the urge to reply in kind.
The afternoon dragged on a bit. We didn't seem to get the scenes 'right' in the opinion of our august director the first, second, third, or fourth time. One scene we did ten times before we created an acceptable version. We knocked off at six-thirty, and the three of us headed back to the hotel.
As we walked into our suite, PJ bounded up off the sofa and came running into my arms. We twirled around. She looked ecstatic; I hadn't seen such a big smile.
Tears of joy came to her eyes. She said, "I got a job." She looked over her shoulder at Cindy and Terry who sat with Cheshire grins on their faces looked at the four of us.
"Well, tell me – tell us. What happened?"
PJ talked in rapid staccato, faster than a typewriter sounds; "Terry and Cindy took me for some PR photographs, and I now have a portfolio, but maybe I won't need it. Next, we went to Sony and I sang a few songs for a demo disk in a little recording studio. They even played things back and made helpful suggestions – Terry and Cindy, I mean. And then, Terry and Cindy went off alone, and I practiced some songs they gave me. When they came back, I sang those ... and, well, Cindy really likes my voice ... and so, she picked me as a backup singer for her band,The Hobo Palace. I'm going to be singing and touring with you guys, and ... oh, God, this is so wonderful. All this, plus they told me that if a better opportunity comes along they will support me in going after it. I can't believe all this. I can't believe how my life just went from shit to roses." At that, she broke into sobs trying to smile at Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and me through her tears of joy.
I pulled her to my chest and wrapped by long arms around her. In a few moments, she quieted down. I talked gently to her, "PJ, you've been under much stress – shutting down everything you knew that was comfortable and that fit, giving all that up to take a huge risk in coming out here with nothing to do, and no place to even live. I suspect that last night threw you into a bit of a tizz too since what we did with you was so distant from how you thought the world of relationships and sex ran. You've taken some huge steps in a very short time. Now, take a deep breath and let us all support you in your transition."
I kissed PJ's forehead. Crystal, Ellen, and Claire had moved to also hold PJ in their arms. They kissed her as well. After PJ stopped crying and had a huge shiver run through her body, I picked her up and carried her into our bedroom.
I didn't set PJ down. I just lay back on the bed against the headboard still holding her, and allowing her to burrow into my neck. We stayed like that in the room as the last vestiges of light in the outside world faded into dusk. The door to the living room remained open, and we could hear the others comparing notes about their day and laughing.
Crystal eventually came in and looked at the tableau PJ and I formed. She said quietly, "Do you want me to bring some food back for you?" I could tell she had great empathy for PJ's emotions and the transformations she experienced.
PJ rotated her shoulders back and forth a little. She said, "If I don't leave now, I'll never leave Jim's arms. I feel so protected and sheltered. I feel it from all of you. I'll get up and go to dinner with you. I can't believe ..." She snuffled. "This morning, instead of meditating when Jim and I stopped during our run, I sat and thanked the Universe over and over again for the blessing each of you have bestowed upon me in the past day. I don't know how to express my thanks ... I am so touched by everything each of you have done for me – to me – with me. I can tell you all care about me."
She stood up, and Crystal gave PJ a big hug, kissing her on each cheek. The two walked into the living room with their arms around each other. I followed along admiring the sleek back ends of my two lovers.
PJ pepped up over cocktails and dinner, and Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and I were able to coax more details about her day from her. Cindy sat next to PJ, and often chimed in with accolades about the quality of PJ's voice and music, her natural ability, and how the decision to add her to the group was a no-brainer.
Cindy told us something PJ didn't even know. When Terry and she had left the recording studio, they hadThe Hobo Palace band rehearsing four new songs in another studio. They played some of PJ's singing and unanimously voted her into the group just based on the timbre of her voice. PJ looked astounded.
Dan who sat on the other side of Cindy, told PJ that he already had plans for a huge press release announcing her addition to the band and touting her as "the newest and sexiest thing to hit the music industry." After a short pause, he wisely hedged his bets and awkwardly added, 'since Crystal' at the awkward end of his statement. We all laughed.
In the next couple of days, as each moment went by, PJ became more open and more loving with each person in our circle. If I'd had to screen a million people to find someone that would fit in, I'm not sure I would have found a 'PJ,' but now she was with us.
The next night, over dinner, PJ said, "Oh dear, now that I have a job I've got to find a place to live."
Claire said with a pleading tone, "Don't you like living with us? We don't want you to leave. We're here for a good four or five months because of our movie, and we want you with us. Your band is going to stay around here too. After that, we'll all be going back to Nashville, evenThe Hobo Palace."
PJ looked astounded again, "You mean live here, with all of you, in the hotel, for five months?"
We all nodded enthusiastically.
PJ sputtered for a moment; her eyes teared up.
I stepped in. "PJ, we're here for you. We like you. We love you. We might take trips here and there – concerts for example, but this will be our base for a while. I can imagine you want your own place, but there's no need to rush out and take the first thing that you find, nor the cheapest. Wait until you have an income stream, save up some money living with us, and maybe instead of renting you can buy a condo or house; but please stay with us."
Another tear rolled down PJ's cheek; she lower bit her lower lip and nodded agreement.
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim becomes a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip, but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Billy, their band leader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; Claire left the 'adult' business and took steps to clean up her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. Jim is blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case. Together, they confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat. After an erotic night with Margo and Caroline – one of the suspects, Jim continues his European singing tour. In Berlin, CIA agents asked Jim to do a special task in Moscow; Jim starts his mission, meets a beautiful Russian woman, and after mission success connects with a sexy CIA agent. After Moscow, the concert entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in the concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' reward him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brings a new and inspiring sex toy into their midst, and the most of Jim's circle heads to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert, Jim meets PJ – a beautiful runner who is welcomed into the group.

Crystal Clear Ch. 23Claire rekindles an old friendship; a sex-filled vacation
Claire
Claire had retyped the paragraphs over a hundred times in her mind, and now, sitting at her computer's keyboard, she'd physically retyped the short letter over two-dozen times in the past hour. Finally, she deemed it acceptable to send.

Beth – I have missed you, and Joe so much my heart has often ached. I have been in a personal transformation, leaving the adult film industry and the escort service, and becoming more "socially acceptable" To complete my metamorphosis, I also changed my name from Cheryl (as you knew me) to Claire and had some plastic surgery so that my past didn't haunt me.
I live an upscale life now as an aide and companion to Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee – the country music singers. I even have a bit part in a movie they are making that will come out in about nine months (we just started shooting); the movie is called 'Downslope.'
You asked me to keep in touch. I have followed Joe's business dealings in the news, and not held up my end of your request to stay in touch since my transition started – shortly after I last saw you. This email is to reestablish contact if you are still interested in what I think became a beautiful friendship between us. I am not trying to impose on you or ask anything of you or Joe. I know a lot changes in two years.
Love
Cheryl Zaret now Claire Whitman (my new name – please forget Cheryl ever existed)


She hit the send key, wondering as she did whether the email address she had for Beth still existed. A knot formed immediately in her stomach, and she ached in longing for her friend from another era in her life, and from a hope either Beth or Joe wouldn't reject her. She thought, I guess this what unrequited love feels like. She doubled over in psychic pain as tears came to her eyes.
Claire's own parents had rejected her. The day had been traumatic and not so long ago – six years. They'd been so strict with her growing up, almost forbidding her to date. She'd been screwed down so tightly that the lid blew off when she left home to attend college. After a short time at the University and living on her own as an oversexed party girl, she got into the porn business and through that became a high-end call girl – an escort, a better name, and less offensive than whore.
She never told her parents how she earned her money to help put herself through school. She'd been working as a waitress, and alluded to getting an even better job at a top restaurant where the tips could be extraordinary. In fact, the tips she got as an escort often turned out to be over a thousand dollars. She took little solace knowing that she'd done well in that business.
She never knew how her parents discovered what she was doing. One day they knocked on her door, she opened it, got called names, disowned, warned to never make contact again, and had every remnant of her life with her parents dropped in plastic trash bags on her doorstep. For all intensive purposes, she was dead to her parents and they were dead to her.
The ultimate rejection had been hard to take. She'd cried for a while, but then when she tried to remember the good times with her parents she couldn't. There were so few she could count them on her fingers; they included a particular birthday, two Christmases, a day trip to Disneyland.
Had there been more, but she blocked them out? She shook her head. No, her parents were not really parents. They were caretakers and strict rule makers. Everything had a rule. If you obeyed the rules, you didn't get a swat or two on your rear end. If you broke a 'major' rule, you had the hide on your ass made raw by the beating. Her plastic surgeon told her he could see the scars from various beatings with a belt.
Her parents should never have had a child.
She met Beth and Joe through the escort work she was doing. Joe Mansard was a multi-billionaire and business tycoon. He headed a worldwide empire and probably had more power than the Federal government. His wealth exceeded the GNP of all but the top two-dozen countries.
Beth was Joe's daughter – a beautiful blond near her own age who had an incestuous relationship with her father, and a Sapphic relationship with Claire. Beth had been a rare exception in Claire's escort business: ninety-nine percent of her business had been men until Beth showed up to check out Claire's 'acceptability' for her father. Her father relished seeing Beth and Claire together doing sexual acts to each other – and later in the relationship, making love together.
Like Claire, Beth was a nymphomaniac. Claire thought she had few boundaries as far as sex went and never a problem with quantity, but Beth found those boundaries, blew most of them away in torrid sessions that sometimes went on for an entire weekend with endless orgasms given and received – more than Claire had ever dreamed of.
Joe was a middle-aged stallion, and a man who could easily and simultaneously satisfy two women. A hallmark of the man, besides his flamboyant personality, included his ability to recover in record time after having climaxed. Further, and repeatedly, Joe would have pasted the inside of Claire's vagina with a copious amount of semen, only to extract himself after his orgasm and instantly repeat the process on Beth. Less than an hour later, he could repeat this feat on the two of them again.
The dealings with Claire – or Cheryl as she had been back then – had started on a business basis, with simple payments going to Andre, her 'associate' – read 'pimp' under synonyms. Almost as soon as they'd started, Claire would find generous bonuses given to her in some manner. These included an endless stream of clothing, shoes, and jewelry that she and Beth would shop for in the nicest stores in the LA area. Later, Beth presented Claire with a Swiss bank account with what she called some 'starter cash' in it - $50,000. Over time, as the frequency of their interactions increased, the amount in that bank account rose to over $300,000. Claire had tried to return the money, and avowed over and over to the couple that she didn't need it. She told Beth and even Joe that the sums were over the top and embarrassed her, but they would have none of her complaining. After many months, she just started to say 'Thank you for your generosity.'
The business basic changed too. As an escort, if she were treated all right, Cheryl could enjoy herself and grew to like some of her regulars, but there were few of them. Beth and Joe were an exception; she fell in love with them – an emotion she hadn't properly labeled until they had disappeared out of her life for an extended stay in Asia as Joe negotiated and managed in a multi-billion dollar telecommunications deal that instantly made over a billion dollars in profit for his new subsidiary – probably just because he was the chairman of the new company.
Not long after her last weekend with Beth and Joe, Jill Danes, the movie star, had engaged Cheryl to help her get a part in a movie. Jill fucked the brains out of a Hollywood producer who put her on the road to stardom, while Cheryl fucked the daylights out of his brother. Jill liked Cheryl, and after some long talks helped her leave the adult film and escort business, and become Claire. Jill helped with the name change, got her a shrink to undo the damage her parents had perpetrated on her and raise her self-esteem, dyed her hair a gorgeous red, encouraged her to use plastic surgery to leave Cheryl far behind, and hired her as her assistant and aide. Claire lived with Jill for almost two years before getting her own condo. The pair occasionally enjoyed sex together, but mostly, Jill preferred a good fuck from a male acquaintance. As part of her penance, Claire abstained from sex with men during her make over period and then returned to the field as a normal, healthy woman in her late twenties.
Not long after her new independence, Jill got a part in a movie with country singer Jim Mellon. Claire got introduced through Jill, and soon found herself in a swoon over the rising country music and movie star. It wasn't long at all after that when Jill hosted a dinner party during which she orchestrated some group sex games. Claire let herself go, enjoying the small orgy, and savoring the sexual intercourse with Mellon.
Jim made her heart beat fast. The night of the orgy was all it took for her to fall the rest of the way for him. In a weak and risky moment, she'd even hinted at her 'love at first sight' feeling for him. She also had warm feelings for Ellen, Crystal Lee's sister and Jim's consort at the party. Less than a week later, because the feelings were mutual and with Jill's blessing, Claire moved in with Jim and Ellen at their LA hotel, and had become part of their loving circle ever since.
The sex was mind blowing. Seldom did Jim sleep with only one woman. Claire felt honored and grateful that she joined Ellen as one of his usual bedside partners.
Jim had often referred to her as 'Mysterious Claire.' He saw the obvious; that she had a dark past she hadn't shared with him or the others in the circle. One night, while they were on the road at a concert, the need to tell about her past as porn star Breezy Cummins and as a high class whore overcame her, and she blurted out her whole sordid past amid a shower of tears.
Claire expected rejection, but instead got the heaviest dose of love and affection from everyone in the circle: Jim – especially, Ellen – her best friend, Crystal, Billy – the band leader, Dan – Jim and Crystal's publicist, and Terry – their agent. To her amazement, everyone took her past in stride, made no big deal of it, and everyone loved her just as they had – maybe a little more now that she'd made herself vulnerable to them. The revelations she'd shared had been so unburdening. And, after that night of truth telling, everyone had been careful to never tell anyone else and to only enjoy the sexy stories they often encouraged her to share – even her relationship with Beth and Joe that she told in a disguised way one night.
Crystal and Ellen had been the ones to push her to reestablish contact. Ellen had said, "If you feel love for them, I bet they felt the same way about you. Make contact. Don't put it off another day." Claire worried about rejection or being seen as a gold digger, but she had finally suppressed those thoughts enough to try to reestablish contact.
A thousand thoughts about her past flashed through Claire's head. She stared, glassy eyes, at the blank computer screen.
PING!
The sound a new email message roused Claire from her reverie. She gawked at the sender: Beth Mansard. Claire's heart started to flutter and a wave of anxiety swept over her.
Claire closed her eyes and prayed as she opened the email.

"Cheryl – or Claire, I should say; we have missed you so much. Your old associate Andre said you just vanished one day. We did a little search to no avail. I can't wait to see you again, and I know Joe feels the same way. MY GOD, WE MISS YOU. WE LOVE YOU. WE REALLY DO LOVE YOU. Please don't go away again. We're in Singapore but will be back next week for a week in LA. More later. Love. Beth."

Claire stared at the message for a long time, the words eventually blurring as the tears came – the tears of happiness. She started to sob. The tears wouldn't stop, and the soggy tissues piled up on her desk.
PING!
Claire's next message came from J. Mansard. She struggled to read through her watery eyes.

"Claire – Beth just shared with me your new life – as much as she knows from your email. I am very happy that you contacted us. Don't you dare disappear again now that we've 'found' you. I join her in wanting to see you as soon as we can. Love, Joe."

Now, the tears really flowed and turned into deep, chest racking sobs. Claire just sat there with her face in her hands, and after a while two masculine arms surrounded her, lifted her up, and carried her small form from her desk to the bed. She felt kisses on her forehead. Two female arms soon started to stroke and smooth her arms to comfort her. Two new arms more brought a warm washcloth and more tissues. The arms and bodies surrounded Claire with love.
Crystal said in a soft, loving voice, "I'm so proud you did it. I know that took a lot of courage to reach back into that period of your life, and see ... they still love you. We all love you."
Ellen said in a near whisper, "You left the emails open on your computer. We read them. I hope that's all right; we didn't mean to pry, but we wanted to see what was there that had set you off."
Claire just nodded her ascent. She blubbered out, "It's OK. I don't have secrets from you any more."
Jim cradled Claire in his lap, her head and mane of reddish hair lying on his broad chest. Eventually, the tears stopped. Jim just sat and held one of the women he loved so much.
* * * * *
Claire watched the Gulfstream G650 taxi into the general aviation Landmark Aviation terminal at LAX. The Mansard chauffeur had chatted with her for the past half hour since she arrived. He knew the plane, and regaled her with some of the statistics about it, including the point that it was the fastest corporate jet in operation. It cost about $65 million and was state of the art.
The long sleek pure white jet taxied into a position indicated by two linemen waving red-lighted batons at the jet. Claire noticed the plane's tail number, JM1 – Joe Mansard One. She smiled; Joe did have an ego as large as the airport, no doubting that. He demanded perfection, and got it. He helped people achieve a greatness they didn't think they could.
After the engines shut down, the door just behind the cockpit mechanically opened, and hydraulically lowered a stairway into position.
I hadn't noticed, but the chauffeur had disappeared, only to reappear driving the white limousine near the jet's stairway.
Claire walked about a hundred feet closer to the jet from the impressive airside entrance to the GA terminal building. She stopped, feeling the steady wind across the airport billowing her dress out behind her.
Beth appeared in the doorway, preoccupied with one of the crew members. Claire imagined her thanking the crew for a flawless journey across the Pacific Ocean. Beth had emailed her with their arrival time and where they'd be.
As Beth started down the ladder, Claire waved frantically. Across the tarmac, Claire could see Beth's face break into a huge grin. Beth flung her briefcase at the chauffeur and ran across the concrete with arms outstretched until the two women were together and smothering each other in kisses.
"My God, you look so different. Is this really you, Cheryl? I mean Claire."
Claire laughed, "Yes, it's me. Sorry, I have changed ... I hope you'll like the new me."
Beth interrupted, "You looked beautiful before, but now you are absolutely stunning. I can see a little of the old you, but I love the new you. Joe will be ecstatic." Beth looked over her shoulder to see whether her father had appeared from inside the jet. Joe was such an imposing individual that everyone genuflected even their thoughts to him.
Over Beth's shoulder, Claire saw Joe moving down the stairway of the plane in a commanding stride. He spied the two women, and ignoring the chauffeur started to walk rapidly in their direction. Claire's immediate thought was, 'Oh, my, he's coming to me. I should be going to him.'
Beth read her mind; she said in a low voice, "Just stand still. Joe has missed you more than you'll ever know."
Joe stopped about ten feet from Claire. He studied her from head to foot. Claire wore the pale blue summer dress that Joe once told her was his favorite. White spike heel shoes graced her feet, and she wore a strand of real pearls from Japan that Joe had given her on her birthday one year. Her red hair glistened in the light.
Joe finally spoke, "I wouldn't have thought you could get more beautiful, but the changes you've made to yourself are truly a work of art. If I ever need plastic surgery, I want the name of your doctor."
Claire's face wrinkled up, and she bit her lip. She snorted away the beginning of a cry. She threw herself into Joe's welcoming arms. The pair kissed passionately, as though they had only been apart a few weeks and not almost three years – or was it four. When they finally pulled apart, Joe pulled her away from him and looked deep into her eyes again. Her cheeks were streaked with tears of joy.
Joe's look could reduce some errant employee or service person to a status lower than whale shit, but in this case his look carried a love and warmth that he exhibited only the last months of their relationship. Beth had told her back than that she had changed Joe for the better, made him softer and better.
Claire stroked his cheek with one hand until Joe held it and brought it to his lips and kissed her palm. He pulled her back to him for another kiss.
Beth said insistently, "Hey, don't hog her. I miss her too."
The lighter side of Joe laughed after the kiss. He said, "I can't believe it. I don't know you, but I do. You look so different, yet I know underneath it's the same woman – you even feel that same in my arms." Claire hadn't seen this lighter side of him very often.
Beth said, "Can you come with us; be with us tonight?"
Claire nodded, but gestured over her shoulder; she would willingly follow them to their hotel. "My car is here."



Beth said, "If you don't mind, one of our aides can drive it to the hotel we're at – the Four Seasons, as you might expect. It's only a few miles. We don't want to spend a moment away from you now that you're with us again."
Claire nodded, and Beth waved over two young men who had also been on the flight. Both looked exceptionally efficient and ready to spring into action regardless of what Beth or Joe asked of them. Claire passed her keys to one of them, and gave him a description of her car and where she'd parked. He and the other lackey headed off into the posh terminal building. Behind them, Claire saw the last of the luggage being hoisted into the trunk of the white limousine. The chauffeur marched smartly around and stood at near attention waiting for his passengers.
Joe and Claire put their arms around each other and walked to the long car with Beth walking close beside them. Both continued to study Claire's near appearance, as though she was from another planet. Claire blushed under their critical eyes.
Inside the limo, Beth said, "I was wrong before. I don't see the old you. From the outside, you are a much different person. Do you like the new you?"
Claire recounted, "Oh, yes, very much. It was an opportunity to get rid of a few things about my face that always bugged me. Even I think I'm prettier now."
Beth ventured, "Maybe it's good we haven't seen you for a while. The shock of your new look is softened by our time apart."
Joe exclaimed, "Claire – it'll take me a while to get used to your new name and your new look. Claire, you are beautiful, and as always both inside and out." Joe could be so smooth with women at times; other times he had been commanding, dominate to the point of being obnoxious and strident.
Beth and Claire whispered briefly to each other just inside the limousine, and both finished smiling broadly at one another. Joe politely ignored the interaction, but suspected the subject matter.
The ride to the Four Seasons took only fifteen minutes. During that time, Joe and Beth questioned Claire about the intervening years. Claire told them about Jill, her transformation in more detail including her motivation for changing careers, and then about meeting Jim Mellon, Crystal Lee, and the rest of what had become her intentional extended family. Of course, being circumspect she left out the juicy and sexy parts, but the way she smiled at some parts of the story left no doubt that her proclivities for sexual play remained in tact. Claire had chuckled internally at one point at one thought: 'Once a nymphomaniac, always a nymphomaniac.'
A platoon of bellhops met the limousine at the Four Seasons. In seconds, the trunk had been emptied and their luggage brought into the hotel. The trio walked through the lobby to the elevator and in seconds was whisked up to the penthouse suite that Joe Mansard had permanently leased and customized. The luggage arrived on their heels, and as had happened often before, the bags were put in the proper rooms, on the proper luggage racks. Without waiting for anything so mundane as gratuities, the bellhops vanished. Claire had seen Joe's arrivals before and remained amazed at the deference paid to him by the staff. She knew the staff would be well rewarded for their efficient and unimposing behavior.
Claire flowed into Joe's arms for a longer and deeper kiss. His lips on hers brought back a flood of memories of their earlier times together. She swooned and welcomed his tongue and roaming hands.
Joe softly said, "Claire, lose the dress – everything but the shoes, stockings, and pearls." He sat down to watch the strip tease he knew would follow.
Claire slowly and seductively stepped away from him, and slowly and deliberately unbuttoned each of the small white buttons on her dress, pausing between each unfastening. When she reached the last button, she delicately and seductively stepped out of the dress, carefully draping the light blue frock over the arm of a nearby chair.
She turned, allowing Joe and Beth to see her in the white thigh high stockings she wore with delicate lace around her thighs, her white lace thong, and the matching bra that barely contained her full breasts. The high heels brought out the muscular and shapely tone of her long legs. Claire reached in front of her breasts to the front clasp on her thin brassiere. She undid the latch, but paused and looked deep into Joe's eyes, the bra still constraining her orbs. Slowly, she allowed the material to part and let it fall from her arms behind her, leaving her full breasts and erect nipples erotically on display. She shimmied slightly as she turned back to Joe.
Claire pulled two pale pink ribbon ties on either side of her hips, releasing the thong that dropped from between her legs to the floor. She turned with her back to Joe, and without bending at the knee, leaned over, and in slow motion picked up the thong. Claire knew this act put her pussy on display to Beth and Joe, and the act made her body look extra luscious and sexy as it highlighted her legs and trim ass. She stood and turned, displaying herself to her admirers in only her shoes, stockings, and pearls. She took three steps forward and dropped the thong into Joe's lap. He immediately picked up the frilly garment and inhaled her essence.
Claire felt the thrill return to a corner of her mind, the same thrill she occasionally got when she had been an escort to someone particularly nice and appealing to her. Joe and Beth were some of those people. She briefly worried about becoming so enamored with the lustful sensations that she'd return to her past profession, but then realized what she felt was probably normal lust and passion for her lovers.
Beth moved into Claire's personal space, and gently pinched her nipples, even pulling her breasts as far from her body as she dared without inflicting pain. When Claire flinched and moaned, Beth kissed her passionately and drove her tongue into Claire's mouth with a desire seldom seen between women. Claire pulled Beth to her, and allowed her hands to start to disrobe the young executive.
Piece by piece, Beth's clothing got tossed to the nearby chair. Claire appreciated that the clothing was expensive, coming from some of the best shops in New York, London, and Paris. When Beth's breasts emerged from the bra that had barely contained them, Claire's mouth lunged at the dark areolas and nipples, biting and sucking the way she remembered brought Beth great pleasure and occasionally an orgasm.
Seconds later, the pair was in a near sixty-nine position on a nearby sofa, each woman suckling on the others breasts. The breast play proved to be only foreplay to their tongues lunging into each other's slits, lapping up what now were the lubricating juices of two extremely horny women. Their play was calculated to excite, to entice, to seduce, and to be the prelude to more orgasms in a night together than either woman had enjoyed since they parted years earlier.
Beth's erotic buttons remained unchanged. The interior spot inside her vagina held the same feel and produced the same results it had when they'd first met. Claire thrust some fingers and then her entire hand into Beth's pussy, turning and twisting her hand against Beth's G-spot. Beth exploded first into an orgasm throwing her hands down onto the sofa to prevent herself from leaving the planet as she rocketed to a white-hot climax.
Claire did not let up her assault on her partner's quim. Her mouth and tongue attacked Beth's clitoris, adding further stimulation to what her interior fingers were already delivering. Beth climaxed again and in seconds again. She quickly moved to the place Claire hoped where one orgasm blended into the next in an array of fireworks and emotions too fantastic to even hope for let alone describe. She was creating a spiritual experience for Beth. Jim Mellon had taught Claire how to do this to a woman when he did it to her. Beth looked at her with pleading eyes, pleading for her to stop, and pleading with her to never end the sensations of pleasure.
Claire briefly became aware of Joe's naked body moving behind her, their first contact coming when Joe's tongue lashed out at Claire's sodden cunt. Joe said, "Oh, yes. This is the flavor I have so longed for since we saw you last." He feasted on Claire's juices, as she continued to punish Beth with further orgasms. Soon, his fingers penetrated her body, bringing her the stimulation she'd desired.
Beth finished in a near catatonic state in only minutes. Claire thought, "Hummm, she must be out of practice. She used to be able to last indefinitely." The orgasms continued, until Beth pulled her legs together and pleaded with Claire to stop.
There wasn't any reciprocation, at least immediately. Beth lay back gasping for breath, and enjoying a strong afterglow that pervaded her every pore and left her feeling ravished by someone with ultimate skills in lovemaking.
Claire knelt in front of Beth's chair, only now her eyes were closed as Joe's tongue and fingers worked over her body. Beth reached down and fondled Claire's breasts, and then she grabbed each nipple and pinched hard, sending a lightning bolt of pleasure-pain through Claire. Claire climaxed instantly.
Before she'd even realized the peak had passed, Joe's large cock slid smoothly into Claire's pussy in a long slow stroke. Joe hunched over Claire's back, one hand taking over from Beth, cupping a breast, and squeezing the hard nipple between two fingers while the other hand reached under the copulating pair to rub small circles right atop Claire's over sensitive clit.
Joe's cockhead stroked against Claire's G-spot in this position. The combination of Beth, Joe's two hands, and his persistent cock, pushed Claire into her next orgasm and left her in an elevated state.
Just as Claire thought she'd established some equilibrium in her responses to the Mansards, Joe moved his hand from her breast and pushed a thumb deep into Claire's ass, grinding and turning the digit. Through his fingertip, he could feel his own cock pumping back and forth on the other side of the thin wall of skin.
Joe pumped faster and faster, encouraged by Claire's moans, epithets, and screams for mercy. At last, after his hips had been a blur for minutes, he grunted and shouted his own orgasm. The liquid fire erupted from his cock deep into Claire's cunt. Surge after surge of his semen filled the young woman to overflow.
Claire crested again too, and then as Joe yanked his cock away for the last two surges of cum. Claire fell forward into Beth's open arms and kisses. Joe's cum splattered across Claire's flawless buttocks.
A moment later, after her breath returned, she spoke the first cogent words in many minutes, "My God, I feel well fucked." She reached back and scooped up the cum on her ass, and without thinking brought the white goo to her mouth. She turned to sit tightly beside Beth.
Beth whispered to her, "I also hope you feel well loved by us. We missed you so; we really did. I was so disappointed when we came back from China after our long trip, and you were gone. Your funky roommate didn't know where you'd gone, nor you old boss Andre, you left no forwarding address, or anything. I would have persisted, but daddy said to let you be; he said you'd come back to us when you were ready."
Claire cuddled into Beth's arms and said in a choked voice, "I hesitated a bit ... I didn't want you to think I was coming back for a handout or to sponge off you. You've always been so generous, and I've felt guilty that I couldn't repay you."
Joe flopped down beside Claire and Beth on the sofa; he tenderly stroked Claire's shoulder and face. "Honey, this isn't a game where you keep score. Don't you realize we did those things for you because we liked you – we loved you? The money was never an issue; so don't make it one. We knew you weren't in this for the dough – at least with us. You were never anything but honest and aboveboard with us; I wish I could say that about all my friends and business partners."
There was a knock on the door, and a male voice outside the door announced, "Room service and a delivery of some keys."
Without a trace of modesty, Beth rose in her nudity and went to the door. She opened the large portal and allowed a waiter to wheel in a large cart loaded with three dinners. He successfully ignored her nakedness, not even blinking other than to wish her 'good evening.' He set up three place settings on a mahogany dining table in front of one of the large windows, set out the meals, drinks, two bottles of wine – opened to breath, and folded up the delivery cart.
The waiter turned to Beth and said, "One of your associates asked me to deliver this set of keys to you – car keys of your friend, I believe." The car is in our private car park available upon request." He nodded in the sofa's general direction without actually peeking at the tableau Claire made now curled up naked in Joe's lap with his tumescent cock poking her in the side.
Beth thanked him, and he disappeared. After the door shut, Beth laughed, "I think I just made his evening. I bet he'll beat off to seeing me tonight – seeing Claire too."
Beth looked stunning as she walked back to our sofa, her sexy feminine hips swaying with each step. Her body was flushed from the lovemaking, her full breasts shimmied like large bowls of Jello topped by large areolas and excited nipples. Her body was highlighted by the lights in the room and showed the sexually attractive shadows and curves across her body. Where her legs met her body, lay a carefully crafted heart of pubic hair just above her slit and her engorged and visible labial lips. Beth oozed sexuality, and a 'come-fuck-me' invitation to anyone in the vicinity, but particularly to her father.
Beth's athletic body leaned over Joe and Claire. She wantonly kissed her father, driving her tongue deep into the inner recesses of his mouth as his tongue fought back with equal ardor. Joe liked that, because Claire could feel his cock responding beneath her ass. After that kiss, Beth shifted to Claire's lips and duplicated the kiss. Claire responded with a flood of new sexual juices from her sex mixed with the man juice Joe had left there moments earlier.
Beth pulled away holding Claire's hand and said, "Come, let's eat – and then we're going to play again ... and again. My God, Claire, I haven't been this horny since I saw you years ago and you were Cheryl." She pulled her up from Joe's naked body, and led the two of us to the dining room table, pulling her father along part way by his erect cock. Beth had planned dinner to be 'au naturel.'
* * * * *
Over the next few weeks, Claire spent many evening hours and weekends with Joe Mansard and his daughter. The business mogul encouraged her visits in more than a casual way. During several dinners, Joe regaled Claire with his travels and business exploits over the past three years. She'd always shown an interest and after she knew him she'd invested some of her savings in his businesses to good end. His early focus on China had been a coup in two of his businesses, getting a decent market share of a huge population. Somehow, he got his Chinese and Japanese subsidiaries exchanging parts for some of the sensitive devices his companies would make; a difficult partnership under most circumstances.
Beth talked of her role in supporting her father, being far more than eye candy when they visited or entertained. She had taken on the role of the entertaining wife in many ways, as well as a vice president of business development for Mansard Enterprises, the holding company for much of the businesses. Beth also had a knack for avoiding taxes in the various jurisdictions they did business. Joe proudly explained how she had saved the enterprise several hundred million dollars in only the past week by relocating part of the manufacturing from one Latin American country to South Korea. Beth looked pleased he'd noticed her work.
Joe explained that Beth had started to travel on her own increasingly, meeting with various government entities and negotiating tax deals in exchange for guaranteed employment levels. He said, "If you can create jobs, hundreds or thousands of them, it's amazing what some countries will do for you. It's all about trickle down economics. You give them prime jobs, and each job provides other jobs and an income stream to a dozen others."
Claire had no qualms about asking personal questions that dove deep into someone's thinking. She asked Joe, "But what really bothers you, inside I mean – not about your businesses?"
Joe was taken aback by her temerity, but thought about it. He admitted, "I guess what bothers me most is that I'm all about business – seven days a week, and just about every waking minute. I always have been. I'm overcompensating for growing up poor."
"Do you know how to relax or take a vacation?"
He responded, "I've always thought of those times as wasteful. I could be making money."
Claire asked, "Well then, how much money do you need until you're happy?"
Joe looked up at the ceiling. Claire knew his personal worth ran to several tens of billions of dollars even on a bad day in the world's stock and commodity markets. He had homes in many countries and cities, and had a personal staff of a couple of hundred doing non-business related jobs. Finally, he answered, "For me, it's not about some level of money in companies, a bank, or investments, it's about the power and the process of making it. I love the power and the process."
Claire poked him further, "Then you're powerful and happy all the time you're working?" Her acute sense of reading someone's inner mood had told her that the balance had shifted the other way in Joe's life.
Joe studied Claire with an odd look. "I'm not, and you probably know it too. You were always so intuitive, and now I'm remembering that about you. The business stuff I know about – I can control that, and even fix those situations. Sometimes though, there's a shadow over that. I think I judge some people too harshly. I'm not a good mentor."
"Can't Beth help you?"
"I do ask her advice occasionally. It's also my way of training her to takeover this kingdom I've built. Few other men did that successfully with their daughters, particularly the really rich ones."
Claire asked out of curiosity, "Name one?"
"A father-daughter pair? Well, one I know of first hand is Hugh Hefner and his daughter Christie. She's sixty – a little older than I am, and her Dad's in his mid eighties and probably still fucking some of the bunnies."
He went on, "Hugh started her working atPlayboy right out of college where she was Phi Beta Kappa. He put her in charge of stuff, big stuff at the age of thirty – Beth's age. He mentored her as she built up confidence in her business dealings. Did everything go well? Of course not, but he made sure she learned from each bad decision, and that her role in what happened didn't go by unexamined. Note that he had sons, but they didn't have the brain power or business acumen that Christie had in her gut."
"Realize that it was Christie who expandedPlayboy beyond the printing of a good magazine. She putPlayboy on the Internet, did DVDs, expanded some of the clubs, exported the brand overseas, created video games and concept stores, and got in Vegas and Shanghai with entertainment venues. She took over from Hugh so he could play with the bunnies and be the front man for the operation. But, all along the way, Hugh made sure she got good counsel until she turned the tables and was telling him what to do and doing a good job at it too."
Joe paused and added, "I know both of them. We have a couple of joint ventures in the entertainment industry. Hugh's old, but he's no fool. Christie now likes to boss him around, but they have a great relationship. I doubt it's as intimate as Beth and me, but they have fun together."



Claire said, "Do you know what Hugh does that you don't?"
Joe looked puzzled by her question. She clearly knew something he didn't.
"He parties. He goes on vacations. He has bunnies all around. He relaxes in his famous mansion or at one ofPlayboy's spas. He relaxes."
After an awkward silence, Joe studied Claire and finally spoke in a low voice, "Point well taken."
* * * * *
Jim
I sat watching out the window of the elegant corporate jet. I'd noticed the tail number was 'ME2' – Mansard Enterprises jet number two. I wondered how large a fleet of aircraft he had. We were expecting one other passenger – Claire, one of the loves in my life.
I looked out the tinted window and saw one of Joe Mansard's white limousines pulling through an airport security gate and heading in our direction. It stopped at the bottom of the stairway leading into the plane. The chauffeur hopped out, ran around the front of the car to the rear door, and opened it, offering a hand to the gorgeous woman inside.
Claire appeared, and I could see her thanking him for his assistance, even shaking his hand. She never treated someone badly or as though they were beneath her. She thanked shop people for their help, absolutely loved Nadia – our housekeeper back in Tennessee, and went out of her way to leave an extra tip for waiters and waitresses – she'd been one about ten years earlier and remembered those lean years.
As the pilot welcomed her at the top of the stairway, I could hear Claire ask him, "Are you allowed to tell me where we're going. Neither Joe nor Beth told me; all I got were instructions to bring warm weather clothing and swimwear, prepare for possibly cools night, be prepared to party, and where to meet you."
The pilot chuckled. "He likes to do that. We're headed to the Galapagos Islands off the South American coast. Joe is flying in from Beijing by way of Tokyo where he's picking up Beth, and then Hawaii for refueling. They're in the air now, so we should get there about the same time. I talked to their pilot by satellite phone a couple of hours ago a while after they left Hawaii. For them, it's a forty-six-hundred mile trip."
Claire asked, "Are we off now?"
"Yes. As soon as we get our ATC clearance."
Claire came around the bulkhead near the cabin door and suddenly saw me. She looked puzzled; I shouldn't be here; I should be at some studio making my part of a movie calledDownslope. My presence didn't compute. She cocked her head to one side in confusion.
I stood, and Claire came into my arms and kissed me. "You rat. You could have told me last night or this morning, or whenever this little jaunt got planned. I assume you're going with me?"
Jim laughed, "It was more fun this way, and yes, I'm going along for the long weekend. Joe Mansard made it sound like a command performance. Besides, he's the only billionaire I know so I thought he'd be an interesting person to get to know." Claire sat, and I flopped down in the seat across the narrow aisle from her. We both buckled in.
Claire asked, "What's going to happen down there. I just found out where we're going."
I said, "Well, I'm told that some young woman Joe Mansard loves kept poking a stick in his eye trying to get him to take a vacation. So we're all going on vacation. He was exceptionally pleasant on the phone, and I briefly got to talk to his daughter Beth too."
* * * * *
Joe and Beth's new Gulfstream 650 was already on the ground when our aircraft landed at Puerto Villamil. Our pilot had circled the Galapagos once so we could both get a feel for the islands, the volcanoes, and the isolation of the Galapagos from other land – none in sight. On the ground, it became obvious that long-term aircraft parking was discouraged; there were no parking areas for aircraft. Besides Mansard's two jets, one battered twin engine plane sat on flat tires in a remote corner of the small airport.
Joe and Beth came down their boarding ladder simultaneously with Claire and me. The four of us met in the small space between the two aircraft.
Joe shook hands cordially and said to the two of us, "Thank you for putting up with that long flight to get here. We had favorable winds and a fast turnaround time in Hawaii, so we've been here for two hours – taking a nap to try to adjust for the change in time zones from Asia."
I expressed appreciation for the invitation, and shook hands firmly with Joe, meeting him face-to-face for the first time. I felt both a cold and warmth about him – conflicting feelings, maybe from a confused man. Beth got introduced, and we hugged by way of greeting.
Claire had pestered me on the flight about how I'd been invited to this trip; however, I stuck to my promise to Joe not to divulge anything further. She gave up in frustration, and read a pile of magazines and napped for the six-hour trip from LA.
Joe said with a lilt to his voice, and his arms spread wide, "I am on vacation. This is the first vacation I've taken since I was fourteen years old, and that one was forced on me by my parents."
Claire motioned with her hand between Joe and Jim. Joe explained, "Well, I know you're in a romantic relationship with Jim, you're in a romantic relationship with Beth and me, and we'll see what develops between the four of us. We're here for three full days starting tomorrow, and leave early on the fourth to head back to LA. The smaller plane will leave us here, the large one will try to stay if we can convince the authorities about overnight parking. Either way, we'll have to stop on the way back, since jet fuel is unavailable here."
Claire said, "But you didn't explain why you and Jim know each other."
I smirked. Joe said, "Well, until today we didn't. I just thought we needed a fourth for bridge." He turned to a Jeep with flapping canvas sides that had just pulled onto the airport property. He said, "Ah, this is probably our ride to the boat."
Claire exclaimed, "Boat?"
We picked up our bags and backpacks and put them in the rear of the Jeep and climbed aboard. As we did Beth explained to Claire, "Joe had his new yacht directed here. Only a few people know about it. It'll easily accommodate us in much better comfort than any of the tourist camps on the island, plus it's more private and more secure. Moreover, we can use it or one of its tenders to prowl around some of the lesser-populated islands if we want."
Joe said, "What about our guide?"
Beth allowed, "He said he'd meet us first thing tomorrow morning at dockside in Puerto Villamil. Tomorrow is the volcano crater. The helicopter should be here first thing too."
Claire exclaimed again, "Helicopter?"
Beth went on, "Yes, if we're to pack in as much as we can in three days we need a whirly bird to move us around. Joe is impatient, and deemed a hike up the volcano would take too long. Besides, the chopper can give us some perspective, drop us at the rim of the volcano, and pick us up later."
A dark skinned South American welcomed them in broken English, and then drove them carefully over terrible dirt and ancient macadam roads through the small town. Over the noise of the Jeep's engine and the wind, Beth explained further, "So, tomorrow we'll get to see some of the rare animals that are only found here and near the volcanoes. The day after that I've lined up some scuba diving lessons in the morning, and a prowl around a shallow wreck in the afternoon if the sharks aren't too bad. We can also get some beach time in. The third day the yacht will take a lazy course through the islands, and then we're heading home on the fourth day."
Claire said in a worried tone, "Wait! Wait! Sharks?"
Joe nudged Claire, "If this goes well and Mansard Enterprises doesn't fall apart while I'm gone, maybe I'll do this vacation thing again in a few years." Claire rolled her eyes upward to indicate the man was beyond salvation.
* * * * *
According to Joe, the yacht was small – only a hundred and twenty feet long. The yacht dwarfed everything else in the harbor and even made the town look small – it was. The huge craft had anchored several hundred feet off shore. Four distinct decks could be seen between the waterline and the flying bridge.
Joe explained, "I just bought this. It's for Claire and Beth, as you'll see from the name on the boat – the 'Beth Claire.' I've met the captain of the vessel, but not the other crew members. There are a couple of bodyguards around too, and they're supposed to remain invisible to me; I think there are one or two on the island too. I hate the security thing. The boat is ocean going, and can comfortably do thirty knots in normal seas. Somewhere onboard there's also some heavy artillery and other weapons in case of pirates."
The Jeep wheeled up at the end of a long jetty, beside which sat two polished mahogany tenders. A young man in a bright white starched uniform snapped to attention upon our arrival. Another strode towards the Jeep with a welcoming smile.
"Ms. Mansard, Ms. Whitman, Mr. Mansard, and Mr. Mellon, welcome to Galapagos, and welcome to the Beth Claire. He smiled at the women, obviously aware that one was Claire and the other Beth, but he didn't know who was who. Please follow me, and I will get you situated in the tender before boarding your luggage.
"
Claire and Beth opted to stand on the short pier for a moment and look back at the quaint little tourist and fishing village. Claire spoke, "This is like a postcard from seventy years ago. Everything is so quaint, old, and weather beaten."
Beth commented, "The climate here is pretty moderate. This is a warm day for this time of year. My research on the Internet said we also might expect some fog in the early morning hours, but nothing that won't burn off in a couple of hours of sunlight."
Claire twirled around on the sandy dirt, her skirt swinging out away from her body to reveal her legs and her bare backside. Both Joe and I saw the display of joy and then looked at each other.
Joe said, "Jim, I'm jealous of you. You've known her so long now – almost two years, and you see her constantly. I find she's refreshing, and she makes me rethink how I'm living my life. That's why I'm taking this long weekend and maybe others to follow. Don't tell her yet, but I'm getting soft in my old age."
I studied the billionaire, but from the comfort of having many millions of my own safely locked away. "Why have me? I understand the boy-girl thing, but you could have asked a hundred other people to even out the playtime."
Joe smiled, turned, and walked to the tender. Over his shoulder, he said, "You're Beth's favorite singer; she thinks you're sexy. Her pick."
The crisp young lieutenant of the Beth Claire soon pulled the tender along side at the fantail of the large yacht. He secured the lines as the other equally adept man helped the women off, and then the men. Lines were secured further, and the tender was lifted a few feet above the water by hoists.
The captain appeared. "Welcome Mr. Mansard and your company. You've met Andrew and Kevin I see." He nodded to the two young men. "The other two of the crew, Luba and Renata, are as you specified; they should be here in a moment. Your other men are here too; they've checked the boat, the town, and the island, and see no threats." I wondered if I could live needing that kind of security around all the time.
Everyone moved to go up onto the main part of the craft, using a narrow handrail to ascend a short stairway.
At the top, I looked at Joe, "Specified?"
Joe smirked, "See whether you can tell when you meet them, which I never have, but if the captain says the two other crew members are according to my specs then they probably are."
Just then a gorgeous, buxom brown haired girl in her mid twenties appeared with a tray of drinks. She had a smile that lit up the room and clearly a bright and sunny disposition. The flirtatious looks and signals she gave off to each of us invited something more. In a cheery voice she said, "Good afternoon everyone. I'm Luba. I thought you might like some drinks after your plane travel. I brought you water and soft drinks; however, if you want anything stronger – oranything at all – please just ask." She smiled at Joe particularly, and her 'anything at all' comment had been emphasized and especially directed at him.
After she'd served, Jim said, "I think I could make a guess at one or two of your 'specs.'"
Joe said in a challenging tone, "Let's wait until we meet Renata, then we'll see how close you can come to what I asked for in the way of cabin hands."
The words were no soon our of Joe's mouth than a second, knock-you-socks off, blond model quality girl in her mid-twenties appeared with a clipboard in hand. My first impression was that she wore no bra, for under her thin crew polo shirt with the name Beth Claire embroidered on the shirt, her areolas were slightly visible through the white material of the shirt. She too had a smile any dentist would be proud of, and obviously a flirty and happy disposition. She looked between Joe and me. "Mr. Mansard?"
Joe caught her eye and spoke, "That'd be me."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I am Renata, and it is a pleasure to meet you. I wanted your preferences on dinner."
Joe studied the young woman a moment, obviously pleased with her demeanor. After the silence, during which she didn't dare interrupt, he asked, "If I were not to help you, what would you produce for us?"
Renata looked surprised. She looked at her clipboard a moment. "We would probably serve a light vichyssoise, cold because of the warm day, and then a small garden salad to whet the palate. A dab of sherbet would be the intermission piece. As the entrée, I would hope a coq au vin would be acceptable. Included with the entrée would be some wild mushrooms and Mediterranean vegetables in a rich wine sauce. For dessert, besides coffee, tea, or liqueurs, I understand that you enjoy freshly baked brownies with vanilla ice cream." She paused, gave a smile that melted everyone's heart, and looked expectantly at Mansard.
He bowed to her. "I accept your menu without a single reservation." He smiled and waved her away. Just before she disappeared, he said, "Oh, Renata. Please also, some wine for our guests." She nodded and was gone. I found my eyes stinging from staring at her pert posterior as she left.
Two minutes later, one of the young men appeared carrying two bottles – one red and one white. He showed Mansard the labels, received a nod of acceptance, and then opened a small bar at the end of the room. Seconds later, he brought a small tray with several neutral wafers on it, along with two glasses containing a half-ounce of each wine.
Not a word was spoken, but Mansard ate one of the neutralizers, and then sipped the white wine examining its flavor. He passed the glass back with one word, "Perfect." Another wafer, a sip of the heavier red, and he uttered the same acceptance.
The steward accepted orders from the women and then the men. Seconds later, he delivered the glasses on the tray to each of the seated party, serving the women first. He produced a perfectly arranged antipasto plate and set it in the middle of the coffee table. On the plate were smoked salmon, cabana sausage slices, a variety of cheeses, apple slices, olives of several varieties, and stuffed cherry tomatoes. He smiled at us, made eye contact with Mansard to verify the acceptability of the provisions and service, and then backed away. He hovered near the bar with his back to us, but in range for anyone's request for service.
Beth and Claire started to talk about the yacht, the staff, and the hors d'oeuvres.
Joe turned to me with a slightly lecherous look on his face. "Do you have an initial guess as to my specifications for staff?"
I laughed; it'd been all I'd thought about since Renata disappeared. "First, the two young men are gay; this would ensure no competition for the young ladies and keep them happy with each other. For the young ladies you must have specified model quality women in their mid-twenties; they had to be busty, flirtatious, have uplifting dispositions, and be bisexual. I suspect they should also be 'available,' but that's a pure guess."
Joe chortled, "My, I am transparent, aren't I." I had the feeling he didn't smile all that much, and that this was almost a new experience for him. He had liked what he saw in Luba and Renata.
I said, "You have my attention ... on many fronts." I shot an obvious sideways glance at Beth Mansard who sat only a few feet from me talking to Claire. Beth looked beautiful. I took Joe's nod as acceptance to entertain impure thoughts about his daughter and not just Luba and Renata. I guess, if I didn't, he'd take care of that for me.
Claire had told me about Mansard's unique and sexually incestuous relationship with his adult daughter. Claire's philosophy was to hide nothing from the people she loved, and thus she had offered up this information to us weeks earlier when she'd started to spend more time with the billionaire and his bisexual daughter. Crystal, Ellen, and I, among others, encouraged the relationship with the Mansards because it made Claire happy and gave her some intellectual stimulation outside our circle of people in the entertainment industry.
After a few minutes of random conversation, the captain appeared. "Mr. Mansard and guests. I am available to give you a complete tour of the yacht whenever you would like." He turned specifically to Mansard, "I know you've only seen photographs of the boat, so I thought you might like to have a closer look at the real thing."
Mansard rose instantly, and thanked the man. "Thank you. I had planned to hunt you down for just such a tour in a few minutes. Please lead on; we will follow along." We all got up to go on the tour, each carrying our wine glass.
Captain Ed Boller, according to his nametag, began a recitation about the appointments and unique characteristics of the ship and each room as he led the tour, taking us up to the digitally-enhanced bridge initially, and working our way down to an engine room that housed four huge diesel engines in such a spotless and sanitary environment that a hospital operating room would have been envious. Not omitted were the large, interconnecting staterooms with king size beds; only a movable partition separated the view between the beds. Joe nodded to me during that part of the tour, and I realized he must have an exhibitionist and voyeur side to his personality.
After the tour, Renata appeared behind the party. The captain acknowledged her presence, and she pleasantly announced, "Dinner is ready to commence whenever you are ready."
Claire said, "I'm famished. The snacks on the plane and hors d'oeuvres were good, but I'm ready for the beautiful dinner she described earlier." She smiled at Renata.
Renata led us away from the captain, and into the spacious dining room on the main deck. Through the windows, we could see the sun setting over this part of the Pacific Ocean.
Renata seated the table, assisting the women with the napkins. When she placed the napkins in the men's laps, she innocently dragged her hand across the bulges in their pants, and then gave each a subtle smile to let us know the 'accidental touch' had not been so accidental. As she left the room, she subtly ran her finger behind my neck in a highly arousing gesture. I carefully studied her departure, especially her beautiful long tan legs and the tight little short shorts she wore that caressed her rear end leaving little to the imagination. When I turned back to the table I caught Joe, Beth, and Claire watching Renata's departure as well.
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim becomes a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip, but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Billy, their band leader, and Dan, their publicist, joined the group more often. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; Claire left the 'adult' business and took steps to clean up her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys for their great music. Jim is blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case. Together, they confront some suspects and resolve the blackmail threat. After an erotic night with Margo and Caroline -- one of the suspects, Jim continued his European singing tour. In Berlin, CIA agents asked Jim to do a special task in Moscow; Jim started his mission, met a beautiful Russian woman, and after mission success connected with a sexy CIA agent. After Moscow, the concert entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in the concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a new and inspiring sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert, Jim met PJ -- a beautiful runner welcomed into the group. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend vacation in the Galapagos Islands.

Chapter 24Claire, the billionaire, his daughter, Jim, and sex
The after dinner agenda became clear the moment the last of the dinner plates were cleared. Luba stood at the table in her cute little white shorts and polo shirt; she wore white sneakers, and as I closely studied her I confirmed to myself that she wore no other clothing.
Luba announced, "I am pleased to announced that the hot tub on the forward deck is ready. The temperature is perfect, the night sky is clear with a half moon, and I am sure those that try it will enjoy some unusual pleasures." With that she turned, and I watched her cute little ass sashay away from us.
Mansard rose, and said, "Let's go. I have seldom felt I had the time to do anything like this, so you'll have to show me what to do ... and how to enjoy this." He had a teasing tone to his voice, so I certainly could tell he was not as naïve as he made himself out to be.
We walked out to the foredeck; the eight-person hot tub shimmered in the night; a dim blue bulb within adding to the alluring effect of the gentle bubbling warm water. The evening had gotten chilly, so I knew the warmth would feel doubly exciting to enter.
There was never a question about what would get worn. We each casually stripped our clothing off, and put it in piles on a bench seat adjacent to the spa. I went in first, held out my hand and helped a gorgeous Beth into the hot tub. Joe took my cue, and repeated the process with Claire. I resisted ogling the women, although my eyes practically dropped out of my head seeing Beth's smooth and flawless naked body for the first time.
The four had no soon gotten seated than two naked female forms appeared out of the darkness surrounding the ship. Luba and Renata stood beside the hot tub. Luba spoke deferentially, "Mr. Mansard, may we join you? I think Renata and I can add to the night's excitement. We can also give massages and shoulder rubs if you or anyone would like."
I mentally added several additional criteria to the specifications that Mansard must have given the captain for these female shipmates.
The two young women carefully stepped into the tub assisted by Joe and me. I was the first to notice the complete lack of pubic hair on the two cute deck mates. Luba sat beside me, with Beth on my other side. Renata sat beside Joe with Claire on his other side.
I lay back and put my arms around the two women on either side of me. My hands conveniently fell to one of Beth's breasts and one of Luba's breasts. Both women used another hand to push my fingers more tightly around their mounds and to squeeze a nipple between my fingers.
I turned to Beth, and we kissed for the first time -- a serious kiss that involved tongue other areas of the face, ears, and neck. I turned and repeated the gesture on my new playmate, Luba. Both were more than willing partners. The trajectory of the night had been firmly established.
Luba's hand snaked below the water and massaged my tumescent rod. As my shaft started to rise for sexual activity, she reached across and captured one of Beth's hands in hers, bringing it to my cock.
Beth didn't hesitate for a second. Her hand surrounded the shaft, moving the outer skin up and down. Luba's hand cupped over the mushroom cap head of my cock, adding to the erotic stimulation. She knew exactly what she was doing. I wondered where you got trained for a job like this.
I whispered to Beth, "Is this all right with you? I don't want to impose."
Beth lapped my cheek and pushed her tongue deep in my mouth. "I organized it; of course, I want it. I can't wait to fuck you and have you eat me and anything else you can thing of. I can't wait to see you fuck Luba -- and Renata, and see you eat them and make them cum too. I can't wait to see you fuck Claire. So, impose? I will be imposed upon if you aren't eating my pussy in thirty seconds."
With that pronouncement, audible to everyone, Beth moved to sit beside me on the edge of the hot tub. She pulled a nearby towel around her shoulders to soften the cooling effect of the night breeze.
I turned and with tongue extended moved into Beth's pussy, my initial swipe went from deep in her crotch up past her clitoris. I made a few thrusts into her vagina with my tongue. Beth's low moans told me I must be near the 'right' place.
Before I realized, Luba wormed her way in front of Beth's cunt. I looked on in close quarters and with amazement as her long tongue sank deep into Beth's vagina. Luba added two fingers, and munched on the area where her clitoris had started to show. Beth's moans got louder.
I looked across the tub briefly. Renata sat on the edge of the tub leaning back, her erect breasts pointing into the night sky. Joe and Claire were taking turns eating out the girl, and taking turns fingering her dripping cunt and ass.
As I turned back to Beth, I watched as Luba added a third finger to her penetration, and then a fourth, and then tucked her thump into her palm and wormed her entire hand inside Beth, turning and twisting as she went. I could tell from the angle that Luba's knuckles must have been scrapping around where Beth's G-spot lay. Beth's body writhed in pleasure; she gasped for air.
As Luba fisted Beth, I leaned down and started to suck, bite, and tussle Beth's full breasts. Beth's first orgasm resulted in an unexpected shriek into the night sky. Given the humid air and the onshore breeze, I wondered if the townspeople might react in some way to the powerful outcry. Nonetheless, I went back to using my lips to bite and pull on Beth's nipples.
Renata's orgasms were only slightly quieter, and were accompanied by a mix of English and Russian words that would make a sailor blush, as the old expression went. There was no doubt that she hadn't truly enjoyed what Joe and Claire did to her.
I turned back to my female duet. Luba pleaded with the two of us, "Do me, now; please!"
Beth moved back into the hot tub water, and Luba sat on the edge of the hot tub, her large breasts illuminated from the lights in the tub. They looked mammoth, and far from anything that little white polo shirt could have contained.
Beth understood fisting as well, and soon had her hand inside the gaping cunt of the little female sailor. Luba gratifyingly popped off orgasm after orgasm, coming almost instantly to every change in position or pace that Beth delivered to her. I leaned in and applied my expertise to Luba's pussy, flicking my tongue over her clit and trying to absorb at least a little of her female juices -- nectar that tasted divine. Luba nearly passed out; she writhed in an erotic state between pleasure and too much pleasure. After another minute of the intense stimulation, Luba erupted with a stream of clear girl ejaculate that arched over me and Beth into the middle of the tub, some even splashing off Joe's back as he faced into Renata's cunt with his tongue wagging full bore.
I lapped up some of the juices, savoring the exquisite and rare taste. I'd only known one or two other women that did this when over stimulated. I rose, put my arms around Luba and kissed her passionately, as I did my cock brushed against Beth's hand.
Beth took ahold of my full size erection, now at a perfect '10,' and brought it to the entrance to Luba's magnificent body. With her other hand, she pushed my rear, urging my penetration of Luba's cunt. At that urging, I sank over half a foot of cock into the body in front of me. Luba moaned loudly and came again, flooding our union with another shot of juice that splashed up onto my chest.
Beth rose and used one hand to hold, fondle, twist, and pull on Luba's breasts. Several times, she held one of the globes up to Luba's mouth for her to suck on her own nipples. From the look on her face, Beth found happiness in these breasts.
After a series of orgasms, Luba pleaded with Beth and me to allow her to switch with Beth again. Beth moved into the position, immediately guiding my cock deep into her pussy. We looked solidly into each other's eyes as my cock slowly, fraction of an inch by fraction of an inch, slid into her silky vagina. I pumped back and forth into the woman for over a minute before Luba said to Beth, "Inch down so your pretty ass is hanging more over the edge."
Beth scooched down a little until her butt hung entirely over the lip of the spa. From nowhere Luba produced a dildo the size of Montana, turned it on, and slowly drove the vibrating shaft into Beth's ass, slowly twisting and turning the device right below where my engorged ball sack swung back and forth as I fucked Beth. Beth's back arched into a semi-circle against the dual onslaught into her cavities. She screamed into the night for a second time, and then collapsed back onto the spa deck in the Land of Continuous Orgasm.
I pumped into Beth's body with wild abandon, my cock driving from tip to full depth on every stroke. Beth's hips moved to meet my thrusts. Luba pumped the artificial cock into Beth's ass as she sucked and bit on Beth's breasts. Beth just moaned from one climax to the next with only a few seconds between.
I allowed my orgasm to coincide with one of Beth's. I could see her tiring at a rapid pace from the erotic attention. With warning to Beth, just in case she had other wishes, we came in a peak for both of us. Blast after blast of my man juice rushed from my body into Beth's. Now, I became the one who bellowed my pleasure into the night.
Before I'd fully enjoyed my afterglow buried to the limit in Beth's twitching quim, Luba pulled my cock away, cleaned every vestige of cum from the shaft, and then latched onto Beth's cunt with her mouth to suck my semen from deep within her vagina.
Only a couple of feet away, Renata appeared to be rendering the same service to Claire.
I made a note in my head that I'd found still a few other specifications for the ideal deck hand on Joe's boat. I'd have to ask him later.

* * * * *I sat naked in the morning sun on the forecastle of the main deck. My arms wrapped around an equally nude Claire, my arms crossed over her chest with each hand cupping a breast; we shared our body heat in the cool morning air. A thin layer of fog allowed most of the suns rays to reach the large yacht's deck, and promised to burn off completely within the hour.
Neither of us was concerned with our nakedness as we meditated; this wasn't a sexual experience; it was a spiritual one. Normally, I didn't have physical contact with another person when I meditated thus; it had taken me a few extra minutes to find what I called my trance-like state of upper-consciousness. Claire seemed to go under almost immediately; she and I had practiced different meditation techniques together over the past year. We also yearned to grow spiritually together. Crystal, Ellen, and Nadia felt much the same way.
I felt Claire shiver and pulled my consciousness back into awareness in this physical plane. She whispered to me, "Jim, I love you so much. I hope you never forget that despite our physical play with others."
I kissed her neck, "I know, and I will never stop loving you. You are beautiful, exotic, exciting, and so many other words that express my love for you."
Claire turned her head so we could kiss.
The beautiful nude form of Beth Mansard came across the deck and silently sat down beside us. With minor insistence, she pried one of my arms from Claire, and wrapped it around her, deliberately placing my palm onto her right breast and the semi-erect nipple. After I'd given her a welcome kiss, the three of us sat is silence watching the beauty of the morning unfold in front of us. A light fog seemed to be burning off the higher the sun got.
I heard a door shut behind us, and felt instead of heard the footfalls of bare feet approach. Luba's nude form appeared at my left side. She carried a tray with three cups of coffee on it.
I spoke, "Luba, can you please sit and join us for a minute or two? We'd like your company."
She looked unsure, caught between her assigned duties of service, and her desire to reconnect with us after being with us sexually the night before and well into the dark morning hours. She'd even remained in my bed until the wee hours of the morning. Last I remembered, we'd both made love to Beth; however, I fell asleep with my cock in Luba's pussy.
Beth said in a kind voice, "Please, sit with us Luba. We'd love your company. I want you and Renata to feel more relaxed to join us as you wish -- in any way you wish. I'll tell the captain it was my request so you don't lose a brownie point with him." Beth reached behind her to the standing girl and stroked Luba's erotic thigh, running her hand right up to the younger woman's pussy.
Luba looked relieved, and sat on my left. I extended that arm and she snuggled in against Claire and me, putting her head on my shoulder; the palm of one hand ended up firmly rested on her tit. I felt a shiver of contentment run through her. We shared a brief kiss.
I said to Beth, "If you ever want to replace Luba or Renata, I hope you'll let me know so we can add them to our circle of close friends." From my other side, I felt Luba turn her head to me and kiss my neck. I really liked both young women and would love to have them around me on a constant basis.
We sipped our coffee. Claire shared her coffee with Luba.
When the cups were empty, Luba stood and collected them. "I came to find out what each of you wanted for breakfast. It's about eight o'clock, and we'll only need a few minutes to prepare." After some deliberations, we agreed that some fruit and yoghurt would be the preferred meal, with fresh orange juice, and more coffee. Luba took our cups and disappeared back into the ship, her sweet naked ass swinging in a sexy way as she disappeared.
Joe appeared seconds later, although he wore a Speedo bathing suit. Uncharacteristically, we got a good morning smile from him. He said, "I have been missing something by not taking vacations like this. Anyone for morning swims in the Pacific?"
After greeting him, we all stood, and seconds later we followed him in a dive from the foredeck into the blue water. As we surfaced, Beth and Claire gave shrieks at the chilly water. Claire said, "We're near the equator! Why is this water this cold? I don't get it."
Joe explained as he trod water, "Captain said the water temps here pick up some current from the Antarctic Sea, and so the temp is irregularly cool or warm. I guess today; it's a little cool."
We swam to the fantail of the yacht. One of the young men met us there with a pile of towels. He displayed no emotion or even a sideways glance at anyone's nudity including my own. As Beth and Claire's bodies reached the air, I again felt an inner tug on my libido because of their nudity although I'd just spent over half an hour with them in the same condition. Both women could have fantastic careers as fashion models, and I was one of the few lucky people in the world that got to see them naked -- that got to make love to them.
As we dried off, Joe said, "The helicopter is picking us up over on the island to ferry us up to a volcano rim. I'm told it'll save us a six-hour hike. Tim, one of the young cabin boys, and Renata put together a hiking pack for each of us. We'll circumnavigate the rim and get picked up again. We'll have lunch along the way."
We dressed, picked hiking shoes from a collection of new boots in a storage locker, ate breakfast, collected our packs, and Tim used the yacht's tender to take us to shore. He led us on a short hike to the north side of the town to a field where we waited for a few minutes. Soon, the distant whap-whap-whap of the helicopter's rotor blades could be heard coming in our direction.
The helicopter landed and amid a whirl of dust and leaves, we ran with our heads down to the bird. Inside, Joe sat in the copilot's seat; I sat with Beth and Claire behind them on a bench seat. We donned headsets and seatbelts and then lifted into the air.
As we flew upslope to the rim of the volcano, the pilot -- a crusty older man who might have qualified for the title 'bush pilot' in the northern United States explained about getting out of the helicopter on the rim, how he'd pick us up again, and how we should walk the rim of the cone of the volcano. Further, he detailed some of the geological formations we should watch for, as well as a few of the animals we might see including the famous turtles and goats. Just before we got out, he reminded us that the Alcedo volcano had last erupted in 1993, and it was getting near time for it to go off again. He grinned with that bit of news and pointed out the two active vents of the volcano, each with a plume of smoke curling upward from it. He said, "Well, if it fires off I'll probably be unable to get to you, so you'll have to outrun the lava flow." With that cheery bit of news, he laughed uproariously at his own wit.
Only minutes after his spiel, the pilot hovered his helicopter a foot above the lip of the Alcedo volcano in maybe the only place wide enough for us to safely dismount. When we were all clear of the craft, the bird rose into the sky throwing dust everywhere and disappeared downslope, the loud noise of the blades fading in the distance.
Joe produced a topographical map of the volcano, an amazing feat given the remote location of the place and the extensive permissions needed to climb or visit the rim. Claire and I stood and took in the beauty of the crater, with a crystal blue lake at the bottom of the cone. The pilot had warned us about ponds of rain or other water around the rim, telling us not to drink as it contained high concentrations of various metals and minerals not kind to the human body.



Beth set out at a good pace. She pointed across the rim to the distant crescent, and said, "Come on, we'll have lunch over there." She set off, and after a couple of hundred feet yelled back, "Oh, this is so cool. Look at the obsidian as you follow along; we could make jewelry of this stuff -- it's beautiful." I could see her picking up rock samples here and there.
Joe, Claire, and I followed Beth on the coarse rim. Occasionally, we had to side step down the steep side the cone of the rim became the ragged edge became too steep or dangerous to navigate without falling into the interior of the cone. I collected a whole pocket full of various stones on the way around. On a break, we compared notes, and tried to identify some of the rocks. Rhyolite was supposedly part of one recent eruption; however, none of us knew how to identify that lava from any other.
We had lunch sitting around a circle of boulders. Inside the wrapping on each sandwich was a short love note from either Luba or Renata telling us how much fun they'd had the night before, and how they hoped we would include them again in our evening activities. Each note included a little heart on it. The notes provoked a discussion about open relationships, incest, and what our various boundaries were for including others. When I reflect back on that discussion, I thought the setting on the rim of the cooled caldera of a not-too-ancient volcano an interesting metaphor.
I commented to Joe that I thought I'd figured out some additional 'specifications' he must have given the captain prior to hiring the two young women. After laughing, Joe urged me to reveal my entire list to the group.
I recalled my earlier guesses: "Of Russian lineage, exceptionally attractive, sexy, nubile, busty, horny, sexually liberated and savvy, capable of top rated blowjobs, open to group activities, bisexual, playful, loving, with dispositions that would brighten even the darkest of days, oh, and did I mention horny and affectionate." Everyone laughed.
Beth spoke first, "Why that also describes Claire and me perfectly."
Joe just caught my eye and nodded with a smile. Apparently, I'd come pretty close to his list of the perfect shipmates and playmates.
I caught Joe's eyes moving to Claire. He studied her with some other agenda on his mind. I don't think she noticed.

* * * * *We connected with the helicopter flawlessly, reconnected with the yacht's tender, and were snorkeling beside the ship at five in the afternoon. The variety of fish, including one mildly curious but small hammerhead shark, amazed and slightly worried us. Joe and I wore Speedos that were little more than pouches for our family jewels. The women wore monokinis, and thus stimulated our libidos, and that in turn made the family jewels swell.
When we went to climb out of the water onto the fantail of the boat, Luba and Renata met us with towels. They were both nude. They happily announced that they had cocktails and hors d'oeuvres on the upper deck, and that they were ready to'serve' our every need. They put great emphasis on the word 'serve,' and then laughed until tears almost appeared.
Given the style of dress for the early evening we dried off and climbed to the upper deck behind the two naked young women who each giggled as they put a little extra wiggle into their rear ends as we went up the outside ladder. Joe and I both tented further in our immodest suits much to the amusement of Beth and Claire who followed behind us.
Luba and Renata got us our favorite drinks. I had Chardonnay over a full glass of ice, as usual. Beth joined me. Claire had a Merlot. Joe toasted with a single malt scotch. Some light cheese and stuffed mushroom caps completed the offering. Luba and Renata put on a small lewd display by taking small plates, turning a mushroom cap upside down, and then using their tongues to swirl around the smooth surface before sliding the cap in and out of their mouth as though it was the head of a cock. After a moment of playing, they swallowed the cap and gave Joe and me a not too subtle grin. Beth and Claire doubled over with laughter at the girls' erotic creativity.
The sun set low in the sky behind another of the islands in the Galapagos chain. Joe sat staring into the beautiful scene.
Beth said in low voice to Claire and me, "I have never seen my father so relaxed."
Joe turned to us, "I can't remember a time like this either. I guess I should thank you two girls for making me do this. I actually feel guilty, as though I should be doing something at work."
I asked, "Joe, where did you get that tape in your head? Who told you that you had to work all the time?"
He thought a moment before responding in a concise way, "My parents were dirt poor. I remember one time when a few of my friends got bicycles, and so I asked for one. I never got the bike, and that was the first time I realized my parents were going without food so that I could eat and go to school. When I turned fourteen, I started taking odd jobs."
"What put you above the rest? When did that happen?"
Joe continued, "About the same time. I started to study what really rich people did, and I discovered leveraging your labor and investments of various kinds. I figured out which investments were rated the riskiest, but for various reasons were over rated on that score. I started in with part of what I earned. The real breakthrough came when I turned fifteen; I discovered two things: making money by having other people work for me, and buying on margin. I had most of the kids in the neighborhood working for me; I went and got the business, they worked, and I got the money. I also signed up for some investment accounts and lied through my teeth about my age and my net worth. About that time, my mother and father died within a year of each other -- both smokers. I kept the lie about my age long enough to finish high school. I worked through college, but before I was a sophomore I already had a couple of million in the bank and a dozen different businesses going. The rest is history."
I asked, "What was your biggest coup in business?"
Joe laughed, "Back in the early 80s in the telecommunications industry. AT&T was forced to split apart, and at the same time the television networks were under siege by the FCC. I just did novel combinations bridging those industries. I guess I had the Midas touch."
Beth said, "Dad, you still do." She turned to Claire and me, "It's all public, but in the past couple of years, because of our investments in China and a couple of other Asian countries, Dad's net worth doubled to thirty-one billion."
Joe just shrugged.
Beth said, "Don't misjudge him. He is also one of the largest philanthropists in the world. Last year, he used over a billion dollars in goodwill and charity efforts, particularly those creating education programs in developing nations."
Joe commented to no one specifically, "Even that's somewhat selfish. You can't sell products to people who aren't making a good living, and that means they need an education. It's a long-term bet of mine."
Luba appeared, "Do you wish to dine here, or inside in the dining area. We are about ready."
Beth said, "This is so pleasant tonight, can we set up a table here."
"No problem." Luba disappeared, and a minute later, the two stewards appeared with a fold-up table, a table pad, and tablecloth spread. After set up, the place settings were made and a centerpiece carefully placed for decoration, but not so it obstructed views across the table. Beth thanked the young men, and they bowed and disappeared.
Renata and Luke appeared with a conch bisque that surpassed anything I'd tasted on the yacht to that point. A light salad followed, and then an entrée of pork loin. The meal was five stars. I had forgotten to add 'cooking' to the list of Joe's specifications about the two women.
As we ate, the sun disappeared, and the first stars soon came out. Although we were a couple of hundred feet offshore, I noted the paucity of lights in the small town whose harbor the large ship dominated.
Claire and Beth excused themselves after dinner to 'freshen up.' As soon as they were gone, Joe turned to me, "Jim, I have a delicate question to ask you."
"Sure. Anything."
"Do you have ... a hold on Claire?"
The question set me aback. "No. I have no hold on anyone in my life. May I ask why you put it that way?"
Joe slowly said, "I wondered if you had any lien on her. I'm planning to ask her to marry me."
Quickly, I said, "That's a question you'll have to ask her, not me."

* * * * *The pronouncement by Joe Mansard that he wanted to marry Claire tore through my body like a hot knife, reaching all the way to my heart and searing every inch of the incision with mind-boggling pain. My gut suddenly ached at the potential loss of someone I loved dearly. I hoped the darkness of the night hid my shock and pain from Joe. I needed time to digest what he'd said.
I hid my feelings, aided by the return of the women. Claire and Beth had dried their hair and put on light wraps but otherwise remained in their monokinis.
I stood as they came out from inside the ship. I took Beth by the arm and mumbled something about showing me the front of the upper deck. I pushed her ahead of me away from Joe and Claire. We walked around the cowling that supported the bridge, leaving Claire and Joe seated on the aft deck.
Beth turned and gave me a funny look. "You don't look well. Oh shit! He said something to you didn't he?"
I nodded, almost unable to speak, "He's going to propose to her." I choked up after my words. Tears came to my eyes. I bit my lip to hold them back.
"Damn." Beth sounded pissed. "I told him not to. Now, he'll probably get an answer he's not going to like."
We didn't get too many more words between us, before Claire came stomping around the bridge; "You two, come back with us -- now! We have some talking to do." She appeared miffed.
Beth and I looked at each other. We followed Claire and sat back in our conversational square around the dinner table. Claire paced back and forth near the table.
Claire looked at me with fire in her eyes, "Did you know about this -- that he would propose to me?"
I shook my head, "No, not under a second before you and Beth came back to join us."
Claire turned to Beth, "How long did you know?"
Beth flushed and said, "A week, but I wasn't sure when he'd actually do it." She looked at her father, sighed, and said, "I told him it was too early -- to wait a while."
Claire turned to Joe who actually looked slightly chagrined to have his proposal aired so broadly in front of his daughter and me, obviously inspiring anger in his love object. Claire firmly said, "To reiterate, I am not ready to marry you -- or anyone. So, tonight the answer is 'No.' That doesn't mean I won't change my mind tomorrow or in the future." Her voice softened as she went along.
After a long awkward silence, Claire continued with the peeved tone in her voice, "Joe, you met me when I was a whore with a fancy name -- an escort. I can imagine that evoked some excitement in your life, to squire me around knowing you owned a piece of me. Well, that piece is no longer for sale at any price."
"While we were out of touch, I did fall in love. I fell in love with Jim and some others in our social circle, and yes, we are all sexual with each other -- men and women; you know that -- I don't keep secrets from you. Under no circumstances could I bear to give up any of those relationships, nor the open life style we've adopted. I doubt your wife would be ignored by the press if she continued in that life style."
Claire barely took a breath before continuing her rant at Joe, "Moreover, you've laid no foundation for a long-term relationship with me. I know the quest for money motivates you, but not much else about you that I haven't read in a business magazine. Further, except for our conversations around the edge of our sexual relations, you have no idea who I really am. We've never talked about our expectations in a relationship, whether I want children, what I want to do with my life -- my career, or anything like that. I've never shared with you the psychological baggage my parents left me with, or why I got in and out of the porn movie business or the escort service. You don't know how much I love art, the theater, acting, music, or that I might even like to write a novel -- maybe an autobiographical one about my dark years."
Joe stood and stepped to Claire. He caught her arms as she strode around the table swinging them for emphasis; she allowed him to embrace her in a hug. He said in a conciliatory tone, "You are entirely right. Every time we are together, I feel so good -- you make my life just get better and better. I am learning about you each time we're together -- just slowly. I saw a bauble I wanted and leaped to one conclusion about getting it -- having you closer to me so I could learn more and feel better. I'm so used to getting my own way, to getting what I want, it never occurred to me I couldn't have what I wanted in this case. I didn't think. You're not something I want to own; you're someone I want to love. Forgive me." He pulled back slightly and kissed her forehead. "Will you let me date you -- to romance you, to have the kinds of discussions you refer to, to get to know each other at new and deeper levels? Can we see if we can find a way so you and I both can have what we want -- you keep your relationships with Jim and the others, and yet I get someone with me who has become as dear to my heart as Beth -- whom I cherish."
Claire pulled away and looked up at him, "You're serious, aren't you?" She glanced sideways at Beth.
Joe said in a lowered voice, "I've never been more serious in my life."
Beth shook her head and said in a light tone tinged with sarcasm and calculated to take the edge off the tension around the four of us, "We should have never taken him on vacation."

* * * * *I suggested to Luba and Renata that they join Beth and me, and leave Claire and Joe alone for the evening. The pair made sure the two needed nothing from them, and then the four of us headed to the main deck's living room.
Just as we went inside from the deck, I looked up at the bridge. A dark silhouette in all black stood with a pair of binoculars to his head gazing off at the town. It was one of Joe's security guards ensuring their boss remained safe and unthreatened during this trip. I wondered how much of what went on in their lives got seen and promptly forgotten, for instance, our sexual endeavors around the hot tub.
As we entered the posh living room, Beth turned to me, "Claire told me to ask you for some liqueur. I would like some B&B -- Benedictine and Brandy. There's some on the side bar over there." Renata moved to get the brandy, but Beth stopped her; "No, let Jim get it. I'm not sure what happens next, but Claire told me he had to get it and serve it himself." Renata shrugged.
I smiled inwardly as I poured one demi glass of the liqueur. I turned to walk back to Beth, and just before I reached her, I took a sip of the liquid fire. I set the glass down on a side table, and turned to Beth, taking her into my arms and into a deep kiss. As we started the kiss, I wormed my tongue into her mouth and then squirted the liquid from my mouth into hers.
Beth grabbed a hold of me tighter, and ground her hips into my groin. We completed the kiss, and as we parted, she said, "Holy shit that was sexy. Where'd you learn to do that?"
I shrugged. "Original sin, I guess."
Luba and Renata stood beside us, their nude bodies glowing in the dim lights from the side panels in the room. Beth nudged me to Luba. I took a sip and entered a French kiss with the nubile lass. She swooned into my arms, grinding her mons and clit against my bare leg and rubbing her breasts against my bare chest. When we parted she gasped and said in a low voice, "You are a great lover. That is a fabulous and arousing thing to do to a woman -- me especially. Now, I am really horny, and before I was only a nymphomaniac." She smiled invitingly.
Renata gave Luba a gentle nudge with her hip. I repeated the Liquid Kiss on Renata with similar results. She told me, "You may do THAT to me any time. I hope tonight you plan to fuck me, because after that, it's the only thing I want in life."
Beth pulled Luba to a built in sofa. She said, "The two of us are going to 'girl fuck' for a few minutes, so why don't the two of you get it on."
Renata looked exceptionally pleased at the opportunity just afforded her. She immediately dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled down the little pouch that had inappropriately been labeled a bathing suit. Before the fabric hit the floor, my cock was down her throat and her head bobbed back and forth on my shaft.
After a minute of a pretty standard blowjob, I asked, "Would you like to learn how to give a unique experience to a man?"
She pulled off my dick. "Yes, please." She looked puzzled.
I said, "Well, when I'm three-quarters into your mouth, try to gargle and hum simultaneously. Then, with me not moving, turn your head so my shaft rotates in your mouth and throat; hold your tongue against the backside as you do. Try variations of those moves. Use your hands too -- fondle the back part of my dick, and my ball sack. Even stick a digit up my ass occasionally. Run your hands over my abdomen, and along my thighs. Counter-rotate your hands around my cock. Use your teeth here and there, but be gentle -- no real biting." I made a few other suggestions.
I noted that Luba and Beth had hung on every word I spoke to Renata. Renata proved to be an excellent student; because when she next engulfed my cock with her mouth I found it hard to distinguish Renata from Margo -- the master of all blowjobs I'd ever received. Margo was the detective who had helped resolve my blackmail case in London.
Renata's mouth, hands, and tongue became a torture of pleasure as she turned and twisted her head around my cock. After, not too many minutes I stopped her so I could pleasure her.
Renata's cunt tasted like a fine wine -- slightly musky, a hint of some rare spice, and a richness beyond description. Every taste bud in my mouth relished the flow of juices I extracted from her. I added two fingers into her pussy; twisting and turning them until I found the slightly rougher patch of interior skin that indicated her G-spot. I rubbed at that spot with my fingers until my hand was a blur. As I did, Renata's body jerked into a perfect arch with her lower abdomen on one part of the sofa and her head at the other, with nothing in-between touching the fabric. A ragged stream of girl cum erupted from the edge of her vagina, spraying up into my face, neck, and chest. I caught the last few drops in my mouth. Renata screamed as her orgasm hit like a lightning bolt.
As the crest past, Renata's body collapsed in a soggy noodle state. She looked at me with eyes that pleaded for me to stop -- yet never stop. I rose and kissed her tenderly. She closed her eyes as we kissed, and I could tell she had locked away those moments and that kiss into her memory forever.
Beth and Luba sat looking in awe at the erotic tableau Renata and I formed.
I took a sip of the B&B, and moved back to Beth. I kissed her, jetting the liquid into her willing mouth. She pushed her tits up into my hands as our tongues tangled in the afterglow of the liqueur.
Beth said, "Fuck me. Right this second, I need you deep inside me."
I said, "Foreplay?"
"None needed. I'm so horny after watching Renata and you; I could jump a fence post."
Beth lay back, and I slowly penetrated her cooch, only entering her vagina a half-inch. I pulled out until the purple head of my aroused dick lay completely aired in front of her gaping vagina. I pushed in again, this time penetrating a quarter-inch further. I repeated this over and over, even jerking away when I felt Beth try to lunge her hips into me to more rapidly deepen my penetration of her body.



Because of the slow movements I made, and the slow rate of deep penetration, it took over two minutes for our groins to meet. When they did, I started to use my thumb on Beth's very visible clitoris. She started to squirm and writhe in front of me, pushing her quim up into my cock and fingers.
She came only seconds later. I didn't pause; I rode her through her orgasm and into the next. Luba started to suck on Beth's rigid nipples, and that action stimulated a third and fourth climax. I pulled out, put some fingers into Beth's quim, found her G-spot, and massaged her to fifth orgasm. Upon reentry, I also slid a finger into her sloshy cunt, folding it to touch her G-spot as my cock also pistoned into her. Beth found that place where every sensor in her body was alert, active, and sensing pleasure -- orgasmic high pleasure.
Luba and I didn't let up. Renata joined us as well as we ganged up on Beth, adding her tongue to her breasts and to her French kisses. A fast student, Renata also brought a mouth of B&B and delivered it to Beth the way I had shown them only moments before.
Beth's orgasms carried her to oblivion. She fainted in the extreme pleasure of the moment -- the intense pleasure to every sensor in her body. Renata and Luba looked so disappointed; they were intent on bringing more pleasure to Beth.
Luba caught my eye: "Do me?"
I did, repeating many of the same moves and leaving her in an almost comatose state after a dozen orgasms, only this time with my semen dripping from her cunt. Renata found the rivulet of cum, and not only lapped up the visible portion seeping from Luba's hole, but also suctioned the rest of it from her body. The lewd act made me recover in record time.
Beth awoke, but continued to lie in a stupor from the energetic and consuming lovemaking we'd wreaked on her. We all kissed her in a tender way, and she snuggled into the sofa indicating to us she didn't plan on moving anytime soon. The girls covered Beth with a light blanket, and we went to check on Joe and Claire. I followed along behind curious about what we'd find.

* * * * *Claire had that well-fucked look on her face as Joe cradled her beautiful naked body in his arms. They had conducted their amorous liaison on the bench seat on the upper deck, and had only just finished as both their bodies retained the fine sheen of perspiration on them from their energetic exertion.
Claire smiled at me as we came up to them, "We kissed and made up -- sort of."
Joe gave me a lopsided smile, "We still have many miles to go, but we started the journey. This is one smart woman when it comes to relationships. For one thing, I didn't fully understand the relationship you two have. Forgive me, Jim; I realize now how insensitive I was earlier tonight. I'm not sure I understand the contours and depth of your relationship, but I can tell the way Claire talked how important and deep you two are -- and the others in your circle. I don't want to upset something that important to her." He shook his head, "I have some things to learn about relationships. I didn't do my homework. Heck, I didn't even know there was homework to do."
Luba moved to Joe's side, turning his head so they could kiss. Claire patted the seat next to her, and I sat, and we kissed. Renata sidled up next to me, pulling my arm around her and onto her full breast. My God, I loved naked women.
I heard Luba say to Joe, "Jim taught us how to give the most fabulous blow jobs. May I practice on you?"
Joe gestured his little friend to his midsection.
Before Renata could make a similar request of me, Claire asked me, "Do you mind sloppy seconds? I need to make love with you."
Claire reached over and started to fondle my cock back to serviceable duty. It didn't take long. Renata lay back beside us and started to openly masturbate watching the four of us. The sight of her fingering her vagina did a lot to bring me back to a '10.'
When Claire judged me ripe, she mounted me cowgirl style right on the bench seat next to the others. I sucked in one of her breasts, giving her a crest just from my oral stimulation. Claire seemed in a rush, and I could tell a mutual climax was important to her. Besides making love to me, I think she wanted to send Joe a message about how important and how loving the two of us were.
I whispered, "You want us to cum together fast, don't you?"
"Yes. Please. Don't extend it all night, the way I know you can."
"Tell me when, you little slut." Claire liked it when I gave her a little dirty talk and used crude words with her.
These were sloppy seconds. I commented to Claire after a moment, "You have all that cum leaking out of your cunt. You like that, don't you? You like having one guy fuck you, after another guy shot you full of cum. You like your cunt leaking cum everywhere you go, don't you? You like having some young cunt sit on your face, don't you?"
Claire kept saying, "Yes, yes," to each of my questions. After the last one, she said, "Oh, I want Renata sitting on my face. I want to eat her cunt. If you fucked her, I want to suck your cum from her cute little cunt."
We changed positions, and Claire lay back on the long bench seat. Renata straddled her head, being careful not to kneel on her beautiful red hair. She lowered her pussy right onto Claire's lips. As I reinserted my cock into Claire's body, I could see her tongue going to work on Renata's cunt.
We made love like that for a long time. Claire seemed so content with the cunt juice and cum she was trying to find.
Beside us on the seat, Luba had mounted Joe and rode him for all she was worth. I could hear him grunting in his exertions. Luba reached over and smoothed my back. She said, "Maybe later or tomorrow, you two gorgeous men could double team my little ass and pussy. I love doing DP, but I haven't done it for a while." Now, those words got my attention too.
After a few more minutes of fucking, Claire said, "I'm getting near."
"You have me, Babe. Where do you want my cum? Splattered across you face? Leaking down your tits and dripping from your nipples? Deep inside your velvet cunt?"
Claire gasped out, "Inside me. In my cunt. Deep in my pussy, right where you cock is now." The last phrase barely made it from her lips because the first wave of her pleasure started to surge through her body. As her next wave hit her, I could feel her vagina start to convulse deliciously around my cock; I couldn't resist.
My cum exploded out of my cock into Claire's pulsing vagina. She screamed upwards into Renata's sopping pussy, even yelling into her hole on one spasm. Renata closed her eyes and shuddered in a small orgasm she'd been holding at bay; she moved from over Claire's head. Claire gave me a look of great seriousness, intention, and love on her face. She held her arms up in invitation, as my last surge of cum entered her body, I fell into her waiting arms. I showered her with kisses.
Beside me, Renata came again as her hand fanned over her clit. Further down the bench seat, Joe orgasmed into Luba's pussy, lifting his hips and hence Luba high off the seat. He kept moaning about 'the best little slut ever' as he did. Luba looked pleased with her new techniques and the results they produced.
Claire whispered, "I love you," to me a hundred times as she kissed my face and neck. I felt franticness about her need for me to hear her, hold her, and stroke her breasts -- her naked body, no doubt driven partly by the threat of Joe taking her from my arms. Sharing was one thing. Exclusive possession was another.

* * * * *We lay on a small isolated beach -- Claire, Beth, Renata, Luba, Joe, and me. We were all nude, but lathered up with suntan lotion. Beth dozed next to me with Luba on my other side. Claire and Renata similarly surrounded Joe.
I found scant comfort when Joe told me that his security detail had checked the entire island by helicopter, and then by foot patrol. I'd had bodyguards before, but they were more for crowd management and not because I feared for my life or kidnap. Joe had tipped me off that Beth had the same level of security, although she often didn't know it.
Joe asked me across the two women between us, "Jim, Claire said to ask you about your philosophy about relationships."
I laughed, "Oh, that's a tall order, and I could go on all afternoon."
"Go ahead, please," he encouraged. I could tell by the tone of his voice he'd gone into learning mode.
"I'll give you the short version, and you ask questions. It starts with love, and there's not enough of that going around. So, all my relationships have love in them -- male or female, and, no, I don't do sex with males. Matter of fact, it took me some time to get used to the idea of a male being naked next to me even when he was making love with someone else. Anyway, I start every relationship -- every meeting with a woman -- from the basis of love. Sure there are degrees of love, but I think of love as struggling for closeness, empathy, and the person's best interests, particularly about their spiritual growth. Those qualities and a few others I failed to mention are a starting point."
"My second point is that you can love more than one person at a time, and sometimes many more. We're taught that romantic love is limited to one man and one woman, although I'm glad to see the definition is broadening slightly to include same sex unions. The idea of exclusivity is religiously and culturally imbued in us, probably from tribal needs ten thousand years ago. We no longer need to be exclusive, and think of how that limits us and the spread of our love. We're only limited by our physical capabilities, but not by any dogma."
I paused for questions and then went on, "Third, there's something in my philosophy about consenting adults. You and your daughter consented to have sex -- to make love -- to cement an already good relationship. My sister and I have a similar relationship. My sister-in-law and I have that relationship, and then there are a dozen other women at any one time I feel intimate and close to, maybe more."
Joe said with a touch of humor, "So, you sleep around."
"To an outside observer, perhaps; but I feel love for every partner I've ever had. We give ourselves to each other sexually so we'll feel happy, validated, secure, and loved."
"Luba and Renata?" Joe posited.
"I care about them in a very loving way, and did from our first meeting. I want to make them happy, and I knew when we first met that I could do that by allowing them to make me happy sexually. I guess we signaled each other. We started there, but I think there's something underneath the visible in the way of love."
I saw Renata life her head; she affirmed, "There is!" Her head dropped back to the blanket.
Luba popped up next to me and chimed in, "I agree. We feel a special bond with Jim. It makes my heart beat faster. I fell in love with him instantly -- and you too, Joe."
Joe looked surprised.
"Another part of our philosophy has to do with jealousy. What do suppose allowed all of us to play so well the past two days and no one's nose got out of joint -- at least, I don't think so."
Before Joe could answer, Beth's head popped up from the blanket; "We weren't jealous of someone being with somebody else, right?"
I responded, "Right. If one of us had wanted to be exclusive or had gotten jealous, that emotion would have thrown a dark cloud over the rest of our time together, and surely forced the remainder of us into much different behaviors."
Joe said, "I actually felt good watching you and Beth make love -- and when you were with Claire. I loved watching the act; it's sexy, pornographic, and when you were kissing during the act, it changed the nature of the act to one of love and passion."
I said, "That's called 'compersion.' It's when you find personal joy and feel good when you watch someone dear to you experiencing pleasure with someone else. Your endorphins are released and you get a good feeling. Do you know you get the same feeling non-sexually when you watch someone do something nice for someone else, like helping an elderly person across the street; or when you watch your child playing happily? And think, when you express jealousy, you get the opposite feelings: anxiety, anger, and fear, to name a few. Bad chemicals are created inside you; they can even give you a heart attack. Jealousy isn't worth the effort."
Joe said, "But isn't jealousy an automatic reaction?"
"We make it one. It's a learned response to some situations. For instance, our culture from early school years teaches us about exclusivity, and that we should react in some way if that principle is violated against us -- for instance, someone we love goes and loves someone else. What if instead we were taught to cheer that relationship; to applaud the other relationship and to feel good about it?"
Joe said, "We'd eliminate a lot of jealous feelings."
"Right. Jealousy is a learned response. We can unlearn it too; I know, first hand. Oh, I forgot, jealousy also implies you 'own' the other person. You don't. You may be able to manipulate them or control them some way; I bet you understand that with your billions. But really, you don't own them any more than that they could own you. If you don't own someone, they're free agents and free thinkers; you really don't have the right to designate who they can or can't love."
I went on, "Another tenet of my philosophy revolves around the myth that a relationship is a static thing that you can 'lock in.' When we first meet, we get all squishy and idealistic about our new partner -- that's called New Relationship Energy or NRE. It's a syndrome; we even refer to it as being on a honeymoon -- whether you're married or not. We're sure we've met our soul mate. Somewhere along the line, that newness wears off; we start to see the person as they really are -- more realistically. We start to see areas where we disagree, and habits that used to be cute are suddenly irritating."
I went on as Joe nodded understanding, "Well, a relationship is a living thing. It's always in flux. Some days it's great, and sometimes not so great. Sometimes it's monogamous, and sometimes polyamorous. One partner may even enter the later state with someone although they never consummate the relationship with sex."
Joe commented, "Polyamorous? Loving more than one person at a time; I have a few holes in my education."
"Don't get all bent out of shape. What I just described in brief is only held my a small percentage of the American population -- maybe three percent at any one time, but about fifteen percent of people have been in relationships like I described during their adult lives. It's called polyamory."
Joe thought a minute; "That'd mean about thirty million adults have tried this life style in some way during their lives, and that six to nine million are in such relationships now. That seems high."
I responded, "We don't talk about it because the majority of the public 'might' find it offensive, plus our moralistic government made such relationships illegal in many states. Several of my dear friends have ... I guess you'd call them communes, where a small circle of people live together -- men and women, in this philosophy. I might add none of them are Mormons in case that thought crossed your mind."
Joe said, "They're like swingers or swappers?"
I said, "I don't care for those terms, because there's no love or caring implied. In my friends' groups love abounds, oh, and in one there are several young children."
Joe asked, "So who raises the kids."
"Everyone in the group. The one I was thinking of has three moms and two dads. They all love the kids with the same intensity as the actual parents. The kids think they're special because the other kids have only one mom and one dad, whereas these kids get more love and attention. They hide nothing about the group relationship from the children, but it's not a 'hippie' environment either. Several in the group are high ranking executives."
Joe said, "I can see a group of college kids doing this, but not adults. Also, I can understand why many drop out of the life style."
I said, "Well, the circle I mentioned is in Pennsylvania, and it has people in it from thirty-five to fifty eight, and they've been with each other for fifteen years. The other circle, one in Sarasota, has people in it from thirty to seventy-two, although that circle is only ten years old. I think the more diverse they are, the longer they last. The older people bring experience and wisdom to the group, also a tendency to greater patience and the sustaining of relationships through the rough patches. They're role models of stability, forgiveness, tolerance, and gratitude for the younger members."
Joe said, "What about your own group of friends."
I thought for a minute, "I'm the oldest at forty-two, and our youngest is Nadia -- she's twenty-two. Crystal Lee and I have been together about two years, with others added along the way including Crystal's sister, Ellen, Claire, my younger sister, my younger sister-in-law, and others. We've also been thinking of annexing one woman's parents sometime soon, although they don't know it yet."
Claire's head whipped up, "Who would that be? Kim and Don -- Crystal's parents? Oh, that'd be so super. Let me know how I can help. I love them so." I nodded at her to confirm her assumptions about Crystal's parents.
Joe sat quietly for a long time. He stared out at the rolling waves lapping the shore. I gave him time to think. Finally, he said, "I like that ... all you said. I could live that way if I could master this 'love thing' you talk about. That's simple to do, right?"
I knew his last statement was sarcasm, one of his strong points.
Claire toppled Joe over in her direction with a pull on his arm. He rolled into her loving arms. She got him to stop struggling to get upright with a calming touch, took his face in both hands, and looked into his eyes. With a strong voice she said to Joe, "To love someone is to touch the face of God," and planted a passionate kiss on his lips. "Now, let me give you a lesson in loving." With those words, Claire, reached between the two of them and fondled Joe's swelling cock.
Renata took that as a cue to join in. As Claire kissed Joe on the lips again, Renata inhaled Joe's shaft atop Claire's enclosing hand. She applied the techniques about fellatio that Margo had shown me a few months earlier in London. I watched Joe's eyes pop open at the unique stimulation.
When Joe was hard enough, and Renata satisfied enough with the results of her new skills, she nudged Claire's legs apart, and guided Joe's cock into Claire's pussy, even pushing his ass to ensure deep penetration on the first stroke.
Claire welcomed the penetration with gusto, her legs wrapping around Joe's hips and pulling him into her on each stroke. Claire said to Renata, "On my face, please." Renata didn't hesitate; she had her cunt hovering over her face in seconds; in a few more seconds, we watched a look of supreme contentment spread across her face. One of Joe's hands found Renata's breasts, as the other pawed blindly at Claire's erect nipples. Renata and Joe kissed passionately, tongues dueling.
Beth, Luba, and I watched the trio as our lust grew.
Luba recognized our need, partly by my engorged shaft. She said in a small voice, "Can we do that too?"
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent. The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ – a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a short sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands where Claire received a marriage proposal that she questions.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 25Jim romances Crystal's mother Kim
I'm sure most of the population think that music and movie stars have chauffeurs everywhere they go, and a huge entourage. Not true!
I personally drove the crowded SUV across Tennessee from Nashville to the almost rural suburb of Knoxville where Crystal and Ellen's parents lived. With Crystal and me also were Ellen, Claire, PJ, and Nadia. We were all in a jovial mood, laughing and even singing Christmas carols along with the radio. The back of the car was so full of our luggage for a one-week stay with the Lee's, and a huge pile of Christmas presents, that we had three suitcases strapped onto the roof rack of the car. I also couldn't see out the back of the SUV; I had to use the side mirrors. The four women in the back seat took turns sitting in each other's lap.
Crystal and Ellen Lee had grown up in a small house that a family of modest means could afford. Don and Kim, their parents, had both worked and paid off the mortgage on the house in twenty years. Only two years after they lived debt free, Crystal had started to make some real money singing and writing music. One of the first things she did with her money was buy her parents a much larger house, and got them handymen and landscapers help to maintain it. The new house had six bedrooms, although Kim had commandeered an upstairs bedroom for a hobby and sewing room.
The trip took us just under four hours. We used Interstate 40, instead of the slower but more scenic route east through the state.
Claire, Crystal, and I would be appearing in a movie entitledDownslope that was halfway done. With Ellen, we'd been in LA for just under three months filming the indoor scenes. According to our director, Mark Ang, the only scenes that remained were the mountain and ski scenes. Thus, a week after New Years Day, the four of us would fly to Geneva and begin a trek to a couple of resorts in the Alps.
Nadia was our lover and housekeeper. She also attended a nearby college in Nashville, and had worked her beautiful, little butt off around the clock to get a college degree. Now, after only two years and the intervening summers, she had only a year before finishing. We had missed Nadia as she had come to hold a special place in our hearts – and our beds. My favorite feature about Nadia, was her tush, her rear end, her derriére, he ass, her caboose, posterior, stern, or whatever other term you chose. It was tight, firm, shaped perfectly, inviting, and a joy to kiss, fondle, and make love to – something I couldn't resist doing whenever I was around her. Nadia knew this, and would tease me – clothed or naked – wiggling that gorgeous piece of female real estate in my direction with a come hither look over her shoulder.
While Ellen and Crystal had seen their parents several times over the year, I had not been with them on their parental visits, usually opting to go up to Ohio and see my son and new daughter, along with George and Summer, their parents, and Edie, my other love interest up there.
Crystal teased me from beside me in the passenger seat; "Remember how my mother came on to you last Christmas? You were so prim and proper with her."
Except for PJ, the others in the car had also been at the Lees with us the prior Christmas. Claire said, "Yeah, Kim was ready to jump your bones and fuck your brains out. She's really hot for your body."
I just nodded that I'd heard the comments.
From the back seat, Ellen chortled and said, "If she does it again this year, I think you should make her a 'Mellon Girl.' She'd love it, and hold the position in high esteem."
Crystal turned so she could see Nadia in the back seat, "And you, you little tart, you probably had my father jerking off every night for the whole year thinking about you. I bet he can't see you without getting a hard-on. He was so taken with you that you almost got jumped too."
The prior Christmas, Nadia had spent much of her time with Don, often sitting tightly against him as the two talked about her life growing up in Russia, her college life, or Don's various careers. Don didn't care what the topic was; he had a gorgeous twenty-three-year old practically in his lap. Nadia did sit in his lap a few times, exciting him to the point where she could feel his lump. She took to kissing him on the cheek often, except when we departed, and she planted one hot, romantic, soul-searing, hip-grinding kiss on him that probably kept him horny all year as Crystal had commented.
Nadia laughed, "I love your father. He is so smart, and manly, and mature. I wish he would adopt me, and then we could do incest together." She gave a mock sigh and said aloud, "Maybe this year."
I chuckled to myself at her comment. Crystal and Ellen had shared with her parents the fact that the three of us were intimate, and then later after Claire and Nadia joined our circle the five of us. They never judged or asked inappropriate questions. Kim, their mother, wanted to be sure no one would get hurt if such a many-sided relationship fell apart. By the words their daughters had used, the sexual nature of our relationships was clear, as well as the bisexual nature. Crystal had also explained to Kim that there were a couple of other men in the romantic circle. The net of the brief talks appeared to be that Kim and Don wanted to join in, although they had never explicitly said so. I was doubtful about Crystal and Ellen's speculation.
Don Lee, Crystal's father, had watched my interaction with the women the prior Christmas. We are a very touchy-feely extended family; so the five of us were always kissing, hugging, rubbing, smoothing, or making some other inviting gesture. Don's tongue would often end up lolling out the side of his mouth at some of our antics. One of the women could be counted upon to pull me back to the guest room to disappear for an hour, sometimes one in the morning, one in the afternoon, and for certain in the evening.
Crystal picked up Ellen's earlier comment, "I think Ellen's right. If my Mom comes on to you again as she did last year, you should bed her."
"Your mother? Oh come on." I couldn't tell whether the sisters were serious. I thought they were just teasing me again.
Ellen chimed in, "Yes. Yes. I know she'd want that, and my dad wouldn't mind – particularly if Nadia fucks his brains out too."
I said partly over my shoulder to Ellen, "You're really serious?"
In unison, five female voices resonated throughout the car, "YES!"
I asked of Crystal, "What about you and Ellen?"
Crystal said with a chuckle, "We'd be there to watch and supervise. I'm not certain I want to do my mom or dad, although I do love them dearly, and ... well, I have had some attraction to both of them – sexual attraction. Since dad retired, they've changed and gotten more liberal – maybe even more libertine. Who knows, I might even change my mind about joining in?"
Ellen said, "Mom told me that she and dad are having more sex now than they did right after they got married."
Crystal laughed, "That's because they lived together for five years before they got married. All the serious fucking had already happened."
Claire said, "Hey, where can I get in on all this incest you guys are planning. Aren't I like a sister to you two?"
Nadia said, "Me too!"
Crystal laughed again and turned to Claire and Nadia, "You can join in anywhere your sweet little bodies want to be, and my tongue is always ready to help. My dad would die to have sex with either of you – PJ too. My mom might too; I detected some Sapphic interest in her last year in the way she looked at you. Let's see what happens."
PJ chuckled, "I will watch this soap opera with great interest."
Ellen said, "Oh, you have to join in. The more the merrier."

* * * * *The girl's discussion moved on to other topics. As I drove, I thought about how ludicrous it sounded to be talking about seducing your girlfriends' parents. The discussion had been real, and so casual – almost like talking about putting gas in the car. Only in this case, the discussion was about putting my proboscis in some one else's receptacle.
Kim and Don met us at the front door as we pulled into the long circular driveway in front of their house. We introduced PJ, and everyone kissed everyone, except I held back so I was the last to kiss Kim – Ellen and Crystal's mother, and Nadia hung back so she kissed Don last – their father.
I gave Kim a warm smile of remembrance, and allowed her to take the lead, and take the lead she did. Kim jammed her hips into my groin as we came together. The passion she exhibited in our kiss far surpassed anything that had transpired the year before except for our hallmark kiss in the kitchen, and our goodbye the prior Christmas. Kim put her arm around me, and I could tell she didn't intend to let go anytime soon.
As we parted, I looked over to see that Nadia had Don in a lip lock of epic dimensions. Parting the Red Sea in Biblical times took more effort than the pair displayed separating themselves from each other. Both were panting. For that matter, so was Kim.
Crystal, Ellen, PJ, and Claire had politely ignored us, instead burying their heads in the back of the car, sorting out which bags and luggage to bring into the house first.
Kim practically glued herself to my side, and immediately became over solicitous about my every need. One time, as she fawned over me, I saw over her shoulder Ellen miming as she stuck two fingers down her throat to indicate how gross she thought her mother was behaving. As the afternoon wore on, I pleaded with Kim to not focus on only my needs, and she did soften her approach – slightly.
When Crystal and I were unpacking our bags upstairs, she said to me, "You are going to bed my mother on this trip, I guarantee it – and you have my wholehearted support. It'll be the best thing to happen in her life other than dad. Don't hold back thinking that Ellen and I aren't behind having you do this. We want this for her. It'll be the perfect Christmas present you can give her."
Claire stuck her head in the door, "Do what?"
Crystal pulled her into the room and whispered loudly, "Fuck mom."
Claire grinned broadly at me, "You know you want this Jim. As I recall, when we were down at the Galapagos, you told Joe you expected Don and Kim to become part of our circle, or am I remembering wrong?"
Crystal's eyebrows raised, "Oh, really. You saw this coming a month ago?"
I blushed a little. "Well, your mom was very forward last year. I just extrapolated a year ahead to now." I paused and added, "That plus Nadia has periodically fantasized about your dad during the year, so both events seemed more probable."
Crystal gave me a playful shove towards the door. "Go help my mom in the kitchen. You should kiss her neck. She told me years ago that her neck was one of her 'hot' erogenous zones." She grinned at her lascivious thoughts.
I moved to the door as Claire asked Crystal something about a silk scarf she held up.
I found Kim in the kitchen preparing a salad on one of the long counters. She turned and gave me a megawatt smile. I walked up behind her and leaned into her body. I pulled her hair up, exposing the nape of her neck. I blew some warm air right at her hairline, and then kissed her there, even adding in a little tongue.
Kim shivered but otherwise froze in position. She stopped whatever she'd been doing with her hands.
I started to kiss from her nape up her neck along the hairline to behind her ear. I then pulled away only a fraction of an inch so I could kiss the inside of her ear, and run my tongue around the inside.
The sigh that erupted from deep within Kim, proved to me that I had touched and aroused the woman. When I stopped Kim tilted her head the other way. I repeated the process on her left, giving her other ear a French kiss.
Kim spun around in the tight space between the counter and where I stood behind her. She put her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss. We French kissed, our tongues in a passionate duel with only winners emerging from the passionate combat.
When we broke apart, Kim looked deep into my eyes, her green eyes flashing, "Do you know what you're doing to me?"
I smiled benignly.
"Well, if you aren't serious, you'd better stop because I'm getting serious – real serious."
On that note, I enclosed Kim in my arms again and French kissed her, driving my tongue deep into her mouth as she moaned and groaned in delight at the assault. She kissed back, and I sucked on her tongue as it came into my mouth.
When we pulled apart, I kissed her forehead, turned, and headed to the living room without looking back. I guess I was serious too.
In the living room, Nadia and Don sat on a new long sofa. Don had just finished kissing Nadia, and I could tell the kiss had been anything but platonic. Nadia held one of his hands against her breast, and I could see his fingers flexing around her mound through the thin material.
"Ahem"
Don and Nadia acted like a couple of teenagers caught flagrante delicto by a daunting father. They jerked apart, and both blushed so much I had to smile.
"I'm about to get drinks for everyone. I'm taking orders ... and then you two can go back to what you were doing."
Don sputtered a moment before deciding on a beer. Nadia duplicated his order.
I went back to the kitchen and took the long way to the refrigerator, right behind Kim. I ran a finger across her ass with a light touch, but one intended to arouse. The move couldn't possibly have been an accident. Kim jerked upright, instantly adding three inches to her height.
As I got to the bar area I asked Kim, "What would you like?" By implication of my presence at the bar, I clearly intended to serve drinks. By implication of the question, I was clearly teasing the pants off her.
Kim gave me a long lusty look. "You know what I'd like, you devil. Just maybe, I'll give it to you too."
I poured Kim a Chardonnay, myself a Chardonnay on ice, and procured two beers. I delivered the beers, and came back to the kitchen, hitching myself up so I sat on a counter near Kim. We both took a sip of our wines.
Kim came to me and stood between my legs. She put her arms around my neck and said, "I don't think mothers are supposed to lust after their daughters' boyfriend." She leaned in, and we pecked at each other's lips several times, each kiss getting a little deeper and more soulful.
I asked, "What did you just say that was more unique than the surface statement?"
Kim frowned. I kept quiet. It took her a minute. She said, "I used a plural possessive instead of a singular – daughters', is that what you mean?"
"Yes. And what's that tell you about relationships?"
"That this is a crazy group of people with warped morals and ..."
I cut her off with another kiss. I said, "Your daughters' boyfriend likes that their mother likes him. He likes her too – a lot; plus, maybe it's the morals of the rest of the worlds that are warped. There's not enough love around."
Our next kiss transcended any of our former ones. After that, I hopped down from the counter, affectionately patted Kim on the ass, and headed off to find Claire, PJ, Ellen, and Crystal.

* * * * *Crystal, Ellen, PJ, and Claire danced around in a circle holding hands, like a couple of nymphs in a Renaissance painting. For one, they were both clad in only panties. Second, they were laughing because I had just told them about the interchanges going on downstairs.
After they stopped, Ellen said, "Oh that is so sweet and so hot. I wish I could have watched you and Mom."
Claire added, "Well, I wondered where Nadia was. I should have guessed she'd be with her new 'boyfriend.'"
Crystal volunteered, "Do you suppose Mom is holding back because she thinks we won't approve?"
Ellen face fell. She thought about that. "Maybe we need to send a signal that we think it's all right, and that we want her to follow her bliss."
Claire said, "What about your Dad. You can bet he wants to bed Nadia, but he won't do it because of your mother. He won't want the jealousy or whatever."
Crystal said, "Oh, that's it. That's it! We have to do something."
Claire said, "What'd I say?"
Crystal expounded, "They need to hear us talk about jealousy and compersion ... to hear about the joy we see when each other are happy, even when it's with another person. They need to say it themselves – to each other."
Ellen said, "And, how do we get them to do that?"
Claire thought a moment and turned to her soul sister, "Ellen, if you were to ask Jim what the most provocative or deep discussion he had in the Galapagos Islands with Joe Mansard was, he could repeat part of a discussion we had on a beach a month ago. It was all about jealousy, compersion, and polyamory – our life style."
I nodded and added in, "All I remember was that everyone was nude ... and then we made love in the bright sunlight. It was slippery because of all the suntan lotion we had on and wonderful as well."
Claire said, "You know what I mean. The discussion about polyamory, the other groups you know about – where? Pennsylvania and Florida? And, all you told him about jealousy and about how to think about things in a good way not a bad way."
"I know; I was just teasing. Although if you ask the question in the right way, I could also tell them about our nude sunbathing."
Crystal said, "Let's do it."
As we'd been talking the girls had dressed, putting on some upscale casual clothes. The five of us went downstairs, making sufficient noise as we did so that Nadia and Don wouldn't be taken by surprise at the bottom of the stairs as we turned the corner into the living room.



Indeed, Don and Nadia had continued to sit side-by-side holding hands, but when we entered the room they had curtailed their kissing and whatever else they were doing. Don had a magazine in his lap, probably hiding his erection.
Claire moved in and sat on Don's other side, grabbing one of his hands and bringing it to her lap in an affectionate manner. She hugged his arm and held it. He looked pleased, no doubt thinking that his hand rested only two layers of clothing from Claire's pussy.
"Ladies, what can I get you to drink?"
I took orders, went through the kitchen again, ran my finger across Kim's ass again, only this time she turned and smiled at me. She liked that. I came back and kissed her on the lips.
Crystal and Ellen followed me; they'd seen the interaction. Crystal said to her mother with a slight giggle, "Oh, he does that to me and Ellen too. It's so hot and sexy too. We just love it. I hope you do too." Ellen nodded and grinned at her mother.
Kim looked surprised on two counts: that my touching of her ass had been seen, and that Crystal and Ellen obviously approved and wanted her to enjoy my teasing as well.
I delivered the drinks to the living room, and came back to the kitchen. Our discussion became what I call benign: our drive across the state, the weather, a few relatives Kim and Don had been in touch with, state politics, the terrible situation in Congress, the weather again, and the dinner menus for the coming week.
I eventually meandered back into the living room. Don had apparently been down in the basement and brought up the Christmas tree from storage along with several large boxes of ornaments and trim. Don, Claire, PJ, and Nadia were making forays from the various boxes with pretty ornaments and putting them on the lighted tree.
Don looked over at me, "Before you say anything, ..." I wondered where this was going and how I'd respond. He got a big smile on his face. "... we like artificial trees. They don't shed their pine needles everywhere; and they're a cinch to set up. The lights were already on this one; all I had to do was assemble three pieces into that stand – no watering, just plug the thing in." I knew he was toying with me because of the twinkle in his eyes.
I said with some degree of enthusiasm, "I hadn't planned on saying anything other than it looks great – so full, and so much ... like Christmas."
Claire came over and put her arms around my neck. We shared a romantic kiss. "What was the best Christmas you remember?"
I kissed her back, "Why, it's any Christmas I had with you, my darling Claire."
She said, "Oh, poo. I thought I'd learn something about your childhood."
I thought back and said, "My parents liked Christmas, so it's hard to pick just one day. They were loving and supportive. There were always special gifts for me and my sister, besides all the other fun things. So, no special Christmas, but all of them."
I had to add, "Karen liked Christmas too. We always made love next to the tree after we'd set it up. It became a tradition for the ten years before she died. Those were special Christmas' too. And since her passing, I've been here, with the Lees and you, and these have been special too. The one common element in all my Christmas' has been love and no particular gift."
Don asked, "What did you do for Little Jim and Little Crystal?"
Claire spoke before I could get a word in; "Oh, it was so exciting. We all went to the toy store. We bought a huge pile of stuff: a new car seat, a special high chair, lots of toys a two-year old will like, and a few cuddly things for the baby. We wrapped it all and shipped it a few days ago. It should get there tomorrow."
Nadia asked me, "Did you get Summer anything special?"
I smiled, "You bet I did. I got her a gold necklace with two diamond-studded pendants on it. On the back of one pendant is engraved 'Jim' and on the other 'Crystal.' I talked to George beforehand, and he thinks she'll be over the moon about it. I hope so."
Don asked, "You love her, don't you? Summer, I mean."
"Yes. A great deal. I'm so fortunate to have her in my life, especially as the mother of my children."
Don said, "It's still a strange arrangement, at least some people might think that. It took me a couple of days to get used to it, but I guess you are one of the coolest dudes in the country."
Claire defended me, "People think it's strange only because the churches, society, and the ad companies make you think you need kids in wedlock and only love one person, so they think Summer is strange because she loves her husband and Jim – the father of her kids, and Jim loves her and Crystal and all of us; oh, and you know about Edie too." Her logic spanned a whole lot of discussions we'd had over the years, and she'd boiled it down to one run-on sentence.
We laughed at her defensiveness. I went and hugged her again. "And I do love you."

* * * * *I started to help on the tree. Soon Crystal, Ellen, and Kim joined us. I called a big Group Hug when we declared the tree finished.
I watched Kim carefully as she went to Don, and gave him a special hug. I heard her tell him how much she loved him and the life they shared. I made sure to deliver the same messages to Crystal, Ellen, Claire, Nadia, and PJ, and I didn't think it strange at all that I had five – maybe six – important women in my inner circle. I ended by telling Kim the same thing, and thanking her for all her hospitality and support for the past couple of years. I gave her a special kiss.
I knew when I first started in with Crystal AND Ellen that she mentally had to bridge a large chasm to see the acceptability of the situation. Once she saw how much we loved each other, she relaxed and felt better about our ménage-a-trois. When Claire and Nadia got added, she just shrugged, and took it as a normal course of events. She accepted PJ as a beautiful addition.
Crystal had even told her mother about 'Mellon Girls' – the term she, Ellen, Nadia, PJ, and Claire had adopted to describe all the women I had made love to at any time in my life. There were close to a hundred Mellon Girls. I'm not sure Kim thought that was a statistic worth bragging about, and I surely never raised the issue; however, her daughters thought it fascinating and astounding. I think they also told Kim the name of one of my CIA friends, Nancy Martin, had called me: a man slut; but; of course, Nancy had also become a Mellon Girl.
Kim produced a beautiful dinner: a large tenderloin of beef so perfect you could cut it with a fork. All the accompanying courses and dishes complemented the entrée, and for dessert she produced some fruit topped with a scoop of vanilla ice cream – one of my favorites.
On cue, partway through dinner, and at an appropriate place in our dinner table conversation, Ellen asked me about Joe Mansard, the billionaire whom Claire and I had spent a few days with the month before in the Galapagos Islands six hundred miles off Ecuador.
Claire and I both talked about Mansard and his daughter Beth, particularly describing his workaholic life and how Beth and Claire had gotten him to take a vacation for the first time in nearly forty years. To do so, he'd bought a 120-foot long yacht with a full crew, and had them meet us at the islands. Claire talked about his jets and flying around the world in them, as well as his business dealings.
Ellen followed up with the planned question to me, "Jim, what was the most interesting discussion you and Joe had?"
I knew that was my cue, and so I started in on the philosophy that surrounded our polyamorous circle. I talked about loving more than one person, the limiting boundaries of monogamy and exclusivity, and about a couple of the polyamorous groups that I knew and had participated in. I carefully watched Kim and Don; both listened with rapt attention, even nodding in agreement to most of my points. I often saw them checking in with each other with a glance or two.
I told them how Joe had an incestuous relationship with his daughter Beth, and how that didn't bother any of us since they were both consenting adults and obviously loved each other very much. While Kim's eyebrows rotated upwards, I could tell that hearing about that relationship had just extended one of her boundaries.
I took a risk and mentioned my own loving relationship with my sister, talking about how we came to the place where we needed to love each other in a different and better way – a sexual way. I talked about Lauren, my sister-in-law, too. Kim and Don seemed to accept this news with no qualms or judgments.
I went on, "Oh, we had a long discussion about jealousy and compersion. We talked about how bad jealousy is, and how it is a 'learned reaction' to situations taught to us by our churches, society, and even our parents – a meme by another name. In fact, you don't have to respond to situations with jealousy. You can unlearn those bad reactions and substitute better and more loving reactions for that divisive emotion."
"Compersion is the opposite of jealousy. Your reaction to a situation is one of joy for the other person or people involved instead of pernicious jealousy. It's the way we're actually taught to respond to our young children; it's the emotion we feel when they play with some toy we've given them, and we feel all warm and joyful inside that they are having fun. It's the way we feel when we see someone we love brought joy and happiness by another person, despite how or why it happened, even if that situation is sexual in nature."
I thought a minute and wrapped up. "I guess the last part of our discussion that day considered the difference between a static and a dynamic relationship. I don't know about you, but my parents had this idea that once they got married their marriage should look the same the rest of their days. They acted to keep it that way too – to keep it static and unchanging."
"Today, relationships are dynamic and always in a state of flux. They've actually always been this way; we just allowed the changes to be more subtle and unnoticed. In a dynamic relationship, the agreements you make with your partner or partners keep consciously changing. Crystal and I agreed to be together in an open relationship; because of my travels when we first met, we understood it was silly to lock each other up from other dating. Next, Ellen joined our relationship as we fell in love. Bingo, we created a new contract between the three of us. After that, Crystal is in Europe, and Ellen and I fall in love with Claire – yet another new contract. PJ joined us – a new contract between all of us; and so on."
"I even got hyper-business-focused Joe to see that a relationship is not only dynamic, but has a spiritual component to it. It's based on mind, body, and spirit. The body part is easy to understand. Without sharing your mind with your partners, you remain distant from them, and the relationship will wither. In the spirit part, one of the goals of the relationship is the spiritual growth and evolution of each person; we help each other in this and all dimensions. Everyone in our circle practices these things."
I summarized, "I feel so blessed and so loved by the women in my life. I hope they feel the love from me."
Ellen got up from the table, walked around past her father, and gave me a hug and a kiss. She knelt by my chair and said, "That was beautiful, and yes, I feel the love from you every moment I'm alive. Thank you so."
Claire who sat beside me, reached over and squeezed my shoulder in a loving gesture too. Crystal, PJ, and Nadia blew me kisses from the other side of the table.
Don and Kim sat spellbound by what I'd said and my lovers' reactions.
Kim finally said, "You kissed me earlier, and we teased a little. Were you serious?"
I said, "I'm as serious about loving you as I am your daughters. I care about you on every level and in everyway I just described: mind, body, and spirit. We can learn and grow from each other."
Don turned to Nadia; "What do you think about all this?"
Nadia reached next to her and put her hand on Don's arm in an intimate gesture, "I am part of the circle that believes in this philosophy, if that's what you're asking. I love Jim and my sisters, but I also have friends I love and care about, and who care about me on the college campus I attend. I love you."
Don pushed, "Are you intimate with them?"
Nadia said, "Yes, when it feels right; when it feels like a union of mind, body, and spirit. Of course, at my age, I'm still learning about my own boundaries, and that I'm not perfect. I struggle sometimes because I don't reach my own expectations, but I'm working on that."
I added, "Nadia, we're all works in progress. None of us are perfect, and we all will make mistakes. What's important is to forgive yourself, and to forgive others when something doesn't work out the way we might hope."
The discussion wandered around some more, mostly with Kim and Don posing questions and hypothetical situations to us. If I didn't respond, one of the other women would give their viewpoint or answer. I watched Kim paying particular attention to how Crystal and Ellen answered some of their questions.
Kim finally said, "I've never known a group of people who are so conscious of the loving relationships they've created. I am amazed particularly that you know how to create such relationships – multiple relationships – and deal with them from moment to moment."

* * * * *We all cleared the long dining table with laughter and joy felt around the room. The pile of dishes in the kitchen became daunting by the time the dessert and coffee dishes arrived. I said, "I've got KP this evening. I don't mind; it's what I'm used to, particularly since I'm not that great a cook."
PJ chimed in with a smile, "I'll help too. I just sponged and socialized during all the prep, so I have a big load of guilt to work off regarding this great meal."
PJ and I herded everyone else into the living room and sized up the messy kitchen. I said, "I'll rinse, you hustle stuff into the dishwasher, and then let's see what we have left." We swept into action until we'd filled the dishwasher and still had a pile of dishes left, plus all the left over food to put away.
PJ said, "See whether you can find a dish rack, I'll package the leftovers for the refrigerator." We moved into Phase II of the clean up. I couldn't find a dish rack.
I said, "Be right back, let me ask Kim or Don about a dish rack." I left, went into the living room, and I could tell a deep discussion was underway. I caught Kim's eye, and said two words, "Dish rack?"
She popped up and came with me. "I can't remember where we put it, we use it so seldom when it's just the two of us." She started looking into the places I'd already looked in the kitchen and then led me a nearby pantry that also doubled as a junk closet. She pawed around in there mumbling about needing to get organized someday. Soon, under a pile of plastic grocery bags she found a dish rack. "Voila," she pronounced as she presented it to me.
"Thank you, pretty lady."
Before I could do much, Kim flowed into my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hard. She asked, "Do you really think I'm pretty?"
"Yes, I think you beautiful, and that's no bull. I know you're older than I am by a dozen or so years, but that doesn't matter. You are stunning, in some ways even more beautiful than your daughters."
She asked, "Do you have room in your circle for one more woman?"
I kissed her and whispered, "You know I do if it's you."
She shook her head in disbelief and led us out of the walk-in pantry. She pushed me towards the kitchen, but she just stood there for a moment and watched me go.
In the kitchen, PJ smirked; "Have fun?"
I nodded and whispered, "We're dancing and getting serious. I hope I haven't scrambled her mind too much by coming on too strong, although she did some of the advances as well."
PJ and I spent another twenty minutes bringing the kitchen back to normal. She wisely set out the breakfast cereals, breads, plates, bowls, and flatware in case there were any early risers.
PJ came into my arms as we leaned against the counter for a few minutes. "You know I love you too, though I'm the Johnny-Come-Lately to the party. I think you are the most wonderful man in the world."
I chortled and kissed her nose, "You are truly blinded by New Relationship Energy, my dear. My faults will soon start appearing, and the magic bubble will burst. You'll realize I'm human, that I lack the perfection you have idealized, and you will rage at me in your disillusionment."
PJ kissed me hard. "And then you'll fuck my brains out, and I'll go right back to loving you just as I do now." I promised I'd do exactly that.
We necked for a couple of minutes. PJ finally said, "I stand with my sisters in this circle in wanting you to connect with Kim – to make love to her. I'll be in one of the beds upstairs, but don't feel guilty and feel that you need to come romance me this trip. I'm getting so used to the bisexuality in the circle, I'm sure I'll have a bed partner. Besides, after last night I'm not that horny – thank you very much." She kissed me hard again, then turned and headed to the living room.
Our appearance broke up the discussions going on in the living room. I looked around, and Don and Kim were absent. I asked Crystal with surprise in my voice, "Did your parents go to bed?"
She grinned, "No, they went for a walk. Mom said she and Dad had some serious things to talk about for a few minutes. I think the scale is tipping in our favor. I bet when they come back you and Nadia can make love to each of them."
I shrugged. "What now?"
Crystal said, "I think we should all go to bed except you and Nadia. You two wait for them to come back; be here for them. You are the people they want right now. Remember the master bedroom and the living room will be empty the rest of the night."
I kissed each of my lovers goodnight as they headed upstairs to the guest rooms. Soon, Nadia and I stood alone. I held out my arms, and she came to me and we kissed. I bent slightly so I could palm her beautiful ass. "Nadia, do you know I dream about your gorgeous ass every night. It's the eighth wonder of the world, except in my book it's the best of all." Nadia giggled.
We kissed again and then heard the front door open. Don and Kim shed their coats in the foyer, and came into the living room. Kim looked puzzled.
"Everyone else headed off to bed," I volunteered. "Nadia and I thought we stay up a little longer to be with you and Don."
Kim walked to me, and Nadia moved to Don. Kim allowed me to hold her. She said, "This is strange, but could you come with me into the other room ... errr, the kitchen." As we looked back, Don was kissing Nadia who was grinding her nether region against his leg.
As soon as we were out of sight, Kim turned and launched herself into my arms. "Mister, I have a fragile heart. I hope you won't break it. I hope this is the right thing to do. I've never been so worried or so excited about anything in my life – even more than the first time I had sex."
After we kissed, Kim led me down the hall to the master bedroom. She shut the door firmly, the click of the latch obvious throughout the entire downstairs, including the living room where her husband and Nadia remained. She turned around and gave a big sigh; she bit her lower lip and gave me a longing look.

* * * * *I held Kim in my arms, but she started worrying. "You know, I'm not as young as my daughters. My skin is kind of saggy and wrinkly in places I wish it weren't ... but it is. I'm not a tanned either, like Claire; she must have come back from your island trip with a tan all over. If we do this, can we turn out the lights? I'm embarrassed. I'm not ..."



I kissed her softly. "I'm getting kind of saggy in places too, and no we can't turn out all the lights. I want to see you – to see whom I'm making love to. I want you to see me, and be conscious and aware of what we're doing and why. I want both of us to see the beauty of the love act, the beauty of each other. I won't see sags and wrinkles; I'll be seeing a woman I love."
A tear ran down Kim's face. "Oh, God, you are a beautiful man. No wonder you have a harem. I can't wait to be a Mellon Girl."
I didn't rush into anything with Kim. I stood holding her in my arms and kissing her. I moved around her, lifting her hair and kissing the back of her neck, French kissing an ear, kissing all around her neck. As I moved, I allowed my hands to stroke her body through her clothing, almost a tickle but more definite and firm.
After two circuits of her body, I undid the top button on her dress and then after some kisses the next, and the next. One by one her dress opened revealing her bra. I ran a finger inside her dress, running it along the top and bottom hems of the bra. Kim was slightly bustier than her daughters, a characteristic I had noticed in older women. I pulled the opening in her dress apart slightly and kissed her chest.
I gently nudged the dress from Kim's shoulders, allowing gravity to do its job. The dress stopped falling at her waist where the material gathered. I made another circle around Kim, this time kissing more of her body, even running my tongue around the edges of her breasts outside her bra. When I was behind her, I unhooked the bra and just left it hanging from her shoulders. Back in front of her, I hooked a finger over the small strap of material between her cups and pulled gently. Kim groaned with her eyes closed, and moved allowing the undergarment to slid down her arms and drop to the floor.
I took one finger and ran it around her full breasts, not zeroing in on any particular geography. As I did, I could watch Kim's nipples harden into rivets of steel, and the surrounding area flush with passion. I moved behind Kim and kissed her neck again, particularly the nape of her neck. As I did I reached around her and cupped her breasts in both hands. Kim moaned and laid her head back on my shoulder. She turned to kiss me.
Kim had combs in her hair. At this point, I pulled them out and tossed them aside. I ran my fingers through her long locks, fanning out her smooth locks flecked with salt and pepper. Her gorgeous hair hung down below her shoulders.
When I came back in front of Kim, we kissed again with even more passion. Kim reached out and tugged at the pullover shirt I wore. In a second, it was gone. I pressed my naked chest against hers, allowing her nipples to drag across my landscape.
After more kisses, I tugged on her dress again, and this time it fell from her hips to the floor. I immediately knelt and tugged her panties down her legs; she stepped out of them and I tossed them aside, jettisoning her shoes as well. I leaned in and kissed around the edge of her pubic hair, running my fingers up and down her thighs and up to her breasts. Kim kept moaning and encouraging me; her body swayed in time to some unknown drummer.
While shy, she tugged on my belt when I stood. I kicked off my shoes, lost the pants, and stepped out of my briefs in seconds. We stood naked opposite each other.
Kim whispered, "My God, you are an Adonis – the god of love and sex. You are magnificent."
"If I am Adonis, then you are my Aphrodite, the Greek goddess of love and beauty." I pulled Kim's nakedness to my own. Even as I did, I could feel my cock inflating to a '10' on my hardness scale. Kim used her body to push my cock up between us; she rubbed her abdomen against it from side to side."
She said in an expectant tone, "Now?"
I shook my head and gave her a loving smile; "Not yet." I led Kim to the bed – her marital bed, and pushed her back onto the down comforter. I lay next to her for a few minutes and kissed her with renewed passion as my hands roamed over her body. Kim held and manipulated my shaft.
I slipped down the bed, and moved between her legs with my tongue extended. I surrounded her vagina and clit with my tongue, touching everywhere but those two places. Kim kept moaning. I was kind, and moved into her vagina, thrusting my tongue in as far as I could, and then following up with two fingers. Kim's body went rigid as her first orgasm swept over her. Despite her obvious peak, she said nothing but groaned in pleasure.
I used my fingers to find her G-spot, carefully exploring as my mouth and tongue worked patiently over her clitoris and the immediate area. When I felt the small area of different texture inside her, I focused there with my interior strokes. As I sucked on her clit, Kim arched up into my face and came again.
She gasped, "Oh, jeez; how do you know how to do that. I haven't cum twice in a minute in since ... never!" After a couple of gasps for breath, she gasped again, "Ooooh, you're doing it to me ... again."
Kim came hard that time, her body and cunt riding my mouth and hand in great undulations and writhing motions that I could barely keep up with. I rode her through her climax, and then slowly came to a stop so she could savor the afterglow.
We both lay there panting: Kim on her back with her legs over my shoulders, and me on my knees in front of her pussy altar. I took a moment to study her quim in detail; I happen to think a woman's pussy is the prettiest phenomena on the planet, the same way a lily is one of the most beautiful flowers in both looks and aroma. I savored Kim's aroma. She had flooded the area in her juices, plus I'd added much of my own saliva.
I moved up slightly, and Kim backed up on the bed. I knelt in front of her pussy and took my cock in my hand. I leaned forward and used my shaft to taunt her pussy, rubbing up and down her slit, rapping on her clit with the mushroom head, and allowing the head to pause right at the entrance to her vagina. Kim moaned and started to writhe again trying to capture my cockhead.
When most of my cock was wet with her juices, I suddenly drove the cock into her; not so it would hurt her, but so we'd go from not fucking to deep penetration in a second. Kim orgasmed. She whined out, "Oh, fuck me. That is wonderful. I've waited for something like this for years."
I started a slow oscillation after her orgasm slipped by, gently using a hand to massage one of her breasts and taunt her nipples. I felt sublime pleasure in the warmth and feel of her dark tunnel of love. I leaned in often and kissed her. I whispered words of love to her.
I asked Kim at one point, "Should I worry about birth control?"
Kim shook her head. "No. We're past that worry for several reasons." I didn't question further, I just kept a steady rhythm in and out of her body.
"How long would you like to go?"
"What do you mean? Don't you just cum when you cum?"
"I could cum now, or I could keep doing this, bring you to many orgasms, and come in half an hour or an hour, almost whenever I want to."
Kim studied my face and broke into a smile. "I want to feel a vaginal orgasm. I know from you and Don or my own hands that my clit can be pleasing in that way, but I don't think I've ever had one the other way."
I kept a steady rhythm but now started to sway my hips in an irregular motion. Kim got in the spirit of the moment and started to do the same with her hips. This made subtle changes in the angle at which my shaft penetrated and rubbed against her interior walls.
I pulled out. "Roll over, I know how to give you what you want." Kim rolled onto her belly, and I pulled her hips up to put her pussy on the same level as my cock as I knelt on the bed. I drove back into her body, taking aim with the tip of my dick at the imaginary target painted on her G-spot.
As soon as my cockhead started to stroke across that part of her interior, Kim moaned and she looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes were as big as saucers. She said, "You know exactly how to play my body like a fine musical instrument, don't you? My God, no one has ever hit that spot except you with your fingers a few minutes ago."
With each stroke, I pushed incrementally harder and farther into her body. In two minutes, Kim's vagina went into spasms of delight. My cock felt like a hundred tiny fingers were massaging the shaft. She groaned out her pleasure, but I didn't stop.
I spit on Kim's ass, massaging the saliva near her anal opening. Kim was now energetically thrusting her body back into my forward thrusts. This was a joint effort.
Under Kim's efforts, we went faster and faster, and I knew we were building up to the 'Big One.' I prepared myself for my own orgasm, awaiting the signals from her that she had started.
I felt two small spasms of her pussy and knew she was about to burst. I took a thumb and wormed it into her ass, being gentle yet insistent at the extra penetration of her other hole.
More signals followed instantly as she groaned, and then a couple of seconds later her back stiffened, and she filled the house with a loud scream of joy. "OH, GOD. MAGNIFICENT. FUCKING MAGNIFICENT."
The cum I'd been retaining burst from my body in an explosion worthy of a fireworks display in the Nation's capital. I surged into her cunt about ten times, pushing my sperm deep into her, splattering my juices over her G-spot, her cervix, and the rest of her pleasure cavity. I could feel the excess gush from her body around my shaft, coating our entire groins and legs in my juice plus what she'd added to our experience.
Kim's body froze in position: Kim on hands and knees, legs apart, back rigid and arched, with head hung low. I froze deep inside her as my surges ceased. Kim fell away from me onto her stomach; my cock ripped from her vagina, and I think she had a smaller aftershock from that occurrence because she groaned in pleasure again.
I lay down beside her and rolled her into my arms so I could kiss her. She kissed back with enthusiasm.
Kim whispered with a pleading tone, "Oh, God. Please don't tell Don, but I have never in this life or any other I might have lived experienced what you just did to me in the past half hour." She sobbed, "I can't believe how much pleasure you gave me, you darling man." She studied my eyes and found sincerity and love for her there. She yanked my mouth to hers in pure desire. "Oh, Jim, I love you, I love you, I love."
I held Kim, stroking her back and occasionally her front and breasts. She shivered in the afterglow with each stroke, and purred with the attention. I knew I would have to be careful as I was with all my lovers; I now owned this woman. She had become a cherished part of my life along with her daughters. She'd become a Mellon Girl.

* * * * *Over Kim's shoulder, I saw Crystal and Ellen peer into the bedroom. I waved them over. Ellen nuzzled behind me; I could feel her erect breasts against my back. Crystal snuggled behind her mother, their nude bodies coming together for the first time since birth. I felt Kim stiffen at the Sapphic and incestuous implications of the contact, and then Crystal and I felt her relax with conscious thought into our arms and kisses.
To be continued in the next episode
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent. The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ – a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal that she didn't think appropriate. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 26Crystal's parents are initiated, Kim becomes a Mellon Girl
We dozed for a long time, drifting in and out of a pleasurable nap brought on by the soporific pleasure we'd just completed. Not unexpectedly, I had dreams of a sexual nature. I held Kim against me, our spent sex organs nestled together at our groins, and my hand cupping one breast. Behind Kim, her daughter Crystal lay naked and tightly against her mother's body; one arm wrapped around and cupping Kim's other breast. Ellen had spooned behind me, her erect nipples pushing into my back in a most erotic way, so erotic that as I came out of my afterglow stupor, I felt my dick start to harden with desire. I guessed we'd napped for a half-an-hour.
The Lees had a wide bench seat across the room from the king-size bed where I lay with Kim, Crystal, and Ellen. When I raised my head and glanced around the room, I spied my other friends and lovers close by; all were nude. Don sat in the middle with Nadia on his lap encircled by his arms; his eyes were closed, but he had a smile a mile wide on his face. Nadia looked pretty happy too. Claire leaned in and had her head on one of his shoulders; PJ had duplicated the repose on his other side.
He must have sensed my looking at him because his eyes blinked open. He looked at me and gave a subtle nod along with his smile. He was more than fine with what just happened.
Nadia opened her eyes too, and flashed me a grin. She whispered across the room, "I fucked his brains out."
Claire's eyes opened; "And I helped."
PJ opened up and grinned at our foursome; "Me too."
Kim sat up between us. She looked at Don; "I just had the most magnificent dream. This young handsome virile man borrowed me from you, and he brought me into this bedroom and made love to me for hours and hours, and I had more orgasms than I could count. The whole experience was so tender, and so romantic, and so orgasmic, I hope I never forget tonight the rest of my life." She put a hand out and rubbed it up and down my nearby thigh.
Kim turned to Crystal and turned the other way to include Ellen; "And you two, you planned this didn't you. You knew how much I'd love this, and I bet you put Jim up to seducing me, didn't you?"
Both girls grinned but said nothing.
Kim went on, "I can't say I'm sorry in the least. It's rare for a mother to see her daughters under such circumstances, but so many of my walls came tumbling down tonight, I don't care any more. I don't know whether I have any boundaries anymore. In fact, if Jim were to make love to me again in front of you all, I'd be proud and put on a show for you. Maybe I'm an exhibitionist at heart. If Jim were to make love to you, I'd feel so happy for you ... that you'll get to feel the love he radiates in every direction, plus I'd get to watch a live pornographic session. I guess I'm a voyeur too."
Don gestured to Claire, PJ, and Nadia as he spoke; "These three women made love to me tonight. I can't believe it. They kept me going for a long time. My dick has been in each of their pussies multiple times. They knew when I'd get near, and they'd do something that would back me down slightly. I almost came a dozen times, before Nadia let me cum inside her, and you know what happened next? Unbelievable! Claire and PJ cleaned me up, and retrieved all my cum from inside Nadia so the three of them could swap it back and forth between them. I got hard again just watching the three of them."
Ellen said enthusiastically, "Oh, that's a good idea." She turned to her mother, "May I?"
"Oh, God, I suppose so." Kim lay back into my arms and spread her legs. Any trace of modesty that she started with had long since fled the house.

* * * * *Ellen moved between her mother's legs, and so did Crystal. The pair went to work with tongues extended. Kim started to shiver and shake. She mumbled something about 'Maybe going to hell, but she'd be happy.' The girls had a field day lapping and sucking. They made a major production of it, exaggerating their moves, moans, and accomplishments. Kim got into it too, and started over acting a couple of orgasms. Her daughters then put on a lewd demonstration for the rest of us allowing the man-juice and female-cum they'd captured to move back and forth between their mouths. Occasionally and intentionally, one or the other would allow a small portion to drip from their mouth onto their breasts. They were hot. I again got hard watching them.
Crystal gestured to her mother, indicating that she would share what she had in her mouth with her. First, Kim declined by shaking her head. After the next round of swap between her daughters, Kim intervened and allowed Crystal to dribble the remaining cum and juices from her into her mouth. She closed her eyes, and I could tell she had taken a private moment to explore the various taste sensations. Kim them swallowed. She said in a quiet tone, "I like that. I'd do that again. I want to do it again – before you leave – maybe before tomorrow – maybe now."
When I next looked across the bedroom to the settee, Don's cock had apparently recovered during the floorshow Kim and her daughters put on. PJ sat on his lap in reverse cowgirl style, so we could see the details of their sexual coupling. They moved slowly with each other in a sensuous dance of intercourse. I always found it exceptionally erotic to watch a couple fucking in slo-mo, and because you can see the nuance of every stroke you can see the lips of the vagina folding in or trying to hold onto a retreating cock.
Crystal said in a stage whisper to her mother, "You can go and take a closer look – a much closer look. You can even use your fingers or tongue in key locations to excite them and to bring them pleasure. Go try it. I'll come with you and show you what to do."
Without even looking at her daughter, Kim slinked from the bed onto the carpet and crawled on her hands and knees across the space to the settee and its occupants. When she reached the space right in front of Don and PJ, she stopped and sat back on her haunches. She stared at the union of her husband's cock and PJ's pussy.
PJ looked down at the older woman with love. She said, "Please touch us. Please touch me. Please touch your husband. This is so sexual, so loving, and so hot. You'll remember this always and want to do this again and again."
Kim reached forward with her right hand until she touched the part of Don's cock closest to his ball sack. There, she could feel the rhythmic thrusts the pair made together as they fucked.
PJ said softly, "Please touch my clitoris. Rub me - hard."
Kim raised her hand slightly and stroked PJ's mons with an ultra light touch. PJ shivered at the contact. Kim's fingers moved lower until her fingers touched the labia, and the beautiful hood of flesh surrounding PJ's swelled clit that had materialized as a small nearly white nubbin of excited flesh.
Upon contact, PJ threw her head back and came in a shower of fireworks. "OH, FUCK. THIS IS SO HOT ... SO UNBELIEVABLY FUCKING HOT." She drew her legs up to her chest on either side of Kim's kneeling form. I could visibly see PJ's entire pubic area spasm around Don's cock as Kim rubbed even harder on PJ's clitoris.
PJ and Don stopped pumping for a moment as her orgasm passed. During the pause, Crystal instructed, "Fondle his ball sack with your other hand. Stroke his thighs. Think what you'd like done to you if you were PJ or dad."
Kim moved closer, her left hand holding her husband's sack, smoothing and kneading the sack in an erotic way. She whispered, "I've never done anything like this before."
Ellen sat next to her mother; her legs spread apart revealing every aspect of her cunt to the world as one hand rubbed frantically on her cunt. She instructed her mother, "Lean forward with your tongue. Lick his cock as it goes into her pussy. Lick her clit and the area around it. Blow hot and cold air on it. Let them feel your presence. Show that you love them both."
As if on autopilot, Kim followed the directions to the letter. She leaned in with her mouth open, and used her tongue all over Don and PJ's static coupling. The pair started to fuck again, but slowly so Kim could attend to both of them. They often paused with Don either buried in PJ's cunt or about to fall out. Kim would render some oral service to one or both of them. She blew on the union, taking advantage of PJ's prolific juices to provide a cooling of Don's cock.
Kim lapped at the juices that flowed from PJ's cunt and down Don's cock. The aroma of sex already filled the room, and now she could add taste to aroma, savoring for the first time what another woman was like sexually. PJ came again, her legs squeezed shut in front of her, capturing Kim's head briefly as the climax ripped past her.
PJ said in a wan voice, "I have to stop – too much pleasure." She extracted Don's cock from her pussy with one hand and swung her leg over Kim's kneeling form. She went and fell onto the empty bed.
Kim inhaled her husband's cock and started a modest blowjob. Sometime later I knew one of us would show her other, more advanced moves she could make to pleasure him this way.
Nadia had straddled Don's head balancing herself by holding onto the wall behind the settee as her pussy provided an electric feast for Don's mouth and tongue. Nadia had already flooded the older man with a stream of her ejaculate on her last orgasm.
Don motioned for Nadia to dismount his face, and she did. He pulled the nymph down his body and onto his erection in one smooth motion. Nadia sank down, slowly allowing us to watch his slow penetration of her quim, as she mounted Don facing him. I watched her direct one of her breasts into his mouth. He shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs the atmosphere of sex had created in his head, and then started to suck her ripe nipples to a hardness that could etch glass.
Kim sat back on her haunches and watched the coupling with a pleased smile and careful study. Three feet in front of her, Don's cock pistoned into Nadia's pussy. I watched Nadia close her eyes, and her body vibrated in the telltale sign that she'd just had a climax ripple through her sweet lusty torso.
After less than two additional minutes of fucking, he finally spoke in a low tone, "I'm about to cum again ... I'm only seconds away. Oh, fuck. This is ... is so crazy good."
Ellen lunged forward, gently pushing her mother aside. She and extracted Don's cock from Nadia's pussy on one of his withdrawal strokes from her lush body. Nadia had just cum, so Ellen didn't feel that she was denying her friend anything. Nadia rose up to give Ellen access, but turned to watch her.
Ellen plunged her mouth over the end of her father's rigid cock. In two thrusts, she had consumed his entire cock so that her nose pushed against his pubes. She started to pull back, almost off him entirely, and then moved forward engulfing him again. I could feel myself harden because I knew exactly what sensations Ellen could deliver.
Don groaned into the dimness of the room, "OH, GOD, I'M CUMMING. Fuck, I'm cumming in my daughter's mouth. This is so unreal. The is so ... so magnificent."
Don's cum surged into Ellen's mouth in a series of rifle shots, and she made an open display of capturing every drop of the solution. Her hand stroked his cock, milking every last drop from the shaft into her open chasm. We could all see the indentation in her cheeks as she suctioned his rod.
Ellen pulled away and opened her mouth. She turned to each of us to show that she still held the cum inside her mouth. Ellen moved to her mother, and nudged her into a kiss. Kim knew exactly what would happen; she now relished the experience. I expected we'd hear more about it later.
Ellen moved slightly above her mother and allowed the cum to dribble from her mouth into Kim's, purposefully misdirecting some of the fluid so it ran down Kim's breasts. She took her hand and rubbed the errant drops into her mother's breasts, giving them a shine; she pulled and smoothed the nipples back to an erect state. Kim groaned into the lewd act.
When Ellen ran out of cum, Crystal tapped Kim on the shoulder and turned her head to her. Kim understood, and in turn snowballed the cum into Crystal's mouth. Nadia accepted the cum from Crystal, and then passed it on to Claire. PJ had moved so she lay on her back on the carpet beside Claire. Claire dribbled the last of the cum into PJ's open mouth. All the women swallowed the residual cum in their mouths.
Don and Kim went into a passionate embrace that made all of us proud to be in the room with them.
While their parents were kissing, Crystal and Ellen pulled me to the large bed again. My shaft had returned to a high state of readiness because of the floorshow Kim and the others had just put on. Crystal mounted me, driving my cock deep into her body as she settled her pussy down my shaft. Not to be left out, Ellen came and sat on my face. I could feel the motion of the sisters as they moved together to kiss one another. When I reached up to fondle Crystal's breast, Ellen's hand was already there and very busy.
I didn't prolong our session. In fewer than five minutes, I blasted a load into Crystal's quim, allowing her a simultaneous orgasm. Ellen had cum on my mouth only a minute before.
Ellen moved away and to my side as Crystal lay across my chest. Suddenly, Kim's naked body slid in on my open side. She kissed me with renewed passion.
Kim said in a surprised tone, "Oh, dear. I can taste pussy on your lips – Ellen's pussy. Actually, it tastes really good." She used her whole tongue to lap around the corners of my mouth and chin.
I nodded and smiled at her, drawing her in for another kiss. I asked, "Are you happy? Are you glad you took the risk?"
Kim smiled at me like a kid in a candy store with a fifty-dollar bill; "I am deliriously happy. I had no idea this part of the world existed, that people did these things – I guess in other than pornography. I guess I always wondered, and now I've been there. I don't ever want to go back."
Looking across the room, I asked although I was sure of the answer, "And Don?"
Kim answered for him; "Oh, he's right there with me." He nodded his agreement from the settee when I looked over. Claire had his cock in her mouth trying for a third go-around, although I had my personal doubts about his potential for revival.

* * * * *The next few days leading up to Christmas were unique. At the girl's encouragement, I spent a lot of time with Kim, and she loved every second of it. I took her shopping at Fantasy World, a triple-X store in Knoxville specializing in sex toys, videos, and other paraphernalia. I bought her some Christmas presents there; gifts that would keep on giving long after we were gone. We also bought a few 'toys' for the others as well. She had become such a willing sex partner; as she said, "I'll try anything once, well maybe not anal."
Another store we visited was Victoria Secret where I loaded her up with frilly and sexy undergarments. Kim's whole image was changing before my eyes into what a 'hot woman' would wear. She seemed to be making up for lost time. I even detected her 'inner slut' revealing itself.
Don visited his physician the day after our 'initiation ceremony' and came away with a prescription for Cialis, testosterone, and a couple of powerful performance enhancing vitamins. After two days, and much to his delight, he found he could double his performance capability throughout the day, reaching an orgasm three or four times a day; not a normal occurrence for a late-50s man.
I coached Don on some of the Tantric sex techniques that I had learned and schooled him on focusing on the pleasure of his companion or companions, instead of keeping score about his own orgasms. I knew we'd turned him into a sex machine that would be hard to stop. If Kim liked the past year, she would love the coming one with her husband.
Don and Kim agreed that they'd have plenty of time for each other after we went back to work in Nashville or LA, so they spent intimate and sleep time with everyone else during our visit. Don always had at least two of the Mellon Girls in his arms in some way, often just trying to please them in some simple non-sexual way. The girls loved it. He glowed with confidence and enthusiasm in a way even Kim, Crystal, and Ellen hadn't seen before.
Christmas eve we had an orgy around the Christmas tree. The mood was festive and horny as we cavorted with each other in various combinations. A few key presents were opened; one being a large battery dildo I'd bought Kim. Each woman got a turn with the device and found their own 'best' vibrational speed. I made love with each of the Mellon Girls, paying special attention to Kim again. At Crystal's instruction, Kim got 'spit roasted' as Crystal called it: Don fucked her from behind, as she sucked on my cock. Crystal whispered lewd ideas into her mother's ear.
A first also happened on Christmas eve: Crystal and Ellen both made love with their father. Don admitted that since thePlayboy magazine spread of Crystal he'd had the hots for his daughters – and actually much earlier. The sexy photographs had made him admit to the incestuous feelings he'd been hiding for years. He even confessed to us that he'd sometimes masturbated to the pictures. Crystal and Ellen both promised him more graphic pictures of them doing lewd acts.



Christmas day, I made long telephone calls to Summer, Edie, Anna, and Lauren – more of the important women in my life. One result was that Anna and I planned a long weekend in San Diego in January when I'd go down and visit her before heading off to Europe. Anna said, "I'll have your nephew and niece here on Friday night when you arrive so you can see how big they're getting, but Saturday morning their father is picking them up. They won't be home until after school on Monday." We also agreed that I'd bring one or two friends along; Anna said she'd ensure her fuck buddy Mark arrived on Saturday too.
Based on my comments about the movie we were doing,Downslope, Lauren suggested a ski weekend in New England so she could join Crystal and me. Crystal was still a novice skier, but making progress for the outdoor scenes in the movie whose theme involved much skiing. I also promised Lauren we'd do it before the snowmelt had occurred although I couldn't guess when. Her invitation reminded me of a time long past when Karen and I had driven up to Vermont to ski; Lauren had joined us for a 'platonic' weekend ski holiday. If only I'd known then what I know now.
Summer and George thanked me for the parcels of presents we'd sent for Little Jim and Little Crystal (and their mom and dad). I thanked them for allowing us to spoil our namesakes as well as their parents. We talked about them maybe coming out to the west coast on a vacation while we were doing some clean up work on the film or some recordings in the west coast studios. Edie was there at the Ellis' home, so I also got to have a long chat with her.
Don and Kim pleaded with us to stay through New Years. We were having so much fun we honored their request. When we did leave, everyone promised to get together more often than once a year. Crystal, Ellen, PJ, and Claire got Kim and Don to promise to fly to the west coast for a holiday. Nadia suggested that Don and Kim drive to Nashville to 'spend some time with her' taking care of the house; she promised them a good time. Don's eyes danced when he accepted her offer. Kim offered to let him make that trip alone so he didn't have any 'distractions.'

* * * * *The Lookout Ski Lift chair moved behind the snow bunny on my right, we sat with a kerplunk, the bar came down in front of us, and our skis suddenly swung forward into thin air in front of us as we rose above the terrain. We were on our way back up Stowe Mountain for another run. The brunette next to me stared at me for a minute, and I thought, 'Here it comes.'
She asked in a friendly tone, "You from around here?"
I responded nicely, "Grew up Dillon, Massachusetts. Just visiting this trip."
She said, "You know you sort of look like that country singer, Jim Mellon. I like his music."
I nodded, "Yeah, I get that a lot. Thanks."
I engaged her in the 'Where are you from?' kind of discussion, and shifted so she talked about herself, and then we compared notes on the mountain and the trails we were skiing.
On the chair behind me, Crystal and Lauren rode, jabbering away and comparing notes on everything in the world.
As the unknown ski bunny and I dismounted, we both skied into a waiting area, where we'd be out of the way of other skiers getting off the lift. A few seconds later, Crystal and Lauren pulled up next to us.
The girl's head vibrated back and forth between Crystal and me. She started to sputter, and then managed to get a coherent sentence out; "You're him. Oh, my God. You are him!" She turned to Crystal, "And you're her. I mean you ARE the country music stars, right?"
I said, "Yep," in my best imitation of what a country music star who often sang western tunes should sound like.
About that time, Lauren pointed to a new trailhead we hadn't tried yet. She said, "Follow me," and took off. Crystal pushed off with me right behind her. The girl who'd 'discovered' us remained frozen in position with a 'Guess who I rode the ski lift with' story to tell all her friends.
We took the Toll Road trail because it had a big green circle labeling it, and that made Crystal comfortable. Lauren could easily do a black diamond trail and not even be challenged. I felt comfortable on anything up to a blue square or intermediate, and parts of some expert slopes. I just took it easy following the women down the mountain.
Crystal and I had flown to Burlington, Vermont from Nashville the weekend after we got back from New Years in Knoxville with Crystal's parents. This seemed the best weekend unless we flew all the way across the country from LA, and that didn't seem to make sense. Lauren glowed when we arrived.
Crystal and Lauren had met for the first time in Indianapolis at a concert a couple of years earlier when I was on my road trip. We occupied Crystal's tour bus with a few others, and conducted a small orgy in the small space the bus afforded. Naturally, everyone had a great time.
By lunchtime, Crystal declared she was ready to try some intermediate trails. I agreed; she had good form and exhibited control at every turn and run down the mountain. Thus, after lunch, we took the gondola up to the top and started down a ski run named Perry Merrill. We'd decided Lauren should lead because her form was flawless, and Crystal could mimic her form and style, it would help her learn better techniques rather that twist and flail her way down the mountain. I brought up the rear; happy we were staying away from black diamond runs.
The lifts closed at four o'clock, and even then the ski slopes were darkening with shadows that hid many of the moguls. The day had not been sunny; around midday several heavy snow flurries had passed by the mountain.
Crystal and I turned in our ski equipment at the rental shop. Just as we came out to find Lauren, I ran into the snow bunny from one of my morning rides up the mountain. She got her act together, and came up to me with a big smile. "Forgive me for being such a blubbering idiot when I realized who you really were. I am a big fan, and I'm wondering if you give autographs or would that start a stampede?"
I thought for a moment; "I agree, it'd start something I don't want to deal with. What I will do is give you a hug. You can tell all your friends I was a friendly guy." With that remark, I held my arms open and she came in and we did a polite hug and I kissed her on the cheek, as old friends might do that are about to part. She told me her name was Allison James, and that she worked as a paralegal for a Boston law firm. We parted, and I could tell she now had an even greater story to tell her colleagues when she got home.

* * * * *We got back to Lauren's home about five o'clock, yet nighttime darkness had fallen on the area. I commented on my achy muscles, and Lauren said she had just the thing for that.
She led us out the back door of her modest house, and there sat a hot tub with a cover on it, and about four inches of snow on top of the cover.
"Does it work?"
Lauren responded, "Oh, yes. Under that cover, the water temp should be about a hundred and four degrees. I put it on a timer this morning to be ready for us."
Crystal said, "Heck, let's go. Can we take some wine out there too?"
In ten minutes, there was a trail of ski clothes going in every direction inside the house. Three naked people rushed out the back door onto the shoveled deck. Lauren and I flipped the snow from the spa cover, tilted the cover back, and plunged into the hot water. Crystal followed behind us with a wine bottle and three acrylic glasses.
I laughed as she approached. "Crystal, your nips are standing at attention."
She looked down and sure enough, the cold weather in just the thirty feet from the door to the tub affected her. She set the glasses and wine down near me, and quickly entered the tub up to her neck.
Crystal thought for a moment, "I bet when you came out here that your dingle didn't appreciate the zero degree weather either. "
"It surely didn't. It likes only warm pussies around it."
"Jerk." She splashed a little water in my direction.
Lauren said, "If you want to try something really unique and memorable, hop out of the tub, stand on the edge of the deck, and fall backwards into the deep snow."
I said, "Sounds painful."
Crystal agreed.
Lauren said, "If I do it, will you two follow?"
"Have you done it before?"
"Never."
"Why now?"
"Because I bet it would be sexually arousing, if not for the person doing it, surely for the others watching."
I didn't want to confess that as part of our Army Special Ops training, we had to dive into near freezing water, swim a quarter mile, and climb out into sub-zero temperature, all while naked. Once out of the water, we had to build a fire that would warm and dry us from the winter winds that conveniently blew that day. That endeavor had taught us about hypothermia and how our bodies would react to being wet at low temps. My hands were shaking so badly in that exercise I would have died; I couldn't start my fire.
I said, "If I go first you both promise to repeat the exercise right behind me – no games and no waffling." Both girls nodded.
I rose from the tub, taking advantage of the heat my skin had absorbed in the few minutes in the tub. I moved to the edge of the deck, turned, and fell backwards into about three feet of level snow in Lauren's back yard. A lightning bolt shock wave rammed its way through my body awakening every nerve ending. One part of my brain yelled at top volume to the other part, 'What the fuck are you doing?'
I scrambled to get up from my prone position, getting other parts snow covered as I did. My dingle did not appreciate the cold, especially the inadvertent contact with the side of the crater I'd left in the snow. I hopped back up to the deck, and with male bravado, casually walked to the tub and submerged myself totally before settling for all but my head being under water.
Lauren stood. I marveled at her beautiful trim body, her full breasts responding to the cold breeze with temperature near zero. She stepped out of the water, her manicured pussy passing within a foot of my face. I knew I'd have some of that later.
Lauren stood and looked back at Crystal and me. She put her arms up over her head, turned, and fell backwards off the deck into the fresh snow, right next to the crater I'd left. I'm sure they could hear her scream down in New York City, hundreds of miles away. I swear Lauren's body levitated out of the snow and back onto the deck and into the tub in microseconds. She made no pretense about the shock to her body.
Lauren and I turned to Crystal. She stood and massaged her breasts in the cool air. Without a word of complaint, she moved a little further down the deck to where some virgin snow lay adjacent to the deck. She turned and tauntingly waggled her rear end at us.
Lauren sweetened the deal. "If you stay in the snow bank while we count to a hundred I will do anything you want to you tonight of a sexual and erotic nature. I'll even let you use any of my toys – the ones I keep in my bedside table."
Crystal yelled, "Deal," and fell backwards into the snow. I think Crystal's scream could be heard in Chicago and possibly London.
Lauren and I started to count aloud: "One ... two ... three ..."
Crystal implored, "Count faster – faster."
We sped up slightly.
As Lauren counted, I yelled out, "I'll even help you back to the tub when you're through."
Lauren yelled out, "Make a snow angel."
Crystal waggled her arms and legs to make a snow angel.
"Fifty-six ... fifty-seven ... fifty eight ..."
"Faster. I'm dying out here."
I said, "You'll survive. We wouldn't let anything happen to you. We love you."
"If you loved me, you'd count really fast."
I got out of the tub when Lauren hit eighty. I sauntered down the deck as though it were a warm summer day. I looked down at Crystal's nude body sprawled out in the snow. The contrast between the white snow, her slightly blue body, and the tuft of pubic hair made an interesting contrast. I wished I'd had a camera.
"One hundred," Lauren yelled.
Crystal struggled to get upright in the deep snow. She swore like a seaman's parrot and put her hand up to me.
I reached out to pull her up, but instead she pulled me off balance and into the snow bank with her. I went face first into her crater, dingle and balls leading the plunge.
I rolled over to the sound of gales of laughter from Lauren and Crystal. I stood and pulled Crystal's body to mine; she felt colder.
Unbelievably, she knelt in the snow in front of me and took my shrunken dingle into her warm mouth. Instantly, I could feel the blood surge into the shaft as her reward.
Lauren was laughing so hard she had tears in her eyes. She yelled over, "Jim, you should see yourself. You're head and front and covered in snow. Come get back in here."
"But I'm getting a great blow job."
Crystal stopped, "I can't stand it any more. I have to get warm."
I helped Crystal onto the deck and followed. We both plunged into the hot tub, creating waves that sloshed some of the water outside. I knew it would freeze in a minute at these temps.
We laughed and had more wine.
I studied Lauren; something I always did in her presence. Lauren was a near clone of my late wife: the same facial features, hair color, physique, and even mannerisms. Seeing her brought back all sorts of memories of the ten years I'd spent with Karen before she'd contracted some strange autoimmune disease and died a month later.
Lauren had become a blessing every time I saw her because I had loved Karen deeply, and Lauren's familiar features reminded me of that love. Those memories took nothing from the love I felt for Lauren, Crystal, and the other women around me. Collectively, they had taught me that love is something that multiplies: the more you give away, the more that comes back to you.
Lauren floated into my arms and kissed me. "You were thinking of Karen weren't you?"
I nodded. Crystal smiled appreciatively at my honesty.
Lauren and I hugged, and she even cradled my head against her bosom in a comforting and motherly way. For many months after Karen's death I would have sobbed with tears, but the wound left by her untimely death at age thirty-two had scarred over, never to disappear but at least the pain had subsided.
After a minute, I pulled away slightly, "Thanks. You are always welcome to do that with me."
Lauren said in voice that touched my soul, "And you are always welcome to dream of my sister with me." She paused and even choked up a bit; "You know I miss her every day. I still can't believe she's gone even now."
I kissed Lauren, "And I do too, but I don't think of her every time I'm with you. You have your own place in my heart." Lauren looked pleased as we pulled apart from our kiss.
I pulled Lauren and Crystal into my arms, one on either side of me. The snowflakes had started to fly again giving an eerie appeal to the darkness broken only by the few spotlights Lauren had on outside her home: we were in the bubbling warm water, yet winter raged around us.

* * * * *After our frolic in the snow, none of us wanted to get out of the hot tub. Consequently, many of our body parts got all wrinkled such as our fingertips, toes, and, after a careful examination by both women, my Willie.
Lauren and Crystal both solved the 'Willie Problem' with a dual blowjob. Crystal taught Lauren the techniques that Margo, our friend in London, had taught her. The result is that it took not quite three minutes for me to reach a '10' on my hardness scale, and that means ready for some serious action.
Lauren remained playful, and challenging with more sexual games. Which woman could deep throat my '10' the fastest? Which woman would climax the fastest due only to my tongue? If I used my fingers along with my tongue, did that change the response time? Could I make a woman cum just by attention to her breasts? Could I fuck both women at the same time to simultaneous orgasms? Who had the best description of what my cum tasted line? Whose pussy tasted the best? What additional flavorings from her kitchen could be used to enhance the taste of cum or pussy? Which movie from Lauren's collection of porn films turned us on the fastest from the start of the film? What personal sexual experience is the biggest turn-on for the others? Could a woman make another woman cum faster than a man?
We played on and on, around a nude dinner as we sat on a flokati rug in front of her fireplace, and then as we experimented on one another. We were unusually sexual and sharing, trying things in various combinations. The female-female couplings were as erotic, maybe more so, than any coupling with me.
After several hours of using every available orifice and human tentacle, we fell asleep in Lauren's big bed sexually sated and feeling loved by one another.
Monday morning Crystal and I had a private jet pick us up at the Burlington airport. We kissed Lauren goodbye, and were in Nashville by ten o'clock in the morning.

* * * * *We met Terry, Dan, Billy, and the rest of the band at the studios we liked to use about eleven o'clock. Terry had a sheaf of sheet music that Jake Randall had cranked out over the past two months. We had a couple of goals, one of which was to find a song we could sing that would be a suitable theme song for our movieDownslope.
We worked through each song twice, but none of them seemed to be the ticket to greatness for me. Terry and the others agreed, so we pledged to keep looking for just the right song.
Serendipity is a sequence of events that unfold in a happy or beneficial way. Terry, Crystal, Ellen – who'd come to the rehearsal, and I headed back to Crystal's home for a dinner that Nadia had prepared for us with PJ and Claire's assistance.
The dinner was superb; however, during the dinner PJ mentioned that she had tried her hand at composing a couple of songs. We all knew she was an amateur in this part of her life, so almost totally discounted her work.
In the interest of being a good boyfriend and lover, I asked to hear her work. A couple of us left the dinner table and followed PJ to the piano. She started on her first work; a song she just called 'Composition 8.' She'd put a few lyrics to the music here and there, but there were gaps.
She started to play, and I immediately liked the melody. She sang part of lyrics as far as she'd gone: "No matter where you go I'll catch you. I'll find the place in you that no one knows. I'll be there when you turn; I'll hold you when life hurts. I'll always be there to catch you." The song was a little ragged the first time through.
I implored, "Again, PJ."
She started over. Crystal and Terry had heard the music in the living room since the studio door was open; they came and stood in the doorway. I gestured to them that this was the song we'd been looking for. PJ couldn't see my animations behind her.
This time I looked over PJ's shoulder and sang along with her looking at the words she'd written below the clef lines in pencil. Crystal came over and joined in. We went through the song a third and fourth and a fifth time. Each time, PJ made a little modification to the tune or changed a word or two.
PJ looked puzzled when I asked her to play it through a sixth time. I pulled her up from the piano bench and gave a huge hug. I said with eagerness, "PJ, you just wrote a hit song. Fill in the missing lyrics and smooth out the transitions. You've just written the title song for the movieDownslope."
PJ didn't believe us. Terry and Crystal gave exaggerated nods in agreement with what I'd said. Crystal and I were the stars in the movie, shadow producers – having bought into the film's production, so we had a strong voice in what would be chosen for the soundtrack. I had enough of an imagination, I could visualize the orchestral track of the song, and how the strains of what she'd put together could be used throughout the entire script, particular in transition scenes.



PJ stayed up all night and worked on the song. I encouraged her to come to bed with us around midnight, but she wanted to work until she was happy with the completed product. When I got up to run at six o'clock in the morning, PJ was asleep bent over the keyboard with a pile of handwritten music and lyrics in front of her. From what I could see on the piano easel, she'd finished.
I picked up PJ, and she woke enough to nestle into my arms. I carried her small body into the master bedroom and lay her in the place I arose from only moments before. The space probably still radiated my body heat. I tucked her in, and she went right back asleep with a smile on her face. I whispered 'I love you' to her, and then went outside, ran seven miles, and meditated for twenty minutes.

* * * * *About forty people filled the studio at Sony Music when we presented PJ's song, which now had the titleDownslope. Tina Devoe, a senior VP at Sony, my close friend and lover, was there, we hugged and pledged to fuck each other's brains out real soon. It was not a hollow promise. I had already played an iPhone recording of the song for Tina, she liked it, and had brought the other decision makers at Sony together to hear the official debut.
PJ, Crystal, and I went to the keyboard. PJ had already laid down the percussion and strings track on the keyboard. We started with Crystal and me singing the lyrics and PJ playing the keyboard with the piano and guitar blending in. Halfway through the song, PJ joined in singing with us, adding harmony in a beautiful ménage-a-trois rendition of her song. Now, we had a complete set of lyrics for the entire song, as well as all the requisite lead-ins and fades, plus our voices harmonized so well. We had practiced on the flight from Nashville to LA.
When we ended, there was a long moment of silence in the studio before a healthy round of applause broke out. Tina, the most senior person in the studio, came up to PJ and shook her hand. She kissed her cheek and said, "Honey, you just wrote yourself a hit record. Now, come with me and Terry; we are going to talk about you and more money than you ever dreamed of making."
I hugged PJ just before she went off with Terry and Tina. PJ looked nervous. About thirty minutes later, she came back to the studio with smiles but in tears. She hurled herself into my arms. Terry arrived behind her with a big smile on his face. He gave me thumbs up.
PJ sobbed, "They like it. They really like it. They're going to give me $250,000 for my music and lyrics, plus a share of the profits from both the song and the movie ... and they want me to sing with you on the recording." She went in long wracking sobs again against chest. I unsuccessfully tried to calm her down.
I finally asked her, "What wrong? Why are you crying? Everything you said is wonderful news! You did it. You broke into the big time."
She croaked out, "I never thought anyone would like it – would like me. I never thought I'd make that much money in my entire life all added together let alone in one lump. I can't believe this. It's a dream, and I'm afraid I'm going to wake up."
I dropped one hand down PJ's back as I hugged her and pinched her cute ass. She jumped, shrieked, and tried to sob simultaneously. The noise that came out sounded like the strangled snort of a horny rhinoceros.
I said with a light tone, "PJ, did you wake up?"
She rubbed her backside; her shaky voice said, "Noooo. Is that why you pinched me?"
"Then it's not a dream. You've done something great. Not only can you sing and act on stage withThe Hobo Palace, but you can also write music. You are a lady of magnificent talent. Now, come and let's figure out how to turn your beautiful song into some orchestral scores for various parts of the movie."
PJ gave me a little grin and snuffled her way back to normal as we sat back down at the keyboard to talk about parallel and spinoff arrangements.
To be continued
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This story is part of a continuation of myRoad Trip series (see the end of 'Road Trip – California' for a list of the chapters of that series, in order to be read). You need not read that series to enjoy this series. Although real places and celebrity names are used for realism, this story is fiction. Please 'read, enjoy, vote, and comment.'
Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent. The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ – a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad. Crystal and Jim skied and made love with Lauren, and play in her hot tub. PJ writes a hit song.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 27Filming and sex in the Alps
The powers that be at Sony Entertainment had decided that Wengen, Switzerland, would be the perfect place to film the outdoor ski scenes for our movieDownslope. The small town was serviced by a rack railway system. The massive Eiger rises in front of the town, a key part of the Alps. Ski slopes of all varieties left from the town, with a wide variety of transport to return to home base.
Crystal and I stood outside on the protected porch of the Luise Wengen, a holiday rental Sony had arranged for us. Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and I had been placed on the top floor of the inn in two adjoining small apartments. The rooms were comfortable but sterile.
Below us, skier schussed by at varying rates of speed, a few pulling up to our building to dismount their skis and return to their lodgings below or nearby. We wouldn't get any skiing in today; the afternoon was already late and the ski lifts were closing soon.
The most impressive part of our view however, was not the ski slopes, but the Eiger, which rose to over 13,000 feet in front of us – a huge and imposing mountain of granite that we read about on the journey across the Atlantic. Many climbers had lost their lives trying to scale the fearsome north face of the mountain that rose vertically several thousand feet.
Nearby, the Monch and Jungfrau punctuated the sky, a tribute to the entire Alpine chain, and the pushing together of two immense tectonic plates riding on the mantel of the earth's core about three hundred million years earlier. The mountains were humbling, and something no man should miss seeing. Forever after you will remember the old saying, 'Men come and men go, but earth abides.'
Our movie crew was scattered at hotels all through Wengen and at some of the places near Berne, down on flatter terrain. No vehicles were allowed in the town, so all our equipment had been transported up on the rack railway at least a week earlier. The Swiss film crew had been here even earlier, planning each sequence of shots so that our efforts would be efficient during our month long stay at the resort.
At least in this part of the world, Crystal and I were less likely to be identified. We took solace in that until Terry called to our attention the fact that Sony had sent out various press releases about our filming and whom the 'great' stars in the movie were. Crystal groaned. I tried to assure her that once she had on her snow bunny suit with ski goggles no one in the world would know who she was, not even her mother.
Our inner clocks were all messed up because of jet lag; so, I couldn't get to sleep. Crystal and Claire on the other hand seemed to zone right out, but then I'd slept on the airplane going to Switzerland, and they'd read and watched a movie.
Ellen had also slept, so she and I found each other in the common room of the inn we were at. We talked for a bit, and then Ellen made me an offer I couldn't refuse – wonderful gratuitous sex. We went up to the room she shared with Claire, snuck into the room to the tune of Claire's heavy breathing, stripped our clothes off, and crawled into Ellen's double bed. The room was cold so we mutually agreed that all activities would be conducted beneath the covers.
Ellen and I stroked and smoothed each other's bodies for a little, with me paying particular attention to her full breasts.
Ellen whispered, "I haven't had you all to myself in ages. This is such a treat. I hope you'll sleep with me tonight after we make love."
I pledged that I would, and we then started our under-the-covers intercourse. In no time at all, we were overheated and fucking on top of the covers, relishing the cool air on our sexed up bodies. I briefly thought of the outdoor fuck I'd had with Lauren a few days earlier on her back deck as the snow fell around us.
Ellen hadn't noticed, but a shaft of light from outside the inn dimly lit Claire's bed. I saw that Claire was awake and watching us. She'd pulled the covers away from her nude body, and had started to masturbate as she watched us. I got harder just watching her over Ellen's shoulder. We were in part of the room with more light coming in the windows so she had a good view of our lovemaking.
Ellen and I took turns being on top of each other. We started in missionary, went to cowgirl, came back to missionary but with her legs over my shoulders, went to reverse cowgirl, sixty-nined for a bit, and back to cowgirl – Ellen's favorite position because she can control the speed and intensity of the fuck, and that night she wanted fast and furious.
"Cum in me. Pump me full of your cum," Ellen gasped out in a whisper as her hips made wild oscillations back and forth over my cock. Even in the dim light, I could see how her pussy ate my cock to its full extent, and then pulled off me until only the very tip of my mushroom crown touched the entrance to her vagina.
I whispered, "You want cum; you got cum." I accelerated my up strokes into her down strokes, and used my thumb on her clit. Ellen's head went back, but there was no cessation of speed or intensity in her passion.
I started to blast my cum into her cunt, a full load since I hadn't had sex with anyone for over twenty-four hours. The first injection of my semen into Ellen's pussy triggered her orgasm. She gasped, and then squeaked, partly because she wanted to be quiet and partly because she would have awoken the entire inn to our successful mating if unrestrained.
I heard a gasp and large sigh from the other bed in the room. Claire had cum with us. I looked, and her head was thrown back in the paroxysm of her own climax. Claire's fingers were buried in her cunt, frozen in place by the pleasure she'd found at her peak.
Ellen came into my arms, and we shared several passionate minutes together. Gradually, our physiology came back to feeling the cool room, so we slipped back under the covers. As we did, Ellen said aloud, "Claire, you can come and join us if you want. It'll be tight, but we love you and don't want to shut you out if you want us."
Claire's nude body nestled next to me ten seconds later. The three of us slept.

* * * * *"HE WHAT?" My exclamation echoed around the common room of our Swiss inn almost as good as a yodel in the mountains.
In a calm voice, Mark Ang explained to me a second time, "We were filming a ski run, and Jason wiped out. He broke a leg and fractured a rib. He can't be your stunt double the rest of this movie. We're trying to locate someone that can take his place; it might take a week or more. He was a good skier and will be hard to replace. None of the other stunt men are up to the task; besides they don't even come close to looking like you."
I said, "And you want me to do some of my own 'stunts' during the time you look for someone else? Like the run down the mountain from Piz Gloria? You're fucking nuts!" I knew Mark Ang, our film's director, well enough to call him names, but I restrained myself further. He was also a co-producer of the film. I stomped around in a large circle.
Jason Lake and I were nearly twins, although he was a decade younger, and hence more nimble, particularly on skis. Breaking a bone was a major setback in the schedule unless I stepped up to the plate and started to do some of my 'own' stunts – the stunts Jason was going to takeover for me. If I broke a leg movie production would come to a stop; the same for Crystal and for that matter Claire who played a strong supporting role in the film. We already had hundreds of hours of film with each of us in various scenes. I knew they had filmed Jason for many scenes already, but the 'Big Scene' in the movie hadn't been done yet – a ski run from Piz Gloria down an expert slope being chased by bad guys with machine guns and a helicopter gun ship.
I stomped around the common room at the inn where we'd been meeting with a couple of dozen other production people. "OK, I'll do it, but I can't ... I won't go downhill at a hundred miles an hour the way Jason could." Boy did I get that wrong!
Mark said, "We can play with the film speed a little to make it go faster, plus we're going to put small 'U's' on the back of your skis so that they kick up more snow behind you; that'll make it look like you're going faster than you are – it was Jason's idea."
I asked, "Where is he?"
"He's spending the night on painkillers in a hospital in Berne, with a cast up to his waist, I'm told. We arranged to fly him back to LA tomorrow. You can see him there when you return stateside."
An hour later, I rode up the aerial cable from Stechelberg to the Schilthorn, a very tall and very steep Alp. At the top was the Piz Gloria restaurant, a monument to a 1969 James Bond film that featured scenes around the restaurant and a daring ski down the mountain – a very steep mountain. We were using the same mountain, but downplaying the use of the same scenery as the forty-plus year old Bond movie.
Mark and a couple of the production crew stood with me and explained what they wanted me to do. "As you push off here, you'll see blue paint here and there on the snow. Try to overrun those benchmarks with your skis. We have cameramen hidden all the way down the slope, a few even buried in snow banks. If you stick to the blue course we've marked out, you'll pass right by them and we'll get some fabulous shots of you careening down the mountain."
I asked, "That's all?" I knew there had to be more. I didn't like the word 'careening.'
Mark grinned and said, "Of course not. Behind you will be six Ninja guys on skis and snowboards. They'll be carrying 'high powered rifles' and will be shooting at you all the way down the mountain, mostly automatic weapon fire. The guns are rigged to give off high muzzle flash so it'll show for the camera.
Oh, there'll also be a helicopter shooting at you, but of course not with real bullets, and that's why you have to stick to the path with marked with blue paint, because just off that path, we've got explosives set to go off in synch with your run. You're the hero, so you'll make it down unscathed. We can easily get rid of the blue marks on the snow during editing."
I verified in over simplistic terms and great sarcasm, "And all I have to do is ski?"
Mark shook his head. "Didn't you read this script fifty times? No, you occasionally have to turnaround and shoot back at the bad guys or shoot at the helicopter. We'll figure out what shots to use later, but ultimately you'll be knocking off the 'bad guys' one by one as you ski down the hill."
I looked over the edge of the precipice down a slope that looked to me like a near vertical drop down the mountain. I yelled at Mark, "HILL? You call this a fucking hill? This is the steepest fucking mountain I've ever been on. It's the steepest fucking mountain in the world!"
Mark tried to soothe his leading actor, "Jim, you'll do fine. Now, just get ready and wait for the cue to start your run. Oh, check in with the film crew at the bottom. We have radio contact with them, and we can see whether we need a redo of the run."
"If I make it down this suicide mission of yours alive, you aren't getting a second run out of me!" I declared in rather firm terms. I think Mark knew that. I had my doubts about making it to the bottom in one piece.
Mark walked away to talk to the upper camera crew and the 'bad guys.' I knew I'd have a fifteen-second head start on them.
I got my skis on and tightened the bindings. I bounced around quite a bit to be sure the bindings would hold on the devilish run. I adjusted my ski clothing, goggles, gloves, and poles, and then waited. I spied the first three blue marks in the snow, but nothing further, partly because the slope became even steeper beyond my line of sight, plus it cut to the right slightly.
I gazed around me. This had to be one of the most beautiful winter scenes on the planet. The way down the mountain was fresh powder, but only about two inches deep on top of an eight to twelve-foot base groomed to facilitate our filming. We could look off and see the Eiger, Jungfrau, and other nearby mountains – immense monoliths of snow-covered granite that reminded any man how humble they should be in the face of the forces that made Earth.
I heard a bullhorn announcement by one of the assistants, "One minute to start. Everyone get ready." I could hear the echo of the words down the slope.
"Thirty seconds." I heard a series of squawks on various radios as the camera crews down the mountain checked in as 'Ready.'
"OK, JIM MELLON, START YOUR SKI RUN."

* * * * *I pushed off over the forty-five-degree edge between the level ground I'd been standing on and the initial part of the ski slope. Now, when you draw a forty-five-degree angle on a piece of paper, it doesn't look that steep, but strap a pair of well-waxed skis on your feet and start down a slope at that angle and you realize that you might just have a death wish.
In seconds, I had to be doing sixty to eighty miles an hour, and I was for all intensive purposes out of control. I could see how Jason broke a leg. I wondered if I'd ever see the bottom in anything other than a gurney or coffin.
I schussed past the first two blue marks at near Mach One. I aimed slightly for the third, and that's when I heard the automatic weapon fire over my shoulder. I had a fake pistol in my right hand as I also held the relatively useless ski pole. I aimed back for a microsecond and pretended to fire. In a month or two, some sound engineer would add the appropriate effect of a firing weapon.
I could hear the helicopter homing in on me, as I spotted the fourth and fifth blue marks in the snow and aimed for them. Another shot behind me.
Suddenly, just to my immediate right as I headed from marker five to six, the snow erupted in a series of large explosions, supposedly the result of cannon fire from the helicopter. I checked my speed slightly at a turn, trying to slow down from terminal velocity. I couldn't slow.
I saw marker seven coming up and nothing but space beyond it. 'Oh, shit. Mark didn't mention any jumps.'
I couldn't even think about what was happening, it went by so fast. I shot past marker seven and was airborne, and not just for a few feet. I accelerated out into space and began a free fall about a hundred-feet to a lower slope just as steep. I saw more blue markers as I dropped, and as I tried to remain roughly vertical with my skis pointed downhill.
I hit hard, my ass actually sitting down on the backs of my skis for a second before my body lurched forward and I started down a near-vertical slope that slowly arched out from the mountain in a curve back to something near forty-five degrees from near vertical. I figured by then I had to be going over a hundred-miles-an-hour.
When I had a slightly stable moment, I aimed my make-believe weapon at the helicopter for a couple of seconds, and then back at my supposed pursuers. I noticed there were fewer of them.
Then, a real moment of truth arrived, I could see the blue marks and the mock cannon fire leading me into a copse of trees. Now, hitting a tree at a hundred or so is a fatal event. I tried to slow to no avail. I dug my edges in to keep to the line of blue markers, coming more frequently now to keep me online through the woods.
Suddenly, I was in the trees in a narrow trail that only allowed minimal turns or corrections. A thousand trees flashed by in five seconds. 'Oh, shit, I am so going to die.'
I kept the mantra, 'Follow the blue markers; follow the blue markers.' I dug in here and there but remained on course, and very unhappy with my downhill speed. Here and there, my ski poles hit trees as I shot by them. Even in my most daring teenage 'showoff' days I'd never gone this fast, by far, and positively not through trees. This had to be at least twice again faster than I'd ever been.
Another ten-thousand trees flashed by, and suddenly I was in the clear again. More mock cannon fire from the helicopter exploded near me. I aimed and fired at the bird. I aimed and fired behind me, not even turning to see whether I was close to where my pursuers supposedly were.
I went over a couple of other smaller jumps. At one, I could see I jumped a camera buried in a mound of snow.
I made a couple of wide sweeping turns, like a slalom but without the gates. The turns cut my speed slightly. I flew over a mogul field, missing many moguls because my speed carried me over almost the entire field. I lost it for a second and almost wiped out as I hit badly on the next to last hummocks.
The helicopter swooped in low; so low, I thought the landing ski might knock me over. I fired at the bird again as I approached, and as I shot away from our crossover point.
More blue markers flashed by. Thank God there were a lot of them, and I could line up for two or three as I passed by one.
I flew out over another large jump, maybe only fifty feet down this time. Why did I think this was simple compared to what I'd already gone through?
The helicopter made another pass at me. More shots were fired at the bird and my pursuers. Again, I didn't look back to see whether they were there. I felt my speed growing again. I did a slalom turn and used it to check my speed slightly, digging in my edges so I produced a small snowstorm off to the side of the trail. As I came out of the turn, I started to fall. The edge of one ski hooked, and I fell back onto my other ski – a deadly event at my speed. I went totally out of control with my tips up.



Luck was with me. When I fell, my totally out of control skis turned downhill towards the next marker. I hit a mogul, and it bounced my body up from my nearly prone turtle-like position on my back. I pulled myself forward, felt my ski edges bite again, and finished the turn at probably about seventy miles an hour.
Suddenly, the slope opened up. A couple of other trails merged with the one I'd been on, the slope gentled out first to about thirty degrees, and then twenty, and suddenly I felt totally in control and I slowed my speed even more. I made a couple of pretend shots at a nonexistent helicopter and at pursuers that had long disappeared behind me.
Next, in the distance, I saw the area where the bottom of the 'hill' film crew had set up in the open. A large flag flew with the word "End" on it. I passed the flag at around a hundred feet per second, and schussed to a stop in a long sweeping curve back up the hill ending next to the camera site.
I sidestepped over to the camera crew and dismounted from my skis. My legs were shaking. My insides were shaking. My hands shook so badly from the fear I'd felt the entire ski run they were useless. The film crew was still filming up the hill. One of the production crew said to me, "Where are the others? You must have left 'em in the dust, man."
Over a minute went by, and we were approaching the end of the second minute when one by one my Ninja pursuers appeared with weapons drawn, heading down the mountain. They passed the flag, and pulled up behind the camera crew as I had.
One of the Ninja's pulled off his goggles and came up to me. He got right in my face and stared at me. "You are onefucking insane leading actor. I'm an expert skier – we all are. You had to be going a hundred-twenty or more down that mountain – maybe more. Fuck man! And, I have never seen anyone fly over an entire mogul field – just never. Shit; we had to bounce off every one of those suckers just to try to keep up with you. And you jumped like – I can't believe it. You went way out past the shallow jumps; you wouldn't have fallen so far if you hadn't been going so fast. You dropped a couple of hundred feet on that first jump; I hope the camera caught it – you were spectacular! You are one crazy man. I don't ever want to chase you down the hill again." With that, he turned and stomped away with his skis over his shoulder. His colleagues also shook their heads in disbelief at my ski run. I shook my head and shrugged in disbelief at my ski run too.
Just before I turned to ski down a gentle slope to the ski bus that would take us where we needed to be, I heard Mark Ang's voice come over a loud speaker near the camera crew. "Great shots all the way down the mountain. No need for a retake. Pack up for the day. Helicopter crew; we're done for today." I watched the hovering helicopter turn and head north to Berne.
A few hours later, after dinner, many of us sat in the common room of our inn. Mark and a couple of the camera crew had commandeered the television set in the inn's living room to show us the clips from the various cameras during my ski run. I sat with Crystal and Claire on either side of me.
The raw footage of my run down the mountain started to play in sequence from each of the cameras that had caught me racing by. For the next fifteen minutes either Claire, Crystal, or both were shrieking or screaming warnings to me on the screen. I'd never heard either one of them swear so much in one sitting. Crystal started to cry. She'd turn to me for a second and yelled, "You idiot!" But then, she couldn't take her eyes off the screen as the shots from the next camera appeared. Claire covered her eyes when I started through the copse of trees; Crystal screamed, "OH, FUCKING, NO! TREES!" My girlfriend didn't use the 'f' word very often, so this must really be a rough situation.
I thought how I'd had much the same reaction six hours earlier. In hindsight, I wondered how I had survived the treacherous ski run down the expert's expert trail.
The jumps had been beautifully filmed from the side, catching me shooting over the edge into open air and flying for many seconds, before landing on the steep slope below and accelerating away from the camera. The shot of me flying over the moguls was mind blowing, particularly as I hit the bottom couple of moguls at an awkward angle and had to correct. I never knew my body could contort the way it did in that scene. No wonder I was sore.
The Ninja's had started fifteen seconds behind me, but by the bottom of the hill I'd added another minute-and-a-half to our spacing.
The screen finally went blank.
Everyone turned to me with a look of awe on their face. I just shrugged.
One of the other Ninja's said, "Man, you are suicidal." Another said, "I've been to two winter Olympics, and I have never seen downhill skiing like you did. You're an expert's expert. Congrats on a great run. You should save these tapes; they'll make you famous." Everyone laughed.
Mark Ang walked over and shook my hand. "Jim, this afternoon you gave us the most fantastic ski run in recorded history. That run just popped the movie into the really 'big time.' I doubt anyone will ever be able to duplicate that. You raised the bar very high. Thank you."
Crystal stood as I did, and punched my arm really hard. She said in a loud angry voice, "Jerk! I thought you promised me you wouldn't take deadly risks." She stomped out of the room with an angry look on her face. Claire followed her with a worried look. I saw Ellen slip out behind them. I figured I'd better give them a little time to cool down before I tried to patch things up.
I hung out downstairs at our inn hoping Crystal would come back and cut me some slack about my run down the mountain. After all, I had lived through it. Instead, Ellen came back down about two hours after Crystal disappeared. I gave her a questioning look, breaking off a chat with Mark. Mark took that as an excuse to leave and go up to bed.
As she approached, Ellen shook her head and said in a near whisper, "No, she's still mad at you ... and, you won't like what she's been up to."
"Huh? What?"
Ellen sighed, "She's stoned. I don't know where she got it from, but as soon as we got upstairs she pulled out a couple of doobies and stoked up. She's smoked on and off for the past two hours. She blotto, to put it mildly. I don't think she knows what planet she's on. I couldn't get her to stop, until a few minutes ago when she had to go to the bathroom. I confiscated her stash and hid it. I don't know how best to get rid of it, but she won't find it."
I thought about our drug-free past, "She's never done anything like that. Where'd this come from?"
Ellen said, "I kept asking her, and all she would tell me was she'd gotten 'cozy' with 'a source'. She wouldn't tell me who. She also kept saying this would make her 'happy' although you had pissed her off, and when I asked her to stop, she said it was all just done for 'fun.' She kept repeating the word 'fun.'"
Crystal and I had agreed to a drug-free relationship almost from the first day we met. I couldn't imagine that she'd gotten so mad at me that she'd fallen off that wagon. I stood up and said, "Maybe I'd better talk to her. This is not anything like the Crystal I know."
Ellen said, "Save your breath. She is so stoned she won't listen to reason. She's happy and probably going to go to sleep if she isn't asleep already. She wasreally mellow when I came down ... except about your ski run."
I asked her, "Have you guys done this before?"
"NO," Ellen practically shouted. "Sure, we've stoked up a few times, but that was years ago in college. I agreed with what you two agreed, and that is to stay drug-free. I think the strongest thing I've had since then has been an Advil, and I haven't seen Crystal take anything stronger either – until today."
I dropped back into the chair. "I don't like this. I'll have to talk to her tomorrow."

* * * * *Mark Ang asked over breakfast, "Is Crystal still mad at you? We need to film the two of you skiing together today, and I don't need her staring daggers at you all day."
I said, "She wouldn't talk to me last night and pretty much told me to sleep elsewhere. I ended up with her sister; at least Ellen's not angry with me." My sleeping habits were not news to anyone on the movie crew; they all knew I had intimate relations with Crystal, Ellen, and Claire. Mark remembered all the sexual romps we also had with Jill Danes when filming my first movie.
I didn't share with Mark that Crystal had been stoned out of her mind the night before. I didn't want him to think less of his leading lady in the movie, plus I wanted to talk to Crystal and see just what had been going on in her head the previous evening.
Mark said, "I'm ecstatic with you, if that helps. That ski run you did yesterday will be the highlight of the movie, plus it saved us several days of filming because we got it all in one ski run. I can already envision some of the material for the movie trailer: sun, sex, and skiing, plus the actual plot line."
Crystal and Claire walked up to the breakfast table where I sat with Mark. In a very business like manner Crystal asked Mark, "What are we shooting today? Do you need me?" She avoided looked at me.
Mark replied, "You and Jim will be skiing together. Nothing dangerous, and yes, I need you all day on various parts of the terrain. We also want to do some outdoor dialogue scenes with the Eiger in the background, so those scenes will be shot not too far from here. The sun will be at the right angle in the afternoon for those shots; this morning we have a few others to shoot."
Crystal nodded rather formerly to me; "I'll be with Claire – over at that table – having breakfast; just let me know when it's time to start." Claire shrugged behind Crystal as she gave me a hopeful look.
Mark nodded, and Crystal turned and walked away. I got the cold shoulder look. I shrugged as she left our table to go across the room. Now was not the time to start a discussion with her about her reefer madness the night before.
Mark said, "Yep; she's mad. I'll have to coax it out of her later so she relaxes."
I had an idea; "Mark, could you do me a favor? When you start shooting this morning, and after you've gotten some of our ski footage, could you conjure a scene where Crystal and I have to kiss – you know, to seriously make out in front of the camera for a minute or two."
Mark grinned, "No problem, bro." We bumped knuckles in agreement.
An hour later, I followed Crystal down the ski slopes near Wengen. Various camera stations filmed our approach and departure from them. Mark usually would have us hold up at various points, ride ahead with several others on snowmobiles, and then use a radio or bullhorn to tell us to start the next segment of our run.
After four segments like this, Mark told us, "I want to get some footage of you two making out and being all lovey dovey. The sun is perfect for it at this location. Could you two ski over by that little pine tree, face each other, and then do the kissing thing?"
Crystal looked a little peeved at Mark's request. I simply nodded my understanding and tried to look resigned to the scene with a reluctant actress.
Mark moved in next to a camera crew on an electric sled; electric because the sled made almost no noise. He yelled back up slope to us, "Ok, start your run now."
Crystal pushed off, and I followed a couple of seconds behind her. As she got to the key spot at the side of the trail, she pulled up and stopped. I swooped in from the opposite direction, and ended my turn facing her.
Our arms went around each other, and we embraced and kissed. I could feel Crystal melt in my arms. I whispered to her, "Crystal, I love you. I'm sorry I worried you yesterday – heck, I worried myself." I figured now was not the time to admonish her for anything, so I just concentrated on winning back her affection.
She looked into my eyes. She was nearly crying. She pulled off a glove and ran her hand down my face.
I went on, "The run yesterday was way beyond me, yet I lived through it. I just don't want you mad at me. I don't want to lose you." As I said the words, I suddenly realized that my capricious behavior very well might have jeopardized my relationship with my best friend and lover.
We kissed more passionately this time. A cameraman had come up within a couple of feet of us. He started to film us. Behind him, a sound guy held a long extension pole with a boom microphone over our heads. Somehow, the two of us managed to remain oblivious to the two men.
Crystal hugged me back and said, "And, I don't want to lose you either. I do love you. I'm sorry I kicked you out last night. I needed to think ... to think about what my life without you would be, and it was pretty bad. I count on you for so much in my life. I don't think you know. Last night, all I wanted to do was something to forget about what you did."
I realized her 'forgetting' involved some high quality marijuana. I still wanted to talk to her, but this was clearly not the place or the time.
We kissed again. I said, "I'm sorry. I wish I could guarantee I won't take a risk again, but I know that'd be a hollow promise to you since none of us know what tomorrow will bring."
"I know."
"What about Claire?"
"She feels the same way I do about you, plus she's conflicted over the long term about what to say to Joe Mansard. She's not ready to become his fiancée yet, but she's sure he's going to drop a big ring on her someday soon."
We kissed and hugged some more. Crystal was getting into the spirit of things.
When we broke apart, Crystal held on to me an extra second and said, "Tonight. You, me, and Claire, in bed fucking. If you're going to kill yourself one of us might as well be the last person to send you out of this world happy and sexually sated." She flashed me a lecherous look.
"Deal." I smiled broadly at her.
We kissed and hugged some more. I loved the way we kissed and made up.
Mark eventually shouted through the electronic hailer, "CUT!" Despite the end of the scene, Crystal and I kissed a few more times.

* * * * *I sat in the outside bar with Mark Ang, our director, Crystal, Barry Peters, our supporting actor and co-star, and Claire, our supporting actress and co-star. Terry Ross, my agent, had made it to the filming too – at least for a week being never one to pass up a European trip that he could write off. Over Mark's shoulder, the Eiger rose to a spectacular height, the late afternoon shadows hiding many of the mountain's subtle features. Around us, several dozen other tourists and skiers sat having a beer or glass of wine, and absorbing the last of the blue sky and slanted rays of the sun. Despite the sunny day, a light parade of snowflakes fell from the air.
Five of us in the movie crew finished reviewing the plans for tomorrow's shooting. I had a 'by,' so I thought I might do a little 'real' skiing instead of hamming it up for the camera in some way. I certainly did not intend to duplicate the speed run I'd done a few days earlier.
Just as I was going to voice my plans, my phone dinged. I knew I'd just received a text message. I pulled the phone from my parka and looked at the screen. A photo of Sally Furth appeared, naked with a large dildo embedded in her pussy. She had a big smile on her face. The text message said, "Where are you? I need you. In the worst way. Right now." I might have blushed.
Sally was Jed Jessup's long-term nymphomaniac girlfriend, and someone who had turned me every which way but loose the times I'd visited recently. Jed had been my fraternity brother and best buddy in college. He'd become a college professor at the University of Iowa. We'd reconnected during my road trip and again when I brought them up-to-date about the blackmail episode a year earlier on a stopover I made in Iowa. Sally had an exhibitionist streak in her, and since then had occasionally sent me lewd photos of herself, sometimes with Jed or one of the other girls that lived with them. I'm not sure they always knew of her antics or that a photo had been taken.
Besides teaching, Jed also ran a low-key finishing school for sophisticated women out of his large home – a most unusual sideline. Women would come and live with Jed and Sally who wanted to lose the lingering naiveté of youth, to become sophisticated, to dress better than all the rest, to make love better than all the rest, and to have a self-image and confidence that transcended even the most arrogant – without the arrogance. To my knowledge, he never had more than five at a time including Sally, who'd become a steady fixture. He accepted only seniors planning to stay at the University for a graduate program or grad students. Typically they lived with him for two or three years before continuing into the outside world.
Jed had a program put together to mentor and coach the women into new ways of living, of seeing themselves, of thinking, and in how they dealt with others, from casual acquaintances to passionate love affairs, and everything in between. The program involved frequent self-examination and evaluation, as well as evaluation by the others living in the house. A high-speed reading program was involved, plus studies in many fields. Everything they did was aimed at making a well-rounded, capable on all fronts, sophisticated, young woman with a strong sense of self-confidence and self-awareness. Most importantly, the program worked; his graduates provided outstanding recommendations regarding their individual transformations.
When I'd been there, Sally and the four other women with Jed were each knockouts – absolutely stunningly beautiful women, made even more so by the coaching and support they received in the constructive growth atmosphere Jed created and nurtured. Everything was done with love and caring. Deep and intimate relationships were built in his program. I had felt glad to participate here and there the couple of times I'd seen him in the past few years.
I got Mark to take a photo of me with Crystal, Ellen, Barry, Claire, Terry, and the Eiger in the background. After he gave my iPhone back to me, I sent the photo to Sally with a one-liner: 'Hi Jed and Sally and Everyone. Guess where?'
In a few seconds, I got a reply, "OMG, that's the Eiger. Skiing? Tour? Movie? Is that Crystal?"
I responded, "Movie. Some skiing. Yes, Crystal in the pink parka. How's Iowa?"
The reply said, "Boring. We're on break. Do you want some company?"
I replied, "Yes. In Wengen Switz. When? Need rooms? We're almost done, might head home in one week or so."
The immediate reply from Iowa said, "Jed here. Yes, get rooms for four of us. Hope you can play with us. How's this Sat to next Sat?"
"Laters. Jim"
The last photo I got sexted to my iPhone showed Sally and another gorgeous woman naked and in a passionate embrace atop Jed's bed. The pair was obviously pornographically posing for the camera. There was little left of the women that didn't show in the photo. Just looking at the picture, I felt my groin stir in reaction. I estimated it to be around noontime in Iowa. I guessed Jed was getting some late-morning nookie.
I found our innkeeper when we headed back to get ready to go out for dinner. He told me they did indeed have a cancellation and could provide a four-person suite for the coming week – Saturday to Saturday. He looked happy that he'd have the income stream instead of vacant rooms. Their rooms would be next to ours on the same upper floor.
When I emailed Jed the information about his accommodations in our inn, he'd emailed me copies of the flights they were taking from Des Moines to Berne.
Knowing how Jed and the others operated, I could guess that this trip would be an object lesson to some of his young ladies about remaining alluring and sophisticated while traveling overseas without being over bearing or showing up as an ugly American.



When I stayed with Jed for a few days during my famous road trip, I'd connected with Sally and four other women who had since moved on from Jed's program. Not only were they worldly and poised, they had lovemaking skills that far surpassed anything most of us might find. I eagerly awaited their visit and knew the others in my circle would enjoy themselves.
Saturday had been scheduled as a non-working day by the film crews along with Sunday, so I took the rack railway down the mountain, got a hire car, and went to the Berne Airport. The airport was a modest little one-runway airport, exceptionally clean that catered to small jets and turboprop planes, both scheduled and charters. A few private aircraft dotted the other side of the airfield.
Jed's plane touched down at ten-forty in the morning, taxied back to the gate, lowered its walkway, and the fifty or so passengers on the plane disembarked. I saw Jed in the middle of the crowd, carefully shepherding three of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen. I noticed that people on the airplane turned back to catch an additional glimpse of the women, particularly the men.
I waved, Jed saw me, and in seconds he'd cleared through the airport security and we were warmly greeting one another. Close behind him came the three women. In earlier days, I would have called them 'Babes,' but Crystal told me that objectified women and not to use the term. The three were 'Babes.' They were all tens on a ten-point scale; Bo Derek eat your heart out, you might have only been a six or seven at best on their scale.
Jed introduced me to Janice, Lea, and Samantha. I couldn't help but stare at each woman, trying to soak up their radiance and beauty in some way so that I'd never forget how they looked. Janice extended her hand with a friendly smile. She was blond, but with darker eyebrows; had dimples on each side of her gorgeous smile as well as a small dimple in the middle of her chin. She was about Crystal's height, and had a homespun air about her.
Lea had light brown hair, a lot of it, but her most outstanding feature was her eyes. They were the bluest of blues and slightly larger than normal, so you stared into her soul each time you looked at her, and she looked deeply into your inner most being. Lea was trim, short, and busty. Her neck had an angularly quality to it that highlighted her face. Did I mention she was busty?
Samantha was the tallest of the three with dark brown hair that hung down below her waist. Her nose turned up slightly; her lips looked succulent; and her eyes were dark and deep, the kind that draw you into her. Sam, as she told me to call her, was the shapeliest of the three, but that's not to take anything away from the others.
Each of the three wore spike heels, nylons, either a pretty dress or skirt-blouse combination, and a tasteful winter coat. Various scarves and gloves served to highlight their appearance, and I could guess that each had been carefully chosen to blend with their skin tone. Each girl's makeup had been meticulously applied so it brought forth salient features without even suggesting it had been over used.
Janice and Sam took my arms, and we followed Jed and Lea to the luggage carousel to reclaim their suitcases.
After they'd picked up a modest size suitcase each, I asked, "Where is your ski paraphernalia and the rest of your clothing?"
Janice laughed, "We shipped it by express mail. We hope it's already at the hotel. If not, we'll have to ski in our pajamas."
Lea commented in an alluring tone, "You know I don't wear pajamas!"
Sam said in a husky voice with a side glances at me, "Me neither. I sleep nude."
Jed shook his head in mock dismay, and then broke into a contented grin.

* * * * *We walked out to my hire car, loaded up, and clamored aboard. Jed sat in front with the driver, and I ended in the backseat with the three women. Lea sat in my lap, and I know I hardened beneath her, so much I knew she could feel my arousal. We were polite and didn't mention my predicament; but the more we rode, the more I thought about each of them naked, and the harder I got. Less than an hour later, we loaded the suitcases onto the rack railway car, and twenty minutes later disembarked in the winter wonderland of Wengen.
I helped get everyone to the inn using a borrowed sled for the suitcases. I got them up to our floor where their suite was. As I did, Jed pulled me aside and told me he wanted a brief talk with me without the girls. After dropping off the luggage, I told him I'd meet him downstairs in the inn's living room.
Jed joined me in five minutes. "Jim, when you visited with Sally and me a couple of years ago, you 'joined' with each of the women in my growth program during your stay." I recalled a fascinating and erotic sex-filled week with the five women, and they learned so much from you. You didn't even know that you were teaching anything most of the time.
I acknowledged that I'd been happy to participate with them.
He went on, "Well, these three newbies in the program need the same treatment you gave them. I'm hoping you are willing, although if you're not I'll understand. I know situations change."
"Oh, I'm willing. They're each a gorgeous woman, and I can sense their inner spirit and affection just by looking in their eyes. You are one lucky guy."
Jed said, "Thank you, I do consider myself lucky. This 'class' of mine is the best yet and will be hard to top. I've taught them a lot so far, but you are a master at sex and lovemaking. You can take them to the Ph.D. level, whereas I might have gotten them a high school diploma."
"You're laying it on kick of thick," I suggested with a smile.
"No, I mean it. After you left Iowa on your road trip, the five women and I talked, and your consummate skills in lovemaking put you head and shoulders about anything any of the women then had experienced, and several of those women have since told me that no one they've been with since then even came close to measuring up to you. I'm not slinging the bull at you on this; you are a uniquely skilled individual."
I suggested, "Some of their feeling about this must be because of my celebrity status. I do have young women their age throwing themselves at me at every concert. You can only imagine some of the places I've been asked to autograph, and even with Crystal standing right next to me some gorgeous girl will ask if I'd fuck her; it's amazing."
Jed confirmed, "Well, there's that too. I want these women to feel at ease with anyone from a motorcycle gang member to a celebrity. Crystal and your interaction with them are a bit of validation of what we've talked about in terms of how they reveal themselves and their personalities, even around powerful or famous people. Maybe you noticed, they didn't go all gooey over you at the airport or in the car."
"I did notice. I appreciated the lack of a fuss, although I did think I was being studied for a while."
Jed chuckled, "That's because they were seeing how you would interact with them; I think they were confident in how they were interacting with you. Two of the three came to me with low self-worth, and they're struggling with that issue even a year later."
"Which ones?"
Jed pondered the question, "I won't tell you now, so see whether you can guess as you interact with them. I have them acting 'as if' they had all the self-confidence in the world; if that ploy works it'll help them through rough spots. They've come a long way, so I'm not sure it shows any longer. I'm reprogramming them is another way to say what I'm doing. It's part of some research I've done at the University with neuro-linguistic programming or NLP."
Terry, Crystal, Claire, and Ellen came in from their morning ski runs about then. I introduced them to Jed, and I felt proud of how each one of them interacted with him. He'd been evaluating women for so long; I knew he'd have some thoughts about them later.
The three women went to change out of their ski clothing, and agreed to meet us for lunch. Jed explained to them about his companions as well. I got the attendant at the inn desk to arrange for a large table for us at a nearby restaurant.
Lunch was a great meal that took almost three hours because of all the conversations going on simultaneously. Mark Ang had joined us, along with the head of the cinematography, Larry Lazenby. Periodically, during lunch, we'd change seats to better pursue a conversation with someone instead of yelling across the table.
The beauty and poise of Janice, Lea, and Sam didn't go unnoticed by Crystal, Ellen, and Claire. The latter three got the others talking about Jed's 'growth program,' and how it worked. Jed's students were open and trusting in their interactions. I could watch how each of them relaxed and felt more at ease with each of us as the meal, and our lingering coffee time continued.
Flirting seemed to be the order of the afternoon. With six women and five men, there was no shortage of humorous repartee taking place. I found myself joining in with enthusiasm with Jed's companions.
In talking with Janice, Lea, or Sam, each would make solid eye contact, smile to encourage you to talk, and often touch you in some way – a hand on an arm or shoulder, for instance. The moves were seductive and suggestive, but innocent. Although their dress varied, each of them displayed superb taste in clothing, even in the casual setting. Each piece of clothing looked new and chosen to highlight their curves and their femininity. Their jewelry complemented their outfits; each wore beautiful earrings, a necklace, and bracelets of some kind. Hairstyles had been done not out of convenience, but to bring out the best features of their face.
As we walked back to our room, Crystal grabbed my arm. "Those women are so nice, and I just learned so much from them about dressing, makeup, and all. For a while, I felt like chopped liver because they are so pretty and not at all arrogant."
I defended her, "Hey, you have nothing to apologize or feel badly about. You, Ellen, and Claire are also beauties with loads of charisma, so don't get your nose out of joint."
"Oh, I'm not. In fact, they offered to do a critique on us after we have a chance to do something other than do a rushed transition between skiing and meeting up for lunch."
I asked, "So, you're going to meet and go through one of their critiques? Be prepared for bluntness. I've been through a couple of them."
Crystal said, "Well, I hope you'll come to this one. We start in half an hour."
Half an hour later, the ten of us sat around our small suite on beds and every available chair, including some we brought in from Jed's room. Janice kicked things off, "Well, I hope you're ready for some frank talk – this is how we do it. We also start with hugs and reassurances that this is to help us be better people, to stand out in the best way possible, and to be pleasing to both mind and eye. This is not done with malice or anger. We end with hugs too, and kisses are invited." She smiled at us, and we each made sure we hugged everyone in the room.
Janice then said, "Just so you get a feel of it, I'll start the ball rolling." She turned and put herself on display. As she did, she spoke, "You should be seeing how you feel about my hairstyle, my makeup, my jewelry, my clothing, my shoes, and my demeanor – everything you can see or sense." She spoke slowly, so each of us could review the items she mentioned and see how we felt about it.
Sam stepped in, "I'll start the critique. The red sweater doesn't go with your skin tone. A rust or something towards brown would go better with your complexion and hair color."
She no sooner finished, than Jed spoke. "Just so you all know; we are allowed to disagree with each other, although it sends confusing messages. In this case, I like the red. It's a pleasant contrast for me. What bothers me more is the greenish color of your slacks. You look too 'Christmas' for my taste – green pants white top, or red top and black pants would be better for me."
Lea remarked, "I agree with Jed. Further, the Ugg's on your feet, while fashionable in this setting, detract from the beautiful effect of your rear and shapely legs. The draw everyone's eyes to your boots, and not to some of your better assets. Also, I liked the hairstyle you had last week, where your hair turned under instead of today where your hair flips outward. I hadn't thought about it until now, but the under style framed your face better; the outer flip somehow sent a message of 'I don't care about anything.'"
Jed and I made a few comments, somewhat blunt about how her sweater hid her upper assets, her well-done makeup, and favorable comments about her leadership style when she first met us. Our comments were positive or suggestions for improvement. Crystal, Ellen, and Claire didn't comment, stating that their observations had already been covered, and they were still learning the process.
Janice made careful notes of our comments on a small piece of paper. I recalled the other women I'd met at Jed's home also took notes so they could remember all the constructive comments from their reviewers.
After the analysis was complete, each person who had commented stood and went to Janice and gave her a hug and kiss. These were moves of reassurance that clearly stated: 'Despite our comments, we still love and care about you.' Jed had emphasized how important this 'dulling of the sharp knife' was in their growth activities.
Claire volunteered to go next, although I could tell her volunteering came from a feeling that one from 'our camp' should be next. She commented as she stood and turned so we could all of her about going through something like this earlier in her life for an important man and his daughter. I knew she referred to Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth. Beth had led Claire to a higher level of appearance through her careful and conscientious reviews to make sure her father would be pleased when they went on a date. Eventually, Claire had progressed to a point where Beth no longer screened her, and even told Claire she'd started making better decisions then she Beth could make for her.
Claire's comment made me realize that she had not forgotten about Joe's proposal of marriage, nor of Joe and his daughter's romance with my beautiful friend and lover. She had set the stage for courtship that continued since our time in the Galapagos a few months earlier. Despite Joe's intense schedule as a mogul and billionaire, he had managed to connect with Claire several times since then. Beth was never far from his side, even in the bedroom with Claire.
As the comments came from Jed and the others, Claire also took notes of their critique. Afterwards, Claire gratefully accepted the hugs and kisses from those in the group who had commented. I even French kissed with her in front of the group when my turn to love her came. We laughed at my effrontery.
I could see that a person needed to have at least some self-confidence to go through this personal review; otherwise, you might consider it devastating. When Claire had rebuilt herself, leaving the porn and escort businesses, she had found a rod of steel in her back that daily helped her move forward and tolerate such a critique.
I took a turn in the barrel next, standing and turning so everyone could assess my dress and demeanor. I generated many laughs about my makeup (none), my tasteful shoes (old western boots with the heels worn down), and my high-end fashion clothing (tattered jeans, and a couple of shirts too tattered even to donate to charity). At least, I got highly praised for my demeanor and singing voice.
Since everyone had thrown out crazy comments about my clothing, haircut, lack of a shave that morning, and mock surly attitude, I got hugs and kisses from everyone. I paid special attention to Janice, Lea, and Sam, extending our kisses and enjoying a little tongue with the last two. My actions produced only more laughter and lightened the mood.
We constantly rearranged seating as the reviews went on for both men and women. I resolved to shave before dinner, to get a haircut when I could get near a barber, and to dump my old boots for more stylish boots. Terry resolved to never wear baggy jeans again. Crystal learned she should not do side curls that hung down to frame her face, and that green was not her color. Ellen learned that she'd look better with even longer hair. Mark Ang pledged to get rid of his plaid flannel shirt collection. Jed decided he would retire his twenty-year old winter jacket, hoping to even find something in the local shops he could start wearing immediately; he asked for Ellen to accompany him in search of just the right one. She looked pleased with his personal attention, an outgrowth of some mutual flirting over lunch.
There were fewer comments about Janice, Lea, and Samantha, partly because they'd been through reviews like this a couple of times a week over the past year, so they already had made some major improvement in their dress, style, and demeanor. As they had stood in our reviews, I had trouble finding anything to say about them and so did the others.

* * * * *We split apart to take walks around the small town, agreeing to meet for dinner. Crystal gave me a wink, and went to engage Mark as her partner. Lea and Janice came and claimed me. Terry went off with Sam and Claire. Ellen and Jed headed off to see whether they could find a sporting goods store that carried winter jackets.
Janice, Lea, and I held hands as we walked from the inn. The sun remained aloft, and the air turned warm, so we could move about outside without the usual bulky jackets. We hadn't gone a hundred feet before the two of them nestled into my side and brought my arms around their shoulders.
Lea asked carefully, "Will Crystal mind if we get ... get cozy with you?"
I assured her that anything that happened would be just fine with Crystal – anything! They got the message. I felt sure that Jed had talked with them about our open and polyamorous life style. We walked up a sledding trail to an open space that faced the Eiger and that had a couple of benches. After clearing the snow from a bench, we sat.
My response to Lea made me revisit the open relationship agreement that Crystal and I had forged over the past several years. We constantly vocalized how each of us was the other's 'primary' relationship, and yet we were open to others around us and the sharing of our love with them. I guess we had a tacit agreement to not let anything happen that would jeopardize our own relationship. So far, little had happened to challenge that assumption.
Janice said, "Jed told us not to think of you as anything special. I'm having a hard time doing that."
I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. I asked, "Is it because I am such a good kisser. I do have that reputation in some quarters, you know."
Janice laughed, "No. You know why."
I turned and kissed Lea. "Is it because I understand how to make a woman's body sing when I make love to it?"
Lea looked mildly shocked, but broke into a huge smile in anticipation.
Janice chortled, "Silly, it's because you're a movie star and A-list singer."
I feigned surprise. "Oh, those things. They aren't as important as the things I just mentioned to you, at least to me or to any of my close friends."
Lea said more seriously, "Could you explain that, please."
I said, "Sure. Up until three years ago I was a computer nerd, writing code to make websites sing. I was married, starting to think about a family beyond just my wife and me, and figuring that I'd never do much else with my life but more of the same. We had a small circle of friends and relatives we saw occasionally."
I paused and went on, "All that changed in February three years ago. My wife Karen started to feel weak, went to the doctor, got diagnosed with a strange autoimmune disease, went into the hospital a couple of days later for treatment, and by the end of the month she'd died and my life turned upside down."



Both women now sat in rapt attention at my story. I continued, "In my grief, as you probably know from Jed and maybe a news article or two, I rebuilt an old motorcycle that had belonged to my father before he died and started on a road trip that took me to forty-eight states – I visited Jed along the way. I'd quit my job; it didn't mean anything to me any more. I didn't know what I'd do when I ran out of money, but for a while I was poor, jobless, and a lone rider on a rebuilt 1988 Harley Davidson Heritage Softail meandering from place to place, seeing a few friends along the way and meeting new friends – nothing specific."
"In Tennessee, I ran into Crystal and gave her a ride to an important recording session. That day, in those few hours, she changed my life forever. The most important thing that happened that day wasn't that I started to sing country music, or that I met Terry who would make me a star and even get me into movies. No, the most important thing was that Crystal and I fell in love with each other. We clicked. Instantly."
Lea said, "But you have all these other women around you? Does that take away from how you love Crystal?"
I said, "Does it? Do you have brothers or sisters?"
Both Lea and Janice had siblings. I asked, "Who did your parents love more?"
A long silence ensued. Janice broke it, "My parents loved all three of us. From day to day it might be different, but I always knew I was loved."
Lea validated the same conclusion about her family.
"Ah, so your parents loved more than one person at a time."
Janice protested, "But that's different. We were their children. They had to love us."
"Did they?"
Lea backed me up, "No. I had friends whose parents didn't love them in favor of another child they had, and other friends whose parents didn't love them at all."
I said, "Incest aside, the more love your parents put out the more they got back. Your mothers loved your fathers and all of you. There's no limit to the number of people you can love. The more you give away; the more you get back."
"But we get jealous of each other?"
"Why?"
"Err, umm, well, we see something happen and we're not part of it, or someone has something that we want. So we feel bad."
I posited, "What if you saw someone you love having a joyful experience in their life; how would you feel?"
"Glad for them. Happy. Maybe as happy as they were ... possibly even happier."
"What if they were making love to someone else?"
In a knee jerk reaction, Lea said, "I'd feel jealous."
"What's the difference?"
After a silence, Janice said in a small voice, "There doesn't have to be a difference does there? We could feel just as happy seeing someone we love being loved by someone else as we did when it happened to us."
I supported her, "Sure. Did you ever see your parents kissing or making out?"
Both women nodded. I asked, "How'd you feel?"
Lea said, "Glad, happy, romantic, warm inside, maybe a little embarrassed to have caught them, but overall good." Janice agreed.
I asked, "Did you get jealous?"
Both women said "No."
"What you felt is called 'compersion.' Now just carry that to your own lives and romances." I thought for a minute and probed, "You each make love with Jed. How do you feel about each other?"
Lea said, "That's different. We have assigned nights to be with him. I guess you might say we have expectations that are usually met."
I asked, "But aren't you all affectionate with him and each other during the day and at other times? Aren't there some spontaneous times for each of you?"
Janice said, "Yes, and when I see Lea or Sam or Sally or Nicky making out with Jed, I feel glad because I know it makes him happy."
I yelled, "BINGO." My shout echoed around the mountains like a Swiss yodel. Both women laughed at my theatrics.
I pushed further, "What if there were no schedule? You all just came and went in Jed's bedroom as you wanted?"
"He'd need a bigger bed because all five of us would want to be with him continually."
"Could he make love to all five of you?"
"No. A man has limitations." She chuckled at the understatement.
"Would you feel jealous of whomever he made love with?"
Lea slowly said, "I think I'd feel joyful that one of my 'sisters' got to make love with him, but I'd still need a turn sometime." Janice nodded in agreement after thinking the situation.
I asked, "Do you make love to each other – girl on girl?"
Janice said, "Yes, but we prefer a man."
I asked, "Is Jed jealous when two of you make love or kiss?"
"No, he encourages us. He's told us repeatedly it makes him happy and horny."
I declared, "So, now you see the kind of relationship Crystal and I have? We have extended the circle of people we love rather widely. It overlaps a lot – Crystal's and mine, but we both have significant others besides just each other, and neither of us is jealous about it."
Janice said, "May I be so bold as to ask who's on your list?"
I said, "Sure. You've met three of them: Crystal, Ellen – her sister, and Claire. Back in Tennessee, there's also Nadia and PJ. Then there's Cindy Wonder – another singer, Anna – my sister, Lauren – my sister-in-law from my late wife, Jill Danes – the actress, Tina Devoe – an exec at Sony, Summer Ellis – the mother of my two children, Nancy Martin – a friend who works in the government, Margo – a detective in London, Caroline– a young debutante, Tanya LeBed – a pretty Russian chauffeur, and many others. I'm not bragging, I'm trying to show you how open you can be in your loving and how compersion works."
"But you don't have exclusive relations with any of them," Lea protested.
"Right. We don't hold each other back from reaching our potential or growing. It's about expectations; we never formed expectations about exclusivity. We each care deeply about each other, and support each other's growth in mind, body, and spirit, even where sexual relations are involved because that's the proving ground of the philosophy – the place where it all comes together."
I went on, "I try to meet the expectations of each person. If I sense they are creating an unspoken contract that I haven't signed onto, I try to make sure we bring it out in the open; that way, no one gets disappointed in some way. For instance and as you might expect, I've had several women 'presume' that we were getting into an exclusive, monogamous relationship that would lead to marriage; I had to bring out into the open their assumptions and turn it around to be more realistic with what I was thinking that was none of that."
Janice jerked my arm around her shoulder and held it to her breast although it was buried under several layers of clothing. She said, "Well then, I think I'm in love with you and your philosophy. Right now, you've given us a lot to think about." I noticed how she used the term 'us,' assuming a leadership role of some kind with Lea and probably Samantha.
Lea studied us for a while, and then she too cuddled in and did the same thing with my other arm and my other hand. There was a lot more than a handful underneath Lea's sweaters. We quietly sat for a while, looked at the impressive mountains in front of us, and watched some of the skiers pass by a hundred yards away. The day had turned out to be so beautiful.

* * * * *As dinnertime neared, the three of us started to walk back to the inn. After a few yards, Janice asked in a shy voice, "You know we want to sleep with you?"
I nodded. I couldn't think of anything to say further.
Lea said, "I'm glad Crystal and your other friends won't mind. We are not trying to break up anything."
I asked, "I know and they know. What do you hope will happen? What are your expectations?"
Janice answered quickly, showing forethought on the topic, "Jed and Sally said you are a consummate lover, and that you understand the female body like that fine musical instrument you referred to earlier, and that you know how to play it and get the absolute best from it. We want to be played and to learn what that's like. We want you to teach us how a real lover likes to be loved and satisfied."
"But you must be experienced? I know from what the house was like when I was there that you sleep with Jed. You probably had lovers before that."
Janice retorted, "True, but Sally and even Jed told us you are the expert, and I trust their judgment. I've only been with three men in my life, and one of those was when I was fifteen. In college I got serious about an upper classman when I was a freshman, but he graduated, and I haven't heard from him since; and most recently Jed since I started graduate school."
Lea volunteered, "That sounds like my love life too. Jed's been the only man in my life in the past three years. Before that, there were a couple of not-very-serious relationships and a one-night-stand." She paused and asked, "How did you learn? Who taught you?"
I replied, "I'd been with a few women in college and after, and then I met Karen. Everything in my life was plain vanilla up until she died. I started my road trip on my motorcycle, and Karen's sister Lauren seduced me and in the process taught me a few things."
Janice innocently asked, "Just her?"
"No, after I saw Lauren I visited a friend in Pennsylvania. He lived in a polyamorous relationship with another guy and three other women. The guys weren't gay or bi. Each of the women taught me still more, and then I met Kim in North Carolina, the sister of one of the women. She was married, but had a high sex drive and an open marriage. She taught me about Tantric sex – at least her version of it; that's when I learned control of my ejaculations and my sensitivities; it's when I learned to make love for hours; it's when I learned how to be attentive to my lover rather than only seek my own gratification and release, although I'd had that mindset before. Along the way, I learned still more about technique and how to 'really' make love, rather than 'wham-bam-thank you ma'am' self-gratification approach, although I'd always tried to bring my partners along to an orgasm when we made love. After Kim, I visited the wife of an old Army buddy, and she lived in another polyamorous relationship; she and her female friends – including the daughter of one of the women – taught me different techniques, and even made some of our lovemaking playful. I learned from each woman I've been with."
Picking up one comment from all I's said, Lea reflected in awe, "You make love for hours? Do you really mean that?"
I nodded.
Janice asked, "How many women did you sleep with on your road trip? Jed explained that you scored five when you visited on your road trip, and you added three more a year ago when you visited him again."
I shyly chuckled and blushed; "I was not keeping 'score,' but I did keep a diary of my trip. Crystal made me list the women I'd been with on my road trip one day. There were over seventy, and I should tell you when I started that trip I didn't expect there to be any – nada, zero, nil, zip, nothing at all. I didn't set out to do anything like that. I was grieving and just wanted to take the long way to my sister's home in San Diego, but things happened in almost every state. So, I learned about love and how to love. I learned about caring. I learned about selflessness. I love every person I've met and that I meet now. I love you."
Lea asked, "Will you teach us to be one of the best you've ever been with?"
Janice nodded enthusiastically, demonstrating full support to Lea's idea.
"With pleasure – mine, and hopefully yours, especially."
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent.
The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ -- a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad. Crystal and Jim skied and made love with Lauren, and play in her hot tub. PJ writes a hit. Crystal, Jim, and Claire head to Switzerland to film a movie where Jim does a dangerous but outstanding ski run. Friends Jed, Samantha, Lea, and Janice join up with them to tap Jim's skills in lovemaking for Jed's 'students.'

Crystal Clear Ch. 28Sex classes, tutoring, and more sex in Nashville
I outdid myself the first night Jed, Janice, Lea, and Samantha were in Wengen, Switzerland.
Ellen and Crystal had seduced Jed, my old fraternity brother; he was excited by the idea of 'doing' sisters, particularly when one was as famous and popular as Crystal -- over and over again, Ellen told me Jed kept saying, "I can't believe I made love with a country singer-movie star AND her sister!" Claire had gone off with Terry and Mark for the night. That left me with Janice, Lea, and Samantha, the three young women in Jed's 'finishing school' that he'd brought over from Iowa to ski and see part of Europe.
I had a tall order to fill. Jed's three protégés wanted me to teach them to be consummate lovers, to be 'one of the best I'd ever been with,' as Janice had put it only a few hours earlier. With that as prelude, the four of us stood in a small circle in the girl's room at the inn.
I started in a blunt academic voice, but softened my approach and language with each minute that went by until I spoke in a sexy, throaty whisper; "Which sounds sexier, my asking you outright 'Do you want to fuck?' or my adopting a whisper, kissing your neck, and saying, 'I can't wait to make love to you -- to caress every inch of your body, to do things to you that you'll remember forever, and to give you wonderful and countless orgasms." The first part of my statement had been intentionally crude; and the second part more seductive. I had leaned in and nuzzled into Janice's neck as I finished my question. She purred and leaned into me.
As we parted, the three nodded in understanding. Sam said in a matter of fact tone, "How we talk, and how we ask for what we want makes a big difference in how we're perceived, and whether our needs are filled the way we want them to be."
I continued to talk in a low, sexy voice, "We could stand here and take our clothes off, but you do that in a doctor's office. What you want to do is remove the clothes of the person you will make love with. As you reveal new patches of skin, lean in and kiss it. Don't rush. Slow is excellent -- even think slow motion in how you move, how you kiss, and how you fondle body parts."
I demonstrated by slowly and seductively turning to Sam. I kissed her into a slow burn, and took my time running my tongue down her neck. She put her head back and purred. With meticulous care for every step I drew out, I helped her out of a bulky woolen sweater, and her blouse. I left her full brassiere on, but unhurriedly kissed around the entire outer edge above her breasts. I could hear her start to pant above me -- just the reaction I'd been hoping for. Lea and Janice looked on, and I think they got as hot and bothered watching as Sam did by my ministrations.
I whispered, "While you may want to rush, it's important that you 'always' take your time. Sex is never an emergency, although the rest of your head is screaming at you to jump your lover's bones as fast as you can. The longer you take, the more aroused you'll be when you couple, and it'll make everything seem that much hotter and more memorable and loving. Even for a guy, it heightens the entire experience from mundane 'getting my rocks off' to an experience he'll remember the rest of his life."
I moved to Lea, kissed her tenderly, used my tongue creatively around an ear, and inch-by-inch pushed her sweater up until I drew out pulling her sweater over her head. Janice came next. I went around the circle the four of us formed a couple of more times, helping various layers of clothing disappear from their bodies. All four of us were panting in anticipation only halfway along the undressings.
I explained further, "When you are undressing a man, gently nudge the clothing around his cock, almost as though by accident. Sure, you could just blatantly rub through his clothing, but be more subtle. Just a glancing touch to show you know it's there, and you want to come back to it later for more excitement." Lea reached down and brushed the back of her hand across my groin, already hard inside my jeans. I whispered, "Perfect."
Janice asked in a soft voice, not wanting to break the mood that we were developing, "Is this foreplay?"
I leaned in at a slow pace and kissed her, before using my forefinger to trace over her inviting lips and then kissing her again. This woman was one of the sexiest women in the world right at that moment; the other two were standing right beside us. I rubbed a thumb over one of her bare nipples in an unhurried manner and then spoke slowly; "Everything you do or say or wear is foreplay to someone. The way you sit in a class, or stand in a line, or take a drink, or how you say 'Thank you' to someone; it's all foreplay. Treat everyone as a potential lover; you won't be disappointed in the result. You three are so beautiful, that you can expect there'll always be some man or woman near you who is thinking about bedding you -- wondering what you'd be like as a lover; and you never know when you might like to return that flirt or act on that subtle offer. If you're aware you'll act accordingly, plus realize that those people are doing you a favor -- they're alerting you to your own sexuality and how great they think you look. So, believe that you are a sexual creature in everything you do. You are always on a sexual stage."
Sam whispered, "Wow. I never thought of it that way. I just knew some guys gawked at me."
Lea said, "Yeah, someone's always ogling my boobs, but now I'll take a second look at each of my admirers too. What if they come on too heavy, or misread our intentions?"
I offered, "A polite shake of your head with a smile; or 'No thank you, not right now' will leave the door open, leave you with a good reputation, and allow you to follow-up later if you change your mind."
Janice said, "I like the idea that life is foreplay to a sexual union. I can really live with that. I am so horny most of the time anyway, I guess it's calling it like it is." She turned back to me, "So, as we shed clothes, as we kiss each other, as you talk to us, this is all foreplay in your mind."
"Absolutely, every second is foreplay, even when we sat near each other at lunch, when we walked up the sled trail, when we stood and talked in the common area. Even when you're alone know that what you do is foreplay, because it influences how you think and act when you're not alone," I emphasized; I leaned in and sucked on the nipple I'd been lightly holding. I withdrew slightly and spoke, "There are levels of intensity, to be sure. We're getting into some serious stage three stuff right now, maybe even stage four." I started to push Janice's thong down over her hips as I talked. As I dipped my head, I could smell her feminine scent and it turned me on tremendously. She helped push the thong down with unbridled eagerness.
When I took the last of Janice's clothes from her body, I held her to me. I was nude from the waist up, so I relished feeling her steel nipples on my chest. I rubbed her body all over, ending by running my hands up her shapely legs from a kneeling position. I wanted her to know that I had touched her all over, that I had loved every square inch of her body. I started to smooth and kiss over the open areas of her legs and torso, from head to foot.
When I reached her 'V,' I allowed a finger to drag across her entire slit from back to front. Janice's lust dripped from her sexual gulley. I brought my tongue to her slit, and lapped upwards, catching some of her nectar. I felt I'd tasted some divine nectar. I could feel Janice stiffen and hold onto my head to keep from keeling over in her passion and bliss.
I moved to shorter Lea, removing the last of her clothing -- a delicate lace pair of undies, and made love to her breasts, part of her body that she'd demonstrated defined her in many ways. I set Lea on the edge of a table; in slow motion as I our eyes remained locked on each other, I pulled a chair in front of her, spread her legs, and meticulously started to taste and tongue her pussy. Janice moved to kiss Lea as Sam watched in anticipation. I could tell this was not the first time they'd interacted sexually. Lea swooned.
When I did turn to Sam, she'd removed the rest of her clothing. We kissed passionately, and then she removed the last of my clothing, pulling my briefs down my legs. When I stood naked before her, Sam knelt in front of me and took my nearly rigid shaft in one hand and slowly brought it to her mouth. By the high standards I'd developed thanks to my friend Margo, it started as an average blowjob.
"Sam. I want you to deep throat me. I also want you to use both hands, counter rotating them around my shaft after you add a significant amount of your own saliva as lubrication. It's all right to spit or dribble your saliva over me, but make an erotic production of it." She tried, and I could feel and hear her gag reflex. I whispered, "As I near the back of your throat, swallow and thrust me in simultaneously. You won't gag; you'll be swallowing. Don't make a big deal out of it in your head."
Sam tried again, this time getting me a good way into her throat before she had to jerk her head off my cock to breathe. I patted her head and smoothed her hair. Sam spit in each hand and started to do the counter rotations on my rod. As she brought her mouth to the mushroom cap, I instructed, "Don't just go 'in and out,' with me, also rotate your head in large, slow sweeping motions by twisting your neck and moving your head from side to side." Sam followed my instructions, and I liked it -- a lot. I reached a '10' on my hardness scale -- the maximum.
I instructed softly, "When I'm inside your mouth, use your tongue all over me, particularly the large flat area or glans on the lower side of my cock. Run your tongue along my cock as I mouth fuck you." She did exactly that, and the sensations became outstanding.
We talked about other motions she could make. Lea and Janice suggested some additions. Finally, Lea couldn't take it any longer. She nudged Sam out of the way, "My turn. I want to practice."
Sam's blowjob had improved materially as she added her new skills. Loaded with new information, Lea started off from a new plateau, and then she improvised. I was in heaven. A few minutes later, Janice replaced Lea with equally beneficial skills.
When I felt I should take a rest lest things get out of control, I declared a bit of a break. "Ladies, it's my turn now." As we shifted positions, I whispered to Janice so the others couldn't hear and then kissed her; "When I first go down on you, don't move at all. Be stoic and frozen in place."
She nodded.
In my best instructional voice, I said, "Let's try cunnilingus; Janice?"
I pushed Janice down on one of the queen-size beds. I arranged her so I could put her legs over my shoulders and have my head in just the right position. I described my thought process, and then I went down on Janice. "A woman wants a man or another woman to touch her clitoris, but that's not the only erogenous area down here. Touch her mons, her pubic hair, her thighs, her labia, and everything that's exposed. Kiss her everywhere too."
I demonstrated, and Janice didn't move a muscle. I continued, "After a lot of slow motion attention, you can zero on her clit but wander away frequently. Use your tongue to spell out some long sentence on her clit, but do it word by word and not all at once."
I demonstrated on Janice again, and she remained still. I asked her, "Could you tell what I was writing?"
She shook her head.
I said, "I wrote, 'You are the most beautiful person in the world. I can't bring you enough pleasure.' I meant every word of it too."
Janice smiled warmly at me. She tasted divine, and her aromas suggested the finest spices in the world. Lea and Sam watched beside us on the bed, occasionally touching themselves. Janice remained stiff as a board. After a minute, I said, "OK, if you were this woman's lover what would you be thinking right now?"
Sam tentatively said, "That I'm either doing this sex act wrong, or she doesn't like it 'at' all."
Lea said, "I agree. When Jed does me, I squirm all over the place."
I said tauntingly, "Show me. Sam, go down on Lea."
The two women looked surprised, but Lea lay back beside us on her elbows, and Sam moved in front of her. Sam's tongue shyly reached out to Lea's cunt, almost as though she was afraid of making contact. At first contact, Lea loudly moaned and her body jerked. I could see her abdominal muscles go into spasms. Sam then took long, slow broad tongued laps from low to the top of her slit. Lea squirmed around, practically throwing Sam onto the other bed. She suddenly grabbed Sam's head, held it tight against her quim, and after only a few additional licks and tongue action Lea exploded in an orgasm, her body twitching wildly against the tongue that brought her pleasure, and her moans so loud I was sure the rest of the hotel could hear her.
I pulled Sam back slightly, "How do you feel about what you did to Lea in those sixty seconds?"
"I feel proud and really good, as though I accomplished something outstanding, although Lea must have been on the edge before I got there. I brought her off. From the moment my tongue touched her, I knew I was reaching her by the way she moved and the way she sounded -- exactly the way she wanted."
I turned back to Janice, "So, what will you do differently when I go down on your again?"
Janice smiled, "I'll let my body respond naturally, without holding back. I'll be vocal about what I'm feeling and liking. I'll use my hands to guide you to just the right places. I'll push my pussy up into your face. Do it to me ... please. Show me. I'm close after all this foreplay. Please."
I again went down on Janice, and she was true to her word; after two minutes of my making love to her pussy she had a roaring orgasm.
I asked, "Did you fake some of that?"
Janice blushed, "Sort of. I amplified some of the motions or sounds. Could you tell?"
I lapped at her pussy again, causing her to jerk naturally, "I could sense that, and so will a skilled lover." I turned to include Sam and Lea, "Don't fake reactions, but don't hold back. Walk that fine line. As you begin to let yourself go, to give yourself permission to enjoy the sex, you'll react more and more genuinely to what someone is doing to you." They all nodded.
I added, "You were probably brought up to be 'nice' girls, and 'nice' girls weren't supposed to like sex, get horny, or be over responsive to a lover. Times have changed, but old messages and memes die hard."
I started to stand, and Sam said, "Hey, I didn't get a turn." I got a sly smile from her and her come-hither look proved irresistible. I grinned, and somewhat roughly pushed her back on the bed next to Lea. She bounced, and I flung her legs over my shoulders as I rapidly plunged my tongue into her cunt. I was rough, the way I sensed she wanted, and she responded in a way that told me I'd read her signals perfectly.
I also jammed three fingers into her slit, and with the other hand stroked right below her right breast before pinching her nipple. I found her G-spot about fifteen seconds later, Sam's back arched, and she emitted a long 'Oooooooooooh fuck.' She came as I jammed my fingers deep into her body. She savored the peak, and dropped back onto the bed like a wet dishrag. I think that might have been a personal speed record.
After a minute of her heavy panting while I gently lapped around the edges of her pussy and slowly stroked only one finger inside her, she popped her head up, "Where the hell did you learn to do that? No one has ever brought me off that fast. Hell, I can't even bring myself off that fast, and I've tried."
I just smiled at her. I explained to all three women, "I dove right in and used my fingers to find Sam's G-spot. Physiologically, that patch of interior skin is connected to her clitoris, only the internal nerve endings are more sensitive. Use your fingers creatively. If a woman is flexible enough, you could even fist her, turning your hand and fingers inside her to provide great pleasure." I paused and added, "Occasionally, some women like penetration of their anus -- some barely and some as deep as you can go. You can use both hands -- both sets of fingers. Do it all while using your mouth."

* * * * *I continued, "Your nipples also have a direct connection to your clit, and so does that area right below each of your breasts. I think of it as the same nerve endings that rise to the pleasure center of your brain. But, the longer you have sex in a single session, the less sensitive your G-spot becomes, at least that's been my experience. Unfortunately, you can't do this all night long and keep getting the same results. Women can last longer if they wish, or via clitoral stimulation they usually can cum quickly. Sam hadn't had anything in there to speak of in this session, so she was ripe for a G-spot orgasm. I was a little rough too; I sensed that's what she wanted."



Sam nodded and smiled at me.
Janice reached down and grabbed ahold of my swinging penis that stood at ninety degrees to my body. She started to go down on me. I said, "What are you holding in your hand?"
She paused and said, "A penis."
I looked at Lea. She said, "A penis?"
Sam said, "Errr, a dick?"
I explained to the three of them, "No, this is a cock. A 'cock' is a sexy word to a guy. It's macho and smacks of masculinity, and if you're as far as Janice is, holding a 'cock' in your hand, you want your lover to be as masculine as you can make him."
They all nodded.
I took my middle finger, and inserted it into Janice's pussy so the other two could see. I said, "Where is my finger?"
Janice panted in a hoarse whisper we could all hear, "It's in my vagina, and it feels really good."
Lea laughed and said, "How about in her pussy."
Sam got on the agenda, "No, it's in her cunt."
"Right. Learn the dirty words for every aspect of the sex you want to excel at, and use them vociferously in your lovemaking session. So you aren't just making love, you're ...?"
Janice said, "Fucking or screwing or shagging."
Lea replied, "Jerking your huge cock off in my cunt."
After thinking for a moment, Sam added with a touch of humor, "Pushing your man meat up my quaking quim."
"Now, you're getting with the action," I laughed encouragingly. "Do you like dirty talk?"
Each said, "I love it. It turns me on."
I said, "So there's a place for the crudeness, and that seems to be when the sex organs are visible and the playtime has started. Be a little more careful of using in foreplay, pick your words carefully. A guy would still like to hear the object of his affection whisper to him while just sitting around reading or something, 'Honey, I've been sitting here thinking about how wonderful you cock would feel right now if were deep in my tight little pussy.'"
Janice held her arms up to me and said, "Come put your cock in my cunt, lover. I need your cum deep inside me. I want to feel you leaking out after you fill me."
I smiled at her and moved between her legs. Before she could prepare, I pushed my cockhead into her vagina, sliding my engorged cock right up her alley to full depth. Janice's mouth formed a large silent 'O' until I started to pump back and forth. I knew from my finger action she was more than lubricated and ready for my fast action.
I nodded to Janice, and she went back to being a student. "Oh, your big cock is so huge. It's ripping my pussy out of my body with every beautiful stroke you take. I can feel you twitch against my G-spot. Oh, you are so stimulating. When I cum ... oh, fuck, I'm going to cum all ... over ... you ... right ... NOW!"
With that, Janice squirted a mass of clear girl juice into our union. Some flew up and splashed on my chest, some shot to both sides of her as she writhed, splashing Lea and Sam who lay beside her on the bed. Most, splashed back on her body, coating her abdomen and breasts with the sexual liquid. Janice grabbed me, pulled me down so she could plaster a volcanic kiss on me, and then she hugged me to her body as the climatic spasms passed through her.
I rose and turned to Lea and Sam gesturing to Janice's female ejaculate, "Clean it up, fast; before it evaporates or runs off onto the bed. Use your tongues." They both lunged forward onto Janice's body with tongues extended, sucking up the fluid. I urged them, "Put on a show for me. If this was a ménage a trois or foursome, right now you'd want to heat up the room and your lovers even more than they already are."
After a minute, I asked, "Well, what does it taste like?" I'd already tasted the fluid and knew it was wonderful. Lea and Sam confirmed my observation, and then went back to licking their friend and housemate. I watched as both women sucked Janice's nipples into their mouths, bringing them to a rigid state. Janice clearly had gone to some heaven.
I pulled out of Janice, and Sam moved into her cunt with tongue extended and started to lap at her friend. The initial reticence of the girls to be together in my presence seemed to be fading.
I had noticed that Lea had slightly larger labia lips than the other two women. I lay back and pulled Lea up over me. Sam watched from between Janice's legs. We kissed briefly, and then I explained, "Lea's pussy lips are so inviting, I want to show you an erotic way to use them. Lea, lower your body slowly down on mine." As she did, I held my cock down against my body and spread her lips with my other hand. Soon enough, my cock had been partially enveloped by her lips, the cockhead sticking out in the air pointing up my body.
I said, "Now, rotate your hips slightly while you keep contact with my cock. Get your clit into the action; rub it across my dick. Make yourself cum by massaging my cock with your clit."
Lea nodded, and slowly began to slide her body back and forth over mine, my cock trapped beneath her thrusting cunt. Her large breasts swayed in sync with her motion. I watched as her eyes slowly close to savor the pleasure she'd started to create for herself. She sped up slightly once she got a sense of the required action. On some rotations of her hips I could see her clit emerge, but then she'd pull it back to drag across the length of my cock again.
I talked dirty to her, "Drag your little cunt across my cock, darling. Feel all that stimulation radiating into your hot little body -- right into your little clit. Feel your breasts on display for us to watch, and soon someone will start sucking on them. They're beautiful. You're beautiful, and sexy, and you fuck like a mink, and I love feeling your pussy lips on my cock. Don't you want to feel my long dick deep inside you? We can do that, after you cum this way. I want to fuck you until you see stars you never knew were there."
I went on at some length, and suddenly Lea's back stiffened, her head fell back, she squeaked into a long moan, and her gasp for air could be heard across the room. She came. I pulled her down to me pressing her breasts against my chest. She slowly relaxed, and I showered kisses on her face and neck.
As Lea recovered, she asked in a low voice, "Can I put you in me now?"
I nodded. She rose slightly, grabbed my rigid and sexually swollen cock in her small hand, held it at the entrance to her wet love nest, and skewered herself with my shaft. "Ooooh, fuck that feels so good, ... oh, really, so unbelievably good. So did the orgasm I got doing you the other way. I'll do that more. That's so different ... I can see how a guy could get off on that, even just watching me do that."
We fucked for a few moments. Sam and Janice kneeled beside us, so I paused and pointed at Lea's large breasts. Each of the other women fondled a breast and latched their mouth over one of Lea's large areolas and started suckling, licking, and gnawing at her breasts. Lea's hands moved to cradle their heads. She looked angelic. I restarted my pumping action, but making much smaller strokes so I didn't disturb their ministrations.
I said to the girls, "Let me show you something else that maybe you already do. You can bring yourself off while you're making love. It's sexy, and men like it because they like you having orgasms while you're riding their cocks. It may even bring them off. Lea do it." Her hand dropped down to her pussy so it was right above my cock. She slowly massaged her clit with her hand, but her speed slowly increased. She looked deep into my eyes. I told her, "Don't be afraid to touch my cock as you do that? You can even feel me going in and out of you, or grab ahold of it, pull me out, and use the shaft to rub you clit, and then put me back into your cunt. Do what you need to do to cum."
Lea followed my directions. My cock rated a '10' on my ten-point scale, so I couldn't get harder, but I did feel increased sensitivity to my lover as she did this.
I told them, "If you have a considerate lover, he may reach between you and diddle your clit as well, maybe using his thumb like this." I nudged her hand away from her cunt as I took my right hand, positioned it, and used the thumb to excite Lea's clitoris.
Lea warned, "Oh, God, Jim, I'm going to cum again. So soon? I've never had sex like this before. This is all so ... sexy ... Oooooooh, Gooooooood." She closed her eyes, and soon another climax hit her like a lightning stroke. Her back arched, and soon she was quaking in my arms savoring the afterglow. This time, after some cuddling and kissing I rolled Lea to her side. Lea looked up at me with gooey eyes of love.
I looked at Sam. She said, "Good things 'cum' to those who wait, right?" I caught her emphasis on the word cum, and grinned back.
"What's your favorite position?"
Sam rolled onto her back and smiled up at me, "Missionary or thereabouts. I want to be able to look up at you, but I also want you driving into me as hard as you can when you're ready to cum -- and I want to feel that cum arriving inside me." I liked her dirty talk.
I slipped inside her on a fast stroke to her delight and gasp of joy. I went right to work. All this sexual talk had gotten to me, and I wanted to cum in the worst way now. Having three beautiful nude women next to me positively raised my libido to new heights.
Lea and Janice started to suck on Sam's breasts. I pantomimed that Janice should sit on Sam's face, so she did, facing me. We could kiss. I dragged Lea's hand down to Sam's clit, and she started to frig her friend at a rapid pace. I urged them, "Do what you'd like done to you."
Sam told me she felt an orgasm coming on. Lea and Janice moved aside. I removed any mental barrier to my own climax, and we hit a peak together. Just prior to my ejaculations, my hips had moved so fast my body had been a blur to the human eye. I slammed into Sam, the consistent slaps of our body together resonating around the room. I came with an overdose of cum deep into Sam's pussy, some seeping out around the edge of my twitching cock and running down Sam's cheeks and legs.
I popped out after a minute. I commanded in my dominant voice, "Janice, clean my cock with your mouth. Lea, clean up Sam's pussy." The two sprung into action without hesitation. When Janice had finished with my cock, she moved in with Lea to try to suck my load from her housemate's cunt. I think Lea squirmed to another orgasm, and then all was quiet.
Janice said, "I can't believe you. You made love to us, taught us how to do it better, taught us how to enjoy each other -- forced the issue, and I feel so good right now I never want to leave this bed with you three. I want to keep doing this the rest of my life." The others nodded in agreement.
Lea said, "I've never eaten so much cum before. You're not bad."
As I looked as these stunning women, I could already feel a resurgence of interest in my love stick. Lea noticed too and started to stroke and fondle me. I felt that Janice had lost out on a serious intercourse. I eyed her, and she pointed down at her twat; I nodded.
Janice said to Lea, "Let me suck on that for a minute and then I'm going to catch the next one." She moved in as Lea gave up her action, inhaled my piece, and brought me back to a '9'. She nudged me back on the bed and mounted me, allowing me to slide deep inside her on the first stroke. She moved about slowly, doing marvelous things with her hips and rubbing her tits in my face.
I said, "Oh, I like your creativity and your extra motions -- very erotic."
She leaned forward and held a breast up for me to suck. I latched on as I fondled the other with a hand. Her nipple tasted like honey for some reason. I said, "You taste divine. Did you do something?"
She nodded and whispered, "I diluted some honey at the end of my shower and rubbed it around my breasts, 'just in case' somebody got interested enough to want to taste them."
"Very creative. Very erotic. Nice." I gave an extra thrust up into her body, and she squeaked out a little sound of surprise.
I said to her, "I could go for a long time, an hour or more, or I could make this very short. What's your pleasure?"
Janice said, "I'd like you to be fast and rough with me, but surely not for an hour. I'd be so sore I couldn't do anything the rest of the trip. Maybe fifteen minutes worth?" She glanced at a bedside clock radio.
I nodded, and then sat up, cupping Janice's ass as I did. I rotated to the edge of the bed, and she looked puzzled. I stood up holding her, and then started to raise and drop her onto my cock with great force and speed. The action was rough and physical.
Janice mumbled in a voice physically jarred by our exertions, "Oh, shit. What did I just ask for?"
After a minute of that, I dropped her off of my cock onto the bed on her back. I drove my cock into her suddenly, and on the outstroke pulled her legs together to make her pussy grasp my cock more tightly. I put her legs over one shoulder, and went to town at high speed slamming my body into hers. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed through the room. I dropped a hand to her neck, and gently squeezed giving the illusion of a possible choke if she misbehaved. Janice's eyes got big. I kept on stroking my piston into her chamber at high speed. This felt marvelous, and I could tell I was doing something wonderful for Janice.
After a couple of minutes of that, I maneuvered us into reverse cowgirl, and pummeled upwards into her body with long rapid strokes. I was working up a sweat and so was Janice. She gave as rough as she took, launching her cunt back at me with thrusting motions of her hips.
I turned her around on top of me without her pulling off my cock, so she was back in our cowgirl position. This time, my speed went up even further. I slapped her ass and her breasts, more for the sound effect than for any pain. Janice's eyes got bigger at that. I grabbed both nipples and pulled them hard away from her body; her breasts extended outward several inches, and I felt sure I induced a little pain in her from my grasp. She didn't complain, but pushed her chest out into my hands. I put both hands on her throat for a minute.
I rolled us over to a missionary position with me over her and drove hard into her body. I stopped a couple of times to spit on her cunt for lubrication and to tease her with the lewd act. Twice, I spit on her chest and rubbed the saliva into her skin. With a devilish look, she spit back at me hitting my neck and chest. I replied by spitting directly into her open mouth before I dove in and kissed her with renewed passion; she liked that. I rested my hand on her neck again in a veiled threat. Every fiber in her beautiful body was responding in some way to my attack. She made her own attack with nails across my back, and pounding on my sides or shoulders with her hands. She'd yell, "Harder. Faster. More. I can take it. Pound me."
The entire time we fucked, we were practically shouting dirty talk at each other, calling each other names -- slut, cunt, whore -- dick, prick, ass, jack off, McDreamy -- fuck me, dig that cock into my cunt, drill me, slap my ass with your balls -- the words poured out without a second thought from both of us. The dirtier the better.
I practically shouted, "Janice, slut, you'd better be ready to cum in about thirty seconds, or else you're going to be left at the wayside wishing you had." I thrust extra hard into her vagina to show her I was serious. She nodded, and rotated her hips more rapidly into my rough downward thrusts. She was jamming her body upwards against me, as hard as I pounded down into hers. I became dimly aware of the bed's headboard pounding against the wall with our every stroke. We were making a helluva racket.
I announced, "I'm cumming, Babe. Here it is. Take it. Take my cum." I made ten last lunges into her body, feeling a major ejaculation of semen deep inside her with each thrust. By the tenth and last lunge, I could feel the cum squirting from around my cock as I hammered into Janice's quim. I yelled, "OH FUUUCCCKKK!"
Janice came too; her orgasm resulted in pain on my back from her nails that dug in deep. She held on for all she was worth as we crested, and froze in place. Janice's arms were locked around my neck holding her body almost completely off the bed. Her entire body spasmed against me repeatedly over the next sixty seconds, pulsating as the waves of pleasure kept sweeping into her soul -- into my soul. She was truly out of control. We were dripping in sweat, smelled of sex and natural body odor, our juices oozed from several places and added to the room's aromas, and our spit dripped down each other's breasts and chests.
I glanced at the clock; exactly fifteen minutes had gone by since we started.
After a long minute, Janice fell back with an amazed look on her face, and a look of love at me. She shook her head in disbelief, "Now, I really am in love with you. You've got me, big time, the rest of my life, whenever you want me, wherever, anyway, anyhow. Wow! I have never had an experience like that in my life, and I'm now afraid I never will again. You are magnificent. Now, I see what Jed was talking about when he said you had the Ph.D. in lovemaking."
I fell beside her, and pulled her on top of me with some very tender kisses compared to the previous ones I'd given her during our bout of passion. Our lips were nearly bleeding from those earlier kisses. I just whispered, "I love you. You were divine -- truly a goddess of love. I definitely want to do that again." She was a phenomenal lover.
We'd forgotten about Lea and Samantha. They'd cuddled together as they watched us. Lea said in a daring voice, "That was wild -- the most erotic fifteen minutes in my life, and way better than porn. We both came when you did; how could we not -- we so identified with you two."
Sam said, "I want some of that too, but not right now." She was closest to me. She rolled me onto my side slightly, and I pulled Janice's drooling body against me again. I watched as Lea slipped down the bed so she could suck my cum from Janice's cunt.
I felt Sam's tongue run over my shoulder blade and some stinging pain from the area. I said, "Ouch! What are you doing?"
Sam rubbed my arm gently and said, "You're back is bleeding. I'm tasting your blood, and hoping it'll stop soon. It is slowing down. I'm hoping that whatever you have in your bloodstream just entered mine, because that's the way I want to make love the rest of my life." She gestured behind me, "Oh, dear, your blood is on the sheet."
I turned the other way, and saw several long streaks of blood from my back across the sheets I'd just been lying on. Janice's nails had done a job on my back; she quickly looked at my back by turning my body and apologized profusely. I told her I wouldn't have traded a second of what we did for a lesser event. We kissed passionately again, and then I moved to include Lea and Sam.

* * * * *"Well, why don't you come back to Nashville with us? We have plenty of room in the house, plus there's always a group of likeable people around -- even loveable, if you know what I mean." Crystal winked at Jed although she sat in his lap. She'd warmed up to Jed and developed quite a crush on my friend during the week in Wengen, plus she found Janice, Sam, and Lea exceptionally nice playmates, and she didn't want to see them disappear back to Iowa right away.
Mark, the director of our movieDownslope declared a victory on Friday morning after reviewing the prior day's filming. He decided that filming for the movie, including some spare footage, had been completed. We had known we were near the end of filming, but things had gone much faster, partly because he didn't have to do multiple takes of me skiing and then takes of my stunt double, Jason Lee. Poor Jason would be in a cast for about four months we'd been told.



Knowing our filming was ending, Ellen had scheduled us to leave the next morning, catching a flight from Zurich to JFK, with a connection to Nashville.
Jed and the three women he arrived with to vacation for a week in Switzerland had mixed it up with our crew all week during the times we weren't filming. Terry and Mark had been part of the mix besides Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and Barry -- our support actor. I think everybody got to have an intimate time with everyone else, and some good and long-lasting friendships were made. I thought a romance or two might blossom from the connections made during the week.
Jed looked at his companions, "Well, we do have another week and a half before classes start again. What do you think?"
Sam, Lea, and Janice all voted to go to Nashville with us. Jed broke into a smile. I could tell, he wanted to go too; he just didn't want to make an autocratic decision. Part of his charm school for pretty women involved getting them to stand firmly on their own two feet and not delegating their 'rights' to the unworthy, especially not making an automatic move to let a male decide for them.
Ellen collected their tickets and headed off to her Internet connection so she could rearrange their flights so they transited through Nashville on the way to Des Moines, where they'd left a car at the airport to get back home to Iowa City and the University.
Ellen came back about a half hour later. "I got us all in first-class all the way, so we'll practically have those cabins all to ourselves." She turned to Jed, "I hope you don't mind, and don't feel you have to pay us back, but I cashed in a bunch of our frequent flyer miles to upgrade you. It's no big deal to us at the rate we accumulate mileage."
Jed and the girls expressed their thanks. Janice had been sitting with my arm around her. She turned and kissed me. She whispered, "I am so going to thank Ellen for that later, probably with a couple of orgasms. I have never flown first-class. This'll be such a treat." She lapped her lips in anticipation. I speculated she was more enthralled with an excuse to be eating Ellen again than she was with the upgrade. I felt Janice shudder in anticipation.
Before our large group left our suite to go to dinner, all the women lined up, dropped their pants and undies down their legs and pulled up their sweaters, blouses, and bras. I purposely took a picture cutting off their heads in the photo and sexted it to Nadia and PJ with the news that we would ALL be home tomorrow with four additional friends staying with us.
A little while later, I got a return sext of two female pussies stuffed with two engorged cocks. The accompanying message said, 'Can't wait. We've been having fun while you've been gone. The more, the merrier. Love us.' I wondered what we'd find when we got home. I also wondered who belonged to the two cocks, although I could guess.
As things worked out, we left Wengen for Zurich after dinner on Friday night. Our trans-Atlantic flight left on the early side from Zurich, so we opted to stay at a motel at the airport. There were no suites, so we just split up along convenient and desirous lines, and went to bed. I had Ellen and Janice, so I got to watch Janice make good on her earlier promise about thanking Ellen by giving her multiple orgasms.
Saturday was spent in airplanes, and I had a sore butt when we got to Nashville. Ellen had arranged for two limousines to transport us to Crystal's home, and we knew from an email that Nadia, our sexpot housekeeper, had a festive dinner arranged.
Claire left us in New York to join Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth for a few days in the Big Apple. She had rebuffed his proposal of marriage, but conceded that she would 'date' him and see how things went. She had told him their arrangement should not even be considered an engagement or anything more serious yet, because she was so undecided, plus she felt his proposal to her in the Galapagos had been based on insufficient knowledge of the 'New Claire.' At the risk of losing him, she'd also told him that I'd be her first choice, but somehow that hadn't deterred his feelings for her.
Having left Zurich at eight in the morning, we arrived at the house at seven o'clock in the evening local time. Most of us had slept on the flight, but all of us complained about having that 'travel grime' feeling and made us want showers before bedtime.
Nadia rushed out of the house to meet us in the large circular driveway in front of Crystal's home. She threw herself in my arms with great abandon as soon as I stepped out of the limo, locking her legs behind me so she could hold on and kiss me. She left no doubt that she'd missed me. The others looked on with amusement on their faces as she smothered me with kisses, and I held her tight little ass -- and, yes, it still felt like one of the few great wonders of the world.
PJ came bounding out of the house as well, with equally enthusiastic welcomes for me and the others. She babbled on about how glad she was to have us back, how she'd been doing so well with Cindy Wonder andThe Hobo Palace band, how we'd love some of the decorating changes she made in a few of the rooms in the house -- all with Crystal's permission of course; and, finally, how she had some other things to tell us that could wait until later. There was so much chaos at that instant I let her comment slide.
Nadia and PJ also had invited for dinner and the weekend Dan -- our publicist, Billy -- our band leader, and Sean Livingston -- a newly minted graduate from the college Nadia attended and the guy who seemed to be her steady boyfriend and lover. She knew we needed more males in our midst since Mark Ang had stayed in Wengen to wrap up some things about the film, and Barry Peters, our costar, had caught a flight to LA so he could get home. Everyone had good chemistry, so I saw no problems with the additions.
After we got inside, I gave Jed, Sam, Lea, and Janice a tour of the house. Crystal and I had some work done while we were away, and I was curious to see the cabinetry in a room that would become my den. Crystal's home had three large bedrooms and three smaller ones. We had an emperor bed in our suite, as well as a king-size bed. The combination easily let us comfortably sleep eight people in our suite; thus, we called it the playroom. The other large bedrooms had king beds.
Another accoutrement we had in our bedroom included a spectacular walk in shower that some gyms would envy. The shower room alone was large, about twelve by twelve feet, with shower heads all around at different levels, so your entire body got sprayed, not just from the top down. The room also had a waterproof settee in the middle, clearly an aide to 'in-shower' sex. Built in wall nooks around the room held shampoos and soaps of various kinds. A dish of condoms also graced one of the shower nooks. Our guests could barely contain themselves about the shower; they all wanted to try it, and I promised a live demonstration after dinner.
Also on the tour, I showed them the outdoor spa we had that could easily hold twelve people. Nadia had uncovered and fired up the tub; so steam rose off the water surface in the cool evening temperatures. Everyone wanted to try that too. I explained that we had a 'No Suits' policy about the tub, and they appreciated the house rule. Nadia told me that PJ, Sean, Dan, and she had used the new tub several times while we'd been in Europe.
We agreed to postpone showers until after dinner, since Nadia and PJ were ready to serve dinner. Nadia and PJ had arranged two dining room tables together in a large square that sat three people on each side of the table. When we finally sat, we had Crystal, Ellen, Nadia, PJ, Janice, Sam, Lea, Jed, Dan, Billy, Terry, Sean, and me; seven women and six men.
Nadia and PJ had made enough lasagna to easily serve thirty. They had an antipasto, salads, fresh veggies, and homemade Key Lime pies for dessert. They knew the way to a man's heart. Dinner was a hilarious and raucous affair, often with three or four conversations going on across the table simultaneously. Everyone got in the spirit of things, and the soporific affects of the air travel wore off as we ate and drank.
Over dinner, Nadia brought me up to speed on her life. She was nearing graduation with her bachelor's degree, having taken course overloads, plus summer, inter-session, and home study courses. More important, she quietly told me that she and Sean had fallen in love, and were spending an increasing amount of time together. I recalled that Sean had taken her to a rather raucous fraternity toga party about a year earlier, a party where Nadia had let her 'Inner Slut' loose. She told me she'd explained to him about our open relationships that she wanted to continue her relationships with all of us and not become isolated by exclusivity. Sean had told her he felt all right about such an arrangement as long as he was number one in her life, a participant, and not shut off from her. She said they'd had many long talks about this side of things, our philosophy of living and loving, polyamory, the implications of this life style on their lives, and the cultural differences having been raised in Russia versus America.
PJ updated me as well. She had finished various versions of the song she wrote entitled,Downslope, and had successfully and happily turned them over to Sony to use as the title song in the movie Crystal, Claire, and I had just finished filming. She puffed up and proudly announced that she'd written a couple of dozen more songs that Sony Music liked, and that Sony wanted Crystal and me to consider some of them for our next album or as part of theDownslope album. She had blossomed, and her pride was unbounded and well-deserved.
PJ also told us about her work withThe Hobo Palace band, particularly the enjoyment she got singing as the lead backup singer in the band. Cindy and PJ had become friends, and Cindy pulled PJ 'up front' with increasing frequency because the two women sang so well together.
I asked her quietly, "PJ, is there something serious going on with you and Dan?"
Her jaw dropped open. "Damn. Did Nadia tell you?" I shook my head negatively. She admitted, "Well, yes, we're sort of dating right now, but we've agreed to see others too. Jake Randall also is hot on my tail." PJ blushed; "Nadia and I have had Dan and Sean here together to play with us too. We've talked about polyamory, our group, and they liked the foursomes we shared. Jake is more traditional and exclusive, but he so appreciates my other skills -- my music and singing; we fit well together too. I'm uncertain which guy to lean towards."
We sat and enjoyed coffee for a while; until Lea signaled to me that she wanted to use our beautiful shower room. I admitted there were many water valves around the room; our plumber had fun designing the 'behind the wall' piping when we put that in. I volunteered to show Lea the ropes, and so the two of us excused ourselves as the others continued to enjoy their animated conversations.
Lea and I stripped off clothing in our bedroom between some passionate kisses. I showed her where the towels were, and led her into the shower room. I gave a half-hearted explanation of the plumbing, and got two of the 'all-body' wash jets working on the two of us.
I pulled Lea to me and kissed her some more, enjoying the feeling of her nude body against mine. I'd already hardened to a '7' just watching her undress. She grabbed ahold of my cock and brought me to a '9' quite easily.
I stopped her from masturbating me just as she started to kneel to give me a blowjob. I said, "Wait a bit. I want to wash you; I want you to feel the joy of someone giving you a body wash and shampoo." With those words, I went to work washing her long hair, massaging the shampoo into every strand, massaging her scalp as I went. I then the rinsed and applied conditioner, and then took a comb and carefully removed the snags as I worked through her gorgeous tresses. After that, I carefully soaped up every inch of her skin with a luxurious body wash, paying special attention to her double-D breasts and the 'V' between her legs. I held her close as I turned her around for the rinse cycle.
After that, I brought her over to the padded settee in the middle of the shower room. We left the steam rising from the jets, and I lay back on the settee as Lea mounted me, our bodies still dripping. We fucked for about fifteen minutes, and then I heard voices in the other room signaling that others might join us. Lea was riding me cowgirl style at this point.
Lea said in haste, "Please cum in me before the others arrive. I want one 'alone-time' orgasm with you; for all the others you've given me we've had others in bed with us. Please."
I grunted and said, "OK, my pretty friend, then, get ready because in ninety seconds you will be awash in what I have in store for you." I sped up, bringing Lea to yet another orgasm -- her third in our shower time, but the first time I jettisoned a load into her body with no one else around. Just as she crested, her muscles clenched, and that was all it took to bring me to completion. I did just what she wanted; came inside her with copious amounts of my warm man juice.
Lea screamed, moaned, and writhed through her climax pushing her body down into me as our final spasms met each other; and then her body went limp, and she collapsed onto my chest, her large breasts mashing against mine and her erect nipples driving like velvet spikes into my chest. I liked the feel of her large pillows. We stayed that way for quite a few minutes, kissing and doing small loving things to each other, such as stroking each other's faces or rubbing our chests together.
While still joined to Lea, I heard Crystal's voice, "Oh, here they are. They're in here, ... and guess what they've been doing?" Crystal's tone teased us; however, I knew she had no doubt what we'd been doing. She came to us and planted a sexy French kiss on Lea's lips, and then on mine. When she kissed Lea, I could feel Lea's vagina twitching around my shrinking violet in response; I groaned at the fabulous sensations Crystal delivered to me by way of Lea's pussy.
Dan, Jed, Janice, and Sam arrived in the shower room next. I lost sight of them, but as Crystal was kissing me, I felt someone extract my tumescent dick from Lea's pussy and start to suck on me, cleaning the remnants of our juices. I gather from Lea's gyrations and twisting that someone else had started to clean her as well. My guess turned out correct: Janice and Sam.
As Lea and I separated and got off the settee, Crystal told the others, "Now you see the advantage of having this little seating area in the shower. You'd be surprised how it has energized our sex lives. I think it's Ellen and PJ's favorite place to fuck." I nodded in agreement.
Lea and I went back under the shower sprays as Crystal and the others turned on still more water jets and began their own play sessions. Jed was fingering Crystal's pussy as Lea and I left to dry off; I smiled broadly at Lea and got a sly smile back assuring me she'd enjoyed the pleasure we shared. In the middle of the shower room, Dan had already sunk his cock into Janice as she lay sprawled out on the settee.

* * * * *We no sooner said goodbye to Jed, Sam, Janice, and Lea a week after getting back from Switzerland, when Crystal's parents arrived for a week. Although Crystal and I aren't married, I think of them as my 'in laws.' I couldn't ask for more hospitable and likeable 'rents.'
Now, many men have an aversion to visits from their in-laws, but such is not the case for Crystal, Ellen, Nadia, and me, particularly. The principle reason for this is that just the past Christmas, Kim Lee, Crystal's mother, and I had established our own sexual relationship. I'd always thought of her as a MILF, but finally had gotten to enjoy the fruits of that thinking. Kim had become a Mellon Girl, enjoying rides on my cock over and over again during that holiday period. As we left to drive back to Nashville, Kim had whispered to me that she had the best kind of soreness in the world and wanted plenty more of it.
Simultaneously to my bedding Kim, Nadia had knocked the sexual socks off Don Lee -- Ellen and Crystal's father. They too had established a beautiful relationship with each other despite the wide age difference. Shortly after these two liaisons formed, Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and PJ also became sexually involved with their parents. The places there had been boundaries and taboos all fell apart. Our polyamorous circle expanded without any reservations to include the older pair. It just felt right.
Kim spent quite a bit of time in bed with me the first couple of days of their visit. She seemed to smile continually too when we weren't making love. Nadia captured Don for a good bit of the time too, making sure his every need had been met, particularly the sexual needs. PJ and the others fit around the rest of us. Kim had surprised us all by discovering her 'bi' side, eventually making out and having sex with each of the other women in the house, sometimes at my urging. We all loved her. On this visit, even Terry, Dan, and Sean had a turn with her much to Kim's delight. After all of her interactions, Kim confessed to me that she had always been a closet slut, but had not had any opportunities to practice her inner desires until we'd 'broken her open and stripped away her boundaries.' She also explained she was making up for lost time.
Kim let Crystal talk her into smoking her first joint; Don resisted trying the drug and Nadia rewarded him by dragging him off to her bedroom again. On their third night with us, after a torrid lovemaking session with me in our shower, Crystal pulled her naked mother out onto the back patio to the hot tub, and the two stoked up.
Ellen found out about Crystal and Kim's drug use only by virtue of an ashtray that had the short remnants of a roach lying in it. She'd asked Crystal who had explained to her sister about sharing a 'fun buzz' with her mother the night before.
Ellen told me, and I chastised Crystal for corrupting her mother and for even using marijuana. I thought I was rather firm, but Crystal seemed to blow the whole thing off as a trivial event that had just been 'fun'.
The day after the senior Lee's left, Claire arrived back home from New York. Lying in bed stroking her naked body after we'd made love to her, Crystal, Ellen, and I quizzed her about Joe and Beth. She allowed as how they'd had a good two weeks, with Beth and her shopping and going to shows during the day, and Joe romancing the two of them at night. She assured us they'd had some deep conversations about life styles, polyamory, and personal values they held as important. Despite those discussions, Claire said she was far from any decision regarding Joe's proposal of marriage -- if she ever made a decision. I speculated that this might be the first time someone said 'No' to Joe.
After we got back from Switzerland in March and our bevy of guests left, Crystal and I started to spend full days in the recording studio, often with PJ and Jake Randall, our other composer, working through songs and various arrangements. To take a new song, work through the arrangement, tweak it here and there, do various versions of it with all the different possibilities of band instruments, we were spending well over a hundred hours per song. When PJ wasn't with us, she went off to work on songs withThe Hobo Palace band.
To keep our hand in on our old stuff, Terry and Ellen arranged for us to do a concert here and there around the country, usually one concert each weekend. We used those as an opportunity to present a few of the new songs to a live audience and test their reaction.



Crystal worried me at some of our events when she disappeared and would come back a little glassy eyed. Each time, she'd come back with the distinct odor of weed permeating her clothing. I gently asked her to stop smoking, but apparently my request had no impact since I saw only an increased incidence in her participation. When I suggested that we return to a drug-free band, Crystal vetoed the idea, telling me she had everything under control and that pot was almost like alcohol and that the buzz was fun. I reluctantly capitulated the point, but decided I would continue to ride her on the issue occasionally.
Claire no sooner got settled in after her Switzerland and New York adventures, than Sony Pictures called and asked whether she'd take a minor part in another film. I thought I detected Tina Devoe's hand in Claire's call, so I called her the next evening when Claire wasn't around. We both hinted at what happened, and I graciously thanked her for thinking about someone I loved in such positive terms. Tina laughed and made me promise to fuck her brains out on her outdoor balcony the next time I was in LA. I graciously accepted her proposal and promised to make good on it.
One Friday evening, we had a good size contingent of people at the house sitting around. Ellen got a puzzled look on her face as she stared at me.
"What's wrong, Honey?" I asked.
Ellen said, "Well, it's been several months and you haven't saved anybody or been in trouble."
I laughed, "So, you're thinking it's time for something outside my control to happen?"
"Exactly."
"Like what?"
"I haven't the foggiest idea, but something will happen soon; I'm sure of it."

* * * * *Trouble turned up four days later.
The key sentences from the British tabloid stated:"American country singer Jim Mellon carries around dozens of pornographic and nude photographs of his various girlfriends on his cell phone, many of them from 'sext' messages exchanged between them. Close girlfriend Crystal Lee may also be a participant in the ring of friends exchanging these lewd pictures."
A few American and other British tabloids picked up the thread of the article and imported the byline. Various media amplified and built on the 'sexting' activity, going into lurid detail; however, by their comments it was clear that no one had actually seen the pictures except for possibly someone at the tabloid in the U.K. By noon the story was all over the place.
Nadia broke the news to Crystal and me by presenting each of us with a morning newspaper open to the headlines across the top of the Entertainment pages.
"Shit!"
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent. The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ – a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad. Crystal and Jim skied and made love with Lauren, and play in her hot tub. PJ writes a hit. Crystal, Jim, and Claire head to Switzerland to film a movie where Jim does a dangerous but outstanding ski run. Friends Jed, Sam, Lea, and Janice join up with them for Jim's skills and instruction in lovemaking. Jim's sex lessons continue in Nashville, and a sexting scandal starts.

Crystal Clear – Ch. 29Scandal, damage limitation, wild sex
Dan bumped his head a couple of dozen times against the wall in the bedroom he'd been in with Ellen. The act looked funny given he was naked and sober, but so were the rest of us. He'd dropped the newspaper that repeated the story in a British tabloid about me carrying around pornographic and lewd pictures that had been sexted to me or taken by me on my cell phone. I took his head pounding as an indication that my publicist hadn't the slightest idea how to cope with this sudden release of the embarrassing news.
Dan muttered, "If I recall, one of the cocks in several of those pictures belongs to me, along with Sean's, as well as Nadia and PJ's pussies. Shit man. Let me think. What have you done since you heard?"
I shrugged and told him, "Just come up here to see you – you're the expert. Sorry to interrupt." I think Dan and Ellen had been sleeping; however, they clearly had fooled around earlier and then gone back to sleep. Ellen had that special glow around her.
Dan threw on a robe, as Ellen picked up the newspaper and read the story; she did nothing to hide or nudity. Her shapely figure and aroused breasts sent a lot of signals to me that I started reacting to. I felt my groin stir in response and next I knew, I had the start on a boner of epic proportions. I had to force my mind back on the problem I'd come up there with.
Ellen shook her head and grinned at me, "Here we go again. A hero one day, a pervert the next." She got off the bed, pulled me to her, plastered her naked body against my scantily clad front, and laid a tongue-laden passionate kiss on me. I could feel her excited nipples through my t-shirt, and when she ground her pussy against my thigh, I could feel the slight wiriness of her pubic hair and the sexy dampness of her slit. Now, I knew I'd have to seek Ellen out later in the day for some sexual playtime; she grinned at me; she wanted the same thing.
Dan ignored us. He paced around the room muttering, "First, the pictures are probably too racy to print in any decent newspaper without black bars over the sex organs. We've got to get them suppressed, and fast. You don't want those hitting the Internet, if they haven't already. Second, apparently someone hacked your cell phone, so shut down your cell phone. Get another. We've got to get Crystal, Ellen, Claire, PJ, Nadia, Terry, mine and anyone else's phones that received or sent those photos off the air too; turn them all off. I don't think they can be hacked if they're not in the 'on' condition. Let me think further about a response to the press. Don't call or talk to anyone from the media - ANYONE." The words were no sooner out of his mouth than I heard the house phone ring. Nadia would get it and push off anyone not on our 'approved' list.
A few minutes later, I went to a corner of the living room and called Margo in London on our landline, giving her the number right off. Margo was the sexy detective who had helped me outwit the ill thought out blackmail plot of a deranged twenty-year old I'd happen to fuck in a debutante's orgy in Oklahoma on her eighteenth birthday. I explained to Margo the sexting news; after laughing to the point of tears, she told me she'd already seen the paper. I asked about getting her lawyer–barrister friend David Balfour to squash things over there in some way, particularly any release of the pictures.
Margo responded, "I got it. I know how to start. Be back to you. Every second counts on this one." She hung up fast, and I could imagine the flurry of activity in her London office that my call had just kicked off.
Crystal came into the living room wearing a long t-shirt, her head down reading one of the newspaper accounts of my sexting. She looked up and gave me a weak smile, "Shit. Your ass is grass again, and mine indirectly." She glanced up at me, shot me a wide grin suddenly, and asked, "Why do I hang out with perverts like you?"
"Because you love me, that's why; plus some of those explicit pictures are of you, my dearest." Her eyes got large when she remembered some of the fun we'd had sexting pictures around our close circle of sexually intimate friends.
Crystal added, "Dan already woke me, took my phone, and turned it off. Ellen and Nadia's phones too. He said he emailed Claire, telling her to shut down and just use our landline." Claire had flown up to New York for a couple of days with Joe and Beth Mansard.
Crystal went on, "Each of us has those photos on our phones, and I know I sent a few of them to you and the others; I think I even sent one of your beautiful appendage to my mother as a memento of her last visit with us when you fucked the shit out of her. I'll be in the soup pretty soon, no doubt. I gather you just called Margo? I heard the last couple of words of your call."
"Yes; I'll hear back in a while. I don't know how long it takes to get an injunction or whatever it is we need over there. We have only the word of the paper that the story broke in the U.K. It might have come out of France, Switzerland, or some other European country. Many of those photos were taken and sent while we were on tour or filming scenes for our movieDownslope."
We each picked at our breakfasts and there was little conversation around the table. Dan had taken over a corner of the living room, making phone call after phone call to his media contacts pleading with them to either not report on the 'rumored' story or to minimize the 'allegations.' I heard him promising that we'd make some kind of formal statement or interview of some kind soon. He monopolized the landline for a few hours, and then ran out of calls to make.
The landline phone rang about eleven a.m., two hours after I'd called Margo. Nadia yelled from the kitchen, "Jim, it's Margo for you."
Margo launched into her progress. "OK, here's the deal.News of the Globe tabloid was the one that sprung the story. It got picked up by a couple of others who probably bought into it by paying them. David Balfour is on the case; he's the attorney you met when we took Maddy's deposition in your blackmail case. He'll have an injunction any moment, plus he has launched – get this – a £50 million lawsuit against theGlobe and against each of the other papers that reported on the event this morning over here. That's more than enough to get the attention of every newspaper and editor on this side AND your side of the Atlantic. With that amount of money in sway, everyone should think long and twice about reporting on this right now until the legal landscape becomes clear. He's in touch with a colleague in the U.S., and there will be similar lawsuits launched on your side before sunset over there. Newspapers don't like it when someone with deep pockets goes after them; they usually lose big. I know he intended to call theGlobe, particularly about sitting on the photos instead of leaking them to anyone or posting them on the Internet. He'll put the fear of God into them further, if the lawsuit hasn't already. All this is only a stopgap measure until we see how well David actually does with the injunction, and what the fall out is within our legal system."
I asked, "Is what they did legal? Plus, I forgot to mention earlier, if we knew which pictures they've seen and haven't seen we could tell approximately where they picked up my phone – what country."
Margo said, "The word is 'hacked,' and we don't know yet. We have seen nothing fromGlobe, and less from the others who picked up the story. So far, there don't appear to be any pictures showing up anywhere. I wish you'd sent some to me too, by the way; maybe later – oops, sorry, right now that's probably gallows humor. Look, I've got to go, but I'm on this. I'll get back to you, if not tonight then tomorrow. You might also hear from David; I gave him all your phone numbers, but for now use the landline for anything you want to keep confidential – and get a new cell phone."
After lunch, the group of us piled into Crystal's SUV, and we drove about ten miles to a shopping mall. We found a cellular company with an outlet at the mall, and each of us picked up a new phone with a new phone number. As expected, we all used more complicated passwords this time around. I texted Margo my new cell number; I also asked her whether there was any reason to get Mils involved. I received an immediate reply, 'Mils IS involved. Hang in there, Tiger. Love you. M.' Mils was the detective I'd rescued in South Dakota who later introduced me to Margo. Mils and I had a great relationship, and yes, it was sexual, and next time we saw each other would likely pick up from where we left off.
We were a glum group when we got back home. Nadia brought us all beers in the early afternoon, an unusual event, since we normally didn't start drinking until the cocktail hour around six or seven in the evening.
I got a text from Margo around five o'clock, probably ten o'clock her time in the U.K. It read, 'Scotland Yard involved. Criminal charges expected. Shit hitting fan atGlobe. More tomorrow.' I shared the message with the others.
Claire called my new cell phone shortly after Margo's text. I noticed she had a new phone as well, so I locked in her number. "Jim, I asked Beth and Joe to see what they could do to squash things. They're both laughing about it, but said they'd help you and Crystal. Joe knows more than he's telling me; I think he might know some of the media people involved or something. Oh, he did help me get this new cell phone. Do you want the number?"
"I already have it."
"Oh, OK, sure. Well, Mansard Enterprises has many contacts in the media. He sent the word out a few hours ago to all his media outlets that he'd personally shoot anybody that uttered one word about this situation, let alone printed something, leaked photographs, or reported on it. I noticed a sudden increase in his own security, particularly a platoon of his computer geeks in his offices and at the apartment. He's worried that he's been hacked as well, so this circle is widening. He also got swept for listening things – bugs, but he said they do that periodically anyway."
"Thanks, and please thank Joe and Beth. I know a little about the technology from my prior line of work, so I can conjure up how the phones got hacked. Don't toss out your old phone; we may need it as evidence." I thought for a minute and changed the subject, "Hey, when are you coming home? We miss you."
Claire said, "Actually, tomorrow. Joe is on his way to Europe as we speak; because of the sexting scandal he moved up his trip by a day, and Beth has to go to the west coast. Her jet will drop me off on the way across country with her. I'll call when I know a specific time of arrival."
"Great. That's good news. Any change in your relationship status with Joe?" Joe Mansard's proposal of marriage to Claire had hit me like a punch in the stomach. I loved her, and wanted her in my circle of intimate friends, not running around the country playing Joe's wife.
Claire brushed the question aside, "Oh, a little. I'll tell you when I see you. Don't worry. I love you." Claire's voice sounded a little edgy when we got on the topic of Mansard's proposal. I knew she'd share everything with me when she got home.
I pledged my love to her, and we hung up.
Crystal had gone out in the late afternoon for a shopping trip. She arrived back at the house after the rest of us had started the cocktail hour. She looked exceptionally happy despite the awkward situation that we were in.
After dinner, I went to my office and got on my computer with Crystal looking over my shoulder. She was in a romantic mood, and kept touching me in a seductive way. I spent an hour searching for articles and pictures about our sexting on the Internet. Except for the brief articles sans pictures in theGlobe, theExpress, and a few other newspapers we knew, no one else had carried the stories – yet! We could find no salacious pictures on the net either, other than Crystal'sPlayboy pictures from over a year prior.
Crystal massaged my neck and shoulders as she stood behind me during our computer searches. When I said I was about through, she said, "Well, you can relax. Only a few million people know you're a pervert." With that she dug her fingers into my sides where I am spectacularly ticklish. I freaked, jerking my elbows into my sides to protect my vulnerable spots, and practically throwing my shoulders out of joint in the reflexive action.
Crystal turned and ran, and I was close behind her. She sprinted barefoot and screaming "Oh, no. I've awakened the beast! The beast is after me!" She ran through the house, passing a startled Nadia in the kitchen with me close behind clomping along in my western boots, and made a loop around the dining room table. We were yelling and laughing our heads off.
Crystal bolted through the door of the master bedroom, trying to shut it behind her, but I was too close. I caught her, threw her over my shoulder, and dropped her on to our super-emperor-size bed – an accommodation that looked only slightly smaller than a football field. Crystal screamed for help, but our laughter kept things light. She kicked her feet in my general direction.
I moved above Crystal, straddling her body, and holding her hands over her head. I leaned in and licked her face puppy dog style as she whipped her head back and forth. I kissed her, and then blew several huge raspberries on either side of her neck, evoking further shrieks of laughter from her. She had her own tickle places too, so next my hands rapidly attacked those places as she pleaded for mercy and tried to push me from her.
She started to call me all sorts of names, "Pervert, sexual predator, sicko, degenerate prick, deviant, and porn king" to name only a few. I roared that she had no idea how much of a pervert I could be, and with that I started to strip her clothing from her body starting with her blouse.
Attracted by the noise and screaming, Dan, PJ, Terry, Ellen, Nadia, and Sean stood in the doorway to our bedroom watching my conquest of my girlfriend with their own laughter. Soon, they were all yelling instructions to either Crystal or me, depending on whose side they were on.
When I'd gotten Crystal's blouse unbuttoned, I pulled her bra up exposing her beautiful orbs. I grabbed her hands again, and held them away from her body as I lowered my head and started to suck on her mammaries, giving them a few raspberries in the process. In the right mood, Crystal could cum just from my sucking on her breasts. She must have been in the right mood, because her squirming and wiggling under me trying to get away stopped, and transitioned to her writhing and moaning in pleasure. After only a few minutes of my oral attention to her breasts, Crystal's eyes rolled up in her head, she let out an exclamation about an impending orgasm, arched her back, and pushed her clothed groin up into mine.
When her eyes reopened, I leaned in, and we shared a really sexy and very loving kiss. Crystal implored, "Will you PLEASE get undressed, and make love to me properly. I want to be plundered."
I couldn't get out of my clothes fast enough as Crystal stripped away the last of her clothing, tossing it helter skelter to a corner of the room. She lay back and opened her legs to allow me total access to her body. The others watching us from the doorway didn't faze her; she wanted what she wanted and right now.
I buried my face in her gooey crotch. From the amount of lubrication available, I could tell Crystal had been thinking about something like this for more than just a few minutes – maybe all afternoon. My mouth and tongue went wild on her pussy, lapping up the excess fluids, and trying to bring her to another orgasm while I focused on her clit. I added a few fingers, sawing in and out of her body as she writhed in sexual wonder in front of me.
A million taste and tactile sensations pleased my tongue and fingers, plus Crystal's sensual female smell started to permeate the bedroom. I hadn't seen her this worked up in quite a while.
When I brought Crystal to a second orgasm, I got an unusually large flood of sex juice that splattered across my face and chest. She was on some really large sexual high for her to do this so early in a lovemaking session.
With her pleading with me to penetrate her, I moved to straddle her chest with my tumescent erection right at her mouth level. Crystal latched onto my shaft with her mouth making me moan when her tongue lapped around my glans, and she tried to vacuum the cum from deep inside my body. I hardened to a '10' in nothing flat. When Crystal felt I was ready, she pushed me down her body and pleaded, "OK, now fuck me!" Wow, she really was especially eager.
I backed up on her body, dragging my legs along her sexy hips until I could reposition between her legs. I took my '10' and effortlessly sank it all into her body, sliding in until our groins mashed together and the head of my cock brushed against her cervix. Crystal locked her legs around my waist and used her hips to urge me to drive deep into her with my shaft. I loved it when she did that, but this seemed exceptional for some reason.



I thought Crystal's enthusiasm for our sexual romp was a little over the top. I couldn't put my finger on it, but there just seemed to be more than her usual enthusiasm for making love.
Crystal's sweet little love box gushed still more girl juice as we fucked. I could feel her thick pussy lips reaching to grab the sides of my prick and pull it ever deeper into her. She wouldn't be satisfied until our bodies, minds, and spirits merged into a heavenly mass. Her body writhed all around me demonstrating her eagerness to feel and even intensify every aspect of our sex act.
We went slow and fast; we rolled around, changing position; we put on a show for the others that were now naked and fucking while they remained voyeurs in our bedroom – Dan with PJ, Sean with Nadia, and Terry with Ellen. Crystal came over and over again. I would hear a scream of joy, feel her cunt seize up and clench my cock, and her legs would pull me deeper within her. I held off my own orgasm so I could bring her more pleasure.
Crystal yelled to the others with that same enthusiasm in her voice, "More cock. I need more cock. Let me borrow you guys for a few minutes."
Dan and Terry broke away from their partners, and came to Crystal, kneeling by her head. Crystal grabbed their cocks – one dripping with her sister's juices, and the other full of PJ's slickness. Sean looked uncertain about what to do, until Crystal yelled at him, "Sean, over here right now. I want your cock too." She alternated sucking on them, but often looked at me to see whether I was getting off on her unusually lewd performance of lust. As out of character for Crystal as it seemed, I was.
Ellen and Nadia lay beside her and sucked on each of Crystal's breasts, bringing her nipples to such an erect state I feared they'd start oozing vital fluids from inside her. PJ focused on rubbing out Crystal's next orgasm by focusing on her clit, rapidly rubbing the area immediately above where my cock pistoned in and out of Crystal's body. Occasionally, PJ would grab my cock, lean in and suction off Crystal's juices before returning my shaft to the gaping opening of Crystal's cunt. Crystal kept pleading for 'More Cock!' More of everything.
Everything we did to Crystal brought her an orgasm – a climax that would make her eyes roll up into her head for a few seconds before the wave of pleasure passed by. She swore and talked dirty to each of us, urging us on with more and rougher sex. I lost count of the number of orgasms she seemed to have. I'd been in some really raunchy situations with Crystal, and I'd never seen her so sexed up or so orgasmic.
For a half-hour, Crystal organized Dan, Terry, Sean, and I into a four-man tag team. One of us would be in her ass, one in her pussy, and two of us by her mouth, and then after a few minutes we'd rotate our duties. Crystal seemed insatiable.
When the gang bang broke apart, I started to pound into Crystal's open cunt as PJ massaged her clit with her fingertips, PJ's hand becoming a blur. We could all watch as Crystal built to a higher and higher peak of intensity because of all the stimulation. I felt the white hot wetness of her cunt starting to vibrate against the veins and sinew in my shaft. My pace grew even faster until even I felt amazement that my hips could move so fast as our pelvises slapped together in a rapid staccato sound almost like an automatic weapon.
I briefly held my hand at Crystal's throat and then took it away, but she pulled my hand back. "Leave it there. Choke me. Make me gag on all this fabulous sex. Ooooh, no, I feel ..."
Crystal shrieked, "OH, MY GOD, I'M CUMING ... CUMING BIG ... BIG CUM ... OH, FUCK ... BIG FUCKING CUM ... RIGHT NOW!"
All the eye candy of the other bodies around us, the words, the sensations, our sweat, the aromas we'd made, the fluids smeared across our bodies brought us to this magnificent moment of shared orgasms. As Crystal came with an orgasm to end all orgasms, I started to blast huge buckets full of cum into her body, driving my cock deep within her as I felt each ejaculation race through my cock depositing a record amount of semen deep inside my girlfriend as they pleasured me in their exit. I lost count of the record number of surges that shot into her pink folds, I just knew that I ended trying to push my body into hers as hard as I could, as Crystal moaned a long wail of supreme pleasure. I doubt either of us had cum so hard in a long time, if ever. I knew I'd just had a peak experience with the woman I loved.
Almost simultaneous with our orgasms, Dan and Terry came, spraying white man sauce over Crystal's face and breasts. After that, Crystal grabbed Sean's cock, brought him to her mouth, and in thirty seconds jerked him off until he jettisoned a huge load of cum onto her tongue. He looked surprised and pleased.
Nadia immediately pulled Crystal's head in her direction, and Crystal snowballed the cum into Sean's girlfriend's mouth. Nadia passed it on to PJ, and PJ to Ellen. Sean looked on in disbelief.
We all sagged around the bed in exhaustion after trying to satisfy Crystal's primitive sexual urges. I wondered what had brought on the unusually wanton performance she'd exhibited.
I whispered to Crystal, "THAT was unusual. You OK?"
Crystal whispered back with a broad grin, "Oh, I am fucking fantastic. That was a huge pile of fun. I'm glad I took a little pill to help things along."
"Little pill?"
"Yeah. A friend gave me some ecstasy, and boy, does it work when I'm having sex. I'm going to do this again real soon."
I frowned. "Babe, I don't like your getting into that stuff. It can become real habit forming or didn't your 'friend' tell you that? Where are you getting this stuff from anyway? I don't like your doing pot or ecstasy. I thought we agreed to be drug-free." I put a lot more emphasis in my voice than I usually did, hoping that I could have some effect on Crystal's use of drugs.
"Oh, don't worry, This was just for fun – just this once. I've got it under control."
I worried.

* * * * *I awoke with morning light streaming in the windows. Someone had my sausage in their mouth, and they were trying to suck my insides out through it. The sensations were spectacular and almost at the edge of too much pleasure. I'm sure my eyes popped open to the size of hub caps.
I looked down my body to see Ellen's brunette hair bobbing up and down on my shaft. As she bobbed, I noted the sexy sway of her breasts hung from her chest. The space beside me where Crystal had been in the bed was empty.
I spoke with a groggy tone to my voice, "I thought you might be Crystal. You're doing a great job. Don't stop."
Ellen pulled away for a second, "I can't believe you didn't wake up earlier. Nadia cleaned up Crystal this morning from the rest of last night's little orgy while you slept away right next to them; Crystal had a half dozen orgasms – the twisting, turning, moaning kind. She probably still had some ecstasy in her system. I think they're having breakfast now. I'm having my breakfast right now too." With that pronouncement, she dropped her head back on my shaft until her nose pushed against my pubes. I reached one arm out under her body until I could finger her soggy gash, no doubt also dripping with the fruits of the prior night, particularly Terry's work before he left well after midnight to head home.
I told her, "If you keep that up, you're going to get breakfast sooner instead of later." Ellen had developed consummate cock sucking skills that few in the Universe could duplicate. She pulled off again, and admonished me to just hurry and cum in her mouth.
I said, "Yesterday, I thought you wanted me to plunder your beautiful pussy."
Ellen stopped, smiled, and said, "Oh, good idea! I like the way you remember little things like that," and then adjusted her position until she could sink her warm pussy down over my erection. I held her hips, and maneuvered her to maximize both our pleasures, slowly picking up speed, as the two of us made love. Ellen dragged her large breasts across my chest, bringing her nipples to an erect state, and making me wish I could bring her pleasure like this around the clock. The kisses were mind blowing and transported both of us to another time and dimension cloaked in love for each other.
Ellen implored, "Don't hold off. I just want what you've got. I'm ready. Pleasure me with your juice. I'll cum when you do."
About two minutes later, I blasted a gallon of man cum into the clenching pussy who had been riding me cowgirl style. My orgasm was intense and spiritual; I totally lost touch with the world around me, feeling nothing but the ecstatic peaks of pleasure rip through my brain. Ellen must have had an exceptional climax as well, judging by the seismic events rippling back and forth along her vaginal fault line as she tried to drag my cock deeper into her.
My spasms and Ellen's writhing gradually came to a slow end about two minutes after our peaks hit. Ellen and I made out for a few minutes with me still comfortably embedded in her overstuffed pussy.
I knew our lovemaking session had been drug free. Ellen didn't do that kind of stuff and had sworn that fact to me the night before. The loving end to our union briefly made me think back to the torrid screaming orgy Crystal had led us through the night before with me, three other men, and three women attending to her oversexed body. Not that I minded the action, but I didn't like her suddenly hyping her responses with ecstasy or any other drug. I'd reinforce what I told her the night before about not using that stuff.
Ellen broke my thought and whispered to me with her head on my chest, "You amaze me every day – and night, and morning we're together. I hope you know how much I love you."
I pulled Ellen to me for a more tender and loving kiss. She cuddled into me, her naked breasts resting on my chest, her tuft of pubic hair tickling my groin. The nymphomaniac sexpot sister of my nymphomaniac girlfriend pulled away so she could look me in the eyes. All I saw was pure, unadulterated love. She made me feel so warm and wonderful.
Ellen whispered, "I love you more than anything in the world. This is the only place I ever want to be. I am totally yours. You can do with me as you please. I love you. I love you. I love you. More than that, I know you love the others too – Crystal, Mom, Nadia, PJ, and so on, and I love you more because you love them."
After loving a few more minutes, Ellen and I moved into the large shower room off our bedroom, washed up, dried off, and then dressed in a minimal amount of clothing: me in nylon running shorts, and Ellen in one of my concert t-shirts with no panties. I pulled her to me for one last kiss, and then we walked to the kitchen.
When I appeared in the kitchen, Crystal rose and melted into my arms with several kisses. "My stud. You were positively, absolutely, without doubt, the best fuck of my life last night. My God, I love you so much." We necked a little before I patted her naked tush, and we sat.
Ellen grinned, and moved around to the other side of the eating counter to an open place setting.
I chuckled to Crystal; "Let me remind you, that you had not only me, but also Terry, Sean, and Dan helping you get off, plus all the other women who also aided and abetted. Seven on one! I should hope it was the best fuck of your life. All that, plus, against all my sensibilities, you used a performance enhancing drug, something I hope you never do that again."
Crystal sat back down and gestured to the open seat beside her. "Oh, I know all the others helped, but you were doing the really serious fucking of my little twat most of the time." She turned in her chair and spread her legs so I could see her damp cunt, reached under her t-shirt, and patted her naked pussy. I could feel a new erection rising like the Phoenix from the ashes that Ellen had just left behind. I reached over and pulled Crystal's t-shirt down over her nether region; my stomach was growling, and I had to feed the beast before any sex play.
I did note that Crystal didn't acknowledge the last part of my statement, the admonition to lay off the drugs.
Crystal and Nadia had fixed French toast that they served up to everyone in the house.
I asked, "Any calls or messages?"
Nadia responded, "None yet. The answering machine had some calls from the media I'm sure you'll duck. Margo hasn't called yet, but I assume you'll hear later on about what's happening in London."
A half hour later, the phone rang. Nadia sprung up from the table and grabbed the phone. After answering, she thrust the wireless house phone into my hands. "Margo," she announced.
Margo said, "It's just after lunch over here, and I'm assuming by now you've already finished your morning nookie. I just had to tell you what was happening here. The nuclear fallout from that bomb they gave you about your sexting is just starting."
"Tell me."
"Well, guess what? TheNews of the Globe tabloid is owned by your billionaire friend Joseph Mansard. I am told that first thing this morning after an all night flight, he walked into the paper's Fleet Street offices and fired eight people, including the Managing Director and the Editor in Chief of the paper, and anyone else he learned had a hand in printing the sexting article. He vowed to each of them that they'd never work in the media industry again. Later, he figured out that a few more should also be on the outs – so more pink slips."
"Go on."
"I talked to David Balfour a little while ago. The civil suits have been filed officially now, and initial court dates set however; they're a month or two out in time. The injunctions restricting further reporting on the issue or release of any photographs by any media have been issued to several of the papers. If they violate, personal criminal charges result."
"The bigger news, however, is that David got Scotland Yard involved. They've arrested six of the people, including some of the men Mansard pink slipped. Mansard cancelled contracts with five others that served as private investigators and consultants to the paper, and some of them were arrested. Apparently, this isn't the first time this crew has done this – hacked into someone's cell phone. Here's the language from the law books: 'Intercepting communications without lawful authority or conspiracy to do so are Class A felonies ...' This means some really long jail time might be served in not the nicest of establishments. Now, get this, Mansard apparently is pressuring Scotland Yard and the prosecutors to go for the maximum sentences so that this whole series of events serves as an object lesson to everyone in the media industry."
I gasped, "Wow!" I resolved to thank Joe in some way. I asked, "What about the actual pictures?"
Margo said, "Mansard demanded to know which computers they resided on. He had each of the devices confiscated for the law, and guaranteed to those around that they would never see the light of day. The police are on notice by Mansard that if they leak any of them, he will ensure there will be severe jail time for the culprits. That said, two of the pictures, but without faces have been posted on the Internet. We have a little 'mis-information' effort underway right now to discredit those."
"Huh? How's that work. Tell me more."
Margo went on, "Well, the photos were cropped from a couple that apparently did show your faces; I only know this from David who had talked to Joe Mansard. What got posted could be anyone, well anyone with the right equipment. So, we are reposting those anonymous photos with various other names of famous or notorious people attached to them. So, the pictures will point to at least a couple of dozen other movie starts or famous people besides you. We even have a couple going up as having come from a website called'Famous Fakes' – in other words, the photo is the work by someone with computer graphics skills in Photoshop. They'll be totally discredited by tomorrow."
"What posture should I be taking about the news articles and the photos?" I watched Dan's ears perk up at my question. He'd come to stand next to me to try to listen to both sides of the conversation.
Margo thought and speculated, "Not my skill area, but I'd probably try to ignore the whole thing as just some folly of the foreign press against an American country singer. If you use the right words, it'll further fog up the situation and it'll blow by. Tell them you sympathize with other celebrities who've been toasted in theGlobe and move to the next question."
"I'll talk to our publicist. Any word on the exposure of any others in our social circle?"
"Not yet. All is quiet, although the original article speculated about who might be in the photos on your cell phone, so that invites further speculation that it's Crystal, her sister, and others in your group, but it's all speculation."
"Were their phones hacked or just mine?"
"Can't answer that right now. I don't know. If they'd hacked others I would think it would have been reflected in that initial news article. I'll know more when Scotland Yard completes their investigation, and they study about a dozen computers. I have an insider there keeping me informed; he knows I'm working for you, so I doubt he'll mind sharing on the QT what he finds out."
"Margo, you are a gem. I miss you."
Margo said, "I miss you too, and so does our little friend Caroline. She's been spending weekends with me."
"Are you warping that young girl's mind?"
"No, more the other way around or at best fifty-fifty. She is one kinky young woman. Anyway, think of us when you go to bed tonight. She's coming over after her classes, and she's already texted me that she's horny and has some new toys to try."
"I'll eat my heart out thinking about the two of you. Take care."
I gave Crystal a wink as I hung up. We'd all heard enough of the conversation to know what had been going on.

* * * * *A day later, Dan and Terry were more nervous than I was, and I'd again worked myself up into a frenzy of raw nerves. Dan had so many requests from the press for an interview about the allegations that he felt he had to do something.
I'd gone for a run, and did fifteen slow miles while I thought about the problem. When I got back home I had an idea.
Dan and Terry hadn't slept well, despite the prior evening's sexual play. We were all trying to figure out what Dan called 'Damage Control.'
After the three of us had breakfasts thanks to Nadia, she gave us the winning idea. Nadia looked at the three of us and our picked over breakfasts, "You're a mess, and you're making too much of this. A huge majority of the population have sent dirty pictures of themselves to someone they love – to tease them, to seduce them, to entice them, to proposition them – so what you and the rest of us did is no big deal. If it were, we wouldn't have done it. And, one person that is pretty liberal about this kind of stuff is Oprah. I've watched her show, and she's had all sorts of people on her show. She even had Penny Flame, a porn actress, on her show not too long ago, and they talked quite openly about the porn business – mostly bad stuff, but it surely was out in the open – drugs, fucking, kinks, and everything. Anyway, Oprah talked about sexting with someone a couple of weeks ago, and it was just laughs and like everyone's doing it."
Terry and Dan sat there with their mouths hanging open. I'd already grabbed my MacBook Air and started to search on the Internet to see what the statistics about sexting were. Why hadn't any of us thought of this?
About two minutes later, I announced, "Hey guys, listen to this. 'A recent study shows that sixty percent of college student received or sent sexual images and almost eighty percent sexually suggestive messages on their cell phones. Usually, the sext is to or from a relationship partner ... and the only legal issue seems to be doing anything with a minor."



I breezed along to some other articles that Google popped up to my search. I'd blurt out a statistic occasionally, 'About a third of teens and young adults sext.' 'The older the cohort, the higher the percentage that sext, peaking in the mid-twenties apparently, and rolling off after that.' 'Forty-six percent of young adults in their late twenties send sexts to each other.' I told the two, "There's a lot on the Wikipedia site too; apparently the incidence in Europe is higher."
Nadia had been listening. She said, "I'm the youngest of all of you at age twenty-four, and I can tell you I think your statistics are low. At the College I attend, I thinkeverybody has done it. Sean and I do it to each other a couple of times a week. PJ's even let me include her in some of the pictures I sent Sean, and he shows his roommates sometimes. You know Sean, Dan, PJ, and I sent one to you of the four of us fucking in the living room. It was no big deal."
Dan muttered, "Somehow, that's not really comforting."
I said, "Maybe not, but I had an idea during my run, and now I'm sure of it. Let's use Edie and theDayton Daily News, if they're willing. It'd give us a single media outlet to respond through, and position us better with the media. After that, we can just refer to whatever they printed. Should I call her?"
Terry and Dan spoke in unison, "YES!"
Crystal sashayed into the kitchen, "Yes, what?"
I spoke, "Yes, call Edie, and see whether she'd like another exclusive from Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee about the sexting allegations."
Crystal smiled. "I like that idea. She's nice. Maybe she could come down here, or we could go see George, Summer, Little Jim, and Little Crystal too. Maybe we could mess around a little too?"
I pondered the options as I called Edie. I got her recorded message, and asked for her to call me ASAP. I gave her my new cell phone number. My phone rang about five minutes later, "Jim, this is Edie. I've called you old cell phone number two-dozen times, but it's out of service."
I told her, "Yeah, we shut it down since the number and phone had been hacked. That's why I called you. Do you want another exclusive interview with Jim and Crystal?"
"Heck, yes!" Edie practically screamed into the phone. "When, how?"
"First, tell me what George and Summer are doing. How're the babies? I haven't talked to them for almost four weeks."
Edie went, "Ugghh. Both kids have the flu or some bug. I just hung up talking to Summer. She suggested I not come up to the house for the weekend unless I wanted to contract some dread disease up there."
I said, "I'll give them a call to try to add some cheer to their day. Thanks. That makes the decision easier. You come to Nashville to interview us. Do you want me to send a plane?"
"Really? You'd do that for me? A whole airplane?"
"Edie, I love you, and yes, I'd do that for you."
We sorted out the details of her trip to Nashville. I got Ellen on her new cell phone arranging for a direct flight that afternoon from Dayton to Nashville, a trip normally requiring one or two stops. She'd call Edie back with the details.
Terry and Dan went off to prepare a set of talking points regarding the sexts. I wasn't sure but that they were over thinking the whole situation. After the initial embarrassment wore off, I was all for just admitting that some of us in my circle of very close friends had swapped some pictures we never thought would see the light of day. And let it go, at that. For the first time since the story broke, I'd started to feel better about the situation."
I also thought about some of the last face-to-face conversations I'd had with Edie. She'd asked for me to make her pregnant – to be the father of a child we'd share. At the time, I thought it was the halo effect from spending time with George and Summer. Summer had two of my children, at the request of her and her husband. I would do anything for George, but impregnating his wife had been one of the most pleasing things in the world to help him with. He had injuries that had made him sterile and had taken part of one leg. Predictably, Summer and I had fallen in love, only with his blessing.
Edie now lived a good part of the time with George and Summer, and Little Jim, and Little Crystal. Despite modest protests from us, the couple had named their children after Crystal and me. I hoped we wouldn't tarnish their names too badly. George now enjoyed the pleasure of the two women who also loved each other. The three of them formed a comfortable and loving trio.
Crystal and I spent the day learning two new songs that PJ had written. PJ came down for most of the afternoon and played the synthesizer keyboard while Crystal and I played guitars and sang.
About five-thirty, the door to the studio opened, and Ellen escorted Edie in who had a big smile on her face. We stopped working, gave her a hundred serious kisses, and introduced her to PJ – the one new face she hadn't met.
After a polite hug, Edie bluntly asked PJ in a pleasant way, "Are you a Mellon Girl?"
PJ nodded, grinned, laughed, and said, "Of course, isn't every female that gets within fifty feet of Jim a Mellon Girl? Yes, I've had the Jim Mellon experience many times – fortunately." They all had a good laugh at my expense.
We went into the living room, and Nadia brought us some hors d'oeuvres and wine.
Edie said, "Before my brain gets too clouded with the wine, I want to see what the press was talking about."
Nadia had heard the remark and showed up two minutes later with a silver tray carrying eight cell phones. She said smugly, "They're all charged up."
I booted up my cell phone first, and showed Edie the pictures that had been sexted to me and that I'd sent to some of the others. She laughed and grinned, taking the pornographic images in the spirit in which they were given – erotic teasing and titillation.
One by one we went through the phones, pointing out that we weren't sure which if any of the other phones had been hacked. I explained we'd switched off all our phones just to be on the safe side. Edie verified that had been a good idea.
Dan and Terry arrived and met Edie. Terry remembered her from a year or so earlier when she kicked off the revelation about my fatherhood after some good reporter research and deduction. After introductions, they presented her with a page of 'talking points' the pair had put together, basically ways to waffle around the facts of the situation.
Edie read the page and said, "OK, now just change the subject, and let me distill all this stuff until after dinner or tomorrow. I want to see what my little mental brownies can come up with."
On that note, Edie went into great detail about my children and their latest accomplishments and growth. Her iPhone was full of photographs, so we fawned all over them for a while. I could tell she had become enthralled with her extended family, plus she glowed whenever she mentioned George, Summer, or the children. She openly talked about her ménage a trois with George and Summer too.
Crystal paid particular attention to Edie's report about Little Jim and Little Crystal. She sat on the edge of her seat, taking in every detail about their growth, development, and daily activities. When Edie started showing pictures, it was Crystal's eyes that had to see them first.
After dinner, Edie became quite affectionate, cuddling up to me in the living room and urging Crystal to join us on my other side. "Let's surround Jim with love tonight," she urged. Crystal didn't need a second invitation, and towards bedtime she whispered in my ear, "You make love with Edie tonight – put the emphasis on her. She needs you." I gave Crystal a questioning look, and she nodded her affirmation of what she'd just said back to me.
At one point, while Edie left the room, I said to Crystal, "Edie's going to want me to make her pregnant?"
Crystal just smiled and said, "Well, do it." The way she said it let me know she was truly sincere in seeing me father another child.
An hour later, I tried to create a third child, this time with Edie as the mother. Edie didn't have the kind of clairvoyance that Summer had, so there were no "We did it" pronouncements from her after our initial orgasmic event. Instead, we just reconnected on many levels, reestablishing the love we felt for each other, and our bodies bringing together our mind and spirits, as well. I felt that something had happened, some inner sense of knowing and accomplishment that I hadn't felt before.
In the morning, before Edie and I joined the others, we made love again. This time, I felt even surer about having planted my seed. As I cuddled Edie in our post-coital bliss, I whispered to her, "Thank you for having my child. I feel so privileged that you chose me."
Edie hesitated, "But, we won't know for a few weeks."
I just kissed each of her eyelids closed and said, "I know now." I gave her a full body hug.
We showered, dressed, and joined the others for a long, leisurely breakfast.
Margo called about ten o'clock with an update from the U.K. "The six people they arrested are out on bail. They pleaded not guilty at their arraignment. They're jobless and no newspaper or magazine will touch them; the same for the others who were fired. Scotland Yard apparently will press for the maximum penalties under the law, and they're using this situation as an object lesson to other would-be hackers. Coincidentally, they found evidence that a couple of the blokes they arrested had been trying to hack Prince William and Prince Harry's cell phones. I think the lot of them are doomed to long jail terms. TheGlobe has responded to the civic lawsuit on your behalf; they're trying to negotiate for a much smaller amount; however, the paper has been on the financial edge for over a decade, so there's no way they can come up with anything close to £50 million."
I muttered something about justice being served.
Margo went on, "Get this. The paper published a full-page apology to you and ten other celebrities they admit to hacking and exposing, plus the parents of a young woman who was later found murdered. These are the 'caught-red-handed' cases, but there are a few dozen others we suspect. Scotland Yard is on it. My guess is that the paper will fold in bankruptcy within the week."
"Couldn't happen to a nicer group of people. Any word about Mansard?"
"Mansard Industries, the holding company, issued a press release this morning deploring the acts as 'way over the line' in terms of propriety and acknowledging the illegality. He said all prosecutions of the guilty should receive the maximum penalty, and all civil lawsuits should be recompensed at whatever level the courts and juries decide. Basically, he's disowned the paper and the people in it. He stated he had no knowledge of the shenanigans, and is friends with several people the paper trespassed on. He didn't mention your name specifically."
"Well, I hope he's not mad at me."
"Doubtful. You might give him a friendly call."
Less than five minutes later, I talked to Joe Mansard. He was ripping mad at the newspaper. I volunteered to withdraw my civil suit, but he asked that I leave it filed as is. "The paper will fold shortly, if not of their own will then of mine. I've wanted to dump that asset for a while, and this will be as good a time as any. They weren't making any money, and the men that run it weren't getting into the Information Age with online capability. Now, it's too late."
Joe and I pledged to get together for some R&R soon, and we hung up.
I brought Edie up to speed on the events.
Edie said, "My gut tells me to do what you did with your baby, come clean and allow me to water down the events with some polite language."
I said, "I like that approach."
Terry and Dan said, "Does he have to admit he has pornographic images in his pocket?"
Edie said, "We'll use better language than that, but yes. Call it for what it was, and it'll go away real soon." She paused and said, "Look, give me a half-hour on my laptop, and I'll show you what I think will work." She bent over her laptop on a side table, and the computer keys started to burn as she typed.

Headline: Star apologizes to fans.
Nashville, TN. In an exclusive interview, Jim Mellon today acknowledged he did have some racy photos on his iPhone that close friends had sent him – sexted him, and he just didn't think to erase them. "They were sent as a tease ... a joke, and for no other purpose than risqué fun.'" The disclosure arose because a British tabloid illegally hacked his cell phone.
'The News of the Globe' newspaper, based in London, was the source of the discovery. Eight reporters and senior editors of that paper have been dismissed over this case; others who consulted or freelanced for the same newspaper have been arrested in the case. The paper, and other media that have published the news based on the illegally obtained information, are each being sued for $75 million, as well as investigated for illegal practices by Scotland Yard. No known legal action is pending in the United States – yet! Civil lawsuits are expected against news media that carried the story.
Mellon went on to comment in his interview on the violation of his privacy as well as the severe abuse of laws requiring court orders before anyone can hack into someone's private communications. He said, 'Celebrities have this happen to them often, and it's illegal in the U.K. and the U.S. I hope Scotland Yard and the other legal authorities make an object lesson of this case. The American justice system has similar laws.
Sexting has been a recent phenomenon since the advent of cell phones capable of taking and sending photographs and movies. The victim list of cell phone hacks includes Hillary Clinton, Paris Hilton, Britney Spears, Donald Trump, Mel Gibson, and many others. Scarlett Johansson was particularly embarrassed when nude photographs of her were exposed after her cell phone had been hacked. Other women with racy pictures that got exposed include Victoria Justice, Snooki, Blake Lively, Olivia Munn, Taylor Swift, Natalie Portman, and Beyonce.
Estimates are that fifteen percent to upwards of a third of all teenagers send or receive sexts, and the number increases for young adults in their twenties with estimates as high as fifty-nine percent. When youth are involved, various child exploitation laws may be invoked.
Having nude pictures of yourself or another adult on your cell phones or computers is not a prosecutable offense – thank heavens. Otherwise, a third to half the world would be eligible for a jail term. Given the prevalence of the practice, any claims of immorality of the practice seem to be questionable.
By Edie Gerst
###



* * * * *Dan, Terry, Crystal, and I thought Edie's article captured the spirit of what we wanted to say, plus by spreading the blame across some other celebs who had already been smeared by such tactics, it softened the direct blow on me.
Dan and Terry would be able to deflect any further press inquiries by saying the matter had already been covered completely by the media in the interview I'd granted Edie and theDayton Daily News. I also wouldn't respond to any questions about the situation citing pending legal action on both sides of the Atlantic and the already-published story by Edie.
Edie kissed us all goodbye, and headed back to Ohio. I promised I'd be up for a couple of days in two weeks. I also wanted her to start taking vitamins, stop having an occasional glass of wine, and start acting like a pregnant mother. Edie still wasn't sure she'd gotten pregnant on her short visit; I felt certain, plus I thought she suddenly had that special glow about her.
Edie had been right. After the article was published, there were twenty-four hours of attention and agitation by the press, and then Kim Kardashian got photographed having a wardrobe malfunction at a LA restaurant, and any further mention of the sexting event disappeared as new events consumed the press.
Claire came home to Nashville from a trip to New York, and I could tell something was eating at her. I urged Ellen to see what had transpired to make her appear on edge. An hour later, Ellen and Claire came into the studio where I'd been working on one of PJ's new songs. I could tell Claire had been crying by her red eyes and blotchy complexion.
I stood and gave Claire a hug. She said, "Joe's pushing me again on the marriage thing. I don't know what to do. I love you all, and don't want to leave, but I love Joe ... and Beth ... I just don't know how to decide." We sat with her and tried to calm her down.
I finally asked, "Why don't you write down all the things that bother you about Joe, his proposal, and your situation, so that you have some focus to your angst? Right now, it seems unfocused and a bit all over the map. Let's see whether we can't help you solve each problem, one at a time. Write down the good things about it too."
Claire acknowledged that was a good idea. Ellen pulled her away and said, "Come on, I'll help you." The pair went off with a new mission.
When I quit for the day, I found the others in the living room. Crystal had just come back from an afternoon shopping trip, said she felt a little wiped out, and took an unusual recuperative afternoon shower before joining the group about the time I did. Terry and Dan had just returned from their downtown offices to hang out with us for the evening. Nadia brought several beers and a bottle of wine into the room along with some cheese and crackers.
Claire flopped down on the sofa next to me and presented me with a page with the title:'Issues With Joe's Marriage Proposal.' Ellen sat on my other side. Getting a nod from her, I read the page aloud since we all knew the decision Claire faced.


1."I won't get to spend enough time with Jim, Crystal, Ellen, PJ, Nadia, and my other dear friends.
2.Joe will be off much of the time running his empire and not have time for a wife.
3.Beth will be off much of the time helping Joe and not have time for a partner either.
4.Joe sends signals of wanting a stay at home wife. I want a career, and mine is just getting off the ground with movies, so I'll be away some of the time – Hollywood?
5.Does Joe want a 'trophy wife' – is that how he sees me? I don't want to be one.
6.I want children, and Joe has already had his – Beth! Will he want a second, younger family?
7.I am twenty-five years younger; do I want to be widow just as I reach fifty or sixty?
8.What skills will I have then to live if all I've been is a housewife and an 'at home' entertainer of special guests.
9.Joe knows my past. Does he expect me to replay some of that?"



After reading the page, PJ said, "You have some serious discussions to have with your erstwhile fiancé. A few of these look like showstoppers."
Crystal tuned in and said, "May I ask you a rather key question? It sort of ignores everything on your list. You see the trees; I'm seeing the forest."
Claire looked at her expectantly.
Crystal said, "Do you really love Joe? Do you want to be married to anyone? Joe? Jim? Me? Ellen? Some other prince or princess that might sweep you off your feet?"
Claire was taken aback by the questions. I could tell she hadn't faced any of them, only the immediate issues that worried her about Joe's proposal.
In a weak voice, Claire gasped, "I care a lot for Joe and Beth; I do love them; but, oh, God; no, I don't want to marry anyone." She paused, and continued, her voice choking up as she spoke; "Well, not just anyone. Jim's the only one I'd ever consider, but I wouldn't do that to you or Ellen or any of the rest of you. I couldn't monopolize him; he's so important to all our lives, and I love you all too."



I blushed and thought I'd better keep my mouth shut.
Claire broke into sobs and threw herself into my open arms and lap. I stroked her gorgeous red hair, combing the tresses with my fingertips, and trying to allow her to work things out in her head and not making the decision for her – not even biasing her. I said a few calming words and held her tightly.
I felt flattered by her response, almost embarrassed. I've never thought of myself as that special to anyone other than Karen – my late wife, Crystal, Ellen, and Claire – each of whom I'd had deep and serious discussions with about love, relationships, and how we each felt about the other. I even muttered some of that effect to Claire; "I'm not that special. Joe's special; look at what he's done with his life and the influence he has in the world." She either didn't hear or ignored my comment.
Crystal appeared at my knees with several tissues. Where do women suddenly materialize Kleenex from – dark matter? She whispered words I couldn't make out into Claire's ear and stroked her back. Ellen was there too, and then Nadia and PJ. Even Terry and Dan came and sat beside us so they could be present for her.
After the tears stopped, Claire just lay with her eyes closed and her head in my lap. Sometimes a teary spasm would rack her body, and a few salty drops would roll out of her eyes and down her cheeks onto my jeans; or she'd heave a huge sigh as though the weight of the world was on her shoulders.
Eventually, I picked up Claire, nestling her head into my shoulder. The others created a pathway, and I carried her into the master bedroom. The room was almost dark from the room darkening shades and the late afternoon hour. I lay Claire on the bed, and pulled her into my arms so I could kiss her over and over again as I surrounded her with my love.
"Claire, I love you, dearly. I want you in my life now and for always. You bring out things in me I didn't know were there to find. You have a knack of making a cloudy day sunny. I feel myself strong except with a few people, and you are one of my great weaknesses. Saying I love you doesn't seem adequate to the occasion – three simple words, but I take them so seriously. I know you worry about how I see you and your past; I love that you had that past because it made you who you are today – it brought us together. It gives you perspective on everyone around you that is unique and valuable to all of us. We all need you. We all love you, and I especially love you."
Claire sobbed out, "But I want to be perfect for you, and I'm not."
"Oh, Baby, Baby, Baby." Now, I started to cry too. "I don't expect you to be perfect – not one of us does. I just expect you to be you. Not one of us is perfect in this whole house – in this whole world, and I probably have the biggest list of insecurities and faults of any of us. Don't hold yourself to a standard you can't ever meet. I catch myself doing that, and I guess being a little older I've learned to say, 'Hey, Universe, stuff it! I'm doing the best I know how to do – take it or leave it.' That's all any of us can do."
Claire snuffled and nodded her head against my shoulder.
I added, "And, Claire, know that I love you not despite your faults but because of your faults; the same with the others. I don't know whether I could love a perfect person. I doubt anybody could, because in one's own eyes we'd then never measure up. We'd always feel inadequate, and that's not a way to live. I love you. I love you just the way you are, and the way you'll grow to be tomorrow. I love you anyway you are, so long as you're near me often."
I cradled Claire in my arms tighter and kissed the side of her head.
We stayed quietly in the dark for a long time, and then I could tell she'd fallen asleep. I pulled a light spread up over her and put her head on a pillow. She remained asleep, so I tiptoed out of the room.
Crystal, Ellen, PJ, and Nadia had been listening at the door. Each of them had tears running down their cheeks.
Crystal hugged me and whispered, "Jim, you are so special. We each know you feel that way about us." She grabbed ahold of my arm and led me to the dining room, where Nadia's light dinner awaited us.
We were a pretty quiet group as we ate. One of the people we loved hurt inside. I felt Claire's pain, but as I looked at the others I realized that if any of us had some problem or inner turmoil, it would be felt by all of us. The nice part was that we were also there to share each other's joys and triumphs. We were family – an intentional family, and we talked to each other about the good, the bad, and the ugly. At least, I thought we did.
To be continued
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This story is part of a continuation of myRoad Trip series (see the end of 'Road Trip -- California' for a list of the chapters of that series, in order to be read). You need not read that series to enjoy this series. Although real places and celebrity names are used for realism, this story is fiction. Please 'read, enjoy, vote, and comment.'
Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent.
The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ -- a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad. Crystal and Jim skied and made love with Lauren, and play in her hot tub. PJ writes a hit. Crystal, Jim, and Claire head to Switzerland to film a movie where Jim does a dangerous but outstanding ski run. Friends Jed, Sam, Lea, and Janice join up with them for Jim's skills and instruction in lovemaking. Jim weathers a sexting scandal, and Crystal indulges in some unusually wild sex; Jim is disappointed when he finds she used ecstasy as an orgasmic aid.

Crystal Clear -- Ch. 30Graduation blow out, more group sex, and Crystal implodes
Crystal and I came trotting back from our morning run and a twenty-minute period of meditation in the little clearing in the woods. We'd seen a deer as we sat motionless, but the deer just meandered away in no particular rush.
As we got near the house, I said to Crystal, "Would you marry me?"
Crystal whirled around in complete surprise. She tried to speak, sputtered, her mouth moved, but no words came out. Then, I figured out what she tried to say: "No." She shook her head, paused, and then explained. "Jim, you are loved by many women whom I love. I wouldn't do that to them the same way Claire wouldn't. I don't know what you have, but you have 'IT.' If I married you, it would make us traditional -- and I don't want traditional, and I know you don't either; nor does Ellen, Claire, PJ, Nadia, Edie, Summer, and I won't even start on the rest of the list of women enamored with your charms. We all like living in an open polyamorous relationship with you. I love that other women love you, on some days more than I do, to be realistic about it." She playfully punched my arm to take the edge off her words. As an afterthought, she added, "I do like the idea ... I just ... never thought it would happen ... that you'd ever want to, so, I didn't think about it as even a possibility."
I didn't doubt her love one bit. Since the first day we met, I knew we both felt we had an affinity and connection that transcended anything either one of us had even seen long-married couples display. Crystal's parents had even commented multiple times about how we seemed to be made for each other.
We slowed our walk, and Crystal who'd been leading the way, dropped back and grabbed ahold of my arm in a romantic gesture. She continued, "I know that PJ and Nadia will probably move on from us with their lives, and you and I and the others will mourn their departure. I'm not rushing them; I'm just being realistic. I think that Sean and Nadia each like being non-traditional, but they'll want a bigger bite of each other's time and attention. PJ is getting serious about Jake Randall. I think Dan's moving on; he took his best shot at her. I think something will happen there for each couple. It'll be interesting to see how it plays out."
Crystal hugged my arm to her full breasts and went back to her original line of thinking; "So, my 'No' isn't a message that I don't love you; it's because I love you AND I love all the others in our circle. I don't want any of us to be hurt by some false sense of exclusivity or possessiveness that might emerge with the label 'marriage.' We all need our freedom; we all need to have fun. I want us all to be able to support each other in mind, body, and spirit -- to reach out and extend their love to help any of us to grow and to be the best we can be. Just always know, I do love you so dearly, and I want us to be together always. I just know there'll be others around us, and I like that too. I just hope you'll keep me on your favorites list."
Crystal stopped and pulled me into her arms for a very passionate kiss. I kissed back. This was the most wonderful woman in the world. She'd so changed my life, and I loved her more than life itself.
As we walked inside, Nadia and PJ were sitting at the dining room table having their cereal. I gave each of them a kiss, and then sat down to eat. Crystal repeated the act of love with kisses for each of them.
Claire had slept the night through after her breakdown, waking only long enough to shed her clothes, go to the bathroom and crawl back in bed with Crystal and me. She came out wearing one of my t-shirts and not much else. She went around the table and kissed each of us, rubbing the sleep from her eyes as she moved. She got to me last, and I cuddled her in my lap and let her nuzzle into my neck with her eyes closed and her red hair fanned out across my chest. She smelled like jasmine.

* * * * *Nadia's graduation party in mid-May was a blowout. We had about three hundred people there, about half her friends from the nearby college and the rest a potpourri of other friends and neighbors. I noticed that Sean seldom left Nadia's side. He'd discovered the sweet young Russian a few years earlier as she was entering the school. He'd gotten a graduate degree at the same college mostly to stay near Nadia.
Crystal and I were standing on the deck looking out at the festooned pool area. The pool had two-dozen frolicking students or recent grads in it along with some of our band, some in various stages of nudity. This was my kind of party. I had a hard tongue from watching some of the coeds. I saw Cindy Wonder amazing a circle of college men as she danced topless shaking her magnificent globes in time to a piece by the Black Eyed Peas played at near top volume over the outdoor speakers we'd borrowed from the band.
As Crystal and I stood somewhat alone, I watched Sean breakaway from the group and come up the steps to us. He had a serious and determined look on his face. We both smiled at him, and he lightened up slightly.
Sean spoke haltingly, "Err, Miss Lee and Mr. Mellon, I have a serious question to ask you, and I'd like your serious consideration of it."
I thought I might know where this was going, and I knew Crystal did too; we each shared a sideways glance at one another. Sean sounded a little too rehearsed for this to have been spontaneous.
Sean blurted out, "I'd like to ask Nadia to marry me, but I want your blessing. I mean, she doesn't have any parents or relatives in this country, and you and a few of the others are her family ... and I love her with all my heart ... and we do so well together ... and I ... well, I want her with me always."
I looked past him into the yard and saw Nadia. She shrugged, as though to say she had no idea what he was up to by coming up to talk to us. She walked slowly in our direction, and I think it suddenly dawned on her what Sean was asking because her pace towards us quickened.
I reached out and shook his hand then Crystal leaned up and kissed his cheek. I said, "Sean. You have our blessing, but more important is what Nadia wants and not what we want. We want the best for her, but we don't know what the future holds for her ... or you ... or any of us. So, go ask her."
Sean broke into a grin a mile wide. "I plan to do that right now. Thank you. Thank you so much."
I turned him around, and nudged him in Nadia's direction.
Sean hopped down the steps two at a time into the lower yard and made a beeline to Nadia. We watched him corral her and lead her off to a quiet corner of the yard. Nadia looked over her shoulder at us with a worried expression on her face.
Crystal turned to me and said, "This should be good. Sean's in for a bit of a surprise."
"How's that?" I asked.
She said, "Wait; you'll know before the hour is up -- and probably much sooner."
We watched Sean bow to Nadia's short height. He kissed her and hugged her, and then I could only infer that he was popping the question. The next I knew Nadia was talking very rapidly, probably in her broken English-Russian that she got into when she was nervous or rushed; she also flapped her arms frequently as though attempting flight. Occasionally, she would put her hands on her sides the way a scolding mother would; but then she'd reach up and stroke his cheek or kiss him. We could see Sean nodding his head increasingly as she talked. I could tell who would wear the pants in that family unit.
Crystal speculated, "Yep, I thought so. She's putting conditions on things. This is going to be a marriage more on her terms than his."
I said, "He's nodding in agreement most of the time." We were both laughing at the pair. Watching them was better than any television soap opera we'd seen.
After about twenty minutes, the pair left the corner of the yard and came back to the party and up the steps to us. They were holding hands, and both smiling.
Sean spoke as they stopped in front of us. Sean got down on one knee much to Crystal and my surprise. He spoke, "Miss Lee, will you accept me as a brother, because Nadia will only marry me with some conditions, and that is one of them?"
Crystal laughed, and she spoke in a low voice, "Sean, stand up for God's sake, and drop the Miss Lee shit. You and I have fucked many times at some of our group orgies, I enjoyed it immensely, and you've even had my mother and sister. I'm sure you enjoyed it too based on what you did and said, and the fact you came back for more. Now, I won't be your sister, but I will be your lover. I will share my lover Nadia with you willingly, and to any extent that makes her happy, for her happiness is important to me as yours will soon become." Crystal threw her arms around his shoulders and planted a passionate kiss on his lips that involved a little tongue.
When they parted, Sean's jaw had dropped open. I chuckled to myself, because Nadia had brought Sean to the house often when some of our gatherings had turned sexual, as they usually did, so he'd been initiated into the fold, so to speak, almost a year prior. He had proved his ability to be discrete, caring, and loving. Nadia had almost burst out laughing at Crystal's remarks.
Sean nodded to Crystal to signify that he understood. He turned to me and delivered his rehearsed lines; "Err, Jim? I hope I may call you Jim. Will you accept me as a brother, because Nadia will only marry me with some conditions and that is one of them?"
I reached and pulled him to me in a man hug. I said, "Sean, welcome to the fold. I don't know what other conditions she put on you, but I bet they're unconventional."
Sean nodded as we parted from our man hug. "They are unconventional, but I can easily live with all of them; it's sort of the way we are now except we'll be married and live together. She wants to be able to make love with you, Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and all the others whenever she wants and not have me get my nose out of joint. She wants to live nearby so we can visit back and forth continually, because you are her family and she loves you and wants to be near you. She hopes that I'll become a full-time lover in the group the same as some of the other men -- like Terry and Dan, and she assures me that won't be a problem because ... well, she told me I fit in just right with everybody ... and, well, ... she told me I had a nice schlong."
Sean paused slightly embarrassed at the last admission of why Nadia thought he'd fit in, and then continued, "She explained to me again about polyamory, and I like and can adopt that life style. She wants two children, but not right away -- no problem. She wants a career in the music industry, and I will support her anyway I can in that endeavor. I'm thinking of that industry as well since it's the backbone of Nashville, and I like it here."
Nadia nodded, obviously pleased that Sean had remembered all his promises.
Crystal said, "Might I suggest you write all these things down -- together, and talk about them some more. And, Sean, I'm sure you'll think of a few things you might like as well. You should put them on your combined list almost like a contract the two of you agree to keep. And, that said, Jim and I are proud of the two of you, and we do welcome you to the family -- our growing extended family."
Crystal again moved into Sean's arms and gave him another nuclear kiss that included grinding her hips into his groin and humping his leg through her daisy dukes. When she was done, I could see she'd left an excited young man standing in front of her.
I pulled Nadia to me, leaned over and kissed her the same way, taking advantage of my stooped over posture to grab ahold of her adorable and fantastically well-shaped and firm ass, giving each cheek a manly squeeze. I knew she liked it when I did that to her.
At that point, Nadia held up her left hand and there on her ring finger sat a gorgeous antique engagement ring with a large diamond. Nadia explained, "This belonged to Sean's paternal great grandmother. He swears it's not only a pledge of love but a ring full of luck and prosperity." She broadly smiled as Crystal and I bent over to examine her new acquisition. After we looked at the ring, she announced, "I've GOT to find Ellen, PJ, and Claire." She grabbed Sean's hand and off they went into the party throng.

* * * * *The party seemed to shift into a higher gear about the time Nadia dragged Sean away to share her engagement news with our 'family' and her other friends. Occasionally, we'd hear shrieks of joy, mostly from some female as Nadia made the circuit of the party with Sean in tow. There was more nudity around the pool, and then just more nudity in general.
Crystal and I split up and socialized for a while circulating among all our friends and guests. As I meandered through the throng, I could occasionally smell marijuana waft through the air. At one point, I happened to see Crystal passing a joint around as she stood in a circle with some college age men and women. I turned and tried to ignore the infraction. I'd talk to her in the morning, although my previous pleas apparently had gone unheeded.
A half hour later, I passed through the crowd in the large and dimly lit living room. Several couples were dancing to some mellow music in the open area of the room. Several other couples and a couple of mixed groups sat around making out or just talking.
What brought me to a stop and sent a lightning bolt of pain through my head was when I looked at the group around Crystal sat. Crystal held a rolled up greenback in one hand so it looked like a greenish cigarette, except it was a short straw. She bent over a glass tabletop that had three narrow lines of a white powder arranged parallel to one another. Before I could say anything, she put the bill to her nose and inhaled one line of the powder -- cocaine. She repeated the process quickly with the other two lines, and then threw her head back and laughed. One of the young men in the group set up another three lines so someone else in their circle could snort the addictive drug.
I thought, "Oh, shit. What is she doing? Does she even realize ...?" I was speechless. Crystal's eyes crossed with mine, but I don't think she took in the fact that I had watched her. I didn't know what to do. I stood frozen in place for over a minute watching her laughing and being animated with the men and women in the group. A million thoughts raced through my head; I knew I'd need a long talk with her about her new penchant when the others weren't around. I knew enough not to embarrass her or confront her in front her new friends lest I create more problems than I solved.
Two hours later, after the last guests and the caterers had left, Crystal swayed to my side and started to maneuver me to the master bedroom. She was wide-awake, juiced up on her blow, and clearly sexually excited. She rubbed my crotch to add some excitement to her invitation. "Come on, Lover. I have a surprise for you -- one I'm sure you don't expect." I knew the drug must have had some effect on her physiology, and I'd read it excited users sexually. Temporarily, I ignored the situation, talking to a slightly stoned and drugged out girlfriend wouldn't have much point at this stage.
Just inside the bedroom door, Crystal gave me lascivious smile.
The surprise was Nadia.
Nadia had been tied spread eagle to the various corners of the bed with long colorful scarves. Crystal had adjusted the lights so that a single oblique spotlight shone on Nadia's nude body. A light sheen of oil had been rubbed over Nadia's body so that every muscle and curve and mound of luscious female flesh glowed in splendor under the focused light. The scene provoked my instant arousal.
I moved to the bed, and started talking as though I was a doctor on television doing an autopsy. "Hummm. Subject appears to be about twenty-five years of age. Her skin is almost flawless, at least on the front and sides of her body. She has large and excited breasts for her size; the nipples are erect either by self-stimulation or the stimulation of whoever tied her to the bed frame. Her areolas measure approximately one-and-a-half inches across. She has a red heart about two inches across tattooed just above her beautiful pussy. The heart is surrounded by ... let me see, about two-dozen other much smaller hearts in a random pattern flowing up her abdomen but still inside her bikini line. My guess is that each of those smaller hearts represents someone this young woman had sex with during her life. Oh wait, I see another small tattoo on the side of her hip -- ah, an America flag crossed with a Russian flag. I need to verify that this woman is of Slavic decent; however, the high cheekbones and facial structure would also suggest this. Oh, her vaginal slit looks quite wet, either from her own body fluids probably emitted because of her sexual arousal, or maybe the work of the tongue or tongues of the individual or individuals that tied her down."



Crystal laughed and pushed me onto the bed, "Oh, for God's sake, just make love to her. She needs you -- a lot. Fuck her."
I turned to Crystal and eagerly said, "You going to join us?" I hoped the two of us could gang up on Nadia. Apparently, judging from the saliva I saw around Nadia's pussy, Crystal had already been there.
Crystal's eyes twinkled, and she grinned; "No, there's a young man who I believe might be the new fiancé of this pretty and tasty young woman waiting for me in the other room. I have a diabolical plan to wear out his sexual apparatus before the sun comes up, in other words, I am about to fuck his brains out. I am feeling so aroused. I should add that he helped me tie her down and warm her up for you."
I shook my head and said in a mocking tone, "Oooooh! Poor Sean."
Crystal pecked me on the lips. She whispered in my ear in a diabolical tone, "Maybe we'll come and join you two in an hour or so." I doubt Nadia heard her comment.
When I turned back to Nadia after Crystal left, Nadia said in a low voice, "I wanted to be tied up, because I want you to do anything you want to me. I want you to know that you can always have me, this way or any other way you want me. Every orifice I have is yours; I want to feel your tongue, fingers, or cock in every one of them tonight -- or whenever you want. Come and fuck me -- fuck me hard. I need to know you still love me although I gave a part of myself away tonight. I always want you in my life ... and in my body."
My clothes quickly dropped from my body by my own hand. I lay down beside Nadia's small form and proceeded to kiss her all over. The oil she'd been rubbed with had a slight taste of vanilla to it -- delicious. I started with her sensitive ear lobes and neck, moving to her lips, slipping down to her engorged breasts that still looked large although she lay on her back and they rested lower against her chest. I sucked on each nipple even biting a little hard on one until she moaned, and as I did I slowly untied one of Nadia's hands. She gave me a questioning look.
I told her, "I want you to be able to hold me ... to touch me with your hands ... to love me the same as I'm loving you." I reached across her body to her other wrist, unknotting the fabric with one hand. "I have only ever wanted to love you as an equal ... not as a submissive ... and I do love you." I kissed her abdomen, and then licked her heart-shaped tattoos and dragged my tongue enticingly lower.
I kissed my way down her body to her pussy, using my tongue to zero in on her clit in my first assault. I untied one of Nadia's ankles as I moved my tongue deeper into her slit. The other ankle followed. Oh, the overpowering natural aroma of this sexually excited woman wafted into me, turning me on maybe more than the visual image of her readiness. One lap at her slit, and the taste of her woman-ness left no doubt of her desire for me.
As her last bond came free by my hand, Nadia wrapped her body around my head while I ate her fragrant dripping cunt. She held my head in both her arms and bent over me; her legs wrapped around my shoulders and back. I could feel her kisses on the side of my head.
"Jim, I love you. I love you. I love you. Oh, God, I never knew I could love someone so much. Someday, I'll love Sean the same way." I struggled to ignore her last comment; I hoped it didn't spell disaster for her happiness or their marriage.
Moments later we uncoiled, and my rock hard shaft easily slid into Nadia's molten pussy, accompanied by moans of joy from each of us.

* * * * *The morning after Nadia's graduation party and her engagement to Sean, I awoke early and found two nude females snuggled up against me: my dirty blond girlfriend Crystal lay tightly against me holding onto one arm, and the beautiful little redhead Nadia nestled into the crook of my other arm with her leg haphazardly thrown over one of mine. I looked over Crystal's partially covered body and saw Sean's exhausted form face down in a pillow. We all smelled like sex -- a good smell and a reminder of happy times.
Crystal had led Sean back to our bedroom about an hour after she'd left to sexually entertain him, to 'congratulate' him for becoming engaged to Nadia the prior evening, and to try to sexually exhaust him -- something she liked to do to naïve and unconditioned lovers. As they came into the room, Nadia was riding me reverse cowgirl, facing the door. She'd held out her arms to Sean; "Come and kiss me, Lover. I want to tell you I love you, and I love being your fiancée." Nadia held her left arm out and simultaneously admired the heirloom diamond he'd put on her left-hand ring finger only a few hours earlier.
I thought how unique the situation: Nadia impaled on my cock, just engaged, her fiancé spent a good part of the night fucking my girlfriend, now his girlfriend wanted him to come and kiss her while she had me fucking her. I hoped Sean was one tolerant dude.
I tapped Nadia on the back, as though to say, 'Why don't you go to him?' She turned back to me, still admiring the ring. She said aloud so Sean could hear, "No, I want him to kiss me while you're making love to me -- while you cock is deep inside me. I want US to feel comfortable being with you two and the others in all sorts of sexual situations. I want you each to know that I love you regardless of what I'm doing."
When she turned back, Sean embraced Nadia and kissed her hard, running his hands and tongue all over her upper body. I continued to thrust into her cunt at a gentler pace. I could feel her inner muscles squeezing around my shaft as they kissed -- very erotic!
Simultaneously, Crystal came and kissed me, seemingly ignoring that my cock was deeply embedded for the third time in the past hour inside our little Russian lover. She then moved to suck on Sean's limp shaft a little.
Sean moved aside; his cock being fondled by Nadia who directed it to Crystal's mouth. I heard Crystal whisper to Nadia, "Come and let's finish off Sean; then we can both go back to work on Jim." Crystal still had a diabolical grin on her face. When she saw a 'performance weakness' in a man, she liked to taunt him -- to take him to his limits and even beyond. I recalled her efforts to physically and sexually exhaust George Rinard, her not too resilient costar in her first movie. At least, she'd met her match with me. Sean looked as though he had passed his limit before coming into our bedroom.
Nadia slowly rose off my shaft, leaving my slick and glistening erection pointing straight up to the ceiling. The spotlight shined on my mid-section, highlighting my aroused state, and the cool air hitting my shaft did little to diminish my ardor.
Crystal took Sean's arm and led him to the other side of the large bed. After she got him to lie down, she engulfed his generous cock in both hands and her mouth. Nadia moved right in with her, and soon the two women were running their mouths up and down each side of Sean's dick in sync. Sean let out a long low moan of ecstasy. He shot me a look that pleaded for relief in some way, and at this point I don't think he meant sexual relief.
Crystal broke away and told Nadia, "I've gotten two strong cums from this stick tonight. Now, it looks as though we might get a couple more." She jerked his cock with her right hand at a rapid rate. Sean groaned more loudly.
Nadia said, "Oh, let me ride him for a while, then we can trade places." She crawled across the bed, threw a leg over her fiancé, and impaled herself on Sean's excited love stick. He moaned as he felt what I knew was her tight little cunt with its velvet warmth wrap around his cock. Nadia started to bounce up and down energetically while her right hand frantically rubbed her clit. Sean briefly looked over at me with a look of worry on his face. I think he was afraid he wouldn't cum, and then I think he was afraid he would.
Crystal winked at me, and then said aloud, "Sean, while you're fucking your new fiancée I want you to eat my pussy again. I love how your tongue can do that little magic fucking thing you do." Crystal lifted her knee over Sean's head facing Nadia, and lowered her cunt right onto his tongue. I admit to being impressed with the length to which the tall young man could extend his tongue into Crystal's vibrant pussy. Crystal apparently liked it too. I watched her eyes narrow to mere slits of bliss. In the back of my mind, I knew that part of her sexual sensitivity resulted from the cocaine she'd snorted a couple of hours earlier while the graduation party had been underway. I pushed the thought away, knowing that I'd have to address the issue when Crystal wasn't intoxicated with the drug.
Nadia and Crystal kissed and pawed at each others bodies and breasts, Nadia occasionally slowing down to allow Crystal to massage her clit or tweak her erect nipples. Watching the two of them atop Sean kept me aroused and ready for my own turn with the two of them.
After about five minutes, Crystal said to Nadia in a slow measured voice so Sean could hear her, "Can we switch now? I want to see whether I can get him to cum inside my hot-wet-beautiful country-singer-movie-star pussy - and then you can have him back. Do you think you could do that for me Sean? Could you blast another load of cum inside my cunt that you've already filled a couple of times tonight? I'd even catch some of it afterwards as it leaks out and bring it up to my tongue ... you know, so I could gobble some of your cum down my throat too. I might even share your cum with Nadia; we could snowball your juice back and forth, and show you how much we love to share your cum." I knew Crystal's words had been chosen to excite and titillate the young man. He just numbly nodded.
Crystal dropped onto his shaft in free fall. I watched her eyes roll back into her head at the sudden pleasure of his penetrating cock, even though she'd initiated the act.
After Crystal sat with Sean's cock deep in her pussy, she turned to me and said, "Jim. Fuck my ass. I want to be double teamed again." Crystal leaned forward slightly over Sean's prone form and reached back with both hands and spread her ass cheeks. I took my time opening up Crystal's ass, smearing around some of the copious juices oozing around her nether region, and getting my erect cock deep into her body. Crystal kept moaning and urging me to go deeper and faster; she again was on a unique sexual high.
Nadia moved around and straddled Sean's head, lowering her sweet little pussy onto his lips. I watched his long tongue lash out at her clit. Nadia moaned; "Oh, Sean. You have the best fucking tongue. You hit all my spots ... and ... you're ... making ... me ... cum!"
I wondered how much of the three loads of cum I'd already blasted into Nadia's tight little pussy he might end up sampling. In her vertical position over his mouth, she had to be leaking some of my previous blasts into her pussy. Yes, Sean would have to be one tolerant man.
From time to time, Nadia could be a 'squirter.' Sean must have touched the right places, at the right time, at the right pace, with the right pressure. As Crystal bounced up and down on our cocks, she and I looked down at the union of Sean's mouth and Nadia's cunt. The area suddenly flooded with the clear fluid of a female ejaculation. As Nadia lay back in her orgasmic spasm, a long narrow jet of girl juice squirted up from her cunt and onto Crystal's lower torso. The fluid dripped down onto Sean's torso, and thence to the already soggy bed linens.
Nadia wailed her orgasm; her eyes closed as the pleasure surged through her body. The scene triggered Crystal's climax too, and her body sped up into a blur as she jerked around on our two cocks, and then she froze with Sean and my cock as deep as she could get us inside her. She mashed herself down on his body and back against me simultaneously. I could feel Crystal's lower body spasming around Sean's long dick. Apparently that was all it took, and Sean went over the top with a low moan, "Oh, fuck, Crystal. I'm cuming again."
Nadia fell sideways off Sean. Crystal and Sean rolled sideways away from me, taking Sean with them since his cock remained impaled deep inside Crystal, as mine popped out of her ass. I saw Sean start to lap up every drop of Nadia's juice that he could get near with his head; not that he hadn't already swallowed a mouthful of her ejaculate when she came.
Nadia caught my eye and winked. She turned to Sean, "Sean, now you have to fuck me. I mean, Crystal's gotten all your cum tonight, and I've got nothing from you and I'm your new fiancée. So, quick, get hard again and fuck me, Lover."
Sean moaned. "Nadia, I can't. I mean I want to, but I just can't. I've never even cum two times in ninety minutes in my life, and you two wanton women got me to do it three times. For me, that's a miracle."
Nadia went, "Tsk, tsk. We shall have to work on your recovery time and endurance. We're going to put you on an oyster diet, and get you Cialis, hormones, and vitamins."
Sean pulled her around into his arms and kissed her passionately. He laughed and pointed at me, "Go fuck Jim some more. You said he's had three orgasms already; let's see whether he can keep it up for you."
Sean shouldn't have said that. I took it as a personal challenge, and Crystal knew that too because she gave me a little smirk showing she knew I'd rise to the occasion. Sean apparently hadn't heard from Nadia or any of the others about my unusual rapid recovery time and my ability to enjoy many orgasms in a day.
Crystal rolled into my arms, and we kissed with a lot of tongue. After a little mouth cleaning by my girlfriend I mounted her missionary style, but in a way so we'd be putting on a small show for Nadia and Sean. I wanted Sean to see me pile-driving my cock into Crystal; something she'd recently started to crave.
We moved through several different positions, Nadia even coming over and sitting on Crystal's face and then my face so we could enjoy her taste and aroma. I wasn't bothered by any seepage onto my tongue of my previous blasts into her pussy; she tasted divine. After about fifteen minutes, I sent an incredible shock wave of pleasure into Crystal's body. As my last couple of surges of cum left my body, I pulled out of Crystal's cunt and sprayed the remainder across her little tuft of pubic hair -- her runway, as she called it. Crystal screamed through her climax as I jammed a few fingers into her quim to finish her off.
Nadia grabbed my cock and inhaled the shaft as deep as she ever had. She locked her lips around the rod, and slowly pulled her head back, vacuuming my stick as she did. As she expelled me from her mouth, she turned her head, and tried to dive headfirst into Crystal's sodden pussy. With tongue extended, Nadia, lapped and sucked up every available drop of my cum and then used her fingers to extract even more from inside Crystal's vagina. She shoveled what she found into her mouth.
Sean's eyes were as big as saucers. He mumbled, "My God, that's sexy. I've never seen anyone do that, not even in the porn I've seen."
With the combined cum of Sean and me in her mouth, Nadia looked at me, winked with a devilish look in her eye, and moved to Sean.
Now, Sean's eyes got really big. He stammered, "You aren't ... are you ... you want me to ... Oh, shit, Nadia ... I don't know whether I can do that."
She didn't give him much choice. Nadia planted her lips on Sean's, and we watched as she thrust the liquid cum and juices she'd collected into his mouth, pushing with her tongue, and then snowballing the goo back and forth with him. I had to admit; it was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen too, but I knew it pushed the limit for some guys. Sean would have to be one very, very tolerant dude.
Crystal said to him in a husky sexy voice, "Sean, if you're going to keep up with your little sex kitten, you need to learn all her nasty tricks and habits." She turned to Nadia, "Come here, Babe. Share some of that cum with me." Nadia and Crystal proceeded to snowball the remnants of juicy cum; Crystal finishing the scene by bringing to some of it to my mouth. I'd done this before with various women in the group so I wasn't at all grossed out by the action the way Sean had been. Sean continued to watch us with big eyes.
Nadia sucked my cock into her mouth, but not before announcing, "I need to get laid at least once more tonight. Come on, Jim."
In two minutes, and much to Sean's expressed amazement, I buried my hard throbbing cock back into Nadia's gooey crotch, now laden with three loads of my cum, some of my cum from Crystal's snatch that Crystal had intentionally dribbled from her mouth onto Nadia's pussy, and Nadia's own juices. I loved it. This would be my fifth orgasm within two hours -- close to a personal 'best.' I knew I could do this, and I felt that I might even be able to make another one shortly after that one.
I put my hands around the beautiful pillows of woman flesh on Nadia's torso, pinching her nipples and exciting her. Nadia was so primed, she instantly had an orgasm. I didn't let up. The bedroom resonated with the slap of our sweaty flesh on each thrust I made. We became white heat as I drove hard into her little body. The entire bed shook.
Crystal leapt to the bedside table and produced one of her vibrating dildos. We watched her turn the device to its high-speed setting, and jam the cock-like device into her cunt. Her eyes rolled up into her head at the sudden pleasure she'd brought herself. Crystal cuddled back into Sean's arms, grabbing one of his hands and planting it on a taut breast, and putting the other hand into her crotch and encouraging him to rub her clitoris right above where the dildo vibrated inside her at the 'high' setting. She remained one oversexed woman, and started to cum about once every thirty seconds judging from her sounds.
I could feel Nadia's cunt start to seize up again. I sawed faster and faster into her small and lithe body. Nadia's breasts swung around beneath me in a lurid display of sexy womanhood. There was nothing Tantric about this fuck; this was just all out fucking for mutually satisfying orgasms. Nadia and I looked into each other's eyes; without a word she communicated to me with her eyes that she was near again. I allowed myself the pleasure of another moment of orgasmic gratification, and splashed a quart of my essence inside Nadia's slippery cunt; so much that the excess from this load oozed and even squirted out around all sides of my cock in my last thrusts, some running down over her asshole and leg.
Nadia froze as she clutched my hips and held my body to hers. For a minute, we were an orgasming tableau of a man and a woman locked in the searing passion of a huge and epic mutual climax. Nadia's cunt milked my shaft for every drop of my sticky cum left in my body.
And then, the two of us fell back to the bed in total exhaustion.
I looked briefly at Sean. He shook his head; "I have so much to learn from you all."
Crystal leaned forward to where I joined with Nadia, extracted my shaft from its warm home and hoovered every trace of man juice or girl juice from my cock. She also lapped up the overflow from Nadia's pussy. As she did this, the vibrator continued to hum away in her cunt, and the orgasms continued to roll through her body periodically.
To tease Sean, she looked back at him, but he was shaking his head from side to side making sure she knew that he was saying "NO" to her unspoken offer to share the load in her mouth. Crystal made a display of swallowing and then showing Sean her empty mouth.
Crystal and Nadia brought me back to acceptable hardness in a few minutes, at least back to serviceable '7' on my ten point hardness scale. Crystal jerked the vibrator from her pussy, jammed the device into her ass, lay back, and I sank into her quim in a secret display of machismo for Sean's benefit. He did watch with amazement, but his eyes were at half-mast. It was about three o'clock in the morning.



I whispered to Crystal that I wasn't sure I'd orgasm quite as quickly this round, if at all. She got the message, and two minutes later I did a masterful job of faking an orgasm. Crystal's body gave up one more very real orgasm before she allowed me to pull the vibrator from her body and turn it off.
Nadia poked at Sean, "Come on Lover, can't you get it up just one more time for little old me? Pleeeeaaaassseee!"
About that time, Sean's eyes rolled up in his head from complete physical exhaustion, and his head fell off the supporting hand so that he ended face down in the pillow sound asleep. Nadia made sure he could breathe, and we turned off the dimmer lights and went to sleep.

* * * * *Claire stood at the entrance to the living room with her hands on her hips in a bold stance with her glorious mane of red hair fanned out behind her. "I've decided," she announced to no one in particular. She looked particularly fetching in that she wore one of our concert t-shirts and obviously nothing else. From my low chair, I could see the naked roundness of her labial lips just below the hem of the shirt.
Crystal asked, "Decided what?"
The others also looked up from their reading, although Sean and PJ were playing chess. Nadia had a copy ofThe Economist spread out in her lap as she leaned against my right shoulder. When she lifted the magazine, I could see she had also gone commando this morning, wearing the identical shirt that Claire wore. Only then did I notice that Crystal and PJ also had on matching shirts. I must have missed the memo about the morning dress code after the party. Sean wore plaid boxers, and I sat with my laptop in a pair of black Jockey briefs.
Claire spoke definitively, "I'm not going to marry Joe Mansard. I'll be his girlfriend and lover, but I'm not going to put myself through all the hassles and worries that have bothered me since he proposed down in the Galapagos. That list we did and all the thinking and talking really helped me come to this decision. Thank you all for putting up with me."
I smiled and enthusiastically said, "This means you'll be around here more?" I hoped that meant a big 'Yes.'
"Yes," she announced firmly. "That's mostly why I decided the way I did. When I watched what Nadia and Sean had decided with their future relationship, I mean this crazy family of ours -- our intentional family, I realized that I wanted to do the same thing. I belong here, not somewhere else and only coming occasionally back to visit. Nadia's staying here, and whether he knows it or not, at least for now Sean is joining us instead of the other way around. Further, I don't need to be married and have all the entanglements to do that; so, I'm here in whatever way you'll have me."
I held my arms up, and Claire came and sat on my left. We shared a tender kiss as everybody else watched.
I told her, "I'm glad. I like Joe and Beth, and I hope we see a lot of them, but I know how you fretted over his proposal. If we ever put pressure on you like that, please let us know. You've had a rough few months. Thank you for communicating with us -- for sharing your angst. I hope we lightened the load."
Ellen came over and sat on Claire's other side. She pulled Claire into a more passionate kiss and said, "I was afraid I would lose one of my favorite people and lovers. Well, not lose forever, but just so I wouldn't have her around so much." Her voice sounded so sincere. Ellen was such a gem.
The conversation rattled around the room a little, all of us supporting Claire in her decision. She told us she still planned to see Joe and Beth, and would be heading off to New York in two days to spend a long weekend with them, going to a charity gala on Joe's arm, plus playing hostess for a delegation of executives from China whom he wanted to entertain in his suite at the Four Seasons. Joe would send his personal jet for her; something she told us she enjoyed as a perk being his girlfriend.
Despite Ellen's comments, Claire reminded us that she'd accepted a supporting role in a new movie that would take her out to Hollywood again for a dozen weeks over the summer. She said, "But I'll be back here on a few trips, and my whole part isn't all that long, so maybe I'll be able to join you like regular after that. There are nonstop flights and it's easy travel. I'll have a script to memorize and that's a good travel activity." She gave us a cockeyed grin and added, "Besides, I want to see Jill a little too." Her last comment made me laugh.
When the conversation died down, PJ went, "Ahem," in a loud voice to catch our attention. We all looked up again, and she stood wearing the uniform of the day - the same concert t-shirt as the others. She said, "I guess if we have announcements to make, I have one too."
We looked expectantly to the pretty woman I befriended in Indianapolis after a concert. She'd joined our troop, come to California at the time to make it big, wrote a couple of pieces of music that paid off handsomely for her, and then moved with us back to Crystal's big house just outside Nashville. She'd quickly become an integral part of our circle.
PJ blushed and said, "Jake proposed to me two days ago, and I'm going to accept his offer. I AM going to get married. You have to promise not to tell anyone. He wants to get a ring before we go public, but I'm hoping he won't mind me telling you. I guess it's the season for engagements."
There were smiles and gasps of surprise around the room. I went and embraced my newest partner. "That's great news. We love both of you; and you and Jake are always welcome here."
Jake Randall was a young songwriter who lived in Nashville. He'd written some of the songs that had become hits for Crystal and me includingTexas Dawn, and in the process had made a lot of money. He had a knack for great country music and prudent investing. Jake had just turned twenty-eight; however, he had an exceptionally youthful look about him that resulted in his still getting carded in every bar or restaurant he went into.
PJ went on, "Similar to Sean and Nadia, he's seeing his grandmother this weekend to get an engagement ring that he wanted me to wear -- something that has been in his family for generations. But ... well ... I told him 'Yes,' so I guess we're kind of engaged. It'll be more 'official' when I see him next Monday and get the ring; then it'll be public. He was so romantic; he even got down on one knee and proposed. Of course, I was naked on the bed enjoying my afterglow. He knelt beside the bed, and after I said yes, we made love a couple of more times." She blushed at her admissions, but knew we were of the same mind and appreciated little sexy details like that.
After we all hugged and kissed PJ in congratulations, she settled into a seat near Crystal and me. She continued, "Jake knows our life style, and while he doesn't think any less of you for it, he says it's not for him - at least, right now. He's broad-minded; however, he wants to be an exclusive monogamous husband, and he's hoping I can be happy being that way too. This means that I'll be leaving pretty soon to enter a new phase in my life."
Crystal said, "We understand. I know polyamory or an open marriage isn't for everyone, and we respect that. We respect your decisions and choices too, so long as they make you happy -- that's what we really want for you." The pair shared a sisterly kiss.
I seconded Crystal's remarks. I pulled PJ to me and gave her a platonic kiss.
PJ admonished me with a grin a mile wide, "Hey, I haven't left yet. Maybe next week I'll checkout, if that's OK with you. Jake asked for me to move in with him. He's got a beautiful home north of here. Meanwhile, I would like to have my brains fucked out of my head this weekend by everyone here before I go, and who knows maybe I can get Jake to be a little daring at some point in the future. Hell, I'd like my brains fucked out right now!"
Crystal and I volunteered to assist PJ in her immediate goal, truly giving her something to remember and masturbate to on those days when Jake wasn't around. On that note, I picked up PJ, we kissed passionately, and I carried her into the bedroom with the others following behind us.

* * * * *Late in the afternoon, after PJ had been ravaged by each of us in some way, we showered, and became more civilized; this time actually getting dressed.
As Crystal came into the living room, I rose and went over to her. I gave her a head jerk toward the front door and said, "Crystal, let's take a walk." I noticed the others kept their heads down, trying to feign lack of interest or ignorance about what would take place. We were such a close group I'm sure the others knew I was about to have my "No Drugs" talk with Crystal.
From the look on her face, I think Crystal knew what was coming too. Resigned, she turned, and strolled out the door with me. We walked down the long driveway in silence. I kept thinking about how to start this discussion.
Finally, I haltingly began, "Crystal, I love you, but you are worrying me and I'm sure the others in our circle. In the past couple of months you've gone from never touching drugs to stoking up frequently, popping an ecstasy here and there, and then last night I saw you sniffing coke in the living room. Was that your first time with cocaine?"
I looked at Crystal. She shook her head and said in a low voice, "No. I've done it a few times before."
I started to talk, but Crystal overrode my words with hers, "Look, I know you might worry about me, but I am not hooked or addicted or anything like that. I'm just having a little 'fun' before I get any older. It's not like others in our business don't touch the stuff. My NOT using is the exception instead of the rule. You know I love sex and orgasms, and the things I've tried heighten how I feel when I climax -- they make it more intense and so pleasurable."
I said in a low voice, "I'd like you to stop. The road you're on is a slippery slope, and it's leading you to a place you don't want to be. No more."
Crystal was silent for a minute as we walked along. Finally, she said, "I'll think about it. I know you're concerned, and I will take that into account."
For now, I figured this was the best I could get from her, although I wished in my heart that she had pledged to stop using any of that stuff.

* * * * *Claire went to New York to be with Joe and Beth two days after she announced her decision to us to not marry Joe. She wanted to deliver the news in person. Crystal and I hoped her decision wouldn't create too much friction between the pair and Claire. I'd gotten to know Joe Mansard well enough to realize he could be temperamental and unpredictable. However, he could be quite reasonable if there were logic in the surrounding environ; Claire did have logic on her side in this case.
Two days after she'd arrived, we got a text from Claire that all had gone well in her 'telling,' but we didn't hear the details until she returned to Nashville. Joe and Beth accepted that she wanted to stay in her current arrangement with them and with us. Fortunately, there was no friction, and Joe and Beth helped Claire get through her announcement and decision with grace. They accepted that Claire would spend time with each of the people she loved. Claire reported a sex-filled week with the pair that was also full of love and caring. She did mention the fun she had playing Joe's 'serious girlfriend' at a party with a dozen Chinese dignitaries and moguls, and attending a charity bash where Joe put up the first million dollars in donations. She also relished being back 'at home' with us in Nashville.
Claire had gotten Joe to commit to another vacation; Beth was never a problem, as she loved to take time off to play. This time Joe suggested that the two of them join some of us down in the Caribbean at the island Terry had taken us to a couple of years earlier. They'd agreed. Claire explained about all the possibilities if our entire extended family and friends showed up; they rather liked the sound of that. Joe also intended to have his one-hundred-twenty-foot yacht directed there, along with Luba and Renata, two very sweet and very fuckable young ladies we'd taken a shine to when we'd met them in the Galapagos Islands.
Nadia went off with Sean over the next weekend to look for a new home somewhere in the Nashville area, and hopefully not too far away. They found a house in the next town over and near the campus they'd both just graduated from. The two of them still had many friends among the student and grad student populations; many had been at our June party. Sean and Nadia would be twenty minutes away, and come by often to visit and play with us. We liked that.
Terry also helped Nadia land a job as a 'jack-of-all-trades' atWestern Recordings, a startup venture that had taken over a defunct recording studio. They had five good sounding artists under contract. A single by one of the artists had already passed sales of a million copies, so it looked like the venture would stay afloat for a while. Nadia's love of technology meant that she could work the soundboards as well as do other jobs around the place. She did have a great ear for music. Sean had another semester of grad school to finish his MBA degree. After that, he wanted to get into the business end of the entertainment business in some way.

* * * * *A nuclear shockwave overtook our extended family on Friday night, two weeks after the graduation party. I'd been working all day at the studio in Nashville, and came home late after grabbing dinner and a beer with some of the band members.
When I got home, Ellen, Claire, and PJ were lounging around the living room. I asked where Crystal had gone, and the three shrugged to indicate their uncertainty. I didn't think much of it at the time; she had a few friends in the area and loved to go on spur of the moment shopping trips, although much of the time she came back empty handed. Ellen volunteered, "She went out about five-thirty, and said she'd catch dinner 'out.'"
I had just started to worry when about 10:45 p.m. the house phone rang. I picked up the landline and identified myself. "Mr. Mellon, this is Trooper John McMannus with the State Police, Nashville District. We have your friend Ms. Crystal Lee in our police vehicle outside our lock-up facility. She's all right, but we just arrested her for driving under the influence, and she was cogent enough to insist that we call you. We caught her weaving all over Highway 100, and she failed several different tests we use to determine intoxication. She tested at .29, and anything over .08 is illegal in this state. She does not have to spend the night with us, but she is unable to drive and can barely walk. After a hearing in a month or so, she will lose her driving privileges for three months if this is her first offense; she will also have to take a special course put on by the State for offenders. Before we got your number from her, we impounded her car; unfortunately it won't be reclaimable until Monday morning. I might add that she barfed in her car, and later also in my police car." I could tell that except for the last sentence he'd given this same speech many times. He sounded disgusted at the possibility of cleaning up the mess in his car.
My jaw dropped open as the trooper talked. Crystal had never over indulged in booze to my knowledge. She wouldn't even drive if she'd had two glasses of wine at dinner unless we sat around for a while having coffee afterwards. My mind flashed around wondering where she'd been that she'd gotten so drunk.
I found out where the trooper had taken Crystal, assured him that I'd clean up the mess in his car, and started to buzz around the house getting my car keys, wallet, and cellphone. As I scurried around, I explained to Ellen and the others what I'd just been told. I felt like the bottom had been pulled out from underneath me. What could have precipitated Crystal's binge? Who? Where had she been?
Ellen insisted on going with me to get her sister. As I walked into the garage, I grabbed some spray house cleaner, a couple of plastic bags, a roll of paper towels, and a tarp.
A half hour later, Ellen and I found the Highway Patrol building where Crystal had been taken. Trooper McMannus was just inside the door as the two of us went in and identified ourselves. McMannus took Ellen to a small interrogating room, and put her inside with Crystal. I peeked in and saw that Crystal had her head down on the table trying to sleep, or maybe trying to stop the room from spinning. I noticed a plastic wastebasket had been set beside her in case she needed to puke again. I could see the vomit stains on her clothing.
I pulled my head out of the small room as Ellen went in. I held up my cleaning kit to McMannus and asked whether he still wanted me to clean the back of his patrol car. McMannus looked pleased; "Heck yeah; I was just going to get to that awful task. If you want to do that, I'd be most grateful. The odor makes me gag."
He led me out a side door to where his car had been parked. The rear doors were open trying to air out the vehicle. I took a deep breath, and went to work, soaking up the vomit in paper towels and putting the refuse in one of the plastic bags I brought. Eventually, I got down to just the plastic liner of the floor, and soon I could declare victory over the mess although a trace of the stench remained beneath the heavy odor of the household cleaner.
Initially, McMannus watched me work on the clean up from about ten feet away. He said to me at one point, "There's something I should tell you about your girlfriend. The place she'd been at has a reputation as a hangout for a lot of druggies and prostitutes; it's not a good place to be, particularly for someone as pretty as she is and obviously from an upscale lifestyle. There are some backrooms there, and I hate to think what goes on in them. I just happened past the place when she pulled out in front of me and drove away. She was all over the road; that's why I pulled her over. While Ms. Lee tested high on alcohol, I am certain she also had some other stuff in her system -- drugs, and I don't mean just pot; something much stronger. I didn't write up anything on those -- this time."
I sighed and looked at him wishing I could turn back the hands on the clock. From his return gaze, I could tell he'd delivered similar bad news to others. His remarks felt like further punches to my already aching gut.
When I went inside, Ellen and Crystal were sitting on a plastic bench in the open area outside the inner workings of the police post. McMannus eyed the pair with a sympathetic air. I caught the tail end of Ellen reaming out her sister for being so foolish. Given how Crystal's eyes were rolling around in her head, I doubted she'd remember little of what happened in the evening. Crystal replied in a slurred voice to Ellen, "But, I was having fun. It was all good fun. I even made some new friends -- really good friends. We all had fun. It ... was ... all ... about ... fun ... and new experiences. Don't you understand?"
McMannus thanked me for cleaning up his police car, and helped us guide Crystal out to the Prius we'd driven to reclaim my girlfriend. Crystal could barely walk. I put the tarp over the backseat just in case Crystal hurled again. Ellen and Crystal got into the back seat, and I made sure Ellen had a couple of plastic bags to use as sick sacks.
We got home around midnight. Claire and PJ met us at the door when we pulled in front of the house. Crystal had fallen asleep in the car, or to be more accurate passed out in a drunken stupor. She smelled like whiskey, cigarette smoke, and vomit. Crystal didn't normally smoke. With some difficulty, I carried Crystal into the house and put her in one of the guest rooms after Claire put a waterproof liner over the mattress.



When I set Crystal down, she started to snore with loud irregular snorting noises. I watched as Ellen and Claire started to strip off Crystal's smelly clothing, carefully depositing each of the items in a large plastic trash bag. I made a mental note to wash the clothes tonight so I had something to do that would take my mind off the real crisis.
As Crystal's jeans got pulled off, Ellen and Claire jerked their heads around to look at me: one had a worried expression, and the other a look of horror. Their sudden reactions made me take a step forward and look at what they'd just seen. Crystal wore no underwear, not even her usual thong, and she had a copious amount of cum dripping from her vagina and ass, and two hickeys just above her slit. Crystal's carefully manicured runway of pubic hair was covered in semen. Her jeans were soaked in the sticky and gooey effluent that still oozed from inside her. Around her neck and breasts, she had a several other hickeys as well as several visible loads of cum that had partially dried before she'd put her blouse and bra on over the cum shots. Given the length of time she'd been away from the house and her sexual condition, she must have orchestrated some sort of gang bang with more than just a few sex partners.
I shook my head and reeled back from the discovery. Tears came to my eyes, and try as I might I couldn't blink them away. I felt as though someone drove a knife through my heart and then pummeled my gut into oblivion. I started to sob uncontrollably. I turned, ran to the master bedroom, and threw myself into my pillow to cry for a long while.

* * * * *I didn't sleep all night. For a while, I just lay there in the darkness numb over what had happened -- maybe what I'd let happen over the past couple of months. I thought of all the reasons I was to blame. Ellen had come to bed with me and tried to comfort me, but all we did was hold each other and cry. Neither of us bothered to get undressed.
We were up early in the same clothes we'd worn the day before. Staying in bed didn't make any sense since we were awake. Ellen, Claire, PJ, and I were having coffee at the kitchen counter when Crystal appeared. She avoided eye contact with us, and made a beeline for the coffee pot and her favorite cup. The room was deathly silent, almost as though none of us wanted to breathe. The four of us watched her and wondered what would happen next.
Without looking at us, Crystal muttered, "I guess I really fucked up, huh?"
Ellen was the first to respond, her voice rising to a scream, "Yes, you did, ... SLUT! How many guys did you fuck? How many? What the fuck were you on? Do you even remember?" There was no doubt but that Ellen was royally pissed at her sister. Her reply dripped with sarcasm and rage.
Crystal's head had jerked up at being called a slut by her younger sister. I'd had trouble throughout the night bringing myself to that conclusion, but Ellen's words just summarized the thoughts I'd been avoiding. I was weak emotionally from lack of sleep, although Crystal had apparently slept off the booze and the drugs. I guessed she might have a rotten headache. Although Claire and PJ had stayed in the room with her, trying to sleep in overstuffed chairs, I'd checked on Crystal multiple times throughout the night. Crystal's silence in response to Ellen's question spoke volumes.
I asked in a low voice, "Were you on drugs? Cocaine? Ecstasy?"
Crystal nodded slowly. She spoke in such a low voice we almost couldn't hear her, "I'm sorry. I just lost it."
I pushed, "What'd you do, go to some bar and orchestrate a gang bang for yourself?"
Crystal sobbed, but nodded in the affirmative. She said, "I'm sorry" about a dozen times in the long silence that followed.
Claire finally couldn't stand the silence and Crystal's delicate crying; she lit into her too, "You should be sorry, but that doesn't come close to making up for what you did to us -- especially to Jim. God, how could you go out and whore around; you fucked around on your boyfriend with strangers. Are you out of your fucking mind? I've seen this movie before -- many times in my past: drugs with increasing frequency, indiscriminate sex, and even gang bangs because that's all that satisfies you -- lots of cock, lots of drugs, and then more and more of the same, because those orgasms are really spectacular when you're high. I've even seen friends get a DUI just the way you did last night -- even full of booze, ecstasy, and coke after fucking every male they could lay their hands on, guys whose names they didn't even know because it felt good ... and, as you put it, 'it was fun.' That's exactly what you did, didn't you? I thought I left that all behind me when I hooked up with you and left the porn and escort business."
Crystal sobbed but nodded in answer to the question Claire had posed. My stomach turned again seeing Crystal admit that she'd done exactly what Claire had outlined - drugs, booze, unprotected sex with people she didn't know. What could she have been thinking?
PJ came and put her arms around me from behind in a gesture I knew she meant to be reassuring, but at this point my heart was shattered and lay in a million pieces around us. Tears flowed uncontrollably from my eyes. If I'd eaten anything substantial I would have lost it, so it was only bile that bubbled up from the pain in my gut.
Claire continued her angry rant, "I know we've been loose around each other sexually, but we've kept our circle of intimate friends small and exclusive, yet so long as everything was above board we seemed ready to have some new playmates sometimes. Your fucking around outside of those rules and outside of our circle makes you a pariah -- A FUCKING PARIAH; none of us want to touch you until you get a clean bill of health. You probably have some dire STD -- that's what would happen in my old days when someone would do what you did last night. Fuck, Jim may never want to touch you again, and I'm not sure I do. Babe, you really fucked up, and fucked up bad. ACTING slutty is one thing and fun on some occasions -- we've all done it, BEING a slut as you were last night and only you know how many other times is another. Drugs or not, it's inexcusable."
Ellen picked up the tirade on her sister, "I know Jim asked for you to stop the drugs; we all knew and hoped his plea would have some affect on you. Did you think he was just making some lighthearted request of you? He doesn't want a druggie as a girlfriend. I don't want a druggie as a sister. Mom and Dad don't want an alcoholic druggie as a daughter. Jim loves you ... or he loved you up until last night, or maybe earlier when you started using drugs, and whenever it was you started to just indiscriminately fuck around. Last night when we undressed you -- to get your vomit covered clothes off, you had the cum from a dozen men dripping from your cunt, ass, and the rest of your body. You were covered in the shit. You kept telling us that it was all 'just fun' -- fun for you, but not for any of us. You violated every trust JIM had in you -- that WE had in you. You are one STUPID FUCKING BITCH." Ellen yelled the last words at her sister at a rage; she clenched her fists and stomped her feet. She probably would have slugged Crystal if we hadn't been there to restrain her.
Crystal cringed and again sobbed, "I'm sorry. I ... I just let things get away from me."
Ellen said, "How could you keep things together for over thirty years, and NOW let it all fucking fall apart? What's happened to you? I mean the only time you've seemed to really be happy in the past few months is when you're on coke or ecstasy and have three cocks in your body. At first, it was maybe fun and different -- a kink, but now, NO FUCKING WAY! THAT's not romantic or even sexually exciting on the steady diet you've been craving. Sister, you are in deep, deep shit. You just shot yourself in the foot -- a wound you may never recover from, because what you've done has changed you forever ... and it's changed how we see you from this moment forward. WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU THINKING?"
Crystal looked up at me with her tears, blotchy complexion, and humiliated expression. I could only shake my head. I felt speechless; I could think of nothing to say to her.
I had tears running down my face. Claire and Ellen were right. I'd been right. I felt torn in half. I wanted to go and hold Crystal and tell her I forgave her and that everything would be OK. I wanted to turn and walk away and never see her again. I wondered whether I ever could see her in the same loving way I had up until the fuck ups she'd done the prior night -- up until the drugs that she'd been doing for months. I wondered how many other times she'd been out screwing around -- having her 'friends' help her find some pinnacle of pleasure in an illicit orgasm in the backroom of some gin mill.
At that instant, I couldn't look at Crystal any longer. Abruptly, I turned and walked out of the room. My brain was dead. My life was dead. My stomach ached. My chest felt as though someone had driven a railroad tie through it. The light in my life had gone out. I stood in the driveway and sobbed. I had to get away. I had to clear my head. I had to find a way through this mire.
I went into the garage and pulled the cover off my motorcycle. I didn't even put a helmet on; I just drove out of the garage, down the driveway, and into the street. I wasn't sure where I'd go I just went. I headed west.
I stayed on back roads, and after a few of hours I was surprised when I found myself at the end of a dead end street overlooking the Mississippi River. I parked the bike, walked down to the water's edge, and then cried for an hour. I felt such a sense of loss. I grieved. I hurt -- real pain inside me, mostly in my chest and abdomen, as though I'd been punched many times really hard.
My cellphone rang a dozen times in my pocket, but I just ignored it. I lost all track of time except to be aware that I'd started in the morning, and suddenly the slanting rays of the sun indicated to me it was mid afternoon. Suddenly, I looked around. I had no idea where I was or how far I'd ridden -- over a hundred-and-fifty miles since this was the Mississippi River.
I gave a huge sigh, fired up the motorcycle, found the Interstate and headed home in a lot less time than it had taken me to travel to the river. Now and again, I could feel my cellphone vibrating in my pocket. I didn't want to talk to anyone -- I couldn't talk to anyone. I knew I'd break out in uncontrollable sobs and any attempt at communication would be lost.
I pulled the bike into the garage at the house. I wondered what had transpired after I left in the morning. I knew the others had heard the bike pull into the driveway; Harley's aren't exactly quiet.
I walked into the kitchen, and knew something was wrong. Ellen and I looked at each other with forlorn expressions. Claire stood beside her with her shoulders slumped. Their eyes were red; they'd been crying all day. Tears still ran down their cheeks. Ellen came and put her arms around me as her face scrunched up, and she began to sob. She stammered out, "She's gone."
I held her and asked, "What? What do you mean?"
Ellen snuffled and got ahold of herself enough to explain through choked words that came out haltingly, "After you left, Crystal disappeared into your bedroom and locked us out. We were worried but could hear her banging around in there, slamming cabinet doors and drawers. An hour later, she came out nicely dressed and with a suitcase. She seemed emotionless -- cold and hard; she didn't say a word to us -- wouldn't even look at us, just walked through the living room to the foyer and headed to the front door. A taxi had been come for her. As she went out the door, I blocked her way and asked where she was going. When she looked at me, she turned and saw Nadia, Claire, and PJ, and then she just broke out in uncontrollable sobbing. She kept crying, 'I'm sorry, I'm so sorry' over and over again. She got in the taxi -- still sobbing, and it drove away. We've tried to call her two-dozen times, but her cell just goes straight into voicemail; she's turned her phone off." Ellen sobbed into my chest."
"Fuck."
To be continued
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Synopsis of This Story Up to This Point: After a motorcycle road trip laced with grief, love, incest, and sex (read my Road Trip series), Jim, girlfriend country singer Crystal Lee and her sister Ellen, a love interest named Claire, and a nymphomaniac housekeeper Nadia lived together. Jim became a huge country music success, does his first movie (enjoying several orgies with Jill his leading lady), and becomes a hero several times to great media acclaim. The press discovered that Jim fathered a child in Ohio during his road trip; but with sexy Edie's help, Crystal and Jim manage the news so their reputations remain intact. Claire finally revealed her mysterious past, admitting to doing porn films and being an escort, at one point consorting with billionaire Joe Mansard and his daughter Beth; she left the 'adult' business and redirected her life. Crystal and Jim get Grammys. Jim got blackmailed; he hires private detective Margo to resolve the case, and in the process Margo and an innocent suspect Caroline became Mellon Girls. In Berlin, the CIA tasked Jim with a mission in Moscow; thus. He met a beautiful Russian woman, and after his success connected with a sexy CIA agent. The entourage moved to Dublin, where Jim discovered a bomb in his concert stadium, and at great personal risk saved the day. His 'Mellon Girls' rewarded him appropriately. Back in Nashville, Jim and the gang listened to one of Nadia's sexy stories, and in Ohio Jim saw the birth of his second child. Later, Nadia brought a noteworthy sex toy into their midst. Jim's circle headed to LA to start a new movie. On a weekend concert tour, Jim met PJ – a runner and songwriter the group welcomed. Urged by her circle, Claire reestablished contact with billionaire Joe Mansard and Beth; Jim joined the three of them for a long-weekend sex-filled vacation in the Galapagos Islands during which Claire received a marriage proposal. The group heads to the Lee's for Christmas, where Jim successfully seduces Crystal and Ellen's mother Kim, and Nadia scores with Don their Dad. Crystal and Jim skied and made love with Lauren, and play in her hot tub. PJ writes a hit. Crystal, Jim, and Claire head to Switzerland to film a movie where Jim does a dangerous but outstanding ski run. Friends Jed, Sam, Lea, and Janice join up with them for Jim's skills and instruction in lovemaking. Jim weathers a sexting scandal, and Crystal indulges in some unusually wild sex; Jim is disappointed when he finds she used ecstasy as an orgasmic aid. At Nadia's graduation blast, Jim catches Crystal snorting cocaine and Sean proposes to Nadia; Crystal and Jim make love to Sean and Nadia. Crystal gets arrested for a DUI, and subsequently the group discovers she'd been having indiscriminate sex with strangers. After a confrontation about the drugs and the sex, Crystal disappears without a single word about her intentions other than she's just 'gone.'

Crystal Clear – Ch. 31Mourning, rebuilding, hope, and lovemaking
I cried nonstop for an entire week. Everyone came by the house and tried to console me, as well as the others close to Crystal. We were all crying or moping around the house; we relished the few moments when we fell asleep exhausted because for a few minutes we were numbed from the events Crystal precipitated. Crystal was gone, disappeared, and maybe even dead somewhere. I couldn't even think of her without a feeling of total sense of devastation sweeping over me. For two days that first week, I never got out of bed except to go to the bathroom. I didn't eat. Ellen, Claire, PJ, and Nadia took turns holding me as I cried, or as we cried inconsolably together. One of our anchors was gone. The love of my life was gone.
Ellen got a short email from Crystal one morning ten days after that horrendous day.

Dearest Jim, Ellen, Claire, PJ, Nadia, and everyone –
Words fail me; I have no explanation for my behavior. I have gone off to a place that I hope will help me return to being a whole person without the bad habits that sunk me. I hope I can recover at this point. I never realized the path I got on was so steep and would end in such a notorious way. I hope you can each forgive me in your own way. I never expect you to take me back, just please forgive me. I love you all, and I already miss you every second of every day. You're all I can think about. I've barely stopped crying since I left; I can't believe what I did to you all. I love you.
Crystal


I numbly read the printed page with the email on it, passed it back to Ellen, and then walked out the front door of the house. I sat on the front steps and cried for two more hours. At least, we knew she was safe somewhere she might heal.

* * * * *My heart scabbed over from the raw wounds Crystal had left, and my uncontrollable crying stopped – at least most of the time. I suppose the others felt the same way. We all knew the each other hurt, so we were especially careful and sensitive about each other's feelings and emotions. We hurt because of Crystal's infidelity to all of us. We hurt because she'd left. We hurt because of her drug use. We hugged a lot. I felt worse than when Karen had died after our short marriage, partly because I had been betrayed in some way I had a hard time describing or rationalizing. I blamed myself for a large part of the events that took place; I kept playing the 'If only' game in my head, thinking of all the words I should have said or all the actions I could have taken to turn things around before they got out of hand and Crystal imploded.
Crystal and I – the entire extended family – had fostered this loose atmosphere of sex and inclusion with each other. The lines we drew about who was in and out were thin, and wavered. The activities we did with each other varied, but over the past months had gotten more kinky and perverse when Crystal was involved.
Where we'd often had 'vanilla' sex, maybe in the same room with others, Crystal had become insatiable about having a cock in every hole in her body, and if there were more dicks left over, she found a way to accommodate them. Overtime, we'd become more abnormal than our 'normal' polyamorous behavior.
We'd seriously underestimated Crystal's entry into the drug scene. Whereas, I'd gotten Crystal to confess to a 'few' episodes with cocaine and ecstasy, the stash we found hidden in her bedroom closet suggested she'd been into drugs several times a week for months. Ellen and I poured all the drugs and pills down the toilet with hatred in our veins about the damage the addictive substances had wrought in our intentional family. Afterwards, we cried some more. That was the day I found out that, like me, Ellen blamed herself for not intervening in some way with her sister. At least we found company in our misery and self-blame.
Terry coaxed me back to work, slowly at first. He eased me back into singing and rehearsing; having me work with PJ on a few new songs. Somehow, I found more inspiration in the sadder songs of the heart, than the lighter, uplifting, or more humorous songs we'd often included in our programs. Cindy coaxed me into doing a couple of cameo appearances withThe Hobo Palace band on a couple of gigs within driving distance of Nashville. On one, I rode the Harley with Cindy on the back. I hated to admit that it felt good to get out and away from the house where so much had happened.
Terry and Dan found a way to cover for Crystal's disappearance, but in our business it wasn't unusual for singers to take several months off and drop out of sight. There was a series of phrases that got used: taking a breather, working on some new material, preparing for another film, away on an extended vacation at a private location.
Reluctantly, Claire went off to the west coast to start work on her new movie. I hoped she could put much of this behind her and focus on her burgeoning career. We were open with her about our concerns, and she promised to put a special effort forward to right the wrongs we'd all felt by Crystal's actions and precipitous departure. She was a good actress, and I knew she could put on a good face when the time came.
Nadia and Sean completed the purchase of their new home about twenty minutes away. The couple spent about half their evenings with us, and half at their home. Nadia's presence was always welcome, and even Sean was depressed over Crystal's absence. Nadia made it a point to always be in my bed when she was at the house, and I delighted in spooning up against her sweet and adorable ass after we'd made love. Sean was a very tolerant and loving man.
PJ moved in with Jake Randall a few weeks after her engagement became official and she had the ring, and for a while only Ellen had talked to PJ when she'd telephoned to give us an update on her life. One of the things that helped her mood, besides her engagement and pending wedding to Jake, had been Sony's adoption of three of her newly written songs to be debuted in a new movie with Catherine Zeta-Jones. They'd be appearing on a companion album of songs; but in their pre-release to a few disk jockeys, the remarks had come back all positive. Sony had been very generous to the young songwriter. Despite Crystal's disappearance, PJ had insisted to Sony on Crystal and my ability to also sing the songs without restriction after their full release to the market.
PJ's departure from our house also left me feeling blue. I loved her, and I knew she loved me. I had always told her to find her bliss, and to find someone she loved. I had my 'loves,' and I didn't want to shut her off from something greater for herself.
To Jake's credit, he displayed unbridled pride in his fiancée's song writing capability, and crowed about her accomplishments at every opportunity. Much to his own credit, he hadn't lost the edge he had in song writing; he continued to turn out a hit song every couple of months along with other good music. He and PJ had also started to collaborate on a few songs, so we saw a good union resulting from their partnership.
I was celibate for a month after Crystal's departure, a span of time even I couldn't believe. I'd been having sex three or more times a day maybe since I got into my road trip. After Crystal's terrible night, the thought of sex just turned me off. After a month, Ellen gently coerced me into making love to her, and I have to admit I felt as though I made a leap to becoming 'normal' again. Ellen and I became exceptionally close, especially since many days and nights we were the only two people there for each other.
PJ hinted that Jake might come around to the idea of polyamory someday; she said she'd been getting him all hot and bothered talking to him during their sex play about threesomes and moresomes with some of us. I detected a more casual demeanor by Jake when he was around Ellen and Nadia even allowing them to cuddle up to him sometimes when we were together as a group, as PJ would cuddle into me with no overt sexual moves. He'd even allowed Ellen to put his hand on the outside of her clothing over one of her breasts. To her credit, PJ only gave Jake an encouraging smile. Maybe something might change, but for now they were a fine monogamous couple.
Terry flew to California for three weeks. He had a series of appointments lined up, plus he intended to stay a couple of weeks with Tina Devoe, the pretty cougar and Sony senior executive I'd met in Michigan about six years earlier during my road trip. He also spent a couple of nights with Claire who was in LA doing bit parts in a film, and in Jill Danes bed along with Helen, her agent. Like the rest of our group, Claire, Tina, Jill, and Helen were nymphomaniacs, so Terry came back exhausted and sexually sated from his time in LA.
Terry lined up another movie that Crystal and I could do together, but until we knew what Crystal intended to do about her future he got Sony to put things on hold. In this movie, Claire would be our full-fledged co-star, a point that made me happy because of the increased importance of her role in the movie. She wasn't just a minor character; she had a pivotal role in the plot and would appear often. That said, none of us had heard directly from Crystal, and we wondered if we'd ever see her again.
Claire's performance inDownslope had gone well; and if anyone had deduced who she was, no one made any comment about her history in adult films or as an escort. She received praise by some of the reviewers who kept an eye out for new talent, praise that no doubt paved the way for Terry's success in landing us all in the same movie.
Dan and Cindy Wonder started dating and instantly got serious about each other. The pair flew to Vegas for a long weekend and came back married. A few weeks later, we threw a reception and party for them. They had already become 'an item' before their elopement, but their wedding did come as a surprise to all of us. Dan and Cindy continued to spend 'quality' time with us, and now Cindy became a 'regular' member of our polyamorous family showing up at our house with Dan a couple of evenings a week if she were in town and not out doing a gig with her band,The Hobo Palace. The pair gave each other free passes to play at our house.
I went up to Greenville, Ohio one weekend a month to see my children and visit with George, Summer, and Edie. Ellen had tipped off Summer and Edie what had happened with Crystal, so they were especially loving and supportive on my first few visits there. By early September, Edie was almost six months pregnant with my child, and I was getting primed for the call to come back to Greenville for my third child's birth. I knew almost instantly when she'd conceived. Edie had come to visit and help spin the news to minimize damage from our extended family's little 'sexting scandal.' Fortunately, all those headlines went away, but not without some minor fallout. I had the opportunity to make love with Summer and Edie again on each visit; something I never tired of. The two women are dear to me, and I always want them to be part of my life. Crystal had liked George, and on some of my visits she came along and the two of them paired off.
A month after she'd left Nashville, Crystal started to communicate with her mother, but not too frequently; just enough to let her know where she was and that she was all right. Kim would call Ellen and me after she'd talked to her daughter and tell us what Crystal had said. Through Kim, we knew Crystal had checked herself into a rehab facility and was getting constant care from a psychiatrist and other doctors. Kim thought we'd do better not knowing where the facility was, and we didn't press the issue. Kim did tell us that it was 'out west' somewhere.
We didn't know what Crystal's mindset was about all of us, and despite Kim's questions to Crystal, there was nothing to share. Were we to interpret her lack of communication as a final decision on her part to severe her ties with us? Did she plan to come back and try to pick up where she left off? Something in between? We were at a loss for what she might be thinking, and I fear the worse – that I'd never see her again. When I felt like that, I'd go off and have a good cry.
Crystal and Ellen's parents, Kim and Don came to Nashville for a two-week visit. Nadia and Sean stayed with us then, mainly so Nadia and Don could go off together and make love in the evenings. We laughingly referred to Don as having been 'grandfathered' into Nadia's polyamorous agreement with Sean. Don was nearly forty years older than Nadia, and technically could have been her grandfather.
Kim felt chagrined about Crystal's drug use, having no idea she used anything other than pot once in a great while. She said that the night Crystal had shared a doobie with her was her first and only time in her life on anything like that. She also felt guilt, wondering if in raising Crystal she had done something wrong that put her on the path to self-destruction. Kim, Ellen, and I also cried a lot about Crystal and the damage she seemed to have done to herself and to our extended family. We knew she had fallen into some kind of dark pit in her life, and that the care she sought would hopefully chase away her demons.
During their visit, I took care of Kim in a way that made her eyes roll around in her head. At her request, and with a great deal of care and lubrication, I introduced Kim to anal sex, something she said she had to try at least once in her life. After she'd gotten used to that, she announced she wanted to be DP'd, so Sean came and assisted one night while we expanded Kim's horizons in that direction as well. At one point, she screamed so loud in pleasure, I thought the Nashville Police would come to investigate. Don had watched his wife with Sean and me with Nadia impaled on his cock, and his mouth hanging open on what his wife urged us to do to her. As they were leaving, Kim made me promise to create a repeat performance at some later date.
Nancy Martin, my sexy friend from the CIA who had sent me on a 'pickup mission' in Russia, drove to Nashville from Langley, Virginia, to spend a few days with us midsummer. Terry, Ellen, Claire, Dan, PJ, and I turned her every which way but loose, much to her delight. The mystery about Nancy's life and work intrigued Terry, and he promised he'd come and visit her in DC after another trip to LA. Nancy had taken a desk job in DC, instead of continuing fieldwork in Europe; that was about all she could tell us about her 'government' employment. Nancy did tell us that Tanya, a lover and contact I'd made in Moscow, had immigrated from Russia to England on a permanent visa, and that she now worked for MI6 in London and was practically speaking English like a native.
Over the summer, I got a letter and photo from my sexy detective Margo and our graduate student friend Caroline from London. Caroline had briefly been a suspect when someone was blackmailing me, and that was how I met Margo and reconnected with Caroline after a historic debutante's orgy in Oklahoma during my road trip.
Ellen knew about the Oklahoma orgy from years earlier as well as the blackmail threat that had erroneously followed by a sick young woman. I showed Ellen the letter and photo from Margo and Caroline. She initially laughed.
As we sat with Margo's letter and the photo between us at the kitchen bar, I started to rethink aloud that evening in Oklahoma. I said to Ellen, "You know what I did at that Debutante's Ball in Oklahoma was probably worse than what Crystal did at that road house bar. I'd never met those debs before that night, yet I fucked every one of them in the spirit of 'fun.' Wasn't that what Crystal kept telling us at the police station, 'it was all so much fun!'"
Ellen looked at me in shock, but I continued. "True, Crystal had given me a green light to go for anything I could find in a sexual way during my road trip. We knew we might be soul mates, but because of my travels neither of us had put any kind of hold on the other. When I told her the details, she laughed, and later we fucked like rabbits."
Ellen said in a voice tinged with shock, "Whoa! Wait a minute. You don't have to make excuses for my sister. This isn't a tit-for-tat game, particularly for something you did in the open five or six years ago. She fucked up big time – with you and with all of us. What she did was different, plus like it or not, there's still a double standard although I know you think we should all be treated equally."



She went on, "Your little orgy in Oklahoma is NOT a mitigating factor in what Crystal did, and don't make it one. She got into drugs and fucked lots of guys outside our circle without any of us knowing. We had a tacit agreement not to venture outside those bounds without the permission of the others in some way, and when we did the person we were with had to be acceptable to the rest of the group whether they were there or not."
I ventured, "But with Crystal, the booze and drugs that removed all her inhibitions. She admitted she didn't know the names of most of the people she fucked that Friday night in that honky-tonk bar. Well, isn't that the same – except for the booze and the drugs?"
Ellen shook her head, "You're making up excuses to let her off the hook. She did drugs. She got drunk. She had unprotected indiscriminate sex with a dozen different guys she didn't know – and she'd done it all before that night she got arrested. In my book, and it should be your book too, she was a three-time loser."
We'd each gotten tested after Crystal left, but fortunately we came up sexually clean. Claire guessed that Friday night might have been the first time Crystal took on the 'whole bar' – something she'd seen some of her friends in the porn industry do when Claire had been in that line of work. Claire assured us she'd never indulged that way. That said, Crystal had admitted to the women after I'd left on her last day to prior group sex sessions with people we didn't know and whom she didn't know well.
I struggled in my debate with Ellen, "But if I don't give Crystal a little slack, I'll never be able to forgive Crystal, and I want to try to go back to the way things were – maybe, if she'll let us go back. If she even comes back to us."
I thought for a minute. "Look, I know your sister had a couple of lovers before I arrived on the scene, but since then, up until this shit storm, I'd known about every one of her lovers. Heck, I'd even encouraged her to take on some of them even when I didn't know them, for instance, George Rinard when she did her movie in Europe."
Ellen shook her head again, "Didn't Crystal tell you that YOU made her feel like no one else in the world – emotionally and physically? She told us all that we turned her on and made her feel more loved than anyone in the world. If that's the case, then why did she go and fuck around on you? On all of us?"
"But, am I not being a hypocrite if I get mad at her for those months she did this, but I gave her these permissions at other times. I even orchestrated some of them because I thought they'd be 'fun' just the way she talked about it. I knew it would turn her on and excite her; that those sessions would make her happy."
Ellen came and sat in my lap, planting a kiss on my forehead. She said, "Nope, dramatically different. She shattered all the expectations we had about her, and what her relationships with us were supposed to be like. She knew how we thought about her, and knew what we expected of her. She broke faith with us."
I had to admit a good part of life is all about managing the expectations of the people around you. When I went off with Claire to take the Galapagos vacation with the Mansards, Crystal expected there would be some indiscriminate screwing on the trip; she'd even mentioned 'deck hands' as she pushed me out the door with a smile and lecherous laugh. Luba and Renata appeared almost as if ordered up by Crystal, and they would have fit well with the circle if all of us had been there. I wasn't so sure that some horny dudes out for a quick piece of tail in the backroom at a county line bar would fit the circle; that had been Crystal's choice alone, and she DID know that we wouldn't have approved. Crystal hadn't managed the expectations of any of us – not about her drugs or drinking or fucking strangers. She knew we would have chastised her and asked her to stop; hell, before the 'DUI night,' I'd already had asked her several times to stop the drugs – to go back to our 'No Drugs' life style. We were all let down by her performance.
I nodded in agreement with Ellen, "You're right. Each of our relationships is based on a set of expectations. What's right in one situation and time, isn't right even a day later even in duplicate circumstance. Expectations are fragile and easily broken. With our polyamorous group, we've been so careful about sharing and getting opinions from each other before we lock in some new behavior or change a relationship in some way. I think of how we've all supported Claire in her relationship with the Mansards."
Ellen said with some sense of finality to our brief talk, "I think I know why Crystal left that morning."
"Tell me."
"Crystal had to face reality that morning, particularly when Claire and I raged at her and you stood there with a look of supreme disappointment and disillusionment on your face that I hope I never see directed at me. Crystal had expectations about HERSELF, and suddenly she realized she'd failed not only you, me, Claire, and the others, but also herself. She'd failed to meet her own expectations, and that might have been the worst of any situation for her."
Ellen went on, "Suddenly, Crystal realized she'd become a person dependent on recreational drugs like ecstasy and cocaine, and for all her life she'd been adamant that she'd never touch the stuff. She never wanted to drink to the point she'd lose control, and she'd apparently started binging – at least that one night. She'd always pledged her love in terms of mind, body, and spirit to the people she adored, and going out for raw fucking didn't come close to that image of herself. The word 'Fun' for her had become shorthand for violating what she'd held as core values."
"So she ran?"
Ellen shook her head, "Yeah, she tried to run away from herself."
I ventured, "But, you can't run away from yourself."
Ellen replied, "She had to get outside help to get her back on track; that's why the rehab facility. I don't know what they're like, but they have doctors, psychiatrists, and other people who work with you – who help you get back to where you want to be."
"Do you think Crystal will come back and be the way she was before all this started?"
"I doubt it. She's been through hell – a hell of her own making, and she knows it."
Ellen thought a minute and added, "She'll come back with scars and damage that'll take a long time to get over. If she comes back, she'll be carrying a lot of guilt about what she did to you – to all of us. She may not be able to handle that guilt and be in our presence. I just don't know."
Tears came to my eyes. "Ellen, I don't want her to feel guilty with us. I just want her to come back a whole person, even if we never get together again, I just want her well. I hope she comes back, even if just to allow us to talk to her – to tell her we love her."
Ellen gave me a big hug and a kiss. "Jim, whatever you decide will be the 'right' answer in this mess. There are no expectations about how this will end for any of us. Crystal's left that all up in the air by not talking to us. Sure, we'd all like to put Humpty-Dumpty back together again, but we can't. The world has turned many times since the damage, and we've all had to think about it, digest it, cope with it, and try to come to some resolution about it. But there's no right answer here. If you don't want her back, that's OK. If you want her back, even with a lot of conditions, that's OK too. We will still love you, and we'll still love her."
I just whispered back, "Thanks." I think I stared off into space for another five minutes after Ellen left the room.
When I came out of my reverie, I stared at the photograph and letter from London. Margo and Caroline had decided to stick together creating a civil partnership under U.K. law that gave the two the same rights as a legal marriage. They lived together. Margo wrote that they would marry officially as soon as the laws permitted, stating that they might go to Holland or France if they ever felt the need for the next step sooner than UK law makers allowed. Caroline had finished her degree and taken a job doing detective work with Margo. The photograph of the pair showed two happy, good looking, and scantily clad women sitting in Margo's bed surrounded by an array of sex toys that could keep them busy for a solid month. They both inquired when I would be stopping by and put lots of little hearts, X's, and O's after their signatures. Margo had written on the back of the photo, "Don't forget about us. Cum by. Bring your friends of either sex too – we're broad minded." There were imprints from two sets of lips. I stuck the photo on the wall behind my desk with a few others.

* * * * *In late August, we got a card from Jed and Sally in Iowa announcing their nuptials, along with a photograph of the pair with Janice, Lea, and Samantha in bridesmaid dresses. Jed penned that while Sam would be leaving at the end of the academic year, Lea and Janice had decided to stay on with Sally and him 'forever.' They'd gotten jobs at the university. This validated some of the emotions I'd seen between Jed and the women when they visited with us in Switzerland when we were finishing the movieDownslope and during the following week they stayed with us in Nashville.
In the accompanying letter, Jed said his new extended family had decided to get out of the 'finishing school' business. He reminded me that he had about thirty alumni from his private enterprise, and told me that each of them often visited just to 'stay in touch.' I could only guess at what 'visiting to stay in touch' probably meant. I gave one of my rare smiles to Jed and his own entourage of women. In a way, we were birds of a feather as the core of a polyamorous group.
Lea, Sally, and Janice had slipped a second note into the envelope urging me to return to Iowa, even if just for a weekend visit. They also put the welcome mat out for any of our extended family to come by as well.
My sister-in-law – Karen's sister – Lauren flew down to Nashville from Burlington, Vermont several times over the summer and early autumn for long weekends. A look-alike for my late wife – her sister Karen, I marveled at how I'd healed from the devastating grief I'd felt when her sister had suddenly died at only age thirty-two. Through Lauren, I felt a connection back to the joyful decade that I'd had with Karen, and to the pleasant times past I'd now shared with Lauren. We had a comfortable and intimate relationship that I doubted would ever end.
When we were together face-to-face for the first time after Crystal left, Lauren held me tightly and whispered a quote from Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. to me: "He who is devoid of the power to forgive is devoid of the power of love." Those words set the stage for what would eventually happen, although I often had doubts about whether Crystal would come back.
Lauren had some blunt talks with Ellen, Claire, and me about Crystal. Unlike some of the others that merely commiserated with us about the situation or joined us in a good cry occasionally, Lauren opened up our thinking about what we would ever do if and when Crystal came back, how we would feel, whether we would welcome her with open arms or remain distant, how she'd upset the balance with the others that remained in our circle of friends, and so forth. We talked about any conditions we would put on her about her return: the most obvious being, no drugs and no indiscriminate screwing around.
Lauren was inclusive, and our deep discussions opened up to include any of the others beyond Ellen, Claire, and me when they were around. Lauren loved us all, yet had sufficient distance and clarity about our situation that she remained objective about it. As wound opening as some of the discussions were, we ended up feeling better about the options and what would happen after the thoughtful sessions she led us through.
It wasn't that Lauren forced answers on each of us. Instead, she forced the questions on us, making us write them down and getting us to think about each of them to some kind of personal conclusion or decision. We'd talk about the various options and answers for each one. She'd allow us to home in on an answer that each of us felt comfortable with, instead of force her own opinion or will on any of us. Lauren's love showed through in every interaction we had. After she'd gone home to Vermont, we had continued our dialog with frequent telephone calls and emails.
Lauren made each of us feel that for the first time since Crystal left there might be a future beyond tomorrow. Despite Lauren's deep and soul searching questions and conversations, Crystal remained totally out of touch with everyone except her mother, and even Kim didn't hear from her that much. Although I sometimes wanted to in the worst way, I didn't reach out to Crystal nor did Ellen or the others. Crystal didn't reach out to us. We each healed slowly in our own way.

* * * * *Six months to the day Crystal had left my cell phone rang one Saturday afternoon with the unique ring tone for only one person in my life; it was the theme song from the movie and hit record we'd recorded,The Naked Truth.
I looked at the caller ID and froze when I saw 'CRYSTAL' in capital letters across the caller ID screen of my iPhone. Lauren had helped me prepare for this moment. Ellen was on my side regardless of what would be said in this call.
I answered tentatively in a neutral tone, "Hello."
I heard someone – Crystal – at the other end of the call take a deep breath.
In a voice that was measured and took time on every word, I heard, "Jim. This is Crystal. Please don't say anything for a minute; just let me talk ... and please don't hang up until I'm through. I just need you to hear me out for a minute."
My heart had leapt into my throat; my soul soared upon hearing her voice. I briefly thought, if Crystal is reaching out to me, there might be hope for us. But then, my dark angel clouded my thoughts, and I wondered if this call was 'goodbye forever.'
Ellen came to the doorway to the living room; she'd heard the distinctive ring tone and knew right away who had called. She watched my face for signs of what was being said.
I heard a little catch in Crystal's voice, and even a choked off sob. Crystal stuttered, "I have been at a rehab center outside Tucson since I left Nashville. I've had six months of the whole 'tough love' treatment, complete with my seeing a psychiatrist daily and a physical trainer five days a week, and many others that helped me from ... from the dark place I'd gotten to before I left."
There was another catch in her voice. She haltingly asked, "Are you there? Are you listening?"
I choked out, "Yes, I am. Very. Much. Here."
"Jim, I think I'm a much different person than the one than left. For one, I'm drug free; and I can promise I'll never go down that avenue again. For another, I may never take another drink of alcohol as long as I live; I've been in an 'AA' program here since I arrived. I may even be back to 'normal,' whatever that is. I haven't had any sex since I left either – none at all. In case you're wondering, I did contract a STD – Chlamydia – on my ... my bad night, but that's been medically addressed with antibiotics and is long gone; I just got checked again last week. I also settled the DUI by being in rehab and AA, losing my license, and paying a stiff fine; I've still got community service to do when I get back to Tennessee, but the court agreed to be forgiving about when I do that since I was in rehab ."
I heard Crystal take another deep breath, and she tried to laugh as though to lighten the mood of the call; "My shrink thinks that I should go home for the Thanksgiving holiday ... if you'll have me. She wants me to interact with each of you, and to see whether I can even think about rebuilding that part of my life ... the part with each you, and whether you might accept me back on some kind of basis."
I heard a puffing sound like someone catching their breath. Crystal went on, "I have no real agenda ... for a visit ... other than to interact with each of you – it may help me heal, and I could explain more about that ... if you're interested. My psychiatrist thinks it might help us all heal; I know from my Mom that I hurt all of you badly. I can't say I'm sorry enough, but I am." I heard a choked sob get stifled. "She thinks we could all make a more intelligent decision about me returning there after a short visit. If this was to work, I could maybe ... if you want me ... come back ... for a visit at Christmas."
I heard another loud sigh, a choke, and a sob on the end of the wireless call. Crystal was barely holding it together. I wasn't doing much better. Tears were running down my cheeks and dripping on my shirt. Ellen came and hugged me. I held the phone so Ellen could hear Crystal's words about visiting. Tears had started to run down her cheeks as well.
Crystal awkwardly continued in a weak voice, "If you don't want me ... don't ever want to see me again, I understand completely. I won't bore you now with more 'I'm sorry' statements, other than to say that's what I feel in the deepest part of my heart. I can only hope for your forgiveness and tolerance, if not now, then maybe sometime in the future after the wounds I left you heal. We could talk about that too if you want."
Crystal took another deep breath and choked out another couple of sentences. I think because I hadn't said anything, she took heart that she might be welcome back in her home; "Thank you for listening. What I hope is ... well, maybe ... I'd arrive there the Tuesday before Thanksgiving and leave that Sunday – five nights, if you will, but I can stay elsewhere and just come by a time or two to visit. If I can stay there, I'd gladly take a guest room and stay out of the way; however, you want me to be. I expect nothing other than to occasionally talk and interact with you. I ... I ... I..."
I interrupted Crystal before she could form her next thought or choke up again. I swallowed hard to recapture the voice I'd lost when I first heard the sound of her voice; "Crystal, come home. We want you back – all of us. Come home! Come home now. Come home when you're ready – but soon."
Ellen started crying loudly right next to me, about the same time I broke into a choked off sob. I knew Crystal could hear my sudden sob and no doubt her sister's. From the other end of the cellular call, I heard Crystal break into uncontrollable wailing. I laughed through my tears at how pathetic we three sounded. Crystal kept saying, "Oh, God. Oh, God."
Ellen took the phone from me to speak with her sister. Through her own choked keening, she said, "This is Ellen. Jim can't talk right now, he's so glad to hear from you. We want you back. Come home, Sis. We love you. We want you back. Please. Please, come home."
The crying on the other end of the call intensified for a couple of minutes, not that we weren't matching her sob for sob on our end as well.
Finally, Crystal gathered her wits enough to say, "I love all of you so much. You can't know how much my heart has ached for all of you ... about what I did. I have hurt so badly I could barely live. I'll never forgive myself for what happened ... Oh, God."
After a few more gasps, Crystal squeaked out, "I'll email you my travel arrangements, but please just let me come home and don't meet me at the airport ... or else I'll never get home in one piece without crying a million tears. I don't want to make a scene at the airport." With that she broke up again.
After another couple of minutes of crying without any other communication, I gasped out, "You go and be safe now, Crystal. We love you. I'll look for your email about your arrival. If you need to talk again, please call us back – maybe we won't cry so much on each end of the call the next time. We love you. We really love you. Goodbye for now. See you soon."



She said a weak "Goodbye, I love you too," and I ended the call. Ellen and I stood there holding each other tightly. Despite my tears, I knew there might be hope. Crystal's voice had sounded to me like there might be hope. The love of my life was coming home.
After a few minutes, our tears ebbed. Ellen and I looked at each other; eventually, laughing at what a sorry state we were in. I asked her through a teary smile, "Will you please tell the others?"
Ellen nodded, and I followed her into the living room where she picked up her cell phone and started making calls to Claire, Nadia and Sean, PJ and Jake, Terry, Dan and Cindy, and Billy our band leader. I listened, unable to talk, as Ellen slowly delivered the news of Crystal's expected return to each of them. At the end of those brief calls, Ellen raised her head and looked at me, "Do you want me to call Lauren or Anna?"
I shook my head. "No, I'll do those two calls now."
I called my sister first. Based on my previous calls to Anna, she'd followed from afar the melodrama around Crystal's drug use and then her inglorious night of debauchery and arrest, and then her sudden departure the next day. Anna told me she was glad we were on some kind of road to resolution. She reiterated her love for Crystal, and her hope that we'd reconcile in a way that worked for us.
My call to Lauren was longer and had to wait until she got off work that afternoon. My ex-sister-in-law had pushed Ellen, Claire, and me harder than any of the others about what would happen from this point forward. On her last visit, only a few weeks previous, she had been relentless about how we would treat Crystal if we saw each other again: would we be forgiving or angry, would the pain be too great, would we ever be able to make love to her again. She had an infinitely long list of similar questions that forced us to think about our relationship with Crystal – past and future. Through Lauren, I realized how much psychic and relationship energy I had invested in Crystal that I didn't want to lose.
Lauren was pleased that Crystal would return, even if just for a long weekend, and more pleased that we had done our homework about her return. We knew many options in front of us and in front of Crystal – even if she hadn't thought about them. We wouldn't have to start 'cold' upon her arrival to think about how to cope or what we would do.
Lauren warned that we may not like what Crystal had to say when she arrived for the Thanksgiving holiday. Lauren said, "Crystal could be coming to say 'goodbye' or reject the life style you've all adopted, or even to tell you she's fallen in love with someone else. It wouldn't be the first time two lone souls at a rehab facility fell in love."
I tried to put all those ideas and options out of my head. I'd replayed every word of Crystal's call, and I had to believe there was hope for us – hope for all of us to rebuild a solid and loving relationship with Crystal again. I was more than ready to forgive and reach a far distance to pull her back.
Lauren explained another possibility to me: that Crystal likely would want to go back to her psychiatrist to be debriefed and to work through her feelings about her visit. She alerted me to expect Crystal to ask for me to accompany her to Tucson to see her shrink for part of that debriefing session or sessions. Lauren's work as a nurse and interaction with other psychiatrists had given her this base of knowledge.

* * * * *A few days later, I got an email from Crystal:

Jim (and everyone).
My flight will land in Nashville at 4:00 p.m. on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving. I have arranged a limo, so should arrive at the house around 5:30 p.m. I am so nervous I'm not sleeping or eating well, but then I haven't slept or eaten well since I left you six months ago either. I can hardly wait to see you again. I love you all, oh, I can't say that enough or emphasize those words enough. If I write anymore, I'll cry again. I love you.
Love. Crystal.


Everyone I knew wanted to see Crystal on her first night home, and they pleaded with Ellen and me to allow them to be at the house. Ellen and I made the decision about who would be the 'Welcoming Committee': Ellen, Claire, PJ, Cindy, Nadia, Terry, Jake, Dan, Sean, Ellen and Crystal's parents, and me. In one-way or another, we had all been deeply affected by Crystal's fall from grace and her secret and self-imposed exile to the Arizona rehab facility.
We also decided we would keep that entire crowd at the house overnight on Tuesday, and do a large Thanksgiving Dinner on Wednesday, keeping Thursday, and the rest of the weekend for 'close family.' This also would allow Sean to take Nadia home to his parents for the special day, and for Jake to squire PJ home to his parent's home. It would also free Dan and Cindy who had both sets of parents coming to their home for Thanksgiving Day. The rest of us would do Thanksgiving together, probably using leftovers from the day before.
I started pacing a week before Crystal's arrival. I felt as though I would leap out of my skin. Each of the women pulled me aside to try to cut through my anxiety by making love or giving me a world-class blowjob. Those interactions worked – for about two hours, and then I'd get nervous again.
I took little solace that Ellen and Claire weren't sleeping well either for the same reasons. Several nights the three of us found ourselves in the kitchen at four a.m. having a cup of tea and just talking about things – not even about Crystal's visit, just something to occupy our minds.
Despite all the preparation I'd done mentally and with Lauren, suddenly being faced with doing the 'real thing' gave me some apprehension about how I'd really act when face to face with Crystal. Would I stick to my script, or would emotions somehow overpower me and make me react in some unpredictable way with her?
Monday, to ease my mountain of anxiety, Ellen and Claire turned me any which way but loose; they had a good time too. The day started with a smoldering makeout session with both women nude in my bed.
The rest of the morning, I got more pussy from the two of them than I had the previous week, and I'd had a lot the previous week. We were all using sex as a palliative to our tension around Crystal's arrive the following afternoon. I have to admit it seemed to work.
Nadia arrived for lunch, and then she also took me aside for a couple of hours of lovemaking. After that, Claire and Ellen rejoined us, and the three of them ganged up on me for part of the afternoon.
In late afternoon, we took a break to prepare the large turkey that would start a slow cook on Tuesday night with the goal of perfection around one o'clock in the afternoon on Wednesday. The bird was huge, and I had to measure to be sure it would fit in our oven without doing some osteopathic work on the turkey. Various side dishes also were started to the extent advanced preparation would allow.
Monday night, Cindy Wonder arrived alone at the house, joined the fray, and proceeded to remind me why I thought she was one of the real wonders of the western world. The other women in the house joined us in bed after my third orgasm deep into Cindy's tight quarters.
After that, it was a sexual free-for-all, often with various sex toys involved, until the moans and groans and sighs and kisses and slavering all ended, and we fell asleep in each other's arms in my bed. I awoke about two hours later, savored the nude female forms around me, and lay awake the rest of the night.
To be continued soon
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Crystal Clear – Ch. 32Crystal clear again

Not surprisingly, I found a few residual women in my bed on Tuesday morning, and we made love again. After that, we all showered, having some sexual play in our shower room, dressed, and then had a light breakfast.
I felt like a kid waiting for Santa Claus to arrive, just knowing I would get my favorite and most wished for present later that day – Crystal!
The clock slowed to a crawl. I kept looking at it, trying to see how fast 5:30 p.m. would arrive. It wasn't coming fast at all. Occasionally, I looked at the clock three times in one minute. At my insistence, Ellen called and verified that the flights from Arizona were running on time.
About noon, Ellen pushed me out the door in my running togs and told me not to come back until I had run for an hour. I followed her advice, and did feel better and more relaxed when I got back to the house – for about fifteen minutes.
I felt even better and more relaxed when Ellen joined me in the shower, and with minimal cajoling got me to make love to her on our special settee in the middle of the shower room. When we were through and had dried off, we lay in our bed with our nude bodies embracing each other.
Ellen said softly, "I'm glad she's coming back. She's the only way we'll ever heal. I love her. You love her. We love each other. It's a time for forgiveness."
After a minute, I said, "I agree. Things will be different, and we'll have to take them one day at a time, but it's time to move on, to get all this stuff behind us – Crystal and all of us."
Ellen said, "You know, I love you more than anyone else in the world ... maybe even more than my sister. I have ever since I met you, and I've told you this – I've told Crystal so it's no secret. But, I know that the thing that will make you happiest and complete is to have Crystal back in our lives. I want you to know that I don't feel I 'have' to share you – I 'want' to share you with her, because she's where so much of 'our' joy comes from. Tonight, if it seems right, please bring her here, and make love to her; she'll need this kind of acceptance, forgiveness, and validation, and so will you."
Based on the tough questions Lauren had thrown at us, I'd struggled with the lovemaking aspect of Crystal's return. I knew that part of me would want to plunder her body the instant she emerged from the limousine; while another part would want to wait some long period of time until we both exploded into each other's arms again after many days and hours of deep and soul-bearing discussions. Still another part of me wanted to punish her, but I'd put most of that behind me. Ellen's words helped put things in perspective and adjusted my priorities. We'd have to see what Crystal was like when she got to the house; maybe she wouldn't want any physical contact with us.
Ellen knew I loved her – truly, deeply, madly. She knew she wasn't a 'second' – she was one of the 'firsts' in my life. I kissed Ellen and just whispered my love to her.
We dressed and joined the others out in the kitchen. Not an eyebrow went up about our long absence and obvious lovemaking time together; such was the behavior of our group. What had transpired was normal for our lifestyle.
The rest of our guests started to arrive around 4:00 p.m.
Nadia, Claire, Ellen, and Cindy had prepared a light buffet dinner for everyone, figuring that we'd want to 'empty out' in anticipation of the 'Big Bird' on Wednesday – our Thanksgiving turkey. Ellen also noted that most of us were so nervous we had little appetite. We broke out some nice wine, but everybody stayed a little subdued awaiting the 'Big Event' – Crystal's arrival. Fortunately, there was an exciting high school football game on the television, and that proved to be a convenient diversion for everyone to gather and talk about.
Shortly after four p.m., Ellen used her iPhone to verify that Crystal's flight had landed.
A little after five o'clock, I went out the front door and sat on the front millstone steps of our large home. One by one the others came out and sat with me until everyone in the house was outside. Ellen stood, walked into the driveway, and looked back at us all.
Ellen put her hands on her hips and announced to everyone, "This is too much ... you're all too intimidating. I would be scared shitless to get out of the limousine with all of you sitting looking at me. There should only be ONE person out here when Crystal's car arrives and that's Jim. Come on, the rest of us should go inside." Ellen led everyone except me back into the house. As she went by, I grabbed her hand and kissed it to signal my thanks for her clear thinking. I'd tell Crystal who was at the house and give her the opportunity to run away if she wanted to. If I were lucky, maybe she'd let me come with her.
I wanted to be calm, rational, forgiving, and welcoming when Crystal arrived. I wasn't at all sure what she wanted to have happen over the long weekend, other than to 'interact' with all of us – to talk to all of us. I ran through the questions Lauren had led me through, at least those I could remember. Every second that went by I felt I was forgetting something crucial.
I realized I was approaching Crystal's arrival all with my left brain – analytically, ordered, lists, key words to remember, sentences to say. The closer to 5:30 p.m. my right brain started to erupt – the emotional side, with uncertainty, anxiety, love, anguish, worry, and general angst.
And then at 5:20 p.m., I saw the long black car turn into the driveway. The windows were so tinted I couldn't see into the car except through the windshield, and it wasn't the driver I wanted to see. I remained seated until the car came to a stop twenty feet in front of me, and then I stood.
The uniformed driver got out and quickly moved around the car, to the passenger door opposite me. He pulled the door open, and I stepped forward a few feet.
Crystal emerged from inside, and our eyes locked on each other instantly. I felt another surge of emotions race through my body at seeing her again: forgiveness, anger, doubt, confidence, and that angst. I'm sure she could read every one of them. I could only guess that she felt all of them too, and probably much worse than I did.
I held my arms out to her.
Crystal's face suddenly scrunched up as she briefly bit her lower lip, she took a couple of irregular gasps for air, and then rushed into my arms as she started sobbing. Crystal's tears instantly triggered my own identical reaction. The chauffeur stepped back away from us with a surprised look on his face as our sobs broke out; he went and busied himself with a suitcase from the trunk of his car, and the few items Crystal had left on the back seat – her purse and a magazine. He carefully stacked them next to the front door, walking around us in the process. The chauffeur bid us good evening, got in the car, and drove away.
The two of us held each other tightly as we cried. Occasionally, we'd pull apart to look at each other's face, but that would only trigger another round of tears and sobs. I kissed her often around her face and hair. After several minutes of our tearful greeting, I laughed through my tears and croaked out, "If we keep doing this, we'll never get inside all weekend and we'll flood the front yard." I guess the words were enough to break the ice. Crystal gave me a wan smile and struggled to get ahold of her emotions.

* * * * *Crystal sat next to me on the front stairs, her body tight against mine as I put my arm around her in a robust hug of acceptance and forgiveness.
I said, "As you can probably tell from the other cars in the driveway and the turnaround, we have a lot of company inside. Ellen made them all go inside except for me – I'm your welcoming committee at this point. If it's too much, I can wave them away, and we can just sit here or in the back yard until they're gone – well, except for Ellen, Claire, Nadia, and maybe PJ."
Crystal shook her head against me in the negative. "No, I want to see everybody. I'm not proud of what I did – and you may not know the half of it, but I have to face the music; that's what my doctor said I had to do. The longer I postpone this ... even the deep discussions you and I need to have ... the more my depression will last. I hate to sound like I'm using you all to get over a problem I started, but I'm guessing all your heads haven't exactly been in a happy state since I left either."
"We haven't," I volunteered. "We all wish you'd stayed. We could have worked it out."
Crystal pulled away and looked me in the eye, "You don't know how far down the rabbit hole I'd fallen. When I left, I realized I couldn't even look at myself in the mirror I felt such self-loathing."
Crystal reached into the pocket of her jacket and passed a business card to me that read, 'Nashville Limousine, available 24/7,' and there were a couple of 800 numbers. She said, "I want you to hold that and listen to me. Maybe you want to hold off the others for a half hour or more, but I have to talk to you first – and maybe you only if you think what I have to tell you is so bad that I should leave ... and I will go if you say the word. I'll understand. Maybe you don't want to hear – I guess I should give you that option. Just call the limo service and they'll come back and pick me up right away."
I stood and said, "I want to hear everything you want to share. Let me tell the others it'll be a while. Do you want to go to the back patio of just sit out here?"
"Sit out here, please. Just so long as I can sit next to you – close to you like this."
I went inside to the living room where the others were sitting. I explained that we were about to start a major conversation and needed some alone time for maybe an hour, and then we'd come inside. Everybody understood given the circumstances.
Ellen gave me a tearful look and whispered to me as I turned and walked past her to go back outside; she hugged me and sobbed into my shoulder, "Don't lose her, Jim. Please don't lose her."
I nodded my understanding but steeled myself at what I was about to hear. I couldn't imagine what else she could tell me that we didn't already know or speculate about with some certainty. Maybe all she would tell us would be about frequency or intensity of how things had been, but maybe there was more.
I went back to the front steps and sat beside Crystal. This time I didn't put my arm around her; I sensed that she didn't want that at this instant. I looked expectantly at her, hoping she didn't have something so bad that I'd reject her – a point I couldn't even envision.
Crystal put her face in her hands and when she looked up her face was again streaked with tears. She started in a halting voice that I could barely hear; "I was already in a bad way before that last night when you brought me back here drunk, with a DUI, ... and drugged up – that night just topped off something that had started months earlier."
We knew that she'd been deep into drugs before she left. We'd found her stash of pot, ecstasy, and cocaine after she'd left, and I extrapolated that her behavior on that Friday night hadn't been untypical of past months. I hated it, but I'd come to accept it.
Crystal said in a worried tone, "I got into drugs about six months before I left. Someone told me where to score some pot, and God only know why I wanted to try it again, but I did. I'd only tried it a couple of times before when I'd been in high school, and thought it would be fun to give it a couple more shots. I went to a bar that looked like a hangout for people who would have some grass, found a contact, and bought some stuff. Fortunately, none of the guys recognized me – I'd dressed down, even changing into grubby clothes in the car before I went in the bar; I was just some chick that wanted to score some weed. I guess they trusted me because they didn't hassle me or anything – just cash, and here you go. For weeks that followed, when you and the others were gone, I'd light up outside and enjoy the buzz – a couple of times a week, and then every day, and then, well too often. I went down into the woods if you were around. I liked the buzz – too much. I even took some to Europe as you know."
I nodded to encourage her to go on, as well as to signal to her that I'd figured most of this out for myself.
Crystal continued, "When we got back from Europe, I went back for more. There was a larger group of people there; some guys and a couple of women. My 'source' sold me a bag and asked me whether I wanted to try some ecstasy. I hesitated, but the girl I was sitting next to leaned over and whispered to me how great the sex was after popping an ecstasy. She even volunteered her boyfriend and her to turn me on if I was interested. At that instant I wasn't, but I took a pill and sat around with the group for a while having a beer."
My stomach ached because I could guess where Crystal's story was headed.
Crystal's eyes started tearing again, and she snuffled. "The boyfriend, a guy named Vern and the girl – Debbie, started to touch me a lot. Anyway, as the glow from the ecstasy warmed me up, I got really horny, and I started to return the favors. Next I knew, we went into a backroom at the bar they seemed to know about and had sex; another guy joined us too. They had old mattresses on the floor. I couldn't get enough of anybody; I couldn't give enough either." Crystal couldn't look at me as she talked; she sort of talked to the ground about five feet in front of her.
I shook my head.
"After we wore the guys out, I found out when they hung out at that bar a lot, and said I'd try to hook up with them occasionally. 'Occasionally' for a month or two later became twice a week, maybe more, plus sometimes even over a lunch hour. I started to want ecstasy every time it looked as though I'd be having sex – with them, with you, with anybody. I kept telling myself that I didn't have a habit, but I did."
Crystal sobbed loudly. "After that, the ecstasy became snorting cocaine for an even larger buzz – and sometimes taking both at once." She looked at me through eyes fogged by tears. "The sex got more and more intensive, and started to involve a few more of my new 'friends.' We got wild – more guys, more cocks. There were more girls involved too."
"I was well into all this by the time we held Nadia's graduation party – the night she got engaged. I'd taken an ecstasy and did cocaine that night as you know, and that was when I got you and three others to fuck the daylights out of me. That had already happened before with some of the guys in this other crowd, and I loved it. I craved it. I didn't understand it, but ... I just had to have wild sex ... gang bangs ... group ... anything that gave me lots of orgasms that I could savor under the influence of the drugs."
I hated to hear her admission, but Ellen, Claire, and I had deduced that something like this must have happened. I whispered, "Go on."
Crystal tried to read my face for a few seconds, but I had my poker face on ... except for the tears running down my cheeks.
Crystal said, "Normally, I didn't drink that much when we were doing the pills and sex, but that Friday night I did many foolish things. For one, prior to that night I'd always insisted the guys wore condoms, but that night I got shitfaced – very unusual; the guys were feeding me liquor faster than I could drink it. When the buzz from the drugs took hold, plus the booze, I told the guys I wanted to be covered in their cum inside and out. I wasn't thinking, and neither were the other girls who were in the same state I was. We started early, so everyone was drunk and fucked out by ten that night. For some stupid reason, I just pulled my clothes on over me – over my dripping body, I staggered out to my car and no one stopped me, and I started to drive home. I didn't get very far before I got pulled over. You know what happened after that: I got stopped for DUI, passed out, and my sordid night exposed as you and the others got me ready for bed. I'd never even thought about what would happen when I got home. Maybe I got saved in some small way because of what happened that night. "
Crystal paused and looked at me with a look of hope. She sobbed, "When I came out of that drunken and drugged fog the next morning I realized I'd sunk really low – lower than I'd ever been in my life, and so low that I hated myself. I'd let at least a dozen guys fuck me as I did every other act I could imagine with the guys and girls in the group. I finally felt deeply ashamed about what I'd done. I realized I'd been defiling a trust you put in me – you, Ellen, Claire, and all the others."
Tears were rolling down Crystal's cheeks as she continued, "I couldn't stay. I had to get far away from the drugs, and the sex, and that bar, and you and the people I'd so violated. I had to figure out why I even 'started' to do what I did. I'd been telling myself it was 'fun' and 'temporary,' but I realized something else was going on in my head – somethings I didn't understand and somethings that were ... slowly killing me, and I don't mean the drugs although they could have done that too. I knew there was something deeper, and I had to figure out what it was. I knew you wanted me to stay, but I couldn't do that with you or the others – not even with my parents. I had to do it on my own."
I whispered, "Did you? Did you figure it out?"
Crystal dropped her face into her hands and said in a muffled voice, "Yes, I think so, but you may not like it."
"Try me."

* * * * *Crystal paused and then spoke slowly and deliberately, "Before I tell you, I want you to understand what happened and how I found the answer I think is correct."
I nodded for her to continue.
She said, "When I realized I'd hit bottom; I remembered Jill Danes telling me about this rehab facility in Tucson. I couldn't even remember the name, but I started heading to Tucson to go there. I did recall that she said they handled all sorts of 'tough' cases with discretion. I figured I was a tough case, and that turned out to be more than true. Eventually, on my way there, I telephoned Jill and got the name and phone number of the place. I pleaded with her not to tell you, and made her promise; I didn't explain why I needed the place. I called the place, and when I got to Arizona, they met me at the airport, I checked myself in, ... and then I started to cry again. I cried so hard throughout the night, so much that the facility put a full-time nurse trained in critical care psychology and suicide to watch with me. They thought I might be suicidal, and those thoughts weren't far from my mind. How could I escape what I'd done to the people I loved the most in the whole world? That nurse told me that if I did myself in, I'd hurt all of you more than I already had, and that would be a bad thing. She turned that part of me around."
"The next day I went through an evaluation. It was a bad day because all I could do was cry hysterically. They got enough out of me to immediately start me with a good psychiatrist – Dr. Linda Cowan. I spent almost full-time with her the first week, telling everything over and over again as she led me through all the terrible things I'd done and all the bad feelings I had about myself, even in areas I couldn't initially put into words. I cried incessantly; I didn't know a body could hold so many tears or feel so bad. Gradually, as each day passed, I calmed down and got a little more rational, and our sessions became a little shorter – finally, only an hour or two every day, but seven days a week."



"Dr. Cowan would give me homework to do, and then we'd start each session with a discussion on what I'd done from the day before. I had to read books and articles – things that covered trust, faith, loyalty, duty, obligation, relationships, and reliance, and other things like self-confidence, self-reliance, self-love, and narcissism. I had to study about drugs and STDs too, and what they did too your body. Next, she got me to think about what I trusted and had faith in. We talked about spirituality, and the union of mind, body, and spirit, and what my God concept was. I would cry because I remembered so many discussions you and I had about some of these topics. Oh, God, Jim, I cried so hard and so often I didn't know I'd survive. Some nights I was sure I'd never see the dawn from the pain I felt."
I reached over and took Crystal's hand in mine. I hurt just thinking of her hurting. Crystal smiled weakly at me in response, but continued to hold my hand tightly.
She squeezed my hand and continued, "Part of what I'm going through other women go through too; my case is severe according to Dr. Cowan. I know it may be silly to you, but I'm getting older, and I have so much more I want to do. You'd think with the singing, the concerts, and the movies, having fans, fame, and the stuff surrounding these things that I'd be satisfied, but ... well, somewhere in the midst of all this I guess I expected I'd feel different – complete, more unified and serene."
She gave a mock laugh of self-derision, "So what do I do? I blow myself up into a million pieces with drugs, indiscriminate sex, and alcohol. I alienate the people who are dearest to me. Not only do I start having all these insecurities, I disintegrate myself instead of getting more integrated. I fly apart uncontrollably instead of figuring out how to tighten up my life around the things that are important to me – around the people who are important to me."
A wave of anger came over me, and I couldn't resist the urge to vent. I stood and turned back to her, "Crystal, I was around all the time and ready to listen to you – your worries, your crises, your bad feelings about yourself. Instead, you walled yourself off from me – from your sister, your mother, and the rest of your close friends. YOU STOPPED COMMUNICATING WITH ME – WITH US. Did you think so little of our love and care for you, that you turned your nose up at what you knew we'd do for you – to try to help you? Almost every day I'd ask you how things were going or if you felt OK, and you'd say you were 'fine' or I guess, blow me off. You were lying to me."
I paused for a second and went on, "You were lying to me, and that's the one thing I can't stand when I think back to the months before you left. I forgive you for the drugs and the crazy sex with people you didn't know; I hope those things are behind you, but the hardest thing to forgive, and that I'll never forget, is that YOU didn't trust ME with what was going on in your head. I thought we were close, but now ... I'm left to wonder."
Crystal sobbed for a minute, "I know. I know. I felt terrible about not talking to you, but I had to do it myself. I couldn't even articulate what I felt. I'd just wake up depressed, put on a brave face, and try to act 'as if' everything was all right when it wasn't. I knew it wasn't, but didn't know what to say. I think the drugs and sex made me temporarily forget the bad feelings welling up inside me. I found out late that they really contributed to my depression and ill-feelings about myself. I'm so sorry I went that way."
She paused for a huge sniff, "Dr. Cowan helped me see the same things you just said that I'd shut out you and the others that could have helped me out of the darkest part of my life. She was amazed at the physical relationships we shared, but helped me see that I'd shut down the more important part of those relationships – the sharing of the good, the bad, and the ugly, and inside me things were really getting bad and ugly."
She looked at me with teary red eyes, "I didn't want to burden you with my craziness. What could you have done when I said 'I'm feeling bad today, and I don't know why'?"
I sat beside Crystal again and said softly, "We could have talked. I could have told you about my bad days before we met. We could have gotten you help. We could have done – and probably should have done interventions of some kind with you. One thing I still kick myself about is not being forceful enough about your increased drug use. I saw it right in front of me, I talked to you a few times, but I didn't persist. I didn't check to see whether you'd really stopped. In hindsight, I knew you were escalating your use, I just didn't want to admit it."
Now, I was the one that sniffed and took a deep breath to bring life-sustaining oxygen into my tired lungs. I looked at Crystal and said, "So, go on about your treatments and what Dr. Cowan helped you learn about yourself."
Crystal squeezed my hand. "I relearned some things about myself. I like sex – surprise! I like the way we play and the way we make love. I love that we have a small group of intimate and sexy friends who join us. None of that bothered Dr. Cowan at all; she was wonderful, not a bit judgmental, and actually supportive of our circle. She knew more about polyamory than I did. I found a boundary in my discussions with Dr. Cowan: I feel uncomfortable admitting new people to our circle that I haven't met before, even if someone else in the group – like you, maybe – vetted them in some way. The trouble is, this is a 'sometimes' thing; it's hard to explain."
She sighed deeply and went on, but kept holding onto my hand. The words were starting to flow more easily and without so much crying. "One example we homed in on happened when we were in Switzerland. Jed, Lea, Samantha, and Janice visited, and we got together with them for almost two-and-a-half weeks of solid and fun sex. It was fun, but I felt inferior to Lea, Sam, and Janice; they were so beautiful and poised. I felt like a country bumpkin, and truth is, that's exactly what I am underneath the veneer of a popular country music singer and movie star. I'd never met them before – you knew Jed and blended right in with the others as you always do, and I went along with it. Oh, I liked it, and I'm not at all trying to push my problems off on you; it's just that when I reflected back on it, I wished I'd known them before hand in some other situation instead of showing up and we all hop into bed. I sort of felt that way the first time we got together with George and Summer, and I ended up with George; I thought it was expected of me while you went off with Summer. Don't get me wrong, I liked the sex and the results, it just felt 'off' when I went back over it with the doctor."
I stepped in, "Did it bother you that I was having sex with other women?"
Crystal thought a moment, "Sort of. I worried you'd like them more than me. I didn't worry about Ellen, Claire, or Nadia. Surprisingly, the way PJ suddenly appeared and we immediately started to make love with her bothered me, but I didn't know it until Dr. Cowan helped me identify it. You just picked her up on a morning run, but I know that's what you sometimes do, and I love you for it and I don't want you to stop. You'd also never met Sam, Lea, and Janice, but you slid right into that so easily. Edie too, but she's special for other reasons I'll come to."
I asked, "What about your mother?"
"Oh, God," Crystal said with a large sigh. "I had to work that one through for several weeks with Dr. Cowan – we did the whole parent thing looking for the seeds of my ... my instability ... in my parents. So, initially, I liked that you and my mother bonded and had sex, and then it bothered me, and now I've come full circle, and I think it's a good thing that I am solidly behind because it unites the family in some unique ways. I know Mom and Dad's being with us sexually had bonded the two of them together like never before, and I've never seen them happier. I had a couple long conversations with my Mom and separately with my Dad while I was away. I think your relationship with Anna is the same; I'm glad you and your sister connect emotionally and sexually, and I'm privileged to know her in the same way. I think of Lauren that way too. See, they were people we'd known for a long time and that we'd talked about and talked with before anything happened."
I said, "Help me draw the line a little finer. What about Margo or Tanya?"
Crystal shook her head, "They're not on my list, nor are most of the other women you met along your road trip. I hate to say it, but Tina Devoe and Jill Danes are not on my list either, nor is Beth Mansard or the two girls on Joe's ocean liner – Luba and Renata. They were all just 'fall-in-bed' acquaintances – initially a step beyond a one-night stand. I don't know what kind of time frame to know someone ahead of time that I'm thinking of; I have no idea. It's just ... "
I interrupted, "So you want a close-knit polyamorous group that doesn't include others unless we've known them for a while, and we all feel comfortable about them 'before' we initiate sex with any of them – male or female, I assume?"
Crystal whispered, "Yes." I heard the catch of a choke at the back of her throat, as though in that one word she had sealed her fate.
I also could tell from the tone of her voice that she thought her agreement would result in my picking up the phone and calling a limousine to take her back to the airport. She even glanced at the shirt pocket I had slipped the limousine's business card into, so I felt I'd intuited her thought accurately. And then, I saw the verifying tears start to roll down her cheek again.
Crystal sobbed, "I'm sorry I'm this way. This is where my mental wanderings over the past six months have taken me. Deep down I've got a bit of an inferiority complex. I love you so much, and I don't want to share you except with people that I think deserve you. I'm willing to share with some people – I like sharing you with some people – people that I love, but not others, not casual acquaintances." She sobbed, "Does this make any sense at all?"
I pulled Crystal into my arms and pushed her head against my chest, immediately feeling her tears soak into my shirt. She cried for a minute, and I rocked her gently. I whispered next to her ear, "It makes sense."
Crystal pulled away from my chest, looked at me, and blurted out, "There's more."
I nodded for her to continue.
She launched into more of her self-learning. "I failed myself. Over time, partly due to the success of my recordings and concerts, I'd come to expect 'perfection' from myself. Every song had to be perfect. Every concert had to be superb. The way I dressed, looked, spoke, and on and on, it all had to be perfect. I had such high expectations for myself that when I started to slip and slide, even inside my head where no one else could see, my whole being got a kick in the ass. Later, I couldn't believe I'd gone against some of my basic rules of life, but I kept doing it – and that made it worse. I went in the wrong direction to help myself. I got in a vicious spiral downward."
She cried into my shirt again. "I'm such a mess. Still! Dr. Cowan has worked the entire time with me about not trying to be perfect, to just accept myself as I am, and to not beat myself up, but I keep doing it over and over. I fail to meet even my simplest expectations sometimes. Dr. Cowan says I'm setting the bar too high, as she calls it."
"Maybe you are?" I volunteered. "Until the last few months, what you referred to as your dark period, I never felt disappointed in you in anything you did. You were wonderful."
Crystal shook her head, "No, you were the perfect one through all this. You were so full of love for everyone, and so inclusive, and you always would say the right thing or have the right solution to some problem any of us were facing. You'd be so tolerant and forgiving. You're the perfect one."
I spoke in a weak voice, "Oh, Baby, if only you knew how imperfect it feels to be inside me. I'm always struggling with some insecurity or uncertainty. I doubt I could live with a truly perfect person; I would know I'd never measure up to either their expectations or my own. I still surprise myself almost every day about what I've done, about what you helped me do with my life. Honey, without you I'd still be adrift."
She said, "As you said, I held a lot in – many of my insecurities, but they festered. I'm working on this now, and Dr. Cowan wants me to talk about not only my expectations for others, but also tell others what I expect for myself. She wants me to listen when someone tells me I'm shooting too high or that I'm off base. She wants me to TRY to be 'imperfect' and to like it, to savor it, and to know that I'm that way because I'm human – and that's a good thing not a bad thing."
"I can help you there, anyway I can. I need to be more open with you about my own feelings." I paused, feeling there were still some untouched areas. I said tentatively, "There's more, isn't there?"
She took a huge breath. "This part ... what I want to say ... well, it's one of the hardest for me to talk about with you because I think it's where we may part ways because it involves you so directly." Tears were willing up in her eyes, and she again looked at the pocket with the business cards of limo service in it.
Crystal got control of her voice and said, "You have three children now: two by Summer and one any day by Edie. I'm proud of you, and those women are near and dear to you, and they're on my A-list of beautiful and loving people we know. They're the mothers to your children, and I love them for that alone, let alone how nice they are and have been to us. I include George in that too despite our ... awkward start for me."
I nodded. "OK. I think I understand." Even as I said the words, I knew I was missing something important.
Crystal shook her head. She blurted out through a choked up voice again, "NO. YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND AT ALL.I WANT YOUR BABY TOO." With that she threw herself back against my chest and hugged me to her. Crystal's sobbing became uncontrollable at that point. I could tell she didn't want to look at me to face the possible rejection of what might be her most important reason for being here.
I wrapped my arms around her and thought about what she said. She sobbed and sobbed, so much I couldn't even speak because she wouldn't have heard me over the sobbing, choking, and snorting noises she was making. This was an area even Lauren's questions and my own thinking had never addressed. Eventually, as Crystal quieted down and waited for the guillotine to fall, I whispered to her, "That can be arranged."
Crystal jerked away from me. With red eyes and wet cheeks, she studied my face to test my sincerity; "Do you really mean that? Talk to me. What do you mean?"
I started, "Crystal, I fell in love with you on a back road not too far from here – the day your tour bus broke down, and you had to get to a recording session. I took this hot looking babe that could sing on a motorcycle ride, and she changed my life in so many ways from that day on. For one, she rescued me from the grief I'd wallowed in after Karen died. YOU gave me hope and made me see a new future – a future with you."
I kissed away a tear on each of Crystal's cheeks, tasting the saltiness of the liquid. I went on, "I forgive you for everything you did – the drugs, the sex, and for running away from us. I love you, and I would move heaven and earth to make you happy. A baby won't automatically do that. You know that real happiness will have to come from inside you?"
"Yes, yes," she said quickly. "Dr. Cowan is always reminding me of that. But, you really forgive me enough to father a child with me?"
"Yes."
Crystal looked at me with intensity, testing my sincerity.
I added for emphasis, "Yes, I forgive you. I won't forget all that's happened, because there were many lessons we both learned from the past months; you especially. One of them apparently includes expressing your feelings instead of denying them until they explode into a bad habit or two."
"Huh?"
"As I said a minute ago, we weren't talking enough. Maybe we were substituting sex for communication, and believing that was all it took to be close to one another, but that's only one factor. After you'd left, I realized how little I knew about what you were thinking. You'd done what I thought was the impossible, walked out on us. I really thought you were throwing everything we had away, and I didn't know why. I knew what you'd done, but not why. I wasn't sure you'd come back. If we'd been talking, even about stuff that felt 'a little' off, we'd have opened some doors to learning about the stuff you just talked about, rather than let it fester inside you – or me – or any of us. Stuff that festers, becomes bad stuff after a while, and later it blossoms into actions we regret."
Crystal nodded, "Oh, boy, do I understand that now." She pulled several tissues from her skirt pocket and started to blot at her eyes and cheeks.
I picked up the thread of conversation we'd bypassed for a minute, "As for having a child, I would be proud to father a child with you. That would make both of us very happy indeed. It's a big step; are you sure?" I smiled broadly at Crystal as I pulled her away from me so I could look her in the eye.
Now, the tears really flowed down her cheeks. Crystal said, "I'm really, really sure. Yes. Dr. Cowan said that part of my darkness involved my 'biological' clock going haywire – hormones and all. I couldn't see that, I was so focused on my career, and I'd talked myself into believing I'd never have kids; I'd have a long career instead. Cowan said my body thought otherwise, and was over-riding those decisions and trying to get my attention, albeit in unconventional and inappropriate ways. Actually, she helped me figure that out, and it so fit with what I was feeling. I didn't want to go back and revisit the decision about not having children that I made years ago, but now I have, and I've changed my mind totally and completely and without reservation."
I nodded and encouraged Crystal to continue with anything she wanted to say.
Crystal suddenly looked exceptionally nervous, almost as though she'd remembered a list of things we had to talk about, and she'd reached the one she'd postponed the longest because it was the hardest to deal with – for me to deal with. I hoped it wasn't the one that would hurt the most for either of us, but I could tell it was the hardest for her to broach.
Crystal whispered a few words to herself with a very worried look on her face; she glanced at that pocket with the limousine's business card in it again, so I knew whatever she planned to say would be monumental. I couldn't even hear her first sentence it was so silent.
Crystal cranked up the volume slightly, "One more thing ... do you remember ... shortly before Nadia's graduation party ... we were coming back from a run ... you asked me a question?" She scrunched up her face and tried to choke back crying for a second, and then haltingly stuttered, "I. Want. To. Change. My. Answer." Each word was punctuated by a sob of epic proportions.
Crystal threw herself back against my chest again accompanied by a further flood of tears and loud crying. I would have never guessed Crystal could cry so much fluid in such a short period of time. This visit – this very conversation – must have been mind consuming for her for months. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close to me, rubbing her back with one hand.



I repeated with certainty because I knew instantly, "I asked for you to marry me, and the question still stands. I will gladly accept a 'Yes' instead of the 'No' you gave me at the time."
From below my chest I heard through a cracking voice, "You will?"
"I will, and I do. You say the right word, and I'll make it happen. I'll do it as soon as we can get a marriage license, or I'll fly to Vegas with you tonight and do it. Crystal, I still love you just as much, if not more, than I ever did."
Crystal pulled away to look at me again. She was still crying and trying to focus on my face through her red, teary eyes. "You forgive me for all that shit I did, for not talking to you, and you accept the imperfect me, and you'll have a baby with me, and you'll marry me?"
"Yes, on all counts."
"Oh, God, I love you so much. You're making this so easy for me. It took me a two whole months with Dr. Cowan to work up to coming back and saying these things. I haven't slept well at all worrying about what you'd say or do, whether you'd kick me out ... instead, you ... you love me! ... And, you'll take me back!"
Crystal launched herself into my arms and planted a super-molten volcanic cosmic explosion nuclear kiss on me that curled my toes. A kiss I'd missed for six months. I kissed back with equal fervor.
After we broke apart, I spoke, "Just to remind you: you had some good reasons for saying 'No' at the time that mostly involved the others."
Crystal said excitedly through her tears, "I know. I know. I've thought about that – about them – all our friends and lovers. I talked about this over and over with Dr. Cowan too – back to my inferiority complex. We can still have the same relationship with everyone we do now; it'll just be with US instead of YOU and ME separately. Can you live with that?" For a second, she looked worried again.
"I keep saying 'Yes' to you." I gave her a supportive smile.
We were quiet for a moment, and I asked, "Is there anything more?"
Crystal nodded almost in relief, "Just one, and I hope it's easy for you. It's nothing bad or earth shaking, or as dramatic as anything we just talked about. Would you come back to Tucson with me for a couple of days and meet with Dr. Cowan and probably me? She thinks it would a good idea to meet you, talk to you, and for the three of us to hash over some of this stuff in her presence – sort of like couples therapy. It'll help her give me some closure on some of this stuff, plus I think she might have some homework questions for you to think about, but she never told me what they were about."
I laughed, "That'll be another 'Yes.' Lauren worked through dozens of deep and probing questions with me about what your homecoming would be like, how I felt about you, what made me mad, what made me happy, how I'd react, how the others would react, what you'd be like, and on and on. I'm used to tough questions and doing homework thanks to her. She tapped into a friend who's a psychiatrist at her hospital to get ideas about what to talk to me about. It seems like those questions have been a major part of my life since you left. So, yes." I paused and asked again, "Anything more?"
Crystal hugged me, shook her head, and sobbed with happy tears this time instead of tears of anxiety and fear, "Oh, no. You forgive me, you'll live with me, and love me, you'll be a parent with me, and you'll marry me, what else could I wish for? Right now, you've made me the happiest I've been in a year. I feel as if an elephant just stopped sitting on me."
"Shall we tell the others?"
"Yes. All of it, please. But, first, I want to talk with just Ellen and Claire. Could they come talk? You can stay too if you want."
I understood the dynamics of the situation. I went inside and got Crystal's sister and her nearly adopted sister. The three of them sat side by side on the stoop with Crystal in the middle. I sat back and let Crystal do it her way; she'd obviously put a great deal of thought about what she'd say and how she'd say it. Another ocean of tears descended onto the front stoop from the three of them.
Ellen didn't blink when Crystal told her on the front stoop that we planned to marry, but I watched her eyes tear up, and she bit her lip to control her emotions. Eventually, Ellen started sobbing uncontrollably with her face in her hands. After talking with Crystal, Ellen staggered down the driveway sobbing wildly. Claire had gone with her – also with tears streaming down her face. Crystal followed close behind the pair. They stood among the parked cars and talked, Crystal doing most of the talking. I couldn't hear them. After fifteen minutes, the trio came back to the stoop and looked as though they'd reached some understanding that satisfied each of them. I find out later from one of them what got said; I thought it important.
They said they were ready to meet with the others, so we went inside to see the rest of our circle of friends. I put my arm around my new fiancée, and we went through the front door of 'our' home with Ellen and Claire part and parcel of the family.

* * * * *Crystal had another tough and teary time with all our friends. I got her some water, probably to replenish her supply of tears, and she went through her agenda with everyone, answering questions along the way, and losing more tears in the process.
When she finished, we partook of a buffet supper that Nadia, Ellen, Claire, and Cindy had arranged. Crystal tried to avoid being the center of attention, but given the notoriety of her return that was a tall order that evening. She toughed it out, however, and I thought became the stronger for it. I could imagine her doctor praising her for sticking it out and not running for the hills. Often, I'd find her at my side seeking my strength to make it through the evening.
I found four aspects of the evening particularly interesting after we had rejoined the others that night, no one blinked an eye that I'd forgiven Crystal for her sins; second, everyone took it in stride that Crystal wanted a baby by me and that I'd agreed; and lastly, no one did anything but cheer that Crystal and I had decided to get married.
The only woman to react at all to the last two points was Crystal's Mom, Kim. She swooned over the idea of having a grandchild and over the idea of the two of us getting married. She told me she felt a little distant to the children I'd had with Summer and Edie, but told me she suddenly realized she'd be a grandmother to four children – and maybe more. She could now relate to the children I'd had with Summer and soon by Edie.
At one point, I pulled Ellen aside. I put my hands on Ellen's shoulders, "Hey, are you OK with what go said tonight? You looked sad at one point – really sad."
Ellen shook her head and bit her lip for a second, "I'm OK now. Maybe you don't know how much I love you. I would marry you in a heartbeat and have babies with you, and everything. I was worried that things would change when you married my sister – that I'd be on the 'outs.' I want to be in your life, and I mean just like a wife – just like we've been. I know you think about me all the time – Crystal and Claire too. We've been like wives, but just didn't take the steps to legalize it for any one of us."
I hugged Ellen. I said, "And now?"
Ellen smiled, "Crystal is so inclusive. That's all I'll say for now. I love her. I love you and Claire. And we love each other. Nothing's going to change that. The three of us want to tell you when we're all together; it's Crystal's idea anyway."
I wanted to know what was up right then. I wanted to be sure another earthquake wouldn't erupt at the end of the evening. I went and pulled Crystal and Claire from the crowded living room, trying to minimize the disruption so the group wouldn't think there was a crisis brewing.
I pulled them into my den. The three women sat in a row on my leather sofa, and I sat in my desk chair. I said, "OK, tell me what got said. I saw the tears and body language before we came inside that clearly told me Ellen – and I suspect Claire – were worried that when Crystal and I wed things would change for them – that I'll be unavailable to them, that I won't think about them the same way I have, and maybe that I'll stop loving them."
Crystal shook her head, "Oh, dear; you're exactly right, and that's what we talked about. I love the three of you so much, but that's not what I am intending to happen at all." She thought for a moment, "As I said in the other room, I need a deeper sense of roots and stability. It's probably an age thing, and this has to do with salving my own insecurities. I just know I'll feel better and more secure and more loved to be married."
Crystal took a deep breath; "I'm not taking Jim away from either of you. I WANT his relationship to continue with you. I find happiness and joy in the way you each interact with him. I find happiness and joy in how you interact with me. I want us to share ourselves with each other, as we have for the past few years. Maybe it's silly, and I didn't say it when we were outside, but I'd put that in writing too, and maybe we should so we make sure our expectations are clear for each other."
Crystal went on, "Dr. Cowan made me worry a lot about expectations – my own and other people's expectations that go on in a relationship." Crystal thought for a minute, "My expectation was that you'd both take care of Jim while I was away – you'd love him and keep him satisfied, and knowing Jim he would do the same for you. I don't want that to change now that I've come back."
Claire leaned over and kissed Crystal on the lips, "I am content to take life as it comes. I love all three of you, and I'm so glad you're home and that you'll be home from here on out, and that things will become what you said."
Ellen turned her sister to her and kissed her with a smile. "I'll gladly live with this. Just know that sometime; eventually, I'll probably want a baby with Jim. I already have felt married to him."
Claire said, "Me too."
I spoke up, "And, I have felt married to each of you."
I still didn't get it. There was some basic point I was missing. I finally said, "What am I missing here?"
Crystal said, "We're going to have three wedding services. You're going to marry the three of us."
"Huh?"
Crystal explained, "We have three simultaneous ceremonies. I marry Jim as far as the State of Tennessee is concerned. Ellen and Claire marry you in a way that creates the same bond of love – a bond between all of us. We'll do it publically, in front of all our friends and relatives and the media. I know from reading about polyamory over the past half-year that it's been done many times before. Some people call them 'commitment ceremonies.' We may become the most publicized ceremony of this kind, but someone's got to be first."
My mouth had dropped open. I said to Crystal, "You ... you'd do that for your sister and Claire ... for us?"
Crystal's eyes teared up again. "Ellen's my sister, and Claire may as well be. I love them so dearly, and yes, of course, I'd do that for them if you're willing to do that with the three of us."
I nodded numbly.
Claire looked quite happy. She said with a smirk, "You'd better call Edie. This is going to be front-page news once word gets out: one handsome country music star, marrying three other women.People magazine will have reporters sitting on our doorstep for months." She actually giggled, a sound I'd not heard from her since her arrival home.
I carefully watched Ellen and Claire attempting to read any dissatisfaction with the proposal, but I found none. As we walked back down the hall to the living room, Ellen grabbed ahold of my arm and slowed me down for a moment. She pulled my head down to her, kissed me with tears burgeoning in both eyes, and whispered, "Thank you; this works for me."
Claire rubbed my back as she walked by and gave me a smile. I got the same message from her.
I said to Ellen, "We don't have to work out the logistics tonight, but over the next couple of weeks let's each talk about this so we create something really beautiful and bonding between each of us. Now, how about we drift back to the party."
About ten o'clock, I saw that Crystal was exhausted. She'd mentioned she hadn't been sleeping well, plus the past four or five hours had been emotionally draining for her – an hour long conversation with me, equal time with Ellen and Claire, and an equal time explaining things to our friends, and then socializing that involved even more talk.
I had three women in the super-emperor bed with me that night, but at the insistence of two of them, I only made love to Crystal. The event was tender, compassionate, and not without many tears as we reconnected. Our lovemaking wasn't the most passionate or most loving or most anything; it just was what it was – and it was wonderful.
We fell asleep in each other's arms with pledges of love.

* * * * *
Nashville. By Edie Gerst.
Country and Music Stars and Friends Wed in Unusual Ceremony
The wedding of the year and maybe the century was held on Saturday at Nashville's Richland Country Club when country music and movie stars Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee married in front of a star-studded throng of over three-hundred guests, many of who are well-known singers or movie stars in their own right. In a rare personal appearance, billionaire Joseph Mansard rounded out those in attendance.
What made the ceremony highly unusual were the nature of the multiple ceremonies that took place. First, besides formally marrying Crystal Lee, Mellon 'married' two other women in the same love ceremony: the bride's sister, Ellen Lee, and rising movie star Claire Whitman. The bride's parents, Donald Lee, a retired engineer from Knoxville, and Kimberly Lee, a retired school teacher, presented each of the women to Mellon in the individualized marriage and commitment ceremonies. As part of the ceremony, the 'brides' committed to each other as well.
The three brides, Crystal Lee, Ellen Lee, and Claire Whitman wore identical Vera Wang wedding dresses designed especially for the occasion. Each dress was a strapless 'dream of white' ball gown with an elongated dropped waist that flared to an integral floor length skirt made of taffeta with a spiral lace pattern beneath an overlay of fine white netting. Each bride wore a matching white net veil, pulled back to highlight their tresses. The trio of brides looked spectacular, particularly since they each had gorgeous long hair to highlight their dresses: blond, brunette, and red.
The trio of brides each received identical matching Love Rings from Mellon, each ring comprised of a 10.05-carat cushion cut diamond surrounded by two 1.63-carat trapezoid cut side diamonds in a decorative platinum setting.
In a second, highly unusual and companion ceremony, Mellon also pledged his love and devotion to seven other women also listed as 'brides' in the program, and who also returned the pledge to Mellon during the ceremony: Anna Rollins, the groom's sister; Lauren Washburn, sister-in-law to Mellon by way of his late wife; Kimberly Lee, mother of the brides Crystal Lee and Ellen Lee; Nadia Iilyn, managing director of Western Recordings; Summer Ellis, mother of two of Mellon's children; Edie Gerst, mother of one of Mellon's children; and Kimberly Hume, CEO of TSI, a major solar technology company based in North Carolina. Each of the women presented themselves to Mellon, who in turn presented himself to the women with cross-commitments of life-long love. Crystal Lee, Ellen Lee, and Claire Whitman also took part in the ceremony that was as much between the women as with Mellon. Love rings were presented by Mellon to each of these women during the ceremony as a symbol of the love between all of them. Four of the 'brides' in this second part of the ceremony are also married to others.
Mellon received a single simple blue diamond wedding band from his ten 'brides,' the ring presented to the groom on behalf of the women by Crystal Lee. The ring consisted of 2.64 carats of channel-set square-cut blue diamonds within rings of sparkling round cut white diamonds, in a luxurious woven rhodium and platinum setting. The names of each bride are inscribed on the inner latticework of the eternity ring.
For the first part of the ceremony, twelve bridesmaids were stunningly attired in complementary off-white dresses also designed by Vera Wang. Among the bridesmaids were PJ Randall, the popular songwriter for some of the newest Lee-Mellon songs; Beth Mansard, media industry CEO; Nadia Iilyn, managing director of Western Recordings; Margaret St. James of Royal Investigations, Ltd. in London; Kimbery Hume, CEO of TSI; Cindy Wonder, lead singer for The Hobo Palace band; Lauren Washburn, a relative of the groom from Vermont; Anna Rollins, the groom's sister; Jill Danes, the movie star; Tina Devoe, a senior executive at Sony Entertainment; Summer Ellis, mother of two of Mellon's children; and Edie Gerst, a reporter for the Dayton Daily News, BBC, and the New York Times, and mother of one of Mellon's children.
Twelve groomsmen balanced out the other side of the altar in the non-denominational service that started at four in the afternoon. The groomsmen included: Terry Ross, agent for Lee and Mellon; Daniel Crossman, publicist for Lee and Mellon; Sean Livingston, director of administration for Western Recordings; William Cavanaugh, leader of the Country Rebels band that usually plays with Mellon and Lee; George Ellis, a friend from Greenville, Ohio; Joseph Mansard, media mogul and billionaire; Jake Randall, popular songwriter for many Lee-Mellon songs; Craig Olson, a friend from Idaho and former Green Beret with Mellon; James Hume, retired solar technology executive and friend of the groom from Florida; Robert Knight, a friend of the groom from Pennsylvania; Peter Krakowski, hotelier and friend of the groom from Michigan; and Jed Jessup, university professor and friend of the groom from Iowa.
Mellon, Lee, and Whitman recently completed a movie for Sony Entertainment entitledTriangle scheduled to be released the weekend before Thanksgiving. The movie is expected to eclipse 'Gone With the Wind' as a cinema phenomenon. Mellon and Lee also have a new album by the same title scheduled for release about the same time, along with a separate album of Christmas Hits. Mellon and Lee are also scheduled to start a North American tour commencing in February of next year.
Mellon and the three brides plan to honeymoon at an undisclosed location rumored to include a week or two aboard a ship called the Beth-Claire in the Caribbean. The boat is owned by billionaire Joseph Mansard. The four expect to return to work by the first of next month.
###

* * * * *One Year Later
Nashville. By Edie Gerst
Mellon and Lee Announce Family Addition
Country music stars Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee announced yesterday the birth of their first child together – Karen Kimberly Laurana Mellon. Mother and baby are doing fine and returned home after a brief stay in hospital. Baby Mellon weighed in at seven pounds, ten ounces, and twenty inches. [insert photo of Mellon, Lee, and baby]
Jim Mellon and Crystal Lee said the baby's name honors Mellon's first wife, Karen Mellon, who died at a young age of an autoimmune disease about seven years ago, Crystal's mother and the baby's grandmother – Kimberly Lee, Kim Hume – a close friend and mentor to Mellon, and Mellon's sister Anna and former sister-in-law Lauren, all of whom remain close friends of the family and took part in the major commitment ceremony at last year's 'Wedding of the Century.'






When asked to speculate about the baby following in their parent's footsteps in the music and entertainment business, the pair burst out laughing. Mellon said in a humorous tone, "Ask us in about twenty years."
Mellon has fathered three other children. Two with Summer Ellis, whose husband George is a war veteran with Mellon, and one child with Edie Gerst, a single-mother and reporter for the Dayton Daily News, and a correspondent for the New York Times and the British Broadcasting Company. Ellis and Gerst, both love interests of Mellon, took part in the special commitment ceremony with Mellon last year. They remain in close contact as Mellon continues his part-time father role with each of those children. George Ellis formally adopted these three children in an open adoption with Mellon's blessing.
About a year ago, Mellon married Crystal Lee, as well as made similar commitments to Ellen Lee, Crystal's sister, and Claire Whitman, a close friend and movie star, and seven other women. Jim Mellon, Crystal Lee, and Claire Whitman completed the blockbuster movie for Sony Entertainment entitledTriangle, and the trio has been engaged in making a sequel to the box office smash hit to be entitled 'Vectors'. Filming for the new picture isn't expected to complete until this fall with a possible release by the Christmas.

###



* * * * *Crystal had just nursed KK, as we'd started to call her, and then the baby had gone back to sleep; she was a good baby and easy to care for. I would do a round with her around eleven o'clock, just before I went to bed. Crystal was leading us through the angst of hiring a nanny, but so far none of the people who had applied for the position met our strict requirements. She was also struggling to get back to the weight she'd had before she got pregnant.
Crystal, Ellen, Claire, and I loved the back patio of the Nashville home looking across the pool into the woods where the sure signs of spring were now showing. Sunset would come in another hour. Slightly behind us, a space heater warmed the immediate air around us, warding off the evening chill. Crystal and Ellen were snuggled in under my arms on each side of me; Claire contentedly snuggled up against Crystal. I'd spread a blanket across the four of us. We weren't feeling particularly aroused, just in one of those moods where we were especially comfortable to be in each other's presence and to be physically and intimately touching each other.
I spoke, "Sure seems empty around here without the others hanging around – Nadia, Sean, Terry, and the others."
Ellen chortled, "Just us old folks, huh?"
I laughed because Ellen hadn't turned thirty that long ago.
Crystal nuzzled into my neck a little more and said, "This is cozy. I like it. I like when the others come by or stay with us, but you three are the rocks that anchor my life. I love you – you know: mind, body, and spirit."
We agreed with her. We were the core foursome around whom the others orbited. We were the rocks for each other, and we loved each other in all dimensions of the soul. We loved the others in the same measure.
We sat in silence for a long time, just appreciating each other's presence and our closeness. Occasionally, one of us would get the urge to kiss someone close to them. The love and tenderness in the early evening were palpable.
From the woodsy trail in the backyard where Crystal and I often ran, we heard the snapping of a few twigs. A regal buck appeared at the trailhead without a fear in the world; head held high with a start on what would become a splendid rack of antlers. He looked around and spotted us; and even as we moved slightly so we could follow the magnificent animal he showed no fear.
He snorted a couple of times in a non-aggressive manner. Behind him, then came a sleek doe and close behind her a speckled fawn that couldn't have been more than a couple of weeks old.
The trio of deer walked peacefully across the backyard, occasionally sniffing the ground, and then pausing to look at us as our heads followed them with our mouths agape. They felt no fear. Maybe they felt the love that we had for them and that we felt for each other.
I wondered if the buck or doe had grown from the fawn I'd seen years earlier shortly after I'd moved in with Crystal after my road trip. We'd each traveled so many miles since then, and endured a few hardships along the way. The older deer also looked old enough to have seen many miles in their journeys through life the same way we had. Slowly, as though to show his bravado, the buck slowly strutted in a circle right in front of us, and then slowly moved to the start of the trail into the woods on the other side of the yard, but he paused there waiting for his mate and offspring to follow.
The doe looked at us and shook her head slightly as though to say 'Hello'. The fawn had come a little closer to where we sat, displaying precocious curiosity. At a brief snort from his mother, the fawn backed away from its approach, but continued to study us – almost as though it was memorizing what we looked like for a future 'safe' visit.
Just for kicks I nodded slowly at the doe to say thank you for visiting. Surprisingly, she nodded back, turned, and pranced away in no particular rush with the fawn in close file. She didn't bolt or run; she pranced in such an elegant way. The fawn walked haltingly behind her following his mother, and not even attempting to duplicate her dance steps. The trio of deer turned and looked back at us before slowly disappearing into the woods.
The moment touched me as a similar moment had years earlier when I'd just come back from a run and started a meditation in the small clearing at the edge of our acreage. I remembered every second and every emotion I had felt then when a doe and fawn had appeared, and I felt each of them now in the same intense way as I hugged Crystal, Ellen, and Claire, and kissed each of them.
I had so much to be thankful for.


The End of Crystal Clear
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Dillon Court Neighbors -- Ch. 01Neighbors in four homes enjoy group sex
This is a three part story about a place the author lived for a while. The chapters will be posted on consecutive days. This is a slow build story. Chapter 1 is a warm up for the subsequent two chapters, but Mike and Maddy told me this was 'Way Hot.'

* * * * *"Dory, Hello." Ellen Russert's cheerful voice caught my ear from next door.
I broke into a smile and walked to meet Ellen halfway between our homes; "It's rare to see you outside. I didn't think our schedules ever allowed us to be away from our computers at the same time." Although we lived next door to each other on a cul-de-sac, we rarely saw our neighbors; the only signs of life were the lights in the houses at night. I'm sure Ellen and her husband Jim felt the same way about us. I liked Ellen, and briefly wondered why I didn't go out of my way to spend more time with her; but I knew the answer, I was too wrapped up in my own work.
Ellen laughed, "Yeah, I know what you mean. I barely know anyone outside work." She gestured to the other three homes on the dead end circle besides her own, "I've resolved to fix that starting now. I just finished another manuscript and emailed it to my publisher. That'll keep them busy for a week or so. They're already pestering me for another."
Ellen was an author and worked from home. I asked, "What's this one about? Another torrid bodice ripper?"
Ellen laughed, "In a word, 'yes;' same as the others generally. In this one, the horses pulling a young maiden's carriage get spooked, and take off running. A rogue sees her plight and saves her life. She steels herself to resist this hunky guy who she is sure is from the wrong side of town. He disappears, but she's smitten; they meet again at a formal ball, dance and make out, and in the end the pair fall madly in love. After much foreplay, they screw their brains out and live happily ever after to the delight of all. Oh, he turns out to be a handsome earl worth millions. The tentative title is 'Runaway Passions.'"
I laughed, "Sounds like a winner. I'll buy this one too. I've loved all your other books. They turn me on. I admire that you can build up the sexual tension from page one right to the end."
Ellen chortled, "Just remember, the author's name is Emily Roberts not mine. I use the nom de plume so I can have a semblance of a normal life here in Massachusetts. The fictitious Emily lives in California according to her bio on the back of my books. It is my picture though."
I said, "Hey, if you just achieved a milestone of some kind and you wanted to get to know the neighbors better, why don't you and Jim come to dinner and celebrate your book? I'll call Mike to get him home at a decent hour."
"Yes, we'd love to. Jim promised to be home from MGH early today." Ellen's husband, Jim Russert, split his time between Massachusetts General Hospital and sitting in front of a computer in his home office. A radiologist, he could decipher x-rays, CT scans, MRIs, and a host of other data that ended digitized and available anywhere in the world. He did work for several rural hospitals far from Boston that couldn't afford a full time radiologist on the payroll. The idea of working in a warmer climate without snow had started to hold increasing appeal to the mid-forties 'hot' doctor.
To my delight, Mike arrived home earlier than usual from his job as an up and coming lawyer at a prestigious Boston law firm. Working to achieve junior partner was taxing his patience, requiring long hours. The long hours didn't keep the athletic thirty-five-year old from a heavy exercise regime that left him trim and muscular even if it meant he had to run and workout in the dawn hours. At his firm, he was a favorite of some women clients valuing his estate management expertise and no doubt his physique and demeanor. He was my favorite husband too, and I told him so frequently; married ten years, we were still madly in love.
As Mike came in from the garage, I said, "Go change clothes. No pin stripes for dinner. Jim and Ellen from next door are due any second. You're cooking steaks on the grill ... and before you go, kiss me."
After a solid smooch, Mike took the stairs two at a time undoing his shirt and tie as he went. A few minutes later, he appeared in the kitchen in shorts and a golf shirt. We kissed for the second time since he got home. He had the nicest pair of lips.
I was putting some icing on cupcakes I'd made for dessert. It seemed natural to offer him a finger of the chocolate spread. It seemed even more natural to put a significant smear of the icing across his upper lip to make a chocolate mustache, so with a giggle he got a broad smear that extended from cheek to cheek.
"Hey, do I get to choose where I put the icing on you? I have a few places where I would love to lick and lick." When Mike wasn't wrapped up in work, he was perpetually horny. He was always ready for a romp in the sack if he could coax me away from whatever I was immersed in. He was a very successful coaxer.
'Ding dong.' The front doorbell sounded.
We both walked down the hall to the foyer. I opened to door. Jim and Ellen were there with hands full of food and a couple of wine bottles. Amid greetings and laughter, I welcomed them into the house.
Ellen handed me a large salad bowl and exclaimed with a laugh and glance to be sure I approved, "I just have to kiss your husband. Excuse me."
With that, Ellen pulled Mike into an embrace, and I watched her tongue lash out not only into his mouth, but also across his chocolate covered face. Mike looked pleased and kissed back when he could redirect her tongue to his mouth instead of his upper lip. As the pair got into it, their arms intertwined and their bodies met as their kisses intensified. There was a certain amount of giggling going on despite their ages.
Jim set down two bottles of wine, and said to me, "Well, do you mind if I say hello to my good neighbor the same way although you're not covered in delicious icing?"
I laughed and allowed Jim to pull me into an embrace and a series of kisses that resulted in a passion-laden dip where he lowered me nearly to the floor, holding onto me tightly as we kissed. I felt just the tip of his tongue before we stopped, and made sure he felt mine in return. He kissed nicely. Before he pulled away, I pulled him back for a repeat performance.
Mike and Ellen laughed as they watched our awkward recovery for our exhibitionist kisses.
Ellen said, "Now, THAT's the way good neighbors should always greet each other."
I laughed and said, "But we forgot the other people combinations." I walked up to Ellen, and as our eyes met she guessed what would follow. I pulled her into a passionate kiss, and our hands started to meander around our sides and backs as we carried the kiss on for a full minute much to the delight of Mike and Jim. Even seconds into the kiss, I could feel the sexual tension between us; conservative but sexy Ellen was blowing my socks off with a Sapphic kiss that had some real significance behind it.
When we stopped, Ellen and I were panting. I said, "That's hot. You guys are hot."
Mike said with a laugh, "I am NOT kissing Jim. I don't go that way." He put out his hand, and the two men shook hands as they laughed. Both men gave us sidelong glances with lecherous grins. Jim agreed and felt the same way as Mike. Ellen and I had turned them on.
After drinks were served, Mike disappeared to fire up the grill. Ellen, Jim, and I were in the kitchen as I worked on the last of the meal.
Ellen spied the cupcakes and icing. She laughed, "Hey, maybe I should take some icing and put it back on Mike's upper lip. He tasted good."
I laughed. "Go for it. Kiss him a few times for me too. You're nice to kiss; I know he won't mind, and I don't either." I had briefly pondered the thought about Ellen making out with my husband. The idea excited me more than anything, and I knew it would throw Mike off balance when another woman came onto him. Just to keep the score a little even, I added, "I may invite Jim for a repeat performance too."
Jim's head jerked around to check in with me about my sincerity. His next glance was to Ellen, but she just smiled at him. Ellen reached into the container of icing and took out a finger full of the dark chocolate. She grinned at us and headed out the door to our patio. Over her shoulder, she said, "Have fun, you two."
Jim stood and came around to me so we could both look out the kitchen window to where Mike stood next to the smoking grill.
Ellen walked up to Mike. We couldn't hear the words, but she slowly smeared her finger's worth of the rich cream across his cheeks and lips, and then she sucked on her finger in a lewd gesture suggesting a blowjob of epic proportions.
Jim said, "She loves to tease."
I allowed, "Mike will call her bluff if given half a chance."
Ellen came inside Mike's arms, and the pair kissed again. Between kisses, we could slowly see the brownish smears of chocolate disappearing from Mike's face, some of the chocolate spreading to Ellen's cheeks. That said, the pair was spending more time kissing than cleaning up chocolate.
I turned to Jim, and he held his arms out to me. I was inside them instantly, with my lips on his warm, soft, sensuous lips that kissed me so tenderly this time. There were no games between us now -- no silly dips or theatrics to show off to the others. We moved into the kiss with some latent desire, and our arms wrapped around each other.
After a few minutes of our kissing, Jim and I broke apart. I glanced out the window to where Mike and Ellen were still enjoying their embraces.
I rapped on the window and pointed at the grill. Mike got the message, and flew into action, pulling the steaks off the sizzling grill. He and Ellen were laughing at how they'd gotten carried away. I think I liked 'carried away' too; kissing Jim had really made my evening special.
Despite the slightly overcooked meat, dinner went well and we had a fun talking with the Russerts. At the end of the evening, we bid them goodnight at our door, ending with another round of kisses that were so enjoyable we all regretted stopping in the name of propriety.
After some clean up and put away, Mike and I were soon in bed together and in each other's arms.
I kissed Mike passionately; "So, did you like making out with Ellen?"
"Hell, yes. I'm surprised you didn't react more. I was glad you kissed Jim that way too; it mitigated my guilt."
"I did like it. I hope we do a little more of it the next time we're together, and don't worry I'm not going to lay a guilt trip on you for stuff like that."
Mike said, "Err, you should know that Ellen took my hand and put it over one of her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra, and I could feel the swell of her breast and her nipple through the material."
I smiled, "Oh, goody. I bet you liked that a lot. So you're extra horny by now, right?"
Mike nodded.
"Well, you better come and unveil my breasts, suck on them, eat my pussy, and then make love to me because I'm horny too." As an afterthought I added, "Maybe the next time, I'll let Jim cop a feel too."

* * * * *Being horny seriously understated the way I felt after our dinner with the Russerts next door. The kissing with someone other than Mike had set off my imagination, and I took things to extremes in my dreams and daydreams. I suspected Mike was having similar thoughts.
Working on the computer, I took breaks and visited a couple of porn sites searching for foursomes and watching the couples fuck side by side in various overdone and underacted situations. I also checked out some lesbian interactions. The falseness of the acting didn't deter me from jilling off to the scenes and thinking about what it would be like.
Mike benefitted from my renewed zest for sex, or was it the other way around. Either way, we returned to a state in our marriage where we jumped each other's bones every night, and over the weekends Mike proved to me he had the same stamina and recovery ability he'd had in college when we'd met and fucked our brains out.
Ellen called and invited Mike and me to dinner again on the following Saturday. All her invitation did was fire me up further. That said, I expected that she and Jim would have had second thoughts, and would be especially reserved and not want to kiss at the coming dinner. My fantasy world and reality were often miles apart, and I had to remind myself of that fact daily to avoid disappointment.
Far from the modest expectations I'd talked myself into, as we arrived next door with our part of the meal, Jim pulled me into a passionate embrace, and we started some significant kisses. I was into Jim in a big way by then, my fantasy world building him up as an Adonis in my life.
We would have been making out in the doorway, except Mike and Ellen were there making out and swapping French kisses as they ground their hips together so Jim and I had to move into the foyer. Despite Ellen being about ten-years older than Mike, the two looked as though they were made for each other and that they'd been a loving pair for years.
We spent about ten minutes in the foyer and entry making out with our host and hostess. I didn't even worry about anyone seeing us; our street had almost no traffic being a cul-de-sac. I couldn't help notice that Ellen took Mike's hand and openly pulled it to her chest, inviting him to further feel her up. I also watched her hand at one point drop and run it along the front of Mike's jeans. The pair had clearly passed first base and was headed to second at a run. Those interactions didn't make me jealous; instead, they fired up my arousal and desire for similar interactions with Jim.
Without a second thought other than my own desire, I pulled Jim's hand to my breasts. As we French kissed, he massaged my taut breasts through the material of my shirt and a thin bra, bringing my left nipple to a state of high excitement. When I pushed my groin into his, I could tell he was an excited man.
After a timer in the kitchen chimed, Ellen pulled away from Mike and in a voice tinged with regret announced, "We can do more of this later. If we don't stop now, we'll spend all weekend here -- and I'd like to. We have good wine, a great meal, and good company." She led us all through the house and to their back patio and screened in deck. Like ours, the back of their house faced state forestland and a pretty view of a small river and thick trees beyond. Jim held my hand and led me to the patio behind the other two. Dinner was ready.
Dinner and our conversation flew by. Afterwards, I helped Ellen clear away the last of the dinner dishes and cleaned up the kitchen. Jim and Mike sat outside talking in the light from a Tiki torch on a corner of the deck.
I turned to Ellen and shyly asked, "Did you like it when we kissed two weeks ago?" I tried to sound upbeat and enthusiastic about what I'd felt after our Sapphic kiss. I had just subtly admitted that kissing her turned me on as much as kissing Jim.
Ellen didn't say anything. She merely turned into me, and we embraced each other and started to kiss ... and those kisses became French kisses, and Ellen tasted really good, and I liked kissing her and tonguing with her. Soon, our midsections were tight against each other.
Ellen took the initiative and brought her hand to my breast. I more than welcomed the approach and pushed my chest into her hand hoping that she would find my nipple. Ellen knew what she was doing; she made my sexual temperature rise ten thousand degrees. I couldn't resist feeling Ellen; I brought my hand up to her breast -- the first breast I'd felt in over twelve years since some experimentation in college before I married Mike.
Ellen wormed her hand under my blouse and then under my bra. There was something especially erotic about having a bare hand other than my husband's cup my bare breast, even under the tightness of my bra. As we continued to kiss, I snaked my hand under Ellen's colorful top; she wasn't wearing a bra, and I easily fondled both of her breasts as I ran my tongue into her mouth.
A shout from the back deck shattered the moment for the two of us. "Ladies, please bring two beers when you come back."
Ellen and I withdrew our hands, pecked at each other's lips, broke apart, and then each of us got a guilty look on our face.
I whispered, "I'll take the beers out to the guys."
Nothing else happened that night other than a long goodbye including some passionate kisses at their front door as we departed for the short walk next door.
Just as we got to the end of the driveway and started to circle the cul-de-sac to our home, a figure emerged from the darkness with a flashlight that suddenly clicked on. "Hi there, Franklins. Don't let me scare you. It's Sara Knight, and I'm out walking Max." Sara, who lived on the other side of the Russerts, was a divorced single mother with a six-year-old named Rachel who was chatty and a delight to have as a young neighbor. Rachel would start the first grade at the end of the summer.
We both paused and greeted Sara by the Russert's mailbox. I bent down and patted Max, a small Australian Shepherd. We stood in the relative darkness, our eyes adjusting to the limited light. When my eyes adjusted to the night I looked back at the Russert's home; their single yard light made everything around the front door so clearly visible.
We bid Sara good night, and walked up our own driveway to our front door. As we went inside, I speculated to Mike, "You don't suppose Sara saw us saying goodnight to Jim and Ellen do you? We were pretty wrapped up in each other."
Mike nodded, "Maybe. She seemed cordial enough. Sara wouldn't have said anything anyway. After all, she's the one eligible female on the circle, so I'm sure she's dating and going out, and probably the last to want to throw any stones around."
I chuckled, "No, I don't think she's the only person dating and going out on the circle. We have two young adults -- the Winslow's kids, plus I think Eric and Liz allow each other discrete little flings on the side."
Mike turned and asked, "Now, how the heck do you know that?"
I responded, "I don't get out much, but a month ago I was stopped at a traffic light, and I saw Eric escorting a pretty woman about my age into La Grenouille -- that adorable romantic restaurant near the shopping mall. It was late, the lunch crowd had left, and from the way he and the blond were touching each other and holding hands; I don't think it was a business lunch."
Mike shook his head, "And Liz?"
"I was sitting in the living room reading my iPad when I noticed a real hunk of a guy, about forty, get out of a Porsche in front of their house. He was in a suit and tie. She welcomed him inside with kisses like we just shared with the Russerts. Two hours later, he leaves carrying his coat and tie. Hunk and Liz have another fiery kiss at the door before he departs."
Mike shrugged, "There are innocent explanations for those situations. Eric does high-end financial portfolio management; of course, he's going to take his clients to lunch on their schedule, and he's going to be hyper attentive to them too. As for Liz, remember she has a studio in her house as well as in that loft downtown; she was probably doing a whole series of portraits for some business executive who was also a friend." As an afterthought, Mike added, "Just so you know; I've always liked them since we met. I'd like to do more with them as neighbors too."
I shrugged, but I did wonder if Sara had seen anything when we were putting a little extra effort into kissing the Russerts goodnight.

* * * * *



I called Ellen a few days later and asked whether she had time to go to lunch. She did; and we ended up sitting outside with our salads at a sandwich shop downtown opposite the park. I started our conversation after we sat down with our lunches. I whispered, "Ellen, I think Sara was walking her dog and saw us having our goodbyes at your front door. We were pretty passionate and touchy-feely. And, that raises another question, are you and Jim okay with what's happened with our relationship -- our kissing and our touching?" I hoped by the tone of my voice she could tell I surely liked our kissing.
Ellen nodded. "Sara wouldn't say a thing, so don't worry about her. If anything, she's maybe lonely and struggling as a single mother with a full time job. I chatted with Sara a week ago, and she expressed frustration at trying to date. She's not the type to hang out in bars or clubs, isn't involved in any church or club, and doesn't like computer dating; consequently, she's left hoping to bump into someone nice."
Ellen paused, "To your comfort question -- Jim and I are solidly all right and hope you and Mike are too. We both liked what happened and want more. Are you and Mike OK with what you and I did?"
I stammered and stuttered, "Well, Mike knows I experimented with a woman in college, and he's always given me a 'free pass' to do something like that again, but ... well, between us -- you and me -- I felt something else going on Saturday night. It's something deeper that I liked."
Ellen said softly, "I did too. Dory, I like you -- a lot." She reached over and touched my arm. "I liked kissing you. I liked kissing Mike a lot too. I hope we can continue the new closeness that seems to be developing between the four of us. Also, just to be clear, I love my husband, and his happiness and comfort are important to me, and he's fine with all this. We've openly talked about how we feel ... and how we feel about you two."
I spoke, "I sense there's a 'but' coming."
Ellen laughed. "No, it's an 'And' not a 'But.' Since we started our ... I'll say, less restrained kissing, Jim has been the most attentive and ardent lover that he's been for most of the last twenty-five years we've been married. Before he started kissing you, he was ninety-nine percent wrapped up in his work, and I got about one percent of his attention. Now, suddenly, he's concerned about my feelings, whether I'm overworking, my stress level, whether I need something to drink, whether he could make my life easier by helping with one of my books, and things like that. He's even brought me flowers two times in two weeks, and it hasn't been my birthday or our anniversary -- that's an all time record in our relationship. So, do I like our kissing and touching? Yes, doubly so. I enjoy sharing a special intimacy with you and Mike, and I adore the new attention to me that it's inspired in my husband."
I admitted to Ellen that Mike had perked up as well. I'd watched him in more than a few soul kisses with Ellen, but the counterpoint was that he had become more attentive and sensitive to me. Plus, he didn't seem at all worried that I'd been doing the same thing with Jim.
Ellen asked, "Are you or Mike worried about our overall relationship? Should we taper back? Should I not kiss you or only kiss Mike or stop altogether?"
"No, no," I protested on all counts. "Mike's behaving the same way as Jim -- more loving and attentive, and he's become a tiger in the bedroom again." I laughed, "I guess I've been pretty horny too -- very horny actually. The combination has done wonders for our love life."
I could see Ellen visibly relax. She said, "Well, let's keep things going on between us. Maybe even go a little further if you're OK with that. Jim and I want that. We have so much in common. Plus, it's so nice to know someone ten years or so younger that doesn't mind putting up with older folks. We've never kissed anybody like you two ... you know, as a couple. It feels weird, but really good."
I sputtered to get Ellen to retract her thinking that Jim and her ages were 'old' or had any impact on our relationship. Mike and I were early thirties; Jim and Ellen are in their late-forties. So what?
Ellen and I did some more lunches over the next couple of weeks, and shared a minute or two here and there deeply kissing each other. Without Mike being around I didn't want to pursue anything more significant, and I think without Jim's presence Ellen told me she felt the same way. We did a few more weekend dinners too when we could get all four of us together at one time, and things remained static as far as our kissing and modest fondling of each other.
Near the end of the season, Jim scored four tickets to a Boston Red Sox night home game at Fenway Park. We went to the ballgame and had fun with the Russerts. I made a point to sit next to Jim, and made sure Ellen and Mike were together. After the game, Jim led us to a chic bar in the North End for a cocktail and a nighttime view of the harbor and the planes at Logan airport.
Jim drove us home, and I rode in the passenger seat with my hand stroking his leg, often using my fingernails along his thigh in a way I knew drove Mike crazy. Sometimes, my strokes would get right up to Jim's inflating lump, but then I'd stop and resort to other less sensuous attention.
Mike and Ellen were in the backseat, kissing up a storm. I know Jim checked them out more than occasionally in his rear view mirror; I even watched him adjust the mirror one time for a better view. He winked at me when he did the adjustment.
Ellen and I caught each other's eye at one point as she made out with my husband. She winked at me, and then quite intentionally took one of Mike's hands and slipped it under her Red Sox t-shirt. I almost broke out laughing as I watched Mike's eyes bulge out of his head, but he quickly got in the spirit of things, and I could see the rippling movement of his hand under the material as it switched from breast to breast. Ellen looked more than content, and pulled Mike back into another passionate kiss.
I tested what I felt to see what the pair was doing -- my husband feeling another woman's breasts. I felt aroused and excited again. I didn't feel jealous or even shocked. I knew a hundred other women would react with hysteria and anger, but I didn't feel anything like that. I liked what they were doing and hoped they were both finding pleasure and delight in the kisses and fondling -- from the purring and little sounds Mike was making, I could tell they were up there on the enjoyment scale.
Jim pulled into his own driveway. As we got out of the car, he suggested, "Nightcap?"
Before anyone else could even think of an answer, I said, "Yes, please." Jim smiled at me, and I allowed him to escort me to their front door.
Once inside, I plastered my body against Jim. I teasingly gestured to Mike and Ellen who were right behind us, "Those two have been making out all the way home. I need some kisses too ... and also a glass of white wine." I locked lips with Jim, and even ground my hips into his a little to add some motivation to his personal attention.
Ellen and Mike laughed, but didn't look the least bit apologetic. We all went in the kitchen and got glasses of wine. Jim led me back to the living room; we left Ellen and Mike in the kitchen.
I cuddled up to Jim on the sofa in the darkened room, and after a series of kisses that escalated to French kisses that escalated to having him paw at my breasts from the outside of my t-shirt, I took his hand, and put in under the sports jersey. As I did, I leaned forward, reached back, and unhooked my bra so he'd have unrestricted access.
I hadn't had another man's hands on my breasts for over a dozen years so I felt deliciously naughty and so sexy. Jim was gentle, smoothing, yet knowing just how to stimulate my nipples so I became increasingly turned on. I unbuttoned two buttons on Jim's shirt so I could rub my hand on his bare chest, enjoying the feel of his body hair against my fingertips. I wouldn't let him pull my shirt up to see my puppies, but I let him wander the landscape beneath my shirt to his heart's content -- and to mine, as well. We made out like that for at least an hour, and I didn't want to stop.
Somehow, I finished my wine, but I was so wound up I wanted to make love to someone, and I wasn't ready to go that far with Jim, although I briefly entertained that fantasy. I pulled the two of us apart, and said, "I think Mike and I should be going for tonight. We'll ... yes, we'll definitely continue all this another time for sure." I pecked at Jim's lips, and then pulled him up in a standing French kiss.
I called into the kitchen, "Mike, I think it's time to go." I slowly walked the short distance to the kitchen door.
Mike and Ellen were standing, and Ellen's t-shirt was pushed above her breasts and her bra unhooked. Knowing Mike, he'd been feasting on Ellen's breasts, sucking and arousing each nipple to epic hardness. It was one of his specialties, and when he did it just right for me, he could bring me to an orgasm. Ellen looked glassy eyed, and had obviously loved his attention. Mike had been getting attention too; his pants had an unmistakable lump suggestion a high level of horniness and foreplay.
I felt surprised that they still had their clothing on as much as they did. We'd made a jump in our intimacy with our neighbors, and I felt happy we'd made the advance.
Ellen slowly pulled down her t-shirt. She came to me and gave me a warm and tender kiss. She whispered, "I loved tonight. Thank you for sharing Mike with me tonight. This was special, and I want more of you two. I'm feeling such warmth and affection for you both." She smirked and whispered, "I'm now going to rape my husband about two seconds after you are out the door."
I laughed and said in a low voice, "Me too, and I want more too." With that we left and walked next door holding hands and kissing each other.
Once inside our house, there was a trail of clothing from the front door up the stairs to the master bedroom. Mike drove his cock into my pleading body immediately, and we made frantic and wild love to each other, rolling around the bed, vocalizing our needs, and driving each other higher and higher up the ladder of sexual excitement until there was a supernova explosion of two bodies that must have lit up our corner of the universe.
We lay there panting after our climaxes. I chuckled, "We're both a bit worked up after being with Jim and Ellen, right?"
"I'll say." Mike paused, "You're OK with this right? I hope they are too. I'm finding a large attraction to the two of them -- Ellen especially. And, Honey, that's not to take anything away from you. I love you just as much ... even more."
"I know. I feel the same way about both of them. They're both so special, and my fondness for them grows everyday." I'd told Mike about my conversations with Ellen, so he felt reassured that they were all right with our intimacies.
Mike ventured, "We should again check in with them to make sure we didn't go too far tonight. Maybe tomorrow, I should touch base with Jim to make sure he's all right with me making out with his wife and fondling her tits the way I did. I would miss the new closeness with her, but I would stop in a flash if I felt what we were doing was adversely impacting our relationship or theirs."
I rubbed my erect nipples across Mike's chest. I knew just the question to mess with his mind. In a taunting tone I asked, "Mike, whose pussy did you wish you were fucking a few minutes ago?"
Mike shot me his evil eye that I get when he knows I'm toying with him. He said with a smirk, "Charlize Theron; why, who were you thinking of?"
I laughed and poked him in the ribs. I speculated, "I think we were both thinking about each other and our next door neighbors at the same time -- a most interesting situation."
Late Sunday morning, Mike mowed the lawn. I glanced out when I heard the lawnmower go quiet, and saw Mike and Jim talking where our backyards met. Besides getting a warm and fuzzy feeling about both men that stirred my heart, I studied their body language. Both were smiling, and being open and non-confrontational with each other; I could tell they'd each left their egos elsewhere. I read concern for a friend in Mike, and reassurance that things were all right from Jim, and then the roles reversed. After a few minutes, I saw them give each other a manly handshake, and then Mike went back to mowing, and Jim went off to do something in his garage.

* * * * *A month later, our other neighbor, Liz Winslow, came by the house. With a big smile, she handed me an invitation to an autumn Pool Party in three weeks. She told me she and Eric, her husband, hoped for one of those rare warm or even hot autumn days so we could swim, but rain or shine the party was on. We chatted for a few minutes about what Mike and I could bring, who else was coming, and how we could help. Liz was exceptionally friendly and for the first time since I'd met her, I felt glad that we'd have an opportunity to socialize with her and her family.
The invitation list for the party had been limited to everyone in the four homes on Dillon Court, - ten people in our isolated cul-de-sac. Our four homes were hidden down a long narrow lane.
Only Eric and Liz Winslow's home had a swimming pool, in part due to lot size and partly due to the extra trouble of having a pool in a northern climate when it had to be shut down and reopened in fall and spring. I loved to swim, so their party would be a welcome opportunity for me to get at least one swim in before the really chilly autumn days started.
The following Saturday, Mike and I went to the beach with Jim and Ellen. The day was warm, but as usual in New England, the water was too cold to really swim; we could brace ourselves and wade in up to our knees without much suffering. We brought blankets, a picnic, and I have to admit both Ellen and I dressed provocatively.
I wore my fluorescent pink bikini that did little to hide my charms, and a lot to stimulate Mike and Jim's libidos. Ellen's two-piece suit was only slightly more conservative, but certainly displayed her curvy figure. Mike turned the tables on Ellen and me by wearing a Speedo that proved he either had a potato stuck down his bathing suit, or he was well endowed even in a relaxed state. I knew for a fact he didn't need potatoes to advertise his jewels. More than once, I caught Ellen checking out the lump in his tight trunks.
We lay on the blanket with an umbrella to block a little of the sun from our oiled up bodies. I'd had Jim lather me up with sunscreen; Mike did Ellen. Amid laughter, both men had been a little naughty; sneaking in feels of our boobs and running their hands up our legs right to our pussies. I was sure I'd made a wet spot in my suit from my sexual excitement.
Mike lay with Ellen, and I lay with Jim. The guys ran their hands slowly over our skin, occasionally dipping a finger into the cups of our bras to tease a nipple or just to feel the heft and shape of our tits. Once my nipples hardened from Jim's teasing, they never retreated; so, I spent the entire day announcing my arousal and inner feelings.
We kissed a lot too: long kisses, French kisses, open mouth tongue on tongue kisses, and short pecks on the lips or cheeks or other body part to show approval of something being said or done.
I took the initiative the most of any of us. After checking up and down the beach for walkers, I ran my fingernails along the pronounced bulge Jim's cock made in his conservative bathing suit. Before long, he had practically swelled out of his trunks. I could actually wrap my hand around his cock through the material of his bathing suit.
After about five minutes of my attention to him this way, he pulled my hand away. "I don't want to make a mess in there. You're too much." He leaned forward and French kissed me.
I took Jim's hand, captured his middle finger, and sucked it into my mouth. I used my tongue, lips, and sucked on the digit in a pseudo-blowjob that made Jim's eyes bulge out of his head as he watched me. After that, we kissed again, and he rolled onto his stomach, his distended cock making a dent in the sand. He didn't say anything for a long time after my teasing, but I could guess the direction his thoughts took.
In that moment, I would have stripped off my clothing and had Jim make love to me right there on the beach with our spouses next to us. I wanted that to happen.
I liked the idea that two men found me exciting: Mike and Jim. Sure, Mike was engaged in a serious make out session with Ellen, but I knew once we got home I could count on him pouncing on my lithe body and ravaging me with his cock. I positively knew after that day, that Jim must feel the same way. I wondered how close to making Jim cum in his bathing suit I'd come -- or that he'd allowed himself to get.
We discretely changed clothes at the car, and drove up the coast a little to a seafood restaurant where we had dinner. This time Mike was the designated driver, so Jim and I got to make out in the back seat as we drove home in the darkness. I hadn't even brought a bra, so when Jim reached under my shirt he had unrestricted access to both breasts. I still didn't reveal them, even in the darkness; that just seemed some kind of a line to cross for me, and I realized how my feelings had moderated from a few hours earlier.
When we got home it was late, we were each a little groggy from the combination of beach, salt air, drinks at dinner, and the soporific drive home. We said goodnight with some serious kisses and a little groping on our front lawn.
Mike made tender and sweet love to me that night, and I made sure he knew how much I loved him too. Even as we made love, I couldn't help but think of Jim and how I'd teased his 'package' to hardness and nearly to release. I chuckled to myself.
The next day, I confessed to Mike about toying with Jim's shaft at the beach. He laughed and sympathized with Jim about having to stop me lest he'd cum in his bathing suit, which in turn would have required him to swim in the icy ocean to clean himself. As a counterpart, Mike confessed to stroking Ellen's mons while they petted on the beach, and having his Speedo stroked by her in strategic locations. For certain, we were four horny people when we'd gotten home the night before.

* * * * *We all arrived at Eric and Liz's home for the pool party about the same time mid-afternoon. Their home was next door to ours; however, a heavily wooded area lay between our houses. The day was perfect, warm, and sunny. I immediately stripped off my cover and jumped in the pool. Soon, I enjoyed the company of six-year-old Rachel who I promised to watch for Sara. Jim, Ellen, and Mike took a quick dip in the pool, but then the guys opted to stand around chatting with Eric, Liz, and Sara.
My florescent pink bikini was the hit of the afternoon, but after my swim I ran back next door and changed into dry cutoffs and a t-shirt to match the casual style of the others. I was back in the Winslow's back yard in ten minutes. I thought how convenient it was that we lived so close to each other.
As we broke into smaller groups to talk, Sara strongly suggested to me that I accompany her across the street so she could get her iPad for Rachel to play with while the adults sat around. I sensed there was some other agenda, so psyched myself up to see what it was.
As soon as we were clear of the backyard, Sara said in a shy tone, "I ... this is hard for me to ask ... well, I've ... you know ..." I could tell she was embarrassed by something that made her have trouble forming a cogent sentence.
I laughed and hugged her my side as we walked. "Sara, I'm here for you. Whatever it is, I'll try to help."



Sara stopped in the middle of the street and looked at me with big eyes. "I've seen what you and Mike do with the Russerts. I would like to be included."
Suddenly, I was the one that started to stutter and stammer. Finally, I managed to put a coherent sentence together; "Errrrrrr, included in what?"
Sara blushed almost to a bright scarlet, and then a tear ran down her cheek. "I wasn't snooping or peeping ... it's just that my home office overlooks the Russerts ... and I see into their kitchen. I've seen Mike and Ellen making out, and it was so sweet and tentative it moved my heart. And when I've been walking Max ... well, from the street you can see right into their living room too unless they pull the drapes ... and you and Jim kiss and pet on the sofa sometimes. I watch when I see any of you together ... it makes me hot and bothered."
She paused then went on talking at full speed, obviously before she lost her nerve to indulge in our conversation, "I haven't even kissed anybody since my ex and I broke up. I'm thirty, with a kid, not in a job where I meet single guys, and not the kind of person to cruise the bars and clubs to find a guy. I don't do one-night stands or computer dating. So, I'm strung out ... and I want to be kissed ... no, I need to be kissed passionately by someone whom I know, who's friendly and kind, and who might care about me a little. I even saw you and Ellen kissing romantically."
Sara put her face in her hands and hid her face. "Oh, God. I'll never be able to face you again. Can you ever forget that I said anything ... that I stopped in the street and just watched you guys make out? But, I was spellbound ... and I..."
I pulled Sara into my arms. "Honey, it's all right. We all have needs and passions." I thought for a full minute as the shorter woman shuddered into my shoulder to avoid crying. "I've always liked you and wished we had more of a relationship. If you want let's start spending more time together and see what happens and how we feel about each other." I kissed the side of her temple. "Having you part of us is not my decision; it's something that has to develop over time. It also belongs to each of us individually -- Ellen, Jim, Mike, me, and especially you."
I felt compelled to add, "I don't think any of the four of us -- Mike, Ellen, Jim, or me -- is sure where the relationship between our two families is going, but it seems on a loving and sexy trajectory. We like each other -- a lot, and I guess it shows. What you've seen from your window and on your walks is like a few scenes from a movie that touches something deep inside you -- and you want those same feelings."
Sara nodded her head into my shoulder. She pulled away, "I'm sorry I said anything."
"I'm not. I'm glad to know you find us interesting enough to say what you said. We'll start to include you in some of our activities." I pulled her to her house, "Come on, get what you need for Rachel, and then let's get back to the party. Know that I now know how you feel and I intend to do something about it in a nice way for you."
Sara continued to blush, but went inside and came back out only seconds later with an iPad in her hand. She explained, "My ex-hubby loaded a couple of dozen kid movies on this. She loves watching them." She waved the iPad around.
We walked back to the party. I reached over and held Sara's empty hand all the way to the Winslow's backyard. She gave me a pleasant smile in return and squeezed back.
While Sara set up Rachel in a patio chair with her movies, I went and said a few things to Mike. "Hubby, I want you to do something. Would you pay some special attention to Sara? See whether the two of you resonate and hit it off. She likes you, and it'd make the afternoon special for her. Kiss her if you feel like it. I'll explain more about my request later."
Mike smiled and said, "A pleasure to have you pimping for me, dear." He leaned in and kissed the tip of my nose. He turned and made a beeline for Sara and Rachel.
Mike liked kids; I knew we were approaching a time in our own relationship when we'd want to start a family. I looked at the Winslow's two adult children, Kevin and Maddy, about twenty-one and eighteen years old. They were nice citizens, and I liked them more every time I met them. Kevin was messing around with the charcoal grill and talking to Jim. Maddy, Ellen, and Liz were seated at a patio table talking and enjoying the sunshine. The two children seemed so adult, and they fit right into everything going on despite their youth.
Before I could decide what to do next, a pair of masculine arms surrounded me. Eric said, "You look as though you need drink and some company." He laughed and turned me loose. "Beer? Wine?"
I gave Eric my best megawatt smile, "Chardonnay, please." I allowed Eric to lead me to a table set up as a temporary bar. Seconds later, I had my drink in an acrylic glass; he explained they didn't want to chance broken glass around the pool.
Eric engaged me talking about our jobs, and the observation that many of us on the cul-de-sac worked at home, and apparently worked so hard we didn't often appear outdoors to socialize. I did web design and media consulting; Jim did some radiology work at home when he wasn't at a Boston hospital; Ellen was a popular author; and Eric did some of his financial management work from home, although he had an office downtown. Of the others, my Mike commuted to Boston to his law firm, Liz mostly worked downtown doing photography sessions and framing, and Sara worked as a paralegal in a nearby lawyer's office.
For the first time since Mike and I had moved to our house two years ago, I felt a connection to my neighbors. Jim and Ellen had broken that ice, but Sara, Eric, Liz, Kevin, and Maddy were delightful, and people I wanted to spend more time with both individually and collectively.
After the cookout dinner, I ran home, and put my bikini on again. Many of us took another swim, this time staying in pool more than during the daytime. I watched Mike be his attentive best with Sara, wooing her in his smooth and easy style of friendship that reminded me of why I'd fallen in love with him. He had her laughing, and I watched the two of them often touching each other to make a point and openly flirting with each other.
When Rachel fell asleep, Sara bid us all goodbye. Before she could awaken her daughter, Mike swept in and scooped up the sleeping child, nestling her small body into his broad shoulders and chest. He followed Sara around the side of the house to carry Rachel home. Mike didn't return right away, but when he did he gave me a brief grin and a wink. I watched him go over and devote some concentrated time with Ellen and Maddy; I saw Ellen visibly relax as he put his arms around her in a friendly hug. He hugged Maddy too, and she seemed to glow after his attention to her.
Kevin and I had an animated discussion about web design approaches and software languages. Our conversation may as well have been in an obscure foreign language for everyone else at the party. I think we impressed each other with our knowledge and what we'd been doing and studying. Kevin had just become a senior at the nearby state university. I suggested he talk to me when he started to think about a job. I'd been working as an independent freelancer, but I'd also started to think about expanding and taking on some employees so I could leverage myself and take advantage of my marketing and sales skills.
I also joshed with Kevin about what I called his 'Hunk Factor,' hugging his tight body to me just to make sure. Kevin worked out, had six pack abs, a square jaw, and could have been a fashion model. He was smart and would graduate in a field that guaranteed a good, high paying job and career. I thought about how many college girls had Kevin in their sights. He countered with compliments about my 'Babe Factor,' talking about my smarts, job, and then my looks and curvy shape. I got another full body hug from the young man, one that stirred my libido. We clearly impressed each other. I gave Kevin a significant kiss on the cheek.
Later, I noticed Jim and Maddy having a comfortable discussion. Not as evident as Mike and Sara had been, but I could see the subtle flirting the two of them were doing with each other. I wondered if it were a natural response of a man or woman when in the presence of someone desirable, even if there were a significant age difference. Jim and Ellen's children were also young adults, past college, and miles away starting on their careers.
Several of Kevin's friends came by the house to lure him out for a few hours on the town. I felt privileged when Kevin brought them over to introduce them to me. I imagined the fluorescent pink bikini might have had something to do with the attention I got from the trio. Kevin went out of his way to point out that we worked in the same field, and that I was a 'hot' job prospect. I laughed at his emphasis on the word 'hot,' clearly teasing me about our earlier discussion.
After Kevin and his friends left, the party started to break up. We helped clean up the patio area, put the last of the food away, square away the bar, and make sure things were weatherproof.
Jim, Ellen, Mike, and I walked across the cul-de-sac together. Once we were in the shadows, we paired off with each other's spouses and necked for a minute. I told them all about Sara's observations and her request from earlier in the night.
Mike explained about how I'd 'aimed' him at Sara. He commented that the two of them had created a special bond, and so he'd introduced her to the joys of manly kisses again. He said, "I was about to leave after tucking in Rachel, and Sara saw me to the door. After talking with her most of the party, I felt something special with her, so I bent down and kissed her. She threw her arms around my neck, and before I knew it, we were lip locked for ten minutes. I think she likes me."
I smiled. Everyone liked Mike, a point he always found surprising and that he'd never taken advantage of. Besides, I knew when Mike got amorous or horny or both; I always ended as the beneficiary of his moods.
Ellen commented, "I've always liked Sara. Let's just start including her in our plans and see what happens." We all agreed, and after some more kisses, we went home.
Mike did indeed make me the beneficiary of his happier moods of the evening.

* * * * *About a month later, Mike created a wonderful social event for the five of us: Mike, Ellen, Jim, Sara, and me. One of Mike's friends had just opened a restaurant in downtown Boston. The grand opening included a wine tasting with two oenophiles and a magnificent assortment of heavy hors d'oeuvres that added up to a great meal. A string quartet entertained the guests as well. The setting was intimate, and only about seventy people were in the new venue including several members of the region's food and restaurant press. We spent an entire evening sampling multiple courses from the new menu, and sampling all sorts of great wines.
Jim and Mike were dressed in suits and ties. Ellen, Sara, and I took advantage of the outing to dress to the nines, wearing our most upscale cocktail dresses with pointy heels and jewelry. Ellen and I even had concurrent afternoon appointments nearby to get our hair done at a nearby spa.
Jim drove and as had been our custom, I rode in the passenger seat to keep him company. This arrangement left Mike in the backseat with Ellen and Sara. No fool, Mike got between the two women, and we'd no sooner left the restaurant than Mike started to make out with the two women.
Ellen responded as she had before, but Mike kept his hands above board. Their kisses became involved, passionate, and very oral. They also served as a model for what he did with Sara. Soon, the younger woman was deeply involved in French kisses with Mike, their tongues often dueling in the air between their lustful mouths.
As we drove, I reached over and stroked Jim's leg again, bringing my ardent fingernails into play on his thigh and running them right up to and over his hardening shaft. Before too long, I could see Jim's eyes bug out of his head whenever I got near 'ground zero.' I know Sara could see what I was doing from the backseat, but that didn't deter my teasing. I thought I might be testing her to see how far she was willing to go with us.
Back at the house, we invited everyone in for a nightcap. Sara ran home to check on Rachel's babysitter, and let the sitter know that she was nearby; she came back with an eager look on her face. I could tell she didn't want to miss anything.
Mike got everyone a drink. After he'd served Jim, Sara, and me in the living room, he returned to the kitchen for the other drinks. Ellen jumped up and said she'd help. I knew that was shorthand for 'I'm going to the kitchen to make out with your husband.' I winked at her as she passed by.
Jim put his arms around Sara and me, and soon was duplicating what Mike had been doing with Ellen and Sara on the drive home -- kissing in the nicest of ways. After we'd gone back and forth several times, Sara took Jim's hand and held it to a breast in an unmistakable invitation to fondle from outside her clothing.
Sara said in a soft voice, "I've seen you two make out. I know you like to touch each other ... because I've seen in your front windows when I've been walking Max." She gestured to the large plate glass window that graced the front of our homes. "I'd enjoy what you do too. I'm more than fine with it."
Jim looked pleased, and so did Sara as he started to smooth and excite her breasts. With his other arm around my shoulder, I felt a similar touch. One of my hands fell naturally on Jim's thigh, so I started to repeat the sexual taunts I'd started in the car. Sara modeled my behavior on his other thigh, and soon the two of us had Jim heading into a low earth orbit. Eventually, Jim stopped us; "Ladies, it's not nice to play with toys unless you plan to clean up after yourselves."
I laughed and said, "And what made you think we're not ready to clean up."
My comment both shocked and amused Sara who burst out with an embarrassed chuckle. She said, "You're right, maybe we should stop. I need to stop anyway, as my babysitter has to head home. You two can keep going."
Sara's departure broke up our nightcap session. Mike and Ellen heard us moving around, and soon they appeared from that side of the house. Ellen looked a little disheveled, and Mike's fly was partly undone. They looked so obvious, but I managed to contain my laughter until everyone had kissed and said goodnight.
I pointed at Mike's open zipper after our front door shut. He chortled, "Oops. Guess I forgot something. Ellen had her hand in there for only a minute just before we came out."
I raised my eyebrows. "Do you have briefs on?"
Mike laughed, "No, I'm commando tonight. I surprised Ellen. Maybe it was a bit over the top, but I got a charge watching Ellen's eyes get as big as saucers when she discovered I was au naturel in there. I thought you'd be OK with moving to that level based on seeing you toying with Jim in the car."
"Oh, I'm fine with it. I wouldn't mind Jim pawing his way around my pussy either."
After a pause, Mike asked, "Hey, was Sara OK with tonight? What'd you guys do?"
I nodded, "I think so. I'll check with her tomorrow or the next. Jim was almost to second base with the two of us on the sofa. She likes to kiss him ... and she likes to kiss you too from what I saw in the car ... and she invited his fondling of her breast from outside her clothing. She also joined me in rubbing Jim's thighs and touching the resulting bump. I think she's OK with what we did. I got the feeling she'd prefer to go further too, and might have gone further if she didn't have to relieve the babysitter."
On that note, Mike led me upstairs to make love to me.
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Dillon Court Neighbors -- Ch. 02Neighbors in four homes enjoy group sex
This is a three part story about a place the author lived for a while. The chapters will be posted on consecutive days. Chapter 1 is a warm up for the subsequent two chapters.

* * * * *Chilly autumn weather moved into New England the following week, and most neighborhood outdoor activity came to an end -- no more barbeques or pool parties.
Sara did host a combination kids and adult's Halloween party that we all had fun at; many of Rachel's new school friends were at the party with their parents, so I got a rare chance to meet some people from outside our neighborhood.
In November, I hired two people to work with me in my computer-based business, but had them working out of their homes and checking in with me daily. Two Boston hospitals got new diagnostic equipment, so Jim was tied up for weeks of long hours learning about the new machines and how to interpret the information they gave doctors. Ellen's publishers were eager for her edits to one book and for another in a series she'd started but left idle for a while. Eric had two new clients drop a load of money to manage in his lap, so he was tied up for weeks integrating them into his business. Liz told me the large influx of customers in her business wanted individual or family photographs before Christmas to use as gifts. Mike had a huge land deal drop in his lap that required hundreds of hours of his billable time to legal his way through. Kevin and Maddy were mostly wrapped up in the winter courses at the university. Thanksgiving came and went, and then Christmas. For those holidays, each family on our cul-de-sac either disappeared or got inundated with relatives.
Between this helter-skelter when we did get together our times felt rushed and in tension. Because of the season, our parties often involved others outside the neighborhood, so we had to curtail our 'playfulness.' We did see the Russerts and Sara a few times to socialize and we took the opportunity to make out, but we didn't go quite as far as we had the night of the restaurant opening. The relaxed summer had ended.
We did manage to find time to host a dinner with Eric and Liz, so we got to know them better. We found delight in their company and our shared interests. We included Sara and Rachel in one of our mandatory family dinners when my parents were in town, and I know Sara had joined the Russerts for some social events too.
Kevin provided the highlight of the pre-Christmas activities for me. Despite our age differences, he invited Mike and me to a fraternity Christmas party just before final exams started for him. He explained that we both looked young enough to have still been in college, possibly as grad students. I felt flattered. Mike bowed out, but insisted that I go to the party as Kevin's 'hot' date. I talked to Kevin again, and he reassured me that I looked like I was still a college girl, so I became a graduate friend of his who lived off campus. I swore Kevin to secrecy, and he promised not to let it be known that I was married.
The party was pure fraternity raunch. We both had a blast, and I got fully into the spirit of the party, participating in dirty dancing and shaking my booty in the wildest way I knew how. I'd never have behaved that way when I was in college, but at my advanced age I found it so much fun that I'd learned to let go.
In one of the large fraternity bathrooms that had been dedicated to women for the night, I had fun talking to a group of co-eds. Somehow, I worked into the conversation about what a great and talented lover Kevin was. I told them he knew better than most how to use tongue and cock in innovative ways. Later, I told Kevin; his comment, 'Where were you when I was a freshman and still a virgin?'
As the fraternity party went on, various couples obviously slipped upstairs for some loving and sex. Much to Kevin's surprise, I publically got all over Kevin, kissing him, and trying to reach his tonsils with my tongue. When some others were near us, I suggested he take me upstairs for 'you know what.' We went upstairs and made out for a while, and I even allowed Kevin to get to second base on our 'first date.' As far as anyone else knew, Kevin scored a home run that night.
Later, when I told Mike about the party, he was laughing so hard about how I'd inflated Kevin's reputation as a lover that he had tears running down his cheeks. Given what a 'hot' date I appeared to be, plus Kevin's 'Hunk Factor,' he was sure to score more frequently because of my impromptu remarks in the ladies room.
Mike got a charge about my making out with Kevin too, and I could tell he didn't feel any discomfort or irritation. Mike told me he would have encouraged Mike 'to go a little further' if he'd been with me at the party, and then Mike added, 'maybe a lot further.' He was also glad for the improved relationship with the Winslow family.
A week later, I had lunch with Liz. She asked about how my 'date' with her son had gone, and so I laid out the details for her in pure girl talk. She ended laughing about what I'd done with her son, even letting him score a little with me. Liz admitted that Kevin had a real crush on me, but told me not to worry as he was still on the social circuit and not staying at home pining away. She added a sentence or two that caught my attention too: 'Eric and I wish we could get to second base with you guys too -- maybe even further.' I glossed over the remark at the time, but given our growing friendship I hoped for the same thing.

* * * * *In mid-January, Mike was asked by his law firm to get some professional pictures taken for some of the PR. He called Liz across the street and explained what he needed. They set an appointment for the end of the month late one afternoon.
Mike whizzed through the house that afternoon, kissed me hello, changed his necktie, and took off across the street to Liz's home studio with a couple of other articles of more casual clothing on hangers or over his arm.
Mike came back almost two hours later quite happy, but with an odd expression on his face. Being cocktail time, he poured us both glasses of wine, and once we were settled he said, "I have a few interesting things to tell you."
I nodded for him to continue.
"First, Liz knows as much about our relationship with the Russerts and Sara as there is to know. She's observant, seeing a few things going on at our front door and in our living rooms, listening to some of our conversations at the parties and dinners, and I guess we flirted and over acted our casualness with each other too. Second, ... are you ready? ... She and Eric would like us to consider them as 'close friends' as well. She didn't define what that meant, but I think it means to include them in exactly the kind of stuff we're going with the Russerts and Sara -- the kissing and fondling. Third, to emphasize her last point ... well, she introduced me to the joys of holding her on my lap and kissing her. She caught me completely off guard. I'm still sort of amazed by the last half hour of my photo shoot. Oh, she did take about five hundred pictures of me by the way; she'll have proofs ready after she reviews what she has and does some PhotoShop work on a few."
My jaw had dropped. After I got my brain in gear, I snorted in humor, "So, does Liz kiss nicely?" The idea of Mike making out with Liz didn't bother me, plus I'd made out big time with her son.
"Heck, yes. She's nice and comfortable to be with. She has a pleasant professional style too, but then she shifted gears and got intimate and personal at the end."
"Do we want another set of 'close friends'? I would think so."
Mike said, "I don't think friendship or love is a zero sum game. There's plenty to go around, so sure, I'd like them as good friends -- even intimate friends. Eric is really nice too; he knows his stuff. I've talked to him at the party about financial markets, real estate investments, and a few other money topics; he's well read, well informed, and isn't afraid to take positions. He told me that for the past ten years he's averaged a thirty percent growth of his client's portfolios; given the economy, that's spectacular. When we got off on other topics, I felt he was one of the friendliest and nicest guys I've ever met."
I said, "Well, let's encourage them. I imagine you'll see Liz again to go over your proofs. Maybe I should come over afterwards and join you two and Eric and see what happens."
Mike agreed.
As I fixed dinner, I thought about how interesting our little neighborhood was becoming. Four houses and ten people when everyone was home -- seven adults and three kids, although two of the kids were young adults. We were a small isolated community set off from the rest of the town by virtue of geography, a long narrow road to our cul-de-sac, and divisions of land that took place hundreds of years earlier because of how some cow probably wandered around.
A week later, we hosted a movie night at our house. Mike got a first run DVD, and honored my request for a chick flick. Eric and Liz couldn't come, and I felt they really regretted having a previous commitment. Sara, Ellen, and Jim came over after their dinners. Sara brought Rachel, and we set her up to watch her own kid movie on her iPad in our living room, and then sleep on our sofa until her Mom took her home.
Mike started the movie in our family room on our large screen TV. I cuddled up with Jim in our big overstuffed chair, and Mike embraced Ellen and Sara on our long sofa.
I don't think there was any doubt among us that the movie was a subterfuge for the main event -- to be with each other in an intimate and romantic way.
Over my shoulder, I heard Ellen tell Sara that she'd caught Mike 'commando' when we'd been together a couple of months earlier. I happened to know that both Mike and I had gone commando on this our first movie night, plus I'd skipped wearing a bra too. I'd also worn a skirt to encourage both above and below the waist fondling. Sara apparently had the same idea; despite the still low outdoor temperatures, she wore a short tennis skirt and colorful top that gave her a sexy high school cheerleader look. I knew Mike liked that fantasy; we still played that one every now and then.
After a few minutes of kissing to get in the mood, I whispered to Jim that he should reach under my shirt. His hands did an expert job of cupping and exciting my breasts. I felt him follow the curve from my flat stomach, up the underside of both mounds while still inside my shirt. His hands 'discovered' my nipples and the large and sensitive areolas surrounding them. I about orgasmed as he pinched and twisted my nipples in an erotic way. I know I moaned loudly enough for everyone else to hear, but then I wasn't the only woman making receptive sounds.
Without a care about what was happening on the sofa behind me, and devoid of embarrassment, I had Jim pull my shirt up over my head and toss it aside. For the first time since we'd started getting together, I was seminude in his presence. I'd almost been this way in my pink bikini, but this was different. The sole purpose of my nakedness was for Jim to make love to my breasts, and he did.
Jim's mouth came to one nipple, and he kissed and suckled on the teat, slowly increasing his oral attention until I thought he might be trying to suck my insides out of me that way.
Eventually, I needed a breather; I reached around and held Jim's hands as I kissed him with renewed passion. I adjusted my position a little so I could surreptitiously unzip his pants and return the sexual favor. He cooperated, even helped. When I reached inside his pants, I could easily extract Jim's dick from his boxers. I pulled the rapidly hardening main shaft through the fly, exposing his sex to the air and to me for the first time. Jim filled the room with a moan.
In the space of fifteen minutes, I'd just made two giant leaps with my alternate lover: I'd gone half-nude with him, and allowed him to suck on my tits, and I'd brought his sex into view so I could play with it. We'd passed second base and seemed to be running to third base as fast as we could go.
I put myself in command of the situation, allowing Jim to occasionally suck on my breasts as I pulled, twisted, turned, pumped, and squeezed his full cock. I liked the feel of him, nice but different from Mike. Mostly, Jim had his head against my engorged breasts. Each move I made seemed to make him harder and more swollen. I'd given enough hand jobs in my life to sense when a man was getting near to his orgasm, so I'd bring Jim to a near sexual peak, then I'd back him down and repeat the cycle again. After a half-dozen times I would have screamed and hosed down the entire neighborhood if I'd been a guy, but Jim tolerated my ministrations.
Jim finally whispered to me, "Darling, I'm not going to be able to hold off any longer."
I reached beside us where my shirt had fallen. I picked it up and handed it to Jim. He understood. I whispered to Jim, "Let me bring you off please. I'm loving this ... and loving you." I squeezed and pulled harder on his cock.
I reached down and wrapped both hands around his distended cock. I counter-rotated, added some saliva, and then held my hands together to form an artificial vagina and energetically jerked off this beautiful cock. Jim exploded, his first shot of cum splattering across my bare chest with splashes of his white cream hitting each breast. He jerked my shirt into position and caught subsequent emissions. Jim's whole body shook in the spasms of his orgasm, and he moaned in a way that signaled to everyone in room what had just happened. I held Jim's face to mine and drove my tongue into his mouth in as passionate a kiss as I could muster.
As Jim's tremors passed, his eyes opened again. He whispered, "Thank you. That was a peak life experience. I'm sorry I didn't move fast enough to catch my first shot. Let me clean you."
He moved towards my chest with the shirt, but I stopped him. He looked puzzled, but I ran the forefinger of my right hand along one of the long thick tendrils of his cum, gathering up the viscous fluid, and then putting my finger in my mouth to suck off his cum. Jim's eyes got quite large. I repeated the gesture several times until I was clean.
Jim whispered, "You are one very, very sexy woman. I'm glad I know you as I do ... and I hope to know you better."
I smiled and kissed him hard. I saw the movie was ending, and I had one more trick up my sleeve ... well, up my skirt actually. I tucked Jim's flaccid penis back into his pants, and we made out for a few minutes. As a new scene came on the screen, I took Jim's right hand, and thrust it under my skirt. Using both of my hands, I separated his middle finger from the hand and ran it along my soaking wet slit, pushing his digit into my cunt until his digit was solidly inside me.
Jim moaned again, kissed me hard, and fingered me for a couple of minutes until I pulled his hand from my pussy. He brought the hand to his face and audibly inhaled my sexual aroma. He then tasted his finger, before leaning in and kissing me again. I was soaked; all our sex play had my sexual juices flowing, and Jim had just gotten them all over his finger and part of his hand. I noted for the first time that the room smelled like sex.
The credits had started to run on the TV screen. I got out of the chair and raced past the others to our bedroom where I got another shirt.
When I came back into the still dark room, Jim hadn't moved. Sara was slipping on her top again, and Ellen was buttoning up her blouse. Mike wore no shirt. I felt secretly glad that Jim and I hadn't gotten too far ahead of the others. I'd get details from Mike in a few minutes.
Ellen stood and came to me, pulling me into her arms. She kissed me hard, and we shifted into a French kiss. She whispered, "This has been one of the most exciting evenings in my life. Thank you so much." We kissed again.
Sara had watched the two of us. She came over to me, "Would I be out of place if I also kissed you that way? Both of you?"
I held my arms out, and Sara and I enfolded each other. I got lost in her kisses and the seductive motions of her tongue. I felt new warmth spread through me that increased further when I watched her repeat the sultry kisses with Ellen.
Mike and Jim stood nearby watching the three of us. Mike summed it up in a barely perceptible voice, "Hot. Unbelievably hot -- every one of you individually, and when the three of you do that together you surpass the temperature on the face of the sun."
This time Jim gathered up the sleeping Rachel and carried her home for her mother. We barely said goodbye to each other. After that night, we knew we'd see each other very soon.
Mike and I were in bed making love only seconds after we shut the door behind the others. After his cock was firmly embedded inside my overflowing pussy, I told him, "I made Jim cum in my best handjob ever. I also gave him just a taste of my pussy."
Mike said with his touch of humor, "I got brought off too ... Ellen and Sara did me simultaneously. I messed up my shirt; it's still downstairs with yours. I can't believe how worked up I got ... and I got both of them boiling too. I would bet Sara's home with a vibrator jammed in her pussy, and Ellen is raping her husband. I fingered each of them briefly, and when I was doing one of them, the other watched. God, what a hot evening."
"Well, I'm pretty worked up myself, Mr. Fantasy Threesome comes true for a night, so you'd better get to work and deliver some real satisfaction or I'm going next door and fuck Jim into oblivion."
Mike got an A+ for his efforts.
So many firsts happened that night I found it hard to think about all of them the next day, and Mike admitted her felt the same way. Besides being half-nude, oral sucking of tits, and the fondling of cocks to orgasm, we'd pretty well tossed away the boundaries about sex in our relationship with our neighbors. I'd admitted I wanted to fuck Jim. Mike told me he wanted to do Ellen and Sara too. I'd subtly told Jim I loved him, and Mike had said similar things to the Ellen and Sara. I already knew I loved Jim and the women, and decided that I should tell them the next time I saw them. It was time to use the "L" word.

* * * * *Three weeks later, Liz suggested we both come over to review Mike's photographs. Although I'd been in her house, I'd never seen her in-home studio, and I was duly impressed with the equipment and investment it represented. I'd somehow thought of Liz's business as a slight expansion of a hobby, but when I saw the equipment, I realized how wrong I'd been. Liz was seriously committed to the photography business.
Liz showed the pictures of Mike on a large screen TV, and as they started to appear I could see why she was so good. She gave her analysis of each one, explaining why she'd picked that as one of the finalists for him, and explaining about the lighting and PhotoShop work she'd done on the original. The pictures were magnificent -- everyone: perfect poses, skin tone, placement of hands, facial expressions, the sparkle of Mike's eyes, and even the touch of his personality. Every aspect of the set of pictures she'd chosen was flawless. I admitted I'd have a hard time winnowing down to just one or two for Mike's law firm. Mike felt the same way.
Liz presented Mike with a CD with all the raw and processed pictures on it in several digital formats. She also presented me with a large framed picture of Mike in a relaxed sport shirt that also brought out all his virtues and revealed the love he had inside him. The present made tears come to my eyes it was so good. I hugged and kissed Liz to say thanks. I think my response almost overwhelmed her. I didn't want to let her out of my arms.



As Liz led us from the studio area, into the main part of their house, I told her I wanted a set of pictures of myself too. I told her I'd call to schedule a sitting with her. She looked pleased that we appreciated her work so much.
In the center of her living room, Mike pulled Liz to him. "I haven't said thank you enough either. What you did, how you coached me through the sitting, everything -- you do it so well and so effortlessly." He hugged and kissed Liz, and then they got into the kiss in a serious way, tongues coming into play and a subtle passion passing between the two of them.
I felt another presence in the room. Eric came up beside me and put his arm around me. He was smiling and said in a low voice over my shoulder, "I take it Mike liked the pictures."
I allowed with a grin back at him, "Oh, very much ... as you can tell."
Liz and Mike finally came up for air. Liz shook her head. The kisses had obviously transported her to some faraway nirvana. She looked at Eric and smiled.
Mike said, "Forgive me, I couldn't but express my thanks any other way."
Eric chuckled, "Don't apologize. Nothing due. I can't think of a nicer way to express thanks either. No one else has ever thanked her that way."
Liz nodded. "Now I'm going to have to work doubly hard on Dory's pictures so I get at least the same level of gratitude after she sees them."
Eric said, "Come on everyone, I'm serving drinks in the family room."
Knowing there was an unspoken agenda, I sat beside Eric after we got drinks, tightly tucking my body in next to his on the sofa, although I still had another three feet of space on my other side. Eric didn't mind in the least and after a couple of nudges he put his arm around me. Mike and Liz became similarly engaged on an adjacent love seat.
After our drinks and animated conversation, the four of us went out to dinner at a small bistro near the town center, and after that we came back to our small circle. I invited Liz and Eric in for another drink or coffee, and they accepted. Again, we paired off. Mike played bartender and brewer in the kitchen accompanied by Liz; Eric and I sat in the romantically lit living room.
It didn't take much for me to get Eric to kiss me the first time. I simply put my head on his shoulder and turned my face to his. He was on me in an instant, and when my tongue flickered into his mouth, he returned the move in kind with that beautiful touch of masculine aggressiveness that I like so much in these situations.
Liz and Mike made out too, advancing to second base quite rapidly compared to Eric's slow and laid back pace. Later, I realized he was letting me set the pace lest he overpower me and scare me off. After all, this was the first time we'd made out.
Eric was all man. Similar to Jim, he had a male smell to him -- an aroma of sandalwood and male sex hormones that turned me on. Jim always had a touch of Old Spice. Both men -- and Mike -- all turned me on and made me wet, particularly after we'd kissed for all of five seconds. Eric was tall, had the start of salt and pepper hair, a muscular torso he claimed resulted from trying to stay in shape with his son, and an agile gait.
I straddled Eric's lap so I could kiss him better, and to invite him to fondle my breasts. He made just the starting moves on them, outside my clothing, before Mike and Liz rejoined us, making suitable noises and clunking around before they actually entered the living room. She thought she and Eric should head home given it was a work night. We kissed them goodbye at the door. In hindsight, I think Liz was trying to stop a runaway train, or at least slow it down a little so she could talk to Eric about what she felt about Mike, and us, and our intimacies.
Mike whistled as the door shut then said, "This whole neighborhood is amazing. We peeked into the living room to see what you and Eric were doing before we started anything too serious. I'm feeling as though I've got a wife and three serious girlfriends: Ellen, Sara, and Liz. You have a husband and two boyfriends: Jim and Eric, and, oh, Kevin needs to be on that list. Let me tell you that of any of us -- men and women -- would love to fuck the living daylights out of you given the opportunity."
I hugged Mike. "Are we crazy? I know a million people would say we're playing with fire and endangering our marriage, but somehow nothing we've done feels that way. Between us, we're completely open with each other, we share our thoughts and feelings, and there's nothing hidden. I think I feel closer to you the past few months than at any time in our marriage, maybe because we're talking about some of the important things in our relationship and paying more attention to each other. I'm still doing my job, but I don't carry it around with me the way I used to. Instead, I'm thinking of you and the people who are becoming our very close friends. I'm not jealous when you are trying to please Ellen, Liz, or Sara; I hope you do a good job and make them happy."
I looked Mike in the eye; "I'm falling in love with everybody. I've withheld using that word for a long time so I could test how I felt again and again, but now I'm sure. I adore Ellen, and Jim is such a love -- so tender and caring. The more I know about Eric the greater my heart expands for him. And Kevin is so cute and loving, I just want to hug him like a big teddy bear. I want to make love with all of them ... and I want you to know that I still love you truly, madly, and deeply. I think I love you more because I know you'll let me make love to them."
Mike nodded. "I like thinking of you with Jim, Eric, or Kevin. The intimacy that's developed between the others and us sort of fried my brain at first, but now it's pulled my head out of work more. I was singularly focused on making junior partner, and now, eeeech, sometime, maybe, and if I don't, so what. I know I'm loved and appreciated by you, and the others and that's become way more important to me than some promotion." He chuckled, "Do you know what? Doug Grey, the senior partner I report to, told me he could see a new and more balanced me emerging that he likes more than the go-getter ego-driven guy I'd been. He thinks my new attitude will carry me all the way to senior partner in record time. He can see I'm caring more about the firm's clients than about myself and making partner. He said that above all was the critical success factor for getting ahead there. So, all the stuff we've been doing is having a beneficial effect on me, my work attitude and demeanor, and my career track."

* * * * *Ellen called me the next day and urged us to host another movie night, so a few nights later Mike and I hosted Ellen, Jim, and Sara to watch Oblivion -- a Tom Cruise movie. Eric and Liz were still out of town. I don't think too much of the movie got watched again.
Sara and I partnered with Jim at the start of the evening, the three of us claiming the sofa in the family room. Sara had gotten a sitter so didn't have to worry about Rachel being in the next room. This time I noticed that Ellen, Sara, and I wore skirts, wore no undies, were braless, and had easily removable shirts. The guys were in sport shorts and a polo shirt despite the chilly outdoor weather. I placed several Kleenex boxes at strategic locations near the sofa and the large easy chair. I expected there'd again be some excess fluids to absorb this time around. Mike had also turned up the heat in the house so we'd all be comfortable without clothing.
In an aside, I explained to Sara about how far I'd gone with Jim at our last movie night. She just grinned broadly and asked whether we'd be picking up from that point on. I told her that sounded just fine with me. We kissed passionately too.
Mike and I had a serious talk about how far to let things go. We agreed that for that night we'd stop short of intercourse, and that we'd take things slow in getting to whatever next steps each of us seemed to want to take.
I guess 'slow' is a relative term. A few minutes after the movie started I glanced over at Mike and Ellen; they were both topless and Mike was fondling and sucking on Ellen's breasts much to her delight, when one or the other of them wasn't driving their tongue deep into the other's mouth.
Sara and I stripped Jim in record time too, and soon were without our own blouses. We immediately urged Jim to switch at will between the four female tits he'd become overly enamored with. We were kissing each other too, including Sara and me constantly petting each other and sucking on each other's breasts as we fondled Jim's swollen cock.
One time while Sara and I were kissing, she whispered in my ear, "Can we give Jim a two-girl blowjob?"
I nodded enthusiastically, and the two of us slithered down his body to the deep pile rug in front of the sofa. We both started to simultaneously fondle his cock, placing a hand from each of us on his extended shaft, and then massaging. We each added some saliva for lubrication to our hand jobs, but those elementary approaches to an orgasm were quickly replaced with better methods when Sara leaned in and engulfed Jim's cock in her mouth.
Sara was good, taking him in her mouth to the point of gagging before releasing his cock in a sensuous manner. I took her offensive as a challenge, so when she indicated I should have a turn, I demonstrated my prowess by deep throating Jim's dick until my nose pressed solidly into his pubes. I turned my head back and forth atop his cock; a move that I knew provided an elevated state of sensation for my partner.
Jim was groaning constantly. He groaned even further when he discovered that neither Sara nor I wore panties beneath our short skirts. The discovery was made when Sara stood in front of Jim as I fellated him, and she stripped away her short skirt. Naked, she knelt on the sofa next to him, holding his head to her breasts as she kissed him, and then she directed two of his fingers into her soaking wet cunt. I could instantly hear her squishiness and smell her aroma. Sara moaned, and I thought she climaxed.
Jim pumped his fingers into her as I brought him right to the edge. When I heard him groan, I stopped. I looked up and winked at Sara, and she understood the game instantly. She pulled away from Jim, and I pulled off my skirt and knelt beside Jim, kissing him and urging him to finger me. As his fingers started to saw in and out of me, he gave a mighty sigh as Sara engulfed his cock and started her own unique and effective blowjob on him.
Sara and I switched back and forth several times until Jim gave warning, and at our choice exploded into both of our mouths as we knelt at his feet. Jim's aim was not the best, so Sara and I both had streaks of cum across our faces. The two of us took turns licking up his cum from each other's faces and then snowballing the collected jism between the two of us over and over again right in front of his amazed eyes.
Somewhere along the line we both swallowed, but not without a lot of French kissing between us, and then even with Jim who obviously had to consciously work at ignoring the taste of his own seed in our mouths.
Jim went down on Sara and me as we lay side by side on the sofa. While he was eating one of us, the fingers of one hand would be thrusting into the other one of us working at bringing us to orgasm. Sara and I made out while Jim ate us, and then we helped him deliver an orgasm to the other.
Mike and Ellen had not been idle. Both were nude in the large chair, and they'd been taking turns delivering climaxes to each other. I'd seen Mike kneel between Ellen's spread legs, worshipping her pussy with his tongue and fingers. Based on the moans, groans, squeaks, and pleas from Ellen, I guessed she'd had about a dozen orgasms. She then turned the tables and performed for him, striping completely and admirably delivering a climax that had Mike filling her mouth with cum.
After their passion, the two of them curled up together in the chair and made loving cooing sounds to each other. Mike later said that they truly enjoyed the feeling of skin on skin, a phenomenon that Jim, Sara, and I also discovered.
After the movie, Sara dressed and went home to release the babysitter. Before I allowed Ellen to dress, I pulled her nude body to mine, and we lay beside each other on the sofa for a while as Jim and Mike watched us and stroked their cocks. We ended in a '69' position eating each other and delivering a final orgasm to each of us.
Jim and Ellen barely dressed, kissed us goodnight, and then scampered next door to their own bed where Ellen assured me she was going to fuck Jim senseless. Mike and I made love too right on the sofa where much of the action had taken place, both of us savoring the taste and scent of Ellen's pussy around each of our mouths as we kissed and tongued at each other.

* * * * *The next morning, Mike and I lingered over a cup of coffee before he started some weekend projects on the house. He stopped my thinking just as he walked out the door. "Dory, I've thought about what it would be like to watch Jim or Eric or Kevin fucking you, and I think I know how I'd feel and what thoughts would be running through my head. They're all good ones; I might add. When we next get together as we did last night, we're all going to want to go 'all the way.' Have you thought about what it'd be like to watch me fucking Sara or Ellen or Liz? Think about that and we'll talk after I get some chores done."
Mike was right; I hadn't gotten to the point of visualizing what it'd be like to actually see my husband fucking another woman. I liked the concept in theory, but could I handle seeing his cock piston into a neighbor's sweet pussy?
I took a cup of coffee and went up to our bedroom. I sat in the chair Mike usually tossed the last of his clothing on before he got ready for bed. I stared at the bed. I imagined Ellen there, naked, and spread out with legs apart and her arms extended to welcome my husband into an embrace. I imagined him steering his cock into her quim, the moan they'd both emit, and the way Ellen's head would go back in pleasure. I imagined how Mike would start driving his cock back and forth into her body -- slowly at first, but then speeding up, his arms extended so he could look lovingly into her eyes. I thought how he'd lower himself into her arms, an embrace of love, how his hips would keep oscillating to pump into her, and how they would share the most intimate of kisses as they made love -- his cock driving into her cunt right in front of my eyes. They wouldn't be fucking; they would be making love.
I blurred my vision, and thought of Sara -- younger, firmer, riper, and needier of sex and love. I knew she had gone all ga-ga over Mike the first time they'd kissed, almost as though it was love at first sight. She wanted him in the worst way. She wanted his cock driving into her body, his kisses, the intimacy, and the skin-on-skin feel that only raw and uninhibited sex brings to the partners. Sara would do anything Mike wanted -- kinky, anal, cover her with cum, and maybe even water sports. Maybe she'd even become his sub, allowing him to take her anytime, anywhere, in any situation, and just trusting that he'd always have her best and most erotic interest at heart. Sara loved us all, but Mike probably was at the top of her list. I loved Sara, and felt even closer to her knowing we both loved Mike.
I got my best vibrator from the drawer beside my bed and went back to the chair. I put the fancy unit on a low setting and pushed the fat shaft into my cunt. The barrel turned and rubbed the inside of my vagina with soft plastic nubs that stimulated in ways a real cock couldn't. It had a little rabbit extension six inches down the shaft that stuck out and hit my clitoris in just the right place -- vibrating in a way even my fingers couldn't duplicate. A wave of pleasure swept over me.
I stared back at the empty bed, but imagined the lovers there -- hot, sweaty, loud, moaning, skin slapping together, legs wrapped around, a female riding atop Mike's cock, seeing his cock sliding into a cunt as the surrounding lips extended and contracted. I imagined Liz from across the way -- naked and passionate and loving. I imagined how the pair would speed up; the slapping sounds getting louder and more frequent, like a metronome moving at faster and faster tempos. I imagined their bodies a blur as the aroma and sounds of sex filled the room. I heard the lovers pledge devotion to each other until the end of time.
I imagined the sudden orgasms that would hit the two lovers like a runaway train in the night, a scream of pleasure, the grunt Mike made as the first shot of his seed splattered deep inside Liz, painting her insides with his love. Their backs would be arched to savor the moment to the maximum: so much pleasure in so short a time.
I came. My orgasm hit. Suddenly, I was transported to a nameless bed. Eric's cock had slammed into me and pushed me over the edge into a colossal orgasm -- the best of the month. I came and came, but knew Jim was deep inside me ... and then it was Kevin's young cock I felt in relentless pursuit of our mutual bliss. I nearly fell from the chair the emotions and passion and feelings of divine pleasure were so great. My whole body shook and trembled.
I dreamt of hugging each lover as we kissed. Maybe I'd been fucked by each of them in the same session. I thought how much fun it'd be to have done that, to be a slut and fuck all of the men -- even having them take multiple turns with me. Maybe I'd be covered in their cum or have it all deep inside me slowly oozing out. I even dreamt of Mike smiling at me across the bedroom as his spent cock slipped from Liz's beautiful cunt. I imagined how Ellen, Sara, and Liz would surround Mike in love in their afterglows. Yes, they'd all love each other -- that energy would be there, and they'd all want to do the sex act again to reinforce that love and to share their innermost emotions with Mike -- and with each other. And, I'd feel the same about Jim and Eric and Kevin, each of whom I imagined somehow extracting their cocks from my filled pussy ... and even from my ass and mouth.

* * * * *When Mike came in for lunch, the lawn mowed, and a fresh coat of paint on the back stairs, I kissed him passionately. He studied me, as though trying to read a complex mathematical equation.
I said, "I thought about it -- what you asked for me to think about."
His eyebrows rose, posing again the unspoken question.
I felt shy suddenly. I admitted, "I masturbated, and I visualized what it would be like -- you fucking Ellen, Sara, and Liz. I'm cool with it -- any of them; all of them -- anybody you care about. I love it; I would love to watch you bring them pleasure. I'm also cool with getting fucked by Jim or Eric or Kevin -- or all of them at once."
Mike pulled me into the family room, into the big chair where I'd brought Jim to orgasm only a week before. I sat in his lap and we kissed. He said, "Explain what 'I'm cool' means."
I started, "I envisioned the love acts -- our sex acts -- as something both carnal and beautiful. I felt the lust, but I also felt something deeper about our emerging relationships and how much we seem to like each other, and how our families fit together. I hesitated to think I feel 'love,' but I do -- it feels like that, positively with Ellen, Jim, and Sara; and I'm feeling that way about Liz and Eric too ... and Kevin is so sweet and innocent, and I turn him on, and that turns me on. I watched you talking to Maddy at the party; I didn't mention it before, but she was totally star struck by you."
Mike nodded and asked another of his wise questions, "And, how do you think opening our relationship to include all these other people will affect our marriage and how much we love each other?"



I thought, "Right now, I still feel it'll enhance it. I can imagine us being more attentive to each other, not because we have to win each other back but because our sensitivities to others -- and to each other -- will be greater. I think we'll feel more loving because we'll be multiplying the love we have now to share with the others."
"Will you be jealous?"
"That's a learned response. I already think I've gone a long way to unlearning what I was taught about seeing 'my man' with another woman and responding with anger and malice. Whenever I've seen you with Ellen or Sara or Liz, I felt warm inside because I knew you were happy in that moment with them -- kissing, exploring, and feeling. I think our situations have been cute, arousing, fun, teasing, and unbelievably sexy. You and I have made love after every time we've been with someone else: me with Jim, you with Ellen, or Sara, for instance. I think that's a better response than jealousy."
Mike asked, "What if you weren't in the room or even at home when something happened between me and one of the women? Does that make a difference?"
"Oh, you ask good questions. If I knew beforehand that you'd be doing something ... it would excite me. I'd get wet, even drippy, thinking about what you might be doing -- the pleasure you'd be delivering and getting. I'd be on pins and needles waiting for you to come home and tell me about it -- hopefully, while you made love to me. I'd want details -- feel-by-feel, and stroke-by-stroke details." I thought for a minute and turned the question back on my hubby; "What would you feel if you were at work, but you knew I was here making love with Jim, Eric, or Kevin ... or Ellen, Sara, or Liz?"
Mike laughed, "Just like you, I'd want all the details when I got home and had my dick in your hot little pussy. Would we have to let each other know ahead of time?"
"Hummmm. Where do you think up all these questions? In our own relationship, there's been planned sex, and spontaneous sex. Both are wonderful. I think it'd be hard to plan everything ahead of time. I mean we know when we get with Jim and Ellen and Sara that something sexual is likely to happen, but if you're at work, and Ellen comes by for some loving, or you're say getting another set of pictures taken with Liz and you both get amorous, I can't see calling one of us calling and asking permission of the other. That implies ownership anyway, and we don't own each other." I thought a moment further and added, "So, no beforehand permission, just go for it and report back later."
Mike asked, "Do we limit ourselves to people in the circle -- our neighbors?"
I shook my head, "No one night stands, but if you have feelings for someone and they have feelings for you, do it and we'll talk later. I know this is like a wide open 'free pass,' but I think we'll handle the accompanying responsibility to each other carefully."
"I agree, but isn't there a trust issue of some kind here?"
"In our relationship, I guess it's that we won't hide anything -- no situation or feelings that develop, and that we'll always come back to home base as loving as when we left -- both physically and emotionally, and maybe more so."
"Good answer."

* * * * *As spring started, our social calendar filled with our friends on the circle. We did another couple of movie nights, and things stayed at the same level. We made out like crazy, had oral sex, and refrained from intercourse. We did a romantic cookout with Liz and Eric and enjoyed making out and a lot of touchy-feely moments. Our relationship with them was slightly less advanced than with Jim, Ellen, and Sara.
On the first warm Saturday in April, Eric and Liz hosted a spontaneous pool party. This was more relaxed than the one at the start of autumn, even leading to some topless swimming by each of the women.
I started the topless trend when I dove into the pool, and my fluorescent top ended around my waist. I have fine looking breasts -- 'perfect' according to the unanimous vote of the men in the backyard at the time, so laughing I just took it off and tossed it aside. Liz acknowledged that topless was more the style for their backyard, and so she joined me, immediately followed by Ellen and Sara.
I'd gotten out and was standing talking to Eric when Kevin appeared on the pool deck. I'd forgotten about the Winslow's adult children. I think I blushed, but then relished the lust in Kevin's eyes as he ogled my bare tits. I excused myself from Eric, and went and engaged Kevin in a conversation about his college courses since he was studying in the same field that I worked in. Kevin had trouble dividing his time between my shimmying breasts with excited nipples, and my face, where he knew a gentleman should be looking.
At his fraternity party just before Christmas, I gave Kevin the opportunity to feel my puppies; however, he'd never seen them. He remained bug eyed the whole time we talked.
As I toyed with Kevin, I saw his mother and Sara laughing at the situation I'd put her son in. Although Liz had great boobs as well, Kevin didn't seem to think anything about seeing his mother or the other women at that moment. I felt a little sorry for him, because I could watch the lump in his jeans develop as we talked. When we finished, he went back inside, and I guessed he planned to jackoff as fast as possible while the memory about the shape and shimmy of my tits was still fresh in his mind.
I joined Sara and Liz. Liz shook her head laughing. "I keep telling Kevin he's got to look a woman in the eye when he talks to her. The poor boy!"
Only a few minutes later, I got to see the same response Kevin had to my tits from Jim and Mike when Maddy appeared topless. For an eighteen-year old, her breasts were large, firm, ripe, and full with large areolas and large eraser size nipples. Even her father seemed to react with more than a casual glance at his daughter's partial nudity.
Maddy didn't think anything about going topless. She walked up to the men and kissed Jim and Mike on the cheek. She knew she was affecting the men. I watched her puff out her chest and ask, "See the little bumps around my nipples; do you know what they are?"
Both Jim and Mike slowly shook their heads as they admired the taut breasts.
Maddy laughed, "It's braille. It reads 'suck here.'" She laughed and turned and walked over to where we were sitting. We were doubled over with laughter as well.
Liz explained, "We've always encouraged nudity or partial nudity around the house, particularly in the summer in the backyard." She gestured to the heavy woods and the small river behind the house, "In the fifteen years we've lived here I have yet to see anybody back there, so we have learned to savor the privacy. On a good day, when I'm not busy, you'll find me naked back here reading a good book."
Maddy picked up the conversation, "We're each on notice to let the others know if we expect visitors. Kevin is always having friends drop by, sometimes unannounced. Both Mom and I have been caught back here without a stitch on." She laughed, "I guess we fueled a few wet dreams." Liz gave her a slightly admonishing look.
I'd brought my iPhone and thus my appointment calendar with me to the impromptu cookout; thus, I finally scheduled some time two weeks out for Liz to take some pictures of me in a variety of outfits. I needed a professional one for my own website, plus I had some ideas for a present for Mike and something for my parents and grandmother.
After sunset, Kevin and Maddy disappeared and so did some of the inhibitions the adults had about being amorous with each other. Ellen and I allowed Eric to pull us into his family room, and we each had a turn making out with him, and letting him fondle and suck on our boobs.
I got more daring at one point, and while Ellen watched, I brought Eric's hand to my bikini briefs and pulled them away from my body. Quickly he was inside them and had two fingers buried in my cunt as I nearly came. He vibrated his whole hand so that his fingers pulsed inside me in a way no one had even done; I came in less than a minute, my juices gushing from my body. My body sagged into Eric's as his tongue drove into my mouth. I thought about how hot this guy was as a neighbor, and wondered why it had taken me a couple of years to discover this fact.
I pulled Ellen into our embrace, and directed Eric's hand into her bikini bottoms. It took about five minutes before she exploded and fell back into my arms. Eric knew how to excite a woman with his hand and fingers.
I left Ellen and Eric having an intimate time together; I knew she intended to give him a blowjob. I found a small orgy on the back patio, and to my surprise Kevin and Maddy had returned and were part of it.
Mike had Maddy lying on one of the picnic tables with her legs over his shoulder; he was eating her pussy like there was no tomorrow. He loved to indulge in cunnilingus, was an expert at it, and was willing to go nonstop -- or at least until his partner, usually me, made him stop because of over stimulation. Maddy was groaning, and about once a minute I watched her body stiffen in some sort of climax.
Kevin was next to him with Sara lying back in the same supine position. Kevin would watch Mike for a minute and then spend two minutes duplicating the finger, tongue, and lip action on Sara. She too moaned loudly into the night. Occasionally, Mike would give him a pointer.
On the other side of the patio, Liz knelt on a pillow as she gave Jim a Class A blowjob. The two of them were completely nude, and from the glistening sheen around Jim's mouth I assumed he'd been eating out Liz before they switched around.
I sauntered over to Mike and Maddy. I leaned down and kissed Maddy passionately, using a lot of tongue. She returned the kiss with fervor, putting both arms around my neck and pulling me to her for solid contact. She whispered to me, "Oh, God, Mike is so wonderful. I can't believe you get to do this with him everyday. I'm a puddle of sexual mush even thinking about what he's doing to me, let alone enjoying it so much. I don't ever want him to stop. Thank you for sharing."
I just smiled at her and rubbed her breasts for a while. After Maddy had another little climax, I walked around the table and repeated my kiss with Sara, but then I pulled Kevin away from her pussy and planted a wild and passionate kiss on his lips. As I did I pulled one of his hands to my breasts, and he started to pleasure me right away. After a minute, I reached down and yanked his bathing suit down his body. Kevin's rigid cock bounced into the open air from its hidden quarters. I grabbed the shaft and massaged it. I whispered to him, "Go back to eating Sara." He complied immediately.
I moved behind Kevin and rubbed my tits against his bare back, titillating him with my nipples. I reached around him again and started a steady rhythm jerking Kevin's cock with my hand as he leaned into Sara's snatch. He lasted about a minute before he came, spewing his cum on the patio deck and groaning as he made me stop fondling him.
Beside me, Mike and Maddy had watched as I masturbated the young man. He grinned at me, and went back to gnawing away at the teenage pussy he'd been lucky enough to score. I made a mental note to add Maddy to the list of neighborhood players; for some reason, I'd not considered her.
After Kevin, I went over to where Jim continued to receive a blowjob from Liz. I kissed Jim, and presented him with my breasts to suck on. A few minutes later, Liz and I changed places. I deep throated Jim a few times until he came in my mouth. I captured every drop of his ejaculate, and then swapped the viscous fluid back and forth with Liz as Jim watched.
Liz eventually dribbled some of the cum and saliva in her mouth onto my breasts, and then made a show of licking it off and swallowing. The lewd act would have probably made Kevin cum just by observing the act.
After Mike and I went home, we made love for another hour, delivering multiple orgasms to each other. Occasionally, one or the other of us would recount some particularly arousing scene from the 'no intercourse' party we'd just been at.
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Dillon Court Neighbors -- Ch. 03Neighbors in four homes enjoy group sex
This is a three part story about a place the author lived for a while. The chapters will be posted on consecutive days. Chapter 1 is a warm up for the subsequent two chapters.

* * * * *Mike and I talked about the Winslow party on and off the following week. I felt good about it because it seemed to bring everyone to the same level of erotic play. I saw each of my neighbors and found they all felt good about the party, everything they'd done or that happened to them, and, like Mike and me, eagerly awaited other get-togethers of a similar nature. We all wanted to go all the way and enjoy unrestrained with each other.
The other leveling that occurred at the party concerned the depth of our romantic feelings for each other. While there was a mountain of lust that had dictated our evening, there were also emotional attachments that deepened between each of us.
I ran into Maddy one afternoon as she was coming home from one of her college classes at the local campus. She greeted me enthusiastically, "Hi, Mrs. Franklin. I'm so glad to see you."
I laughed, "Maddy, after having me give you many minutes of French kisses and watching me jerk off your brother, I think you can call me Dory from here on out. My mother is Mrs. Franklin."
Maddy accepted that with a big smile. She said, "I really enjoyed myself. Mom told me the party was the first they'd ever had that ended up with sex -- well, just shy of people actually fucking. I thought it was spectacular, but I haven't been able to talk to anybody about it. She swore me to secrecy."
I laughed, "You can come and talk to me about any part of it you want. I'm open-minded, and I had a great time too."
She nodded and then blew my socks off. "Dory, I have a favor to ask." She paused for along time, and I could tell she was screwing up her courage to ask a favor. Finally, she spoke, "I'm a virgin -- I'm almost nineteen, and I still haven't fucked anybody. Oh, I've had a dildo in there, although Mom doesn't know I found her toys, and that's beside the point. I've never had a cock in my pussy. I've been felt, fondled, and fingered, but never fucked. What I'd like ... if you're willing ... and he's willing ... I'd like Mike to be my first."
Maddy looked at me with an eagerness that only belongs to the young.
I pulled Maddy to me and gave her a big hug and kiss. "Oh, Maddy that is so special, but that decision is Mike's and not mine. If you want, I'll talk to him about it. I feel compelled to ask, are you sure he's the right guy. I mean he won't end up a boyfriend; he's my husband ... well, he might end up as some sort of special male friend, but he's not going to take you on dates or go to fraternity parties with you -- things like that."
Maddy said, "Oh, I've thought about him for weeks. I haven't been stalking him, but almost every weekend last summer I watched him mow your lawn and do chores around the house. He's so handsome and manly. I admit I have a crush on him, but I'm not trying to steal him away from your or anything. I just want to borrow him for a bit. I want to make love with him. He cinched the deal Saturday night when he ate me out to about ten orgasms. I didn't even know I was multi-orgasmic until he turned me on so. He's experienced, and that's what I want, not some college Joe in the backseat of his car or on some fraternity house mattress. Ask him, please, for me. I'll do anything for him -- for you -- for both of you." She giggled, "I'll even be your sex slave afterwards."
That evening, Mike nearly fell off the kitchen stool when I told him about Maddy's request. True to form, he felt honored with the request and raised the same points to me that I'd raised to Maddy about his suitability for the job. Finally, after some serious thought, he said he'd consider the privilege but only if Eric and Liz approved. Mike's wisdom again amazed me.
I didn't see Maddy again until a second Saturday afternoon. When I did, she ran across the street to see me. I broke the news to her that Mike was willing, but only if her Mom and Dad knew and approved of him as the lover who would turn her into a woman.
That pronouncement made her pause and think about the situation. She said, "I'll talk to them. I need to find the right time, but I will ask, and I will get their approval and blessing. This is so important to me; I want it done right. It'll give me an experience with a man I'm entranced with and that I'll happily remember the rest of my life." After a pause, she added, "And, I was serious about the sex slave offer. I'm not sure what's involved, but just the title sounds like fun."
I responded to her offer, "Well, let's take care of your womanhood first, and then we can talk about you becoming our sex slave. I must admit just hearing that term makes my pussy gush. I could see you becoming a sex slave to the whole neighborhood; think about that."
Maddy grinned enthusiastically.
Five days later, I had a one o'clock appointment with Liz for my afternoon photo shoot. She had her professional persona on when I arrived. She interviewed me about what I wanted in the way of photographs, how I'd use them, who'd be on the receiving end, the image I wanted to project, and things like that -- all good questions.
I explained that besides the professional pictures, I wanted a loving shot I could give to Mike, a 'daughterly' shot I could send my parents, and then some risqué shots -- even pretty graphic or pornographic -- that would be for Mike only. I called the latter shots 'jerk off material' for when Mike traveled, something he was doing about a few days and nights a month. Liz laughed and said she knew exactly what I needed.
I had brought several business suits with me as well as a few pieces of lingerie. I took no mind of changing in front of Liz. We'd both seen about all there is to see of each other at their party. I'd put on an outfit, Liz would check my makeup, spend a few minutes posing me, coax various expressions on my face, and snap away. I'd put on the next outfit or top, and we'd repeat the process. Finally, Liz declared all the obligatory pictures had been taken.
Liz's whole attitude changed suddenly. The professional mask fell away and the fun loving, sexy neighbor returned. Even Liz's voice changed, become more animated, and enthusiastic about what we'd piece together to turn Mike on.
Liz asked, "How far do you want to go with this next set of shots, I mean how pornographic?"
I grinned and said, "Lead on. I want some of the best porn Mike's ever seen with me as the star."
Liz said, "Ooooookay. You stop me when things get to your boundary. I've done this before for people, and we produced some really triple X-rated stuff with them as the star. Just so you know, I'll involve other people -- Eric, and maybe Kevin if he's back from classes."
The thought of Eric and Kevin as part of my porn scene excited me. I hadn't screwed any of the neighbors yet, and maybe this would be the day, all in the name of some private porn. I had the free pass to use when the opportunity presented itself, and here it was. I knew something like that would turn Mike on to the utmost; he'd cream his jeans just seeing another cock in me.
As I slipped into the lingerie I'd brought, Liz said, "Maddy tells me she'd like Mike to be her first lover. Are you OK with that?"
I smiled at her, "I don't think you're asking the right person. Mike kicked the idea back to Maddy and told her you and Eric had to approve his 'deflowering' her. He's honored by the request, and promises to treat her tenderly and lovingly. He has a big soft spot in his heart for her, and she has a large crush on him. I think it'd be an ideal match. I reminded Maddy several times that he'll never be the boyfriend of her dreams for several reasons, but she persists."
Liz smiled, "I know she has a huge crush on Mike. She'd become his sex slave if he'd let her, and I think that'd be a good summer job for her." Liz laughed at her own humor, and I wondered just how serious she was. I shared with Liz that I thought it might be fun to have a sex slave around the house or the neighborhood.
Liz continued, "Tell Mike that both Eric and I approve wholeheartedly. We throw the ball back in his court. I suggest he take her out to a romantic dinner, wine and dine her, and then fuck the living daylights out of her in his own bed if you don't mind. You can even watch and assist as far as we're concerned."
I told her I'd pass along the message.
As Liz started to pose me against a more seductive backdrop, I asked her, "Liz, you can tell me to butt out, but I'm curious; have you and Eric involved Kevin and Maddy in your sex play in some way? I didn't feel what happened at the party was a first for them in many ways -- nudity, seeing you fooling around, and the like."
Liz said, "In a way, yes. Eric and I have been open about having sex with them around; I've had Kevin sucking on my tits while Eric fucked me. We drew the line at intercourse, but we've done nearly everything else with them. I taught Maddy how to give blowjobs using Eric for practice, and then Kevin. Eric taught Kevin how to do cunnilingus on Maddy and me. We were just in that process when we held that impromptu party; that's why Kevin was watching how Mike went down on Maddy so closely. It's also why Maddy didn't freak out about having her brother performing next to her on Sara." Liz thought for a minute and added, "Not to shock you, and you don't seem to be the kind of person that shocks about this kind of stuff, but I've been rethinking the no intercourse decision. The kids are old enough now, more mature, and ... well, I love them dearly, and in ways many other mother's don't. If the right opportunity came up ... I'd be more than tempted."
I got posed in a dozen different positions, and Liz coaxed me into some seductive looks. Slowly, the layers of lingerie came off or got rearranged to display me in some way. Liz lowered a Murphy bed out of one of the studio walls -- a room that doubled as a guest bedroom in their home, and did some messing up of the linens and bright bedspread. I did a series of boudoir shots with her directing me.
Liz moved two cameras into position, changed some lenses, refocused on me several times, and then she stripped off her clothing. As the thong flew off to the side, she said, "Men love to see their girlfriends or wives in lesbian situations. You and I are going to fuck for a while, but I'm going to have to reposition the cameras now and then."
Liz lay down beside me, and we made out. Occasionally, I hear the snap of one or both cameras and the rapid flash of the strobes would signal some image had been captured. We moved into a sixty-nine position and started to eat each other; our tongues extended to tickle clits and such. I think she must have taken about five hundred shots just of that part of our sitting.
Dildos and vibrators came into play, and some pictures got taken of me with those sticking in various holes in my body, and then feeding them into Liz's cunt or ass. A set of pictures got taken with Liz and me using a double-headed dildo; we both came as we played with that one. Both Liz and I kept having one orgasm after another; this was the best photo session I'd ever been in.
After that set of photos, Liz said, "Are you ready to be fucked?"
I took a deep breath, "Yes. Let's do it. I've looked forward to making love with Eric a long time." I grinned at her. This would be a monumental moment. I wondered how soon I'd be able to share it with Mike without spilling the beans about the surprise about my naughty pictures.
Liz sauntered out of the studio, and came back about five minutes later leading a naked Eric by his erect cock. I started to go to Eric to kiss him hello, but Liz stopped me. "Wait," she said; "Let me capture everything you do on film."
She grabbed one of the nearby cameras, and said, "OK, now."
I flowed into Eric's arms, and he kissed me with great abandon. Our naked bodies rubbed together in so many ways, at so many points of contact. Liz moved around us, moving up and down, snapping pictures almost every second.
We openly positioned ourselves so he could fondle my breasts. I fondled Eric's cock, and then started a blowjob that got captured from all angles. Before he came, Eric stopped me and turned the tables, starting a fabulous bout of cunnilingus that brought me to two orgasms as Liz kept taking pictures. For the most part, I ignored her unless she gave us some direction.
About that time my second orgasm from Eric passed, we all heard the front door open and close. Liz smiled and said, "Kevin is home. Are you ready for a threesome?"
I nodded enthusiastically.
Liz disappeared again however, I went back to giving head to Eric, and he kept encouraging me with a string of appreciative dirty talk, even describing what a slut I was to be taking on father and son. I liked being called a slut by someone I cared so much for.
Liz reappeared with Kevin. He'd stripped down to his boxers, and shed those when he saw how naked the three of us were. Liz posed us next to the bed, and then had me start alternately blowing Eric and Kevin, as I held their cocks and guided them into my mouth. She got a series of shots of me with both their cocks in my mouth at the same time.
Liz announced, "OK, its fucky fuck time. Who's first?"
I looked at Eric and Kevin. They both shrugged and looked at me.
I pointed to Eric, "Come and make love to me, and Kevin don't go too far away, I want you too."
I lay back on the bed, and Eric positioned himself between my legs. He'd done this before, and I wondered what other women in town had the privilege of his cock driving into them as the event got digitally captured. He spent several minutes dragging his cock back and forth across my slit as Liz directed the action, and then just the mushroomed shaped head of his cock found my opening, and then his entire cock sank into me. Liz even got close-ups of the penetration.
Kevin joined us, and he penetrated me as Eric stood by and watched. He explained this was the first time his parents had actually seen him fucking anybody. After a series of shots, Liz arranged me reverse cowgirl on Kevin. She got some wonderfully gross shots of his cock pushing into my pussy.
Liz said, "Ass? DP?"
I said, "OK, but take it slow, and I need to be lubed up."
Liz tossed me a tube of Astroglide, and as I greased up my ass, she talked to Kevin about how to penetrate a woman's ass so it was pleasurable and not painful. Kevin was well endowed, yet he was careful, slow, and allowed me to pace and move until he was buried in me. Liz shot the entire scene.
After Kevin fucked my ass for a couple of minutes, I leaned back on top of Kevin and spread my legs. Eric moved between them, and positioned his cock at the entrance to my pussy. After some shots, he pushed into me, and I was being DP'd for the first time in my life. I nearly came every second as the two men slowly moved in and out of my body.
Liz took a hundred more shots from every angle. Finally, she said, "Cum?"
I nodded. Both men read my response, and they picked up their pace. Eric started to strum my clit with his thumb, and I rose and higher and higher up some mystical and heavenly pathway leading to the "Big One."
Kevin blasted off first, closely followed by his father. The combination was too much for me, and I burst apart in a million pieces of orgasmic bliss in a kaleidoscope of colors and light. After I'd fully imploded, I grabbed Eric and pulled him into a kiss that Hollywood would only hope to capture in some movie sometime -- a one in a million kiss of love and passion and ecstasy.
Eric slowly withdrew, and I felt Kevin's cock also slide out of my ass. Liz took a hundred rapid pictures between my legs, and then I reached down and pulled some of the cum from my pussy and brought it up to my lips and sucked on my fingers. I repeated the gesture and offered my fingers to Liz. She handed her camera to Eric, and he played photographer as she moved into the picture and sucked the cum off my fingers.

* * * * *Liz sent me home to clean up, and told me to return in two hours. I kissed the boys goodbye, dressed, and left. I'd asked her for a few photos for me to show Mike that night. I didn't want to keep secret what had gone on that afternoon, although he knew I had the photo shoot, I doubt he had in mind anything close to what transpired with the three of them.
When I returned, Liz was at the large screen computer in the corner of her studio-home office. She'd downloaded and backed up all the pictures she took in the afternoon, and was culling out about thirty or forty of the erotic photographs that 'told a story,' and I joined in the process. She started sending our unmodified selections to the printer.
As the printer chugged out the prints we'd selected, Liz said, "You know a few hours ago; you asked whether we'd involved our kids in our sex play." I nodded, recalling the question. "Well, since you left and came back, my answer has changed." She gave me a sheepish grin.
Liz admitted, "I was so horny after you left, I had Kevin fuck me while Eric watched. Eric hadn't recovered from fucking you, but a twenty-one year old man bounces right back. Oh, Dory, it was wonderful. He lasted a long time, and it felt so loving. We're the closest we've been in years, and now I'm walking around with my son's cum in my pussy. I love it. I know we'll do it again; Eric even encouraged it."
"Wow. I think that's cool. I like it when people break rules that society lays down, or some old men legislate. I'm a rebel at heart."
Liz acknowledged, "Me too. I guess we're a little strange, particularly in this area of our lives, but I wouldn't have it any other way."
Liz collected the thirty-six high gloss prints and in fewer than fifteen minutes, aided by a laminating machine and a binding machine, she had created the most erotic coffee table book anyone might ever want in their home. We giggled and laughed as only women doing naughty things could do as she created the book. I kissed Liz to say thanks, and we almost got carried away with our sex play again.
Liz said, "I'd love to be there when you show Mike this. Heck, I'd love to have his cock in my cunt when he sees this. I confess, I have wanted to fuck your husband since that first night we had dinner at your house."
I thought for a moment, "Why don't we have 'dessert' at my house tonight. I'll wrap this up and give it to Mike when you're there -- oh, and I'll invite the other neighbors if they're available."
Liz glowed, "Oh, Thank you."
We set up a time, and I went home, and called Ellen and Sara. I also texted Mike to guarantee he didn't try to get into one of his late nights at the office, but he was good with getting home at the regular dinner hour. I did tell him we were having company for dessert, but I didn't let him know whether that was code for 'having sex' or only dessert.
I'd started dinner when Liz called. She had an epiphany about how to present the book to Mike, yet have it be something we could all appreciate. After she described her idea, I was leaping around the kitchen I was so happy and horny. When Mike came in, I nearly jumped his bones. I had to restrain myself and save some of both our energies for some later sex play.
I rushed off and showered, and then fixed dinner. I had enough fixings on hand to serve strawberries and ice cream for everyone. So I prepared that with Mike's help. I could see he was keeping his expectations in check, believing that this evening really was only about a cordial dessert with friends.
Liz was the first to arrive with her laptop computer and several wires that allowed her to connect the unit to our large screen television in the family room. Mike was curious what was going on, but I suggested he not be too curious just yet. The way I said it let him know something extraordinarily sexy would soon occur. I don't think his analytical mind made the connection between my photo shoot and what Liz might show later.



Sara engaged Maddy to babysit. In an aside, Liz told me the only reason Maddy agreed to babysit was she didn't want to be around Mike 'until he was ready' for her. She said Maddy was actually a little shy and embarrassed to have her parents know her deflowering plans, but had accepted the situation to get what she wanted.
Liz also told me the presentation she'd quickly assembled had a couple of hundred more photographs than what we'd selected for the album for Mike. I hugged her; she was doing so well by us and her ideas were great and stimulating.
The eight of us stood around our kitchen and family room having dessert: Mike and me, Jim and Ellen, Eric and Liz, and Kevin and Sara. As people finished, I made a brief speech, "My friends and lovers, thank you for coming. I love Mike so much that I decided to do something special ... and erotic for him today while Liz was taking pictures of me in a regular sitting. Well, things got a bit carried away, we had some other people participate, and Liz and I thought you might want to see the results. I have a gift for Mike, and if you'll come into the family room and watch the TV you'll see the general contents of the book on the big screen, so pair up with someone you like -- no spouses together -- and come and let's see what Liz has for us from my photo shoot this afternoon. Oh, and Liz told me she wanted Mike with her so she could sense his reactions to her photographs."
With that I presented the gift-wrapped book to Mike. I quietly suggested he wait until after the TV show to open the gift. He winked at me. He said, "Were you naughty today."
I grinned sheepishly and whispered to him, "I was very, very, very, naughty as you'll see -- the naughtiest I've ever been. I hope you don't get mad. I took a chance and invited everyone assuming you'd go the other way."
Mike kissed me and whispered, "Don't worry. I think I understand what happened from your comments." He gave me an affectionate squeeze.
Liz came and pulled Mike over to one end of the sofa. She sat in his lap, and promptly directed his hand under her shirt so he could fondle her bare breasts. He looked happy in that activity. Jim cozied up to me, "Since you're apparently going to be the star attraction, can I be with you?" I kissed Jim, and we took the other end of the sofa. Eric and Sara snuggled in together in the large chair, and Kevin took the other large chair and pulled Ellen into his lap; the pair started kissing and cooing at each other immediately.
Liz had a little push button clicker that made her computer change the pictures in her presentation. She pressed the button, and the first slide appeared, an enlargement of my flat stomach and navel with sexy lighting. Across the screen the words "To Mike Franklin with Love from His Wife, Dory." I blew Mike a kiss from a few feet away. He laughed and urged Liz to get on with the slide show.
The first few pictures of me were in lingerie, with less and less of it on my body in each succeeding picture. When I was nude, there were a few tasteful nude shots of my body, some backlit, and even one showing an enlargement of my pussy -- the lips surrounding my vagina beautiful in their lighting and texture. I heard a few sexy groans around the room.
The next shot showed four feminine hands around my pussy: two were mine and two were Liz's; they pulled my lips apart to reveal the pink interior of my cunt. The subsequent shots showed the Sapphic interplay Liz and I had indulged in. I could feel Jim get about as hard as granite beside me; I reached down and stroked his cock through his shorts. Others in the room were starting to get into some touching and fondling as well.
The next series of shots started with a profile shot of me kissing Eric. Our bodies touched in three places: my tongue jammed into Eric's mouth in a passionate kiss, my breasts rubbing again his chest, and his cock extended to where it rubbed against my mons. I was on tiptoe, and the whole scene was backlit.
Mike whooped, "That is one of the sexiest pictures I have ever seen. I hope there are more and more like that one."
We all heard Liz assuring him there were. The photo sequence slowly revealed how Eric and I had fondled each other's bodies, and then showed me initiating the blowjob on his rigid dick. From there, the pictures segued into Eric's cunnilingus assault on my pussy, his tongue obviously bringing me to orgasm at one point.
The next picture was a close-up of Eric's cock lying across my pussy, hard, and erect and ready to penetrate. Everyone in the room gasped at the provocative picture when it appeared and filled the screen. The next picture showed the start of the penetration, and then a series of shots as he slowly plunged deeper and deeper in my cunt, until he had nothing else to feed me. Other shots that followed showed us fucking, and changing position, his cock in me from different angles under different lighting conditions. Every shot was a work of pornographic art.
Another gasp filled the room when a second cock appeared in the pictures, and then the sequence leading up to where I was double penetrated by Kevin and Eric. By this point, Jim and I were nude, and I held his erect cock in my hand; before the series showing me fucking Eric had started I adjusted position and slowly slid Jim's cock up inside me. This had been something we'd wanted for a year, and now we had true passion between us; we were making love. I wanted Jim to cum inside me when the picture of the cum leaking from my pussy appeared. I whispered my hopes to Jim, kissed him, and told him how much I loved him.
In the chair opposite us, Kevin had impaled Ellen on his cock, the two making no pretense at watching the erotic pictures except with occasional glances. They were fucking, and obviously enjoying the act and obviously enjoying showing off for the others in the room. Sara was riding Eric on the other end of the sofa, and from what I could tell Liz got her wish; Mike seemed to have his cock buried deep in Liz's pussy. I think that was why there was uneven spacing between when the various photos appeared on the screen. No one seemed to care, anyway.
Some pictures were left on the screen a relatively long time as each couple in our family room fucked. The DP scene seemed to take a long time to get through, and then there were the pictures of our orgasms. The picture of my face as my double-penetration orgasm hit was priceless. It also inspired Jim to fire off a volley of cum shots deep inside me. I heard Liz make a similar groan to mine indicating that Mike was done for the moment. A few more photos slid by, and there was the close-up of my pussy and ass with the white semen from the Winslow men oozing out of each orifice. Kevin blasted his cum into Ellen's quim, and Eric finished off in Sara.
The last picture showed me lying between Kevin and Eric, cum leaking down my leg, and that freshly fucked look on my face. We were kissing and obviously enjoying the afterglow of a fabulous sex session.
Mike started the applause, and soon the whole room looked at Liz and me in appreciation.
Jim asked bluntly, "Could I get a copy of the presentation? That is the sexiest thing I've seen, and I watch a lot of porn." Kevin asked his mother for one too. I nodded my assent, and said, "Providing that none of that stuff ends up on the Internet or being shown at a fraternity party I'm fine with each of you having one ... and no copies for friends either."
Liz stood and ignored the cum running down her leg. She ejected the DVD disk in her laptop and presented it to Mike. Mike unwrapped the present, and as we all looked on he thumbed through the pages of the coffee table book Liz had whipped together. Despite her caveats that she'd make a better book when she had more time, the first draft was wonderful and arousing. I could see Mike's cock becoming aroused again as each page was turned. All the men were aroused again.
Mike said, "I want to make love to my wife, right here, right now, for all of you to see. I'm not embarrassed, and after that show I know she isn't either. I suggest you each get a different partner for this round of loving."
Mike pulled me down on his cock, ignoring the fluids Jim had left behind. He whispered to me, "Yes, you were a very, very naughty girl, and I loved every second of the show and what you did." We kissed in a passionate way.
Beside us, Jim and Sara were making love for the first time. Eric and Ellen were fucking on the deep pile rug. Beside them, Liz slowly lowered her body onto her son's rigid cock, her head moving back in a satisfying moan of pleasure. I could see many barriers had been broken today, and many boundaries moved or tossed aside.

* * * * *The following Saturday, a long white limousine pulled into the cul-de-sac and stopped in front of our house. Dressed in a tuxedo, Mike walked out and met the driver. Sara and I watched from the window as they talked, and Mike pointed between our house and Maddy's house. The driver nodded and pulled around the circle so he was properly placed in front of the Winslow's driveway.
Mike walked up to their front door and knocked. We could see Liz open the door. She and Mike kissed, and he stepped inside. Tucked under Mike's arm was a delicate corsage in a clear plastic box. Mike had rehearsed putting the flower on my shirt to be sure he'd not fumble with Maddy. Sara and I tittered about what might be going on inside the house. This verged on being a highly unusual prom date.
Only a minute later, Mike escorted Maddy down their walkway to the limousine. The driver snapped to attention and held the door for the couple. Maddy was wearing an electric blue cocktail dress and what I called fuck-me heels. The corsage was pinned on her dress in just the right place and didn't stand out too much. Maddy's hair was done up in a French twist and looked stunning; even from our distance we could see the careful attention she'd given to makeup. Maddy was so adult looking; she appeared to be Mike's age.
According to plan, the limousine whisked them into Boston where Mike had booked the best table at the Top of the Hub. He'd told me often, the food isn't that fabulous, but the view and jazz are impressive beyond anything else Boston could offer. Later, Mike told me everything went off without a hitch. Dinner was great, they danced, and he romanced Maddy to a point where she was almost having orgasms on the dance floor in his arms.
They rode home, and he texted me on the way. I'd joined the other six adults in the group for a little sex party next door at Jim and Ellen's. Jim and Eric and Kevin had made love to me, and to each of the other women as well. We'd had fun, but we'd used all the guys' energy for a while. We sat around, naked, and happy with each other.
Mike's text was a signal for me to get into place as the 'Love Slave' for the new lovers. Ellen and Sara had helped me create a sexy slave girl costume reminiscent of Roman times. I dressed, and headed home just before the limo got to our small circle. The tunic I wore wrapped over one shoulder but left both of my breasts exposed. I wore nothing beneath the tunic either, hoping someone might further toy with my bare pussy as the night went on.
I had the door open and was kneeling just inside, in good slave girl fashion, as the couple came up the walk to our home. Maddy looked surprised to see me in such a submissive posture. I spoke softly, "Welcome, Master and Miss Winslow. Master, things are as you requested."
Mike spoke in a dominant voice, "Lead us to the bedroom. I have tasks for you."
I rose and escorted the couple to the master bedroom along a pathway lined with flickering candles. A huge bouquet of roses sat on a table just inside the bedroom door. A very visible card rested on the table that clearly read, "To Maddy, With Love, Mike."
Two-dozen candles lit the bedroom, and gave the room a soft rich orange glow. The setting was as romantic as we could make it.
Maddy croaked, "Oh, God, that's so nice," and threw herself into Mike's arms. They kissed as I went and prepared the bed for the next step in Maddy's seduction. When they broke apart, I moved to Maddy, and indicated without a word that I was to help her undress. She accepted my presence, but it puzzled her at that point because my role was unclear, and Mike made no move to touch her.
I carefully helped Maddy out of her dress, hanging the beautiful sheath in our closet. I helped strip Maddy further until all she wore were her sexy shoes and her white thigh high stockings, both things that turn Mike on, and that we'd communicated to Liz as a 'suggestion' for Maddy's ensemble.
Maddy posed for Mike, turning her body for him so he could see every nuance of her femininity. Maddy's body was truly beautiful and sexy beyond description. I felt wetness between my own legs just seeing her nakedness. I knew I'd have to find a willing sex partner before the night progressed much further.
Mike had remained fully clothed in his tuxedo, and sat in our bedroom chair sipping a glass of wine and watching me disrobe his 'date.' He watched her turn for him, studying every facet of her body. If Maddy loved his stare as much as I did, it gave her a real boost because his face displayed such obvious lust and appreciation for what he saw.
I bowed to Mike; not at all like me but this was fun play-acting. I asked in my best subservient tone, "Master?"
He spoke commandingly, "Remove the rest of her clothing and help her relax until she's ready for me." He pointed to the bed.
Maddy stood as I carefully stripped the stockings from her legs. My assistance put my head right at the level of her pussy. Maddy was nearly dripping in anticipation, and smelled invitingly, exactly like a young female that wanted sex in the worst way. I hoped I'd get to savor some of her nectar first hand sometime soon.
When Maddy was totally nude, I led her to the bed, and indicated she should lie on her stomach. Puzzled she lay down. I gave her a circular pillow for her face during my massage of her back. From a special warmer on the bedside table I produced a small dish of heated oil; the temperature was perfect. I put oil in my hands and then massaged it into the young girl's legs, starting at her smallest toe and working my way up to the edge of her nether region.
Maddy moaned, and immediately got in the spirit of the massage. Suddenly, she also understood at least one of my roles that evening. I added more oil and did Maddy butt and back, working the oil into her shoulders and upper arm muscles. I straddled her as I did, even allowing her to feel my bare pubes against her body beneath my nearly nonexistent tunic.
I carefully rolled Maddy over, and did her feet, legs, arms, breasts, and torso, working the deliciously scented oil deep into every pore of her body. I massaged deep into her breasts, pulling the nipples, and stimulating them in everyway I could think of. Last, I moved to her virgin pussy, rubbing the oil into her labia, and even darting a finger inside her. I leaned down, and unexpected lapped up some of the juices she'd emitted. I didn't persist that was Mike's job, but I got my first taste. With my fingers, I brought Maddy almost to the brink of an orgasm. She looked at me with eyes that pleaded for release.
Mike appeared beside me, naked and erect. I bowed to him, and moved off the bed. I set one candle on a windowsill as a signal to the others, and then knelt in a corner of the room where I could watch the bed. I still had further duties.
Mike went down on Maddy, and in seconds Maddy exploded into his mouth and onto his tongue with an orgasm. I'd done well at priming the virgin for him. On his own, he worked her to another orgasm. He told me he knew her buttons from the party where he'd eaten her to many orgasms and planned to use that knowledge to his advantage.
Even from across the room, I could see Maddy's pussy was excited and expectant about what would happen next. Mike rose between her legs, held his rigid shaft, and presented it to Maddy as the precious instrument of love that it was. Maddy pulled the shaft to her opening, and with a tug directed him inside her.
Gently, Mike sank inside only a fraction of an inch. Maddy moved her hips up to meet him, but he'd pulled away by then. He repeated the gesture advancing only a quarter of an inch on each slow forward stroke, until after several minutes he bottomed out in her cunt and ground his hips into hers.
Maddy moaned and came again at the new pressure on her clit. Mike leaned in and kissed her repeatedly. I could hear him whisper words of love to her. Together they started to move and oscillate together in the missionary position. Maddy looked up at Mike so adoringly, I got tears in my eyes at the beauty and marvel of the sex act they shared. This was the first time I'd ever been able to study Mike making love to someone; I wondered if we looked as beautiful and loving.
After a few moments, I could see Maddy starting to build to another climax. Mike must have sensed it too, because he sped up and also brought his fingers into play on her clit. She exploded into an array of emotions like a Fourth of July fireworks display. Mike came with her, spewing his hot cum deep inside her gorgeous body. As the afterglows passed, the couple rolled to their sides with Mike still embedded inside the teen.
One by one the others from our circle of lovers silently walked into the bedroom and encircled the bed. We held hands briefly as Maddy looked around from her parents, to Jim and Ellen, Sara and Kevin, and me. Starting with Eric and Liz, they each leaned in and kissed Maddy, and said beautiful things to her about her new womanhood, her beauty and poise, how much we loved her, and how we celebrated her discovery of passion and love which would now remain with her forever.
Maddy got choked up again and cried against Mike's shoulder as he cradled her in his arms. She sobbed, "This is so beautiful ... this is so special. I'll never ever forget tonight. Thank you all."
I ushered the others out of the bedroom and shut the door behind me. The plan all along had been for Maddy and Mike to spend the night together.

* * * * *After Maddy's initiation, when we started having full-blown sex with each other, our gatherings actually got a little calmer, although we surely loved the sex. Mike and I were closer than ever, yet enjoyed our neighbors in various combinations. When Rachel was away on visitations with her father, Sara would come and sleep with the Russerts, Kevin, or us. Even when Mike was on one of his trips, Sara and I might make love and cuddle together long into the night.
Maddy also became a steady visitor, principally to be with Mike; however, overtime Maddy and I established a loving relationship as well, one with fun variations in sex. She got a boyfriend, but always came home, and wanted some time with us. She also grew comfortable making love with the others on our cul-de-sac. Over the summer, Maddy celebrated having sex with her brother and parents in separate encounters. She knew this set her apart from others in the world, but found a new sense of sibling and parental love she couldn't do without. Even as outside observers, Mike and I could see the new closeness and affection within the Winslow family.
We also played a 'Sex Slave' game with Maddy from time to time, schooling her in the finer points of fucking, womanhood, flirting, and hedonism as we made her 'serve' us. Of course, she got fucked blind, an activity she never seemed to tire of. She took to it like a duck to water, and we hoped her enthusiasm for the game would persist in the future. Maddy aspired to be a slut like the other women in the circle; she read a book entitled 'The Ethical Slut,' and this became her goal -- sex with whom she chooses on her terms.



Kevin graduated with his computer science degree, and I hired him to work in my small company. He's sharp and is already working beyond my expectations. He has a home office in his parent's house, so he's next door. After two months, we had to make a rule that the two of us couldn't fuck between nine and five. Kevin had an unlimited capability for sex, and so did I; we weren't getting any work done. For the present, we get some work done, although we do break our rule now and then.
Kevin got a steady girlfriend, and overtime introduced her to our neighborhood circle. Heather was a doll: young, smart, and vivacious. Heather engendered loving relationships with each of us -- men and women, and when she finally understood some of our sexual activities and the open invitation we gave her to be with us she joined in with enthusiasm. Heather liked everything that went on so much that she'd come by when Kevin was busy so that she could just visit us ... of play with us, as the mood struck -- which it usually did.
Mike made junior partner at his law firm within the year. His open and relaxed attitude about life and relationships were cited as major contributors to his promotion. With the jump in pay Mike got, plus the expansion of my own business, we could have moved to a bigger house, but we wouldn't even think of leaving our neighbor lovers.
Our relationships have evolved too, becoming enriched as we interact and love one another. Some nights, so long as I knew Mike was comfortable, I might stay in Jim and Ellen's bed, or Eric and Liz's bed. One of those women might go and stay with Mike too. We have a fluidity of love partners that transcend the original boundaries and home fronts that had been established before we formed our loving group.
We do many things as a large family too -- a large family-with-benefits. When Mike and I decided to enter into parenthood, we opted for me to just stop using the pill. I made love with each male in the circle at least twice a week, so when I became preggers there was considerable doubt about whom the father might be. We'd decided as a group that it didn't make any difference, and Mike led that decision.
Rachel had also become a child of the circle, and so would our children. While Rachel had initially suffered some stress resulting from the divorce of Sara and her father, as Sara integrated into the circle, seven-year-old Rachel came with her. Quite suddenly, she had four other loving mothers and four daddies that doted on the girl, all with an abundance of love and affection that few children in the world receive. Rachel blossomed, and even the reports from school commented on how well adjusted and socially astute she was. Rachel never questioned the arrangements we had with each other; it was just the way her crazy family lived.
I felt compelled to write how our neighborhood polyamorous circle started and how it became the open and loving group it evolved into. I wrote this long draft of the events, changing names and locations, and Ellen helped me turn the story into something I could submit to an online forum for erotic stories. One of the men in the circle let me use his site ID to post the story. He has a lot of stories published on the site as well, under the name Romantic1.
I'll end this story here. Eric is beside me in my bed kissing my shoulder with love, and for tonight Mike is across the street making love to Maddy and Liz. I think Kevin is next door with Ellen and Heather; and Jim is one house over with Sara. Eric looks eager to satisfy me in sexual ways despite my distended belly; that's true love to me. I'll give this manuscript to Ellen tomorrow to edit one more time, and maybe we can get it submitted by the end of the week. I'd love your comments on our neighborhood circle, and before some of you fly off in a rant, I know this lifestyle is not for everyone, but it does work for us.
By the way, there is a house for sale not too far away on the corner of our little street and the main road into the town center. We're hoping some friendly folks will move in. If you're interested, drop me a note by way of a comment on this story.
Love to you all.
Dory
Dory Franklin
4 Dillon Court
Dillon, Massachusetts (I can never remember the zip code here)
###
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Dad and the Emo GirlA surprising romance across generations
I asked my father to write the story about how he met Colly, the pretty girl who has been his loving consort for the past decade. The following is the recollection the two of them put together with a loving daughter's editing.

* * * * *The mall is a place to see people -- mostly happy people. I put them into five categories. First were the speed shoppers; they knew exactly what they wanted and where to get it, and time was of the essence. Next were the window shoppers, probably with some money burning a hole in their pocket; they hit every store until they found the perfect 'thing' to take home. Third was comparison shoppers; they'd have a specific item in mind, and they'd go to each store that carried it and compared deals. The fourth group comprised kids who wanted to meet other kids and hang out. The mall was better for them because they could talk and even occasionally scream at each other and not have some librarian go ballistic.
I'm in the fifth group -- people that need to get out of their homes just to remember that there is a civilization 'out there,' and that they're not the only ones on the planet. I needed to see people, and maybe interact with a few. Were it not for the mall and a few shopping trips I could probably go a month or more without conversing with a single individual. I'm an old fart and a widower. I've been in this sad state for eight months since my Alice died from the Big 'C'. I've had time to get used to the idea that she's gone, although we'd been together nearly forty years -- getting married in our mid-twenties, and thinking we knew everything there was to know.
Alice was the social one. Her friends became 'our' friends, but after her passing, there was no 'her,' so I became superfluous. Oh, a few called for a while 'to see how I was getting on,' but after my one word answers -- 'fine' -- they gradually gave up and the calls almost stopped. Oddly, I didn't miss seeing a single one of them maybe because they all now seemed to think they had to fix me up with some other widow or divorcee. My dates were pleasant, but I had no chemistry with any of them. More than that though, I looked for a spiritual connection with love deep inside it, the same kind of connection I'd had with Alice. I knew when I met the 'right' person that I'd soon see that connection between our souls -- mind, body, and spirit.
The best bench in the mall sat at the bottom of an escalator just outside J. C. Penny. On one side was a music store with everything from CD's to instruments, and even lessons for the inspired, beside that store there were a Radio Shack and a Brookstones gadget shop. On the other side of the wide concourse were a small food court and a Victoria's Secret. From 'my' bench, I could watch people come down the escalator, select their store, read the look in their eye, and categorize them.
I commanded my bench. The general rule seemed to be that if you had a bench you got all of it; no one would join you. No one would come and pass the day, or ask whether they could glance at your newspaper, or inquire where the computer store was, or complain about how long their wife or girlfriend was taking to shop.
I confess a lifelong affinity for girl watching. This mall had the prettiest women in town; a point my careful research had confirmed after only a few weeks of study. My ogling had amused Alice. She not only tolerated it, but as I got older she'd nudge her elbow into my ribs to be sure I saw some 'Babe' walking by, usually with a pair of unnatural tits; she was nice like that. I liked big tits. Alice didn't have big tits. That one afternoon, however, things on the 'Babe' front were a little slow.
I had drifted into my mid-afternoon daze -- a glassy-eyed substitute for a nap for people my age -- when I felt my bench seat shift with someone's weight. I woke up.
Beside me sat a teenage girl. I tried to guess her age but gave up -- somewhere between fourteen and thirty was as close as I could get. I'd always been terrible about guessing women's ages. She was pretty but had done a dozen things to detract from her natural beauty. The most obvious detractors were her piercings: garish nose stud, eyebrow ring, lip ring, and a dozen ear piercings spread out on either ear. She wore makeup that made her skin look pale and pasty, almost like a cadaver. Her cropped brunette hair that dipped over her right eye had broad stripes of bright red and blue luminescent paint in it. Partly visible on her right shoulder was a tattoo of some kind. She had a dozen bracelets on her right wrist, and a large watch on her left. I could see a scroll letter 'C' tattooed on the back of her left hand.
She was dressed in black from head to toe, an oversized black t-shirt for a band I'd never heard of, atop black pants that overlay some kind of black ankle high boots. One silver waist chain offset the starkness of style. She had a black shoulder bag.
Despite the detractions, I thought she was cute. A screwed up pixie with a pretty face and a curvy shape, I thought. I felt friendly, so I made eye contact and nodded with a smile. As usual, I gave her my brief but secret ogle, trying to assess her shape beneath the bulky clothing.
I got an insolent frown back, but didn't let that deter me.
"Care to look at the newspaper," I offered the well-read edition of the daily paper that I'd had with me since mid-morning. I smiled and held out the paper to her. "Sorry, but I've already done the crossword puzzle and the Sudoku."
'No," and after a long pause, "but thank you." The scowling behavior evaporated behind a friendly voice and a partial smile. The part grin made my whole day; a pretty girl had smiled at me and even talked to me.
I went back to minding my own business, and cataloged the young woman as belonging in my Category 4 -- kids coming to the mall to hang out, although she seemed a little on the old side. I remembered reading somewhere about 'emo girls' -- young women who jive on a certain kind of music derivative of punk, have that pixie haircut with dark hair, cover part of their face with a wave of their colored hair, use lots of dark eyeliner, and indulge in lots of pins, piercings, and jewelry. Their image verges on Goth, but they apparently don't like that descriptor. A few of them cut their wrists or post racy pictures of themselves on the Internet. Many have inferiority complexes. The article I'd read said most of them were misunderstood, and generally nice kids.
Emo Girl sat for a while, studied the other people, checked her large black and white watch several times, and appeared impatient. After ten minutes, she left without saying a word. I watched her stomp off, apparently angry. I guessed that a friend had not shown up as promised.
I saw Emo Girl the next day, and she came and sat with me again the day after that too.
The third time I saw her I was the paragon of conversationalists. I smiled at her and said, "Hi."
She nodded back and smiled. I didn't think emo girls were allowed to smile. She had a pretty smile with straight pearly teeth. She checked her watch, pulled out her cell phone, and did that magic typing with her two thumbs that probably would out pace a stenographer of old. After a minute, she uttered, "Shit!" She stood up and stomped away again.
Emo Girl became a regular at my bench at three o'clock every day. I got so that I eagerly awaited her appearance. On at least half her visits, she repeatedly appeared to have been stood up. I felt sorry for her, and that her friends thought so little of her. I never saw her meet anybody.
After a week of this, and having missed seeing her on the weekend, I expanded my witty conversation. "Hi. You still waiting for someone?"
"Yeah. I meet these guys on the Internet, and they're supposed to meet me here. I think they come by, take one look at me, gag, and then I'm toast. They won't even answer my texts after that."
"Computer dating?"
"Sort of. It's just a way to meet people to see whether you like them. We swap instant messages around and decide if we want to meet." She posited, "Am I really that bad looking?" She looked at me as though she expected an answer.
I decided honesty was the best policy. "It's taken me a week to get used to your 'look.' I'm on the much older side of things from you, and I know it's a fashion statement, but I've never known anybody with so many piercings or such ... pretty body art. Show me your right arm."
Emo Girl held out her arm and pulled up the short sleeve to her shoulder. The arm had a colorful wrap-around design from her shoulder to just above her elbow -- reds, blacks, and greens. The more I looked; the more I deciphered what it was.
I exclaimed, "Ah, I've met the girl with the dragon tattoo." I said it in a nice way, not to tease but to acknowledge.
Emo Girl said, "Yeah. I couldn't afford the whole body dragon. I've got a couple of others too, but they're much smaller." She showed me her left hand. As if to read my mind, she said, "I've got a few other piercings too, but like the other tats, they don't show."
My mind made some lewd assumptions about the location of her other piercings and tattoos that I kept to myself. I wondered what I would have thought about Emo Girl forty years earlier. Would I have thought she was cute and dateable? Would I have wanted to kiss her with a lip ring? She was cute, and I decided that had I been forty years younger, I definitely would have shown up to meet this pixie.
I put a hand out. "My name's Doug."
Emo Girl studied my hand as though I'd just asked her to touch a spider. Finally, she shook it, "Hi, I'm Colette, but my friends call me 'Colly' because I'm so jolly."
"You're an emo girl? I've never met one before."
"Sort of ... well, trying to be, I guess; or I was. I'm about to change though; I'm getting too old, and I only like some of the music now. The few friends I have are deeper into it than I am. That's one of the reasons I thought I'd reach out and see whether I could expand my circle of friends."
I asked, "Did you put up a profile and picture of yourself?"
Colly blushed. "Sort of. My profile is pretty accurate, but the picture I put up is from a couple of years ago ... before I went emo."
I laughed, "So, no truth in advertising."
Colly sighed. "I know. When I had a picture of me up there like this no one, I mean no one, responded or wanted to IM with me in the chat rooms."
I shared my earlier thought, "I would. You're cute. Mind if I ask how old you are?"
"I turn nineteen next Wednesday. I'll have to stop being emo before I turn twenty; it's supposed to be a teen thing, but there are some oldsters that keep doing the emo thing, but they look silly. It's gross."
"You in school?"
"Art school, sort of. I signed up for a couple of courses at the college. I couldn't afford the full college tuition, so this is the best I can get -- a few courses. I got a job, based on the courses I'm taking. I work in the art and supply shop downtown. It's only part time, but I can live on it for now. I live at home with my mom."
I admitted college was expensive, and from there we had a nice conversation about her design and advertising courses, and that led her to ask what I did. Somewhat embarrassed, I explained that I'd just retired and was kicking around.
My own children were thirty-one -- twins. They lived a thousand miles away and had their own lives: one married and the other engaged, both with demanding jobs, and on good career tracks. Both were also Plain Janes -- no emo look to my kids, and that was their choice, not mine or Alice's. They were fine average looking, middle-class citizens who would start popping out grandchildren in a year or two.
Colly decided she had to go, but she told me that she again looked forward to seeing me the next day. I liked that she seemed to like me, so I reflected my genuine friendship back at her. At least, here was one sweet young thing I didn't scare off in some way, although she seemed to be scaring off some younger men. I felt as though I were coaxing a skittish baby bird into sitting next to me.
The next day, the two of us were back on my bench. This time I'd bought her a cup of black coffee. I figured if everything she wore was black, she wouldn't want cream in her coffee. She was pleased and grateful by my gesture. I got a smile for my thoughtfulness, and it warmed me to the core.
We talked for over an hour that day, really getting to know each other. We were animated, attentive, and enthusiastic about learning about each other. We asked each other a lot of questions that showed we'd been listening, and caring about what each other said and felt about various aspects of life. I felt Colly really thought I'd led an interesting life, and I found her life, with the twists and turns of her crazy family, also interesting. The first half of the conversation was what I call all the public stuff -- the parts of our lives that are public and that don't really reveal our inner selves. Where we live, grew up, went to school, traveled, worked, and such.
Colly lived at home with an alcoholic mother and 'some guy' her mother had latched onto as a boyfriend. She'd ignored Colly for the past ten years, and Colly had ignored her. Her father was long gone with no sign of him for over fifteen years. She'd made it through high school and got enough money from a job and taking routine trips to her mother's wallet to take a couple of art courses. She'd been 'trapped' -- her word -- in this suburban town all her life.
I, on the other hand, had traveled the world in connection with my work. I'd been in fifty-two countries, had a master's degree, went to two prestigious colleges, and lived in the nice part of town. I'd been a business executive, entrepreneur, the CEO of my own company, and then I sold that in order to retire and care for Alice in her last days.
The second half of our conversation that day got into the less public stuff that makes up the real us. Colly got me talking about Alice, her death, how I grieved and felt now, and what it was like to be married for 'that long.' I heard about her coping with alcoholism in her family -- how she got drunk for a while too, and then decided she didn't like that horrible feeling. She talked about how it affected her, and how it limited her life and whom she had as friends, and where she lived and went to school. Colly had made the best of a bad situation.
I felt little twinges deep inside me that announced to my inner self that I had found someone I had that special resonance with. I suppressed the feelings and surely didn't mention it aloud.
When we stopped that day, I regretted seeing her pace off towards the mall exit, and I felt some reluctance on her part to leave too. No excuses; just, 'it's time for me to go.' I went home too, and microwaved another cardboard dinner. I wondered what a nineteen-year-old emo girl ate for dinner. The dirty old man deep inside me also wondered what it would be like to have Colly as girlfriend -- something more than she was already. My God, I had feelings for this youngster.
Colly had mentioned her birthday was the following week. I got her a humorous card with Snoopy on it and a gift certificate at a nearby spa for the 'works' -- massage, sauna, manicure, pedicure, and hair styling. I went a little overboard, but I was curious what an emo girl would do with the spa package. I felt she'd never been pampered, and I wanted her to learn, at least once, what that felt like, especially when she didn't have to think about the cost. In a humorous way, I felt as though I was sending a confirmed punker to the opera.
Just before the weekend, right on time, Colly showed up at our bench. I gave her a cup of coffee I'd bought for her, and then presented the card to her. I explained I wasn't sure what her schedule was, and I didn't want to miss her birthday in case she gave up coming to the mall.
Colly took the cards and looked into my eyes with such a questioning stare I wondered what was wrong. I nodded towards the envelope to encourage her to read the card. She tore open the envelope very carefully as though she wanted to preserve every shred of paper and scrap of even the envelope.
Colly read the card. I'd signed it, 'Happy Birthday to the nicest person in the world. Always your friend, Doug.' I even drew a little artistic heart next to my name. As she read the card, a tear rolled down her cheek, smearing some of her eyeliner. She opened the envelope that had been inside the card and read all the things I'd signed her up for at the spa.
Colly broke into a choked up sob. "Thank you." She threw herself against me, grabbed my jacket and buried her head into my chest. She started crying with huge racking sobs and sighs. I put my arms around her and tried to comfort her; I couldn't imagine what was wrong. I kept asking her what was wrong, but that just seemed to make her cry harder.
Sitting as we were, in the most conspicuous place in the mall, people coming down the escalator or walking by were looking at the little scene: an older man with salt and pepper hair, nicely dressed, and obviously in good physical shape, holding a pretty young emo girl who was crying her lungs out -- her sobs echoing down the mall corridor. I thought of all the situations and labels that must be running through people's minds, and only one of them was favorable to me.
I kept patting Colly's back, and finally she got control of herself. I had two napkins in my pocket from the coffee shop, so I passed those to her. She wiped her eyes and further smeared her makeup around her face. After blowing her nose, she sat up straight and looked at me. She sniffed a few times and took a large breath.
"I'm sorry for falling apart on you ... but no one has ever given me a card before -- a serious greeting card ... and a gift ... to a spa ... for all the things girls like to have done to them ... oh, you are such a darling man. You didn't have to do this. Thank you."
Colly kissed me on the lips. Someone with a lip ring had never kissed me. I could feel it, and I also found her kiss delightful. My God, here I was just past sixty, and a nineteen-year old had actually kissed me in friendship. That suppressed glimmer of a deeper connection reappeared, but I pushed it away again.
Before I could even react, she said, "I knew you were so nice the moment I saw you, but I didn't think you'd ever do anything like this for me. I didn't think you'd do anything for me other than say 'Hi,' and then you bought me some coffee ... and now this."
I admitted, "Well, I do think you're special. I've never known anybody like you. My own kids were ... are ... pretty conservative: no tattoos, no piercings, and no flashy hair colors. I like that you feel comfortable in being a little outrageous and flamboyant. I wish I'd been like you when I was younger."
Colly snuffled a little. "I'm not sure all these emo quirks are me either. I was just trying to fit in with one of the groups at school, and then since I graduated ... well, trying to find someone to hang out with."
I laughed, "So you come to the mall, and hang out with an old guy like me? You're so pretty, when your mascara's not running, and you have a delightful personality. I'm glad you hang out with me, but there's surely some handsome young prince out there waiting to sweep you off your feet."
"I don't need a young prince; I have you as my friend." Colly squeezed my hand.
"I'm deeply flattered."
Colly excused herself and ran off to the ladies room to fix her makeup, and when she came back she wore almost none. The bright blue hair with a few red streaks looked a little less pronounced too.
She sat down beside me and immediately took my right hand again, and held it in her two hands. She announced, "I feel better now. Your card and gift touched me so. I've never even been in a spa before. Have you?"



I confessed, "A few times. I've had massages, and once even got a manicure, but for the most part I left the spa treatments to my wife."
"I'm sorry your wife died. That must be hard." Colly had remembered our earlier discussion.
"I've become philosophical about it now. Death is the price we pay for life. I do believe in karma and reincarnation -- that we're spiritual beings having a human experience, so I expect Alice will come back in some way and our paths will cross again and again in some way. Maybe she'll wait for me, and we'll come back together, maybe as brothers or sisters or one of us the parent of the other."
"Cool concept, almost like science fiction."
"No one knows for sure, so maybe it is. If I think about it that way the loss isn't as depressing. Kids your age shouldn't be thinking about death anyway; as I'm sure everyone tells you, you've got your whole life ahead of you. You just became an adult, so life is what you make of it now."
"Yeah, kind of scary whenever I think of it, like if I make one bad decision now it'll haunt me the rest of my life."
"So, make good decisions."
"How do you know how to do that?"
I thought a minute and reached back into my mental archives. "There's an old, spiritual Native American story in which a father tells his child about the huge battle between two wolves that live inside each of us. One is evil. It is anger, jealousy, guilt, inferiority, revenge, lies, arrogance, intolerance, and ego. The other is the good wolf. This one is joy, peace, hope, harmony, serenity, kindness, empathy, truth, faith, and most of all love. The old man is quiet for a while, and the young child asks, 'Which one wins the fight?' And the wise old Indian tells him, 'The one you feed.'"
Colly thought about that for a while. "I get it. Base my life on the characteristics of the good wolf, and I'll make good decisions."
I nodded. "Sounds pretty black and white. The world comes in many shades of gray, so you'll find there are some tough calls here and there. I guarantee you'll make some bad decisions if you haven't already, but don't lose sleep over them -- you're human and screwing up occasionally is part of what makes us who we are. Many people have said that the test of your true nature is how you recover from your screw ups."
"Have you ever screwed up? I mean, when you were my age?"
"Oh, sure. I wasn't a bad kid, but I did some nasty things now and then, just to see what they were like -- vandalism, for instance. Afterwards, I felt really bad. A few times I went back and made what I'd done right. If it involved someone I'd hurt in some way, I went and apologized or tried to mend the situation. I remember breaking up with one girl to date another; I regret doing that because I never got to apologize to her. I was learning how to feed the good wolf, but back then I was learning by trial and error. As you get older your moral compass becomes a little more evident in your decisions -- your value set and how you think about others come into play."
Our conversation took a new direction into less profound areas. I worried about getting a little preachy, so I put the ball back in Colly's court to get her talking about things she was interested in. After about ten minutes, Colly headed off to the rest of her life, and I gave up my people watching for the day.

* * * * *Colly didn't appear for the next couple of days, and when she did she looked depressed and not in her usual spirits. Her eyes were red, and I guessed she'd been crying.
I patted the seat next to me on my bench, "What's wrong?"
"Mom ditched me -- my own mother. I'm on the street -- entirely on my own. She left town with her flaky boyfriend, and turned the apartment back to the landlord. I have until tomorrow to move out, and then I will be living on the street. She went to California without even saying goodbye -- just left me a note."
"Can't your friends help, put you up for a few nights or weeks?"
"Tried, but no deal. Some of them are worse off than I am."
"Well, if you want, you can stay with me. I have plenty of room at the house. You can come and go as you please. I won't mind."
The words were barely out of my mouth before the cautious and practical me could intervene and say to the conscious me, 'What are you thinking? Are you out of your mind?' I had a four bedroom house with three baths, living and dining rooms, kitchen, family room, pool, and Jacuzzi, on an acre with a view across two fairways on the local golf course, but the only people who had ever stayed there were Alice and me, plus our two kids when they made one of their rare visits -- rarer now that Alice was gone. For the most part, I lived in the kitchen, family room with TV and computer, and the master bedroom.
Moving someone into my house -- someone I barely knew -- seemed like a bad idea. I didn't know whether Colly was trustworthy, whether she did drugs, or whether she'd be a complete slob and scatter her belongings from one end of the house to the other and resist all suggestions to clean up her messes, or worse a request to move out when I found her intolerable. Might her claim of abandonment be a ploy to gain entry to my home and make off with my valuables? Would the police end up knocking on my door looking to arrest her for some major felony?
Colly said thoughtfully, "You're being too good to me again, but I need a place to stay. I accept but only under a couple of conditions. First, if I'm a bother in any way, just say the word, and I'll be gone with my stuff within a day. Second, I can't pay you much in the way of rent right now, but I can surely help out around the house cooking and cleaning. I know how to do that stuff; I'm pretty domestic when I try. I promise to be neat and not take over your house other than the space you assign me. I'll be a good lodger -- I don't smoke, drink, or do drugs either. If you see something you want me to do -- or some way you want me to be -- please, just let me know."
My impulsive voice spoke again before my brain engaged, "OK. Let's go get your stuff." I even sounded enthusiastic at the idea of having a roomer.
I finally got my head out of my own concerns for a new housemate, and started to wonder what Colly was thinking about the situation she was in. 'I'm screwed over by my alcoholic mother, and have nowhere to live. The few friends I have can't help me ... or won't help me. I have no money to speak of. This nice older guy who's old enough to be my grandfather and who I barely know, has offered me a place to stay, and I don't know where he lives and have no one in particular I could tell where I'm going in case he attacks me or locks me up as a sex slave or something weird. Can I trust him? What does he want from me? Might he want to steal my stuff -- ha! What stuff? Will he come on to me?"
Colly's apartment was run down and wreaked of cigarette smoke. Colly explained her mother was the smoker, and reminded me that she didn't do 'cigs' or drugs. Colly filled a couple of trash bags with her clothing, packed up an empty liquor box with some other belongings, and I drove her to my home.
As we pulled in the driveway, Colly exploded, "Hoooooly shit -- Oh, excuse me! Your home is a friggin' palace. I love it. I've never been in anything this nice -- ever! Oh, I've met you and now this; I'm the luckiest girl in the world."
I had to admit I did live well. I'd done well in my career and investments, and now had the rewards -- a comfortable retirement spread on a prestigious golf course.
I suggested that before we empty the car with her stuff that Colly take a look at what I had in mind for her room, and see if she could live there. She didn't know it then, but if she had any reservations, I'd decided to get her a good room somewhere so she could safely live. Colly's mouth hung agape for the entire house tour, and when we hit the backyard, I thought I'd lose her because she wanted to go into the pool immediately.
Colly raved about the house and 'her' bedroom, a posh place compared to her mother's apartment, that we'd kept as a guest room instead of turning it into a home office or craft room. We moved her belongings into her bedroom, and I moved some clothing from that closet to a couple of others to give her room to hang her clothes.
Having another person in the house seemed strange after so long a period living alone. Even when I left her to unpack, I could 'sense' her presence, almost as though I could hear her breathing from the other end of the house. I heard the bedside radio tuned to some music -- popular stuff I didn't mind listening to. She kept the volume low, but I was still aware of the sound. At one point, I could hear her singing along to a song she knew; Colly had a pretty voice.
I started to put together a spaghetti dinner, something within my range of cooking skills: boil water for the noodles, and heat up some sauce. I even had Parmesan cheese to sprinkle over the top.
I opened a bottle of wine, and poured myself a glass, and then set the dining room table. When Colly appeared, I asked, "Care for a glass of wine?"
She looked surprised, "I'm not twenty one. Really?"
"I don't think we'll kill off too many brain cells with one glass. I have diet Coke too."
"No. No. A glass of wine would be so nice. I've only tasted wine a couple of times in my life. One time it did me in, but I drank a whole lot in a short time. I guess I was learning by 'trial and error' as you called it."
I poured a glass and handed it to Colly. She took a sip and gave me a broad smile. "Thank you, this tastes good."
"For future reference, please don't tell anyone I served you. I don't want to go to jail for contributing to the delinquency of a minor." I laughed, but there was serious edge to my voice.
Colly nodded. She said, "Funny, here I am nineteen, and I can vote, even run for office, join the military, and I can make decisions about my sex life on my own and even get married without anyone's consent, but I can't drink. It seems crazy, like a puzzle missing one piece."
I ventured, "I think it has to do with so many young people getting in car accidents when the age was younger and they'd been drinking."
She nodded. "Hey, how can I help with dinner?"
I watched Colly carefully, trying to understand how she must feel about what she was seeing and experiencing. She found enough in the refrigerator to assemble a side salad for us. We had a good dinner, the first I'd shared with a pretty girl in eons.
Over dinner, we talked about her art school studies: how she'd get to class, timing, how she'd get around, her job and hours, and how she could help out with the cleaning and meals at home. She genuinely wanted to carry her part of the bargain for her 'rent.' Because of my flexibility I could readily adapt my empty schedule to hers. I volunteered to be her chauffeur since we were well off the public transportation routes.
Colly had never learned to drive. I felt that one important skill I could teach her was how to safely drive so she could get around on her own. Once she got her license, I had a surprise for her, at least for as long as she stayed with me.
The next day, on the way to her art school, we stopped at the Registry of Motor Vehicles and got Colly a learner's permit. That evening, after her art shop closed, I started her lessons in the parking lot of an abandoned church. Colly was a fast learner, had good motor skills and eye-hand coordination, plus she proved to be a good student with the little manual about driving rules and regulations in the State.
Two weeks later, Colly went and passed the driving test on her first try. She was bubbling over with appreciation again after her test, and I got a beautiful kiss from her as she came running out of the Registry waving the small laminated license in her hand with a radiant smile that lit up the east coast. The kiss wasn't just one; it was a series of kisses as she pushed herself against me. Oh, I liked this too much. The memory of that spiritual connection I felt with her surfaced again, and I pushed it away. The list of reasons was long, and most revolved around our ages and what we 'should' be doing at our age to fit in.
Once back at the house, I led the two of us inside, and then through the kitchen to the garage. In the garage was my wife's unused car, a seven-year-old Toyota that I drove around once a week so it didn't freeze up or get square tires. I pointed to the car and handed the keys for it to Colly. "It's yours while you're here."
"You're kidding, right?"
"Nope. Take it for a spin."
"But, ..." She started jumping up and down in her excitement.
"Go." I opened the garage door for her and nudged her to the car.
Colly backed up carefully, and drove away from the house, only to return a few minutes later after a traverse around the block. She carefully pulled back into the garage.
She got out, "This is such a sweet vehicle. I love it. The radio is great, and everything works." With that, I got another series of kisses and a full-body hug from her. Damn, every time she did that I not only had impure thoughts about this cutie, but also the feeling about the spiritual connection with her.
Colly did something else that gave me impure thoughts about her too. She loved the swimming pool; however, she didn't have a swimsuit. Consequently, she'd show up poolside wearing undies and a thin bra. After her swim, her clothing would be nearly transparent, and it took a lot of will power for me not to gawk at her pretty body, because I could see just about every inch of it.
I realized I was truly a dirty old man, when I didn't even think of suggesting that I buy her a swimsuit. I liked her swimming in her transparent underwear. She had a gorgeous body that I enjoyed ogling. I think she knew too.
During the first couple of weeks with me, a couple of other things started to change about Colly. She removed the loops that pierced her lower lip and eyebrow, and stopped coloring her brunette tresses. The large stud in the side of her nose changed to a tiny gemstone that I felt was really attractive. The all-black outfits gave way to an occasional splash of color with a scarf or off-black piece of clothing, and the boots were often left behind in favor of flats.
One evening, when Colly got home from working at the art store, I suggested we go out to dinner at the Golf Club. Colly knew enough about country club life to realize that going in her black emo style might get us expelled.
Colly said shyly, "I don't think that's a good idea. I have no nice clothing that would let me fit in there. I'd embarrass you, and I don't want to do that." I felt her genuine concern for me. I'd felt the same in other interactions with her as well. I knew she liked me.
I stood looking at Colly, and then I took her hand and led her into the master bedroom and then into the walk-in closet that remained filled with Alice's clothing. I could never bring myself to clear out her things, donating them to some charity.
I said, "I don't want to freak you out, but you're about the same size as Alice. I haven't been up to tossing any of this stuff, so if you see anything here you would like to wear, it's yours, and I'd be proud to go out with you in any of it. If the idea of wearing my late wife's clothing spooks you too much, don't worry; I'll eventually toss it or donate it, and for tonight we can go get a pizza."
Colly looked in awe at the high-end clothing my late wife indulged. She said in a small voice, "I'd be honored to wear Alice's clothes. They're all beautiful." I could see Colly's eyes get all glassy as tears formed at the honor implied.
Colly turned and hugged me, and then gave me my reward again -- a series of lovely kisses and we held each other close. After that encounter, I said, "When you kiss me like that, it makes we want to give you things all day long."
Colly laughed, "That's the idea." She added in a more serious tone, "Really, I don't expect any of what you're doing for me. You're so generous and kind, I just want ... to kiss you because of the person you are, not because you give me things. I like kissing you. I feel a special connection with you."
On that note, my heart skipped many beats, and we started another series of kisses as we stood in the closet. The kisses made my heart flutter and messed with my mind in a whole lot of ways. I hadn't stood and necked like this with a woman for forty years or more. Alice and I had long been out of the custom, and I realized in kissing Colly how much I'd missed this expression of affection. Moreover, Colly felt some kind of special connection the same way I did. Maybe she felt the spiritual connection and love between the two of us.
When we broke apart I moved away slightly and asked, "Should we be doing this? Shouldn't you be out finding a young man your own age?"
Colly pecked my lips once again and said, "I've found exactly who I want in my life right now. Now, let me get ready to go out to dinner with you. I am so looking forward to this. I've never had clothes this nice nor a place to wear them like your club." With that she waltzed out of the closet to shower and left me to wonder about just what was happening between us.
Over the few weeks since I'd met her, I'd developed warm fuzzy feelings for Colly -- 'my' Emo Girl. In many ways, she'd become my fantasy. Yet in my saner moments, I couldn't imagine a retired professional over sixty creating a lasting romantic relationship of any kind with a nineteen-year-old girl with tats, piercings, and dressing preferences that only a Goth or motorcycle babe might appreciate. I'd fantasized about being with Colly in a carnal way, but dismissed that thought as pure fantasy just as I had a fantasy of being with Jenny Lee or one of the other porn queens I watched occasionally on the Internet. With today's kisses, however, I began to reassess what it was I wanted in a relationship with a woman -- with a girl like Colly.
Colly ran past me a few minutes later wrapped in a towel. She babbled in absolute delight at the idea of a whole new wardrobe. She blushed coyly in her partial nudity as she headed into the closet with her newly available wardrobe. A few minutes later, she emerged in a sleeveless white top that revealed the colorful dragon tattoo on her right arm. She wore a colorful green and white patterned skirt, and had chosen a pair of white heels. The combination of colors was amazing and complementary, particularly with her tattoo.
I looked more closely. Colly had removed the nose, eyebrow, and lip rings leaving her pretty face metal free. She'd retained a tiny diamond stud in the side of her nose that I found quite attractive, and I'd told her so. Colly's right ear held only a single pearl earring; the other dozen studs had been removed as well. Colly's left ear had a matching pearl earring, and four other tasteful studs instead of the collection of earrings and metal she'd had earlier.
Colly had arranged her hair in a twist, and put two oriental combs to hold it in place. The effect was stunning. She'd also applied just a hint of make up; particularly around her eyes so they looked inviting and engaging. Colly looked young and sexy and desirable, and I wanted to kiss her all over. Over her arm, she carried a light jacket that matched the skirt. She held up the jacket and said, "I'm guessing I'll need this to cover my tat at the Club. Otherwise, is this OK?"
I nodded numbly. I was speechless. In the blink of an eye, she'd gone from Emo Girl to Miss Preppy, a Country Club Girl -- and a beautiful looking one to boot. As I stared at her, with a smile on my face, Colly came up to me. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me and said, "Good evening, kind sir; yours is exactly the reaction I'd been hoping for with this outfit. Please take me to dinner." I held her hips and kissed back, and we actually made out for a minute before I worried that I was overpowering her in some way.



I led us out to the car, and we made the short drive to the Club.
I completely forgot about the impact of my walking into the Country Club with Colly on my arm. Alice and I had been well known, and many of our old friends were Club members. We'd been golfers for a decade before the fascination with the game waned, particularly as Alice got ill.
There was nothing improper about my starting to date. Indeed, several of the members had me to dinner to introduce me to potential girlfriends months earlier. Yet, when I escorted Colly into the dining room, obviously as my date, a hush fell over the entire room, until from obvious embarrassment several of the tables picked up the noise level again. I saw every head in the dining room turn in our direction, and I smiled and waved happily at a few friends as the maître d' escorted us to our table.
After we were seated, I whispered to Colly, "I'm sorry; I totally forgot what a scene I'd make with you on my arm, yet I'm so glad you're here with me. You make me happy in a way no one else can."
Colly leaned forward and put her hand over mine in an intimate and flirty gesture. "I'm glad I'm here with you. I'm glad I created a scene with you, and I'm glad I make you happy. You make me happy too." She blew me a kiss, and I know that about fifty other people in the Club saw her cute little display of affection. I thought about how it might be interpreted, and there was only one way: it was a flirty and intimate gesture by a young woman to a mature man.
We ordered, and I politely stuck to bottled water for the two of us, lest I create some kind of problem with Colly's age and the bar.
Two couples Alice and I had known well stopped by our table on the way out of the dining room. I stood and took great pleasure introducing 'my close friend Colly' to each of them. I didn't elaborate, and inside I'd started to laugh at the ridiculous situation we were in -- me, older guy, with gorgeous and stylish pretty girl over forty years younger. I could see the drool forming in the corners of the mouths of the two men, and I thought I saw a slight purple hue in the women.
Colly and I had a pleasant dinner. I waved to a few other friends, and Colly smiled politely at them as well. I could well guess I'd be the talk of the Club for at least the next day or so.
After dinner, I walked Colly around the Clubhouse, showing her the ballroom, the golfing end of things, the gift shop, and some of the other amenities. We then left and headed home.
In the car, Colly burst out laughing. "Oh, excuse me, I can't help it. That was so much fun, but I've never been close to any situation like that except to see it in the movies. I've been play acting for the past two hours."
I chuckled and said, "So have I. You made quite an impact, and I know we'll be the talk of the Club tomorrow. Everyone gossips in a place like this; well, not everyone -- I've always kept my mouth shut about stuff that didn't affect me directly."
Colly was still laughing, "I directly impacted you tonight. Those two couples that stopped at our table were shocked to see us. I know one of the women saw me blow that kiss to you earlier. They wanted to ask a thousand questions, but everyone just speculated and moved on. They were so funny. I would have answered their questions."
I chuckled, "You might still if they catch you alone somewhere -- shopping or the ladies room or even your art store, if they recognize you."
In the house, I did my usual habit of dropping my wallet and keys on the kitchen counter along with a few coins.
Colly said, "You leave your wallet out all the time. Aren't you afraid I'll steal money from you? I told you I did it with my mother."
I turned to her and said, "No. I trust you, and you know it. I hope you also know that if you need money, I'll give it to you without question and without anything expected in return. All you need to do is ask."
Colly got serious, "Why? Why treat me so generously?"
"Because I like you -- a lot. I know enough about you to know that you wouldn't do something I thought frivolous with it, and even if you did it would be all right with me."
Colly came and kissed me again. We stood there holding each other and looking into each other's eyes.
Colly stepped away, towards her bedroom, and then did something that surprised me to the core. She turned and said, "You've seen one of the piercings that I didn't take out tonight, and I've watched you study it. I want you to touch it."
With that she slowly pulled up her top so I could see her navel. She had a small piercing there with a dangling jeweled chain about two inches long. I'd seen it when she swam, but I'd never commented on it.
I said, "I like it."
Colly said softly, "I have other piercings you haven't seen." Those words were no sooner out of her mouth than she pulled the top she wore up over her breasts and then over her head. She then removed the thin bra she wore, and stood there nude from the waist up. Colly's breasts were firm and ripe, full, and each easily a large handful of erotic female flesh. I felt myself harden instantly at the forbidden sight of her tits that I'd resisted ogling when she swam in the thin bra. For the first time, I could see that each nipple was pierced with a small silver barbell. On her left breast was also a tattoo of a small red heart emblazoned with the word 'Love'.
She pulled my hand to her mid-section. I stroked the area around her navel piercing. She reached and pulled my hand up to her left breast. I used one finger to touch her nipple and the piercing there, and then reluctantly pulled back.
Colly gave me a coy smile and then covered her breasts with her blouse. She looked expectantly at me, clearly wanting to hear my opinion.
I finally muttered, "Colly, you're beautiful, and I think I like those little barbells too, and now I know another one of your tattoos. I like the heart and its location. Love for me is part of a spiritual connection, a connection I feel with you."
She laughed in a teasing tone; "Maybe I'll show you more another day." She blew me a kiss, and disappeared into her bedroom.
The next morning, I was up and happy to see Colly, although she was back with the Emo Girl look. She hurried around the kitchen having breakfast and making a lunch to take with her. She had a morning art class at the college, and then a day working at the art store.
That afternoon, I decided to cook something for dinner, although that was one of the tasks that Colly thought she should do as part of her 'rent.' I found some beef tips and prepared those over some rice and vegetables. Everything was ready when she walked in the door.
I smiled broadly at her, and said, "Welcome, home."
Colly came to me in a thoughtful mood, with glassy eyes that betrayed some underlying deep emotions. "No one has ever said those words to me before. I'm so glad that you think of this as my home; it's a dream come true for me. Coming from you those words are extra special. Thank you." She kissed me, and I again realized that I liked kissing her a lot and didn't want to stop. Yet, I let her set the pace for whatever would happen in our May-December relationship. I wanted to go at the speed of light, but I didn't want to overpower the poor girl with my own feelings.
The next morning, Colly appeared in a stylish outfit assembled from her new closet of Alice's things: a pretty blue skirt, an off-white blouse, low heels, and a preppy looking jacket. She looked beautiful again.
After breakfast, I walked out to the garage with Colly as she was heading to the college for another of her classes. We'd been living together for a couple of weeks, and I found the arrangement wonderfully satisfying. I liked having her around. I liked the presence of someone else in the house, even if she were only in her room puttering around or studying. Sometimes she'd come and watch television with me, and we often ate dinner together.
As Colly got to her car, I said, "Colly, I hope you stay around a long time. I like having you here -- a lot." I reached over and rubbed her arm in a polite way as I spoke.
Colly came and hugged me. She said, "And I like being here. Thank you." I got a peck on the lips, and then she was off. I could tell she wanted to do more but knew she didn't have the time.
I watched Colly drive away. With her around, my whole attitude about life had changed. I'd stopped going to the mall to 'people watch' because I felt lonely. I made a 'to do' list for the house, and started to do task after task, fixing a dozen small things around the house each day. I'd wanted to write some short stories, and I got started on a few of those. I felt ebullient and happy about my life, and I knew it was because of her. Having Colly in my life also made my heart beat faster, and I felt so much younger.
I'd worried seeing Colly dressed in Alice's clothes, thinking that I might be trying to rebuild some image of my late wife by having Colly wear her things. I couldn't resonate with those ideas. Colly was her own person, and I knew who she was every second. I wasn't fantasizing about Alice. As I thought about it, I realized I'd given that up long before she died.
Colly got back from her job at the art supply store and a shopping trip about seven. I'd given her money for groceries, and she had bought enough food for a week's worth of dinners at home. By the time we got the groceries inside and put away, I thought it was on the late side.
I said to her, "Instead of starting dinner now, what say we go out again, my treat?"
She smiled at the idea. I could tell she was a little tired from school and work. Moreover, I wanted to show off my pretend girlfriend who remained dressed in that sexy short skirt and blouse.
Twenty minutes later, we were seated in a popular seafood restaurant near the marina. I asked Colly, "This is the first day I've seen you go out to school or work when you've not been wearing black. Did any of your friends say anything?"
Colly grimaced but laughed. "Yeah. Excuse my language, but I got a whole ration of shit from some of my friends. They accused me of giving up the 'cause,' except I don't know what the 'cause' is that they're talking about. I tried to explain that I needed to move on with my life, about my mother taking off, and even about moving in with you, but they either didn't listen or didn't care."
"I'm sorry they gave you a hard time. For what it's worth, I think you look beautiful. I thought you looked nice in black too, but this is better in my eye. I know you'll wear both."
After dinner, I drove us by a TCBY to get desserts. I think I endeared myself to Colly's heart for life by buying her the ice cream. I got such a smile of delight. The little girl in her came out. We ate leaning against 'her' car and talking about art classes she wanted to take in the future. I made note of what she talked about.
Back home, I suggested a movie, and had her scroll through some of the online movies until she found a movie she wanted. I dimmed the family room lights and sat down in my favorite chair. Colly came and stood in front of me. She said, "That won't do at all. Get up."
I got up, and she pulled me over to the sofa, got me seated in the middle, sat tightly against me, pulled my arm around her, and then curled up against me. This was a really overt sign of affection by her, and this greatly exceeded anything prior.
Before the movie had gotten underway, she was kissing me, and I positively was kissing back. Our kisses escalated to French kisses, a pleasure I'd missed for decades.
Not too much later, Colly pulled my hand to her breasts, and I understood immediately what I was supposed to do to make her happy. We kissed, and I fondled her from outside her clothing for quite a while as the movie played on the TV.
About halfway through the movie Colly unbuttoned my shirt so she could run her hands over my bare chest. My sexual temperature was rising, and I felt that I was slowly losing control. Colly stopped, pulled her sleeveless blouse over her head, and then whipped off the lacy bra she'd been wearing. She snuggled against me again, and pulled my hand back to her breasts.
I briefly rubbed my palms over her tits, and then lowered my head and slowly licked and sucked on her nipples. I felt that I had to be careful because if I got too carried away, I might hurt her in some way because of the small barbells that pierced each nipple.
Colly must have read my thoughts. "You can be a lot rougher with them. You don't need to baby me. I'll tell you if it's too much, but that's unlikely. The studs are there because they make me feel sexy, and when someone plays with them, like you right now, it drives me to distraction ... and I want you to distract me a lot."
She kissed me hard again, and then pulled my head back to her breasts. This time I started to use my teeth and to pull a lot harder, extracting the teat away from her body and then even swaying from side to side as I held the little barbell in my teeth. Colly moaned and arched her back up into my face. "Oh, yes! You know exactly what to do me. Don't stop."
I applied all my skills to please her, running my hands around her bare skin, but keeping things 'in bounds' to the areas she'd revealed to me. Colly moaned and squirmed next to me in obvious pleasure; pleasure I was so glad to be able to provide to her.
After ten or fifteen minutes of this kind of oral pleasure, Colly took one of my hands and thrust it down between her legs, hiking her skirt up in the process. The message was clear. As we French kissed, I ran my hand up and down her thighs, inching my way closer to her pussy with each incursion near her nether region.
Even as I started to massage the outside of her undies, I was wondering about my own ability to satisfy this young woman. Oh, I wanted to, but I wasn't sure how far she wanted to go. Did she want intercourse? Was I up for that? Did I need a condom; I didn't have any in the house. Could I even be a lover who would satisfy a passionate nineteen-year-old woman? I wished I was twenty again with the libido and staying power I'd had back then.
Colly moved, and with both hands and a boost of her hips suddenly pulled her panties down her legs and tossed them aside. Her skirt went next, leaving her naked beside me. She launched herself into my arms again, and her lips to mine, and her tongue deep into my mouth in the most passionate kiss of my life.
I pawed at her pussy, running two fingers through her slit, feeling her opening, and feeling the wetness of an oversexed girl. I sank two fingers into her, and Colly came immediately, her back arching and forcing her body into mine as we kissed. She moaned in happiness.
"Oh, God, Doug. Ooooooh."
As her climax passed, I started to massage the interior of her vagina, enjoying her sexual aroma as it filled the room and her juices saturated my fingers. I slid off the sofa to be in front of her. I put her legs over my shoulders and put my mouth directly on her slit, licking up the wetness, and driving my tongue into her vagina and across her clitoris. As I reinserted a couple of fingers, I heard Colly above me say, "Oh, fuck. I'm coming again."
Colly held my head to her pussy, and I went still as I felt her spasm. When her bliss had passed, I went back to gnawing and licking on her private parts. She tasted divine, and I wanted to consume her. I went nonstop for fear this might end, and I'd never have the opportunity to be near another woman the rest of my life. I wanted to at least die a happy man.
I brought Colly to two more orgasms with my renewed attempts at cunnilingus, an activity I hadn't used for well over a decade or two. Colly eventually moved me away. She stripped my clothing away, and went down on me. Her initial moves at fellatio were tentative, and she looked up at me with her pretty eyes, but then she started to deep throat me on every fourth or fifth bob of her head over my cock. I could feel the head of my cock slip past her tonsils and go partway down her throat.
"Oh, God, Colly, if you do that anymore I'm going to cum."
She nodded as though she understood.
I added, "If I cum, we can't make love for a while. I'm a mature man and I'll be spent and need time to recover."
Colly pulled off me and said, "Then you'd better start fucking me, because I want you to cum inside of me. I want to feel you. I want to make love with you." With those words, I joined her on the sofa as she opened herself to me. I sank my cock into her sweet pussy, and amid the kisses, we started to make love or to fuck, I wasn't sure at that point just what we were doing beyond fucking, but I knew something bigger was happening. At that moment I didn't care except to bring pleasure to Colly. I wanted this to be special for her, because for me this was heaven.
I mumbled, "Protection?"
"Don't worry. I'm fine. Pill. Cum inside me."
Only a few minutes later, I did. I jetted a record volume of cum from my inner core deep into Colly's pixie-like body as she hugged me to her and told me how happy I made her.
I was ecstatic, and I know I showed my true feelings with hugs, kisses, and smiles. I hadn't felt an orgasm like that in years, if ever. The climax was a peak for me both physically, mentally, and spiritually.
Instead of collapsing atop her, I rolled us slightly to our sides, but tried to remain inside Colly. She liked that. We continued to kiss and paw at each other's bodies long after my climax, and long after the movie ended. There was more here than a simple fuck -- an act of sex between a horny male and a needy female. I briefly studied the feelings in my head and my heart, and resolved to return and study them when not in the heat of the moment. The vectors of our relationship had dramatically changed.
After a while, my flaccid dick slipped from her body leaving a trail of wetness along her sexy thigh. I noted the spot on the rug I'd have to clean tomorrow. I picked her up and carried Colly to my bed, where I did everything I could to pleasure her again, even going down on her again despite my own cum leaking from her quim.
Colly eventually stopped me, but not until I'd delivered another orgasm to her. As we cuddled, I said to her, "I found your other tattoos and piercing, and I like them." Colly had a small loop in the hood over her clit positioned so it would rub against her in aroused situations, and above her mons several small stars in a random pattern.
Colly explained, "The stars were an impulse, but the piercing down there rubs my clit and gives me a warm, sexy feeling all over. It reminds me I'm a female and that I love sex ... and now I love sex with you, because when you use your mouth or when you fuck me you stimulate me in oh so nice ways down there, and you bring me to orgasm faster and repeatedly. Do you know, no one has ever eaten my pussy before you?"
"Your pleasure is my pleasure. Have I told you how much I want you here with me, like this, forever?"
Colly shook her head slightly, and then launched into a very passionate kiss that signaled she felt the same way. We held onto each other tightly and went to sleep.

* * * * *I got kissed awake by a beautiful naked nymph. Her kisses surrounded my face, my eyelids, my ears, my neck, and down my chest. Soon, they focused on my hardening cock, and then I was in her mouth and hard again.
Colly mounted me and pushed her hot breasts into my mouth as my cock filled her warm vagina. We had sex again, and it was a beautiful act between us.
We finished in a crescendo of pleasure for the two of us. Colly surprised me by synchronizing her last orgasm to my own, something that heightened the experience for the two of us. I really sensed the spiritual union with her.




I held her close and returned the thousand kisses we shared.
"Do you have to work today?"
"Only in the afternoon. We can do this all morning. Isn't that lovely." She gave me an excited grin.
"You'll wear me out."
"Is that bad?"
"Not a bit. I relish the thought, but I'm not one of your young bucks who can recover in five minutes and fuck all day long."
"We'll see about that," Colly said with a grin.
The second blowjob of the morning was better than the first although it was more like a half hour until I was ready again. We sixty-nined, and I brought her to several orgasms as she worked on my tool. Soon, I was pumping my cock into Colly's body as she wrapped her legs around me and urged me ever deeper into her body. I lasted a long time, and then came again. We changed positions often. Two orgasms back to back, plus one the night before. Maybe I wasn't as worn out an old man as I thought I was.
I ate Colly to two more climaxes after that, feeling satisfaction at bringing her pleasure. About eleven o'clock, Colly and I showered and she got dressed for work. I slipped on some shorts, and went downstairs to make coffee and prepare a brunch for the two of us.
When Colly appeared, she was in full emo regalia again. The lip and nose rings had returned, along with a curved stud in her left eyebrow. The full array of jewelry in her ears was there too. Moreover, she wore her all black clothing with her black boots, the silver chain, and the streaks of color in her hair -- today bright green and blue, with a lock of her pretty hair dipping down across one eye.
Colly rationalized, "Most of today's customers are from the college's art school. They feel more comfortable dealing with someone like me instead of Miss Preppy. Oh, don't get me wrong, I like Miss Preppy, but I'll sell more and get more commissions on the big-ticket items today if I dress this way, at least according to the owner."
Colly came and kissed me. I could feel the lip ring against my own lips, as well as the coarseness of her clothing against my bare chest. Remarkably, I didn't mind either, and I found the lip ring a sensuous addition to our kissing. I kissed each of the piercings around her face and ears, and offered to go lower, but she stopped me with a naughty laugh and the word 'Later.'
She whispered, "You brought me such pleasure last night and this morning. Thank you so much." After a kiss, she added, "We will do it again tonight."
Just the thought of a repeat engagement in my bed with her made my cock stir with sexual excitement.
That afternoon, I studied male potency and recovery, and put in an 'emergency' call to my physician. He laughed at my request, but was quite helpful. He correctly guessed that I'd started in with a younger woman. I didn't tell him she was nineteen and horny, and that if I died I would go out a very happy man. After an additional hour on the Internet, I stopped by the pharmacy, bought a dozen bottles of different vitamins, hormones, and herbs, and filled a prescription for Viagra.
I couldn't help but think what a foolish old man I was trying to keep up with a nineteen-year-old 'hottie,' but I was eager to try. Even if nothing further happened, I would remember last night and this morning the rest of my life. In the clear light of day, I also got some perspective on Colly and the sex we had. I didn't want her doing what we did out of a sense of obligation or repayment for my kindness. I, on the other hand, was falling in love.
Colly got home at six-thirty. She explained she'd done very well during the afternoon. She urged me to come down to the store sometime while she was working so I could see all the great things they had for aspiring artists.
She went off to change her clothing, and when she returned she'd returned to the Miss Preppy look, barefoot in a short skirt, and a long sleeve top.
"You don't have to keep switching back and forth for me, you know."
"Oh, I like this. I feel as though I'm schizophrenic. I have two personalities now: Emo Girl and Miss Preppy. It's like the dark and light sides of my life. I feel like a little kid doing dress ups when I switch from one to the other."
I switched our conversation and held Colly in my arms so I could look into her eyes. "Colly, about last night and this morning ... I loved every second of what we did, and I want more ... but not if you're having sex with me out of a sense of duty or obligation or a feeling you have to pay for the small favors I've given to you."
Miss Preppy maneuvered me into a chair and sat in my lap. "Doug, I wanted to make love with you because I like you and I need you ... and I have strong feelings inside me for you. You and I connect on many levels, not just physically. Yes, I'm grateful for your small favors, and they're big ones for me, but I know you didn't expect any repayment and that just made me want you all that much more. If I have any sense of duty or obligation, as you put it, it's because I feel your commitment to me and our spiritual connection. I know you're on my side and are trying to please me and make my life easier. Do you know how sexy that is for someone like me?"
I shook my head.
"Well, it makes me want to fuck your brains out morning, noon, and night. It makes me want to spend every hour with you, hopefully in your arms and kissing you. It makes my heart beat faster."
"I feel that way about you. I think I lo..."
Colly interrupted me, "Then, don't worry. Just take our relationship as it comes."
I worried the 'L' word might scare her, so I backed off a little. "Colly, I'm over forty years older than you. The way I feel about you is very special, but I don't want to hold you back from a life with your peers. I want you, but I also want to give you your freedom ... freedom to find a long-term relationship outside what we have. I'm not sure how good I'll be at that, but I'll be trying."
She kissed me on my nose, "You worry too much about the age thing. We'll take each day as it comes. If other people appear -- for either of us -- we can examine what to do at that time." She laughed, "Maybe we'll bring them into our love life; now, that'd be interesting."
After agreeing with her dismissal, including her hint at group sex, I told her I wanted to take her to dinner and to a club for dancing. Colly looked pleased. She hopped up, flashed me her boobs, and then picked up her skirt to show me she had been naked under the garment the whole time she'd been sitting on my lap. She ran off to the bedroom with me close behind.
In the bedroom, Colly stripped her clothes off and encouraged me to go down on her pussy, eating around her little stud and fingering her vagina until I brought her to a lovely orgasm. I would have stayed there all evening, but she made me stop and promised me full access when we got back from what I had planned. I loved how she teased me.
I helped Colly pick out a cocktail dress from Alice's wardrobe; it had never been worn, and we cut the tags off the outfit. It was a red sequenced number that hugged Colly's curves like a racecar on a hairpin curve. The skirt was short, and the neckline plunged. I wanted to run my hands all over her body again, but resisted. Colly found a pair of red spike heels that matched the dress perfectly, and also screamed 'fuck me.'
The rest of Colly's appearance perfected the image of a fashion model: hair, make up, posture, clothing, and how she moved. She was sophisticated yet demure ... as demure as she could be wearing a dress like that. Colly blew the modest and coy image away by hiking up her skirt to show me that she wore no panties. When I reached for her, she batted my hand away from her pussy with a laugh. I tried to make my old addled brain adjust to being with a hot horny woman.
Dinner was at an upscale restaurant called Ike's. I'm sure the other diners in the place thought that Colly was either my granddaughter or, more likely, that I was a dirty old man who had hired an escort for the night. Colly's outfit did have a certain 'hooker' quality to it, and I think she knew that so she played to that role.
The club I picked was called Epiphany. It was known as a meat locker for the younger set. I probably doubled the average age of the place by my presence. At least, I'd dressed appropriately to better blend in with the crowd of macho young turks preening themselves by the bar as they gazed around the room at the various combinations of young ladies who had started to fill the place. They were like lions on a hunt, stalking their prey, and preparing to pounce. A twenty and a promise not to allow her to indulge in alcohol at the door had gotten me into the place with an underage girl.
We got a table and ordered our drinks. When they arrived, I escorted Colly to the dance floor and tried to emulate the other couples and singles around us dancing to the accentuated beat of the music a DJ was pumping into the place at a volume only the deaf might appreciate. I knew I was out of shape after two minutes, but I could tell that Colly was barely warming up.
Two young men appeared beside Colly, and started to dance with her. I motioned for her to join them, gave her a wink, and then faded off the dance floor so I could go to our table and watch. In a way, this was what I wanted to happen; I wanted her to meet handsome, virile, hunky, and well-to-do young men near her own age.
I watched the bump and grind Colly went through with the two guys. I tested my feelings to see what I felt as I watched her, particularly when some kind of dirty dancing started with one and then both of her partners, for instance, her being sandwiched between them as they tried to kiss her and grind their cocks into her body. Did I feel jealous, possessive, insecure, afraid, anxious, angry, threatened?
Yes, I felt every one of those emotions, and I also felt sexually aroused. I was the guy who had eaten her to a beautiful gushing orgasm only a couple of hours earlier. I was the one that had sex with her the night before, and then again this morning. I hoped I'd be the guy she went home with that night. Just the thought that she might go home with someone else and that sex might be in the offering made my stomach tighten so much I thought I might lose my dinner.
I watched as one of her dance partners started to slide the red sheath of the dress up her body. The dress got right up to the top of her thighs, and I prepared myself to see the unveiling of her pussy in the crowded club, but Colly dropped her hands and pushed the dress down again. I laughed when I saw her wave a finger at the perpetrator as though to say, 'Naughty, naughty.' He laughed, turned her around, and patted her pretty ass as she waved it in his direction.
I had a flash of the threesome dancing nude in some motel room, the men's cocks straining to get near Colly's pussy, and then one of them capturing her, lifting her up, and dropping her onto his shaft as she wrapped her legs around him. I felt my dick harden at the thought of watching her have sex with someone else. I wondered if I could really stand to do that or whether I would implode with ugly feelings.
I felt the beginning of a love relationship with Colly. Earlier in the day I affirmed to myself that I felt 'in love.' I didn't want to lose that feeling. The sex had been great; something I hadn't experienced for years owed to Alice's long illness. That precious experience had just returned to my life again. More than that, I just loved having Colly near me; we didn't have to be having sex or doing anything specifically.
Colly was out on the dance floor bouncing around like a rabbit with the same two guys. Now and then one of them would yell something to her or she to them over the din of the fast moving music. There was nothing intimate or romantic about this club, at least with the fast paced music blaring and the lasers sweeping over the crowd.
Suddenly, the fast paced music that had been playing since we arrived stopped, and a slow number came on -- just as loud but a song that invited intimacy and closeness on the dance floor. The song was sexy and suggestive. The lights dimmed further, and the frantic laser lights disappeared. My imagination kicked into gear, and I imagined the two studs she'd been dancing with closing the space to her body and sandwiching her between them as they kissed her all over, and rubbed their hands over her body, even under her dress to her bare cunt. I imagined her having an orgasm in front of everyone in the club there on the dance floor, her eyes closed as two hands fondled her sex under her dress -- even revealing her sex to the club.
I blinked away my fantasy and looked for Colly. I couldn't find her on the dance floor. I saw one of the men she'd been dancing with, and then the other; they were alone and heading to the bar.
Before I could form another fantasy that both aroused me and made my insides turn, Colly flopped down in the chair beside me fanning her face with one hand. "Egads, I'm beat. I feel as though I've been running nonstop for miles." She laughed and drained her glass of faux beer. She had a rivulet of sweat on each side of her face running down her cheeks. She was flushed, and looked happy. I felt glad that I'd brought her to this place.
I said thoughtfully, "I thought you'd slow dance with one of your partners."
She shook her head, "I don't want to give them the wrong idea. I'm here with you." She looked at me intently and tuned into the look on my face and no doubt the feelings deep in my soul. I think she read every thought and every emotion I'd been feeling for the past twenty minutes as I'd watched her with the handsome young men.
Colly reached over and took my hand. She leaned in close to me, "No, it's more than that. I'm not just 'here' with you ... I'm with 'you,' whether we're here or not ... and whether we're together or not." Colly bit her lip, and I knew she wanted to say something but couldn't. The look she gave me all but said 'I love you.'
Colly hitched her chair right next to mine and leaned into me. She ran her hand along my thigh, stopping just short of my package. She pulled my arm around her shoulders, and allowed my hand to drop dangerously close to where I could cup one of her breasts. She turned and smiled at me, a cross between lust, love, and naughtiness.
I ran my other finger along her cheeks capturing her beads of sweat, and then I sucked the moisture into my mouth in a sexy way as we looked at each other. I kissed her nearest temple. I felt her hot body nestle into mine. I was the luckiest guy in the whole room.
We danced some more, and feeling more relaxed, I watched Colly gyrate and dance with several other people -- a mix of guys and gals probably slightly older than she was. This time I could smile and even laugh at some of the dance moves. I thought it amazing what one or two sentences and a look of love from her could do to change my attitude.
I made some friends at the table next to ours, and when Colly came back we chatted with the other couple over the din of the music. Eventually, we headed home. I could tell that I'd delivered an enjoyable evening to my date; Colly bubbled about dinner and the club all the way home.
Without a thought, Colly came and took a shower in the master bath with me, and then came into my bed, and we made love before going to sleep with her curled up naked in my arms. She was cuddly.
The next day, I started to ask Colly what she was thinking about our relationship. I barely got a dozen words out, before she came and kissed me to stop me from talking. She held a finger over my lips and said, "Don't over analyze what's going on. Just take and enjoy what's happening between us." She kissed me again and went back to fixing our fancy Sunday brunch.
I nodded in agreement, and figured that actions usually spoke louder than words. Any questions I had would eventually have obvious answers by how she acted towards me, and conversely, questions she might have would become answered by how I behaved around her.
I wanted to be a good live-in boyfriend. By trial and error, I discovered that Colly was a romantic at heart, much as I was. Thus, at random intervals, I brought her flowers, a romantic card, or a small gift as a surprise.
I gave her a large surprise about two weeks after we'd gone dancing. Her summer art lessons were ending, and we'd talked about other courses the school offered in media art and design, commercial design, and contemporary art history. I went to her college's art school, signed her up for the three courses she wanted, paid her tuition, and got a certificate of admission to the courses from the school's registrar. I presented it to Colly that night at dinner, and she screamed in joy and then sexually assaulted me -- with my help, of course, right in the living room to express her thanks. I didn't object in the least.
When the fall semester started, Colly's courses meant that three days a week she ate lunch on campus. I squirrelled little love notes into her sandwich bag, or drew hearts on her napkin. I wrote a few corny poems, but they came from the heart and told her in a dozen ways that she was my favorite, that I was glad she was in my life, and eventually that I loved her.
When I wrote her the poem that said, 'I love you,' Colly came home from work that night almost teary. She came into my arms and kissed me, and then pulled the poem out of her pocket. She read it aloud back to me, and then said though teary eyes, "Do you really mean that -- that you love me?"
"Yes, I do." I resisted saying more because time and again when I'd started to say those three words, she'd stopped me in some way, almost as though she didn't believe someone could care about her that much.
She sobbed and threw herself into my arms. Through her blubbering she said, "Me too." I got a hug stronger than anything I'd ever felt from her.
After that, I could tell we were closer to each other in more dimensions than just physically. I liked the expression 'mind, body, and spirit,' and thought of our connections that way. We really did have the spiritual connection that had love as its core. That said, we still weren't telling each other that we loved one another except that one evening. We were showing it with kisses, and touches, and little presents or surprises, and of course by constantly making love as often as we could. More often than not, I could keep up with Colly's sexual urges, not to mention my own.
A few times, Colly would get depressed and teary for no reason at all, or her period would come and she'd be cranky, abrupt with me, or moody. I rolled with it, and always welcomed her into my arms. I learned to just be there for her, to open my arms, not say a word, and hold her until she was ready to move on with whatever she wanted to do.
I offered the house as a meeting place for her and her friends. I expected she'd met some other kids her own age at school that she might want to socialize with, and I told her I wanted her to feel free to invite them to the house and even to put a party together if she wanted. I volunteered to make myself scarce if she didn't want me around, but she scolded me for thinking that way. Colly and I planned a Halloween party, and had fun doing up the house with decorations. I wore a toga and Colly dressed as Tinkerbelle with a micro-skirt, a cute hat, and little wings on her back.
Halloween night, we not only gave out a hundred treats to the neighborhood children, we also had thirty guests, mostly Colly's age, but I slipped a few neighbors into the mix to diffuse the 'isolated old man' image I might have felt.
I took delight in introducing Colly to our neighbors, one or two of whom we'd met at the Golf Club when we dined there. I didn't explain our relationship; I only said that she was living with me. I heard one middle-aged woman ask Colly if she were renting a room, and Colly said, quick as a flash, "Oh, no. I'm Doug's long-term steady live-in lover." I guess if I wanted clarification about my status in Colly's eyes, I'd just heard from her, and she'd sort of used the 'L' word. My neighbor about dropped her teeth, but smiled and politely said, "Oh, how nice."



I didn't want to be clingy during the party, and so I let Colly set the pace. I did kiss her at one point, and she lit up like a Christmas tree and kissed me back in front of everyone else there -- a long lingering kiss of deep affection. After that, I'd do little things like touch her as I went by, or stand with my arm around her when we were talking to someone, or just hold her hand. I let Colly be clingy with me, and I enjoyed every second of it. At that party, I learned she liked to show others that she and I were together in a romantic way. Publicly touching each other did that for her.
After the last of the guests departed, I pulled Colly to bed leaving the clean up until the morning, and we just lay there holding each other and talking about the party ... and then talking about nothing important. We were just enjoying the act of being together and having a transcendent experience.
Shortly before Thanksgiving, I took Colly to the local animal rescue shelter as a surprise. When she realized where we were and why we were there tears came to her eyes. "You mean I can have a pet?" she said in a voice that showed how awed she was with the possibility.
Two hours later, Max had joined our family. He was a small Australian shepherd puppy with brown tones, mostly black fur, and a white chest. Max still had his tail and could smile. We stopped at the local pet store on the way home and bought about five hundred dollars worth of food and things every dog owner must have. I smiled internally at how happy Colly looked as she walked around the pet store with Max on his new leash.
Colly proved to be a good mother to Max, and the two of them bonded instantly. Max adored Colly as much as I did, and I pointed that out to her. She beamed. She fawned over Max constantly, and also started to teach him tricks and tried to housebreak him, although I could see that was going to be a slow process. Max had a cage beside the bed, on Colly's side of course.
Max needed to be walked, and this proved a boon to our relationship because Colly and I started to take long walks with Max, walks where we talked about all sorts of things important to us. Those walks brought us closer and closer together as a couple, and we both acknowledged how our bond of 'togetherness' had strengthened. I always affirmed to Colly that I enjoyed her living with me.
Another crisis hit the second week of December. I say 'our,' but in fact it was more 'my' crisis much as watching her with two young men at the dance club months earlier, and fantasizing situations far removed from reality.
Colly had made many friends at the college taking her art courses. They'd decided to have an end of final exams party the night after the last exam. I sensed it was students only, no spouses or partners, and so I urged her to go and have a good time, admonishing her not to drive if she'd been drinking. I even told her I'd come pick her up when she wanted to come home.
I didn't fret until about nine o'clock. There was nothing good on TV, and I'd already walked Max twice our normal distance just to kill time. I wondered what Colly was doing, and whom she was with. I knew her classes were a mixed lot of boys and girls, and I started to have small fantasies about the kind of sexual activities she was involved in. As the evening progressed, my imagination had created some truly wild scenes that would have made Caligula blush.
By midnight, I was sweating bullets, and by one in the morning I was a basket case. I kept walking Max every hour, but kept my cellphone at my side. I tried to doze in the living room, but couldn't sleep. I cried for a while, believing in this single night I had lost Colly to some unknown group of people from whom she would never return.
Colly came home at one-thirty in the morning. Max bounded across the room to greet her. I stood and stared at her, trying to read her mood, what her night had been like, whether I had anything to worry about, and a million other questions that made me twitch with anxiety.
She cranked her head to one side and studied me for a full minute before saying anything. "I thought you'd have gone to bed."
I mumbled, "I couldn't sleep without you."
Colly shook her head. "Oh. I didn't realize you were so dependent on me; I'm sorry."
Her words sent a chill through me. I heard them as a callous rebuke of my feelings. She was sorry that I felt dependent on her for things. I eked out, "Did you have fun?"
"Yes. We all did. I drank too much at the start of the night, so I waited a bit before I drove. So did a few of the others." After a pause, she said, "Shall we go to bed; I'm tired."
I led the way into the bedroom followed by Colly and Max. Minutes later the two of them were fast asleep, but I lay awake trying to deal with my demons a good part of the night.
I was grumpy the next morning, and probably looked like hell. If Colly noticed, she didn't say anything. She went off to her job at the art store, and I stewed about things all day long again.
When Colly got home, I had dinner ready. I'd also put up the Christmas tree and put out a lot of decorations for the season. She smiled and praised my work, standing and admiring the tree for a full minute.
She said, "When I was little we had a few Christmas trees, but as I got older no one in my family seemed to care. I always envied my friends who had a tree."
I moved behind her and held her somewhat stiffly, not sure what had transpired the night before that might have changed our relationship.
She turned to me and put her arms around my neck, "Doug, what's wrong?"
I sighed. "It's just my wild imagination ... about you ... last night ... with your friends."
Colly hugged me and asked, "Did you imagine me doing something with someone else?"
I nodded and bit my tongue to keep from speaking. I knew if I tried to speak at that instant I'd break out crying.
"And, you thought that I made out with someone and had sex all night long with a couple of guys. How did that make you feel?"
I admitted in a choked up voice, "Confused to tell the truth. I felt bad, really bad that I'd lose you, but I also felt aroused thinking about you with someone else. I shouldn't try to hold on to you, I know; I'm so much older and you deserve someone younger and more virile. I feel blessed for every minute you are with me, like you're an angel, and I have only a limited time to spend with you." I paused and added, "Colly, I love you. I know I'm not supposed to say things like that in our relationship because it complicates things, and expresses emotions about 'us' that you don't want to hear, but that's how I feel. I really love you from the tips of my toes to the top of my head; I love you with every fiber in my body. I love you with my heart, my mind, my body, and most of all my spirit. I tell you that with the risk that it'll drive you away."
Colly had tears running down her cheeks. "Doug, I love you too ... and I didn't make out with anybody or fuck anybody or do anything other than sit around and drink and laugh and be silly with my friends all night. Nobody did anything; it was kind of a boring party in that regard, and I kept wishing I were home with you."
On that note, she burst into tears and buried her head in my chest. After a few minutes, she got ahold of herself. She took a deep breath and said, "OK, we have to talk about 'us.'" She pulled me to the sofa, had me sit, and then sat in my lap, but in a way so that we could see each other.
Colly said, "Tell me more about how you feel about me, and don't worry you can't say anything that's going to make me run off. You won't drive me away."
I took a deep breath, "What I just said; I love you in every way I can think of. I think you're amazing. I see so many character traits and values that I adore and that are important to me: kindness, thoughtfulness, willingness to work towards your goals, you're neat and organized, I love how you can change your personalities depending on your dress, you're enthusiastic, playful, and you put up with me." I waited a second and turned the question back on her, "And, what do you think about me?"
She started slowly, "I hope you know that from the moment I met you, you blew me away. I feel awed by you. I'm scared sometimes, because you take such good care of me. I'm afraid someday it'll end, and I'll find myself out on your front lawn wondering what happened. I'm insecure. I want to give myself over to you completely, but part of me holds back in fear that you'll change your mind about me. I don't want to get hurt. My mother hurt me badly when she left; moms aren't supposed to do that to their kids, even grown up kids. I'd been hurt in other relationships before we met too, and they weren't as serious but I learned what getting dumped might be like, except in your case it would be disastrous for me. I love you so, but I'm so scared." Colly's voice ended with a little tremor in it.
"Oh, Colly. I'm not going to dump you. I'm the one that's scared that you'll see another gray hair on my head one day, and wake up to being with an old man and just walk away. I don't want to own you or possess you, but I've developed such a love and need for you in my life. I hate to admit my dependency, because I don't want you to be here because of guilt or a sense of duty. I think of you like a precious butterfly on my finger; I get to enjoy you for a few seconds and then you're going to fly away."
We were both crying and using our fingers to brush away the tears from our eyes and cheeks.
Colly said with a sob, "I don't ever want to leave you."
I said with a loud sniffle, "Maybe we could make a deal with each other -- a deal where we'd commit to each other about the things that are important, starting with always being here for each other."
"... And loving each other," Colly added with a sniffle. "Doing all the things that loving couples do ... and even telling each other we love one another. I could do that if I know we'll always be together."
I added, "I love you ... and we need to agree not to run away or throw anybody out the door without a minimum of a hundred years of discussion and debate -- and that means 'never.'"
Colly hugged me tightly, so tightly I could tell she didn't want to let me go -- ever. She whispered, "Oh, Doug, I love you so. I'm yours. I'm a one-man girl, and you're my man. I love you."
I thought for a moment and said, "Wait here, I want to get something." I moved her off my lap and went into our bedroom.
I came back a moment later and sat beside Colly, so we were tight against each other on the sofa. I said, "I'm not trying to spook you out or make you run, and I don't think you will now. If this is too weird, we can reverse what I'm about to do in whatever way will make you happy."
I opened my hand and showed Colly the diamond engagement ring I'd given to Alice when she was about the same age as Colly. Years later, we'd added some diamonds on the side, and years after that even bought a larger diamond. Alice had always said the ring had a high sparkle factor.
I took Colly's left hand and slipped the diamond band on her ring finger. To my surprise, it was a perfect fit -- not too loose and not too tight.
I said, "Marriage may not be right for us at this time, but a deep commitment is. I would love to be married to you, but I think it would rob you of a chunk of your youth that you have yet to enjoy without feeling the yoke of marriage. I want to give you your singlehood, but share it with you. I guess that's a crazy and awkward middle ground. If I know now that you're committed to me, and I know that where I am is your home, then I give you the freedom to be that butterfly. This ring was Alice's, and it represented our long commitment to each other. I'd be proud ..."
Colly was holding my face and kissing me all over so I couldn't speak any more. "Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes. I'll wear it. I'll never take it off. I love it. I love you. I know what it means. I know how important it is -- how important this minute is. I want it. I want you. I commit to you now and for always. I love you. I love you. I love you!"

* * * * *The lure of a warm weather Christmas finally eclipsed my two daughters' needs to be in the north near friends. Fran and her husband Richard, and Elise all flew down south for a few days at Christmas.
All I had told them was that I had met someone special. I didn't elaborate about Colly, our living together, our new commitment to each other, or her background. In fact, I made it sound as though I'd just started dating a pleasant old woman from my club with no details. We figured it would be fun to watch how they reacted to her when they got to Florida.
I picked up the three of them at the airport, and drove them home with their luggage filling the car's trunk. We had an animated conversation, and I successfully ducked all their questions about my new 'special person' other than to say they'd meet her soon enough.
Colly had reverted to her Emo Girl look. The piercings were all in place. She wore a black wife-beater sleeveless shirt so her entire colorful dragon tattoo showed. She also put on one of Max's black studded dog collars, just the right accessory to signal real toughness. She had the flaming red and blue streaks back in her dark hair, and a lock plastered diagonally across her face so it almost covered one eye. She wore black from her collar to her black boots, with the silver chain around her waist once again. She looked uncompromising and insolent.
As I brought Fran, Elise, and Richard into the house, Colly came and met us at the door. I did introductions without explaining Colly's presence; there was obvious confusion by the three arrivals about what Colly's role was and even why this emo girl was present. The remote possibility that she was my 'special person' hadn't even entered their thinking.
Colly used a raw almost rude tone to direct us into the living room where she had a tray of drinks and snacks. She was abrupt. As she started to serve Fran, I saw the glint of the engagement ring; and as Colly passed a glass of iced tea to my thirty-one year old daughter, Fran saw the ring.
Fran froze in position with her eyes locked on the ring. She pointed at Colly's hand, then stammered and stuttered for over a minute, "Tha ... tha ... Oh, my God, ... that ... that's Mom's ring ... isn't it?" She pointed at Colly's hand that still held out a glass to her with the ring sparkling in a shaft of daylight from the window that couldn't have been better planned. Fran was going apoplectic and couldn't speak.
I smiled politely and said, "Yes. Since Colly is the special person in my life, and given the depth of our feelings for each other, it seemed appropriate for her to wear that ring."
Elise said loudly, "WHAT?" She looked Colly in the eye and said in a very confrontational voice, "How old are you?"
Colly smiled at her but replied in a challenging manner, "Nineteen, why?"
Fran started to sputter again, "Tha ... that means Dad's over forty years older than ya ... you?"
Colly said in a slightly softer tone, "Yes. He's so nice and mature. I just love him to pieces with every atom in my body, and he tells me he feels the same way about me."
Elise cut to the chase, "Where do you live?"
Colly gestured broadly to the house but kept her voice harsh as she responded, "I live here, with Doug. Today, that's what people who love each other do. We sleep together, and when we feel like it, we even make love and that's almost every day." I watched the dragon on her biceps flex in her gesture. I'm sure the muscular tension and flex wasn't lost on my daughters who had now moved in closer to Colly. The wolves were moving in for the kill.
Richard had watched the rapid interplay of conversation like a tennis match, with his head rapidly switching from person to person. He had an amused expression on his face. I liked my son-in-law. Wisely, he hadn't said a word.
Elise whispered to me in a voice tinged with disgust, only everyone could hear her, "Are you going to get married?" Every word expressed her disapproval.
I said so everyone could hear, "Not for a while. Colly's young, and I want her to have some freedom to feel she can spread her wings a little, yet have a special place to come home to."
Colly suddenly said, "Oh, excuse me for a few minutes." I knew she was going off to change her clothing. She almost ran from the room but in glee at what we were doing. I saw the flash of a smile before she disappeared.
As soon as she was out of the room, my wolf daughters attacked me with a barrage of questions about how we met, what she's trying to dig out of me, how much money of mine she's spending, what I was thinking by associating with someone so young, why I'd given her a ten-thousand dollar ring that had belonged to their mother, what I was doing sleeping with a trollop like her, and on and on. The questions came faster than I could answer them, and none of them hinted at a favorable impression. So that Colly could hear all this later, I had my little memory minder recorder in my pocket; it was good for a two-hour recording. I had accurately envisioned the response of my daughters and son-in-law too, a point that warmed me to them because they were so predictable.
I toyed my daughters while Colly was out of the room. I told them I'd reveal all starting with how we met. I gave a very slow, deliberate, and very detailed description of how we met, complete with lots of diversions in my description. I talked about why I'd started going to the mall, how I missed Alice, what the bench I sat on was like, what stores were nearby, the categories of people I saw, and on and on. I finally mentioned that Colly had sat down next to me, what she was wearing, and that over a few days we'd started to say a few words to each other, but then I got into a detailed description of the mall parking lot, traffic, having to park far away even when it was raining, and how the parking situation changed with the season. I talked about the coffee shop where I bought coffee for Colly and me, and even got into what the best flavors of coffee were. I was stalling.
Colly changed in record time. She appeared in the doorway, looking like a million dollars about fifteen minutes later. The piercings were gone. She wore a colorful skirt and high heels that showed off her shapely legs. Her matching blouse hid her tat and showed her cleavage, but not in a flagrant way. The hair color was almost gone, and she'd reapplied her make up to match the best of the country club set. She'd put her hair up in a sexy twist too that eclipsed most of the women at the club. She came in and demurely knelt to serve the iced tea to Fran, Elise, and Richard again, carefully pouring and handing out the glasses. Her demeanor was reminiscent of a Japanese tea ceremony.
A silence had taken over the living room from the time Colly walked in -- really her grand entrance. My daughters were carefully reexamining Colly the way a doctor might examine a patient with a sudden change of symptoms. They were so focused on her, they failed to notice that she was holding the glasses of tea for them, this time on a small serving tray. Just watching her, I felt so proud and so in love with her. She was so perfect and playful.
When Colly spoke about serving the tea, her voice was dramatically softer and the ultimate in politeness and deference to my kids who were eleven years older than she was. She wasn't behaving like a kid sister, or like a trophy wife or stepmother, just like a polite and friendly adult and intimate loving friend of their father that had more than every right in the universe to be where she was whether they liked it or not. Her love flowed from her to every person in the room; I could feel it and I know my daughters could. Given the emo girl performance of a few minutes earlier, they were puzzled at the incongruity Colly posed in their thinking.



Each daughter took a glass of iced tea, but just held it as they continued to watch Colly serving Richard and me our tea. Colly's bend in front of Richard was just enough to give him a generous view of her cleavage without going beyond the bounds of propriety. We'd rehearsed this earlier with many laughs.
Richard was gawking, because Colly looked truly 'stunning.' Even allowing for the grind of travel, Colly was the prettiest and most loving person in the room. Richard gave me a look that clearly said, "How did my much older father-in-law hook up with someone so hot?" I slightly shrugged, as though women like Colly happened to me all the time.
The change of clothing apparently moderated my daughter's opinion of Colly too. While the conversation remained on the chilly side for a while, it gradually warmed.
Colly did know how to cook, and she had prepared a beautiful pot roast with all the trimmings, including a small scoop of sherbet between courses just like they do at the Golf Club. I assisted with serving, but publicly praised her culinary skills in front of everyone. I also took a few minutes here and there to smooch with Colly, and whisper little words of love and support to her. I knew my kids' presence must stress her out, and I wanted her to know that I knew it and wouldn't let anything bad happen. I had talked to Colly ahead of time and guaranteed that my first allegiance and love was to her and keeping her protected and whole.
I served us wine, and as agreed, I limited Colly's intake so she'd keep a level head. No one seemed to notice. Colly sat at one head of the table, where any hostess would take her place. She was poised, well mannered, engaging, funny, witty, and displayed a talent of getting along with people that far exceeded her years. More than all the traits that Miss Preppy might exhibit, Colly displayed her love for my family, even acknowledging things Alice had done to the house or worn. Throughout the meal, my eye kept catching on that sparkling ring on her finger.
As dinner progressed, the questions my daughters had thrown at me earlier gradually got answered: how we met, how she'd suddenly needed a place to stay, how I wanted to help Colly with her schooling, and how we'd fallen for each other. Colly talked about her background as an Emo Girl and her transition to Miss Preppy, even talking about how she changed roles some days because of her work at the art store that catered more to 'emo types.'
The fact that Colly and I both seemed rational and caring moderated opinions, not to mention Colly's own maturity. After dinner, I suggested that Richard and I walk Max. This was a delicate time, since I'd be leaving Colly with two vultures who might want to pick every piece of meat off Colly's bones without me there to protect her.
Richard and I were gone about a half hour. I gave him free reign with questions too; however, he was very politic and simply told me that I'd found a gem of a girl, and that he'd be proud to have her as a step mother-in-law, although she'd be about twelve years younger than he was. He laughed a lot at the way age factored into the equation and about my daughter's reactions to such a young lover.
I admitted to Richard that I hadn't even thought that if I married Colly, she'd be a stepmother to Fran and Elise, and be significantly younger than either one of them. That got me laughing, and as I did I felt much of the tension I'd felt regarding their visit evaporate. The humor of a potentially real situation gave me relief.
Richard went a little further, "I've only met Colly today, and heard the various conversations between you. I never heard you refer to that ring as an engagement ring. I'll tell you right now, in my opinion, that if you don't marry that girl you are one stupid father-in-law." He grinned at me and gave a light slap to my shoulder to take the edge off his bite, but I got his message, not that I hadn't already entertained the thought for a few months.
When we got back to the house with Max, he made a beeline for Colly who knelt down and loved him up in greeting. I caught a wink from her that indicated everything was cool. She suggested that Richard and I watch football while she and my daughters finished cleaning up in the kitchen and talked.
I turned on the TV and found a college game, but aimed my ears at what was being said in the nearby kitchen. What I heard sounded like wonderful sweetness to me. The harmonious sounds of Colly asking about me, Alice, Fran, and Elise's childhoods, the kind of parent I'd been, where else they'd lived, their jobs, and a million other normal and kind 'get to know you' discussions. I could hear Colly sharing more of her background as well.
Eventually, Colly came and sat in my lap and kissed me. She whispered, "Bedtime." We excused ourselves. I went to lock up the back of the house, and Colly went to the master suite. As I came back through the living room, Fran stopped me and pulled me into a daughterly hug. She said to me with tears in her eyes, "Good choice, Dad. I love her."
Elise repeated the gesture, "We love her, Dad. She's a keeper. I wish I'd been that mature at nineteen. Heck, she's more mature than I am now." As we hugged, Elise said in a directive tone, "Dad, marry her."
I had tears of joy in my eyes when I went into the bedroom. Colly looked at me with a worried look. I shook my head, and finally got my tongue. "You passed with flying colors. Three A-pluses from your toughest critics. They love you ... but not as much as I do. Richard and Elise told me I'd better marry you before you get away, and Fran would have said that first if she hadn't been interrupted by her sister. So, I was thinking that'd make that ring on your pretty finger an engagement ring, but to make it official, 'Will you marry me?'"
I hugged Colly to me. She said enthusiastically with teary eyes that matched my joy, "OH, YES. Absolutely yes. Yes, with no doubts or reservations. I will love being married to you, and I've thought about it from the moment we met ... but as you know I was scared for a while. I'm not scared now. I love you." She held out her left arm and studied the ring. "I like the idea that this is an engagement ring too. It's time we cemented this relationship."
We stood opposite each other and slowly removed each other's clothing. We found this something we liked to do; it was arousing, sexual, and always led to our making love.
When we were nude, we kissed passionately. Colly pulled away from me, with a naughty look in her eye. "Well, three A-pluses; let's see whether I can get an A-plus for making love tonight." She leaned in and kissed my first tattoo; an ornate heart on my upper arm with the word 'Colly' inscribed inside it. I'd also gotten another tat on the back of the middle finger of my right hand, a simple heart with the letter 'C' in it. My daughter's hadn't noticed either of those yet.
I started to tell Colly what a great partner she was and how much I loved her. I couldn't believe how sweet her kisses were that night as we fell onto the bed and made love.

* * * * *My father and Colly were married at Dad's golf club in a romantic family and friend's ceremony on Colly's twenty-first birthday. Eight years later, they are more in love than they were when I first met Colly. Elise and I find having a stepmother who is eleven years younger than we are a bit strange, but even stranger is that I have a half-sister who is thirty-five years younger, and younger than one of Dad's grandchildren by a year. Elise and I love Colly too, and we go out of our way to go and visit the two of them. There's an air of love in their household that is contagious. We couldn't be happier that Dad fell in love with and married an Emo Girl. -- Love, Fran.
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Best Ever Erotic Halloween Costume Party
A short story by Romantic1
* * * * *
The pleasure of your company is requested at the
Best Ever Erotic Halloween Costume Party
October 31
8:00 p.m. to the following noon
The Stevens Estate
33 Goodings Road
Dillon, Massachusetts
RSVP by enclosed envelope
Please bring at least one horny guest
Bring ‘Clean’ papers. Viagra and condoms available
Donation to Children’s Fund $500 pp at door

* * * * *Just reading the engraved invitation made my pants tighten in my groin. A small reply card with a pre-addressed stamped envelope to Jane Whitmore sat beside the embossed Crane’s stationery envelope I’d just opened. This was a ‘high end’ invitation. To RSVP, I needed to indicate the number of males and females I would arrive with. I’d planned to give my friend Jane two-thousand dollars for her favorite charity anyway, so the request for a donation to attend this gala bash wasn’t out of line for what I’d been thinking.
Danielle was the girlfriend of my friend Brad – a playboy friend of mine on the west coast who was almost a generation older than Dani, and eight years older than me. I’d met Brad when I did interior design work for one of his movie star clients; he was their agent. Subsequently, I designed Brad’s bachelor pad and turned it into the ultimate seduction pit. A few years later when I went back to LA on some referral design work, I met Dani and was taken by her intriguing mix of innocence and sophistication, of good girl and bad girl, of risk taker and timid soul, and of spiritual angel and hedonist.
Danielle’s mother Michelle, who I never met, sent Dani to live with Brad and get indoctrinated in the ways of playboy and the sophisticated LA scene. She also went to college there. Brad became charmed by Danielle, and she with him. Although they both dated others occasionally, they were mostly a couple. That said, Brad confessed to me several times that he still loved her mother Michelle – a serious relationship he’d had a decade earlier when she’d had to move away to tend to ailing parents and take over a clinic her doctor father had started. I’d seen Brad and Dani a half-dozen times since, whenever I was in the LA area, usually for a week at a time.
Danielle looked like Kate Upton and stood out as one of the hottest women I’d ever met. On one of my west coast visits, at Brad’s invitation, and with Danielle’s approval, I became the other male in her first threesome; an event she relished and that we repeated frequently whenever I was in LA. I was only the second man she’d made love with, and I too succumbed to her charms.
Dani had completed her bachelor’s at UCLA, while distinguishing herself at the West Hollywood annex of the Lee Stasberg Theater and Film Institute. She’d become an accomplished actress, singer, dancer, and model, but her on stage skills were untried in all but academic settings. After some searching, Dani had landed a part in a Christmas Season play that would run in Boston, a play called‘The Christmas Present.’ She had the lead role, and the pay was superb given her inexperience in professional theater. The run was limited – from the Friday before Thanksgiving until a week after New Years. The good news for me was that Dani asked to stay with me while in Boston. My Cambridge apartment was a few subway stops from her theater. Dani arrived October first; the same day I got the party invitation.
After a joyful greeting at the airport, I brought Dani home with a small mountain of luggage. She proved to be as bubbly, affectionate, and loving as she had been during the weeks I’d stayed with Brad and her in LA. My apartment had a guest room, and Dani moved her luggage in filling the bed with piles of clothing.
I had just started to think about bedtime, when Danielle appeared in my bedroom. She was nude, freshly scrubbed, smelled like jasmine, and looked like the angel I knew she was. She walked seductively across my bedroom and slid in next to my own naked body.
I said, “I thought you’d want your own room.”
Dani put her arms around my neck, gave me a kiss that would melt steel, and told me, “I plan to stay in your bed – withyou, silly. One of the reasons I came for this play was to be withyou. I want to be withyou, making love withyou, and havingyou impress me again with your lovemaking skills. How’s that?”
‘That’ was fine with me, and I think my grin wrapped all the way around my head. Danielle and I seduced each other and made love until exhaustion claimed each of us.
The next day, Dani saw the Halloween Party invitation that Jane Whitmore had sent sitting on the kitchen counter. Dani asked, “What’ll this party be like? The word ‘Erotic’ makes it sound really sexy.”
I chortled, “Dani, I know the hostess. She loves sex, and I’m certain she has this event planned as the orgy of the year. We don’t have to go unless you want to get into that kind of thing.”
She asked, “What’s ‘that kind of thing’ mean? Sex with other people?”
I grimaced, “Yeah, lots and lots of it. It’ll be a fuckfest – indiscriminate screwing with anybody that looks interesting – men or women. The line about ‘clean papers, Viagra, and condoms’ indicates that the primary party activity will be fucking.” In my mid-twenties, I would have been all over that invitation and party with unbridled eagerness; now, a decade later, I thought about whether all the indiscriminate fucking would be over the top for me. Sure, I liked sex; no, I loved sex, in large quantities; but, the concentrated dose the party suggested might have even become too much for me.
Dani pondered the invitation for a minute. She broke into a coy smile. “I’ve never been to anything like this. Don’t you think everyone should attend a real orgy at least once in their lives? I think I’d like to go. Will you take me?”
After thinking a moment, I decided, “Dani, I’ve never been to something this outrageous either, and yes, I’ll take you – but you have to go into it with your eyes open. You’re a very pretty and ripe young girl. Every male there is going to want to have a turn at you – sometimes in groups and sometimes alone. Heck, some of the women there will want a turn with you!”
Lest I get myself in deep trouble for leading their girlfriend and daughter astray in the paths of the devil, I suggested that she might like to talk to her Brad and her mother about her party plans before I responded. I told her I’d put her in touch with Jane, the hostess for the event, so she could be properly informed. She thought those to be a good ideas. Brad would have been a star performer at the party. Dani explained that her mother was pretty permissive and would have also wanted an invitation to attend.

* * * * *Dani and I were lying in bed two nights later after an energetic bout of love making when she asked me an intriguing question. “Jim, if I hadn’t come to Boston, who would you take to the Halloween Party?”
I wasn’t embarrassed answering because we knew we both had active social lives besides the temporary one we’d just formed. We weren’t even sure that our relationship would survive in any meaningful form other than good friends beyond mid-January when Dani went back to the west coast to be with Brad.
I responded with a chuckle, “I’d probably have called one or two friends – Melissa or Heather. I think they’d like this kind of thing. They both enjoy group sex situations, including down right wanton fucking. I would have taken one or both of them.”
“Tell me about each of them. Maybe they should come with us. The more the merrier, right?”
I wondered briefly if I could survive having three horny women in my bed. I decided I’d like to try, but then put that idea aside as pure fantasy.
I started to describe Melissa to Dani. “Melissa – or the Pixie, as many call her – lives outside Columbus with her husband Doug – and Katie – another woman, in a comfortable threesome. Doug fathered two children with each woman. I met Mel through my interior design and architecture work, and subsequently have had a series of beautiful and sexy moments together with her whenever we saw each other. She does decorating and design work for the company Doug works for; and she and Katie are working on a design software program that is pretty unique.”
“Mel is five feet tall and weighs about a hundred very shapely pounds soaking wet, with legs that turn an eye, a cute little butt that catches your attention, a striking face, a perky nose and pleasant mouth that invites kisses, angular cheeks with smiling eyes, long blond hair that she often pulls back into a sexy ponytail, and a set of natural breasts that can only be described by one word - spectacular. Putting it another way, she’s stacked!”
Dani laughed and nudged me to continue talking about Mel. “The Pixie is a nonconformist, and gets a charge by breaking as many rules as she can when it comes to sex, relationships, and social mores. She figures out what ‘normal’ is, and tries to do the opposite. Doug is pretty conservative, yet she talked him into living in a ménage-a-trois. He also tolerates her outside relationships, although she often involves Katie and him in them to some degree. Mel is perpetually horny and a delight to be with. She’s creative and sexually inventive, even kinky from time to time.”
“By the way, Doug’s sister does porn films along with her husband and some neighbors. They’ve started to make some ‘legit’ films, but there’s that background in the family. Mel told me she wants to act in one of the X-rated films getting the living daylights fucked out of her on camera. I think when she told me that, I volunteered to act opposite her. Mel has had sex with her sister, brother-in-law, all their neighbors, and … everybody.”
Dani said with a touch of wonder, “She sounds like fun.” I was gradually learning that Dani had a similar streak in her like Mel. The whole idea of group sex at the Halloween Party was growing on Dani by the minute and it seemed to make her hornier, if that were possible.
“Oh, she is fun; the whole family is. She’d like the party and all the sex. She’d be in the spirit of things before, during, and after. Hell, we’d probably have to restrain her.”
“Does she only do this when she’s drunk or stoned or something?”
“Oh, no. She’s a very moderate drinker, and doesn’t do drugs at all. The whole crowd that’ll be at this party is pretty sane – well, except for being over-sexed, but knowing me you’ve probably figured that out.”
Dani sat up, crossing her legs Indian style; an act that put her wet pussy on bold display only eighteen inches from my hungry mouth and within easy reach of my curious fingers. I started to diddle her clit as we talked. Dani got an ethereal look on her face for a minute.
Dani said in a dreamy voice, “Now, tell me about Heather.”
I started to reminisce about Heather. “Well, Heather lives in Oklahoma City with her boyfriend – a guy named Matt, I think, and she’s another nonconformist that doesn’t want a traditional monogamous relationship. She’s a nymphomaniac – a genuine, dyed in the wool, woman with hypersexuality – a compulsive and addictive desire for sex every minute of every day. Heather looks like Charlize Theron with boobs – nice natural ones like the Pixie. She’s beautiful, blond, loaded with sex appeal, and legs that never stop. Heather has an IQ of 160. When she can curb her desires she’s a successful independent foreign currency trader – works out of their home and makes a ton of money.”
“How’d you meet?”
“Heather and I were an item in college, and we’ve stayed in touch. We’ve visited each other more in some years than others.”
“And fucked?”
“Of course.”
“Serious?”
“Been on the verge with her a few times, but when one of us was ready the other wasn’t, so we’d end up ‘just friends with benefits’ until the next time. At this point, I wouldn’t want to be the cause of her split with her boyfriend, but from what I hear they’re not any more serious than comfortably living together.”
Dani said thoughtfully, “I think you ought to invite both. I’d like to meet them; you’d like to fuck each of them again, no doubt; and they both seem to have the personalities that would enjoy this kind of party.” I sensed a certain enthusiasm in her voice.
I said tentatively, “They’re both bisexual and they’d probably want to stay here with us. Does that bother you?” I was still learning Danielle’s boundaries; we’d never talked about her being with a woman in any situation.
Dani thought for a moment. As she did, I rearranged her legs and brought my mouth to her sodden pussy. She gave a little moan of happiness as my tongue made contact with her slit. I loved how Dani tasted, and she liked anything I seemed to do to her.
Eventually, Dani told me a couple of interesting things: “I’ve never been with a woman – just two guys – you and Brad. I think it’d be interesting to try – real interesting and fun.”
I came up for air and added, “Well, maybe I should have mentioned this earlier, but this Halloween Party will probably have a lot of girl-on-girl action too. We guys will need our recovery time, and some activity needs to fill the void besides bobbing for apples.”
I went back to lapping at Danielle’s pussy, driving a few digits into her cunt, and bringing her to a warm and wooly orgasm.

* * * * *Danielle and I called Jane Whitmore a few days later to introduce Dani and get more details about the party. Jane was a fuck buddy, and we often honored each other’s booty calls.
We learned that the Stevens Estate had two-dozen bedrooms over the main function rooms – each with a king-size bed. There’d be a band at the party until midnight and then a DJ through the night. Open bars would be open around the clock, copious hors d’oeuvres all night and a full breakfast would be served too. Jane had invited forty people to attend, expecting a few turndowns but that those accepting would bring one or two others, probably of the opposite sex. Overall, she expected around eighty people, with about fifty staying the entire night and into the next morning. Jane admitted to having fucked each of the people she invited – male and female, and hoped she would again at the party. Jane was my kind of person – a beautiful ‘ethical slut.’
I thanked Jane for the information, and passed the phone entirely over to Danielle so she could ask some more intimate questions without being embarrassed. Later, Dani told me her questions dealt with where people had sex besides the bedrooms, how people cleaned up after sex if they were drippy, whether it was OK to go bareback, whether girls could invite guys to have sex, whether costume nudity was acceptable, were there ‘safe words,’ could she bring some sex toys to share, and more.
My telephone calls to the Pixie and Heather resulted in two more women exceptionally excited about the party and eager to attend. We talked about travel logistics to get them to Massachusetts a day or two before the big event. I made sure they each knew about each other and about Dani; I didn’t want any awkward moments on my doorstep – or worse, in my bed. The knowledge about other women in my life who would be in my bed and at the Party only seemed to sweeten the deal for them. They promised to arrive horny and ready for anything – the same words Danielle used.

* * * * *A week later, I got a few calls as the women started to think about what they’d wear for costumes. Far from an expert on costumes, I put them in touch with each other so they could talk about how much skin to show, how slutty to look, what character to become, and what image they wanted to project. I did recommend they make sure any costume was an ‘easy off-easy on’ so they could partake of the full spirit of the party – have sex and get redressed without a lot of lost time. While the thought made them laugh, they agreed that they’d work with that as one premise for what they wore.
Not surprisingly, the Pixie decided to come as … a pixie. Before she came, she created a little green pixie suit, some pointy ears, a floppy green pointed hat, nifty shoes with pointy toes that matched, and some other paraphernalia to complete her outfit. She sent us an iPhone photo in her costume, and she looked cute … and fuckable. The outfit emphasized her fantastic breasts, and I wondered whether she wore anything under the short pixie skirt.
In the same genre, Danielle decided to dress as an angel. She found a costume store, bought some durable white fuzzy wings, a similar halo headband, and a few other pieces of lingerie. She also found some shoes she promised I’d like at a consignment store.
Heather told us she’d decided to be Little Red Riding Hood. She didn’t tell us much about the costume other than it had thigh high stockings, a short red skirt, a lacy bodice, a red cape, and matching red shoes. I imagined how the traffic-stopping capability of this woman would translate into a bevy of horny men following her around all night long at the party with their tongues lolling out the side of their mouths and hard dicks aimed at her talented pussy.
I opted for a Roman toga with a red sash, sandals, and a laurel wreath on my head. I didn’t expect it to win any awards, but it would be comfortable and fit my ‘easy off-easy on’ requirement.
Regardless of what my three beautiful dates wore, they would be the most sought after women at the party. They were the hottest women in the country and would be desired by men and women alike. I could hardly wait. I sent the invitation reply card to Jane indicating attendance for the four of us. I also enclosed the check for her charity and to help defray party expenses too.

* * * * *Three days before Halloween, I got home late from a client meeting going over some house plans. Danielle sat in the almost dark apartment looking out the window. She seemed pensive, and had obviously been sitting in one position a long time.
I went and kissed her forehead, “Hi. Everything all right?” I put my arm around her in a supportive gesture, because her body language indicated that something was not all right.
Dani said in a puzzled tone, “I’m not sure. This afternoon during a break at rehearsals I talked to Brad in LA and then my Mom in Iowa to say hello, to tell them about what we’ve been up to, and to mention the party to them. I didn’t want to ask permission about the party, but I also didn’t want them not to know what mischief we had planned.”
I guessed, “They don’t like the idea of the party, right?”
“Oh, no. They barely mentioned it after I told them about it. I think they’re fine with it and even wished they were here to attend. They each laughed and said it sounded like fun. They also told me to let my hair down and have a ball. No, something else is going on with each of them … and neither is sharing.”
“Does that worry you?”
“I don’t know; I don’t think so. I want both of them to be happy, and I know they feel the same way about me. I told Brad to date and fuck his brains out, and I’ve often told my Mom the same thing. Maybe she got serious about someone.” Dani thought for a few minutes, and I gave her space to process her thoughts as I held her. Finally she said, “I guess when either of them are willing to say something more to me, they will.”
With that, Danielle shrugged, stood up and flowed into my arms in the sexy welcome home routine that was rapidly making my heart do flip flops over her on a daily basis.

* * * * *Two days before Halloween, Danielle came home from rehearsals for her play and found Pixie and me in bed fucking for the third time since she’d arrived about noon. Despite the potential awkwardness of the situation, I withdrew from the Pixie’s pussy, and introduced the two women.



I almost laughed aloud as Danielle came over to the bed and shook Mel’s hand. “Hi, nice to finally meet you. You’re much cuter than your picture – and you really are a pixie.”
Pixie pulled Danielle to us, and planted a significant kiss on her lips. She also took Dani’s right hand that she’d just shaken and brought it to her left breasts. I heard Dani’s sharp intake of breath.
As they separated, Mel said, “Why don’t you lose some of that clothing and join us here in bed. I don’t bite … much.” She laughed.
A smile came over Dani’s face, and a second naked woman soon joined me in bed. Our little love making tryst interrupted, I felt content to lay back and watch what would happen between the pair. I felt that Dani was about to get a real education in the joys of Sapphic sex.
Danielle said in a low voice to Mel, “I’ve never been with a pixie before … and I’ve never been with a woman before either.”
Mel snorted in delight. “Oh, goody. Let me show you all the pleasures you’ve been missing. You may never go back to guys by the time I’m through with you.” With that, she pushed Dani back into my arms, and latched onto one of her gorgeous breasts, sucking on the nipple until it was erect, and then holding on with her lips as she pulled the tit away from Dani’s body until it snapped back. I could feel Dani’s entire body respond with an erotic shudder.
As if that wasn’t enough, Mel also teased two fingers into Dani’s nicely trimmed pussy. After Dani moaned for a minute at the attention, Mel added a third finger. After more moaning, a fourth fingers got added, and after still more moaning I watched Mel’s pixiesque hand disappear into Danielle’s cunt. Dani said, “Oh, fuck, I’ve never been fisted before.”
Mel turned and twisted her hand, and brought her other hand over and started to drum on Dani’s little pearl of a clit. Dani went wild for a minute, and then suddenly the entire bed flooded with her ejaculation of girl juice, some of it even arching in the air from Dani’s cunt onto Mel’s boobs. Dani screamed in pleasure as I watched Mel slowly rotate her wrist and hand, obviously running fingers or knuckles across Dani’s G-spot.
After the earth-moving orgasm had passed, Mel extracted from Danielle’s body, kissed her hard, and ran a tongue down past her breasts and into her pussy, lapping up every drop of girl juice she could find that Dani had released. Less than two minutes later, Dani writhed wildly in my arms as another climax ripped through her body. Mel knew exactly how to make another woman hum in ecstasy.
In between Dani’s breasts and pussy, I watched her abs and stomach writhe in pleasure. She had a cute little jeweled navel piercing that hung down about two inches. As she turned and twisted under Mel’s efforts, the little dangle kept swinging around from side to side in a tantalizing way. The dangle would only stop moving when Dani had an orgasm and froze in position to savor the passing climax..
Dani pushed Mel’s face and hand away from her pussy. “Wow! I can’t … you really know what you’re doing ... I’ve never been fisted – I’d heard about it, but ... OH, MY, GOD! I can’t take any more right now. Stop. I’ve never squirted before. My boyfriend showed me a porn flick where a girl did that, but I thought it was a put on. THAT was wonderful – the best orgasm I’ve ever had. Let me do something for you.”
Mel asked in a soft voice, “Do you like cum?”
Dani nodded.
“Jim left two loads inside me that I’d love to share. Why don’t you go get them and bring what you can find up to my mouth so we can share it between us? Do you know how to snowball? He left a lot so you’ll find plenty to share.”
Dani had already discovered that I deposited a prodigious amount of cum in my orgasms. At first, she’d been horrified because of the mess we made in the bed, but she’d come to like the ‘squishy’ feeling after we’d made love. There also was a large wet spot on the bed unless we laid a towel down before we started. Dani and I were using many towels every day. I loved having a large laundry load each day, and so did Dani.
Although Danielle was taller, she and Mel fit into a cozy sixty-nine position with ease with Mel on top, their tongues wagging merrily into each other’s nether region. The law of gravity meant that the fluids I’d left in Mel started to flow outward and downward into Dani’s mouth in the positions they adopted. Eventually, I watched her tap Mel on the ass. Mel flipped around and the two women started to swap my load between them, an outrageously dirty and erotic move that brought me back to hardness only Tungsten steel might exceed – what I call a ‘10’ on my ten-point hardness scale.
I watched Mel get a mischievous look in her eye, and guessed what would happen next. She was going to try to gross me out by bringing me some of my own spunk. She knee walked up the bed into my arms and made to kiss me. I opened my mouth and welcomed the entire load she carried inside; I swallowed the saliva and cum. Mel and I kissed some more.
Mel eventually pulled away, “Oh, you’re no fun. I thought you’d find that obnoxious. I wanted to tease you.”
I laughed, “Sorry. An old girlfriend taught me to like the stuff, even from another guy so long as it comes by way of a pussy. Her theory was if I expected to cum in her mouth from a blowjob, I’d have to know what she was experiencing. The whole idea never bothered me, even eating another guy’s cum from a pretty girl’s pussy.”
Dani said, “You sucked Brad’s cum from my pussy in our threesomes. I thought that was really hot. You don’t know it, but that was one of the reasons why I wanted you to make love to me all the time when you visited. You turned me on with stuff like that.”
Mel encouraged me to make love to Danielle, and Dani thought that would be a good pre-dinner activity as well. I gracefully accepted their offer. Being the only male had its advantages in this situation. Everyone wanted me.
Danielle had awoken to the whole idea of girl-on-girl sex, and based on the orgasms the Pixie had given her, I rightly figured she wanted more – a lot more. I took the pair to an authentic Mexican restaurant off Harvard Square. The entire dinner conversation took place between Dani and Mel, the former grilling the latter on the finer points, techniques, and tactics in making love with another woman … or women. I learned quite a few things, and noticed the couple next to us at dinner got very quiet and blushed frequently over Mel’s instructions.
After dinner, we walked around the square, and then went back to my apartment and had a highly satisfying three-way. I basked in glorious splendor with two of the sexiest women in America cuddled up beside me naked and full of my jism.

* * * * *Heather arrived the next day after lunch. Mel and Danielle came with me to Logan Airport to meet her and take her back to the apartment. The four of us met outside airport security and for a few minutes caused a bit of a problem.
Heather was all over me like peanut butter on bread, kissing, hugging, driving her tongue into my mouth, and into my neck and ears. She arrived exuberant and horny – not an unusual occurrence.
Besides being horny, Heather also was dressed to kill. She had on a black leather micro skirt that left her long beautiful legs quite visible, right down to her shiny black fuck me pumps with four inch heels. Heather wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts showed through the material of her blouse, nipples aroused and areolas dark and inviting someone to suck on them. She wore a variety of necklaces and bracelets, and her hair and makeup were done flawlessly. She was easily the hottest person on the east coast.
So, everybody arriving into Boston walked past us and watched her near rape of my hunky body. I’m catching looks over her shoulder that clearly say, ‘What is a schmuck like him doing with a babe like her?’ If they weren’t looked at Heather and me, they were ogling Mel and Dani, who weren’t wearing all that many clothes either. I smiled at a few passersby as though babes greeting me like this happened all the time.
After introductions have been made, everyone hugged everyone. The more hugging and kissing that went on the more I started to be seen as the focal point for three VERY HOT women. Guys were walking by the four of us looking at me in awe; I became the envy of several hundred heterosexual males in the airport and more than just a few of the females.
With a following of gawkers, we made it to luggage pickup, retrieved Heather’s suitcases, and went to the parking garage We drove home and got everything inside. Heather had an engaging conversation at the airport and in the car with Mel and Dani, and I saw good friendships had already been built between them because of their telephone calls.
Heather created a long silence among the four of us once we were all standing in my living room with Heather’s luggage. She turned to Mel and Danielle and said, “I need to fuck Jim. Do you mind if we disappear for a half-hour or so? You can join us then if you want.”
Mel and Dani finally broke out laughing, with comments like, ‘of course; go for it; wear him out; make his day; and more.’
Heather pulled me into my bedroom, and ever the exhibitionist she left the door open behind us. One millisecond later, her tongue was tickling my tonsils, and a minute after that Heather was naked and ripping my clothes from my body. I’d forgotten why I liked Heather so much.
She paid attention to my cock long enough to bring it to readiness, and then Heather mounted me and started to ride me cowgirl style. I started playing with her breasts and romancing her other erogenous zones as we fucked. I sucked on her nipples, even bit her shoulder, and pulled her into our love making session with passion. Heather seemed driven to get to an orgasm whether I got there or not.
Heather talked dirty to me too – a steady stream of dirty, foul, sexy, erotic, arousing, and suggestive expressions about what she wanted to do to me, have me do to her, have the four of us do together, and then lewd comments about body fluids and where they belonged. Heather made very creative use of verbs and adjectives.
I noticed Dani and Mel at the door to the bedroom: nude and masturbating one another, as they watched Heather and me rolling around on the bed in various positions.
Eventually, Heather announced that she was near. This pronouncement was good news because I had almost blown my stack a half-dozen times, somehow managing to pull away from my own orgasm lest I leave Heather hanging – a plight she wouldn’t let me live down for the rest of her visit.
“Heather. I love you, babe. Cum now. I’m there with you.”
Heather plastered her lips on mine briefly, then her whole body arched beneath mine and her orgasm started. I felt her interior muscles start to ripple around my shaft, and that was all it took to pull me over the edge. I blasted a gallon of cum into Heather’s warm cunt, as she screamed into her orgasm loud enough that I wondered if my neighbors might call the Boston Police. To muffle her shriek, I pulled her into a passionate kiss and drove my tongue into her mouth for a change.
I felt two other warm bodies join us in bed. Ever the perfect guest, Dani even arrived with a towel to slip under Heather’s drippy pussy. Soon everybody was kissing everybody and the activities on my bed broadened to include everyone.
Never one to miss an opportunity, Mel went down on Heather, using two fingers and her suction to collect my cum, while Dani cleaned my shaft. After a few minutes, the three women were snowballing my cum in a circle, and I was getting aroused again. I also could see this entire scene was a major lesson of some kind for Danielle about how much sex play a group of people could have. Dani had never been around such horny women in her life, and certainly not played with body fluids the way the girls did. I made a mental note to check with her later about what she thought and to make sure she wasn’t grossed out by the inclinations of Mel and Heather.

* * * * *When I came out of the bedroom the next morning, Danielle, Mel, and Heather were already having a cup of coffee and sitting in my breakfast nook. I puttered around the kitchen getting my cereal after I discovered they’d all eaten some of the fruit and supplies Dani had picked up at the local market the day before.
I heard Dani ask the two other women, “So, does a relationship have to get stale over time? Does everything become routine – even the sex?” I could guess the nature of the preceding discussion by the questions.
Heather said in a serious tone, “You have to do something to spice up a relationship and to keep your partner a little unsure of what you’re thinking – to keep a little mystery in things. My boyfriend Matt wasn’t that enthusiastic about my coming up here this weekend for the party, especially given the description of the party, but here I am. This is my kind of weekend and my kind of party. I’m here with his blessing, but I know he’d just as well have me in his home. Just to compensate, he’s getting a visit tonight from one of my sexy friends who I know he has a fantasy about.”
Mel said, “Same with me. I just told Doug I was coming here, told him about the party, and said he had to babysit. I’ve done enough of this kind of thing that he just accepts it, but I think deep down inside doing something like this keeps him on his toes. My going away is not a big burden; he has a second wife – Katie. She’ll soften my absence, in part because she’s more traditional than I am. A few years ago, I insisted on Katie being with us too. If I hadn’t done anything, we’d be in some traditional, staid, monogamous, exclusive and boring marriage. When I get back, Doug will be especially attentive for a few weeks, almost like he needs to win me back.”
Dani asked, “Does he?”
Mel laughed, “Not really.” I came up beside Mel and she pulled one of my hands into her robe so I could grope one of her fabulous Pixie breasts. She continued, “I would love to stay here with Jim and fuck his brains out day-in, day out for a year or so, but by then we’d get stale too, and I’d have to find something to rattle his cage, so to speak.”
I leaned down and kissed Mel with a lot of tongue. “Babe, you can rattle my cage any day you want.”
Dani said, “Jim told me you’ve had other boyfriends.”
Mel said, “Well, sort of. I’ve not had anything serious, just some occasional hookups here and there, the longest being about six months. I loved them. The only person outside my marriage where I have an emotional attachment is with Jim, and I know he’s not trying to break up anything – and so does Doug.”
Heather asked me, “Jim, why haven’t you fallen prey to some sweet young thing, gotten married, and have a bunch of kiddies running around?”
I responded, “Just what you were talking about in a way. I like variety, change, the unexpected, and I love sex in large doses. The married guys I know practically stop having sex within six months after they’re married, and any suggestion of variety or change or complaint seems to invoke threats of divorce and financial ruin. All that’s not for me. I like having multiple female friends. I like that my female friends have many male friends. All that said, there’s one big overriding reason that makes those few things pale by comparison.”
Dani said, “What’s that?”
“I would only consider a long-term relationship with some one like one of you. You are each unique and having the three of you together this weekend is like a rare conjunction of three planets that only happens once every ten-thousand years. There just aren’t women like each of you out there. If they are, they’re either hiding or not looking for some ne like me. We don’t even get on each other’s radar screens.”
Mel asked, “What do you like about us you don’t find in other women?”
Quick as a flash I responded, “You love unconditionally, you love sex and can’t get enough of it, you initiate, you’re your own person, you don’t expect your partners to make you happy because you create your own happiness, you take risks, you are willing to have your own friends and allow your partners to have their friends – even when sex is involved, your all smart, talented, and working at your independence, and you don’t accept the rules society hands down without critical thinking. Want me to go on?”
Heather came and put her arms around my neck and pulled my head back into her pillowy breasts. “Oh, Jim, you are so sweet. You always say the nicest things.” She kissed me. “If it’s any consolation, I’d love to live my life with you if I wasn’t already partnered up with Matt right now.” Mel and Dani nodded in agreement.
Dani said, “But, Jim, you date. Don’t you like the girls you date?”
“Oh, certainly. We have fun. The sex is often great. We can share all sorts of interests, but in the end none of them touch my heart – my soul – the way each of you do.”
I paused and decided to blurt out something I’d been feeling for almost a month since Danielle arrived. “Dani, I know this is the first time you’ve heard this from me, but I really love you. You’ve been here a month, but this time I knew within thirty seconds that you could be The One, just the way Mel or Heather could. I feel a love connection with you that’s not one-dimensional – a connection with you in mind, body, and spirit, and I think you feel it too. I’m not telling you this to make you feel guilty, or to get you to change anything about your life or the decisions you’ve made, or to give you conflicted feelings about Brad, or to break you two apart, or anything like that. Just take what I said as a true and simple expression of my feelings. I feel very lucky; I get to live with you for three months, enjoy these rare moments that I’ll treasure forever, and then you’ll go back to the west coast – Brad, your career, and friends; and I’ll go back to my old life – which wasn’t all that bad. Who knows, maybe there’s someone like you just around the next corner.”
Dani stood with her mouth hanging open. Mel and Heather knew I felt the same way about them. I’d told them repeatedly, again not to break up anything but just so they knew the depth of my feelings. They also knew that I didn’t want to be the ‘Other Man’ that broke up any happy home or relationship. They’d become quite content with their relationship with me, and how I thought about them.
Danielle eventually got her emotions in check. She came and hugged me. “Jim, that’s the nicest and most romantic thing anyone has ever said to me.” I got a couple of her warm tender kisses – the kind that touch your heart, and remind you that she has other kisses that can curl the nails in your shoes.

* * * * *The afternoon of the party, I figured I’d be nervous so I booked a work meeting with new architecture clients. I also wanted to ‘save my energy’ for the party, rather than get fucked out with Mel, Heather, and Dani before we got out the door.
My clients were Mark and Julie Harmony of Newton. They’d bought an old stone home on an acre of land and wanted to renovate the interior and add a two-story addition in the rear. This was our second meeting, and the first at the home site. Our first meeting had been when they were screening and vetting me as their potential architect and interior designer. I’d been at this game for over ten years, had a unique niche that often allowed me to travel around the country and meet interesting people, and had expanded my small company to ten people.
I got Mark and Julie talking about their life style, their hopes for the house, and how they wanted to purpose the various rooms in the enlarged home. I had about fifty questions that helped me understand their needs and wants. After our chat, I spent about a half-hour taking detailed measurements of the existing house into a project notebook and taking about a hundred photographs of the house and property. Someday soon at my office, I’d hold a design charrette with my staff to generate ideas.



Mark, Julie, and I scheduled another meeting three weeks away to go over our initial ideas and sketches. I could see a few possibilities that I thought they’d like, but didn’t want to commit to any design options too early lest I divert their thinking too early to what might turn out to be a bad conclusion.
I got back to my apartment about five o’clock. A very naked Dani came out of the bedroom, gave me a passionate Welcome Home kiss, and told me I was forbidden to go into the master bedroom. She promised to get me my costume or anything else that I might need from the room or master bath.
I watched her attractive departure, and I flipped on the television to watch some college football while they women got dressed.

* * * * *While the women got their costumes and makeup on, I cleaned up in the guest bathroom and dressed in my toga, appreciative that the weather was warm so that we wouldn’t need heavy outer coats to distract from our costumes. I was pleased that Dani had found me a cluster of artificial red grapes to go with my costume; they were a nice touch. I also found a plastic scabbard in a dollar store that looked half decent at my toga’s side.
I’d been in a group sex situation several years earlier, and I’d discovered the disappointing limits of my sexual endurance, stamina, and recovery ability. Thus, I embarked on an exercise and research regime to change those results in future situations. I researched my own sexual performance, also taking into account the needs of various sex partners for whom I wanted to deliver pleasure and not painful experiences while I sought my own ecstasy. My research and a chat with my doctor resulted in my routine daily doses of a few vitamins and hormones.
I’d already had my daily run and practiced my Kegel exercises that morning. I made myself a health food cocktail to give me a final energy boost for the next twenty-four hours – fruit, guarana, garlic, avocado, banana, goji berries, a couple of eggs, edamame, and some other stuff I thought might be helpful in my endurance. Combined with the daily doses of yohimbine hcl, pramipexole, and cabergoline that I took to reduce my refractory period, I figured I’d be good for at least a day of amazing non-stop fucking. A by-product of my regime was increased semen volume, a phenomenon that Dani, Mel, and Heather had experienced first hand over the past few days.
Just after cleaning up the kitchen, I heard Dani’s voice loudly announce, “Jim and All Others ‘out there,’ prepare to meet the sexiest Little Red Riding Hood this side of grandma’s house.”
“HOLY SHIT!” The words exploded from my mouth about a microsecond after I saw Heather.
Heather sashayed out of the master bedroom wearing a mid-thigh length red velvet cape with a hood up over her long luxurious blond hair; it was tied in front of her neck, but hung down leaving a wide open expanse of her skin visible from neck to thong. As she moved, the cape swung slightly from side to side revealing a little more of her world-class orbs with each step or shift in the material. Her large breasts pushed the front part of the cape material away from her body and encouraged voyeurism. Very visible under the cape, she wore a red thong and matching red thigh high stockings with a frilly lace top. She wore a pair of red patent leather shoes with four-inch fuck-me heels; I doubted I’d even seen a pair of shoes that screamed ‘fuck me’ louder. She wore makeup tastefully applied; however, her high gloss lipstick matched the color of her cape, thong, and stockings. The whole effect was stunning, sexy, erotic, and made me want to jump her body instantly.
I stood and went to Heather and kissed her. “You are hot. You’ll get jumped by every able bodied man at the party tonight.”
Heather grinned, “Oh, I hope so; in fact, I’m counting on it.” She opened her cape and rubbed her tits across the front of my toga.
Dani’s voice rang out again from the bedroom, “And, now, the ‘Hot Babes of Cambridge’ are pleased to present to you – The Pixie!”
Mel strutted into the room from the bedroom, and my jaw hit the floor again. She was a pixie all right; probably the damned sexiest pixie ever in the entire world anywhere! Mel’s breasts were barely covered by two wide green ribbons of fabric that ran from around her neck, over her tits, and down to a micro-skirt that hugged her waist and looked like a dozen or so leaves woven together to form the garment. Mel’s huge knockers pushed the ribbon away from her body, plus her nipples were excited and obviously standing erect thereby giving the ribbons a special texture that invited exploration by anyone near her. The outfit had no back to it, just a lot of skin.
Mel had sacrificed some of her hair for a pixie cut, and her hair had been tinted green. Atop her head she wore a little Peter Pan hat. She had a magic wand with a green star on the end in her hand. Her beautiful legs stretched from under her leafy skirt to a pair of green flats with elf-like pointy toes. On her back she wore two gossamer wings also tinted green. She had used green eye shadow near her eyes, but flaming red lipstick that invited kissing and lots more.
I went to lift up one of the leaves that made up Mel’s skirt, and she slapped my hand. She giggled, “I’ll show you, but you can’t touch until later otherwise I’ll get distracted and we’ll never make the party.”
I promised.
Mel lifted the front of her leafy skirt. She was commando – sort of. Mel had dyed her pussy hair green and used some other green makeup to suggest that she wore some kind of garment such as a thong, but in reality she was bare.
My jaw ached and my tongue got hard.
Mel said, “Well, you said to make the costume ‘easy in-easy out,’ and I assume this fills the bill. I’m ready to fuck on an instant’s notice; there’s nothing to take off or to put back on.” She gave me a lecherous grin, and added, “And, I intend to fuck a lot. I’m overdue for a party like this.”
Dani’s voice called out again, as she started her parade into the living room, “And, now the last of the sexy babes you’ll be escorting to the fuckfest tonight.”
Dani appeared, and if I hadn’t already had two jaw dropping experiences in the past two minutes, I would have done it again. As it was, I anticipated an angelic vision, and that is exactly what appeared.
A vision in white flowed into the room, the most obvious being a white transparent top rippling with every move Danielle made. Behind her two small white fur covered wings moved delicately. She wore a matching white fur headband in her long brunette tresses. Through the gossamer top, Dani’s gorgeous breasts were more than evident; they were there for display like pieces of fine art. Her dark areolas and nipples poked through the fabric, but the fabric left little to the imagination, and I really wanted to start pawing her.
Beneath the top and around her waist was a sexy silver chain, and lower she wore a white lace trim see-through thong that cupped her mons just the way my hand wanted to at that instant. We could each see the small landing strip of dark hair just beneath the surface of the material, and without much imagination I could see the start of her slit. I also thought I saw the start of a wet spot just where the material disappeared beneath her. While the lace of the see-through thong encircled her hips, her beautiful buns were open for all to see except as the gossamer top floated over them. Dani had edged the waistline of the thong with the same white fur of her wings and hairband halo. She wore sheer white thigh high stocking with a three-inch band of lace trim just below her pussy; each stocking had a small white bow on the side of her thigh. She wore clear stilettoes with four-inch heels that showed her dainty encased feet while accenting her beautiful legs.
Dani reached down and pulled the thong to one side revealing her pussy. She caught my eye and said in a sexy voice, “See, easy in-easy out. I’m ready too.”
I was drooling as I looked from Danielle to Mel to Heather, and back again and again. I was speechless. I’d also gotten a hard-on that defied description. I wanted to throw any one or all of them onto the sofa and fuck their brains out. Screw the party!
Heather said, “That’s exactly the reaction we were hoping for. If you feel that way, any one of us should be able to stop traffic … and probably command the finer specimens of male life forms at the party.” They laughed, and I nodded in profuse agreement.
I finally found my vocal cords, “You three are the most beautiful women I have ever seen. You were beautiful before you got ready, and you have transformed yourselves into heavenly beings that only the gods should see and enjoy, and that only in equal measure to how they please you.”
Each of the women came and kissed me. Dani was the last, and she arrived with a tissue to wipe the lipstick from my lips after she’d also added her share.
Lest we get arrested getting from my apartment to the car, I found long coats for each woman to wear. The costumes impressed me further by how the wings nicely folded to accommodate the coats. We got a few stares as we walked the two hundred feet to where I’d parked. I’d worry about coming home tomorrow.

* * * * *The four of us walked into the old mansion and found Jane, our hostess, and two other women manning a Welcome Table. Jane was dressed as an Indian maiden, a status far from reality. Besides a headband and feather, some body paint, two pasties atop her augmented breasts, moccasins, and two loincloths front and back, she had some body paint dabbed on here and there as well as some ankle and wristbands promoting the Indian look.
Jane plastered her body against mine, making sure I knew she wore nothing beneath her loincloths, and that she more than welcomed my attention to her bubble breasts. We kissed several times, and then I introduced her to Mel, Heather, and Dani. The women had talked on the phone several times about costumes, and now I watched Jane’s eyes enlarge as she realized the extent of the beauty that had arrived behind me. Each woman got a full body hug from Jane.
Jane explained briefly, “I’m collecting car keys. No one gets a DUI tonight, so please give them to Rita here; she’s in charge of them, and they’ll be safely hidden away tagged with your last name. This is Sophie too.” She introduced the two women at the desk, and I passed over my keys. I liked the way Jane thought.
Jane continued, “Sophie will put some Color Codes on your wrist. They’ll help you meet and ‘get along’ with other people here at the party. She’ll put three dots: one is green if you go both ways, otherwise blue for gay or men only, or pink for lez or women only – that’s you, Jim. The second dot is green for anything goes, red for no BDSM, fantasy rape, or rough sex; and there’ll be a third green dot if you enjoy group sex or orgies.”
I allowed Sophie to put a pink and two green dots along my left wrist. She quickly did Mel and Heather with three green dots each, and then Dani got a green-red-green series of marker dots. I made a mental note to introduce Dani to some new options in our love making once we got back home.
Jane led the way from the foyer into the main house, making sure we saw a poster with ‘Rules’ on it.

Rules of the Party
• ‘No’ means ‘No’
• Bedrooms may be shared – don’t be embarrassed; perform!
• Voyeurism and exhibitionism are encouraged
• Photographs and movies only with permission
• No fucking on the dance floor; No dancing on the fucking floor
• Wash ‘toys’ when you’re through with them (not possible in some cases)
• Clean drips and body fluids from the furniture (towels provided in all rooms)
• Tolerate the wet spots in used beds – linens are not being changed every time
• No nudity in dining room please (wear a towel?)

Jane pointed out the various function rooms, “Bars are in those two rooms, a buffet is against the wall in the old dining room, dancing in the large room, bedrooms up the stairs – two floors worth. There’s a heated pool out back, and a twelve-person hot tub. You can fuck or make love or whatever you want any place, but I told the managers we’d try to be discrete – whatever the hell that means. As far as I’m concerned, you can fuck anywhere. I think a few people have already started in the living room.” She gestured to yet another large room in the old mansion.
Around the entire house, various tacky Halloween decorations embellished the dark wood used throughout the house. Dozens of pumpkins were strewn about every room, some carved with happy or menacing faces; a few with lights inside. Ornaments of black cats, ghosts, skeletons, tombstones, New England corncobs, witches, gargoyles, vampires, bats, and spider webs graced every wall. A few posters announced various Zombie movies.
I led the four of us to the bar in the heavily decorated dance room. A dozen couples were gyrating to the strong back beat of a good six-man band. I recognized a few of the people in the room, so I smiled and waved to them as we stood taking in the scene.
A pair of chilly hands suddenly covered my eyes, and a sexy voice from behind me said, “Guess who?”
“Cheryl!”
The hands disappeared, I turned, and a sexy ‘Superwoman’ embraced me in a hug and French kiss, driving her tongue to my back molars. When she was through she pulled away so we could really look at each other.
“Cheryl, these are my friends Dani, Mel, and Heather – from LA, Columbus, and Oklahoma City, respectively.” I explained to my dates, “Cheryl and I go way back. She’s local.”
Cheryl wore a long red cape with a large “S” on it, and from wrists to neck to just above her pubes she had been painted bright blue. Between her naked large breasts was a bright red ‘S’ on a yellow background. She wore a wide shiny black belt and a bright blue thong that did little to hide the fact that she had a small landing strip of pubic hair shaped into an arrow pointing to her vagina. She had shiny black boots on.
I laughed, “I like your Superwoman costume; nicely done.”
Cheryl laughed and explained that the ‘S’ on her chest did not stand for ‘Superwoman’; it stood for ‘Super Slut.’ She grabbed my right hand and jammed it into her thong. She said, “Finger my ‘slutty’ pussy, and I want you to fuck me later.”
I caught enough of her wetness and brought my finger to my nose to remind me of Cheryl’s spicy taste and aroma. Cheryl reached into my toga and massaged my cock, quickly bringing me from a ‘4’ on my hardness scale to a ‘7.’ She kissed me in a highly seductive way, and drifted away with a naughty look on her face.
Mel and Heather each gave me a wink. Dani watched Super Slut’s pretty ass disappear into the hallway as her cape swayed to and fro.
“Hey, no fair hogging all the pretty babes.” A large male hand grasped my shoulder.
I turned to find two of my handsome friends, each with a lascivious grin pasted on their face. “Tom! David! Hi.” I went through introductions. The two men were partners in a construction company that I recommended for many of my clients. Almost immediately, the two men had captured Heather and Dani and led them off to the dance floor.
Mel grabbed my arm and said, “Hey, walk me around this place. I want to browse.”
We strolled from room to room downstairs, picked up a few hors d’oeuvres, went out on the patio and checked out the pool and spa, and then cruised through the upstairs. When we got back downstairs, Jane corralled the two of us for a game of Truth or Dare in the living room. She insisted that the fifteen or so players not sit next to their dates. She also announced that she’d prepared a set of ‘Dare’ cards she thought would accelerate the evenings activities in the right direction.
When I looked around the circle at the other players I found an interesting mix of costumes: zombie, ghost, sexy witch, bathing beauty in monokini, Playboy bunny, cowgirl, sexy nun, werewolf, pirate, cop, the lone ranger, and a hospital patient. The women were scantily clad, some nearly naked and totally unselfconscious. As I looked more closely, I noticed that two women were completely nude with their costumes painted on their bodies: a hot pants tuxedo and a sexy maid’s outfit.
I guess I was so focused on the pussies and tits that I missed checking out the faces the first time I looked around. Next to where I started to sit was Julie, and across from her Mark, the clients I’d met with only a few hours before. Julie gave me a big smile and patted the deep pile rug beside her; I sat. Mark grinned at me and gave me a big ‘OK’ sign with one hand. Mark was dressed as a cowboy with checkered shirt, jeans, western boots, and a colorful scarf around his neck. Julie was … completely nude with green, brown, black, and olive colored body paint in a camouflage design all over her body.
“Hi, Jim.” Julie leaned over to me and planted a kiss that drove my erection back to a ‘7’. “I didn’t know you were coming tonight … or that you even knew Jane. We’re old friends … and have shared lots of situations … and partners.” She nodded across the circle to Mark. I gave him a little wave, and got an approving smile from him. I watched as Mel sat down next to him and introduced herself.
Julie pulled me into another kiss. She mumbled, “Now, I’m really sure we picked the right architect for our project. We are going to have such fun – you and me, especially. You are going to need lots of onsite inspections.” She laughed at her audacity.
I found myself trying to recall the architect’s code of ethics and whether it said anything about screwing the client or the client’s wife. There must be something …
Jane moved into the center of the rough circle we formed. “I’ll get things started. I’ll spin the bottle to see who chooses first, and I have the first question or dare chosen. After that, we spin once for a truth, or twice for a dare, because all the dares involve doing something with someone else. If you don’t understand, you’ll catch on fast.”
Jane spun. The bottle pointed to a pretty woman in bumblebee costume. I guessed that little wings were ‘in.’ Nancy chose truth.
Jane grinned and asked her, “How many men were in your first gang bang?”
Nancy blushed and reluctantly answered, “Seven, including my husband.” Everyone applauded her candid answer and laughed, throwing out suggestions about what might happen later at the party.
Nancy spun the bottle, and it pointed to a guy I learned was named Rich, dressed as a vampire, complete with fangs. Rich said, “Dare,” and so Nancy spun again, the bottle stopping at Mel – the Pixie.
Jane handed a stack of Dare cards to Nancy, and she drew one from the middle of the deck and read, “Perform oral sex on the other person for one minute, but you need not remove his or her clothing.”
Rich knee-walked across the circle to Mel, with a lecherous vampire’s grin. Mel laid back against an overstuffed chair and spread her legs. Everyone in the circle gasped. The Pixie wore no undies beneath her little green leafy skirt, only some green makeup to give the illusion of underwear to a casual observer. Rich looked very happy, and so did Mel. I watched him pocket his fangs.
Rich dove head first into Mel’s pussy. Mel sighed and then about thirty seconds into his dare, moaned in pure sexual pleasure. Jane announced the end of the minute, and we could tell neither player wanted to end their encounter. Rich pulled away with some green makeup around his mouth. Mel lay there with her legs spread, her pink showing, and a goofy grin on her face as she looked across at me.
Jane said, “Well, I think Mel should spin next after that little performance.” Mel spun the bottle and it ended on a pretty woman named Megan in a cat suit and little pointy ears atop her head.



Megan said, “Dare, and I hope I get that same card again.” Everyone laughed. The Pixie spun the bottle again, and it pointed to Julie. Megan drew a Dare card from the deck and read, “Put a hand in the pants of your partner and masturbate them for one minute.”
Julie and Megan hitched themselves into the middle of the circle, and Julie layback against Megan. We watched Megan worm two fingers into Julie’s bare pussy, rapidly vibrate them so her hand rubbed against her clit, and then move so she could rub sexy circles on her clit. Julie’s body writhed, until Jane said, “Time.”
Megan stopped. Julie said, “Oh, fuck. I was just about there.” Julie came back, and this time made no bones about cuddling up next to me, even dragging one of my arms around her shoulders and putting my hand solidly on her breast.
Julie whispered to me, “Pinch my nipples. You have GOT to fuck me when this game ends, even if it’s in front of everyone. I’ve never been so horny in my life.” She pulled my head down and French kissed me again, this time with a renewed sense of passion. I’d decided the Architect’s code did indeed allow intimate fraternization with clients in the interest of solid and supportive long-term working relationships.
The game continued with mostly dares that involved demonstrating a sex toy as though you were trying to sell it to a customer, showing your favorite masturbation technique, demonstrating your favorite sex position, giving a nude massage, kissing five sexual body parts while blindfolded, providing a running commentary on a segment of a porn film as though you were a sportscaster, convincing someone they should sleep with you, and giving a lap dance.
Mel had to take a picture of her pussy and text it to anyone in the group that wanted a copy. Everyone did. Mel has a very pretty pussy, and from the glistening sheen it had, she was obviously excited.
Jane ended the game, and suggested that some of the new friendships that had been created be explored further.
Almost immediately, I watched Mel grab ahold of Mark and start making out with him. Rich had returned to her cunt and started to eat her pussy again. I heard Mel say something about being ‘double teamed,’ as she led the two men towards the stairs.
I helped Julie stand, and we made out for a minute. I said, “Where?”
Julie said, “Outside. Picnic table. It’s a warm night, and I love fucking outdoors.”
We walked through some French doors to a patio that had four picnic tables scattered about. Julie hopped up on one and said, “Fuck me. No foreplay. I’m so hot now I’m going to spontaneously combust unless I get your cock in my cunt.”
I boosted Julie so she sat on one of the tables. In the dim light in her camouflage costume she almost disappeared. I lost the toga in ten seconds, moved between Julie’s legs, and very slowly sank into her quim – only allowing a fraction of an inch deeper penetration on each subtle thrust into her body. Julie kept writhing and trying to capture all of my cock, until I bottomed out in her pussy. I just stayed there, my cock pulsing inside her body and feeling the spasms of her vaginal muscles.
With only a few more thrusts, Julie exploded into an orgasm, her legs jerking my body as deep into hers as I could get. She gave a loud moan of satisfaction, and pulled me down to her for a deep and meaningful kiss. She said softly, “You didn’t cum. I’d love to have your stuff inside me.”
I started to pump into her again, and Julie’s eyes got large as new delight started to spread through her body radiating outward from her pussy. This time I reached down and stroked her clitoris with my thumb, lightly titillating her nub. Julie started to writhe and groan, and I rapidly moved to a point where I was ready to drench her insides with my man juice.
“Cum inside me, Jim. Do it. I want all you’ve got.”
I leaned in and kissed Julie again as I humped her body and the picnic table rocked and squeaked into the night. “I’m … about … there.” I exploded a huge volume of cum into Julie’s warm tunnel, feeling another large orgasm erupt from deep within her as well.
As we panted and tried to regain our normal breathing and heart rates, Julie said, “Wow! You are one very satisfying man. Do you know, you paid total attention to me? I knew you didn’t want to be any place but in me, and that made it so special. I hope we get to make love more in the future. I can guess that you worry about messing around with your clients, but please don’t. If it’s not something we want, you’ll hear about it, but right now I want lots of you as often as you can share yourself with me.”
I extracted myself from Julie, and helped her stand. “Jeez, you’ve filled me up. I’ll be leaking your stuff all night long. Do you always cum so much?”
“Sorry. Yes.”
“Oh, don’t be sorry. You felt so good, and your jizz feels so good too, but I am going to go squat in those bushes and get rid of a little of it so it won’t run down my legs all night long.”
I waited for Julie for a couple of minutes, and then we walked back into the old house. Two couples were fucking in the living room where we’d been playing games: one on the sofa, and one on the floor. I recognized the four players from our earlier game, and also noticed no one was with their partners. Julie looked interested in staying behind with one of her friends and maybe ‘borrowing’ some cock from the guy she was getting it from. I gave a peck on the cheek and told her I’d see her later.
I ran into Cheryl in the hallway; she was just coming downstairs. I raised my eyebrows at her, and she gestured to me with one finger. She still wore her Super Slut costume; however, the blue thong had disappeared. I followed Cheryl up the stairs. As we climbed she said, “Your three friends are up here getting banged; do you want to see?”
I nodded.
In the first bedroom we came to, Mel was wrapped up in a group sex session with three guys: Julie’s husband Mark, Rich, and another stud I didn’t recognize. Mel lay back against Mark who had his large shaft in her ass; Rich was sawing his cock into her pussy; and the other guy was mouth fucking her from the side. I could hear her little gags as a very wet throat fuck continued. Mel looked happy and in her element.
Two bedrooms further down the hall, Dani was atop Tom bouncing up and down on his cock with great abandon. Her eyes were closed, and I guessed she’d transported herself to some hedonistic nirvana.
Beside Danielle, Heather lay in the missionary position with David, my other contractor friend, who wildly pumped his cock into her pussy with the clear goal of an orgasm written all over his face. Heather kept imploring David to show no mercy – harder, faster, more intensity, and more of every other idea she could give him. She seemed insatiable, and I’m sure was establishing her reputation as one of the top lays at the party.
Cheryl and I went one more room down the hall, found an empty bed, and I lost my toga again with a simple shrug or two: ‘easy in-easy out.’ I did a lot of foreplay with Cheryl, recalling that the more turned on ahead of time she got, the more rewarding I found the experience of making love to her.
I spent a long time making out with her, and romancing her large breasts. At one point, I mounted her so that I could massage her back and then her front, our nude bodies simply rubbing together as I kneaded all the right places. I’d been told my cunnilingus skills were top rated, so after fifteen minutes of working on Cheryl’s erogenous zones by hand, I put my mouth over her pussy and started to lick and suck.
Cheryl tried to stop me. “Jim, wait. I’ve got a load in there from a little while ago.”
I kept right on assaulting her pussy with my tongue, adding some fingers and pulling the juices she carried from deep inside her to the surface. When I’d collect a good sample of her girl juice and cum, I’d coat my fingers and bring it up to her mouth. Cheryl would latch onto my fingers with enthusiasm, proving to me that she was as daring and as turned on as I was.
Just as I mounted Cheryl in the missionary position, Jane Whitmore came through the open door to the room with a look of glee on her face that she’d discovered two new sex partners. She had that freshly fucked look and she was still horny, but that didn’t surprise me. She lay down on the bed next to us, and made out with Cheryl for a few minutes, occasionally giving me a hot kiss with lots of tongue.
Jane knee-walked around the bed so she straddled Cheryl’s head, and then she lowered her pussy right onto Cheryl’s open mouth. Jane and I faced each other, and we made out as I continued to fuck Cheryl, and she ate out Jane’s pussy.
Jane said, “I’ve got two loads of cum in there that she’s cleaning out for me.” Her eyes rolled up in her head and her body stiffened for fifteen seconds. After that, she remarked, “Oh, Cheryl, you’re good. You just brought me off. Very nice. Now, I’ll help Jim.”
Jane reached down to where my cock pistoned in and out of Cheryl’s warm wet pussy. She used one hand to massage Cheryl’s clit, rapidly rubbing the area to excite and induce an orgasm. Jane’s other hand latched onto Cheryl’s left breast, turning and twisting the nipple until she got a groan from the woman buried beneath her. Cheryl came. I came, dumping a load of cum into Cheryl’s cunt. I pulled both women to me in Cheryl’s afterglow, and the three of us made out for a few minutes, and then I slowly pulled my dick from Cheryl’s body; it had been acting like a cork, so, immediately about a mug’s worth of my jizz started to ooze out of its warm hiding place.
Jane watched in awe. She turned to me, “I forgot you’re a high volume guy. Nice work. I want the next load.” She reached to the bedside table and tossed Cheryl a hand towel that she promptly used to staunch the flow of my cum, and to keep the bed linen reasonably clean of fluids. I briefly wondered what the maid service would think about our party tomorrow morning as they went around and had to clean up after this orgy.
After a few minutes, Jane slithered down my body until she could inhale my cock. Besides cleaning Cheryl’s juices from it, she brought me back to nice state of readiness after only a couple of minutes. I gestured for her to mount up, and immediately Jane’s nude body straddled me and her pussy engulfed my swollen member. I wondered what had become of Jane’s loincloth; she still had the headband and feather.
Because Jane and I occasionally hooked up, I knew a little about her body. I decided to have some fun, and also give her a peak experience. Jane was worked up, sexually excited, rapidly moving from orgasm to orgasm, so the timing couldn’t be better.
I rolled us over, until I had the dominant position over her. I rose up so she could see my body as I hammered into her. Cheryl sat beside us watching our pornographic show. As I sensed Jane rising up the excitement scale, heading for an orgasm, I reached forward and grabbed her neck, squeezing slightly not to choke but to make Jane worry about my intentions. With my other hand, I grabbed one of Jane breasts, almost crushing the flesh with my strength until I broke away and grabbed ahold of the nipple and areola. I pinched hard, dropped my hand to her abs and then ran it beneath her breasts, up her side, and then I reached down and pinched her clitoris, twisting the little nub slightly just above where my cock pounded into her body.
Jane moaned loudly and started to cum. I came too, and I know she must have felt the first couple of jet streams of liquid I fired into her body. I don’t think she felt anything further other than an explosion of pleasure and bliss, because Jane’s eyes rolled up in her head, and she blacked out. Jane’s body suddenly went limp beneath me.
After my cum spasms finished, I pulled away.
Cheryl had looked on in awe, but now said in a worried voice, “Is she all right? Should I do anything?”
I smiled at her. “Oh, she’s better than all right. She probably just had the best orgasm of her life. She’ll come to in a minute or two. I just gave her what’s called ‘la petit mort’ – a small death. It’s a mind boggling orgasm of epic proportions.”
Cheryl moved to stroke her friend’s face. I checked Jane, and her vitals were all good; she was in dreamland. I gathered Jane’s limp body into my arms so that when she awoke, she’d be in someone’s loving care. Two minutes went by, and then Jane’s eyes fluttered open. She gave me a wan smile.
Jane said, “Wow! Did you really just do that to me? Did you make me pass out in … in the best fucking orgasm of my life?” She tried to sit up, but I held her down for another few seconds until her body recovered.
“Yes, I did. You’re a fabulous fuck too. Want to go another round?”
Jane thought for a moment and then shook her head, “I need a few minutes to recover.” After a pause she added, “I’ve never cum like that in my life. Can you always make a girl do that?”
“No, rarely, but there are some places on a woman’s body that tend to put her over the top when they’re used in just the right way. You and I have some history, so I remembered your erogenous zones and magic spots around your body, and how hard to do certain things to you. When I put them all together … you got la petit mort.”
Jane, Cheryl, and I kissed and made out for a few minutes, and then I recommended we all get some fluids to replace the electrolytes we’d lost from so much hard work. We flowed downstairs to one of the bars. Cheryl and Jane got gin and tonics; I got a virgin screwdriver, figuring that any alcohol would only impair my performance into the night.

* * * * *A beautiful ghost appeared at my side, latching onto my bare arm, and holding it to one of her bare breasts. Her body was covered in pale white makeup, adding to the ethereal illusion she hoped to create. A few tattered shawls hung to her knees to finish the ghostly effect. She was bewitching, the pale look of her nearly nude body only adding to the tantalizing sexuality she projected.”
After kissing me passionately, she said in a husky voice, “Don’t you think you should make love to me?”
“I smiled at her.” I recognized Briana. “Are you a friendly ghost?”
“Oh, very.” She leaned up to me on tiptoe and kissed me, “Want me to show you how friendly?”
“I’d like that very much, so long as you are certain. This might have long-term effects, you know. I was thinking of a swim or the hot tub, although if you go in it’d probably ruin your costume.”
Briana smiled, “I think I’ve gotten my money’s worth from the costume. I’d love to swim with you. We can play in the pool … and I’ve thought about this a long time.”
I escorted Briana out a set of French doors into the back yard. As we passed the spa, there were four couples there, two fucking, and two in post-coital happiness, cuddling and passionately kissing.
Briana said in a sexy tone, “That looks like fun.”
I deposited my toga on the chair and Briana pulled the narrow strips of clothing from her body. When we were both nude, she came into my arms and pushed her breasts against me. She wasn’t overly large, but her tight firm breasts were sensitive and easily aroused.
Briana had me sit in a nearby chair, dropped two towels onto the flagstone patio, and then knelt in front of me. Both of her hands encircled my cock. What with all the activity and orgasms I’d had, I estimated I was a ‘5’ on my ten-point hardness scale, and that was even with someone as exquisite as Briana kneeling naked in front of me obviously about to apply her sexual skills.
She knew what she was doing. Using both hands, she created an artificial vagina, and pumped my cock into the warmth of her palms. When I reached a ‘7’ I felt her hot breath on my shaft. With one hand near the base, she slowly engulfed the mushroom-capped head until she slid lower on my shaft to where her mouth met her hand. She twisted and turned her hand around my hardening shaft using her saliva as a lubricant, and then she started to twist and turn her head as she swallowed me.
I watched myself going deeper and deeper into her mouth – into her throat. I could feel the internal tightness as I pushed past her mouth. Briana’s hand was no longer in play, just her mouth and lips, engulfing my entire length – a ‘10’ – and then slowly sliding off until my rod was exposed to the cool evening air.
I almost came a dozen times, but Briana sensed when she had brought me to the edge, and she’d do something subtle to help me back down. I think she fellated me for over twenty minutes.
“Briana, I want to bring you happiness and gratification too.” She seemed to ignore me. “Change places with me.” I pushed myself up out of the chair, firmly took her shoulders and pulled her up, turned her, and sat her in the chair. She looked surprised but pleased.
I romanced Briana with kisses, hugs, French kisses, nibbles around her ears and neck, and a shift of attention to her sensitive breasts. I thought I might bring her an orgasm just from breast play. After harvesting that landscape, I slid my tongue down her body to her slit.
If I thought her breasts were sensitive, her slit was explosive. I barely touched her cunt, when her fiery responses started. Briana clutched my body with every muscle in her body, and pulled my head tighter into her pussy. She came in a violent body-wrenching orgasm that left her physically weak. I’d barely started.
I allowed her to calm slightly from her cum, and then probed into her pussy again with my tongue and two fingers. I felt Briana climb right back up the orgasm ladder, getting near the explosive top again in only seconds. I burrowed my tongue into her opening, lapped up her wet juices, and latched onto her clit with my mouth, sucking the swollen nub into my mouth almost as though it were a small penis.
Briana arched out of the chair – almost arching her body off earth, she was suffering so much pleasure. She punched through into her climax in record time. I continued to munch away at her pussy, changing from clit to vagina and back. Alternately, I started to drive two fingers into her sodden cunt, feeling other fluids besides her own and pulling them from her.
Briana moaned, “Oh, you are so much better than I dreamed.”
Briana kept peaking, about four times a minute. I’d never experienced such an orgasmic woman. One climax flowed into the next and the next. Each involuntary contraction of her muscles carried her higher on some transcendental journey to the stars. I found myself relentless in pleasuring her – bringing her to climax after climax, to peak after peak.
Briana finally shuddered, her whole body trembling so much that the chair she was in rattled as she shook. She held my head still, and reached lower and pulled my fingers from her cunt.
She lay panting for minute and looked around. A wide chaise lounge with a heavy cushion on it sat only a few feet away. Using every muscle in her body, Briana rose and pulled me with her. She reclined on the chaise cushion, spread her legs, and there was only one response to her invitation. An invitation I’d waited years for.
I buried myself in her beautiful body. I could feel a new dynamic going on between the two of us – something spiritual was happening. The two of us connected on multiple levels of our personality and of our spirit – mind, body, and spirit.
Briana quickly returned to her land of orgasmic bliss, and I came quickly, joining her in her bliss as I spewed a gallon of cum into her love nest.
Briana cried. She didn’t cry out in passion. Tears flowed from her eyes and she buried her face in my shoulder and tears flowed from her and she sobbed. I wrestled us onto our sides, but remained embedded in her pussy. I held her and stroked her body, kissing all the skin and hair I could find near my lips. Her tears and sobbing slowly stopped. This was a woman I truly loved with all my heart.



Eventually, she looked up at me with such a longing look on her face. She whispered, “You are a gorgeous man, and I’ll never forget this glorious hour. I cried … because what we just did was the most beautiful thing that’s ever happened to me in my entire life. I’m happy it happened, and sad that it might never happen again.” After a long pause, she said, “I hope this was the first time of many – for the rest of our lives.”
I said softly, “Of course, but you know it won’t be the same.” I pointed to the stars overhead; “This was the conjunction of all those stars and our two bodies, and all the emotions we arrived with, and all the expectations we had for ourselves and for each other. We just happened to click at the right place and time. I wasn’t even sure you’d be here.”
Briana shook her head. “I think there’s something deeper that happened. I still want you again. I know you have special people in your life, and I do too; but we need to still do this - often.”
“I won’t do anything in secret. I won’t be ‘the other man,’ having a secret affair separate from someone I love or from someone you love.”
“Oh, I won’t either, but hopefully, we can each work on those issues, if they are issues, and still see each other. I’d give up everyone else just to be with you.”
I smiled in love at her. “Come with me.” I led Briana to the edge of the pool and we dove into the warmed water, enjoying the freshness of the swim and the stillness of the autumn air in New England as we floated together. Other people were around us making love and doing erotic things.
After our swim, we dried off and I led Briana back to our chaise. We lay back, and I cuddled with her. Eventually, I said, “I think you’re the best sister in the whole world.”
I heard her chortle, “And you, my love, are the best brother.”

* * * * *I found Danielle by following her screams of joy coming from a second floor bedroom, the same room she’d been getting fucked in earlier.
Ten people were clustered around the bed. In the middle of the bed sat a Sybian – a small comfortable saddle over a wooden frame with an area on the smooth rounded top where a specially designed pliable plastic area vibrated. An elongated ridge of flexible material sat in the middle of the top with short nubs on it almost like those on a French tickler; they were positioned perfectly to rub against the rider’s clitoris. On the bed, I saw several attachments as well as the remote control for the unit. Jane stood beside the bed holding the control for the device.
Danielle straddled the Sybian, her pink pussy pushed hard into the vibrating nubs. Her back arched, breasts pointed high, eyes mere slits of pleasure. A trace of drool came from one corner of her mouth. Amazingly, she still wore the furry angel wings and headband that gave her a truly angelic appearance as she had an orgasm ripple through her body. When she rose from the machine slightly, I could see one of the Sybian’s attachments had been twisting and rotating inside Dani’s cunt – a pliable mechanical dildo.
Jane revved up the machine between slow and fast vibrational speeds, the sound slowly increasing, staying at a level, and then slowly decreasing, as she used the control. She cycled through this several times; the sound of the machine rising higher on each cycle indicating a more advanced state of vibration. When Dani moved in certain ways, we could also see the pliable dildo working doing its mischief in her cunt.
Jane cranked up the machine further. Danielle’s body nearly went catatonic, frozen in place atop the vibrating machine. I could see she’d already reached a state where her body experienced one long continuous orgasm – a high state of bliss that was practically unbearable, yet the person never wanted to leave that state of joy. Jane looked a little worried, and lowered the intensity of the machine one notch on her dial.
Danielle pleaded, “Ooooooh, Jaaaannnneeee, pleeeease doooon’t tuuuurn ooooooff the maaaachine. Make it gooooooooooo faster – harderrrrr.” She’s pause briefly, and yelled, “OH, FUCK.”
“Ooooh fuuuuucccckkk,” Danielle loudly moaned, “I’m cummmmmmmming really harrrrd.” Dani’s hands lurched forward, and she grabbed a hold of a grip bar across the front of the Sybian, her knuckles turning white with the effort as a powerful orgasm ripped through her body. She ground her cunt down onto the machine’s vibrating pad, and froze in position.
I walked to the bed next to Dani. I put my hand on her body and could feel the vibrations. From the side, I couldn’t help note Dani’s nipples practically bursting out of her skin, they were so sexually excited. When I looked behind her, I could see the artificial cock twisting into her vagina as her clit pushed hard against the vibrating pad. Dani remained frozen in place atop the machine as the huge orgasm ripped through her body, and the machine continued to rape her pussy with unbridled pleasure.
As Danielle’s ‘Big One’ passed, her shoulders dropped from the tension she’d been holding in them. Jane throttled down the machine; leaving it at a low vibration so Dani could coast down in her afterglow.
Danielle’s eyes opened slightly, and she gave me a wan look that said, “Rescue me.” She held out her arms to me. I moved closer and helped her dismount from the erotic device. Dani turned to four other women in the group, “Oh that is one fabulous machine. I’ll be back in a few minutes. I have to rest. You’ll love it.”
I said with a chuckle, “Well, I’m jealous. I’m being replaced by a piece of technology.” A couple of other men chimed in with ‘me too.’
I settled Danielle on the bed near the headboard, and she pulled me with her. “Oh, no, that’ll never replace men, but I have found a new way to do foreplay. Come and fuck me; I am so wound up I could fuck the entire Army, Navy, Air Force, and Marine Corps, and, my God that only took ten minutes to get me to this state. I need a real cock, and some kissing from someone I love.”
I’d never heard Danielle use the “L” word about me, so her last sentence struck me with some force – a nice force that gave me a warm feeling about her. I wanted to make this woman exceptionally happy.
Watching Dani on the Sybian, I had become hard to the point my cock was uncomfortable; I’d achieved an ‘9’ status on my ten-point hardness scale just being a voyeur to her masturbatory performance. I ripped the toga from my body, and sank my cock deep into Dani’s sopping wet pussy. I doubt I’d ever seen or felt her – or anyone – so dripping wet or desirous of sex. Dani’s sexual juices were running out of her pussy and down her legs. I didn’t care that other people were only a few feet away and watching us fuck; their attention seemed to be on the next Sybian rider anyway.
When I looked, I could see Julie mounting the Sybian with an expectant look on her face. When Jane went to remove the mechanical dick, Julie implored her to leave it in place. I watched with fascination as Jane turned the machine on a low setting. Julie’s eyes exploded from her head; she looked back at us with amazement as her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ and a long moan of pleasure erupted from her.
Dani whispered to me, “I know I’ve just cum about a hundred times in ten minutes, but I really need a real cock in me – you particularly. I love you.” She pulled my head down to hers and jammed her tongue deep into my mouth in a passionate kiss unlike many others we’d shared since her arrival a month earlier. I felt love, passion, and lust from her at an unprecedented level.
As I stroked my hardness into Dani’s still vibrating quim. Next to the bed and in front of me, I watched another woman whose name I didn’t know get speared from behind by my construction friend Tom. Beside him, our friend David was plowing into a cute blond who clearly relished the treatment she was receiving from him. After a few minutes, I watched the two men change partners.
Atop the Sybian, Julie’s exclamations of pleasure echoed through the dimly lit bedroom as climax after screaming climax bolted through every pore of her gorgeous body. Julie’s full breasts shimmied and vibrated in tune with the frequency of the mechanical beast, her nipples standing at rigid attention. Jane increased the vibrational frequency of the Sybian every half-minute.
Danielle summed it up for everyone, “That is one of the most fabulous machines I have ever seen or experienced. I can’t imagine why they don’t have one in every home and even at every mall in America – you know, stroll by, put a quarter in the machine, and have an orgasm or two. I am going to get one of these and spend all day on it, turning myself into a pile of sexual mush that’s either on the machine or who wants to fuck all the time.”
I thought that sounded like a pretty good approach to life.

* * * * *After I’d brought Dani to yet another orgasm, she wanted to stay and watch Julie and the other women get off on the Sybian. I thought I stroll by the bedrooms and see what was happening.
In the first bedroom I came to, seven women lay around the perimeter of the bed. Six men were fucking them.
Mark saw me at the door, “Jim, please come in. We need one more cock for this to work. Come join us.”
I’d left my toga in the other room, nudity now the norm throughout the house. I walked into the room and up to the circle. Mark said, “Switch,” and each man moved to the woman on his right; the last man walked around the group back to the other side of the circle of women. Each slowly sank their cocks into the gals to the accompaniment of moans and groans of pleasure.
Mark said, “Find the vacant pussy and fill it. We’re spending a minute or two fucking our friends, and then we’re swapping around. If you come, you and your cum bucket are out of the game.”
A pretty red head held her arms up to me in welcome. She said, “Fuck me. This is so much fun. This whole Halloween Party is so much fun. I’ve always wanted to spend a whole night fucking, so this is a dream come true.”
I sank my shaft into her cunt to her delight. After groaning, she whispered, “I’m Tammy.”
I muttered, “Jim, and you are nice and tight, and very wet, and very fuckable. I don’t know that I’d want to leave here the rest of the night.”
Tammy pulled me to her and kissed me passionately. “You say the nicest things.”
“Switch.”
I met Pat, Jess, Eve, Christy, Laurie, and Sarah as I fucked my way around the circle with Mark and the other guys. What a nice group of people.
I outlasted four of the six other men in our little circle of lust. I made Tammy’s day by splooging my load deep inside her tight little pussy just as she climaxed. Of course, I was doing all I could to bring her off. In our afterglow, I went down on her and brought her to another moaning orgasm. I think I made her the envy of the other six women, particularly when I withdrew and a huge volume of cum practically squirted out from her tightness.

* * * * *A few bedrooms down the hall I found Heather the focus of a five man gang bang. I got hard standing at the door watching the erotic action. Heather’s red cape lay spread out beneath the pornographic tableau.
Heather was straddling one man whose long cock thrust back and forth into her cunt. He was also supporting her mid-section with a set of muscles that showed he was no stranger to a gym. Another man had his cock plowing into Heather’s ass; he also slapped her buttocks every twenty strokes or so. A third man was mouth fucking Heather, driving his cock completely into her oral cavity before pulling out and thrusting in again.
Since the guy on the bottom was supporting her, both of Heather’s hands were free. She had a large cock in each hand, masturbating the two men as fast as she could make her hands move.
The guy in her mouth announced his eminent orgasm, grabbing his dick at the last minute and painting Heather’s face with a copious amount of white spunky juice. She lapped at the areas her tongue could reach.
One of her handjob men moved to her mouth, where after only a few strokes, he too blasted jet after jet of cum into her face and hair. She grabbed his dick with her free hand, and yanked his cock to her mouth so she could polish off the last of his load. The process got repeated with the other handjob guy about a minute later.
The guy fucking her pussy yanked his cock out of her pussy two minutes later, and plastered a dozen jets of cum over her body, mostly covering her engorged tits with his juices. That seemed to be too much for the guy on the bottom; he simply filled her ass with his spunk.
Heather rolled off of the guys, and started to use both hands to collect the cum and bring it to her mouth. The sexy moves she made brought me to a ‘10’ on my ten-point hardness scale, and looked lewd and dirty. I loved Heather.
Heather saw me at the door, crooked a finger, and gestured me over. “Jim, I need a nice loving fuck from you. I see you’re up to the task.”
She spread her legs and gestured to her pussy. The whole area was covered in man seed, and both her pussy and ass were drooling the fluids in a gross display of wet fucking that appealed to my baser instincts. I drove my cock into her pussy, and Heather moaned in pleasure. She was well lubricated, and I guessed she’d had many loads deposited inside her during the party. Heather looked content and happy with the way things were going.
I ignored the pearl necklaces all over her face and hair, leaning down and kissing her passionately. We changed positions a few times, and then I blasted my own contributions to her vaginal nut chowder. My volume had not diminished all night, so when I eventually pulled away from her, a ball sack full of my juices started to ooze from inside her. A couple of the other guys from her gang bang had watched us fuck; they shook their heads in awe at Heather’s capacity for sex.
One of the men had taken more than just a sexual interest in Heather. As I lay back recovering from my own orgasm, I heard him suggest to her that they go relax in the pool or spa. He also promised her a massage if she were interested.
Heather liked the sound of that. She kissed me, and waltzed out of the room with streams of cum oozing down her legs or dripping on the carpets.

* * * * *I wrapped a towel around my body and collected various parts of my toga costume from the various upstairs bedrooms I’d been in. I also found Mel’s pixie skirt, shoes, and hat; Heather’s cape and panties; and Dani’s gossamer top, fuzzy thong, and shoes. I carried everything downstairs and made a nice pile in a corner of the living room.
The sky was just beginning to lighten in the east, but dawn looked to be a good hour away. Some caterers were just finishing the set up for various breakfast goodies in the dining room.
I walked into the room, gulped down a glass of orange juice, and snagged a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon. I stood eating, looking out at the pool and spa. Two couples were in the spa, the women sitting on the edge as the men ate their pussies with great abandon. Another guy was getting a blowjob from a woman as he sat on the pool’s edge in the shallow end. Another couple was having a lengthy and erotic screw on the same chaise where my sister and I had celebrated our first sexual session together. I wondered how we’d managed to wait all these years, and then finally succumbed at an erotic Halloween Party.
I finished my eggs and turned to get rid of my plate. A young and pretty waitress stood almost next to me. She’d been staring at the same sexual situations.
She said, “This must have been some party. I wished I’d been invited.”
I smiled, “It’s not too late. You can be my ‘date’ for the next half hour or so.”
“Aren’t you worn out?”
I gestured to the empty plate, “I just refueled. Come on, we could have some fun.” Just thinking of what she’d be like made me harden, and presented a lump in the towel tied around my waist.
“Where would we go?” she asked with an obvious blush spreading over her arms and face.
I explained, “There are bedrooms upstairs, or we could go outdoors.” I gestured to the couples having sex behind me. “My name’s Jim.”
She grabbed my hand and said, “Bedroom. I’m the shy kind, and I’m Stacy – with a ‘Y’.” On the way out of the dining room, she signaled one of her friends on the catering team what was about to happen. She got a smile. On the way up the stairs, she negotiated the nature of what we about to do – nothing kinky, no pain, clean sex, no chance of pregnancy, and on and on.
When we found a vacant bedroom, I slowed down her rambling nervousness with a few kisses. She rapidly got into the spirit of things, tasted sublime, and we had a romantic and fun time for a half-hour at the end of which she’d had a half-dozen orgasms, and I’d left her awash in my jizz. Stacy had to make an absorbent pad from a couple of dozen tissues in order to preserve her dignity and not walk downstairs with my fluids running down her legs.

* * * * *After Stacy left to go back downstairs to work, I looked for Dani and Mel. I found Mel on the floor of what had probably been the master bedroom of the old mansion. Now, it was a spacious room with lots of floor area, and a thick deep pile rug. There were seven women in a daisy chain, and Mel was one of them.
Mel had her face buried in the cunt of a red headed woman who I recalled had arrived in a cheerleader costume; at her other end, Mel’s cunt was being fingered and licked by a brunette who had been a very sexy Alice in Wonderland. Around the circle, I saw Julie and Jane too. I liked women who went both ways, even though I didn’t.
I stood just inside the room, with a couple of other guys, slowly stroking my cock. A nude nurse who still wore her little Red Cross cap came in and watched too. The guy on my right pulled her in front of him and started rubbing her perky breasts; she turned and gave him an encouraging smile. She also put one hand behind her and started to fondle his cock. A couple of minutes later, they left together heading for another bedroom.
A buxom blond who had been a Playboy bunny also came in the room; all she had on from her original costume was the bunny ears. She cozied up to me, and we started to rub each other’s vital body parts. Her name was Pam.
Pam and I found the nurse and other guy, and requisitioned half of the bed. We had a nice foursome going for a while; even changing partners a couple of times. Pam wanted my splooge, explaining that Danielle had recommended me. After watching the other couple climax, I did my thing with the Playboy bunny, driving her higher and higher up the orgasm intensity scale.
As the other couple watched us, I grabbed the bunny’s neck, used my other hand on a few key erogenous zones, pinched one of her nipples really hard and twisted, and then thrust two fingers into her cunt next to my cock, making sure I hit her clit on the way by.
Pam exploded like a fireworks factory in a firestorm. She screamed, and for me that’s a rare occurrence; I often elicit loud moans, but screams are rare. Pam’s body arched up towards the ceiling of the room, and in so doing my cock and fingers drove even deeper into her spasming pussy.
Pam fainted. From her arched position of ultimate bliss, she dropped like a bag of sand back to the bed, out cold. I assured the nurse and her fuck mate that Pam was all right, and that I had just delivered my second la petite mort of the party.
I pulled my dripping cock from Pam’s pussy, and started to stroke her body in an erotic and tender way. My nurse friend moved to clean off my cock; she also licked Pam’s pussy a couple of times, savoring the obvious overflow.



After a couple of minutes, the bunny’s eyes flickered open. After she took in her surrounding, I started to get accolades for ‘the best fucking orgasm’ of her life. We lay and petted with each other, talking with nurse and guy about the merits of the Halloween Party versus all the other dull, non-sexual parties we’d wasted our time on over the years.

* * * * *Mel found me and planted a huge kiss on me. She tasted divine, like pussy that I hadn’t managed to savor the past night. I figured it might have been the red head. Heather and Danielle joined us too.
The four of us joined quite a few others in the dining room for breakfast. I had a second helping of everything I’d had a few hours earlier. I went and kissed Stacy, and thanked her for breaking away from her exciting catering job to spend time with me. She thrust a piece of paper with her name and phone number on it into my hand, and guaranteed me a good time if I’d please call her soon.
The four of us ran into Jane wearing only a towel just as we were leaving the dining area. We were profuse in our praise of her hostess efforts in putting the party together, and getting the right mix of people to attend so that everyone had fun and some really good sex. Jane glowed in our praise and promised another party ‘sometime soon.’ We had a few laughs over some of the situations that had unfolded in the past twelve hours.
We got back to my apartment without incident. The four of us fell into my bed and were asleep in seconds. About two o’clock in the afternoon, Heather woke me up. She was dressed and obviously packed up, ready to go home.
“Come on, Jim. I need you to drive me to the airport. I have a four-thirty flight.”
I dragged my body out of bed, ran cold water over my face, slipped on jeans, a t-shirt, and loafers, and followed Heather to the car. She was babbling happily about the visit, the party, and wanting me to be sure she got an invitation to the next party that Jane put together.
After we started the short drive to Logan Airport, Heather said, “Do you know Danielle’s deeply in love with you?”
I nodded, “The feelings kind of mutual.”
Heather said, “Don’t let her slip through your fingers. If you ever want to talk to somebody about her or your relationship or anything, please call me.” She reached over and put her hand on my shoulder, using her fingers to do erotic little things at the back of my neck.
“What would you do if you were me?”
Heather laughed, “Well, you do have a traditional streak in you. I’d go buy a diamond ring, then I’d get down on one knee, and say something like ‘Will you marry me?’ I’d take it from there.”
I ventured, “I’d screw up her relationship with Brad and her acting career.”
“You two can work things like that out. Brad may not be the problem you make him out to be either.”
I stopped at curbside for Departures. We both got out and I pulled Heather’s roller suitcase from the backseat. We stood there and kissed quite passionately.
Heather said, “Heck, if our timing had ever been right, I’d be married to you. I do love you, you know?” She gave me a longing look, grabbed the handle on her suitcase, and headed into the airport.
Before she was out of earshot, I yelled after her, “Thank you. I love you too.”

* * * * *By the time I made it through the bumper-to-bumper traffic in the tunnels back to Boston, and got home an hour had passed. When I walked into the apartment there was a small drama on my living room sofa. Mel and Dani were wearing a couple of my t-shirts. Danielle was in tears, and Mel was holding her and trying to comfort the distraught girl.
I asked, “What’s wrong?” When I’d left to go to the airport, I’d gotten a sleepy smile from Danielle that signaled she was happy.
After a long silence, Mel said in a low voice, “Dani’s relationship with Brad seems to be falling apart in an unusual way.”
Dani looked up at me with big red eyes full of tears. She sobbed out, “I called Brad’s cellphone, and my mom answered.” She choked on a few more tears. “It means they’re together again.”
I wasn’t sure I understood the entire situation, but that didn’t prevent me from sitting on Dani’s other side and holding her in my arms. Her body felt so warm and comfortable against me. Mel went and got her a glass of OJ.
Every now and then Danielle would blurt out a single sentence relevant to her situation. The sentences came in spurts and pieced together told a story: “Mom had only moved back to Iowa to take care of grandpa and run his clinic after he had a stroke and later died; and then she took care of grandma until she died too.” “Mom and Brad lived together for five years before she had to leave him to care for her parents.” “Brad and Mom had broken hearts since when they broke up; they’ve always wanted to get back together.” “When I came of age, Mom sent me to Brad so he’d … complete my education and make love to me.” “Brad and I fell in love too.” “I lived with Brad the last four years.” “Mom always told me she loved Brad.” “Mom said if she could ever get someone to take over the clinic, she’d go back to him in a flash.” “Oh, God, I just became a third wheel – to my own mother.”
Dani broke out in uncontrollable sobs. “A … new … doctor … came … to … town … and … willingly … took … over … the clinic. Mom’s free … and she’s gone back to Brad. She’s in … and I’m out.”
I rocked Danielle in my arms, and whispered soothing words to her. I said, “Did she tell you that?” I couldn’t imagine a mother being so heartless to her own daughter.
Dani sniffed a few times, “No. When I heard her voice, I hung up. I turned my phone off.” She gestured to the inert cellphone on the coffee table. “I took your phone off the hook too. It’s buried under a blanket in the bedside table drawer so you don’t hear those awful beeps.”
Mel suggested, “Why don’t you at least listen to the messages your Mom has left you, and probably Brad too? Maybe things aren’t what you’ve made them out to be.”
We sat in silence as Danielle stared at her cellphone. Finally, she picked up the device and turned it on. She put the messages on the speaker so we could all hear.

“Dani, this is Mom. Please call me back. Let me explain.”
“Dani, I’m so sorry. I should never have answered Brad’s phone until we’d talked. Please call back. We need to talk.”
“Oh, Dani. Brad and I are in tears. We know what you must think. I … we didn’t mean to … I decided to visit … Oh, please call us.”
“Dani, Mom again. Please call us. We want to share our news with you. I’m in LA with Brad, but I guess you figured that out. We’re … well … call me, and I’ll explain.”
“Dani. We both love you so much. Please call us. We don’t want you hurt. I don’t know what to do. This has gotten so complicated, and … I didn’t mean to change anything, but … Oh, please call us.”
“Dani, this is Brad. I love you, Babe. I don’t know what to say … and I hate trying to have a conversation like this over a phone line. We want you with the two of us – now and for always. Please call. I love you.”


There were other messages with similar content, and the more messages there were the more the situation on the west coast became clearer. As they played, Danielle buried her face in her hands and sobbed. I’d pulled her to me, so I could wrap her in my own brand of love. Mel stroked her back, and said motherly things.
The phone rang again, and the caller ID showed it was ‘MOM.’ Dani turned the phone off again. She said, “I can’t do this right now. Maybe later. Maybe never.” More tears flowed down her cheeks.
Mel started to tell Dani about a love affair she’d had with another woman when she and her husband Doug had first moved in together. The woman, Joy, eventually fell in love with another guy and moved out. Mel talked about the pain she and Doug felt and went through. She shifted and told her about falling in love with Katie, and even a rough patch when Katie left the threesome and moved back home, and then how they’d all come together again and lived happily ever after. She talked about how threesomes worked, and how much love there could be.
Dani was paying rapt attention to Mel’s description of the triangle she lived in. “First, we each love two other people – and all our kids. We’ve each been brainwashed to think in twos – exclusive monogamy is the only ‘right’ way. There are other ways, if you want to try them. Maybe you and your Mom can both love Brad, and he can love both of you. He says he still loves you.”
Mel continued, “None of the three of us feel jealousy or uncertainty about our threesome. We’re each secure in who we are and willingly give to each other without judgment or expectations. We may not have started that way, particularly in Joy’s case or even early in our relationship with Katie, but as each week passed we got better at it. We work our relationship with each other every day; we don’t take it for granted.”
The three of us took a break for some food, although Dani only picked at the sandwich Mel made for her. While Dani was out of the room, Mel said to me, “Jim, that girl loves you. Step up to the plate. This is your time to ride in like a white knight and save her from what’s going on in LA.”
My mind was in overdrive and had been since Heather’s remarks about Danielle. I’d also had a good run at bachelorhood, having been a carefree single since I got out of college. Oh, I’d had a couple of serious relationships, but I’d never thought of marriage until Dani walked into my life a month earlier. Could I marry her? Was I ready to change my life completely? What about Dani’s career? What about her relationship with Brad and her Mom?
Dani came back to the living room. She said, “I put the phone back on the cradle. If Mom calls, I guess I’m ready to talk now.”
I pulled Dani into my arms. “Dani, you’re only seeing one option to your relationship. I want to emphasize something I told you two days ago before all this shit in your life started. Danielle McGinty, I love you. I want you inmy life … forever. I want to be here for you … with you in my arms. I’ve never thought about … Danielle, will you marry me?”
Danielle snapped away from me and looked into my eyes to test my sincerity of what I’d just asked her.
I said, “Oh, Dani, you don’t have to answer now. You need to sort out your life, I know. My offer is serious … and genuine. We’ve only known each for a few weeks in LA during my visits, and this past month, but I feel, over time, that …”
‘YES!” Danielle’s whole face brightened. “Yes, I’ll marry you … I’ll be your wife … I’ll be … Oh, you’ve just made me so happy.”
“But …”
“Jim, I can’t be in a threesome relationship with my Mom and Brad, other than to be her daughter … and his step daughter. Mom will always see me as her daughter and not as her equal. Our relationship can never change that even if we wanted to. Brad always acted parental to me, even though we had an intimate relationship these past years. I’m sure he felt as though he were in love with his daughter. I know I felt he was my father sometimes – the father I never had. Sometimes when we played I’d even call him ‘Daddy.’”
Mel added a voice of sensibility, “Dani, please call your Mom. Talk to her about them and you and Jim. Take some time to think about this. It’s an important decision in your life, maybe the most important one you’ll ever make.”
Dani picked up her cellphone and turned it on. She smiled at us and started dialing …

* * * * *The pleasure of your company is requested at the marriage of
Danielle Winslow McGinty
and
James Allan Gardner
The service to be immediately followed by the
Best Ever Erotic Wedding Party
June 11th
8:00 p.m. to the following noon
The Stevens Estate
33 Goodings Road
Dillon, Massachusetts
RSVP by enclosed envelope
Please bring at least one horny guest
Bring ‘Clean’ papers. Viagra and condoms available

###

My thanks to SlamDuncan, another author on this site, for letting me use his character Danielle. I fell in love with Danielle and just had to embrace her in a story I wrote. Since I discovered his work and wrote this story, he has written two other stories involving Danielle that take her in a different direction than this story. I guess we can live in simultaneous parallel universes. Enjoy both, and just think of her as a different character with the same name.
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THE OPALS CLUBThe 'Older People Actively Loving Sex' Club
"What do you mean, 'I'd probably qualify.' You mean to have sex with some stranger in your 'secret club?'" The sarcasm in my tone of voice was palpable.
My friend Megan Cook had just shocked and aroused me, but then openly talking about sex usually does that to me, and I'd probably just shocked her. I feigned shock, but secretly hoped she'd continue. I glanced around at the other outdoor tables at Starbucks, but no one else was paying any attention to us.
Megan was on the plus side of sixty, and I was only a couple of years away from that birthday. We neither looked nor felt like we were aging. We had been blessed with the kind of genetics that made us look at least twenty years younger, and at a quick glance on good days we looked thirty years younger. When I was out with my twenty-seven year old daughter, we were sometimes referred to as sisters, remarks that did wonders for my ego and self-image.
While our natural hair color would have been a start on salt and pepper, we had become dishwater blonds, a hair color that gave us a natural look and added to our youth. Our skin remained soft and unwrinkled, well, except for around my eyes a little. We were thin, exercised regularly, had curves in mostly the right places and then some, ate right, and if I say so myself looked sexy. Megan was a divorcee, and I was a widow.
I guess as a pair, we'd found the fountain of youth. Megan talked about how we were resilient, resourceful, and had a young attitude all the time. I knew I didn't think anything like what I thought I would at fifty-seven when I'd been much younger. I felt youthful and vigorous. I also felt horny, a condition I thought women over forty ceased to experience.
Megan explained about her Club in a lowered voice, "Well, it's not a secret organization, but we do try to keep our name out of the news, in part because there would be so many people who would want to join that don't qualify."
I gestured with my hand for her to say more. I'd started to smile at the idea of this special dating club of hers where sex had some kind of primary role.
Megan laughed and whispered, "We call it the OPALS Club, but for a long time we went without a name and we just referred to our group asThe Club. OPALS stands forOlder People Actively Loving Sex. Basically, it's an over fifty-five club of nice men and women like you who still feel sexually active and vital, and who want to meet similarly inclined people for discrete but satisfying sex. Oh, lots of other stuff happens too: kayak trips, theater nights, concert trips, and one group even flew out to Las Vegas for a long weekend. There's stuff like that going on all the time too."
I said to Megan in a hushed tone, "So my remark a few minutes ago about feeling horny most of the time qualified me?" I thought most of the world was horny all the time, so why would that alone qualify me for some exclusive club. Could you be sleeping and horny at the same time? Based on some of my dreams, I guessed the answer was a solid 'yes.'
Megan said, "Oh, no. While sex is one of the main focal points of the Club, there are a lot of other qualifications, and from what I know about you I think you'd be a welcome member."
Megan and I had met on the board of a local charitable organization when we put on a fund-raising gala. We liked each other, and developed a separate friendship that was now two years old. We'd become each other's best friends, but now I was learning about this unspoken side of her life.
"What are the other qualifications?" I asked with some degree of uncertainty about whether I wanted to belong to a club that focused mainly on sex. I briefly had visions of some large room full of couples fucking madly away beneath a sign that said 'Clubhouse.'
Megan said, "There are a lot of qualifications actually. I'll see what I can remember. You have to be handsome or pretty, at least in the eyes of most club members, and I think you're stunning; even at your age you still get guys in their twenties turning around to look at you.
"Oh, I do not!"
"Oh, yes you do. Let's put that to the test. Go over the corner and act as though you're waiting for someone to pick you up. I bet you'll get checked out at least once within a couple of minutes."
The corner was only twenty feet from our outside table at the coffee shop, so I rose and went to the corner to humor my friend. A block away, the traffic light turned green and the next group of cars started to roll past my corner on the way into the center of town. I adopted my best 'Where's my ride?' posture, and looked at the oncoming traffic but didn't turn around to look at Megan.
After the dozen or so cars passed, I shrugged, and walked back to the table. "See, no one stopped or gawked at me."
Megan waved her cell phone at me, "Oh, babe. You got that wrong. At least four men turned. One guy almost caused an accident looking back at your cute little ass. Here, watch the video I took of you."
I stared down at Megan's cell phone, and she kept saying, "See. There. There's another one. Look at him turn around; the guy in the red car had to jam on the brakes to avoid hitting the car in front of him. See, there's yet another."
"OK. OK. Sometimes people look at me, but that doesn't always happen."
Megan laughed and continued in a hushed voice, "Honey, I'll go clubbing with you any day, because maybe I'd get your left overs, and they'd still be hunky and spectacular in bed. You just gave all those guys driving by a momentary fantasy about fucking the daylights out of you."
I laughed, "Megan!" I blushed at her lewd comment. I did have to admit aloud, "Well, I might just be interested in having sex with the right person, but no one stopped."
"Oh, if you gave them the right look, they'd be licking your shoes."
"OK, let's move on, you made your point. So, what other criteria does this Club have?"
Megan said, "You have to be sponsored by someone -- that'd be me. You have to be trim and fit, and have a history of good health -- that's you; what do you do, spend an hour in the gym every day? We don't want anyone that's overweight, or anyone that's emaciated. At least this gives us a select group of people who are potential sexual partners with each other."
I idly commented on my health, "I do pay attention to what I eat and drink."
Megan added, "The Club requires a clean bill of health periodically -- no STDs, and preferably men have had vasectomies and women have had their tubes tied, even if you're past menopause; we don't want to hatch anything inadvertently. Those aren't hard requirements, but it's recommended. We also ask that if you have sex with anyone -- and they mean anyone -- outside the Club that you use a condom. So far, we haven't had one instance of an STD, and I know most of us don't use protection."
"So, I'd qualify. I had my tubes tied when my youngest daughter Darlene was born. Garth and I didn't want any more kids. As for STDs, I haven't slept with anyone since he died seven years ago. So, that's all?"
"I'm not done yet -- don't get impatient; I'm trying to remember them all. There are more criteria. You have to have your act together. No luggage or big psychological hang-ups, particularly where it comes to sex. You have to be relaxed about your sexuality, not that you'll do anything, but you won't get freaked out if some guy suggests a threesome or anal sex. You don't have to agree, but you just take it for granted that there are people that get off on things that you're not into."
"Also, you can't have a big ego or be a bitch, or have a temper that might spook someone. Guys don't want some woman to start stalking them or freaking out if they don't call, or vice versa. You've got to be fun to be with; a good conversationalist, and you don't try to dominate others, nor are you a submissive. You've got to always expect that your date will be with someone else the next night, and you might be too, so jealousy is a no-no. No possessiveness."
I nodded to encourage Megan to continue.
"Penny, you instantly like or even love people at first contact with them, I've watched you. You have a natural loving nature to everything you do ... unusual and a skill that few have. We search for them, not to have them necessarily start long-term relationships, but because these people interact so well together with others. These are also the kind of people we look for in the Club. Now, not everyone does this, but many of us do.
Megan thought a minute, "Oh, yes, more about the sexual stuff, but these really aren't written down, they're just sort of known about. You should still get aroused sexually in a number of different ways -- physically by stimulation to your various erogenous zones, or mentally with the right kind of suggestions or stories. You need to kiss well, although that's pretty subjective, and you should be orgasmic. You should like to cuddle, and that's tough for some of the men, but for the most part the Club has made good choices."
I laughed, "God, it's been over seven years since a man 'aroused' me, and, I'm embarrassed to admit that the few orgasms I've had have been with the help of a little battery-operated friend in my bedside table drawer. I think I'd be OK, but I might have to start all over again."
I had a further thought, "Megan, Garth and I had a pretty 'plain vanilla' sex life. We loved to have sex and I think we did it a lot more often than others. We both had a high sex drive, but we weren't kinky. We didn't involve others. We weren't into whips and chains. I didn't display myself to other people. I did a few blowjobs, but I doubt they were anything to write home about. We watched a few porn movies. I may not have the sexual credentials to keep up with your crowd."
"I know you, and you won't have a problem. You have a natural passion deep inside you, and it shows. As for the Big O's from your vibrator, I've found they're easier to achieve with someone the older I've gotten. I think I can 'allow' myself to have them now, rather than think of all the reasons I'm not madly in love with the schmuck fucking me. In this Club, I like all the men -- a unique situation. So, I'm more relaxed around them, even when I'm meeting someone new."
I ventured, "So, I'd still like to find a nice man to sleep with, but this is the dry season in this town with all the snow birds having gone north. I'm not on the social circuit, I don't do the bars or dance clubs, I don't trust online dating, and so I just don't meet people -- men, especially -- unless someone, a neighbor or friend, tries to match me up with someone. The matches have been pretty bad since I became single, mostly fat, grabby, divorced men who have a fucked up head. That brings me to a question, can you say 'No' to someone in your Club if you don't feel chemistry with them?"
Megan said, "Oh, of course. There's not even a requirement to go out with anyone. By our selections of people for the Club, we hope to create a critical mass of people where 'most' of them have chemistry with the others. We all understand -- men and women -- that the right chemistry has to be there. Thus, we know we might get a solid 'No,' and in fact, we are urged to be politely blunt, for instance, I told one man a week or so ago that I just didn't feel chemistry with him, but that I'd keep an open mind to future dates with him if I felt the situation changed. He just nodded, accepted my rejection, and moved on. Conversely, I asked one guy out and I think I intimidated him, so he just shook his head and told me 'Maybe sometime in the future.' You get over the idea that rejection is bad; it's just a comment on mutual chemistry and nothing more."
I chuckled, "So we can be a little particular in whom we're going to fuck?" I thought, my God, I sure hope so; in giving up my sexuality to a strange man I would want to be particular.
Megan laughed aloud. "I like that you aren't afraid to use a little vulgar language. I bet you can talk really dirty sex talk to the right guy too. I'll tell you a secret, I'm an expert at dirty talk; I studied it. That stuff really turns a guy on when you're making out or screwing. I hope you can be a little dirtier than that."
Now, I laughed, "Oh, you better fucking believe it. With a long cock in my cunt, I can dish out suggestive talk like the best little slut in town."
We both laughed. I blushed because surely the man reading near us at the coffee shop heard every word of my last statement.
I asked, "So, what does sponsoring me into the Club entail -- for you? For me? I still have a million questions, by the way."
Megan started, "Well, now I put your name forward to the nominating committee. They'll arrange for some people to meet with you and do interviews. When you pass that hurdle they'll set up a date or two for you. Sometimes, that all happens at once."
"You went through this?"
Megan rolled her eyes to heaven and did a little make believe swoon, "Oh, the dates I went on were heavenly. I hadn't been with anyone for months, and then I got asked whether I was interested in the Club, I said I was, and the next I knew this dreamboat shows up to take me out. He was about sixty, salt and pepper hair, suave, educated, well to do, looked like he stepped out of GQ magazine, and so smooth that ... well, I fucked him on our first date, or I let him fuck me ... or we fucked each other. He went all night long, cuddled me in between, and he was so loving and caring. I've been out with him a couple of time since. Needless to say, he's very popular. I've met a lot of the men in the club -- dated them, but not had sex with all of them by far. By that, I mean we also made love. I'm used to screwing on first dates now."
"So, this isn't like trying to find a mate to get married or anything?"
"Oh, a few couples have gotten married, but for the most part the singles in the group just circulate amongst each other. I think we've mostly adopted an attitude that we want to experience each other and not get tied down to any one person."
"Are there married people? How would that work?"
"There are some couples -- a few joined, plus those that got married through the Club. They're in very open long-term relationships, and each party is a member. They date within the Club, but they always go back to their partner the next day or so. For Club activities they act single, but have that committed relationship. Some people would think it's strange, but it's really beautiful to see. I went out with one of the married guys one time; he was fabulous. I'd never done anal until he coaxed me through it; he was so tender and careful, I'd do it again with the right partner. Oh, another time, I actually did a threesome with one of the couples. Now, that, was an event from another planet I'd do again in a flash."
I said somewhat in shock, "I didn't know you went both ways. Are you bisexual?"
Megan snickered and kept her voice low, "I found out I was that night. Ann was as good a lover as Oliver. The combination left me panting in their bed for more, more, more." Megan momentarily acted like a begging puppy panting for a treat.
"And you did a threesome? I'm impressed."
"Oh, they happen frequently, so don't be surprised if you get asked into one -- also foursomes. They're fun -- a lot of fun. Get in the spirit of sexual fun and play, and enjoy the orgasms. I was even in a fivesome. Oh, a few folks have been in an orgy of sorts, but I haven't been caught up in one yet. I'm hopeful."
I asked, "Who's the youngest and oldest in this Club?"
"The minimum age is fifty-five. So, if you're going to act like a cougar and want to find a toy-boy to fuck, this isn't the place for you. We have a couple of guys and three women in their late-eighties, and they're still going strong, and a delight to be with. The Club's not that old. We've had a few in their early eighties just let their memberships lapse. We hated to see them go."
"They can still get it up -- the older men, I mean?"
"Oh, yes. That's sort of a requirement for men in this age bracket, but we're very tolerant of erectile dysfunction, or for that matter dry vaginas or whatever ails us. A couple of folks in the Club hold classes about sexuality where they talk about this stuff and how to work around it. You should go after you're in; it's on Wednesday evenings for a couple of months now and then. When I went, I usually got laid afterwards by one of the guys in the class. We used to laugh and call it the Sex Ed Lab."
I was still trying to grasp the audacity of this discussion, let alone the idea of the Club. I asked, "I never asked, how many people are in this Club?"
"About two hundred and fifty, split pretty evenly between men and women. We cover the two county area."
"Two hundred and fifty! My God, that's a large group."
"Well, some are snowbirds, so they're only around in the late fall to spring timeframe. Some members in the other county don't want to drive this far, so we do socials up there too, and we do our stuff down here, but some people do sometimes go back and forth despite the distance just to meet new people. Also, we were bigger, but there were a few years when we couldn't find many people that qualified. No one wanted to change the criteria, so we just got a little smaller as people moved, dropped out, or passed away. We're seeing an upswing in new members this year, but at most there'll be only twenty or thirty across the whole year, and I want you to be one of them."
"Why so few potential members?"
Megan patted her trim stomach. "Think about it. Too many people eating too much, or drinking too many beers. We had trouble finding people who were healthy and trim."
I nodded. One of the reasons I hated to go to Wal-Mart was that I was often the thinnest woman in the store by a good fifty or one hundred pounds, and I was no lightweight at my height.
After a sip of my latte, I asked, "So, once you're in, how do you meet people in this Club? Do I have to wait for some guy to call me because my name got written on the back of some men's room door?"
Megan chuckled again, "It's well understood that anybody can ask anybody else for a date -- man or woman. So, don't be shy if you see somebody you want to date. As for meeting, we hold a social twice a month -- first and third Saturdays, with snacks, drinks, and conversation. We do special holiday parties too, like Christmas, New Years, Valentine's Day, Halloween, and July fourth. We usually meet at various places around town; there's a website that keeps us up to date on events. The socials are well attended. Some people come and that's all they do. There's no pressure to do anything, to ask anybody for a date, to sneak off into the backroom for some nookie, or anything. It's just come and meet some nice people. We do name tags, and, oh yes, we do a membership directory with pictures and an occasional newsletter where we introduce new members to everyone."
I ventured, "I guess you can't be shy in this game, can you?"
"Not in this crowd. We're all self-empowered, confident, and self-assured. Oh sure, some people get disappointed when they get a turn down, or the right person doesn't ask them on a date, but for the most part, we all roll with it and move on to someone else. There's little drama. This isn't like high school."
"Are we expected to have sex on the first date?"
"That's up to you. Most of the others in the Club I've talked to realize that they're past the game playing stage of life, and that time is running out to have fun -- sexual fun. So, most people fuck on the first date, but you don't have to. It's not always expected."
"Megan, this sounds exciting. Could I dip my toe in slightly in some way?"
"Oh sure. I could take you as a guest to one of the socials so you could meet some of the members and get a feel for what we're all like."




* * * * *I paced around my home all day thinking about the OPALS Club social that evening at one of the wine bars downtown. I'd pick out an outfit to wear, and then change my mind: too staid, too sexy, not memorable, too memorable, too short, too blue, too red, or too old. In the end, I wore some glossy black spike heels, grey pleated skirt that tended to show off my butt rather nicely, a silk blouse that was thin enough to display the lacy brassiere underneath, and a colorful scarf. I had a small decorator shoulder purse that had my wallet and cell phone in it.
I kept pacing thinking about everything Megan had told me about 'The Club.' I took the utmost care of my body preparations with a shower, moisturizer, delicate perfume, shaving and trimming critical areas, my hairdo, and makeup. I munched on a sandwich around dinnertime, however, I was nervous and not all that hungry. I would have had a glass of wine to calm down, except I knew I'd be drinking at the wine bar so I didn't want to use up my alcohol limit before I got there.
Megan picked me up at seven-thirty. She looked gorgeous, just as I expected. We chatted about what I might expect as we drove downtown. She promised to route some of the handsome and nice guys in my direction. I explained I really needed two glasses of wine to calm down.
Megan left me in a corner near the entry door of the wine bar where this week's social gathering was being held to go get us glasses of wine. I wrote my name on a 'Visitor' nametag. Over eighty people jammed into the place -- a nearly even mix of men and women. The din of happy conversation filled the long room. I couldn't help but notice the eclectic crowd. Everybody did look so friendly and inviting, and neat and attractive just as Megan predicted.
The voice from my side surprised me, "Hi. I see by your nametag you're a guest. I'm Bill Matthews. Nice to meet you Penny Ryder."
I looked up into the most handsome tanned face I'd ever seen outside the movies, with a pair of steel blue eyes that I knew were undressing me with every second that passed. This man had a smile with the whitest teeth, and luscious lips. He stood about six-two, and wore a pure white pullover shirt, beneath a dress jacket with a western cut, and tight jeans. From my angle beside him, I could tell he had a tight butt. He wore loafers without socks, a dress style I thought sexy in a man.
I was momentarily speechless, but I smiled coyly. Megan arrived just at that instant and thrust a glass of Chardonnay into my hand. She wrapped her free arm around Bill's neck and the pair engaged in a truly sexy kiss right in front of me. As she pulled away, Megan said, "I see you met Penny. She is such a sweetheart, and I want her to join us. I think she'd be such a beautiful addition, as you can tell. She's also smart, witty, and ... well, sexy." I blushed.
Bill looked at me -- probably at what he'd now rendered as my nude body that he was about to plunder -- and said to Megan with a manly smile, "I'd just introduced myself when you arrived."
Megan winked at me, "Well, I'll let you two get friendly. I want to talk to Greg and Collette. Be back in a few." She turned and flew away.
Quickly, Bill turned back to me. I could tell I had his total attention. He wasn't distracted by anything else in the room. I momentarily felt awed by him. I finally put my hand out and said, "Bill Matthews, it's a real pleasure to meet you. I take it, you and Megan know each other well."
Bill laughed. "You could say that. We've dated a few times. Our social goals are compatible, so we feel comfortable around each other and about dating each other."
I got a puzzled look, "Social goals are compatible?"
"Well, we both want to hook up with someone of the opposite sex without the messy entanglements of a burgeoning romantic relationship, so when we dated we clicked right away. I think we have each other on speed dial." He grinned in a knowing way.
"Oh. Are some people here for the romance?"
Bill now glanced around the room. He politely directed my gaze to a couple seated at a table in another corner. "See the couple there -- he's in the red sweater and she has a blue top."
I nodded.
"They're in love. They joined for love, and they've found it. They were both widows, lonely, horny, and we helped them find each other. I bet they'll be engaged within a few months and married by year's end. They'll still belong, though. In my opinion, it'd be ashamed to lose Edy as an eligible date. Jay is sought after too."
"You talk as though you know Edy well."
"Errr, well, we've dated a few times, even while she was getting serious about Jay."
"Were you always single or are you now?"
"Yes, I'm single now. I got divorced about twenty years ago. I'm still on good terms with my Ex, Carol." He looked around, and waved at a pretty brunette leaning against the bar with a handsome man beside her. "That's her over there -- the woman with the green scarf. We date and continue a loving relationship; we just couldn't stand to live together. The chemistry between us gets crazy when we're together longer than twenty-four hours, so we keep it short and sweet and loving without adding back in the luggage that broke us apart."
I asked, "And it doesn't bother you to see the woman that was the love of your life for a while go off and date someone else, apparently with some surety that they'll make love?"
"Oh, no. Not a bit. I've even made introductions of men I think she'd enjoy both as company and as sex partners. I know her tastes and kinks, so I can steer strong candidates she might like in her direction."
"No jealousy."
"Not a bit. I'm hoping she'll have a fabulous date or dates with the guy, and, pardon my language, but that they'll fuck the living daylights out of each other in a never ending cascade of climaxes and orgasms that light up the night sky that make them both very happy."
"Wow. You sure tell it like it is." I laughed at Bill's candid and lurid statement.
"Jealousy is a learned response dealing with possession, exclusion, competition, ego, and fear. You can unlearn it. Most jealousy is ego based, or operates under the illusion that I own you in some way -- you're my possession, as though Carol, by ex, would have to get my permission to date someone. If you can get control of your ego, you don't need to respond with anger or malice or sadness. The opposite is called compersion; it's when I empathize with Carol and her date when they're feeling happiness and joy, thus I feel it too, even when they're having a deep, loving, and sexual relationship."
"Were you always this way?" I guessed I sounded skeptical.
"No. I learned this philosophy and life style in this group when I joined about eight years ago." Bill gestured to the people around him in the wine bar. "We all subscribe to this, more or less. There's a lot more to it than what I just said. The truth is I struggle every now and then, but overall I've got it down now."
"Is it written down?"
"There are a few books that talk about it. Two I specifically recall areThe Ethical Slut andPolyamory: The New Love Without Limits.
I postured, "But isn't polyamory and that kind of philosophy for kids in their twenties and thirties? Aren't we supposed to be beyond this?" Even as I said the words, I knew they were tapes I'd been programmed to repeat in this situation, and this was not really something I knew for a fact or even believed.
Bill responded, "To the contrary. I think the older you get, the more important it is to adopt a life style of compersion and open loving relationships. Think about it, by our age, over fifty-five, we've learned how to manage our egos and not let them sink us. We understand relationships and are much more tolerant about each other's weaknesses and foibles. We've all lived with others for a good long time, and weathered through all that. We understand that we can't 'own' another individual, any more than we can own a rainbow. Our fear of abandonment is gone, we're all self-assured, and mostly living alone and comfortable in our own life without the expectation that someone else has to make us happy. If we aren't around someone we love but they're having fun, our nose no longer gets out of joint -- in fact, we're glad for them. I admit you need to consciously extend your thinking when it comes to sex, because we've been so programmed with society's expectations around this subject."
Bill thought for a moment and added; "I also think that our age and experience come into play in another way. We no longer need to beat around the bush for a dozen dates before we enjoy one another sexually or romantically. Some days I feel I'm living on borrowed time -- oh, I'm healthy and all, but the number of birthdays I've had is getting big -- so I find I indulge myself in my fantasies and life style. I don't put off things; I may never get to enjoy them otherwise.
"You're very convincing, particularly about compersion -- I like that word."
"I guess this was what I'd been looking for in my life. When we were married, Carol and I tried to own and control each other; we expected the other person to make us happy. We were jealous of each other, for instance when she went out with her friends and I was excluded, I'd get my nose out of joint. I felt I had to compete for her attention with the people she worked with, a silly response looking back on it, and I was always afraid she'd meet someone better than me and run off -- my own insecurity."
"You? Insecure?" I chuckled.
"Yeah, I was back then. I became macho man -- obnoxious actually. I was a control freak, trying to control things and people well outside the realm of reality. Eventually, I changed, but I was too late to save my marriage."
"I'm sorry; at least, you seem happy now."
"Oh, I am. Very, actually. I own my own happiness. I don't expect others to do it for me." Bill paused, and then asked, "Tell me about you. Widow?"
"Yes. My husband Garth died about seven years ago from heart attack. He was ten years older, and apparently had a heart condition we didn't know about. We'd been married about thirty years. We have two daughters up north in Illinois -- outside Chicago."
"Any grandkids. I forgot to mention that Carol and I have two kids and two grandkids. I won't bore you with all the pictures in my wallet until we know each other better." He laughed.
I laughed too. "No. Both are married, but they and their husbands are all about getting established, and careers, and houses, and early marriage stuff. I sort of wish my younger daughter could have heard you talking just now. I see her trying to control everything around her, and I think she's cruisin' for a bruisin'."
"Well, you can suggest those books to them. When I'm home I'll look at my bookshelf and see what else I've read that might be helpful. I'm a reader, but I usually can't remember titles or authors two days after I finish a book."
"All non-fiction?"
"Oh, no. I've just discovered all the action books by Harlan Coben. I'm readingThe Innocent by him right now."
Two other handsome older men joined us: Walt Netty and Tom Grunberg. Bill introduced us to each other, and soon we were off talking about books, best sellers, and a host of other topics. These men made it so easy to hold up my end of the conversation.
As we did our pleasantries with each other and initiated idle chat, I realized I was evaluating each man as a sex partner and lover. Where did this come from? I think I blushed at the impure thoughts coursing through my mind. Shit, I even caught myself glancing down at each man's 'package.' I never did this. I'd met hundreds of men since Garth died in all sorts of situations -- a few dates, work, merchants, and so on -- yet I'd never caught myself checking them out this way. This must be Megan's doing; I couldn't possibly blame myself for these thoughts.
But then again, since adolescence sex had been a major part of my thinking. Garth and I had an active sex life right up until his death. We were frequently making out, kissing, and screwing, sometimes most nights even as I approached fifty. Garth was vital and horny. I missed him dearly.
Megan flew by our group about a half-hour after I'd started talking to Bill and thrust another Chardonnay into my hands. I barely thanked her before she was off again. Walt and Tom seemed to know her well, and laughed at her 'fly by' antics.
Gradually, the men pulled me from the corner, and started to introduce me to some of the other men and women in the group. Suddenly, I had to become a social butterfly, with lots of small talk about myself. My natural interest in others came forward, and I felt I was asking good questions of the people I met.
But damn, I was still evaluating the men -- and even some of the women -- as sex partners. I wondered if I had been seduced by the fact that, to me, everyone in the room was handsome (men) or beautiful (women), and I knew many of them had hooked up (fucked) in some way in the past. The whole idea of the Club cast an erotic glow over everyone. I wondered if people viewed me the same way. Did I look like a desirable sex partner? Were there guys here that wanted to fuck the daylights out of me? I secretly hoped so.
I'd never thought of another woman in a sexual way, yet when I met Ellen -- a stunning svelte red head with a curvy figure -- I found myself wondering what it would be like to suck on her breasts and to finger her pussy, or to have her doing similar things to me. Shit, where were these thoughts coming from? I had no interest in a sapphic relationship. I wasn't even bisexual ... or was I? Damn, there was Megan putting an idea in my head that stuck in some way.
About nine-thirty, some of the crowd started to thin out. I noticed when people left, they did tend to leave as a couple. Bill Matthews found his way back to me from another clique of people he'd been in for a while.
Bill leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Do you like to dance?"
I turned to him and smiled broadly, "I love to dance."
"Then would you come with me right now? Let's start our first date." He flashed me a megawatt smile, and made my pussy drip with his steely blue eyes.
I thought for a minute, numbed by his sudden question. "I didn't drive." I thought that was about the dumbest thing to say about one microsecond after the words were out of my mouth. What relevance did that have to things? I was stalling. Did I want to go with him? Would he expect something I wasn't prepared to give?
I looked up at Bill and studied his kind face. His steel blue eyes searched me for reservations and acceptance. I wondered what it would be like to stare into those eyes as we made love. Was his invitation really an invitation to his bed? Did I want to have sex with him? In prior years, I might have stalled for a half-dozen dates, but now I thought of his words earlier about indulging our impulses at this age while we still had what it takes to savor things. I also thought about why I came to this wine bar with Megan and was entertaining the idea of joining the OPALS Club -- the acronym spelled out the humorous fact that everyone in the room wanted sex in some way, and my being here proved I was one of them.
Bill assured me, "I'll see you get home safe and sound whenever you want. I promise I'll be your idea of an ideal date."
I smiled my acceptance at him, "Let me tell Megan we're going. I'll be right back."
I cut through the crowd and found Megan had latched onto the arm of a cute looking man about an inch shorter than she was in her 'fuck me' heels. He didn't seem to mind. I got a quick introduction to Gary somebody.
"Meg, Bill Matthews asked me to go dancing with him."
"Oh, Penny, go! He's so nice. Go with the flow with him. He'll make you feel so special and so loved. Go dance. Go home with him." She leaned into my ear, "He's an expert lover; fuck his brains out. Call me when you get home tomorrow." After another pause she added, "I think I'm going to get laid tonight too." She gave me a lecherous grin and glanced over at the man she'd been talking to; he was looking at a TV set over the bar where a baseball game was ending.
I looked shocked at the idea of sex right away, but the thought of a sexual liaison with Bill Matthews had been on my mind when I locked onto his beautiful steely eyes the first time. I felt this internal conflict start to tear my insides apart, yet it felt so good to have those feelings again.
As I sashayed back to Bill with a little extra sway to my hips, I thought about a sexual liaison with this handsome man. I hadn't had sex for seven years and some. God, I felt like a virgin again. Was I ready to give up my reclaimed virginity to this mature hunky man.
I briefly wondered if my vagina would take some sudden loving, but then I felt the squishy feeling of my ardor in my pussy area and figured I was good to go. I had to admit I was horny, and I'd been horny for a long time. Now, thanks to Megan, I could do something about it.
As I came up to Bill, I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. I said, "Let's go. I even have my dancing shoes on."

* * * * *It was about ten o'clock by the time we got to the Five O'Clock Club. Bill swept into the jazz bar like he owned the place, found us a table, and soon I had another glass of wine in front of me. As soon as we were served, Bill took me in his arms and we joined a half-dozen other couples on the small dance floor as the jazz trio played a nice slow number.
I nuzzled into Bill for the slow dance, and he kissed me right there on the dance floor in front of everybody else in the place, but when I looked around no one seemed to be paying any particular attention to us. The next time, a second later, I kissed back, and I could feel a flush of erotic excitement spread through my body starting deep inside me and emanating outward. I thought how much fun it was to kiss a handsome man, but fun totally understated what I was feeling. My whole body was 'alive' for the first time in years.
We nursed our glasses of wine and savored our dances together. The more we danced, the closer I came to just grinding my pussy against Bill's leg and whispering some really nasty thoughts into his ear as I stroked the back of his neck in a sexy way.
After an hour, Bill settled up the tab, and we walked out to where he'd parked his car -- a twenty-year-old Porsche in mint condition. Bill held the door for me, and helped me get into the low-slung car. I know my legs went on display for him, but at this point I didn't care, I wanted him to see every inch of my body and to ravish me.
Bill got in and started driving. He looked over and said, "Where do you live? I can take you home if you wish."
Without looking into those seductive eyes, I said, "I don't wish that -- to go home, that is. Why don't you show me where you live?"
Fifteen minutes later, I stood dancing with Bill again in his living room. Well, not exactly dancing. We were pressed against each other's bodies and our tongues were doing the dancing. We were French kissing. I'd forgotten what soul kisses were like -- how arousing and sexual they were, and how I could feel my reaction to those kisses in my pussy. My pussy gushed with each kiss. Oh, why had I denied myself this priceless experience for over seven years?
I took the initiative to move us to the next level. I started to unbutton his shirt as we danced. I kissed each area of exposed skin, as I became able to pull his shirt aside and see the salt and pepper hair that populated his chest. Between those kisses, I came back to Bill's beautiful mouth; his ardor increased through his kisses. His kisses moved to my ear -- one of my most sensitive erogenous zones, and then my neck, and then down the skin that my blouse allowed to show.



Bill's hands fumbled slightly with the blouse's buttons and the fact the garment was wrap-around. He kissed me all over as he revealed patches of skin. The blouse came off, and then he undid my bra.
I said in an apologetic tone, "I'm sort of saggy. I'm not a young thing any more."
Bill stood tall and kissed me. "Darling, at this age, we're all a bit saggy. What's that old saying about age, 'The things that should be hard get soft, and the things that are soft get hard, and everything succumbs to the law of gravity.' If you won't worry, I won't -- I promise. You are one of the most beautiful women I've ever met. I'm mad about you by the way." Bill leaned in and kissed me hard.
With that, I allowed my bra to slide down my arms unveiling my naked breasts to a man for the first time in over seven years. I closed my eyes and looked towards heaven as I felt Bill's warm hands cup my breasts, graze my nipples, and feel the fullness and heft of my tits. I felt myself ascending to heaven.
I thought how I would never have applied the word 'tits' to my breasts until I'd heard Megan use the term a few days earlier, but somehow in this new open sexuality that I was becoming exposed to, words like that had started to flow into my thinking: breasts, tits, boobs, puppies, boobies, melons, and man pillows. I chuckled silently to myself, and then moaned as Bill started to suck on my left tit.
I whispered, "You're overdressed. I want to feel your bare chest against mine."
Seconds later, Bill's shirt flew through the room to a nearby chair, joining my blouse and bra. Bill pulled me to him and we kissed, but then he pulled us apart slightly and rubbed his bare chest against my large melons in a way that my erect nipples foraged through his chest hair, leaving a trail of lust behind.
Bills hands moved to the button and zipper on my skirt. As he undid it, I kicked my shoes off, and then helped him pull the garment down my legs. I wondered about my lack of sexy underwear. I knew girls today were into thongs, but I'd tried one once and couldn't get used to what my daughter called 'butt floss' -- the strip of material that sank into the crack in my buttocks.
Oh, there's a word I need to learn a new vocabulary for -- buttocks. Using that word made me sound old fashion, even to myself. How about ass, butt, bum, tush, can, or booty? Megan had mentioned anal sex in one of our discussions. Did she do that every time she had sex? Could I? I'd have to ask her about it. I hope Bill didn't ask me to do that tonight.
I wore white boy shorts, and in the dimly lit living room the color looked stark. I must ask Megan what she wears on her dates. Maybe she goes naked in whatever she's wearing. She's so trim and stylish. I couldn't go bare because when I think of sex I gush a lot of girl juice, and I'd show a spot on my pants or dress in nothing flat. Even tonight, I'd worried about a wet spot. I bet with this new Club, if they accept me, I'll be horny and gushing all the time.
I said to Bill, "Might we be more comfortable in your bed. I'm also feeling a little on display." Somehow, I'd managed to completely ignore the large window facing the street, yet here I stood almost nude in front of it in the dim living room light. I would have never allowed myself to go on display to anyone but Garth, but now I'd casually stripped in front of the window with barely a second thought.
Bill pulled me down a short hallway into a masculine looking bedroom. He flipped a few switches, and the lights came on, automatically dimming to just the right level to be romantic. I felt amazingly shy and bold at the same time. I wanted to display myself to Bill, and wanted him to make love to every part of my body, yet I also felt demure and coy.
Bill dropped his pants and his boxers. What was it they said about the difference between men who wore boxers versus brief? I couldn't remember, but it was something sexy regardless of the outcome.
Before I could gawk at his penis, Bill knelt in front of me as I sat on the edge of his large bed, and I allowed him to gently work my boy shorts down my legs. I had a hairy bush. The last time I'd shaved anything 'down there' was a few years earlier before donning a bathing suit and going to a local beach. Earlier in the day, I'd evened up the edges, but that was all. One of my daughters told me the style today was completely shaved, or perhaps what she called a landing strip or a small heart of hair left as pure decoration. I'd have to ask Megan what she did with her pubic hair, but then I realized what a personal question that was.
Before I could blink, Bill had me recline on the bed, and his mouth latched onto my pussy. Well, not exactly latched on; he started to use his tongue in the most talented way I'd ever experienced. He'd run it up my slit, suck on my pussy lips, and then dart his tongue onto my clitoris. Every time he did that, my body would spasm and an embarrassing bolt of pleasure would tear through me. Bill could tell what he did excited me. My juices had started to flow in earnest.
I wanted Bill's penis in my vagina. Oh, dear, what an old fashioned way to say I wanted intercourse. I needed a new vocabulary. Vagina, cunt, quim, pussy, pink, cooch, pooter, and snatch, were some of the words I knew for my nether region. For a man's penis I knew cock, wood, wiener, Johnson, stick, rod, pole, sausage, tool, and woody, but I knew there were more and cruder terms I'd have to learn. For intercourse, there was fucking, humping, balling, and expressions like doing the nasty. I need to refine my vocabulary so I can talk dirty.
I wondered what Bill ... oh, shit ... an orgasm washed over me suddenly, coming from nowhere. He made my body feel electric and as though I'd just gotten a huge shock of pleasure.
I tugged at Bill's shoulder. "Come and make love to me. I'm going to be ... well ... I haven't done any thing like this for over seven years, so take it slow, OK? I may be a little tight."
Bill kissed me and I could taste myself and smell the aroma of my juices. He said, "My only goal tonight is to bring you pleasure. You direct me if I'm doing something to the contrary."
I pulled him into a highly passionate kiss, and I reached for his manhood at the same time. I whispered to Bill, "That's my goal for you, too."
Bill was hard, and I thought it delightful that an older man like him could rise to the occasion so dramatically. Bill was hung, and a delight to fondle. I delayed having him move to my cunt because I found enjoyment in stroking and feeling his cock.
Eventually, Bill maneuvered in front of me, and I spread my legs. I felt a squoosh of some gel like substance on my labia. I went to look at what he was doing, but Bill kissed me. He said, "I thought you might appreciate a little lubrication. Sorry for the sudden chill of the gel." I never thought about lubrication; how thoughtful.
And then, I felt the head of his cock rubbing up and down my slit, rubbing the gel around, and then the head caught at the entrance to my vagina. Bill's hips bucked slightly, and little by little, his cock penetrated me until our pubes were solidly together.
Oh, God. My whole body soared into space, went to the edge of the galaxy of pleasure, and shot back to earth so I could kiss my lover with every ounce of affection I could muster. Oh, what a wonderful experience. I was overdue. I even said a prayer that this Sex Club would accept me because I wanted to do this act morning, noon, and night everyday. I never wanted the experience to stop.
We fucked -- had intercourse. I wrapped my legs around Bill and used them to help boost his thrusts into my body. Oh, everything felt wonderful. My heart fluttered, and I put my all into the act. I didn't just lie there and let him fuck me; I fucked Bill back, pushing into him, raising my hips to meet his. I played an active role in our lovemaking.
We fucked for a long time. Bill wasn't a thirty-second wonder. He took care to kiss and stroke me all over. He'd lean in and suck on my breasts. Everything he did aroused me. I was a sexual machine that wanted orgasm after orgasm, but I was nervous and didn't expect any other than the surprise while he gave me cunnilingus.
But then as I felt Bill back away and start to pump into me with extra intensity, and I got a little carried away. His thumb came down and started to stroke over my clitoris, just above where his cock was pumping into me. Bill came, and when I felt the first splash of cum erupt from his cock, I had another orgasm -- a big one because I realized what was happening. I groaned as the pleasure came, and then, while I could still feel the jets of cum surging into me I pulled Bill to me and we kissed with renewed passion, our tongues dueling with passion.
I'd forgotten how exquisite the afterglow of sex could be, and with Bill and the way I felt, that word just understated the bliss I felt.
To be continued
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THE OPALS CLUB The 'Older People Actively Loving Sex' ClubYes, you have to read Chapter 1 to fully understand who's who and what's happening in this final chapter."

* * * * *I slept in Bill's arms with him kissing me occasionally as we dozed. We made love twice in the middle of the night. This time I rode him until we both came again. Bill understood a woman's body, and how to make it sing. I felt like I'd sung a major opera by the time my eyes fluttered open in the morning. I probably looked a mess -- hair, make up, and my pasty body color. I must get more of a tan. Maybe Megan would go to the beach with me. Then again, maybe I should get an all-over tan at a tanning salon, or a mix of spray on tan and sun. I want to look good.
Bill was gone from the bed. Across the bed next to me lay a beautiful red robe, short but not too revealing depending on how I tied it. I put the robe on so it was partway in between conservative and scandalous, and walked into the core of the house. I smelled the aroma of coffee coming from the kitchen.
Bill was puttering around the kitchen assembling some breakfast. He wore swim trunks. He saw me, smiled broadly, and came and hugged me to him. We kissed. I said, "Oh, dear. I probably have morning breath, and ... my clothes." I looked back in the living room.
Bill led me back to the master bedroom. My clothes were neatly arranged on a chair, and I'd missed them when I got up. He took me into the bathroom, and showed me a second vanity sink area replete with a wide spectrum of women's cosmetics. He said, "The shower has several kinds of shampoo and conditioner. There's a hair dryer in that drawer. The towel next to the shower is clean. Please make yourself at home. Oh, the toothbrush is new too."
I smiled at Bill as I kissed him on the cheek again. I realized how thoughtful he was of his female guests to have assembled this array for them. Just hearing his list of things, made me resolve to put a similar masculine package together for my male guests. I sure hope I got into this Club.
Bill said, "Before you do anything, however, I have a small pool in the backyard. Please join me for a morning swim if you're up to it." He looked hopeful.
I said, "Bathing suit."
He laughed and said, "No one can see and I skinny dip, but if you want one ... here. He reached into a drawer just outside the bedroom and produced a bikini." He said, "I'll be outside. Join me when you're ready."
As he walked away, I saw him start to pull down his bathing trunks. He intended to skinny dip.
A minute later after brushing my teeth to kill my morning breath, I stood naked beside the pool and watched the lustful look in Bill's eyes as he appraised my body. This was a big step for me in so many ways. I'd never skinny dipped in my life. I was naked in the bright light of day in front of a male I only met the night before -- and I was coming up on sixty years of age. My body was pasty white and my crotch was filled with a dark mat of brunette hair with a generous smattering of white pubic hair that betrayed my age bracket. Moreover, I felt wet, and knew that I had cum -- his and mine -- leaking from inside me.
I jumped in, and let out a shriek at the feel of the cool water. When I floated to the top of the water, Bill was laughing.
I floated over to Bill and we kissed and made out for a while. I could feel his cock swell against my abdomen as we necked. My God, why hadn't I started kissing this man years ago? Just a couple of minutes of kissing him again, and my blood was boiling. After five minutes of this, Bill said, "I'd love to make love to you again."
"Then why don't you. I want that too." I pulled him towards the pool stairs.
We spent the rest of the morning in his large bed fucking and cooing sweet nothings to each other. Even as active as Garth and I had been, I hadn't done anything like this since our honeymoon.
Bill drove me home just before noon. We kissed goodbye, and both of us said all the right words about getting together again sometime soon. Talk about chemistry; I think we were like nitroglycerine and had detonated together several times over the past fourteen hours.
As soon as I got inside my door, I immediately called Megan; she was ringing my doorbell at twelve-twenty. I'm embarrassed to admit that we tittered like schoolgirls about our 'nights out.' For the first time in my life I both listened to Megan's stroke-by-stroke description of her night with Gary, and gave a stroke-by-stroke description of my time with Bill. By the time we were finished, I was horny all over again. I could have fucked a doorknob.
As we talked I tried to recall all the questions about the Club and dating decorum that kept popping up in my head the night before. When I remembered them, they were all pretty intimate, but I started in on them anyway. After talking about how we both fucked the night and morning away, I felt some sense of privilege. In the wide-open discussion we had, I learned that Megan did wear thongs on her dates because they were sexy, but normally she wore frilly Victoria Secret lingerie that made her feel very feminine. She recommended black or red 'date' underwear because the colors telegraphed 'sex.' She told me it had taken her a month to get used to the butt floss. She did do anal sex, but rarely. She praised a couple of men for their careful attention to her needs in that area.
Megan admitted to being perpetually horny, even using the term 'nymphomaniac' to describe herself, and this for a woman of sixty-two. I had that to look forward to in four years. She said that before the Club, she felt pent up and repressed, but now she felt like someone had opened her up and given her freedom.
I asked her how often she went on dates, and she surprised me by explaining that she did 'something' with 'somebody' about four or five times a week, but it was rarely the same 'somebody' day after day. She said, "I have a long and growing list of guys that I like to do booty calls with, or vice versa. Just so you're not surprised, Bill is one of them. We please each other sometimes with a noontime drop in and fuck, or a night of lovemaking. I love sex. Did I say that already?" Megan laughed.
I explained that I'd taken the initiative to get things going with Bill, and asked if that was acceptable. Megan laughed and explained it was more than acceptable; it was the preferred method of starting the ball rolling. "The men in our Club are all real gentlemen; they don't want to impose on the women. Thus, they hold back a little too much in my opinion; they wait for signals or words from us that we want to get started. Oh, left long enough they'll try something, but I don't have the patience. When I want to get laid, I want a cock in my pussy 'right now!'"
"Do you use dirty talk?"
"All the time. All men love it. All of them. It drives them crazy, and they love me for it."
"So you have a wide vocabulary of ... sexual terms or expressions."
"I studied the subject," Megan laughed. "Seriously, when I find a passage in a book or online story, I memorize the dirty talk and then try to use it with my next few men friends. Dirty talk intensifies anything we're doing to each other. Try it."
I asked Megan about her pubic hair, repeating what my daughter had mentioned about the trend to completely bare pussies. Megan laughed, "I have a little landing strip I maintain. I got a lot of my nether region lasered, so the hair won't come back any time soon, if at all. I know some of the other girls are bare, some are as bushy as a beaver pelt, and there's all manner of trim jobs in between. A few women have tattoos with inviting symbols or things on them to entice their partners."
I blushed but asked the next question, prepared for just about anything. "Megan, how did you know how some of the other women keep their pubic hair?"
Now, Megan blushed. She looked at me to see whether I might not want to hear the answer, but I did. I guess my face showed it. She said, "Because I've made love with some of them."
After a long silence between us, I whispered, "Would you show me how? I mean we like each other ... and we're really good friends ... but if you don't want to I'll understand ... it's just that I've never even thought about doing ..."
My words were cut off when Megan turned and kissed me and drove her tongue toward my tonsils. I kissed back with equal fervor.
We skipped lunch and made love. Megan was one of the few people in the world to whom I could say 'I love you' to and really mean it. She loved me too, and that afternoon for a couple of hours she proved it -- and I did too. We moved our relationship to a new level, and I learned one helluvah lot about making love with another woman. Megan was a superb teacher -- a 'show by doing' kind of instructor.
Around our sixth or seventh timeout to enjoy our after glows, I lay back against my headboard cradling Megan's hot passionate nude body against me. Megan had made me feel really good only a minute earlier by saying, "Hey, I'm putting you at the top of my booty call list. You may not have ever done any of this stuff before, but you are a natural. I can't recall having so many orgasms in so short a period of time."
I had been trying, and so had Megan. We were pretty even at around a dozen each. I mentally shook my head in disbelief at my behavior. Good grief, I'm a fifty-eight year old woman who had just fucked her brains out in a one-night stand, and then within the same twenty-four hour period I'd learned how to fuck a woman and bring her to a billion stupendous orgasms. I also learned I liked to eat pussy -- at least Megan's, and I loved to saw my fingers into a woman's cunt. There were a whole lot of little things I learned or remembered about sex too. Oh, I didn't want to stop any of this. I wanted in the Club.
I did all that and as I lay there holding Megan our after glows, I realized I was still horny and wanted to get fucked again, this time by a guy.

* * * * *The opportunity to get laid again came sooner than I thought. Megan, who had spent the night with Gary, had him call me for a date. I agreed but conditional that Gary came to dinner at my place. Megan had encouraged me to 'try out Gary' and see what I thought. I had a discussion with her about the protocol of sleeping with someone else's date the next night, but she assured me that this was just fine with anybody in the Club.
Megan said, "We enjoy variety. We may have our specials and favorites, but variety is what we are looking for. Everybody in the Club knows there is no exclusivity, and consequently, the 'Monogamous Dating Rule' is not favored. If you and your 'date' want to be exclusive, I expect several members would encourage you to drop out because across the Club anything goes at any time between consenting adults. We know sex and variety are what we want. Once in a while I've been busy or found one of the guys I wanted to go out with busy, but usually we can find a time to get together pretty quickly."
She paused and said, "Now, let me tell you about Gary."
Although Gary was about my height in bare feet, he had a libido about the size of Australia, and a cock that knew how to tease and please. After my dinner the following evening, and some cuddling in my living room, Gary made love to me until I passed out in the middle of the night from sexual fatigue -- the best kind. I think I'd had about ten earth-shattering orgasms, and to my surprise so had Gary. He had the stamina of a rooster in the hen yard. I thought he'd wear out or need some long recovery time, but not Gary. He was the energizer bunny, and just kept going and going. To my delight, I kept up with him until I dropped after a huge orgasm.
As I drifted off to sleep in Gary's comfortable arms, I thought how I'd died and gone to orgasm heaven. Twice in forty-eight hours, I been fucked to my heart's content, and turned into a blithering mass of sexual mush. So nice!
Gary's cock was back in my pussy first thing the next morning, and we started in again. The guy understood the science and the art of fucking. I felt as though I were in he hands of an expert. The expert let another blast of cum drench my insides as I crested to a new high atop his jerking body.
Gary left after breakfast, but not before I practiced my blowjob skills for the first time in probably eight years. Gary tasted like fresh salty mushrooms, and didn't mind kissing me after I'd tried to swallow most of his cum. I had purposefully allowed some of it to drip onto my breasts in a sexy maneuver. Gary liked that.
We kissed goodbye in mid-morning as I stood naked at my front door, and he was gone. Again, Gary told me he wanted to see me again, and hoped I'd be a regular at the Club events once I got admitted.
I met Megan for luncheon salads at Panera's, and we compared notes about Gary, Bill, and a few other men in the Club who I remembered from the previous social. Megan assured me that talking about the men and women in the Club was OK, and encouraged so long as the remarks weren't malicious or degrading. She also noted that if I had a bad experience in any way with someone, I was supposed to talk to them about it so they could change their behavior or technique. So far, I only had rave reviews.
My social calendar got dry after that. I thought about calling Bill or Gary, but I wasn't really in the Club so didn't feel comfortable exercising the rights of a Club member to ask for a date. A week or so later, Megan came by the house the following Saturday morning. The next Club social event was that evening, this time at the bar and lounge adjacent to the downtown marina. I figured I'd be going as a guest, until Megan told me the good news, I had been accepted as a full-fledged member of OPALS Club.
Surprised, I said, "But I thought I was going to be interviewed and assessed or something. Nobody talked to me."
Megan laughed, "What do you think the dates with Bill and Gary were about, plus the times we've made love?"
"You mean ..."
"Yep. They were genuine and not pretend dates, so please don't hold that against the men -- or me. They wanted to be with you, otherwise they wouldn't have asked you out or accepted your invitation. They also didn't want you on guard that you were being evaluated. I had to stop Gary from calling you back a few days ago until I could tell you this news. Besides, I love making love with you too. I hope you know how much I love you."
Megan routed around in her giant shoulder bag, and produced a large envelope. "Here's all the written poop about the Club and the membership directory as of June. Each person has a little bio about himself or herself in it to help you remember them. A woman named Janet Salisbury will call you next week to get your bio and a picture if you have one for the next edition in December and for our next newsletter. So think about how you want to be remembered. You can read mine in there as an example to see what I wrote."
Megan took a big breath, "Penny, remember this is all supposed to be fun. Don't worry or fret or develop angst about anything related to the Club. If it's not fun, talk to me and let me see if we can't make things right. I'm your sponsor and your mentor. I also love you, and I want you to find happiness and bliss in this Club -- with all the members."
"But I feel horny all the time, and I do feel angst about meeting men -- and women, I guess -- and going on dates. In a way, I feel like I'm in eighth grade."
"Did you feel this angst in college or afterwards when you were dating all the time?"
"Not as much. Probably not at all."
"So, as you start dating a lot in the Club, you can expect your worries to go away. It's just some nerves about a new situation. I promise you'll get used to it. Right now, you have access to about a hundred and thirty horny guys who would love to pleasure you in any way you can think of -- and probably a lot of women too. As pretty women we're in demand and the odds of a pleasurable experience are in our favor. Relax and enjoy."

* * * * *I saw both Bill and Gary at the social that evening. I sidled up to both of them, gave each a kiss, and thanked them for their dates ... and the favorable ratings in terms of joining the Club. Sometime I wanted to find out exactly what it was I did to win their recommendation -- the fuck, the blowjob, my reaction to them, or what. I'd wait until we had our next date to ask each of them.
I met a whole new group of people at this social, and I also got a regular nametag. I saw a new man with a guest nametag, and I suspected I knew what would be happening to him in the very near future. I even saw Megan heading his way at one point.
I started talking to two men who I felt real chemistry with: Jon and Eric. Jon was a very handsome Scandinavian blond about six-four who taught tennis at a local golf and tennis club. Eric was a tall handsome man with a goatee who owned an antique shop downtown. The three of us walked around some of the marina docks with our drinks and talked about our various boating experiences. We were good company with each other.
Coming to a rather large cruiser ship with multiple decks, Eric turned and said, "Come, let me show you where I live."
My jaw dropped open. "You live HERE?"
Eric nodded, and then I allowed him to escort me onto the lower deck on his boat as Jon followed. Eric gave a tour, and I marveled at how spacious everything was, and at some of the amenities I would have only expected to see in a land-based home, for instance, a four-person hot tub.
As we got to the master bedroom, one of three separate bedrooms on the large yacht, Eric turned and kissed me. As I kissed him, I felt Jon snuggle up behind me. When my kiss with Eric broke, Jon turned me, and we kissed just as passionately.
Jon said in a hushed voice, "I think Eric and I would like to have a threesome with you." He looked expectantly at me.
My brain when into denial and shock, and then started to evaluate the situation. I found both men attractive and we had good chemistry. I had already thought about dating each of them -- individually. I envisioned myself asking Megan what to do, and I could hear her emphatically telling me to go screw everyone I could. She'd say, 'After all, wasn't this why you wanted to join the Club." She'd be right.
I pulled both men to me for kisses. "I've never done a threesome before, so you'll have to show me." I smiled broadly at the thought.
"With delight."
I sent Megan a quick text message telling her who I was with and where we were about to have a threesome. Seconds later, I got her reply: "You go, girl. You rock. Call me tomorrow. I'm going home with Bob Mason. Enjoy."
I alternately stripped each man as I lost my clothes to their hands, until we were each naked. I was getting showered with kisses from these two handsome men. They carefully picked me up and carried me onto the large bed. Once there, I was sucked on and fingered to my first orgasm.
I couldn't believe the stimulation having two men fawning over my breasts brought me, particularly when they both sucked on them simultaneously. But then Eric slithered down my body and started to eat my pussy as he fingered me, while Jon continued to suck and kiss my breasts and my lips. Eric's little beard gave me some extra stimulation, plus he had long fingers that knew exactly how to reach inside me to find my G-spot. The combination of fingers, kisses, and sucking by the two men brought me to orgasm in record time, and then the men switched places and did it again. Oh, such pleasure. Could this hedonistic act continue for a week or two?
Garth and I had teased each other a few times about making love in a threesome, but that's all it had ever been -- teasing. Now, here it was, and I wished Garth and I had experimented with this. He would have loved to see me get fucked by someone, and I now knew the joys of loving two men at once.



After eating me to an orgasm, Jon moved and put his cock in me. Eric asked if I'd suck on him as I got fucked, and that sounded splendid to me. So as Jon pumped into me, I tried to pump Eric into my mouth. We changed positions a few times, and I learned that I was being 'spit roasted' by the men. I liked 'spit roasted.'
I liked it even better when the men started to change places with me every few minutes. I came a couple of times, but the men were holding off. Oh, I was being so well fucked, and sucked on, and loved. What a miracle that every woman on the planet didn't want a threesome ALL the time. I'm sure if they got over their silly puritanical beliefs they'd love it.
Eventually, Eric blasted cum into my pussy as Jon plastered my mouth and face with his load. I left things as they were for a few minutes, and that turned the guys on again. I sucked each of them back to life over the next hour, and then they changed places, and Jon filled my cunt as Eric came all over my tits. I let the two men rub the cum into my skin.
After Eric checked who else was around his part of the marina, we scampered out to the hot tub naked, and went in for a half-hour. I made out with the two of them, but they were both done for the night. We eventually got out, took a shower on deck, dried off, and then I went inside and dressed, and we bid Eric goodnight. Jon walked me to my car, and I headed home.
After sleeping in the next morning, I called Megan. I went over to her condo for brunch. We shared our evenings in such great detail that we worked ourselves into a frenzy, so we stripped down and made love to each other for a couple of hours. This new lifestyle I'd found was spectacular, and long overdue. If I'd found a club like this when I was twenty, I would have fucked myself into oblivion before I reached thirty.
I thought the threesome with Eric and Jon was spectacular and impossible to top, until Megan suggested that we double date some night with two guys each, and then do a lot of switching around all night long in true orgy and gang bang fashion. She'd never done this, but confessed that Bob and she had watched a porn film the night before where that had been the case, and she said it looked like a lot of fun. After getting over the initial decadence of her suggestion, I listened to her describing all the possible combinations and permutations of cock, pussy, mouths, and tongues, and ... well, Megan used her mouth and fingers and brought me to yet another orgasm.

* * * * *We didn't do the orgy as Megan and I had come to call our large group night, until after the next social. The principle reason was that Megan wanted me to meet a few of the other men, specifically men she knew would have no qualms about this kind of group event.
The next social was on a rooftop overlooking the downtown area. Harriet Carter had a condo in the building, and arranged for the event to be catered with drinks and heavy hors d'oeuvres. We were impressed, and Harriet became a good friend that night as we stood and talked about her condo, restaurants, living downtown, and the Club.
Harriet was a saucy red head, and I'd been a little turned on by her at the first social I'd gone to as a guest. She oozed sex appeal from every pore, and the Club had clearly played to her deepest wants, needs, and desires.
Megan squired me around several times during the night, specifically introducing me to some of the men in the Club that I hadn't met -- or fucked. We had a code in how she touched my hand or the man to indicate he was a candidate for our orgy.
As we were walking between groups, I asked Megan, "Would Harriet be interested in our orgy -- maybe expand the idea a little?"
Megan's eyes got big and round. "Oh, Penny, what a good idea. Maybe we could even get her into some sapphic action with us. I have always wanted to see if she went that way; she's so sexy."
A minute later, I was describing the idea Megan and I had for our orgy to Harriet. Her eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. "I like the way you think. Count me in. Matter of fact, if you want a place to hold this little event, I know just the man to ask. He has a fabulous home out on Casey Key, with privacy, many large beds, large Jacuzzi, pool, and lots of outdoor furniture if the night is nice. Come and let me introduce you to Ben."
Ben and I hit it off right away. Harriet had me describe our idea, and he just grinned and asked 'When?"
Megan and I made other selections of men, allowing two men per woman for the three of us. Thus, we had Megan, Harriet, and me, facing off with Ben, Gary, Bob, Roger or Rog, Steve, and Lance.
The following Saturday, we all converged on Ben's large home just before dinner. We each brought various wines, hors d'oeuvres, and potluck meals. I brought a lasagna and potato salad. Megan brought a large Caesar salad and a couple of dozen little scallops wrapped in bacon.
We set up the party on Ben's patio, partly shaded from the western sun as it set and turned the sky in a million beautiful hues of oranges, grays, reds, and blues.
I'd worn a bikini beneath my shorts and blouse, so as soon as we got the meal set up, I stripped down to my bathing suit. I knew I looked good enough to eat, and I was expecting all six guys to do exactly that in the near future. Harriet also wore a bikini that did little to hide her charms. Megan wore a one-piece suit with large chunks of the suits cut away to reveal a lot of skin. We three women instantly got described as 'foxes' -- an adjective we all liked. Later, I proved I could fuck like a mink.
We ate and actually had some pretty fun conversations. The men were particularly entertaining and sparkling, clearly at the top of their game. I could see this was some sort of mating dance before the serious 'stuff' started.
Of course, Megan started the 'serious stuff.' She rang a fork against her glass to get everyone's attention. "Ladies and gentlemen, I have a proposal to get our real festivities started tonight. I have placed each of our names on a slip of paper in this bowl. I propose that our host draw names until one woman and two men have been selected. These three people will put on a rather intimate pornographic live sex show for the rest of us, who may watch or may choose to start their own recreation as the show continues. Any objections?"
We all stood around on the patio in silence, but with large grins on our faces. We were obviously a horny group and now eager to start playing.
Megan walked over to Ben and held the bowl on high. He reached up and drew a slip of paper from the bowl. He opened it and read, "Lance."
Megan moved to Lance and said, "You draw next."
Lance stirred the slips and pulled out a number. He opened and read the name, "Penny." My heart leapt into my throat. My God, I had to put on a sex show with two men for six other people who would eventually be mauling my body in the nicest of ways, and giving me orgasms that would be making me nearly oblivious to the world around me. In a way, I was frozen with fear, yet so eager for things to start.
I drew the next slip of paper, opened the folded note, and read, "Rog."
Megan pulled the three of us together, put me between the two men, and whispered, "Give us a good show."
Lance bent down and kissed me in a most tender way. I felt as though this was truly some kind of romance instead of an orgy. Rog gently turned me and repeated with a similar kiss. He whispered to me, "Don't feel shy about telling me, Lance, or any of us if you want us to stop or do something else." He chuckled, "We are a sex crazed but loving group and don't want to do anything to hurt or embarrass you."
I kissed him again, this time driving my tongue into his mouth in a gesture of pure lewd passion. As I did, I jerked his shirt out of his pants and made a gesture for him to pull the shirt over his head. I turned and repeated the kiss with Lance, and then pulled his shirt over his head.
I whispered, "Strip me."
Lance reached to my neck and unhooked the strap from my bikini bra that encircled my neck. At the same time, Rog undid the clasp at my back that held the bra to my body. Before I could react, the flashy red piece of clothing fell to the ground, and my breasts were exposed to everyone.
I moved forward and rubbed them against Lance's chest as we kissed. As I did, I could feel Rog's hands untying one side of my bikini bottom. He undid the other side a moment later, and my monokini fell to the patio deck. I was nude ... and incredibly horny.
I pulled a pillow off the nearest chaise lounge, knelt on it, and pulled Rog's pants down his legs. His partly inflated cock flipped into the air about two inches from my face. Before it had flopped again, I grabbed the unit and inserted the mushroom shaped cap into my mouth. After a moment of suck and play, I turned and dropped Lance's pants and inhaled his cock.
Soon, I had the two men together; sucking on both of them simultaneously or nearly so, as I held their cocks only inches from each other as I turned and lapped, sucked, and loved each of their dicks. I brought each man up to a rigidity that surprised me for men their age.
Suddenly, I got picked up and tossed on my back on the chaise. I laughed at the audacity of the situation. Lance immediately buried his face in my pussy, doing to my cunt what I'd been doing to his cock only a minute before. I started to gush girl juice as his fingers, lips, and tongue did their magic on my nether region. As Lance paid attention to me, I pulled Rog's cock to my lips so I could continue to suck on him.
Soon enough, I felt Lance's cock swishing up and down my slit as he prepared to mount me. His motions were slow but deliberate, every move intended to excite and stimulate me. They did. My juices were flowing from my pussy in the expectation that I was going to be royally fucked.
Lance started the royal fucking as I continued to suck on Rog. After only a minute I heard Lance say, "Switch." I watched from my supine position as the two men moved. Rog immediately sank about seven inches of man meat into my cunt, pushing right to the hilt until our pubes ground together. After the initial wave of pleasure from his penetration passed, I pulled Lance's cock into my mouth and started that blowjob.
As we fucked, he asked, "Do you do anal? Do you want to be DP'd?"
I whispered, "I've never done it. If you're slow and very careful, I'd be willing to try. I'll need a lot of coaxing, priming, and lubrication to get me ready."
My thoughts adopted a competitive posture. If Megan could do anal sex, I certainly could. She indicated she'd pussyfooted around doing it, and needed to be coaxed by just the right person in just the right way. I'd just given a green light to a man I'd barely met to fuck my ass -- and to have his partner do it.
Rog disappeared for a minute but then returned. He held up a bottle of Astroglide for me to see. I recalled that was what Bill had used only a few weeks earlier when I'd first become associated with OPALS as a guest.
Lance backed away for a moment, jerking his cock from my slippery cunt.
Rog turned me over, so I knelt. He lubed up my asshole, and then I felt his right thumb slowly and carefully worm its way into my ass. He pumped for a couple of minutes, and then slid in two fingers, and a few minutes later three, and a few minutes after that four. He pushed hard helping to expand my opening and to get me ready for his cock. After I felt another application of the gel, I felt Rog's rigid cock slide into me about an inch. He held it there and then slowly pushed in, pausing or even withdrawing slightly on a frequent basis.
I was in some kind of sexual ecstasy. Certainly, the penetration wasn't the most comfortable, but I'd felt lots worse from my OB/GYN. Here I was a fifty-eight year old woman, a respectable woman of means and a mother of two adult children, being ass-fucked for the first time in my life.
Rog was gentle and careful. I felt as though he treated me like a porcelain doll. Slowly, his large cock snaked its way into my butt until I felt him bottom out. When he did, he just paused and let me get used to his presence.
I gestured Lance in front of me, and I sucked on him as Rog slowly pumped his cock inside me. I looked up at him and said, "Well stud, it looks like you get my pussy for this round."
Lance lay down and shuffled up the chaise beneath me until his cock was about even with my pussy. Rog pulled out of my ass completely, and then I dropped my hot little pussy onto Lance's cock. We fucked for a couple of minutes, and then I felt Rog swat my butt. Show time!
Rog inserted his cock back into my ass. I was now being DP'd for the first time in my life. He'd no sooner started to pump into me than he said, "Penny ... Lance, I'm not going to last. Penny you have the sweetest ass, and I'm about to fill it with my spunk."
I turned back to him, "Do it. Do it. Fill me. Pump me full of cum."
Lance said, "Me too. I'm about to cum too."
I couldn't resist. I actually felt Rog's surges into my ass as he started to fire off volley after volley of cum deep inside my rectum. I felt the warmth spread, and it felt ... delicious. It was naughty, dirty, and above all fun. Oh, I've been more comfortable while having sex, but being DP'd was all those other things that plain vanilla sex just can't be, and that made this wanton act delectable.
I'd no sooner enjoyed Rog's warm juice, than Lance erupted like a volcano deep inside my tight little cunt. I felt his cock surge, and then the hosing down of my insides with his warm man juice. He went on and on, and I knew I was going to be very full when he stopped.
I leaned down and passionately kissed Lance. "Thank you. You are a magnificent lover. This isn't over yet, by far."
I rolled onto my back beside Lance and pulled Rog down into my arms. I praised him for the care he took in introducing me to anal sex, and then the double penetration of my body by two men. I still felt in seventh heaven, and my pussy kept enjoying little spasms of pleasure every few seconds. We made out for a few minutes as the men's cum ran in rivulets from my pussy and ass onto the chaise.
I reached down and grabbed a good dollop of cum from my nether region, undoubtedly a mix of both their juices. As they watched, I brought the gel-like mass to my lips, and then sucked in every drop and made a show of swallowing.
Only then did I become aware of the applause from the six others at our dinner party. I had been only distantly aware of their presence for the past half hour or more as Rog, Lance, and I made love in various ways. Now, I blushed. I waved the fingers that had just been licked around in the air to accept their accolades. I heard a few laughs.
Harriet came over and nudged Rog away from his slot next to me. She took his place and kissed me. "Penny, that was the sexiest porn show I've ever seen. You can come to my parties any day you want." After I got another more passionate kiss from her, Harriet said, "Now, I'm going to do some clean up."
With that, Harriet slithered down my body until she was between my legs. I felt her fingers and tongue start to plunder my pussy and ass, collecting the remaining juices from the men. At one point, she came back up my body, dragging her naked breasts against mine. As Harriet and I kissed she gave me a huge injection of the cum she'd collected from my holes by spurting the liquid from her mouth into mine.
Based on her motions and a word or two, I swapped the men's juices back and forth with Harriet for a few minutes. Gradually, we swallowed away the juice. Harriet went back for more. I thought about how I didn't mind the taste of the cum, and I particularly enjoyed kissing and swapping the fluids with the red head.
After another minute, I felt Harriet's body start to bump against mine. I opened my eyes and saw that Ben was fucking Harriet from behind as she ate me out. Oh, how sexy. I'm being eaten and she's being fucked at the same time.
Eventually, Steve came and offered Harriet his cock, and she started to suck on him. I moved away from the chaise, flowing right into Gary's arms. He whispered to me, "Wow. You are the sexiest woman in the Club. Un-fucking-believable performance. I hope you enjoyed it."
I kissed Gary hard, and then moved beside him and kissed Megan, and then Bob. Megan looked at me in awe. "Penny, you outdid yourself, and certainly outdid me. I've got a new goal to aspire to. Harriet even inspired me, and watching you gave me so many ideas of things I want to try. She turned to Bob and Gary, "Ready, guys?"
Megan stopped the proceedings with a single remark, "Hey, have any of you ever participated in a bukkake, you know, where the men come all over a girl's face? I never have and with six guys I think it might be fun."
I asked, "Can all the girls join in at the same time? I like that game."
Harriet expressed her wish to participate as well.
Megan gave me a lewd grin, "Oh, what a good idea. Come on girls, we are going to take a cum shower at the end of this round."
Megan spurred us all on to a new high -- or a new low, depending on your point of view. I actually found myself surprised at my lustful reaction to the prospect of having cum dumped onto my face. The depravity of the act excited and aroused me beyond the state I was already in. I had begun to think I should just declare myself an aging nymphomaniac slut, stay naked, and fuck all comers.
I fucked Bob and Steve, and when the various guys got near, we bided our time until the men were close and thought they could come close together. For that matter, I was also close to yet another orgasm.
Megan, Harriet, and I lay down so our heads were together. The six men stood over us jacking off. When one would come, he'd spray his cum so it rained down on our faces. As the third load of cum splashed across my face and Harriet's, I rubbed myself to another orgasm, delighting in the climax as I felt the cum running down my cheeks. By the time six men had done this, we three women were facially drenched and laughing at our hedonistic act.
Megan led us in the further decadent act of licking the cum from each other's faces. As we did this, I watched three of the men who had declared themselves 'done' for the night, rise to solid erections. I guess we put on a good show for them.
Lance captured me in his arms and kissed me. Before I could say anything, he'd picked me up and just walked across the patio and off the edge of the pool with me in his arms. We made a huge splash into the refreshing pool that immediately started to wash away the sweat and body fluids from the past hour.
Our little orgy went until three in the morning. By that time, each of the women had fucked every guy for a good long time. Megan had been analized and DP'd a couple of times, and I went again with Gary and Lance. Harriet hadn't been idle either.
During a 'Male Rest Break,' Megan, Harriet, and I had a beautiful sapphic hour of pleasure with each other where we bonded and brought each other to many orgasms. I found I liked the taste of Harriet as well as Megan, and Harriet taught me a few new moves to use on women -- and men, for that matter.
Bob and Rog left around two o'clock, completely done in. Megan, Harriet, and I gave each of them a fabulous naked send off in the driveway in plain sight of the other homes and the main road, kissing them goodnight and having them finger each of our pussies so they could smell us the rest of the way home.
We all messed around a little after that. Ben, Steve, and Gary took Megan to bed. Knowing Megan, I figured she would try to get fucked at least once more and hopefully three times more.
Lance, Harriet, and I took another bedroom in Ben's large house. With Herculean effort, Harriet and I got Lance hard enough to take turns servicing the two of us until we each came with the other's help. Lance was beyond climaxing, so we pulled him between us and went to sleep. I felt so loved by everyone ... and also so fucked.



, sore in the morning we'd been fucked so much the night before. Moreover, each of us was walking funny because of the soreness and the unusual feeling of our asses from the anal play. I had been an early riser, and could attest to the therapeutic powers of Ben's hot tub.
We did a communal breakfast, mostly in the nude. Harriet, Megan, and I were hands off due to our soreness. We did give the guys a good show, however.
I collected my clothes and went home clad only in my bikini. Despite screwing all night long except for a few hours, I felt surprisingly rested. I think I was so excited and psyched up about the orgy, I just didn't need sleep.
At home I pulled out my diary and started to think about the impact of the OPALS Club on my life over the past month. I made a list: •Was horny all the time, but couldn't do anything about it; now I can •First one night stand •Sex on first date with Bill, Gary, et. al. •First threesome (wonderful) •First orgy (more wonderful) and fucking six men and two women in one night •Anal sex (both over and under rated) •Double penetrated -- Wow! •'Snowballing' cum (a new sex word and act I learned) •First daisy chain with two other women •First 'air tight' experience -- also a new sex term •First bukkake with six men enjoyed with two other women •First time 'tribbing' with another woman (another new term) •First time simultaneously eating and being eaten by other women •First night with more than two dozen orgasms -- Wow!
After a hot sitz bath, I eventually felt good enough below the waist to go for a long walk. As I walked, I thought about the Club and the blast of sex I'd had. I had all these guilty feelings initially, and I had to trace back and figure out where they were coming from. I realized that I had been inculcated with many of the restrictive beliefs and values by my parents and by the church I'd been raised in. Sex was sort of dirty, and could only be shameless under certain circumstances. I listed the reasons: child conception, marital consummation, and ... it was a short list. Sex for any other reason was vile, shameful, and sinful. I'd surely moved well beyond those things in the past month.
I thought, who the hell thought up those restrictive rules that ruined sex for so many people? Garth had helped me break at least part of those arbitrary rules. We had an active sex life in our marriage. I learned sex could be fun and fulfilling in so many ways. My daughters taught me more when they started dating and confessed a few of their open living arrangements with the boyfriend of the day. Before they got married, the activities of both daughters would have rated them as sluts when I'd been their age. Now, I was sure that in one night I had far surpassed anything they might have done. I had earned my 'slut' title, and I loved it. I would wear it with pride.
So, I reasoned I could write my own rules for sex without feeling any conflicts. I decided on something like this: 'Consenting adults can do anything they want in the way of sex.' If everyone consents, no one gets hurt. Because everyone is an adult, informed decisions are made. The statement also hints at the idea of negotiating what sex acts or games will be mutually enjoyed.
I liked my rule versus all the strictures my parents and the church had created in my early life. This rule made everything I did the past month acceptable. I was a consenting adult, and so were the people I had sex with -- men and women. We all liked what we'd done and wanted to do more of it.
Did I want to continue? Hell, yes! Did I want to taper back from what transpired the night before? Well, I wouldn't want to do thatevery night, but what a lot of fun for all of us. I liked the men and women I'd met, particularly those I'd had sex with. I looked forward to having sex with most of the others, as well as repeat performances with everyone else. I felt appreciated and even loved by them, and I returned those feelings.
I looked ahead to the next couple of decades in my life -- my golden years as so many people called them. For most people those years were sexless, non-physical, almost loveless, affectionless, and unchallenging time periods before they died. For me they would be the opposite, and I couldn't thank Megan enough for introducing me to this group of people. I would be having sex, being physical to the utmost, kissing wildly, loving freely and being loved, and feeling bathed in affection every minute. I couldn't wait for tomorrow and what would happen next.

* * * * *Two days later, my doorbell rang in the late afternoon just as I was starting to think about what to fix myself for dinner. I opened the door, and there stood a very handsome Bill Matthews. He looked freshly scrubbed and shaved, and wore neat sport clothes that emphasized his good looks and physique.
I know I broke into a happy smile about the width of the planet. "Bill, what a pleasant surprise."
"I was in the neighborhood ... and I wanted to drop these off." From slightly behind his back, Bill produced a large bouquet of different colored roses -- pinks, whites, dusty reds, and bright reds. How did he know roses were my favorite? I also knew he didn't 'just happen' to be in the neighborhood.
He mumbled, "I hope I'm not interrupting anything ... I mean if you have guests, I can come back another time. I just really wanted to see you again, and I didn't want to wait for the next social ... and I heard about your party at Ben's and wished I'd been invited ... and ..."
Bill held the flowers out while talking. Before he could finish, I moved inside his arms and wrapped my arms around his neck. I put my mouth over his, even as he tried to talk, and I gave him a thousand-megawatt kiss that I hoped melted the zipper on his slacks.
When we parted slightly, Bill looked pleased. I said, "No, you're the most pleasant surprise of my day. I am so glad you came by; I've been thinking about you a lot, and I've missed our time together. You're just in time for cocktails ... and dinner ... andwhatever we can think of to do after dinner." I grinned coyly at this handsome hunk of a man, and then kissed him really hard again. "I even have a clean toothbrush for you."
From the happy look on his face, I wondered if we'd ever make it to dinner.

###
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Transcontinental SwapA convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
I looked at my ad in the Boston paper and wondered if we would get any replies other than kinky men who wanted to expose themselves. I thought further back to the situation that brought us to this moment, a remarkable synchronicity of events in Russ and my careers plus deep connections on many levels and a shared sense of priorities about our lives and marriage.
Russ and I had been high school sweethearts. I can still remember the night in my freshman year when he said, "Julie, I love you -- now and forever." We became an item through high school, college, and got married the weekend after graduation -- twelve years ago.
From our 'I love you' statements to each other there had never been any doubt about our deep connection on a physical and spiritual level. Our parents and many friends told us we were soul mates. Russ and I came to believe we were part of the same soul group, and we'd interacted in previous lives with each other in many other ways besides boyfriend-girlfriend and then husband-wife in this realm. The inevitability of our connection to each other and the stability of that spiritual connection had a lot to do with how we came to think about the situation that life presented to us.
We were both brainiacs. We skipped grades all the way through school, and took large course overloads in college so we could get out earlier than our cohorts -- a lot earlier. We were eighteen when we graduated from college and got married. I finished my Ph.D. program and dissertation when I was twenty-one. By that time, Russ had become the vice president of technology for a dot-com company in Cambridge called TDI -- Technology Devices International. We made good money really fast and bought a home a half-hour commute north of Boston.
With my Ph.D. in hand, I got a good paying plum job as an assistant professor at Harvard. With the job, I got a research grant in transpersonal psychology so I could build on work I pioneered in my dissertation. I also published a seminal paper on my work, and then a book that quickly got adopted by the public as the 'go to' book on the subject that also brought in some family money. Moreover, I found two mentors in the psych department who wanted to see me make full professor with tenure before I was thirty years old.
The years clicked by and my teaching, research, publishing, books, and reputation became buzzwords in the local academic community. I received several awards as well, and started to appear as a psychology 'expert' on various TV shows and newscasts.
The first Friday in May, the dean of the liberal arts college called me into his office. When I entered, my department chair was there, along with a number of my colleagues. They all looked a little grim, and I immediately got worried. Dean Michael Howard rose from his chair to greet me as his secretary closed the door behind me.
"Mrs. Quimby, I have ... the honor on behalf of the Board of Trustees and the gentlemen in this room including myself, to inform you that you have been promoted to full professor with tenure, effective today." Everyone broke into smiles; the long faces had been a put-on to give me that moment of discomfort. Later, we joked about it.
The dean shook my hand and gave me a polite hug, as did the others in the room. Just shy of age thirty, I joined a unique club of young and very smart people to achieve this honor, including Noam Elkies, Alan Dershowitz, and Lawrence Summers. A photographer stepped forward from the back of the room and took a number of photographs of me with various combinations of the men and other women in the room. This was a big deal -- a really big deal.
Russ was ecstatic for my accomplishment and recognition when I got home that evening and I flew around the house about ten feet off the ground in my happiness and excitement. He broke out our most expensive bottle of wine and we toasted my feat before he escorted me out to dinner at our favorite upscale restaurant.
Despite his apparent elation, I could tell that something was a little off in Russ' enthusiasm. After we'd ordered and gotten our dinner drinks, I asked, "OK. Something's wrong on your side of things. What is it? Did something happen today?"
Russ actually chuckled which put me off kilter for what I thought he was feeling. He said, "Well, I had some news today too -- career news, but now I don't know what to make of it. I didn't want to say anything today to take the glow off of your great news."
"Tell me." We could be analytical and realistic with each other most of the time. We seldom hid things, preferring to discuss them to death to resolve whatever was going on. Russ was a mid-level manager at TDI -- Technology Devices International.
Russ beamed, "I got promoted to vice president of TDI, but there's a catch -- a big one." His face fell a bit, but he continued, "The job is VP of West Coast Operations, and it's right smack dab in the middle of Silicon Valley. There's a huge salary increase too -- more than double what I make now, member of the executive committee and company bonus plan -- also big bucks, plus a thousand shares in the company -- that alone is worth a couple of hundred thousand, plus stock options, and lots of other perks. The combination would put our combined annual incomes at over half-a-million -- probably more. I haven't worked all the numbers yet."
I sat back in my seat aghast. We'd been hoping for something like this for the past three years, but on the east coast. I got out of my seat and walked around the table so I could kiss my husband. We could be simultaneously happy for each other despite the complication our two situations threw into our relationship. We always found a way to deal with the problems that life threw at us. Many of our problems had dealt with our having accomplished so much by such young ages.
Over dinner, instead of worrying the dilemma we faced, we reaffirmed the love we felt for each other and our desire to remain deeply connected and committed to each other. We often talked about the spiritual connection we had with each other: mind, body, and spirit, across multiple dimensions, multiple universes, and multiple times of existence. Only then did we talk about how to balance our marriage with the new demands of our two jobs. There was no question about us following our career tracks. We'd both put in long hours and sweat, blood, and tears to get to that day. We knew our marriage and relationship was for the long haul, and that the careers were for the short haul, and we could have fun in them and then return to our relationship later.
Oh, we got specific about each of our jobs and the potential for the future for each of us in terms of our own happiness and self-actualization, plus for our long-term relationship. Russ had a knack for thinking strategically about any issue you put in front of him; he could see the long-term implications and also inspire his colleagues to do great feats that made the company a success. I guess that was why he got promoted to such a key position in his company at only age thirty.
We talked about each one of us turning down the promotion, and even quitting so that we'd continue to be together all the time, but neither of us wanted to do that given how each of our jobs helped us realize our full potential on a daily basis, and that in turn made us each very happy in many ways. I considered distant learning for my teaching, but knew that option wouldn't fly with the dean or department chair. Russ tried to figure out how he could do his new job remotely, but that didn't seem feasible either.
In the end, we agreed that 'Super-Commuting' seemed the only option. We'd be on the two coasts during the week, and one or the other of us would travel back and forth across the country for long weekends.

* * * * *Russ and I had intense sex drives, a trait we attributed to the same high brain function that made us geniuses. I classified myself as a nymphomaniac, and Russ was the male equivalent. We didn't step outside the bounds of our marriage or relationship, but we had daily needs for sex and love. Reflecting back, I wondered why in our initial discussions we'd never raised this part of our lives. Until Russ got on the plane for San Francisco, I could count the number of nights we'd been apart on one hand, and I didn't need all the fingers.
Before Russ left, we had talked about how we'd handle our sexual needs. Of course, masturbation topped the list, but we planned to marry that to phone sex, Skype, pictures, and home made videos. We talked about sexting 'raw' pictures of each other to one another too, to provide some stimulus material. Neither of us raised the possibility of involving other people.
Russ called me from his hotel after he'd arrive in Palo Alto. After sharing our day and his trip, he suggested that we both masturbate. We did, however, most of what we did was simply grunt, moan, and pant into the telephone for each other. He came first and then hung in with me until my climax rolling through my nether region. After that, we said goodnight. I went off to bed, and I knew Russ had a few more hours of 'up' time before his west coast bedtime.
The next night we tried the phone sex again. This time, I described how my breasts felt, how my nipples looked, and how I wanted his mouth on them. I talked about how I'd nearly exposed myself to a class of mine one time when I pulled a jacket off over my head and it had also pulled my shirt up, right to the very point the lower curves of my breasts were exposed and the areola were about to show. I'd gone braless that day too. I didn't get too much further, before I heard Russ groan; he'd cum into a wad of toilet paper. Russ then coaxed me through an orgasm, talking about what he'd like to be doing to my breasts: licking, sucking, and tonguing each tit.
The next day we extended our phone sex to our lower extremities, talking about tongues on clits, cunnilingus, blowjobs, and other wonderful perversions of a sexual nature. We were getting good at 'dirty talk.'
This went on for almost two weeks before Russ flew back to Boston for a long weekend and a day at his corporate headquarters. With a few rare exceptions, we fucked away the entire weekend, pausing only for food and bathroom breaks. We didn't sleep much. We were making up for lost time, and getting some memories in our storage banks for the coming week or two.
We repeated our phone sex ploy over the next two weeks, only this time I flew to San Francisco to see Russ and the new apartment he'd rented as a semi-permanent place to live. Again, we barely left his bed, although Saturday afternoon he did drive me around to see his office, Stanford, and some of the other sights that made Silicon Valley so famous.
After that month, most of June, we decided that phone sex just wasn't working for us. By agreement, we started to Skype. This was marginally better. We'd each set up our laptops, and then proceed to entertain each other sexually as we tried to masturbate our needs away.
We had some good times at the start because the 'Kink Factor' was high. We blew off a lot of steam, but after a few days watching Russ stroke off, as he watched me jill off, Skype just wasn't that great. I wanted a cock rubbing against my clit, stroking inside my body, and targeting my G-spot. I wanted cum dripping from my pussy in the sweet afterglow of making love. Even the toys and dildos I added didn't help.
Over the summer, I also became expert at sexting. I'd send Russ a lewd picture of myself at least once a day, and I often got one from him a few minutes later in return.
In August, I got up enough courage to go into the XTC-Triple-X Store, specializing in books, magazines, DVDs, lingerie, accessories, and other things of a sexual nature. I bought a dozen DVDs. I brought them home, ripped them onto our home computer, and then waited for Russ' next visit.
Russ came home the following weekend, and true to form, we screwed most of the weekend until we were sated. At one point, I slipped out of the bedroom and loaded all the ripped files into his laptop, hiding each one in a different place.
After Russ was back in Palo Alto and we'd start messing around in the evening, I'd tell him where to look on his computer to find one of the movies. Together, we'd watch the porn -- him on the west coast and me on the east coast. We'd masturbate and comment on the videos. We watched some of them twice, and developed our favorites.
The idea for what I called a Transcontinental Swap popped up during the fifth video we watched. In the video two couples openly swapped partners back and forth, fucking in a wide range of positions and then doing things as a foursome. The video was hot -- very hot, and I got stoked up like I hadn't with any of our other long-distance antics.
I went out to Palo Alto about ten days later. I'd decided 'Love Swap' was my favorite video of all time, and I'd jilled off to it about a dozen times besides the telephone or Skype time we shared as we watched the videos.
In the afterglow of our first fuck on my first night on the west coast Russ and I lay panting together with his shrinking cock still embedded deep in my nest. I broached the subject I'd come armed to talk about as we had 'Love Swap' playing next to the bed on Russ' laptop. Never one to beat around the bush, I asked, "What would you think if we got another couple involved in our love life -- a couple where the woman has to be near here, and the guy is in the Boston area? They wouldn't even have to know each other for that matter."
There was a long silence, but in that silence I felt Russ harden inside me, quickly regaining his iron-like quality that hallmarked his arousal. He leaned over and kissed me, and then started to pump his shaft into my sodden pussy. I got a grin from him, and in that grin I had my answer.
Russ and I kicked around how we'd meet someone. Neither of us wanted to mess around with anyone from our work environment for obvious reasons. Pick-up bars and meat lockers were not our cup of tea. We weren't in any clubs that weren't associated with our work, didn't go to church, didn't know many neighbors, and were skeptical of Internet dating where we were a couple and neither of us were looking for a serious love relationship or simple swinging, although the latter might have some appeal if other avenues didn't work out.
We talked specifics the next day as we drove up to the City for lunch. Russ started the discussion by pointing out that we really needed to find another couple that had the mirror image to our situation. His rationale was that they would both have their skin in the game whereas single people wouldn't. Moreover, they might be more prone to be supportive of the absent spouse, since they also had a spouse across the country. I agreed with his premise.
True to form Russ also had created a list of potential issues and concerns. He listed them off for me, and told me this was his 'preliminary' list.

• What is the potential threat to the longevity of our marriage?
• Do we care?
• How would we find another couple?
• Would their marital problems become ours?
• What if someone got pregnant by the other lover?
• How would we avoid STDs?
• What if we fell in love or only one of us did?
• Would one of us be jealous of what the other was doing?
• What do we tell our parents?
• Would we actually live together or just visit?
• How frequently would we make love?
• Would we still do phone sex and Skype or 'porn' calls?
• What happens if we need a 'spouse' at a company or college function?
• How would we deal with comparisons? (size, heft, performance, ...)


Over lunch, we started to talk about each of the areas Russ had raised. Some were simple to dispose of, while others required a lot more thought than we gave it that day. As we talked, even more questions came to mind. True to form, we laughed a lot about the various issues and possibilities.
We'd keep the realistic view about our marriage that we'd always had, plus the other relationships we'd form. Perhaps we would fall in love, but that didn't mean our marriage would end; in our discussion we discovered we each believed a person could love multiple people at the same time -- love in every sense of the word. If things got too imbalanced because one partner was in love and the other wasn't, we should have a pow-wow with the other couple. Everything -- emotions, worries, concerns, and happy situations -- had to be shared. We needed the ultimate in communications between all four of us.
As for assuming another couple's problems, if either of the other couple or both became too much of a burden and they were using us as a crutch, we could always end things -- or vice versa. We talked about how to create a 'soft landing' in such a situation, but we always had to be ready to walk away from what we were doing and with whom.
We agreed not to broadcast our peculiar arrangement to family or casual friends, but we would not hide it from the few couples that knew of our new situation and whom we were close to. There was always a chance one of them might know of a situation that we could connect with.
As we talked about admitting to our close friends that we were looking for an 'inverse relationship,' I admitted to Russ that I hadn't thought of swinging with any of our friends until now, but the idea certainly had merit for the future sometime. I rattled off a few names of men I would gladly share my bed with, and speculated on a few of the young wives I thought Russ might enjoy an intimate and sex-filled relationship with. We really got a little crazy thinking about possible willing partners including Russ' distant brother and my sister who lived in Virginia and paid me no mind most of the time.
If we created a bond with another couple and had a social engagement, or if we needed a 'spouse' for a business function of some kind, we'd just say we 'borrowed' a friend for the occasion. Russ said that if we continually showed up with the same person time and again, tongues would wag. We didn't expect this to be a problem since most of our outings were with our close friends or family. We would have to go solo to family functions, but we'd let our close friends in on what we were doing and why.
We didn't think jealousy would be an issue if we were both open and talked about what was happening frequently, particularly if either of us felt the green-eyed monster appearing on the horizon. I'd read about polyamory and how they viewed jealousy, so I thought we could make that adaptation to what we'd been taught.
As usual, Russ' more practical sense of things made the jealousy issue a little more real when he told me to shut my eyes. He said, "Now, imagine you're tucked into bed and it's about one in the morning. You know it's ten o'clock on the west coast and that I'm getting ready for bed, and so is my beautiful female companion. We're both nude and horny, and we can't wait to fuck -- to make love. You envision us falling into bed with our hands all over each other, playing with each other's intimate parts. You imagine me rising over my partner and sinking my cock deep into her pussy; you can almost hear the moans of pleasure across three-thousand miles. You watch us make love, and cum, and cuddle each other."
After a silence, Russ said, "Julie, how do you feel?"
I nodded. I could see his point. Unless I'd just had my own pussy pounded into oblivion by some handsome stud of a guy, I'd have some twinges of jealousy. Russ was getting nookie, and I wasn't. I could imagine he might feel the same way, wondering what I would be up to.



Russ said, "One way to deal with this is to know -- just know -- that I am screwing around all the time, and I know you are too. Then, at least, we aren't wondering 'whether' itmight be happening; we should know it's a sure thing. Second, we both need to develop a feeling that over time things will even out. So, if I have three nights of wild sex in a row and you don't, just know that your new stud of a boyfriend might take you down to Cape Cod for a long weekend and never let you out of bed ... and that same weekend, I'm in the office from dawn to late working on a proposal for some Chinese company we hope to have as a client. Over time, it'll even out. We need a sense of karma."
I said, "I can live with that, at least for now. I do see how it'll become more real when we actually have a relationship with another couple and are doing things with them. You know I'm the academic -- everything looks great on paper, but human emotions and unpredictable situations arise to throw all those theoretical speculations out the window."
We moved on down Russ' list. When he mentioned STDs, we agreed that we'd all get tested and then stay loyal to the foursome. If any of us ventured outside that, they would restrict their activities to use of condoms or go for a dry spell until they could get retested with a clean bill of health.
I asked, "Russ, do you think one of us will have yet a further relationship outside of engaging another couple somehow?"
He nodded, "Well, if we really have an open marriage, then the possibility is there. Maybe you go to some conference -- or I do -- or we just happen to run into an old friend, or who knows what. I can think of a million ways we might find someone we'd like to have a fling with. I've constantly had that switch turned off, and I know you have too, but now we've turned on the 'other options are available' switch. We're open to other people, and we invite them to be open with us."
"I see what you mean. It's nothing planned, it just might happen."
"Yeah, and I think that means both of us should start to carry some condoms in our travels -- like the boy scouts, 'always prepared.' We laughed, but both knew the recommendation had teeth to it. I'd pick up some the next day at the local pharmacy and split the box with Russ.
The idea of living with the partners of our second couple seemed the best alternative, although that would signal to the neighbors some new situation between us. Nonetheless, being with each other at night would resolve our 'horniness' issue as well as the time of night problem which Russ and I had run into several times -- he had a late meeting, and I was long in bed asleep before he could talk. As for frequency, we both laughed, and said 'as much as possible, as often as possible.'
The idea of making comparisons between each other and our mystery partner struck us as funny. I saw that the only thing that might upset us is if those comparisons were thrown in the other's face in a malicious way. They would be inevitable, but we could bask in the differences and enjoy them too. We laughed at all the possible comparisons: X's cock and Russ' cock; my tits and Y's tits; the feel and taste of different pussies; the amount of cum left behind; the amount of pussy juice squirted; and on and on. We were worked up, but laughing.
The anticipation exercise was a good one because it put us on guard about how to handle them. Russ and I both agreed that in any situation, we should avoid putting each other on the spot by asking 'Is she or he better than I am' in some quality. We acknowledged there would be differences, some good and some less good, but we shouldn't dwell on them.
I suggested that we frame an advertisement and put it in the 'right' newspapers or websites in each geographic area and see what materializes. We had fun making the ad, and in the end had about 175 words that seemed to get the message across.

Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar Couple for Unusual Relationship.
Professional dual-career couple has become bi-coastal for the indefinite future -- him in Palo Alto, and her in Cambridge for work and Dillon, MA for home. We are early-thirties, college educated (MBA, Ph.D.), bright, go-getters, handsome, pretty, athletic, trim, shapely, sculptured, and very lusty. We seek a couple that has opposite geographic problem to ours: she's in Bay Area, and he's in the Boston area -- perhaps even living/working in or near Dillon, MA. We have opened our marriage because of our expected significant time apart. We aren't into pick-up bars, clubs, or even internet dating (except for this ad), so this ad is our search for another couple also looking for a unique solution to being apart for a long time. We have only a hazy vision of what this two-couple bi-coastal relationship might become; if you're the ones, help us build this vision and become our intimate friends. All serious replies will be answered. Send pix to speed things along. Couples only please -- married preferred.


Once back in Boston, I placed our ad in the Boston classifieds in the personals section of a couple of newspapers including a few alternative media papers and one online site. Russ did likewise with several papers and one classified ad on an internet site in the Bay Area. The first week Russ got four email replies and I got six, all from single guys; we didn't respond to any of them. The pictures were on the gross side.
We both reposted or edited the ads two weeks later. I'd learned we should use MW4MW as code for couple looking for couple. This time I also posted to Craigslist and so did Russ.
We got three genuine replies this time, each with a photograph. We sent them back and forth to each other as Russ was again marooned on the west coast for a weekend. One we ruled out immediately because the man and woman were seriously overweight, and we just didn't want to contend with that. A second we ruled out because the couple looked to be eighteen years old, and we didn't want to be robbing the cradle.
The third couple, Jo and Dirk, looked about our age in the photo they sent. They were standing in casual attire at some waterfront restaurant and obviously having fun. The accompanying email said:

Saw your ad but couldn't believe someone would have the same problem that we do. Jo is in Mountain View, CA -- living and working in a good job we don't want to compromise. Dirk has had to take over his father's business in just north of Boston due to illness, and get it orderly to sell -- a process we expect to take one to three years for many reasons. Except for one visit, we've been apart two months now, and don't like it. We've given each other the freedom to experiment with others, but never thought of a longer-term relationship such as you suggest. We wonder about the chemistry, and suggest that we meet. The problem is that Dirk is east, and I'm west, so we don't think it would meet simultaneously. Anyway, we are interested in your proposition. Warm regards, Jo and Dirk

I suggested to Russ that he respond and set up a meeting with Jo somewhere public. If he did it on the right day and time, I could even Skype in on his iPad to say hello. Moreover, if Jo looked 'legit' I could then repeat the process in the Boston area with Dirk.
Russ called the phone number Jo had given and got a pleasant young woman on the other end of the line. After introductions and some embarrassed laughter, the two decided to meet for lunch four days later at Vive Sol, a Mexican restaurant on the Camino Real in Mountain View.
I agreed to keep my iPad at the ready from about three-thirty on that day, understanding that if Russ didn't call before four o'clock, he didn't like what he'd discovered.
The Skype app on my iPad triggered off exactly at three-thirty. I opened the link, and there was Russ wobbling around on the screen as he set up the iPad on the restaurant table. In the lower part of the screen I could see two half-eaten lunches.
Next to Russ sat a very pretty brunette (like me), looking a little uncomfortable and embarrassed, but resigned to the situation of being 'on the air.'
Russ said, "Julie, I'd like to introduce Jo, and Jo meet my wife Julie. Julie, just so you know, we are in a back booth in this restaurant and we'll keep the volume low so no one else can hear us."
We both said, "Hi." I wondered if our conversation would get beyond those short words. I was speechless.
I ventured, "Jo, you are so pretty. Can you tell me about yourself and then, if you want, I will too."
Jo shifted in her seat; "Well, I'm thirty-two, grew up in Denver, and was a pretty good student. I graduated from the University of Denver with a degree in physics and got a job for a company in Silicon Valley called Innovative Technology Initiatives or ITI, and I've been with them since graduation. If all goes well in the next year or so, I'll become their head of R&D. Everyone in the company's management is young." She paused, "Let's see, Dirk and I met on my first day at ITI. He was a grad student at Stanford doing an internship with them. Up until five months ago he was working for Google on their robotic car, but his dad had a heart attack so Dirk got a leave of absence and went back to Massachusetts to hold the business together and care for his parents as his father recuperated. He and his Dad decided to sell it, but the economy hit the business so Dirk is nursing it back to health so it'll be attractive to a buyer. They've turned the corner, but the company's accountants think it may take as long as three years before the business would be attractive enough for a sale to take place."
Jo hesitated again and added, "We live in a nice town house here in Mountain View. I have a small Bichon named Charlie, and he has quite a personality. He adores me and won't let me out of his sight. I can take him to work with me and usually do. Dirk and I have been postponing children, but this geographic gap in our marriage has thrown a monkey wrench into our planning. Dirk is now planning on flying home every three or four weeks so we keep things together." After another pause, Jo smiled and said, "You say something now, or ask me questions. I'm getting embarrassed talking about myself."
I started, "OK, and I am loaded with questions. First off, I teach at Harvard in the obtuse area of transpersonal psychology, although I do teach one undergrad section in general psych. I have a B.A., M.A., and Ph.D. from there too, and just got tenured and a full professorship before I turned thirty -- so pretty young by most standards. I have several grants I'm working on too, so I keep busy during the day. My parents live near Portland, Maine. I met Russ in high school. We married on my eighteenth birthday when we finished college, so have been married twelve years. He can tell you about himself. We have a nice house in a town called Dillon, Massachusetts, and we've been working on one room at a time fixing it up since we bought it two years ago, but it's a slow process for us because we're so busy with work. Oh, we've been postponing kids too."
After my pause, I thought I should add something about the arrangement we were seeking. "Jo, I hope Russ has told you that we are not swingers or swappers or whatever you call them these days. The idea doesn't turn us off, we just never pursued anything like that until now, sort of. This may be a crazy idea, but Russ and I have ... well, high sex drives. Since being freshmen in high school it's been a rare day that we haven't made love. This separation is doing a number on both of us. When we get together we're like horny rabbits."
Jo laughed. "Dirk and I are the same way. We can never get enough of each other. I think we pull the national average up." She added, "I want you to know we are very much in love, apparently just like you two. We don't want to lose each other, but we are willing to add people like you to our relationship if we connect on multiple levels -- in other words, have good chemistry with them." She whispered, "We don't want just fuck buddies. If there is someone else for either of us, they have to share a deep interconnection with both of us."
I said, "Neither Russ nor I are bisexual, at least to our knowledge. I want to add that I like the way you think about this pending relationship. It's what we were thinking too."
"Oh, we aren't bisexual either ... at least to our knowledge." Jo laughed.
Russ stepped in and repeated to me some of the insights into Jo and Dirk's life he'd learned since they met less than an hour earlier. We chatted another couple of minutes, but then I had to end the call to see a student who had been patiently waiting in the hall outside my office. We agreed that the logical next step was for me to meet Dirk. We swapped telephone numbers, and gave each other an open invitation to talk further. I promised that I'd call after meeting Dirk, and they'd had a chance to talk about next steps and us.
I saw my student, and then started a six o'clock evening class in advanced psychology for grad students. In the middle of class my phone buzzed on vibrator. I snuck a peek at the screen. Russ had texted, "Lunch ended. Back at work. I like Jo a lot. Expect call from Dirk soon." Without missing a beat, I continued my lecture, talking about Carl Jung's outlook on spirituality.
Dirk called the next day while I was having a sandwich in my office. While he sounded all business, I suspected it was because he'd been wheeling and dealing all morning in his business efforts. I agreed to meet him at Joe's American Bar & Grill in Woburn at six that evening for dinner since it was on my way home and near his work.
The photograph of Jo and Dirk did not do him justice. Dirk turned out to be a hunk, a dreamboat, heartthrob, looker, hottie, and chick magnet all rolled into one very nice man with low ego needs. I could see why Jo had been attracted to him instantly, and I thought I shared the same attraction.
My connection with Dirk came at multiple levels from the start of our conversation and our touching as we shook hands. I felt a bolt of electricity shoot through my body to his and back again. He felt it too, because he looked surprised and then actually looked at his hand.
We talked for three hours, long after our meals had been cleared away. We couldn't get enough of each other. The more we talked the stronger the connection I felt to him, and he admitted feeling the same way.
We spent a long time talking about 'The Arrangement,' as Russ and I had started to call it. I told Dirk about the various discussion questions we'd posed to each other and how we'd answered them. Each of those triggered an even deeper discussion between the two of us, particularly about how Dirk -- and most likely Jo -- would feel.
We talked about love, and how important that was to us. Like us, Dirk told me he and Jo believed it was possible to love more than one person -- and we made sure we were talking about love that included spiritual sexuality and bonding.
We finally felt we should end our first meeting about nine. Dirk paid for my dinner, despite my trying to add my share. As we walked out, he remarked, "I loved having this first date with you. I hope we can do it again -- soon." He walked me to my car, and I turned and pulled him to me for a goodbye kiss.
I put a lot of psychic and sexual energy into that kiss, and I got the same back from him. Dirk's warm soft lips caressed mine; we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves for sixty seconds or so. We parted after that, but I knew we'd given each other something serious to think about.
Russ and I talked for an hour after I got home. Half of that was phone sex invoking the memory of our two new friends. The other half was talking about next steps. We agreed that we should each invite our 'dates' to a more intimate setting, and see what develops.
I asked with some degree of concern, "So, if Dirk wants to make love to me, should I let him?"
Russ was silent while he thought. Even before we got married I'd learned to allow him these periods for thought; I knew I would always get some high degree of wisdom after he'd engaged his inner-self in the response. He answered, "I think that'd be all right so long as Jo knows about it and approves ahead of time. I don't think the east coast should get ahead of the west coast, or the other way around. For this next round, I'd be content if we just made out a little -- maybe petted but didn't go much further. Let's go slow and be sure the spiritual connections and chemistry are there -- for us and for them. If either of us wants to pick up the pace, there's always our cell phones."
I agreed. I also told Russ I'd invite Dirk to the house for dinner on Friday night. Russ told me he'd arrange something like that with Jo.
I slept that night with the vision of both Russ and Dirk making love to me simultaneously. When I woke up my crotch was flooded with sexual juices resulting from my dreams. The Arrangement felt like a step in a good direction, one where we'd all expand our love and learn from each other.
I texted Dirk the next morning,'Can you join me for dinner chez moi on Friday evening, say 7 p.m? If so, I'll email you directions to our home. Signed, Hopeful.'
Only a minute later I got a reply,'Dear Hopeful. I accept with great delight. What may I bring to help? Signed, Eager.'
I shifted to email, send directions to the house and suggested a bottle of nice wine. I also emphasized casual clothes, and suggested he bring a swimsuit to enjoy our pool and spa. I got a reply soon after I hit the send button,"I wish today were Friday. Can't wait to see you again. XOXO Dirk." Just to keep Russ in the loop I forwarded to him my email exchange with Dirk.
I chortled at the kisses and hugs signature. I guess we were each testing the other. Russ told me by email the next day that he was going to Jo and Dirk's home on Friday instead of preparing something for Jo in his new bachelor pad accommodations. She'd turned the tables on him with a better and more convincing invitation.
I also told Russ about my dream the night before where he and Dirk had made love to me. Russ relished hearing about it, and commented on how many men, including him, had the fantasy of seeing their pretty wives make love with another man.
I speculated about how that probability was growing by the minute, and that we might actually have a foursome sometime if all of this worked out with the four of us. I got a rise out of him by suggesting that after the guys had tired themselves out with Jo and me, that Jo and I might keep ourselves occupied by putting on a little sapphic entertainment for the men. I could almost feel Russ harden across the electrical miles.

* * * * *I flowed into Dirk's arms after setting aside the two bottles of wine he'd brought. We kissed and hugged for much longer than casual friends would do. He felt delicious, and I again marveled at how nicely he kissed. Eventually, I pulled him into the kitchen while I did a few last minute cooking things to demonstrate my domestication.
Our conversation flowed so naturally. Dirk talked about the shift from being a knowledge worker on the west coast, plugged into a computer all day working on electric car algorithms, to now running a manufacturing company with raw materials stock, hands on production, and outgoing inventory. He got me talking about transpersonal psychology, and that led to a much deeper discussion of the spiritual foundations of our lives.
Like Russ and me, Dirk and Jo were spiritual but not religious. More than that, they had read many of the great masters and integrated their teachings into their own philosophy of love and life, the most fundamental part being we are spiritual beings having a human experience, and we are always connected to and integrated with The One Mind of the Universe. We started to glow when we found we shared the same basic philosophy.



We galloped through hors d'oeuvres in the kitchen as I worked, and then dinner at our formal table, and then Dirk helped with a quick clean up and put away before we opted for some coffee and an after-dinner liqueur in the living room.
I put several different liqueurs from our living room bar on the coffee table. Dirk asked, "What's your preference?"
"I guess some Kahlua. It'll blend better with the coffee." I smiled warmly at Dirk as he poured a glass for me.
Dirk moved to where I stood with the glass, but to my surprise he took a sip of my drink. He then moved into kiss me. I accepted the kiss without questioning the moment, but I did wonder what was happening. Only a few seconds into the kiss, I felt Dirk's tongue probing my lips. I opened to accept his French kiss, and then to my amazement and great arousal Dirk squirted the liqueur into my mouth while preserving the sexy, romantic, and seductive kiss.
As our kiss ended, I whispered, "I bet you know exactly what you just did to me. I could feel that kiss in every erogenous zone of my body, particularly my pussy." Although Dirk looked a little guilty about the affect he had on me, I pulled him into another kiss and this time I ground my pelvis into his so there was no mistaking my inner feelings and their outer manifestation.
Russ had been away almost two weeks. He'd be home next weekend, but here was Dirk, a surrogate husband who had just sent a lightning bolt of arousal through every pore of my body. Oh, if I hadn't agreed to wait, I'd be jumping all over this handsome man's bones.
Dirk repeated our liquid kiss, and this time I really got into it with him. Time stood still, but my heart beat at a very rapid rate. I felt sexually excited and wanted this man, but I had to be measured in our steps according to Russ.
As we kissed, I thought of how I felt some deeper emotions and connections with Dirk. Since I dealt with emotions and feelings in my work, I could quickly examine and categorize them. I felt -- we felt -- a spiritual connection and a physical connection with one another. We couldn't have the latter without the former; at least I knew I couldn't.
After we made out and slowly finished my small glass of liqueur, I suggested, "Want to take a swim? Between the weather and the heater, the pool should be pretty nice for a dip to polish off the evening." Even as I made the invitation, I reached up and started to unbutton Dirk's white button-down shirt.
Dirk said, "I left my swim trunks in the car."
I kissed him and whispered, "You won't need those tonight. We're going skinny dipping."
Dirk said, "I agreed with Jo ... that tonight I wouldn't ... you know, go all the way."
I kissed him and said, "I have the same agreement with Russ. That doesn't mean we can't come pretty close to that boundary does it? We can save everything else for another night real soon. Russ felt that Jo should approve our joining, and that you should approve her doing something with him. He'll be home next weekend too."
Dirk shook his head, and looked in awe as I pulled the casual top I'd been wearing over my head revealing the lacy bra I wore. His mouth dropped open even further when I shimmied out of my Bermuda shorts revealing the matching thong.
"Come on, the pool's this way."
Before we went outside, I pulled the rest of the clothes from Dirk's magnificent body and parked them on a hallway chair. I put the rest of my own clothing there too, feeling Dirk's eyes roam over my body as I seductively removed my bra and panties. When I looked at him and his erection, I had to resist the urge to rub my body all over his. I led us out the door to the pool.
I needed to cool off. I was in sexual heat, and I knew cool water wouldn't necessarily do the job, but I thought it might at least help. I went to the edge and dove into the pool. As I surfaced, I heard the splash from Dirk's dive into the deep end.
Dirk surfaced next to me and pulled me into his arms. I could feel his hard-on against my body. I squirmed around until I captured his shaft between my legs, tightening my thighs around the elongated rod of erotic skin.
Dirk moaned. "If you do that, we won't keep our promises."
I released him and floated away in the dim light. I said to him, "I wonder what our spouses are doing right now? Dinner? Making out? Fucking their brains out?"
Dirk floated after me. About now, I expect they're having a romantic dinner by candlelight. There is the air of seduction throughout the house. They've made out a lot before dinner, and about now, knowing Jo, she wants Russ badly the same way I want you. I suspect they'll end up pleasing each other in some way other than intercourse. Will you allow me to pleasure you?"
"What would you like?"
"Sit on the edge of the pool." Dirk helped lift me to an edge near the house. As I sat on the edge, he spread my legs. He kissed up and down each thigh, and then ran his tongue up my dripping slit -- a pussy dripping from both pool water and sexual excitement. I jerked alert as he hit every nerve ending of delight he found.
"Oh. If you do that, I know we won't keep our promises."
To be continued
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Transcontinental Swap -- Ch. 02A convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
Synopsis: Julie and Russ have superb jobs that have pulled them to opposite coasts. Being oversexed, they sought another couple with the 'reverse' problem where the woman was on the west coast where Russ was, and the man in the Cambridge area where Julie taught college. Through an ad they meet Jo and Dirk. After an initial meeting Russ and Jo plan to have dinner on the west coast, as Julie and Dirk dine on the east coast. After dinner, Julie and Dirk go skinny-dipping, and then start to engage in a lot of foreplay together. They've all promised each other they will wait to have intercourse.
Dirk said, "Sit on the edge of the pool." He helped lift me to an edge near the house. As I sat on the edge, he spread my legs. He kissed up and down each thigh, and then ran his tongue up my dripping slit -- a bare pussy dripping from both pool water and sexual excitement. His hands found my excited breasts again. I jerked alert as he hit every nerve ending of delight he found.
"Oh. If you do that, I know we won't keep our promises."
Dirk said nothing, but became more and more enthusiastic about his cunnilingus, and the path he took me on to my first orgasm of the evening. I say first, because after that he brought me to a few more, his fingers joining his lips and tongue to bring joy to me. He sawed his fingers into me as I arched and jerked my body into his efforts to bring me off. He was successful.
Dirk whispered, "You're very gratifying to make love to because you cum so often. Let's try this." With those words, two of Dirk's fingers wormed their way into my cunt and searched until they found the skin Russ tells me is a different texture and feel -- my G-spot. With his tongue on my clitoris and fingers rubbing just the right way on my 'G,' I shot into the sky like a Fourth of July fireworks display. I'm sure the neighbors heard my groan of pleasure and knew exactly what was transpiring beside our pool. The orgasm was the best of the night, and I had to push Dirk's head away from me so I could savor the afterglow and stop from becoming over-stimulated.
Dirk stood and pulled me into his arms, my splayed legs wrapping around his torso as he stood in the pool. We kissed with our tongues dancing wildly. I pushed myself off the edge back into the pool, still feeling the after shocks of the string of orgasms.
"You sit on the edge now. My turn." I patted the spot where I'd been sitting.
Dirk jumped onto the side of the pool. I spread his legs, moved between them, and wrapped my right hand around his magnificent erection. I pumped his shaft as we kissed, and then I allowed my tongue to grace the glans just before sucking the entire shaft into my mouth.
I thought of the discussion Russ and I had about comparisons. I couldn't help but compare the two men. Dirk was longer and thinner, but just as hard as Russ had ever been. I thought of an expression Russ had used when I'd ask if he were ready for sex: 'Baby, I could pound nails with my cock right now.' Dirk was more than ready.
I bobbed my head up and down as I sucked, licked, and even ran my teeth along the giant shaft. Eventually, I bobbed down lower and lower until I could press my nose against Dirk's pubes. I knew I must have had at least three inches of raw cock in my throat.
We didn't go too long with my blowjob until Dirk warned, "I'm near, my darling lover."
I made a 'Mmmmm' sound to indicate I'd heard him, and continued with renewed vigor. I could feel an extra hardness not only to his cock, but also to the muscles surrounding his groin. I felt his body pulse slightly into my mouth, and then a few seconds later the cum exploded into my mouth in an eruption the world's largest volcano might envy. I took load after load as each ejaculation spurted inside my mouth. He tasted good.
When he'd stopped, I pulled away and opened my mouth to show him all the cum in my mouth. He looked at me, obviously aroused beyond the limits of anyone on the planet.
I had a nasty thought -- something Russ and I did when I gave him blowjobs. I moved with my open mouth to Dirk, obviously intending to kiss him with my mouth still full of his cum. He yanked my body to his, my full breasts initially rubbing against his still erect cock.
We kissed, and I felt his tongue dart into my mouth before I reversed the process. I jetted the cum back into Dirk's body and heard him sigh. I pulled away when I'd gotten rid of half my load. He opened his mouth to me, showing me the white fluid. We both swallowed, and then moved to kiss some more.
"I thought I'd gross you out." I chortled to him a moment later.
"When Jo and I started dating, she told me if I expected her to take it in the mouth and swallow then I'd better be prepared to do the same thing. I quickly learned the pleasure from the act, and the grossness many men feel about this act faded. I often eat my cum from Jo's pussy after a juicy fuck. She's always good for at least one more orgasm that way."
"I can hardly wait."
"Me too." As an after thought, Dirk said, "Wait, I have an idea." He led us to the stairs and up and out of the pool. We dried off, and then went inside. Dirk found his pants on the hallway chair, and pulled his cellphone from his pocket. He led me into the living room and said, "Can I take a picture to send to Jo and Russ?"
I moved to the sofa and struck a coy pose. My nudity and damp hair obviously showed we'd been swimming in the nude. After taking the picture, Dirk asked me for Russ' phone number so he could text the photo to the two of them. A moment later, I heard the small whoosh of his phone as the message got sent.
I asked, "What you say in the text?"
"I told them we both don't want to wait, but we would if they wanted us to."
Two minutes later both Russ and my cell phone buzzed with the reply."So glad you suggested that. Go ahead at full speed. We want to make love too, and will now that we're all thinking alike. We love you both dearly and will talk about you lovingly as we make love. Mind, body, and soul, Jo and Russ."
We each tossed our cell phones on a nearby table as we flowed into each other's arms. I said in a soft voice, "You have the best ideas."
Minutes later, Dirk's cock was deep inside me as we made love on the sofa. We surrendered to each other, feeling the connection not only on the physical and sexual level, but also on a higher plane where our minds melded together in common thought and act with an even higher power of love.
As we moved our bodies into each other repeatedly, I said, "This feels so right and so nice. I even feel a connection to Russ ... and to Jo, as we do this. I think they're making love too. I'm sending them waves of love and getting the same in return." I looked at Dirk and our eyes locked together; "I'm sending you waves of love too. I know we only met a few days ago, but we have a resonance I've only ever felt with a few people -- Russ being one of them. We have love as the basis of our friendship -- of our relationship, and whatever it becomes for however long."
Dirk leaned in and kissed me from his position above me. "Julie, I too feel the love of our spouses from the place where we all connect, and I hope I'm amplifying and reflecting that love back to them and to you." More kisses brought us even closer together.
Dirk stayed the night, and we made love over and over between bouts of sleep in each other's arms. Even in the morning, with the summer sunlight streaming in the windows, we made love. I worried that Dirk would see every blemish and fault on my skin, but instead he just loved me that much more.
Eventually, we got up, had breakfast, and drove to Dirk's apartment to collect some of his clothing. I wanted him to stay with me another night or two ... or for years. We made love on his bed before we left to return to Russ and my home.

* * * * *I called Russ that afternoon after we swapped text messages about when the best time to call was. Predictably, Russ was still at Jo's house, although they'd gone out on Saturday morning to an inn for brunch on the veranda.
We told each other about the previous night and morning. Russ had felt the same vibrations of love coming from us that I felt in return. There is something to a spiritual connection, particularly when it carries love. We agreed it might be too early to call it 'true love,' but the ingredients and chemistry were there for some kind of lasting relationship with Dirk and Jo. Russ told me he'd had this discussion with Jo, and she felt the same way; I assured him that Dirk did too.
To the extent we were still able, we got each other aroused with the descriptions of our sexual trysts. Russ felt glad that Dirk had moved some of his stuff to the house, in part because he hadn't liked me staying there alone while he was away. I told him that he was now Jo's protector too, and that as far as I was concerned he could start acting as though he were on a honeymoon with his second wife. I reminded him of one day on our honeymoon when he'd brought me to several dozen orgasms.
Russ told me that Jo had started to teach him about Tantric Sex, a practice of spiritual loving and sex, where one builds a deeper connection with their partner. Women can move to a place of near constant orgasm, at least in Jo's version, and men can climax repeatedly without ejaculation thereby experiencing that orgasmic high yet being able to repeat the experience again in only a few minutes.
I told Russ a constant state of orgasm sounded pretty good to me, particularly after Dirk had been so attentive to my passions and needs over the past day. Russ suggested I get Dirk to show me the Tantric experience. Russ and I spent a long time confirming our love for each other and making sure that we were both all right with the burgeoning relationship the other was building. We stopped the call, but only after planning another 'sex call' for later that night.
Dirk and I initiated the 'sex call' about eleven o'clock that evening. We'd already fucked three times since an early dinner, although the evening had been one continuous session of making love from the time we started. Dirk had started to show me the Tantric techniques, and how a man could invoke those to indefinitely extend his lovemaking potential and his ability to climax repeatedly. Dirk had cum as many times as I had, and I'd lost count after ten because they all started to blend together. I couldn't believe the huge high he put me on.
I set up my laptop at the foot of the bed, making sure the lights were on so we showed up well on the Skype screen. Dirk and I were nude, and he still had an impressive erection.
Russ answered the Skype call on his laptop, apparently set up on a coffee table facing the sofa. Russ and Jo were also nude. I saw Jo's naked body for the first time and wanted to touch her all over. Maybe I did have a bisexual streak inside me.
"Hi everyone," Dirk and I chanted.
They both said hi back to us. Russ said in a teasing tone, "Dirk, that is one impressive erection; hasn't Julie been taking care of that for you?"
I reached over and wrapped my hand around it, starting to masturbate the cock. Dirk said, "We've been doing Tantric sex since dinner. I haven't ejaculated yet. I presume Jo explained to you what that means and maybe how a man can do that."
Russ said, "I'm not there yet, but we tried part of it this afternoon, and will start in again after this call." He paused and said, "Dirk, I hope you're all right with what we're doing. I have a huge crush on your wife, and she tells me she feels the same." Jo nodded enthusiastically next to Russ. "I think we should all be very open about what's happening and especially about what we're feeling. Right now, I feel on Cloud Nine. You two, Jo, our making love, our connections with each other; they all feel so good. I think it's synchronicity at work."
Dirk and I spoke together, "We do too." I continued, "And I feel that Cloud Nine feeling too. I don't want this bubble to burst. I do want all four of us to get together. Russ when you come home next Friday, can you bring Jo with you? Jo, can you come?"
She smiled, "I'll find out tomorrow whether I can get a reprieve. The company has a new product launch in another month so it might be a problem. I want to hold my husband. I want to hold Russ, and I want to make love to you, Julie. I'm not sure what that means, but I'm feeling ... good about that idea."
I made to hug myself. "Me too. I can't wait. I'll keep my fingers crossed that you'll be able to come. A moment ago, when you first appeared on the screen I wanted to make love to you in the most physical of ways. I already feel other connections with you -- mind, body, and spirit."
Jo laughed, "I had the same reaction as soon as I saw you. I wanted to just merge with you in everyway possible ... and I'm not bisexual, or at least I wasn't until I had that urge with you."
"Me too," I chortled. "Someone once told me that being bisexual doubled your chances for a date. With you, I'm all for it." We laughed.
Jo had started to stroke Russ' cock, and his erection had become as evident on screen as Dirk's. I said, "Maybe you guys should go off and fuck. When we're all together we can watch each other."
Jo laughed and said, "We don't fuck, we make love, but I don't mind that word if it means 'Friendly Universal Connections and Kindness.' Those connections can certainly be sexual ... matter of fact; I think they're the best kind. So, yes, I am going to ring off and fuck your husband. Take good care of mine. Have fun, you two."
We closed the Skype call, and Dirk and I did make mad passionate love. I reflected on the fact that Dirk was the second man in my life with whom I had sex. Russ and I had started in early high school and once started we never quit, quickly ramping up to a frenetic pace and seldom backing down from at least once a day. We found that special connection and honored it. The intensity of the spiritual connection and love feeling I had growing for Dirk made me wonder who the others were 'out there' that I might have a similar connection with. I would have to be open to such possibilities now.

* * * * *Russ caught a Friday morning flight out of San Francisco and got into Boston about five o'clock that afternoon. He'd already told me he had early evening flight on Monday, so I had him for almost three days. Unfortunately, Jo couldn't be away from her important job. Dirk disappeared to his job on Friday morning, and said he'd await my call to arrange a time to meet Russ.
I was already at home when Russ arrived about six. We didn't make it out of bed until two hours later. The telling result was that I had eight orgasms and Russ three, and we'd forgotten all about Tantric sex.
We got each hyper aroused talking about our lovemaking with Jo and Dirk. I teased Russ only giving him broad generalities that could have applied to anyone, but then we got really specific. I talked about our first night together, and how we'd worked ourselves into a sexual frenzy before we texted Russ and Jo and asked permission to forge ahead and have sex. I talked about how deeply we'd connected, and why we wanted to consummate sooner rather than wait.
Russ talked his New Relationship Energy or NRE with Jo. They too had an immediate mind-body-spirit connection. Russ had brought flower and wine to Jo's dinner. They'd kissed hello, experimenting to see how well they liked to kiss before dinner.
Russ said, "Dinner was a time of anticipation. Just from kissing, we both knew we wanted to do something more with each other, the only question was how far would we go. We discussed how we'd promised not to have intercourse until everyone agreed, but Jo explained that Dirk was the horniest guy on the planet, besides also being very loving and caring, and she couldn't imagine him wanting to stop at just kissing or petting a little."
I said, "So, what happened after dinner?"
Russ chuckled, "We couldn't wait to start, so we just left the dishes on the table and went into the living room. We started to make out and tell each other how we felt about the other -- all very positive and romantic stuff. I talked about my connection to her ... and to you, and how I'd felt a deep resonance with her right after our lunch. She agreed."
Russ went on as he pumped his cock into me with renewed vigor. "We started to make out on the sofa. We were topless in minutes and nude ten minutes after that. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. I'd eaten her pussy for ten or fifteen minutes, and she'd started a blowjob on me when your text message arrived. I had a feeling what it might say when I heard you ringtone."
"And?"
"And, I showed the text to Jo and she laughed. She said, 'I don't want to wait either. Let's all make love. I need you inside me.' We texted back, and less than thirty seconds later, I had my cock deep in Jo's juicy pussy."
In a teasing tone, I said, "Oh, you beat us. It took us a couple of minutes to get back into our lovemaking."
Russ shared with me the story about the rest of his first night with Jo, and by then we were working on a second round of orgasms. By the time, I told him about some of my other nights with Dirk we were on our third round, and I was peaking frequently.
I asked in a voice laced with panting, "So, how far did you get with the Tantric sex?"
"Not very. Jo wants me to talk to Dirk about it because it involves the man doing things in his head and using his body in novel ways; guy stuff she called it. Maybe tomorrow I can ask Dirk. You do want us to be together with you don't you -- I mean in a threesome with you? You'd fantasized about that a couple of weeks ago."
"Oh, I can't wait. I don't have a clear idea of what the results will be, but the man I love the most in the whole wide world and a new lover both attending to me at the same time, hell, I'll be in seventh heaven and never stop orgasming until Monday evening. By the way, I arranged for someone to cover my Monday classes so I can be here all day with you or the two of you, whichever you prefer."
Russ said, "I'll probably prefer to have the three of us the rest of the time, if he can stay Monday. You know a guy's big fantasy is to watch another man make love to his wife. They call it the 'hot wife' syndrome.
"I think I like being a hot wife, and I bet Jo does too. My God, she's hot. I really do think I'll enjoy making love with her too. I wonder how many people do this, have consensual affairs or swapping or swinging?"
"Funny you should ask. I did a little research last week at the office, and I was surprised at how large the number is. The Kinsey Institute estimates that about four percent of American couples engage in this kind of stuff. That's in excess of four million people, so we're not very unique if we think of ourselves as swingers. Some other study looked at the impact on the marriages, the real reason I was looking this up, and sixty percent of respondents said swinging made their relationships better; only two percent said their relationships were less happy because of swinging, and the rest said 'no change.' The other statistics certainly augur for doing this versus not doing it, and where more permanent relationships are involved the numbers get even better."
"I also studied polyamory -- loving multiple partners, and the numbers there are even larger. As many at fifteen million people live in that life style, and it's a way of living that people use superlative adjectives to describe. The most common arrangement is a threesome, but a significant number involve four or more people -- kids not included."



I commented, "I read some great stories about polyamorous relationships written by a guy namedRomantic1 on Literotica.com. He made me want to be in a situation like that ... and, now, I guess I am in a way, although the four of us probably won't be in the same place very often."
Russ wisely counseled, "Plus, we're just at the start of building an affectionate set of relationships. Everything looks pretty rosy right now, and that's part of the New Relationship Energy, but let's see how things mature over the next couple of months."
I said, "Well, I know I love you. You're my go-to guy. There may be Dirk or others, but you are the love of my life, so if any of this starts to upset you or you want to stop, please don't let it get to a point where it spirals out of control. Say something up front."
Russ said, "Oh, I will. Right now, I'm caught up in the excitement of having both a wife and a girlfriend, and my wife having a boyfriend and me. I don't think all the emotions have settled out, but they will over the next few months. Oh, and about what you said about stopping this if the bi-coastal pair of relationships doesn't feel right, the same goes for you. Don't hold back what you're feeling." He laughed, "Here I am preaching to a psychologist extraordinaire. I guess you know all this stuff."
"It never hurts to be reminded, my Love."

* * * * *We called Dirk the next morning as he expected, shortly after Russ and I had made love again. He agreed to come by for lunch. I explained to Russ that I thought that was a euphemism for 'lunch and sex.' We both got a laugh over that.
Dirk came by exactly at noon. He brought me some flowers, and Russ and I both saw through his guise. He wanted to get into my panties again -- and we knew we'd let him right after we ate.
I made myself busy in the kitchen and left the Russ and Dirk to talk out on the back patio. Although we were officially into autumn, the temperatures in New England were still warm during the day, so warm that we were able to swim on sunny days.
I watched the two of them out the kitchen window, wishing I had ears and could hear every little word being said between the two of them. The only times they'd met had been over our sexy Skype calls when we said hello and sort of performed for each other.
I felt glad that I saw the two of them laughing at something one of them said. They were both so handsome. My heart beat fast for each of them: for Russ, because I'd loved this man for fifteen years, and for Dirk because he was a new, interesting, and a sexy person in my life who brought me pleasure.
I ran up to the bedroom and put on a pair of cutoff that allowed my ass cheeks to hang out. They were indecent, and more so because I wore no underwear. I put on one of Russ' shirts, without a bra, and tied the shirttails under my breasts. My nipples were erect with the excitement of what the afternoon would bring. Back in the kitchen, I opened three beers and waltzed barefoot out the backdoor onto the patio to where the men sat. I know my long legs look great, particularly in that outfit.
Dirk exclaimed, "Oh, wow! Don't you look like Sex personified?"
Russ chuckled, "One might think you have ulterior motives coming out here dressed like that."
I stood between the two men and grinned, "Maybe I do, but right now lunch is ready. Do you want to eat out here or inside?"
Both guys wanted to be outside, so I assembled a tray and brought our sandwiches out to the patio table. Russ and Dirk sat side by side, and I sat opposite them, mainly so I could play footsie with each of them under the table. The sandwiches disappeared in record time.
I asked, "Does anyone want anything else to eat?"
Dirk and Russ looked at each other and smirked. Russ said, "I think we can help ourselves to the main course."
With that Russ stood up and walked around the table on one side, and Dirk on the other. Russ promptly untied my shirt allowing the front of the shirt to open and reveal my excited taut breasts. He helped me shed the shirt, and then leaned in and sucked on each of them from his position beside me.
Dirk briefly fumbled with the button and zipper on my cutoffs, quickly revealing my lack of undies. I hitched myself up, and he slid the shorts down my legs, leaving me nude. Dirk knelt in front of me, and pulled my sodden pussy to the edge of the chair.
I whispered, "Dirk, we made love this morning. My pussy may be a little ... OH!"
Dirk's tongue wrapped around my clit at the same time two of his fingers twisted their way into my cunt in the nicest of ways. He worked me over from the waist down, while Russ kissed me and kept my breasts happy.
Eventually, I reached next to me, unzipped and unbelted Russ' jeans and pushed them down his legs. He'd gone commando too, so sucking his big cock into my mouth was an easy effort. He let me work on him for a couple of minutes before he said, "I want to watch you suck Dirk's cock."
Russ and Dirk changed places, and I got a first-hand demonstration of the different techniques of the two men as they immediately started to attend to the different pieces of real estate that comprise my body.
Russ and I had long ago learned each other's hot buttons and erogenous zones. We'd even gone to a Loving Couples Class where the various aspects of love and sex were explored for one evening a week for ten weeks, complete with films, books, and open discussion here and there about what turned each of us on and how to do 'it' better. I could always count on Russ to deliver countless orgasms and pleasure to me whenever we made love, and that was every day we could be together even after all these years of marriage. Thus, when Russ commanded control of my lower body, he knew exactly where and how hard or soft to touch around my knees, thighs, feet, abdomen, and pussy from outside to deep inside. He understood exactly how to use his lips and tongue to my greatest advantage. He understood the dynamics of turning me on until I was ready to combust.
Dirk, on the other hand, had been learning my body by trial and error, with only a little help from me. I found myself aroused that hedidn'tknow exactly where or how to touch me, but that I could sense his extra eagerness to please me and bring me pleasure.
After several mind-blowing orgasms and feeling well loved, I led our threesome inside to our bedroom. I had Russ and Dirk lie side-by-side, and I started the two best blowjobs of my life -- some time on one, and then the other. Sometimes I pulled both cocks to my mouth at the same time, and tried to swallow both of them.
Russ eventually said, "I want to see Dirk fuck you in real life."
Dirk pulled away and moved behind me. As I continued to fellate my husband, Dirk slowly inched his way into my wet cunt. I was dripping I was so excited. Soon the two men had me spit roasted between them.
Dirk turned me around, so Russ could fuck me in the doggie position, and then in the missionary position with Dirk's cock hanging down into my mouth. I could taste myself on his shaft, not a new phenomenon.
Dirk warned, "I'm getting near, even with my Tantric learnings. This is all too stimulating, seeing you two, doing this, and your talented mouth."
Russ said, "Then come here and fuck Julie; finish off in her pussy. I want to see your cum dripping out of my wife. It's one of my unrealized fantasies."
Dirk moved around and started to thrust into my cunt as Russ came and kissed me and watched my other lover tending to my unlimited sexual needs. I held onto Russ' cock, masturbating him near my face as I got fucked. Dirk sped up to a crescendo, and then he froze, his back arched, and I could feel his seed blasting from his fire hose into my cunt. I came too.
After a minute and some kisses, Dirk rolled away. Russ moved down my body and watched as the semen seeped from my pussy, rolling down my lips and across my ass to the sheets. Russ then surprised Dirk and me by going down on me, his tongue and mouth sucking Dirk's cum from inside me. He used a finger to help extract the viscous fluid, now laced heavily with my own female juices. He hummed in delight.
Several minutes later, when Russ sat up, Dirk said, "You know, you're a tough act to follow. You inspire me to try that."
Russ smiled, and then sank his cock back into my throbbing quim. He grinned and said, "Sloppy seconds. I never knew I'd have the honor." We all laughed.
We had sex the rest of the afternoon, taking two breaks to go and swim in the heated pool and rejuvenate a little. We swam nude, a luxury in our large yard until the leaves were off the trees and the neighbors could see into the yard. Some of the leaves were already changing color so I knew it wouldn't be long. Soon, we'd have to put the pool cover on and shut the pool down for the winter.
We went out to dinner at a popular Chinese restaurant, and then Dirk led us to a dance club in Burlington named Epyx that we'd never heard of and that he'd never been to. We fit right into the age group for the place and the DJ music was great, so Dirk got a good recommendation from someone at work. On the dance floor we did some real dirty dancing, allowing our sexual foreplay to extend to into our being in public. I dry humped the men, and they banged their cocks into various parts of my anatomy as we danced.
In one of those 'dance with anyone near you' times, Russ found he was dancing with a pretty and sexy blond in her mid-twenties who really came on to him. Pretty soon, she was duplicating the moves that Dirk and I were doing right next to them -- more dirty dancing. We were all laughing and trying to talk over the din of the music.
I learned her name was Bree. I got next to Russ and told him to see if he could score with her. I said, "See if you can get her to come home with us. Let's do a foursome." I gave my husband a lecherous grin.
Russ looked very surprised. I could tell I'd just made him examine one of the boundaries we'd talked about when we had started thinking about finding another bi-coastal couple to split our marriage with. I figured since we opened things up, that allowing an occasional outside excursion might be interesting. For me, Dirk was an outside excursion, but I'd become open to others -- male or female.
When a break in the music came, Russ invited Bree to sit with us. We went back to our table and he bought us all beers. Russ and Bree made a good-looking pair, and she clearly thought she made a good score with a guy tagging along with another couple -- Dirk and me. I wondered how Russ would spring the news about our unusual relationship.
When the music started again, some slow numbers came on. Russ and Bree stood in one corner of the dance floor and made out, almost having vertical sex with their clothes on. Bree got really wound up, and if she hadn't arrived horny, then allowing my husband to explore her body with his hands certainly was a mistake, because he knew all the right places to touch a woman to fire her libido into orbit.
After a half hour of making out, sitting and drinking, and making out some more, Russ came and told Dirk and me that he and Bree wanted to go back to our place. She'd gone to let her friends know where she was going. Russ had nicely had her take a cellphone photo of his license to send to her friends so that she felt safer. We agreed it was time too, so we settled our tab and went out to our cars. Russ rode with Bree so she wouldn't get lost. The two of them followed behind Dirk and me back to the house.
Once inside the house, Russ and I went around and adjusted the lighting to a romantic level, put on some soft music we could slow dance to, and then Russ pulled Bree into his arms and I went to Dirk. Russ and Bree danced for thirty seconds, but then their entire focus became making out with each other with wide-open mouth kisses with lots of tongue action.
Dirk and I were right beside them in the living room, also dancing and making out. Dirk was impatient, so he started to remove some of my clothing starting with my top. When that was gone, I was topless because I'd worn no bra.
Bree watched the two of us and let us set the standard of dress for the evening. Soon, her beautiful large natural breasts came into view. Bree was stacked.
My skirt went next along with Dirk's shirt. We moved pretty fast, and were soon naked and making out on one end of the sofa, my hand wrapped around Dirk's swelling cock, and his fingers pawing at my breasts and cunt. I loved it. I wondered what Bree thought of this when I glanced at her.
Russ soon had Bree naked and then joined her. The two sat on the other end of our long sofa, petting and using their hands and mouths creatively on one another. Bree was a moaner, and got the rest of us turned on because of her turned on state.
Bree took the initiative and started a blowjob on Russ. I got a kick watching his eyes get as big as saucers as she deep-throated him and then twisted and rotated her head back and forth -- learn something every day. I duplicated her move on Dirk, and when I looked he had already mentally relocated to some distant planet where hedonism was the norm. Dirk watched Bree's large breasts sway around as she maneuvered around Russ.
Bree mounted Russ, and started to ride his cock like there was no tomorrow. After a few minutes, Russ stood with her still attached; he bounced her up and down on his cock as he stood in the middle of the living room. Bree was moaning up a storm and pleading with him to let her cum again ... and again. My God, the woman was more orgasmic than me!
Russ laid her back on the sofa with her head right up against my leg because I'd mounted Dirk by that time. Russ started to saw his cock into her, but he also bent and sucked on Bree's swaying breasts or used his thumb to stroke over her clit. Bree was in orbit.
Russ warned of his imminent cum. Bree just accelerated her return thrusts to his. I watched as he pried her body slightly off the sofa, reached beneath her to her pert ass, and no doubt drove at least one finger part way up her ass.
Bree crested with a string of nasty words imploring Russ to deliver. "Oh, fuck. You fucker. You are sooooo gooood. I love fucking with you. Fuck me ... oh, I'm cumming. I'm going to spray my goop all over you -- my girl goop. I love what you're doing to me. Don't stop. OoooooooOOOOH FUCK!"
Dirk and I came too. How could we resist, watching the two of them crest, feeling what we did, hearing the slap of sexually aroused bodies echo around the room, and inhale the aroma of sex from the four of us. I was less vocal, but surely enjoyed my cum as much as Dirk, and as much as Russ and Bree.
We lay there for a long time, not moving, and simply basking in our afterglows. Bree panted louder than any of the rest of us.
Russ pulled out and sagged to the floor. He looked at me with some uncertainty, so I knew I had to move to him and love him. I did, sliding down to the floor from my position atop Dirk. I quickly cleaned Russ' cock by sucking on the still erect rod, and then moved into Russ' arms, and we kissed. I enjoyed tasting Bree's pussy on Russ' lips and face too.
Bree said, "Wait! What's going on? You two ... no, hold it ... Who's ..." She apparently couldn't even frame the question as she saw the two of us start to make out.
Russ held one arm up to Bree. He said, "Come here, Baby."
Bree came down on Russ' other side and let him pull her into a hug.
I leaned over and kissed Bree on the lips. She didn't respond, but she didn't pull away either. I said to her, "Bree, you looked so special making love with my husband. I could tell you were both having a good time - connecting."
"HUSBAND!?" Bree looked between me and Dirk, and asked, "Then who's he?"
I smiled, "Oh, he's my boyfriend, or more accurately my temporary husband when Russ had to be out on the west coast, but when he's out there he lives with Dirk's wife and is her temporary husband."
"WAIT. Tell me all that again, but slower. Remember, I'm a blond." She snickered at her own blond humor. I sensed this girl was no slouch in the IQ department, although that was only gut feel at this point.
I carefully explained the whole situation. Bree took it all in and I could watch the wheels of analysis and judgment turning. I even gave her some of the rationale and our backgrounds. I mentioned my teaching at Harvard and Russ' new job at TDI. I also explained about our high sex drives, and constant need for fulfillment, our search for a like-minded couple with a mirror to our situation, meeting Jo and Dirk, and the current state of things. I also explained why I'd thought Russ and she had clicked, and how this was new for us.
The entire time I talked the four of us sat there naked clearly enjoying the sight of the other's nudity.
Bree finally said, "If I were in your situation, I probably would have done the same thing, but ... how do I put this ... aren't you jealous of Russ and Jo, or Russ and me?"
I responded before Dirk could engage. "An easy answer is, no, I'm not jealous because I have Dirk, but that's not accurate. I teach psychology, and one of my favorite topics is memes -- ideas that are like viruses that replicate and spread from person to person. They aren't necessarily true, but many people take them as a given and the way world has to work."
I continued, "Having a jealous reaction to your partner making love with someone else is a meme. We learn it. It's handed down somehow from person to person. In a marriage, the offended party reacts with anger and malice, possibly ending a beautiful relationship, but there's a big 'BUT.' There are many other options."
Bree said, "For instance?"
"For instance, ignoring the situation, or applauding and encouraging it the way I did tonight when I saw you and Russ getting turned on by each other way back at the dance club. Another option is to join in to various degrees, sort of like this." I gestured to the four of us sitting around after having fucked.
I added, "There's a word called 'Compersion.' Many invoke it as the opposite of jealousy. Jealousy is an emotion that invokes fear, insecurity, and anxiety over the anticipated loss of something. Compersion is the opposite emotion. We feel secure, safe, and even blissful over what we see. I felt that way when you and Russ made love. I was glad for the two of you. You were climaxing, and I know how good Russ can make you feel, and I felt glad that you got to enjoy him. I felt glad that Russ was getting to enjoy you, a new lover who was obviously turned on my him -- plus, you're so beautiful and I can sense you are a deep person."
"You're amazing. That's the way I want to feel." She paused, "And Russ feels that way about you and Dirk?"
Russ intervened, "I do. The three of us made love all afternoon, and I savored the times Dirk was with Julie, just as she did with the two of us. I felt glad she was happy."
Bree said, "But what if you break up, or what if Julie goes off with Dirk, or you go off with his wife?"
I responded, "We don't rule out that might happen, but it's not part of our plan or our intent. There are other options. The four of us could live together eventually -- in a foursome. Maybe we keep this long-distance dual family status for years, but we always save a place in our hearts for our current spouse. Maybe you join in with us, and we form a fivesome too." I laughed as Bree reacted to my suggestion with a look of shock.
Bree said, "I'm younger than all of you."
"So what?"
"I'm not as far along in my career either."
"So what? By the way, what do you do?"
"I'm a Ph.D. geneticist for Gynome Research in Cambridge. I'm twenty-seven, and have worked there for the past five years after finishing my doctorate at Stanford. I have an NIH grant, and am working on ... well, don't laugh, but it's a cure for Alzheimer's disease. I've actually created some enzymes that can reverse the disease in some cases -- about twenty percent of the cases, and I think I know how to do another large chunk of them with genetic inhibitors." She paused, blushed, and said, "Oh, dear. You get me going, and I can't stop talking about my work."



Russ said with a smile, "Bree, you'll fit right in with this unruly and sex-crazed group of people. We all have high IQs, did amazingly well in school, and now in our careers are way ahead of our cohort, just the way you seem to be."
Bree nodded and mumbled, "That's good. I think my IQ is about 150."
Dirk nodded and went back to the larger discussion; "My wife and I are in a similar situation. I'm not sure how we all connected, but we did. I chalk it up to synchronicity. We put out our needs to the Universe, and the spiritual forces moved in and created this linkage between us. I include you in that too, Bree."
Bree nodded, "I think you may be right. I force myself to go out for a night on the town every few weeks, otherwise I work ALL the time. I've met people at some of the clubs around, but ... well, I've never been so turned on by anyone until Russ. It's his eyes, and the way he touched me. I felt his aura wrap around me with such a warm fuzzy feeling I wanted to be near him so I could feel more of it. Am I crazy?" Bree blushed and added, "I feel that with all of you now."
I laughed, "That's why we're all here, and I hope you become a permanent fixture in our relationships."
Dirk reached over and touched Bree's arm. "Bree, may I hold you too. I feel ..."
"Yes, please hold me," Bree interrupted. She moved into Dirk's arms and pulled them around her, firmly placing each of his hands on her melons. She turned her head slighted and the two of them kissed, working their way up to a long French kiss.
Russ pulled me to him, and started to kiss and massage my 'zones.' I was already sexually hot and horny, so it didn't take much to stoke me up to be ready to make love again.
I leaned down and fellated Russ, tasting Bree's residual juices on his cock. I smiled up at Russ, as he became the consistency of titanium steel. When he reached his peak hardness, I allowed him to lay me back on the plush carpeting, and we started to fuck. Russ adopted a position where Bree and Dirk could both clearly see his cock pistoning in and out of my dripping pussy.
Russ chortled, "Oh, dear. Sloppy seconds again."
Dirk chuckled too, "Hey, what do you think I found over here."
Bree actually giggled.
I said, "Come on you guys, you know you love the idea of fucking a second partner within minutes of someone else. That's the greatest fantasy for many men, and here you get to enjoy it twice today with different women."
Bree gasped, "I don't care which of you fucks me. You two men are spectacular in how you make love. You're peak experiences for me. I hope you won't mind me hanging around here a lot." She gasped again as Dirk took an unusually strong initial stroke into her cunt, "Oh, fuck, that's nice. Just keep fucking me."
I whispered but all could hear, "Russ, I love you. I love doing this with you. I love that you loved Bree, and that you give me time with Dirk. I love that Bree is joining with us and I hope she stays."
Russ said back to me, "I love you with my mind, body, and soul. This night and these acts of love and sex bond us together; they provide the interconnections of our spirits and souls. I love you in these dimensions, and I love you in the dimensions we do not know or understand. My spirit loves you and we acknowledge our common divinity."
After a silence, punctuated only by the sound of our bodies moving together and our gasps of delight, Bree said, "What you just said ... that's beautiful ... and that's ... the way I feel ... about all of you ... right now." She leaned forward and kissed Dirk in a very tender way, but then she leaned over to the two of us and pulled Russ' face to down hers for a kiss, and then pulled me to her for a kiss. The kiss was electric, almost like jump-starting a car where a sudden jolt of energy moves from one to the other. Bree had some magic deep inside her that she'd just shared with me -- with all of us.
To be continued.
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Chapter 03A convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
Synopsis: Julie and Russ have superb jobs that have pulled them to opposite coasts. Being oversexed, they sought another couple with the 'reverse' problem where the woman was on the west coast where Russ was, and the man in the Cambridge area where Julie taught college. Through an ad they meet Jo and Dirk and subsequently start a serious and sexual relationship with them. When Russ is back on the east coast for a home visit, Dirk, Russ, and Julie go dancing and meet Bree. They bring Bree back to their house and make love as a foursome.
Bree stayed the night. She and Russ went off to make love again, while Dirk and I had another time together too. I wondered how I'd feel, because here we were in the same house, but now in different rooms where we weren't sure what was happening or what was being said. Russ had mentioned that this was a different situation than being far apart or being in the same room together.
An hour after we'd finished; I got up and went into the guest bedroom. Russ and Bree were asleep and wrapped in each other's arms. The room smelled like beautiful raw sex. I snuggled into Russ, and he wrapped his arm around me and kissed me.
Near dawn, I became aware of Bree slipping out of our bed and going into the other room. When she didn't come back, I accurately assumed that she'd gone in to sleep with Dirk.
Russ and I went in and woke up Bree and Dirk the next morning about ten o'clock. We made foursome love in the same bed, swapping partners several times. I felt so turned on by the men I thought I'd combust, even after a dozen orgasms. Bree admitted to the same passionate feelings.
What made the morning complete in every way was after the men had cum in us, Bree maneuvered between my legs. Her tongue came out, and soon she was lapping up the cum and juices coming from my pussy. She had a natural talent as it turned out, because she'd never done anything like this. She also knew how to use her fingers on another woman's pussy and clit in a highly enjoyable way.
When I was clean and had enjoyed two more climaxes, I reversed the favors and went down on Bree, sucking my husband's cum from her cunt and fingering her to a couple of orgasms.
What a lovely way to spend a Sunday morning.
Late morning, I listened with half an ear as Bree called one of her friends and raved about the guy she'd met at the club last night (Russ), and how she'd gone home with him and had an unforgettable night. I could tell she resisted the urge to reveal all the details about our foursome, but from her enthusiasm I knew we had a new best friend.
The four of us took a nude swim when we were through, and then enjoyed a nude lunch, followed by another round of nude lovemaking of the foursome persuasion. In the late afternoon, Bree and I spent over an hour making sapphic love to each other as the men watched. Until Bree, I had never been with a woman and apparently she was as inexperienced.
Dirk helped us by hooking his laptop up to our large screen television and playing some sapphic porn videos for us from the Internet. Bree and I would watch, and then try out whatever happened on the screen, sometimes with laughter, but just as often with a new feeling of bliss that would wash over the two of us as we made love.
As we made love, we all talked about our sexual preferences, desires, and fantasies. We also talked about our intense sexual appetites.
Bree admitted to a bedside drawer full of sex toys she used daily to keep herself satisfied. She also revealed that most days she would jill off at work in the privacy of a stall in the ladies room. She said, "I even have a little vibrator about the size of a roll of life savers that I carry all the time. It's very quiet but really takes the edge off a tough day."
Russ got his digital camera and took several time-delayed photographs of the four of us nude and obviously very intimate with one another. We were lined up across the headboard of our bed: Bree, Russ, Me, and Dirk. We were laughing and obviously happy. We decided Russ should be the one to carry the news about the addition of Bree to our midst to Jo the next day, that way he could answer any questions about her that Jo might have.
Both Dirk and Bree stayed overnight again with attendant lovemaking sessions among the four of us all evening. Since they both had to work on Monday, they turned in early together, leaving Russ and me to make love into the night.
I asked Russ, "So, do you like Bree? Do you want her around?"
He answered, "Yes, definitely. She's cute, smart, and loving. There's so much about her chemistry that we've only just started to learn too, so things might change, but for now she's a keeper. Like Jo and Dirk, these relationships seem right at this stage of things. Plus, I am a firm believer that people like Bree come into our lives for a reason. So, yes, I want her around, although you and Dirk will see much more of her than I will. It'll mean you have to share Dirk with her too, are you ready to do that?"
I chuckled, "I think of it the other way around. Dirk has to share me with Bree. She and I are rapidly learning to be great lesbian lovers. She'll give Dirk a run for his money, and she eats pussy almost as well as you do -- and better than he does."
Russ looked surprised; "You're not going over to the other side on me, are you?"
I laughed, "Oh, no. I want you and Dirk around. He's part of our 'grand experiment,' and so far that's working. I do like cock, yours especially, and his is a good replacement part when the original equipment is far away."
Russ chuckled and said, "Whew! You had me worried for an instant." Right after that, he sank over eight inches of man meat deep inside my pussy, and looked pleased when I moaned in delight. We made love a couple of times before we turned off the light and slept.
The next morning I woke to someone lapping pussy, still sodden with the residues of our prior night's love juices. At first, I thought it was Russ, but as I became conscious I realized he was sleeping soundly next to me. Then I felt the long hair on my thighs as Bree's tongue wormed its way into my folds. Not too much after that she added fingers to her ministrations, and I had an orgasm.
After my orgasm, Bree shifted over to Russ, inhaling his flaccid penis, bringing it to full hardness, and then fellating him until he blasted a rejuvenated load of cum into her mouth. Russ had woken while Bree ate me, so he got to relish his entire wake-up call. The light covers that had been over the top of us had long been tossed aside to the floor.
Bree came up between the two of us when she was through at our midsections. She said, "I just want to thank you both ... for everything. You've made my life something really nice, and I like the two of you so much. Russ, I hate to see you disappear, and I hope you'll see me when you get back. I may even have to go out to Stanford soon, so maybe I can see you out there and meet Dirk's other half. Julie, I adore you and Dirk, and I hope we can become friends and remain lovers after today." She kissed the two of us goodbye.
I assured Bree that she had new friends with full drop-in privileges any time. She lit up at the idea that she could come whenever she wanted. I told her that 'tonight' would be a good time to start, and she promised to return after work. Bree scampered off to shower, and by the time we got out of bed she was gone. She left a note that had three hearts on it; inside each heart were the words Bree and Russ, Bree and Julie, and Bree and Dirk. I knew she'd be back, and that she'd be a permanent fixture in our lives for a long while.
Dirk was also gone by the time we got up. He left a short note saying he'd be at the house after work, probably around six-thirty or seven o'clock. He suggested he take me out to dinner at Casablanca, a new Mexican restaurant that had opened in the midst of the small downtown area near the house. I'd text Bree later to see if she could join us.
Russ and I puttered around the house, and he did a few chores. The weather had turned chilly with a cold front, and the forecast for the next ten days showed little relief. Autumn had arrived. Thus, Russ did all the necessary things to shut down and cover the pool for the New England winter.
We had lunch and then made love the rest of the afternoon until Russ had to leave for the airport and his return flight to the west coast.

* * * * *Dirk and Bree came to the house about seven that evening, and the three of us went out to dinner. Afterwards, we went back to the house and made love for three hours. The two of them stayed over. Dirk already had clothing he'd brought, and Bree had brought a small suitcase with her essentials and a different dress. I slept between the two of them, feeling well fucked and well loved.
Dirk took two photos with his iPhone, and we emailed them to Russ. Bree and I were in a classic sixty-nine, eating each other's pussy. One photo was from one end, with me smiling at the camera and below my chin sat Bree's wet pussy; and one from the other end with Bree looking up at the camera past my pussy. I had great hopes of Russ getting a hard-on from the photos, and then screwing Jo.
I had one return email from Russ the next morning. The only content was a photograph that I shared with to Bree and Dirk. It was a close-up of Russ' cock buried in Jo's pussy, apparently taken the previous night after he arrived at his west coast home -- Jo's house. The subject line of the email said'Back At You.'

* * * * *Dirk flew home to the west coast on Friday morning, and judging by the pictures and a short and very pornographic video I had in my email, he and Russ turned Jo about every which way but loose the entire weekend. The two-minute video was particularly revealing, because it showed the two men making love to Jo, and switching roles. The camera angle allowed me to see every detail of the penetration as well as the look of ecstasy on Jo's face. I could tell she loved what was happening in her life.
Bree spent the weekend with me. We did girl things, going to a spa and getting massages, pedicures, and manicures, and then going to the boutiques in one of the malls and spending some of our hard earned money on beautiful clothing and lingerie. We also spent an hour in a store called the Triple-X Mall buying an array of new sex toys and a few DVDs.
Bree and I went back home, modeled the clothing and lingerie for each other, and then made love the rest of the weekend, leaving the bed only to go out for meals. We also made good use of all the sex toys we'd bought. We made love to each other with a two-headed dildo, a strap-on, and a jackrabbit vibrator with rotating metal beads. Of course, we used our own mouths and fingers too. By bedtime on Sunday night, we were sexually sated, at least for a few hours.
Bree and I took turns sleeping in each other's arms. She was so cuddly and her skin felt so soft. We just fit together so well and hit each other's buttons in just the right way. Monday morning, neither of us really wanted to go to work, but we staggered around the house getting dressed and putting a breakfast together. My solace in going to work was that Dirk would be 'home' at day's end, and Bree planned to come back. The fly in the ointment was that I had a faculty dinner I was supposed to attend until around eight o'clock.
I taught my classes, finished a grant application, reviewed some research data one of my graduate students had collected the prior week, did my mandatory circulating, enjoyed hors d'oeuvres and cocktails at Oliver Wendell Holmes Hall, endured my department meeting, and then headed home on the late side of rush hour.
I chuckled to myself as I walked into my house from the garage. The lights were dim, some romantic music was playing on the stereo, and in the middle of the living room sofa lay two naked people fucking like there was no tomorrow. Bree lay on her back, her legs splayed aside and wrapped around Dirk's thighs as he pistoned into her body at a frantic pace.
Without waiting for an invitation, I stripped my clothes off in the hallway. I then sashayed into the living room in my birthday suit until I was next to the fucking couple. Bree saw me first.
"Oh ... God ... Julie ... Dirk and I ... oh, fuck, this feels soooooo good."
Dirk turned his head slightly and gasped through his efforts to please Bree, "Hi, Julie. Want to join us?"
To join, I knelt beside Bree and proceeded to lavish kisses all over her breasts and face. When I sucked really hard on one of her breasts, she crested into an orgasm that had apparently been waiting for just that extra bit of outside stimulation.
As she crested, Bree pulled Dirk to her so tightly that he had to stop pumping his cock into her body. The pair kissed, and then I engaged Dirk in kisses. "Welcome home, Tiger. Did you and Russ do a number on your wife?"
He grinned, "Yes, about what we did to you the weekend before, except we didn't have the help of someone like Bree. I think she was glad to see me go so she only had one man's sexual urges to contend with."
"Everything all right out there?"
Dirk snorted in glee, "Yes, and Jo is in love with Russ. She loves me too, but she's head over heels in love with your husband, just the way I am with you ... and with Bree." He leaned in and kissed each of us in turn. We kissed back.
The three of us played together until Dirk finished and needed a rest to recovery his mojo. We each put on a robe or man's shirt and sat around the living room. Bree curled up against me for a change.
Dirk said, "Before I forget it, I'm supposed to ask you what you'd think of Russ and Jo going to a swinger's party out there in the Bay Area. Jo has a friend that had been whispering in her ear about all the fun she has, and that she wants Jo to join her. Jo said she wanted to go, with Russ, but only if you approve."
I asked, "Did you approve?"
"Yes, providing Russ is along to be sure things stay on the up and up, so to speak. I don't want her walking into a biker bar or something like that, plus I want all the interactions to be safe sex." Dirk talked more about what Jo had told him of the group and her friends, and I felt aroused by the idea as he went on.
I shrugged, "Heck, at this stage of things, I have no reservations at all. I would have a few months ago, but after opening our relationship to you and Jo, and then having Bree join our rag-tag team, I think that'd be fun. Heck, I might want to go too. Maybe it'll be on one of the weekends I fly out there."
My statement about going to the swinger party was prophetic. I'd planned to fly to the west coast for a long weekend for over two months, and, as it turned out, that was the weekend when Jo and Russ would be going to their first swinger's party on Saturday night.
I was so excited flying out on that Friday that halfway across the country I had to go into the airplane's small lavatory and wash my crotch because I was oozing so much sex juice. The thought of being with Russ and Jo, and then the swinger's party was too much. All that, plus Dirk and Bree had awoken me with the nicest of sexual wake-up calls I'd experienced in ages, so I was probably still leaking some of Dirk's spunk.
Russ and Jo met me at SFO. This was my first meeting with Jo, and I could see why Russ was so entranced with her. She was beautiful, charming, bubbly, and obviously smart. As Russ drove us back to Jo and Dirk's home, I wondered how we'd been so lucky to find such a similar couple to ourselves -- people that complemented us in many ways, people that were delightfully different, yet had just the right sex drive to keep each other satisfied.
We were no sooner in the door of her nice home, than Jo came and hugged me. She then kissed me very tenderly and looked into my eyes. She said in a hushed tone, "You and Bree are a few weeks ahead of me. I've never been with a woman, but Russ and Dirk filled me in with the stories of your interactions and I can hardly wait."
I really kissed Jo after that, and then we were in her bedroom stripping away each other's clothes and making out. Jo's body was a work of art: taut breasts with large areolas and enticing nipples, a flat tummy, shaved pubes, and narrow hips that led to a very shapely pair of legs. Coupled with a girl-next-door face that a model might desire, she was one of the most stunning women I'd ever met.
We lay naked on the bed in each other's arms, as Russ sat across the room and watched us. He stroked his long cock, and I had a hard time not jumping atop his erection for my own satisfaction.
Jo whispered, "Tell me what to do. I want to please you."
"Let me show you, then we can trade places. I'll just do to you what I like having done to me. Bree and I make it up as we went along. There's not an instruction book."
I made love to Jo's breasts for a few minutes, suckling on her mounds and running my hands over her body. I moved further down the bed until I could feast on Jo's obviously excited pussy. I knew I was wet from my sexual thoughts all the way across country, but Jo was positively dripping with lubricating juices, she was so excited. Those juices tasted like the nectar of the gods, and I couldn't get enough of them. I marveled at how different they tasted compared to my own that I'd sampled from Russ and Dirk's cocks after being fucked, or from Bree's juices when we made love. Jo's taste was smoother, like an exquisite brandy.
Jo squirmed and writhed around the bed beneath my tongue, and then at the extension of my fingers as I started to saw them into her pussy. The more attention I gave her quim, the more juices that appeared.
To my delight, as I attended to Jo, I felt Russ move behind me, and then I felt his rigid shaft slide up and down my wet slit before he penetrated me. I moaned into Jo's cunt just as she came. Jo's climax was epic, in that she squirted clear girl juice all over me as she squealed in delight at the sensations. I was covered. Some even passed by me and got Russ. The bed was soaked, and Jo looked like someone had turned the hose on her lower body. I madly lapped up every drop of the liquid I could find; savoring its subtle taste compared to her other girl juices.
I rolled over onto my back, and Russ reentered me and made love to me. He was vocal in his words of devotion and love, reinforcing the connection we'd had for fifteen years and the spiritual component of our love -- mind, body, and spirit. Jo listened and watched us from right next to me, even catching a kiss from Russ occasionally as he pumped into me.
Russ didn't hold off his orgasm. He filled my pussy with his man juice, and collapsed between Jo and me. We held each other.
After we'd savored the better part of our afterglows, Jo said, "Julie, I need to confess. I've fallen in love with your husband, and I think he feels the same way about me."
Russ quickly added, "And, I still love you, perhaps with even greater intensity than I did before."
I kissed Russ, and then leaned across him and kissed Jo on the lips. I asked, "And what about Dirk, who I am falling in love with?"
Jo said, "I still love him."
I ventured, "Love doesn't have to be a zero sum game -- if I get it, you don't. Some of the happiest people I've met love multiple people, and they all say the same thing: 'the more people they love, the more they get in return.' So, love away. I'm sure you and I will develop feelings for each other too. I even think it's predestined in some way."



Jo said in a surprised tone, "You're not jealous?"
"No. That's a learned response to situations where people feel a loss of some kind, damage to one's ego, possessiveness, anger, or insecurity. I feel none of those. Instead of a loss, I've gained an intimate relationship with not only my husband, but also with Dirk, Bree, and you. I feel support by all of you, so quite the opposite, I'm feeling not a bit of ego damage; everyone loves me. I'm not feeling possessive; I feel I want to share because whatever I'm sharing seems to come back to me tenfold over. Lastly, I'm not angry because not one of you has done something to me out of malice. Thus, I'm left with a choice as to whether to feel jealous or not. I choose not to, and instead extend my love to all of you, and maybe others I haven't even met yet."
Russ asked, "So, what are you feeling?"
I laughed. "I've never felt so excited and exhilarated in all my life. I hate to sleep because there's so much going on in my waking hours: things that I love; things that make me happy and that give me orgasms; and that make me feel loved beyond anything I could imagine. When I do sleep my dreams are wonderful and in Technicolor and involve sex. I feel the best I've ever felt in my life -- the happiest."
I paused and looked across Russ' body at Jo's svelte form. "Jo, are you all right? What are you feeling?"
Jo snuggled into Russ. "I feel strange, but in a good way. Two men love me, and that's a really heady experience. The sex has been mind blowing. Dirk was horny a lot of the time, but Russ is over the top. He's always ready and desirous of me. I love this feeling." She tickled his stomach so he jumped.
"Feeling wanted is great. Russ knows I want him too -- both men do. I can't ever remember being so horny in my life: sex is on my mind all the time, and I mean 'all'. I guess that's why when my friend Sam -- for Samantha -- suggested I come to this swing party tomorrow night I jumped at the opportunity. I wanted to be sure it was all right with you though, but I didn't expect it'd be the weekend you were coming. This is so great that you'll be there too; it makes me feel better about going because I'll be sharing the experience with someone I really know."
Jo leaned across Russ and kissed me, her breasts pushing against his chest. I toyed with one of her nipples. Jo eventually said, "Now it's my turn to please you."
"Russ came inside me."
"As I said, now it's my turn to please you." Jo came around between my legs, and the next I knew she had started doing really exciting and sexual things with her tongue, lips, and fingers.
Except for an excursion to a little bistro for dinner, Jo, Russ, and I made love the rest of the day. I was sleepy from the time zone change and the flight, so I went to bed on the early side, leaving Russ and Jo to another round of lovemaking in Jo's family room. Russ had been showing threesome porn films on the television that he found on the Internet. The evening has been very arousing.
I awoke early surrounded by lovely warm flesh. Russ was on one side of me, and Jo was on the other. Both slept soundly, so I drifted in and out of sleep for ninety minutes before I slipped out of bed and went to the kitchen to forage for breakfast and coffee.
Jo found me a half hour later. Like me, she was nude. We went into an embrace and enjoyed the erotic feel of skin-on-skin, taking time to rub our breasts together, and to grind our hips against one another. After five minutes of this, we broke off. We had an evening planned that sounded like a lot of raw sex, so we thought we'd save at least some of our playfulness for the swing party.
Russ showed up a few minutes later. He came and kissed me, and then Jo -- long, lingering kisses that showed his passion and caring for each of us. As he kissed us, his long love shaft hardened until it was an undeniable invitation for all of us to have sex.
Jo smiled and said, "Well, just one in the morning should be OK. I mean, by tonight we'll all have recovered. Right?"
With that, we went back to the bedroom. Russ lay down, I mounted his cock, and Jo sat on his face, dripping the remains of last night into his eager mouth. A few minutes later Jo and I changed places, and after that we changed around a lot. Many orgasms later, we were done for a while, and I again had Russ' cum leaking from my pussy, at least until Jo went down on me to suck it all away.
Russ said, "I don't want to wait until tonight. I want to be making love to you two all day ... but I also want to go to the swing party tonight. I'm conflicted."
Jo said, "Then why don't you practice the Tantric sex techniques Dirk and I have been trying to teach you. You don't need to ejaculate every orgasm, and when you hold it in you build up your stamina and endurance. You'll savor that skill tonight at the swing party because you'll be able to make love all night long, give a hundred orgasms, enjoy a hundred yourself, and then at the end of the night you can blast a gallon of your cum right here." Jo pointed to her wet pussy.
To create a little sexual tension, Jo encouraged us to get dressed and then go with her to a restaurant near the University for lunch. We got back from lunch about one-thirty, and went right back to making love. This time, however, Jo kept reminding us about the various Tantric techniques she could remember: breathing, various positions, changing partners, coming to the 'edge' and then backing away, bringing the female to orgasm, use of erogenous zones, different ways to move and think when Russ' lingam was in my yoni.
So we spent the afternoon making love -- deep true and meaningful love to each other. A greater bond between Jo and me evolved, between Jo and Russ, and between my husband and me. At the end of the afternoon, Jo and I were happy with the dozen or so orgasms we'd each had. Russ was happy with his fluidless releases and the way he'd brought love and pleasure to us.
The affection we all felt for each other came at many levels -- mind, body, and spirit. I felt amazed at how Russ could inspire such feelings in Jo and me, and even that the act of physical love could invoke the spiritual. I felt we connected on so many levels, and I knew at times our minds were a single entity bursting with the highest form of love for each other.
We cleaned up and dressed shortly before dinner. Jo served us hors d'oeuvres and wine, and then we went out to dinner. We laughed as we chose our meals, planning on carbohydrate loading so we each had exceptional stamina for the rest of the evening.
After dinner, Jo directed us to a modern home in the hills west of San Jose. It took us almost an hour to get there. As we drove, Jo told us about a few of the people she'd been told might be at the party. Two of them worked with Jo at ITI, her company, and that was how she'd been invited, apparently after a woman named Samantha learned about her unique arrangement with her husband, Russ, and me. I guess we sounded like swingers, and that prompted the invitation. I had to admit that from the outside looking in, we did look like swingers who happened to swing with another couple three thousand miles away.
Our host, Gordon, greeted us at the door, and gave Jo an exceptionally warm hug and kiss in welcome to his home. His wife, a beautiful Hispanic woman named Marie joined him in the welcome a second later. Marie wore a see-through top that revealed her pretty breasts that I guessed had been amplified with implants. They weren't garish, but they were too well shaped and sexy. Overall, Marie was sexy, and I could see Russ take an immediate interest in her.
Gordon escorted us into the living room of the house where we were introduced to six other couples, most of whom were standing around snacking or drinking wine. Sam was one of the women, who introduced us to her husband. I found the diversity of the group interesting: mostly Caucasian, ages thirty (Russ and me) to mid-fifties, thin to chubby, married and single, and stylish to hippie dress. There were three more men than women at the house. Jo pulled us over to another couple that she knew from work, and we met Carol and Rick. Carol also worked for ITI. Larry and Sunita, a beautiful Indian woman in a sari, joined our circle. We talked about our jobs and hobbies. I brought the largest laugh to our conversational circle by announcing that my favorite hobby was sex. Everyone nodded in agreement.
Gordon got the ball rolling about nine o'clock. With two small baskets of numbers -- one for men and one for women: draw a number and match it up with the person holding the same number of the opposite sex. The extra men would become part of a threesome with three of the lucky women.
I went and kissed Russ. "You still all right with this?"
He smiled and nodded. He whispered to me, "Have fun and enjoy this. Think of this as a new experience we'll have fond memories of later. Who knows, we might just like the lifestyle and continue. No judgments. No jealousy. This is a free pass for anything goes."
We kissed, and as the basket with pink slips of paper came by I picked the number six on a small folded piece of paper. Russ ended up with the number four on a small blue piece of paper. As Russ announced his number and showed it to us, Sunita smiled and held out her piece of paper with a '4' clearly written on it. She looked very pleased, and for that matter Russ did too. Sunita was a beautiful Indian woman with long black hair down to her hips; she was thin, busty, and had an angelic face.
Sunita and Russ followed two other couples down a set of stairs to a dimly lit basement playroom equipped with large exercise mats that had been covered with bed linens and pillows. Everything looked so pristine and new.
A handsome older man named Adam Pointer found me with a matching number, and introduced himself. After a few minutes of introductory conversation he led me down to the playroom too. The two of us ended on a sofa that had been pushed against one wall. We overlooked the scene on the mats.
I asked in a low voice, revealing my neophyte status, "What's protocol here? I've never been to one of these. Do we strip and fuck, or what?"
Adam laughed, "Well, that over-simplifies things in my book. I personally enjoy some kissing and foreplay, if that's all right with you. We're consenting adults here, so we can negotiate your favorite act, fantasy, or secret desire." He smiled nicely at me.
"I like to be eaten before getting down to the main event," I offered.
Adam reached over and started to undo the buttons up the front of my summer dress. When most of them were open, I shrugged the dress off. My bra and sexy thong I'd brought for the occasion joined the dress on a chair next to the sofa. Adam quickly stripped from his clothes, revealing a solid erection that I knew would be pleasing me in a few minutes. He positioned me on the sofa, put my legs over his shoulders, and proved to me he understood a woman's anatomy and pleasure points.
I guess I'd arrived with high expectations and poised to have a lot of orgasms, because that's what started happening about five minutes into Adam's exquisite assault on my pussy. I moaned and groaned, stiffened often as a climax erupted from deep within me. I know I flooded the sofa with my juices, and surely Adam's face and tongue.
I returned the favor with a blowjob eventually, but Adam stopped me because he wanted to cum by fucking. I lay back on the sofa, and welcomed Adam to my quim. He was a talented lover, and knew some delightful moves that triggered more orgasms. I felt lucky to have drawn Adam as my first swing partner.
I had split my time watching some of the others in the room immersed in foreplay or screwing away in various positions. Doggie and woman-on-top seemed to be the favorites. I particularly watched Russ and Sunita as she rode his long cock with a blissful look on her face. Her dark skin, full breasts, and dark areolas and nipples contrasted to the other women in the room who look pale by comparison. She bounced wildly on Russ' cock, trying to milk the cum from his body.
I turned my attention back to Adam, and we completed our friendly fuck with a pair of well-synchronized orgasms. After a minute or so of after glow, we separated. He pulled off the condom and tied it closed, and I cleaned his cock, even bringing him back to a partially ready state for his next partner.
I whispered to Adam, "What now? Are we partners for the night?"
"Oh, no. Just wait here. One of the other men will claim you, or you can claim one of them. Feel free to do what you like. If you want a respite, there's a Jacuzzi on Gordon's back deck. I know it'll be full of people later, but for now it'll be empty -- too early in the evening, if you know what I mean."
I spotted another handsome older man and made eye contact with him. We nodded at each other, and I knew I had my next partner. Adam went off, and Sean arrived. We introduced ourselves with names and some deep kisses. Sean kissed me all over, from my littlest toe to the top of my head. He paused and delivered a few oral delights around my pussy and breasts.
Sean had long fingers, and he understood how to find not only a woman's G-spot but also her A-spot. As he stimulated the latter, I flooded my cunt again with my warm juices. He patted my clit wildly with his other hand, and I started to squirt off juices almost like pee as an orgasm washed over me. Properly awash with lubrication, he delivered a G-spot orgasm, and then started to fuck me. Sean liked to fuck very slowly or very fast and hard, and I was getting off on both speeds. When fast, his body was a blur and our bodies slapped together at a rapid rate. When slow, he would sit back and massage my clit. I kept cumming. Sean eventually came too, and then he held me in a romantic way as he kissed me some more.
As we sat on the sofa watching the rest of the group, I marveled at the stamina and recovery time of some of the men. Most of them were still going strong.
I said to Sean, "I want an exciting threesome. Who should I pick?"
I felt Sean chuckle as he spooned behind me. He said, "Paul, the dark haired man with the blond in the corner, and Lee, the Chinese-American man just finishing up with our hostess. I've seen them in action as a team. If you want exciting, they'll give it to you."
I thanked Sean, and then worked my way across the tangled bodies on the mats to Paul. "Are you spoken for in the next round? I'm trying to put together a threesome. Want to play?"
Paul gave me a big smile. "Who's the third party? Your husband?"
I laughed, "No, nothing so mundane. He'll have me later. I was thinking of Lee if he's willing."
Paul smiled and said, "Good choice. Let me finish with Deb here, and then I'll join you. I'll need a bit of a rest, maybe a dip in the hot tub."
I thanked Deb for allowing the interruption, and repeated the process with Lee who lay exhausted and panting heavily next to an equally strung out Marie. I lay down beside him and pulled his face so I could kiss him. It didn't take too much convincing. Like Paul, he requested a bit of a break to recover his mojo.
Paul, Lee, Marie, Deb, Sean, and I went out to the hot tub a few minutes later. Russ and a pretty woman named Nancy also squeezed in. The conversation was funny and ribald, with lots of teasing and flirting between combinations that had yet to occur. During the cross talk in the large tub, I heard Russ agree to couple up with Marie in the next round.
After about twenty minutes, Lee, Paul, and I got out, found some towels, and dried off. As we started to walk back inside, Lee spotted a large chaise lounge, easily large enough for a threesome romp. "Hey, you wanna do this outside? Although the temperature is on the cool side, I know we'll all be heated up in no time at all."
I went and lay down on chaise and patted the two open spaces on either side of me. We were fairly close to the hot tub, and so the three of us started to put on a little sex show for those in the tub, including my husband. Since I'd had the threesome with Dirk and Russ a couple of weeks earlier, I also had developed some preferences and had a sense of what might be a good sex show for the others.
Our kissing became French kissing with a lot of tongue in the open air as I gave hand jobs to the two men. French kissing became oral sex on cocks and cunt. Oral sex became vaginal penetration to excite further, and then the serious fucking started with a constant change of partner as to who was in my pussy or my mouth. That went on until I suggested that someone find some lube so they could add my ass to the mix. Marie appeared only a minute later with just the right thing.
I was twisted, spit roasted, and double penetrated over the next forty minutes. More and more people came outside for the show; apparently word had spread to those on the mats that we were worth watching. Some grabbed dry towels to put around their bodies to ward off the chill of the air. Pretty soon, I think everyone was outside watching me 'get it' from all sides. I'd become a moaning, groaning, fucking machine that couldn't get enough cock in any portal.
Russ did join the mix at one point, making me 'air tight' when Lee and Paul were in my cunt and ass, respectively. Everyone applauded the triple play when we broke apart. Jo came over too, French kissing me and twisting my tits, with such passion that I climaxed just because of her efforts. That climax, plus the fine work of the men pushed me into the zone where my head became so scrambled because I was having one long continuous orgasm from head to toes, and my cunt was continuously convulsing in pleasure.
Finally, the guys and I agreed that a bukkake would be a suitable ending for our show. We kept fucking in a DP until Paul announced he was close. At that point we pulled apart, I knelt on the patio between Lee and Paul, and Paul promptly painted my face, neck, and tits with splashes of white jism that erupted from his cock with great force. Lee repeated the process less than a minute later, aided I suspect by the dirty talk I provided for him. I was drenched in cum from the two men. I sucked down their cocks, taking both simultaneously as I got the last residue of their climaxes in my clean up effort. The others at the party applauded and cheered as the men helped me to my feet. We took a bow to shouts of 'Encore,' and 'More, more.'
We used an outdoor shower to wash off the body fluids and sweat we'd developed, me especially, but I had lots of help and plenty of kisses to ease the process. We went inside after drying off, and sat around naked in the living room having a glass of wine. There was still a lot of moaning and groaning coming from the downstairs play area.
Russ and Jo found our group. Jo suggested we leave since we had an hour's drive home and it was past midnight. We found Marie riding Sean bareback, and gave our thanks and appreciation for their hospitality. Gordon was across the room hammering into Sam's tight quim to her obvious delight. He just grunted out, "See ya." We dressed and left.
Russ drove. I held Jo in my arms, and we dozed in the backseat. At home, the three of us crawled into Jo's bed and were asleep fairly soon.
I woke up early, probably because I was still running on east coast time. I made coffee, and had breakfast. Jo and Russ came down about an hour-and-a-half later.
Russ asked, "So, how did you ladies feel about last night? Everything OK inside your heads?" He had a knack of asking profound questions, and I was the psychologist and should have been doing the asking.
I ventured, "That was the first time I'd had indiscriminate sex, so to speak. I'd fucked two guys previous to last night -- you and Dirk. As of last night, I tripled that with Lee, Paul, Sean, and Adam." I glowed with pride at my accomplishment.



Jo said, "I did too. I had a threesome too, although, like you, Dirk and Russ had done a good job of preparing me for what happened."
I said, "Russ, when I first saw you start to fuck Sunita, I got a pang of jealousy in my gut; a strange feeling given that Adam was cock deep inside me. It felt peculiar, like I could see the jealous feeling from a distance and control its intensity. I even remember thinking about it like the volume control on a radio, and I reached over and turned the volume all the way down until the feeling went away."
Russ said, "Do you feel that way about Jo and me?"
"No. That's different. I know Jo ... and Dirk. I know she's not out to win you away from me." I grinned and added with a chuckle, "Besides I'll hold her husband hostage on the east coast if she steps out of line."
Jo laughed and said, "There are days when that might be a great idea."
Russ said, "Just so you know, I also felt a few pangs of something ... I hesitate to call it jealousy because it wasn't that intense. Maybe discomfort or ... I know, it was insecurity that after you'd fucked those other men that I wouldn't measure up in some way, that you'd find my lovemaking skills, techniques, and equipment lacking in some major way."
Jo and I spoke simultaneously with roughly the same message, "Well, you can forget all that. Your equipment is fine, and we both worship your junk at the sacred sexual altar of life. You have more technique and skills than the rest of the men at that party last night put together. Hurry up and let's eat, so we can get back to putting those skills, techniques, and equipment to better use than sitting around being idle."
I could tell Russ genuinely felt better. I recalled the ten thousand times my mother told me, 'The male ego is a very fragile thing.'
Jo hit the nail on the head a little harder as she spooned out some scrambled eggs for us. "Well, we fit in well with that group, at least I felt we did; you especially Julie. The key question is, we're going to be asked to come back as regulars. Should we go? And Julie, if you don't want us to go, we won't. I could go either way, although it was fun and there were a few men there I didn't get to fuck who looked interesting."
I thought about it. Russ and Jo both seemed to have fun. The attachments that were made were purely friendly. I didn't think anyone was out to harm anybody. The sex was pleasurable and entertaining, and I liked being fawned over by a group of men; I could tell Jo did too. The whole party was oriented to sex, and not much else. Everyone knew why they were there, and nobody's nose got out of joint about anything."
I said, "I think you should go. If you think the way I do, this is an opportunity while you're young to sow some wild oats. I liked the people, and they were all friendly and not threatening in anyway. Go with an open mind. Try lots of things. Learn, and bring what you learn back to try on me." I grinned.
Jo raised the prospect of finding something like the swing party on the east coast near our Dillon home. Russ went online and found a number of private clubs listed. We speculated that the short list of open clubs only hinted at the real number of groups available to an insider. I made a mental note to keep my ears open when I got home about opportunities like the swing group.
Russ, Jo, and I did have a leisurely Sunday heavily laden with sex. We were going strong at lunch, and tired and sore by dinner. After dinner, Russ drove me to SFO, and I caught the red eye for Boston. I took an Ambien and zonked right out for the entire trip. I went straight to work at the University after my early arrival.
To be continued
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Transcontinental Swap -- Ch. 04A convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
Synopsis of Past Chapters: Julie and Russ have superb jobs that have pulled them to opposite coasts. Being oversexed, they sought another couple with the 'reverse' problem where the woman was on the west coast where Russ' job took him, and the man in the Cambridge area where Julie had just gotten tenure at a prestigious college. Through an ad they meet and subsequently deeply connected on many levels with Jo and Dirk. While they find the sex satisfying with their new partners, Russ, Julie, and Jo go to a swing party while Julie is in California for a weekend visit with her husband.
Two weeks before Christmas was the College President's Christmas Party at the University, and the following night was the Christmas party that Dirk's company threw for their employees. These were the first two social events where we were tacitly supposed to involve our 'spouses' or significant others.
Long before, Dirk and I agreed that we'd go as a 'close friend' and let it go at that, explaining that our spouses were working on the other side of the country. There's an old saying that everybody has three lives: public, private, and secret. What I realized for the first time is that excessive amounts of alcohol make one reveal more about their hidden and secrets lives than the sober mind.
Harvard's party took place in the Widener Library, an august building named after Harry Elkins Widener, a young bibliophile who perished when the Titanic went down. About two hundred faculty members and staff were there along with the President and various deans. Also present were another hundred of Harvard's most generous donors, and another hundred of the most promising students. The whole event was invitation only except for the faculty. I felt privileged because this was the first social event of significance since I'd made tenure. Dirk and I wandered the ground floor of the beautiful building wandering in and out of the heavily wood lined reading rooms, each with a fireplace.
Dirk was on his best behavior, stayed by my side, although I didn't require that of him, and was a brilliant conversationalist. His brilliance and mine got even better as we snacked on hors d'oeuvres and partook of the fabulous wines being served.
Morton Hershier was my department chair. He latched onto me for one our rare talks that didn't address work. I think someone had told him he needed to schmooze with his minions, and so he was doing his duty but in a nice and sincere manner. Morton was three sheets to the wind although he had a reputation for being able to hold his liquor.
Things started to come a little unraveled when Morton asked how Dirk and I happened to know each other. It was an obvious enough question, but we hadn't rehearsed any 'standard' answers ahead of time. Damn. Somewhat fogged by my own indulgence in the wine, it was my substitution of the words 'lives with' for 'knows' and my awkward sentence structure that made time stand still.
I said, "My husband 'lives with' Dirk's wife out on the west coast ... so Dirk is 'with' me."
Dirk nodded to confirm my statement, although he would have nodded to about anything I said at that point even if it were a blatantly absurd statement, like 'The moon is made of silly putty.' Even as the words rolled out of my mouth, I knew I had just spilled the beans on my private life.
Morton's brain was still active enough to connect the dots. He asked, "So, you two live together on this coast while they're out there?"
Dirk nodded again. I rolled my eyes, now realizing the error of my ways but there was no way to get Pandora back in her box.
Morton went on, "So you swapped spouses? That's nice. Do you see your spouses often?"
Dirk nodded again with an innocent 'deer in the headlight' look on his plastered face.
"Morton, don't go off half cocked on this. Yes, we see our spouses every two or three weeks. Our frequent flyer miles are mounting up rapidly. This is an arrangement to ... to ... to ..." Damn I couldn't think what else this arrangement was for besides sex. Finally, I had a harebrained idea and added, "... to be sure Dirk's wife and I were somewhat protected and didn't have to live alone. We are good friends."
One of my teaching assistants had joined our conversation. He said, "Oh, I thought Dirk was your husband. You look at each other so lovingly. When you leave the office, you always seem so excited to go home and see him too."
I think I rolled my eyes towards heaven. The muck and mire I'd made for myself was getting deep, and I was sinking fast. I exclaimed, "Errrrrrr, yes, he's a good friend too, and ... errrr ... we like to have dinner together." Damn, it wasn't that what I was saying that was bad, it was the damn pauses to think of some acceptable answer in between. Why had I had so much free wine? I looked at Morton, and he knew it too, even in his inebriated state. He gave me a lecherous grin, the lascivious old man.
Trying to recover, I jabbed my elbow into Dirk's side, "Tell them about your father's business, and what you're doing to turn it around before selling it." I thought the change of topic might save me from further embarrassment.
Dirk expounded in a long, nonstop paragraph about his dad's business, babbling about raw and finished stock inventories, production problems, the economy, selling a small business, various human resource problems, taxes, and government intervention and reporting requirements.
Morton's eyes glazed over with boredom at Dirk's report, but then he turned to me and said, "Don't worry, your private life is of no concern to me. I think it's nice that you could swap spouses -- not everyone is as liberated these days."
I smiled wanly at him. There was no upside to this. I knew Morton might be the biggest gossip on the faculty, and I had just inadvertently provided him with the juiciest scandal laden piece of news he'd probably ever had land in his lap.
I had never paid attention the gossip grapevine at the University, but now I knew I'd have to see what this turned into. I recalled playing the Telephone Game as a sixth grader in school. We sat in a circle and whispered a 'secret' around a circle of the entire class. By the time it got back to the teacher, every fact was wrong and entire new dimensions had been added to the original statement.
After socializing a little more, Dirk and I walked the campus until we burned off enough alcohol content to be safe and legal to drive home. Dirk sympathized with me, but he also saw great humor in the situation and tended to laugh more than empathize with my now defunct campus reputation.
Dirk's Christmas Party was the next night. His company was small and intimate. Dirk had explained to his secretary superficially what Russ, Jo, he, and I were doing; he told me he even used the term 'temporary spouses' in his explanation. She apparently was the biggest gossip in his company. Consequently, when I showed up I was the center of attention, and probably perceived as the biggest slut in history. In this setting, I almost didn't care, so I just had a good time.
Dirk's parents were at the party, and initially cold and distant. I hated meeting them in this situation, and I'm sure they saw me as a threat to their son's marriage. Our initial conversation was stilted and awkward. Dirk had told his parents almost nothing about our relationship other than I was a friend.
Dirk's secretary Margo joined our conversation circle. She knew who knew and who didn't, so she felt she could be quite open about our whole situation. Margo blurted out quite openly, even slurring a few words, "I think what you and your husband are doing with Dirk and Jo is so special. You know if my husband -- the jerk -- was away all this time by himself, he'd find himself some bimbo and lord knows where I'd end up."
I smiled politely. I said, "Jo and I also have formed a deep friendship. Russ, my husband, is exceptionally fond of her, as I am of Dirk." I turned to Dirk's parents, "There is no intent to disrupt the marriages. We developed these friendships to be sure our long-term relationships are preserved in this awkward time when we're focusing on careers and so many other things simultaneously." I grabbed ahold of Dirk's arm and held it to me, "Dirk has become my best friend here, and Russ is Jo's best friend out in California. This seems to be working. I know it's unconventional. We're learning as we go."
As we talked with Margo and Dirk's parents, Dirk extolled my virtues, talked about the house, and then launched into my career accomplishments, such as my unprecedented tenure at Harvard. I could see my stock rising as I watched his parents. He had me say a few things about my career and Russ' as well.
Suddenly, Dirk's mother moved in and gave me a huge hug. She was a large overweight lady, and I felt almost smothered in her affection. She said, "I think you are just what this situation needs. I know my son, and if he doesn't have a woman around to keep him in line, he'll get out of line." She looked at Dirk, and tweaked his chin with two fingers, and then back at me; "Thank you."
After that, our conversation got a little more cordial. With a lot of laughs, I helped Dirk pass out frozen Christmas turkeys to the employees for them to cook as their big meal. Apparently, this was a tradition in the company. I got to meet everyone, and seemed to be welcomed just the way Jo would have been.
Margo really warmed up to me too. She didn't want to leave my side, mainly because she was so curious as to how we were making this dual, bicoastal swap of spouses work. I think she also wanted specific details about our sex life, but I managed to not get as sauced as I had the night before, so I kept my mouth shut about the 'good stuff' to her disappointment. I knew we'd see her again, and I even heard some talk with Dirk about getting together with Margo and her husband for dinner sometime. I wondered if that was code for 'I'd like to fuck my secretary while you fuck her husband.'
A week later, Bree captured Dirk for the Gynome Research Christmas Party. I laughed at all the possibilities that this web of new relationships created. Everyone knew she was single and dated, so she didn't have a whole lot of explaining to do about her boyfriend.

* * * * *The Harvard campus had pretty well shut down for the Christmas holidays when I went into my office on Monday. A few grad students and TAs were around, but even most of the faculty had fled for the season. I wandered the halls to say hello to some of my colleagues and friends in other departments I hadn't had time for during the past semester. We were all in a happy holiday mood.
I thought all was going well until after lunch when I was trying to clear up my desk and get my undergraduate grades to the registrar. Steph Tericos, another prof in the psych department, stuck her head in the door with a big smile on her face and an excited tone to her voice. "Will you talk about it?"
Inside, I knew what was coming, but I played dumb. "Talk about what?"
"You and your hunky boyfriend that you're apparently sleeping with while your hubby is off on the west coast; you know, the handsome man you had at the Christmas Party -- oh, I wish I'd come over and met him." She looked so proud that she had the headline on the gossip boiled down to one sentence.
I said in a matter of fact tone, hoping to defuse the rumor mill, "Oh, that. Old news. We've been living together for months. Did you get the whole story or is that it?"
"You mean there'smore?" Stephanie's mind clearly lusted for details. She was a relationship person anyway, and both taught and counseled in the field. She flounced further into my office and dropped into the one open chair in front of my desk that wasn't piled high with periodicals and books.
I said in calm tone, "Well, Russ is living with my boyfriend's wife on the west coast. We arranged to have temporary spouses. Jo, the other woman, and I both wanted a man around the house, particularly at night and on weekends when males are supposed to fix things, shovel sidewalks of snow, and do other manly things. So we found another couple with the mirror problem to what Russ and I have, and agreed to a trade around, sort of like that television show 'Wife Swap.'" The TV show emphasized that sex wasnot part of the TV swap; I hoped for a halo effect.
Steph looked slightly disappointed, as though she were the last one in on all the news. She said, "You mean you're not having wild sex every night?"
I guess the pupils in my eyes must have dilated or shrunk or whatever it is they do when someone hits the nail on the head and you don't want to talk about it. I also hesitated more than a second in answering, torn between telling a blatant lie or admitting our actual activities. Steph is an alert observer. My silence lasted too long.
Steph gawked at me, and before I could speak, she did; "YOU ARE!! You're a swinger. That'sway cool." She whispered, "Joe and I have thought really seriously about doing something like that. If you ever want some company, you know, please consider us. You like Joe; and he likes you. You're both horny all the time, but then so am I, but Joe's off the map." I had confided in Steph about the time Russ first went to the west coast about my need for sex and my perpetual horniness. She informed me that based on her research all psychologists have an obsession with sex and verge on nymphomania, if they aren't over the line already.
I was temporarily speechless, but Steph took my look and silence as an invitation to continue. "I hope you won't think it improper or anything, but Joe and I have brought your name up in our bedroom play ... you know, a little fantasy tease while we're messing around."
I muttered, "I'm flattered." Steph's remark was almost too much information, but then she was in the process of propositioning me in a subtle way. Once I realized that I made a rather mad decision. "Well, let me talk to Dirk and see what he thinks. Do you think it's wise that we do stuff like that together when we work together?"
Steph nodded. She added, "You're the only person -- the only couple -- who I'd consider doing this with. I really like you and Russ ... and Dirk looked dreamy. I think I could get into him too. At this stage, I couldn't just do anyone, but ... well, you know."
I got the drift of her comment. I explained, "We have more than a swinging relationship with Dirk and Jo. They're very good friends, and we all have great affection for each other. You might even say that we love each other -- more so everyday."
As I talked I became aware of the blurring line between my private and secret lives. I thought I wanted itprivate that Russ and I had this relationship with another couple. I wanted itsecret that Bree had joined us and that I'd recently spent a night fucking my brains out at my first swinger party.
Steph said, "I understand, and that'd be fine with Joe and me. We really like you guys too, and we're both very affectionate and loving. Just so you know, we've never done anything like swing, but I think we have some friends that are into the lifestyle. If we ever get used to it, maybe we could do a party or something. Would you come if we did?"
"Oh, Steph. You're loading me up with too much too fast. I guess I have to say 'Maybe.' Things aren't quite as simple as you make out." I added, "I trust you're not about to leave here and continue that gossip or what we just talked about."
"No, but you should know Old Man Morton mentioned you're arrangement to me, only because we got to talking about unique living arrangements as part of my relationships course. I don't think he's told anyone else; there's no one around except the two of us this time of year anyway. Also, he seemed a little vague, as though he wasn't all that sure about what he recalled."
I laughed, "That's because he was shit face loaded on the wine at the college's party when I inadvertently told him. I was too. I'm surprised he could even remember we talked. That's good; it's not that I'm hiding this; it's just that I don't want to wave our arrangement in everyone's face. For a supposedly liberal campus, it's amazing at how traditional and staid some of the faculty can be."
"Yeah, tell me about it. Well, I don't want to advertise that Joe and I want to be swingers or lovers either."
"I'll keep your offer in mind."

* * * * *Christmas week, Russ and Jo flew back to Boston to join Dirk, Bree, and me to celebrate. Russ, Bree, and I also went up to my parent's home in Portland, Maine for Christmas Eve day, while Jo and Dirk went to her sister's home outside Philadelphia for a day after visiting with Dirk's parents.
The visit to my parents turned into more than intended. We introduced Bree as a close friend whose parents were far away (true), but my mom is insightful and read between the lines.
Mom pulled me aside late in the morning. She said bluntly, "You're in love with Bree."
I said, "Yes. She'd become my best friend."
"No, I mean you reallylove her. Romantically. She loves you and Russ too. It shows."
I studied my mother; "Are you upset by that?" Some of my counseling questions came to the fore. If you don't want to directly discuss the subject, you can deflect it back with a deep thoughtful question.
Mom responded, "No. I guess I'm excited for you, and I hope it lasts and makes you all happy. Be careful of each other's feelings." She studied me with squinted eyes. "There's more to this situation than that, isn't there?"
I nodded.
There were no keeping secrets from my mother. She had a magic can opener and could pry every secret in my head from me sooner or later. I must have that transparent look on my face and a flashing arrow over my head that says, 'There's more!'
I said softly, "There's also another couple involved with us."
My Mom's eyebrows rose about as high as I've ever seen them go, even when I came home at age fifteen and told her that I was no longer a virgin. She gestured with her hand that I should say more.
I explained, "They live in California, but the man -- Dirk -- has to be on the east coast for a couple of years. Russ has to be on the west coast for at least that, so we arranged to ... well, trade spouses with them. Dirk has become my temporary husband, and Russ is with Jo, Dirk's wife, as her temporary husband. We have come to care deeply about them too -- mind, body, and spirit, just as you taught me. Dirk and me here, with Bree, and Russ and Jo on the west coast."
Mom rolled her eyes upward and twisted her lips to the side as she contemplated that transcontinental arrangement. Finally, she gave a nod of approval with her head. She said authoritatively, "Be sure everyone is on the same page and going along at the same pace; don't take things for granted. You need to talk between all of you at least once a week. Maybe some day, I'll tell you how I know to say that." With that she turned and walked off to the kitchen.
Mom had piqued my curiosity with her last statement, but I also knew better than to try to pry any information from her that she wasn't willing to share. I'd save that discussion for a time when I could talk to her alone without Russ, Bree, or my Dad wandering around too.
For some reason, I felt relief that my liberal mother knew about our situation, at least in part. I'd felt the same way with Steph too. Private lives are meant to be shared with someone. Maybe secret lives are too, but I wasn't ready to tell my mother everything about my life just yet. I figured she might come unglued if she knew about the swing party Russ and I had gone to, or that I was considering a swing with Steph and her husband.




* * * * *Bree, Russ, Jo, and Dirk liked the idea of swinging with Steph and Joe, the same way we all approved of the party in California a few weeks earlier by unanimous vote. Russ and Jo planned to go to a mid-January party on the west coast, and I could feel their excitement about the prospect of something in the east too. Based on everyone's enthusiasm for the idea, I planned to tell Steph we might try it when we got together again.
Seeing Steph happened a week later, a few days after New Years Day when the faculty went back to work, and shortly before the campus filled with students again for the winter semester. I saw her in the hallway, and gave a high sign to come into my office.
Steph followed me in, "Did you have a good holiday? Can you believe how much snow we got in the one storm?"
I looked at Steph and after a long silence during which I studied her, I said, "Are you sure?" The remark was clearly not related to her two questions, and there was really only one huge question that had been left between the two of us: whether to swing or not.
Steph whispered, "Yes, we're sure. We talked about it every night since I saw you last. It's the stuff our lovemaking fantasies are about -- we tease each other with what it would be like to be in the presence of others, to be making out with others, to be fucking others. I've been the harder one to convince, and I'm more than ready."
I explained, "I talked with Russ, Dirk, Jo, and Bree, and we're in too."
"Wait a minute! Who's Bree?"
Oops, I'd forgotten that Steph had no idea we'd already expanded our group on the east coast. I explained Bree; "She's a beautiful Ph.D. geneticist who we met a couple of months ago, and with whom we have a loving relationship. She stays with us most of the time up in Dillon, although she has a Cambridge apartment -- and if it looks like a winter storm is brewing I'm going to end up living with her near here, and probably Dirk too." As I'd talked, I'd called up a snapshot of Bree I took at Christmas on my iPhone. "Here's her picture."
"Wow. I think I tapped into the mother lode of beauty, love, and sex here. She's very pretty. I can't wait to meet her. You're all so pretty and handsome." Steph paused and asked, "Do you suppose I could meet her before we try anything? I mean, I'm new to this, and I'd feel strange showing up to screw around with someone I never met. I want to meet Dirk too; I've only seen him across the room. Maybe I'll feel different in the future, but right now ..."
"Steph, of course. I'll see if the two of us and Bree can have lunch this week. Her work is down at Kendall Square, only two subway stops away. Dirk's business is up in Woburn, so we might do better to meet him after work. They might also appreciate meeting Joe too. Heck, maybe we should all just meet for dinner up there."
We picked an ideal time for the two of us. While Steph was in my office I texted Dirk and Bree to see if they could do dinner on Wednesday. Both replied almost immediately that they could. As I did that, Steph locked in the day and time with Joe.
Wednesday evening the five of us converged on a popular restaurant north of Boston named Hogan's after the golf legend. We'd done introductions outside the place, so by the time we got a booth everyone had at least met everyone else. I seated the table, putting Steph between Dirk and Bree, and opposite Joe and me.
I started, "Look, without going into details, we know why we're here. I have a little test for later. Let me explain." I pulled six envelopes from my purse. "Five envelopes contains two pieces of paper, one red and one green. They're all identical. At the end of our meal, I'm going to pass around the empty envelope and you put one color or the other in it -- red for 'not ready yet' or green for 'it's a go.' If we get any reds, we'll do some more socializing besides this dinner before getting to what Dirk called the Main Event. Is that OK with everyone?"
Steph nodded, "I like that because we don't have to explain ourselves if we just feel uncomfortable for any reason."
Bree and Dirk agreed for the same reason.
We took a break to order our drinks and dinners.
Joe said, "Let me add something to your slips of paper scheme. I'm glad too that we'll have a go/no go vote, but if I'm uncomfortable for any reason, I won't mind talking about it with you all. I'm pretty vocal and upfront with what's going on inside my head. Steph's been working on me since we got married to talk about my feelings and not hide them."
I said, "Good. To get the ball rolling I have a question to get us talking about what I'll call 'related' subjects. The question is, 'What is it about another person that turns you on?'"
After some laughter, Bree said, "I'll start, and answering is easier for me right now because I just had this discussion with another girl at work. I think of this in terms of mind, body, and spirit, and all components have to be there. A person has to have a keen mind -- value education and critical thinking, and definitely not automatically accept the status quo ... but they have to have a spiritual component in their life and in how they make love. I need to feel that connection with them besides the physical connection."
She looked around the table, and we all encouraged her to continue. Bree said, "My dreamboats have to take care of their body. They're clean, healthy, somewhat athletic, and watch their diets. Last, I prefer that they be spiritual and not religious. That means they're not locked into some creed or book that is presented to them as a 'given.' They see a relationship, even a casual one, as a coupling on multiple levels and in multiple dimensions -- some we know and some we don't. Well, that's the short version." Bree looked around the table expectantly.
Joe thoughtfully said, "I like that. I think guys might be a little more superficial. My dream girl, to use your term, has to be a looker -- and the three of you fit the bill. You're all pretty. You care about how you look all the time. I would add 'smart' to Bree's list; I might like to look at a dumb blond, but if she's really dumb she flunks my standards. Lastly, I guess instead of spiritual, I use the word chemistry. I need to feel chemistry with the other person, and that's multidimensional."
Dirk said, "You guys are stealing all my criteria. I like everything you've each said. I think of relationships in three phases: meeting, building, and mature. Cross that with your body, mind, and spirit criteria, and you have nine things to work on or examine as you go along in a relationship. We're in the meeting stage with you Steph and Joe, and Bree, Julie, and I are in the building phase. One of the things that happens in the meeting and building phases isNew Relationship Energy, those elated feelings of excitement, sexual receptivity, and connection on many levels. What's unique among most of us, and I include Russ and my wife Jo, is we're experiencing NRE along side our established mature relationships that we want to preserve and grow -- Russ with Julie, Jo with me, and no doubt you two -- Joe and Steph."
I stepped in, "I like that model, probably because it's partly analytical -- the three-by-three matrix. I'm going to play with that later. Now, I have another question for us to consider, particularly for Steph and Joe, what do you think it will feel like to watch your spouse making love with someone else? Have you visualized this?"
Joe and Steph looked at each other, and Joe motioned for Steph to answer first. She said, "Well, we've talked about it, in bed making love, teasing and taunting each other."
I said to Steph, "Get explicit about it. Think of looking across the room as Bree mounts Joe's cock. They're both naked. She hangs her breasts into his face so he can suck on them. He's already been feeling them and sucking on them. You're positioned so you can see his cock slide back and forth into her pussy."
Steph said, "Your making me wet with arousal. I want a cock inside me too."
Joe rolled his eyes at the ceiling; "You've given me a lump in my jeans." Bree blushed, but laughed.
I said, "Joe, how will you feel watching Dirk plow his cock into Steph when she's panting and asking for 'More and harder'?"
He thought for a moment. "Pretty excited and glad for her actually. We each dated other people quite a bit before we started dating and finally got married. We've each shared those experiences -- the sexy ones -- with each other, often as a spur to our own lovemaking. I can imagine what I'd be seeing very clearly."
I asked, "What if she was in another room or house so you could only imagine what she might be doing or experiencing?" I turned to Steph and added, "Or Joe?"
Both agreed that it wouldn't make much difference, and that they'd be hoping the other would be having a fabulous blissful experience. We talked about jealousy a little, and what emotions to substitute for it, including compersion. We each thought we would be all right in this area if we talked about what we were feeling with our partners. We all started talking about sexually related practices that would turn usoff: water sports, most of the BDSM stuff -- although we left the door open on a few things in that realm. We put some limits on exhibitionism and bukkake -- but a pearl necklace was OK. We acknowledged that ATM or rimming, bisexual play for the men, enema play, and dogging were out. We also agreed that all of us should get tested and show the results to each other as a move of trust; this will also let us feel comfortable going bareback with each other. Thus, we'd effectively put some boundaries on any playtime activities we pursued.
I also put forward the question, "What do you hope to get out of swinging or extending your relationships with the three of us?" I'd addressed the question to Joe and Steph, but I really meant it for all of us.
After discussion, we agreed that we were all looking for something other than getting our rocks off with another partner. We were looking to jar ourselves out of our complacency in our relationships, new insights about others and ourselves, new experiences, certainly fun and risqué excitement, and to extend the circle of people we wanted to feel emotionally close to and spiritually close to. We all wanted to test our limits in this area, and even entertain some polyamorous relationships. While all that was acknowledged, we agreed we would move at the pace of the slowest paced partner.
By the time we reached this point in our discussion, we'd finished our dinners, settled the bill, and were just sitting at the table in a nearly empty restaurant.
I passed out the envelopes to each person. Each person rummaged in their envelope and picked out the square of their choice. I circulated the initially empty envelope, and we each slid our 'vote' into the envelope under the table. When it came around the table back to me and was full, I said, "OK, are we ready?"
The other four heads around the table nodded.
I poured out the pieces of paper onto the table: five green votes. We were a 'go' for swinging and wherever it might lead us.

* * * * *I had to stop eating Steph's pussy as the orgasm from Joe's fat cock ripped through my body. I lay on my back on the edge of my bed as he stood in front of me fucking my hot pussy. Steph sat on my face so I could lap and lick her pussy, taking her from orgasm to orgasm as Joe worked his magic on me.
A few feet away, Dirk knelt behind a kneeling Bree and pumped his cock into her quim doggie style. Bree was vocal, announcing each jolt of energy and orgasm to the room as one ripped through her body. The whole scene was highly erotic. We'd been fucking in various combinations for almost three hours. Outside, New England was in the process of getting buried by a blizzard. We didn't care. We were warm, rapidly getting fucked out, and the house had a generator in case we lost electricity.
Joe sped up his thrusts into my pussy until his body was a blur. His toned pelvis slapped against the back of my legs two or three times a second at his fastest speed, and then he came in a torrent of warm and viscous cum that I could feel blasting deep inside me. Joe bellowed out his orgasm, and that had driven me to one too, right along with his wife. They kissed over the top of my spasming body.
As we pulled apart, Joe came and kissed me. "Julie, you are spectacular. I'm so glad you and Steph are the kind of close friends that allow this to happen. I savor the times tonight that we've fucked -- with Bree too."
Steph came and hugged me, "Me too. You can eat pussy like a champ. Maybe we'll have to rethink our lunches in the faculty cafeteria." The two of us laughed.
Bree moaned loudly, and obviously came again, right after Dirk announced his imminent orgasm inside the pretty blonde's body. Seconds later, the pair collapsed next to us.
Steph asked, "Are we all going to sleep in the same bed? I sense that we're sort of done for the night -- at least for a few hours anyway."
Dirk said, "I was hoping to cuddle up with you Steph. Maybe we could go into the guest room if no one minds. I'm done for a while anyway."
Joe said, "Oh, goody. I get to sleep with Julie and Bree."
I said, "Shower anyone?"
Bree said, "Heck, no. We'll wash off all this cum, girl juice, and sweat we've worked so hard to make all night long, plus I love the smell of good sex. Let's wait until morning. Maybe we can add to it later in the night." She looked at Joe and smiled in invitation.
Joe said, "I like the way you think."
As Steph's svelte form sashayed out of the master bedroom, with Dirk's hunky form close behind, I leaned over and switched off one of the bedside lights. The only light in the room now came from a hall light. Joe lay back, and Bree and I cuddled our naked bodies on either side of him. We were all asleep within a couple of minutes. Sex was hard work.
The next day, Sunday, Russ called me on Skype and gave me a stroke-by-stroke account of the Mid-January Swing Party, this time at Nancy and Phil's home in Los Altos, California. Russ also wanted to hear about the five-some that we'd had at our house.
Russ said, "It just wasn't the same without you there, Babe. Jo got into it and had a good time, and I did too, but I really wished I could have watched you playing around like at the last party out here."
"How many women did you fuck? What was it like?"
"Five. It was similar to the party at Gordon and Marie's house. They'd put cushioned mats all over the floor of their large master bedroom, and an equally large guest room floor, plus there were the beds. More people were there too, about thirty. Some of the women were really good looking, girls that hadn't been at the last party. I did a couple of them using the Tantric sex techniques Jo and Dirk have been teaching me. They loved it, and we felt really close to each other each time. We really got spiritual too, talking about love in the universe, chakras, multiverses, and the healing power of sex. We were unusually tranquil and serene. By 'we,' I mean both of those new women, one at a time -- Olga and Briana -- both blondes. People on the east coast don't talk about this stuff."
"Keep going, I'm jilling off here just thinking about it."
Russ chortled, "Well, I did our hostess -- that'd be Nancy, and you met her. She's a hot little number that wanted a double penetration. After we'd fucked for a while, her husband joined us and took her ass. She must have cum a dozen times before he finished off in her tail, and then another guy came and worked on her after we flipped her over. We put on a bit of a sex show because she was so vocal. Finally, he came and that triggered Nancy again, and when she started squeezing I allowed myself to jet my cream into her. She loved it. I did a few other women too, but pretty routine and pleasurable fucks."
Russ paused, "Hey, I want to hear about the five-some that you, Dirk, Bree, Steph, and Joe had. I'll tell you more about my party in a minute."
I started, "Well, I wished you'd been there too. It turns out that Steph has had the hots for you since she met you years ago at some college function we were at. She made me promise to have her over when you were home, and she was so insistent, I'm looking forward to it too -- just watching the two of you."
"Well, I think Steph is a hot little fox. I wish we'd been more adventuresome back when we met them. Maybe we could have started messing around with them back then."
I told Russ, "After Dirk and Joe were tired out, Bree and I went down on Steph. Her pussy tastes like fine wine, plus she's unbelievably orgasmic. We were barely touching her with our tongues, and she was popping off climaxes one right after the other. She had to beg us to stop at one point because we'd exhausted her. She's really creamy too, and I know you like that."
"What about Joe," Russ asked.
"He's a stud, and I think he's still learning how to please a woman. He was attentive, but usually didn't last long. He had good recovery time, but after three rounds was done for a few hours."
Russ said, "I used to be that way until the spiritual and Tantric approaches to sex and loving someone. I'm still practicing and having to think consciously about using them."
I commented, "I'm sort of used to Dirk. He can go as many rounds as I'm up for using Tantric sex. He started to tutor Joe about some of the techniques and the philosophy about spiritual love and mind, body, and spirit thinking with your partner." I laughed, "Joe couldn't believe it when Dirk went a sixth round with Steph. She was in seventh heaven all night long, and that really peaked her."
Russ asked, "What do you have planned for the coming week?"
I ventured, "Well, nothing too sexy. All my classes, of course. Tuesday in my General Psych class I think I'll turn on all the students by talking about the psychology of sex. I'm horny anyway. Who knows, maybe some assertive student will proposition me."
Russ laughed. "No fucking on campus if you want to keep your appointment."
"Oh, I know. I think a third of the faculty fuck some of their students, and you're right, it's usually off campus. I'm going to have to watch myself around Steph more than the students; she is one horny lady. I'm glad they live relatively close to us. We've decided to carpool on days when we can get our schedules aligned. We'll talk about sex the whole ride."
"Sweet."
Russ and I talked more about our two get togethers and about our jobs, and then we ended the call. I finished myself off with my magic vibrator and rabbit, redressed, and went to find Dirk and Bree downstairs. I was still horny.

* * * * *"Professor, your lecture really ... turned me on, and gave me a lot to think about. Do you give individual counseling sessions on any of the things you talked about? I'm Frank Gates, by the way."
I thought, 'Now, that's as close to a blatant offer from a student to have sex as I've had in years.' I responded, "Why, yes. I could arrange something, but usually in these topic areas I prefer to work off campus. Tell me about yourself."
The handsome undergrad looked down on me and smiled. He must be about six foot four, and was certainly no freshman or sophomore, and looked older than any undergrad as I studied him. He said, "I'm a junior, but I started late here because I did a tour of duty in the Army, consequently, I'm four years older than most of the others. I'm from Syracuse, aiming to start my own company in computer graphics after graduation. I'm twenty-four, but I know I look younger. I'm athletic, mostly scramble basketball. My GPA is 3.8. I don't gossip and am not the kind to kiss and tell ... or the kind to kiss and run. I've had some serious relationships, but right now I am unattached." He shrugged, inviting further questions.



Besides being tall, he obviously was self-assured and in shape. I had the feeling I'd find six pack abs under the crew neck sweater he wore.
I asked, "Do you have a comfortable place where we could talk about the course material?"
He smiled knowingly, "Well, I have an apartment off Church Street about a ten minute walk that way." He gestured towards the northwest.
I checked my watch, "Well, I have a couple of hours before I have to catch my ride, is this a good time for you?"
Fifteen minutes later, Frank kissed me as he undid the top button on my blouse, and then the next, and the next. Twenty minutes later, he had his face plastered against my pussy demonstrating that he knew exactly how to please a woman with fingers, lips, and tongue. Thirty minutes later, he had his cock buried to the hilt inside my gushing cunt. He also knew how to please a woman while fucking. Forty-five minutes later, he blasted a gallon of cum into my cunt as I groaned loudly announcing my own climax. He collapsed a top me, showering me with kisses, and then rolled us to our sides so we could remain coupled.
Frank said, "You are fabulous."
I stroked his cheek and gave him butterfly kisses around his face; "You're not too bad yourself. I'm really glad you thought to request this personal 'counseling' session." We both laughed, an act that made his cock start to slide out of my pussy. "Ooops, maybe we shouldn't laugh."
Frank leaned in and kissed me, "Is this a one off or will you be willing to get together again -- frequently, I hope?"
I teased, "Oh, I can see we barely scratched the surface on your personal problems. You're going to need lots of counseling. I think we should set up a steady schedule."
Frank smiled. Suddenly, he frowned, "You're not married are you?"
"I am, and we have an open relationship. Is that OK?"
He said, "It is, just so long as I don't upset any apple carts in your life, or in some body else's life."
I responded, "I'll tell him about it tonight to be sure he's OK, but I'm certain he won't mind."
To be continued
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Transcontinental Swap -- Ch. 05A convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
Synopsis of Past Chapters: Julie and Russ have superb jobs that have pulled them to opposite coasts. Being oversexed, they sought another couple with the 'reverse' problem where the woman was on the west coast where Russ' job took him, and the man in the Cambridge area where Julie had just gotten tenure at a prestigious college. Through an ad they meet and subsequently deeply connected on many levels with Jo and Dirk. While they find the sex satisfying with their new partners, Russ, Julie, and Jo go to a swing party while Julie is in California for a weekend visit with her husband. Over the Christmas holidays, Julie's colleague Steph expresses a desire to swing with Julie and Dirk, and they soon start to get together. One of Julie's older students comes on to her, and soon she had midday sex with Frank. Frank urged her to be sure their noontime trysts were all right with her other lovers.
Russ not only didn't mind that I had fucked Frank, he suggested getting Steph and Bree involved with the handsome young man. "At twenty four, he'll be able to go all day without coming up for air. Do check with Dirk, and be sure he's OK about Frank."
Dirk had a similar response to Russ. "Go for it, but save some pussy for me to enjoy in the evening." I explained that being a horny woman, I was ready to have sex anytime, all the time.
Russ and I had libidos that wouldn't quit. When we could, we'd always had sex mid-day, and even mid-morning and mid-afternoon. Frank and I both had two hours free around lunch, so we started to meet five days a week at his apartment for a nooner. The only days we missed were when the weather was miserable and neither of us wanted to walk through the slush or driving rain to get to his place. On those days, we sat in my office and told each other sexy stories; he'd go to the men's room and jerk off, and I'd jill off in the ladies room. I continued to insist that no hanky-panky between us would happen on campus.
I told Steph about Frank about two weeks after we started to have steady sex, and the steady sex started immediately after the first time we had sex. Steph just grinned at me, "You slut. Can I join you guys? Maybe he could muster up a few orgasms for little old me."
The next day, I brought Steph with me to Frank's apartment at our agreed time. When he opened the door the two of us stood there with big smiles. He guessed immediately what we wanted, and after introductions, the three of us stripped and made good use of his bed. Frank rose to the occasion of our FFM, satisfying both of us for the afternoon. After that, Steph came with me once or twice a week to our noontime sessions.
Bree found a timeslot in one of her busy days and took the MBTA to Harvard Square and joined us about a week after that on a day when Steph had to teach. Frank was in Pussy Heaven, and readily admitted we were keeping him exceptionally satisfied. Bree liked Frank, and for that matter so did Steph and me. Bree suggested that we invite Frank to our next weekend swing party. I asked Dirk, and Steph floated the idea past Joe, and everyone approved.
The next day, Friday, I was lying naked in Frank's bed with his second load of cum leaking out of my cunt. Frank was in heaven again having enjoyed the spiritual experience of our lovemaking. I asked, "Have you ever been a swinger?"
Frank looked at me, "A couple of times, but not recently except with you, Steph, and Bree. I prefer making love to swinging, but I understand what you mean."
"We're getting together tomorrow evening with Steph's husband Joe, and my temporary husband Dirk. We'd like you to join us. It'll be a fun fuck fest. There's a lot of strong and friendly emotions expressed." As an after thought I said, "You could even bring a date."
I couldn't fathom why I threw in that last comment, but it proved to be a wonderful statement that livened up our weekend.
Frank said, "A date? Are you serious?"
I rolled over to look at him, "Why? Do you have someone in mind?"
"Yes, but you don't know her. She's ... a close friend ... an intimate friend."
"Will she mind some sapphic interplay? I mean after Steph, Bree, and I wear you guys out we sometimes put on a show for Dirk and Joe or just please each other. Sometimes, it's hard to tell which. I guess we're bisexual, at least with each other."
"She'll fit in well, I'm sure. She's a grad student at MIT. Smart. Pretty. And I can attest that she was born horny."
I missed the allusion to a long-term relationship.
The snow started on Saturday afternoon. I texted Steph and Frank to come up to our home as soon as they could so they'd avoid the worst of the storm that evening. I told them to plan on staying overnight. Bree was already at the house as she was most weekends.
Frank and Rene arrived about three-thirty after a ninety-minute drive from Cambridge. The drive should have taken about twenty or thirty minutes. Steph and Joe arrived shortly after.
Dirk and I had marinated steaks and despite the raging snowstorm outside, Dirk barbecued steaks and did baked potatoes on the grill. Bree and Steph did a salad, and I prepared some asparagus with hollandaise sauce. Dinner was an animated and fun time, particularly as we learned a bit about Rene and her research in the management sciences as an MBA candidate at the Sloan School of Management. By the time we finished dinner we had six inches of new snow atop the fifteen inches already in the yard.
Dirk said, "I fired up the hot tub before dinner. It should be ready if anyone is up for sitting outside."
Rene jumped around in her seat, "Oh, that'd be so cool. I'd love to try that."
She set the tone for the next hour, as we cleared the table and cleaned the kitchen. Proving that he had not a shy bone in his body, Dirk stood by the back door and stripped down to his birthday suit. Joe was hot on his tail. I followed close behind, along with Steph and Bree. Rene and Frank both quickly got the idea that we were all going in nude, and soon their buff bodies came on display.
Rene's body made my tongue water. I wanted to dive into her neatly trimmed pussy, but resisted lest I scare off the pretty young woman. She was a year older than Frank she'd said, and I wondered if she'd had any sapphic experiences.
Dirk led us outside into the freezing air and the chilly temperatures. We were all barefoot. He threw back the cover on the hot tub, and we all plunged into the warm water right up to our necks. I couldn't believe how cold I'd gotten in the thirty feet between door and spa. We all had snowflakes in our hair until the steam from the hot tub melted them.
We were laughing and screaming as the snow cascaded down around our heads, but we were nice and warm. Dirk challenged us to get out of the tub, fall backwards into the snow, make a snow angel, and then race back to the tub. To prove his mettle, he hopped out, went to the edge of the deck and fell backwards into the deep snow. As he did, a puff of the powdery snow swirled up and around his body. He waggled his arms and legs to make the angel, and then leapt up and bounded back onto the deck and into the tub.
Dirk yelled with glee, "Next!"
Much to our surprise, Rene jumped up, fell backwards right next to where Dirk had gone. With a scream, she made her snow angel and in milliseconds was back in the heat of the water laughing her head off. Not to be shown up, Frank went next, then Joe, Bree, and Steph. That left me sitting there in warm cozy comfort wondering what crazy people I'd suddenly become associated with. I made no move to exit the tub to be last.
Dirk, Joe, Frank, and Steph all looked at each other. I sensed their malevolent plans only seconds before they went into action. The four of them lifted me from the hot tub and heaved me out of the tub into a large snow bank made from when Dirk had shoveled the snow from the deck.
My screams could be heard on campus twenty-five miles away. Later, I'd swear I levitated above the snow due to the shock of the sub-freezing temperatures of the ice and snow. I threw snowballs at everyone -- a mistake, because that started a naked snowball fight. Soon, we were all out of the tub racing around the backyard, throwing snowballs at each other, or trying to push one another so we fell into the deepening snow. We were laughing so hard I thought my sides would split. I'd never imagined that seven of us would make so much noise or have so much fun while being so cold.
We eventually called a truce in our naked winter play, warmed up back in the hot tub, and then bolted for the house and interior warmth. I wondered if either of my next-door neighbors had seen any of our frolicking through the snowfall.
Our snow play had also been foreplay. Dirk captured Rene and led her off to one of the bedrooms. She looked excited at the prospect. I coupled up with Joe and Bree, and Steph with Frank. The five of us went to the living room where we could have a fivesome enjoying some exhibitionism and voyeurism.
Frank was quickly in the spirit of things, alternately porking me, Bree, and Steph, as the others watched. Joe followed suit. We worked up to Steph and I taking turns being DP'd, and then we just got into some hot fucking and some frantic making out. I liked all the kissing and oral tongue exercises; they made our swing more romantic and erotic for me. I really liked Joe and Frank, more so every day, and Steph had become my best friend and lover. Bree was already my lover. I felt deep connections to each of them, and I knew they felt them too.
As we all relaxed in our after glows, Rene came out for a switch; she and Joe locked eyes, and the two of them moved into an embrace and some whispering to each other that guaranteed the next pairing. Bree coupled with Dirk, and that left Frank, Steph, and me.
I wanted to be with Steph, and this gave me more of an opportunity. She sat on my face and allowed me to eat her to a couple of orgasms. She tasted divine. While I ate her, Frank started to fuck my pussy again, adapting to the sloppy seconds left behind by our earlier fivesome when Joe left his calling card in my pussy.
Eventually, Frank came across Steph's large boobs, and then I licked his sweetness from her, and Steph and I snowballed his cum for a long time as we made out.

* * * * *When I woke up in the morning, Dirk was absent, but Frank was in bed with me, and he was having a very loving slow fuck next to me with Rene. They were whispering words of love to each other. I lay there watching the beauty of the scene, even feeling a deep and magical connection with the two of them.
Frank and Rene crested together, and I immediately knew he had jettisoned a large load of cum into Rene's pussy. After their after glows, I pulled Frank's cock from Rene and cleaned him with my mouth. Next, I glanced from Frank's eyes to Rene's pussy, non-verbally asking Frank about my eating his cum from her cunt. Frank gave a little frown and shook his head in the negative. I figured that Rene probably didn't do women at all; some people were like that.
Rene dropped the bomb on me that I should have figured out earlier from a few odd remarks here and there. She leaned in and kissed Frank. She said to him, "Brother, I never get tired of making love with you."
I think my eyebrows waggled at the hint of incest. I said, "Brother?" I pointed at Frank, and said, "As in sister?" I pointed at Rene.
Frank nodded.
Rene said, "We've been doing this since our early teens. We fell in love, and had to be satisfied with this and nothing more -- no marriage or kids. We decided to open our relationship and date others, but we have only a few special others that know about our special relationship. Julie, you're now one of them. It just feels right that you know."
I said softly, "I will always treat it discretely. Thank you for sharing with me." I gestured over my shoulder to the other rooms in the house, "What about the others?"
Rene said, "I feel very loved here. This is more than a group out for raw sex. When Frank asked me, I had hoped for this and not just a fuck fest, although I do love sex and wouldn't have minded a desultory evening that way. Frank led me to believe it'd be pure swing, but I'm happy it's turning out otherwise. He won't tell you, but he has developed some deep feelings for you, Steph, and Bree. Meeting Dirk and Joe, and seeing how caring and empathetic they are, I don't mind if any of them know either. Over breakfast, I'll tell them if you wish."
I looked at Frank, "Do you really have romantic feelings about me -- about us?"
He nodded. "Yeah. You had me at hello -- and I mean when you walked into the classroom that first day and greeted the class. I about leapt out of my seat I felt so strange ... in a nice way, I mean. I felt a resonance with you instantly; so much so that I figure I was led to sign up for freshmen psych even though I don't need it to graduate -- synchronicity, I guess. I've rarely felt this way about anybody else: Rene, the three of you, and a couple of others I dated. You give off some kind of special vibe. It's not just sex with you. We make love, and that's what I feel from you, and have from the start. It's spiritual as well as physical. You said it a few times in class: mind, body, and spirit come together to make the perfect relationship."
I smiled, "It's nice to know someone was paying attention in class. I'll have to put that on the final exam." Frank laughed.
Rene asked, "What would happen on campus if someone found out about you and Frank?"
I speculated, "Some raised eyebrows and perhaps an admonition from my department head. I have another professor grading his exams to remove that bias. He asked why, and I just said there was a family connection, and I needed an unbiased grader. We do this for each other all the time." I looked at Frank, "On the other hand, if we were caught in my officein flagrante delicto, I'd probably be out on my ear, so nothing more than a quick kiss behind a closed door is all you'll ever get -- if that." I poked my lover in his tummy.
Frank said, "I shall always honor that line. I respect you and wouldn't want anything to harm your career."
I said, "My department head figured out from a comment or two I should have never made that I have a temporary husband in Dirk. He's told a few people I'm sure, but no one has said anything other than Steph. There are enough other crazy relationships among the faculty that I'm just one more. Hopefully, it'll remain what Russ calls a 'public secret'."

* * * * *I was feeling well loved. Dirk and Bree took care of my nights. Frank had my noontimes, and on the weekends Steph, Joe, Frank, and maybe Rene came by our house to hangout and fuck. Maybe I should say 'make love' because we were all developing warm and fuzzy feelings for each other.
Russ and Jo flew back for a long weekend at the start of February. Now, that really created a fun weekend. I'd stocked up on food and drink, and we never left the house or our state of undress. We also made more nude snow angels, a new experience for Jo who had rarely seen snow in her lifetime.
By early March, the weather had moderated and most of the snow had melted. I'd made a trip to the west coast and had joined Russ and Jo at another swinger's party where I added seven new notches on my bedpost.
The following week my Mom called as usual. She wanted to come down to Boston for a couple of days to shop and visit a couple of museums. We arranged for her to come on Thursday afternoon and stay through for a few days. I had one class on Friday to teach, but that might workout since I drive us into the city without my mother worrying about parking.
In setting up the arrangements with Mom, I forgot a few things. She knew about Dirk and Bree from my visit to my parent's home a couple of months earlier with Russ and Bree.
What I forgot about was Frank and our now routine lunchtime fuck. A confluence of universal forces resulted in my mother stopping by for lunch with me, and Frank arriving at my office at the same time. Frank looked eager, as he always did, for our tryst. My mother read the situation all too clearly. She spoke, "Errr, if the two of you have something you have to do, please go ahead. I was between museums and just thought I'd come by to see if my daughter was free for lunch."
Frank about dropped his eyeteeth upon learning that Angie was my mother. My mother is a knockout, a harbinger of what I hope to look like at her age. I had done introductions, but neglected to mention the relationship I had gotten so flustered at forgetting things and the potential embarrassment. After changing colors in an obvious blush that no doubt gave the game away, he bowed to my mother. He looked to me for guidance, and my brain had turned to mush.
My mother looked between the two of us. She grinned, "Were you two about to ... errr, have lunch together?"
I leapt at the lifeline Mom had thrown me, "Errr, yes, but Frank if you don't mind can we postpone until next week. Are you free Monday?"
Frank recovered nicely, "Yes, I can do Monday. OK."
My mother said, "Nonsense. I'm unscheduled here, and you two had a date. Let me get along. I'll catch a taxi down the street to the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum." With that, she picked up her purse, turned, and was out the door before either of us could do anything more than protest with a couple of words.
Frank looked at me. "Sorry. I didn't know what to do ... or say."
I explained, "My fault entirely. I compartmentalized things, plus I didn't think she'd stop in for lunch. I expected her to show up around four o'clock after she shopped on Boylston Street and hit the Museum of Fine Arts and maybe one or two others. Oh, well. I may have some more explaining to do later."
"More?"
"Well, she knows about Dirk and Bree, or she did before she arrived yesterday afternoon. The three of us took her to dinner at the Andover Inn -- her favorite. Now, she'll guess that you and I have something going on too. She can read my mind, I swear. She probably already has after that little interchange."
Frank said with true curiosity, "What now?"
I thought for a moment and said, "Let's go fuck."
We took our usual separate routes to Frank's apartment and enjoyed a one-hour fuck that took the edge off the day and left me really mellow and ready for the weekend, as well as any possible confrontation with my mother. Frank was learning my body and how to make it sing with orgasms. I think he took malevolent joy in watching me cum over and over again to the point of total distraction.
Just before we left to return to campus, Frank said, "I presume our weekend plans are off too?"
I nodded, "Yeah. Maybe. I forgot all about her visit. I think she'll go home on Sunday afternoon, but it might be tomorrow, particularly if she's pissed off at me. We could get together in the afternoon and evening. I'll call or text when it looks like it'll work. I know Bree is looking forward to seeing you too."
Mom arrived back at my office at three forty-five. I was ready to leave by then, still coasting in the after glow of my one-hour sexual interlude with Frank. We got in the car, and headed for the interstate north.
After we got on the highway, I looked over and checked out my mother. She caught my glance and started to laugh.
"What?" I asked.
"I messed up your noontime fuck with that nice young man. I hope you eventually went off together. He looked like a gem. Do Dirk and Bree know about him?" Before I could form a sentence, she nodded, "Oh, of course they do. You can't keep that stuff from them; that's not your nature."



I think I'd heard my mother use the 'F' word three other times in my life. My mouth had dropped open. It dropped further that she had read the noontime situation so accurately.
I stammered out, "Yes, we did. He made me feel really good. He usually does."
Mom asked, "Everyday?"
"Except Wednesdays until the end of the semester. He has a noontime seminar that just started with outsider guests talking about computer graphics. That's the field that Frank specializes in."
"You and Frank been doing long lunches for a while."
"Started at the beginning of the semester. He's a techy but is taking my basic psych class."
"Nice."
We rode along in silence for a long time, each of us mulling over the various parts of our conversations.
I finally asked my mother, "When I was in Portland with Russ and Bree in November, you said that someday you'd tell me how you knew to give me advice about a multi-partner relationship -- remember, about being sure that everyone was on the same page all the time?"
Mom glanced at me and I sensed some defensiveness and a barrier going up. She said, "I remember."
I said, "And?"
Later, I understood the long silence that took place; my mother was debating how and how much to tell me about what she did. Finally, she spoke, "Well, your father and I were in a long-term relationship with three other couples."
I said softly, "So, you're swingers?"
Mom said, "In a way, but we're in love. It's polyamory but we don't live together."
"How long or is it over?"
Mom chortled, "A little over thirty years."
"YEARS?" My voice even cracked.
Mom blushed as I looked at her. "Yes, years. Some of us were neighbors, and then a few others joined us. We even had a larger 'family' for a while. When a couple of us got pregnant we wanted to move in together and make a commune, but we took a vote and the idea got voted down. Basically, more of us wanted to raise kids in a traditional home than spend years trying to explain ourselves to outsiders."
"So, it broke apart?"
"A few of the group went off to live a traditional life style, but a dozen of us stayed together when we could. We didn't live together, but we visited back and forth and made time for each other. As you and your brother got older we curtailed things even more, but never completely. After you left home we rekindled things back to the old level. That's why we live near our friends up in Maine. We reestablished our life style."
"WAIT," I practically shouted in the enclosed vehicle. "Is this with the Wilkinsons, the Parkers, and the Todds? Oh, and I can't remember the names of the others right now. And, holy cow, you all live in the same neighborhood now."
My mother nodded. "We made the Parkers your god parents, but really all of them were." After another long silence, she added in a near whisper, "Besides, one of the men might be your father."
"WHAT?"
"Well, when we decided to have kids across the group, the women that wanted children -- me included -- stopped taking birth control precautions. Mostly, I was with your father, but I did make love with the other men ... and women too. We agreed to not say anything until the time was right. I think now is that time."
"Whoa! You mean Jim Parker, George Wilkinson, or John Todd could be my father and not Daddy?"
"Exactly. I'd prefer to say your biological father. Your Daddy is always your Daddy, at least I hope you'll continue to think of him that way. He has always loved you dearly, and you have never lacked for anything because of the other possibilities. If anything, we all overcompensated in paying attention to each other's children because of the possibility. You had a superb upbringing by him, more so than any other kid we knew about."
Mom was right. Daddy had been exceptionally attentive and loving to me my entire life. He doted on me, and I felt more loved by him than any other kid felt loved by their father.
Another thought struck me, "Holy Cow! You mean, I might have some half sisters or brothers -- the children of those three families -- that Dad might have sired?"
"True, but we don't know, and actually it might be five other families given the time when I got pregnant and some of the other women got pregnant. We agreed that unless there was some major reason for it, we would never do paternity or DNA tests."
"Hooooooly shhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiittttt." I said. My head had just been mind-fucked. I wanted to be angry, intrigued, surprised, amazed, awed, happy, and lots of other emotions all at the same time. I think my head just turned off for a bit.
A long silence transpired in the car.
As I got off the Interstate and started on secondary roads to the house, I decided to reveal the rest ofmy secret life instead of dealing with more of my parents -- or Mom and some mystery dad I barely knew.
"Mom, I have a few things to share too." She nodded for me to continue. "Dirk, Bree, and I involve some other people in our relationship. There's Frank, who you met at lunch, his sister Rene, and another couple -- Joe and Steph; she works with me at the college. And another thing, we all get together as a group on weekends. Oh, and when I was out on the west coast, I went to swinger's party with Russ and Jo." I paused and added, "There, now we're even."
My mother laughed and said, "I'll say!"

* * * * *Mom and I sat knocking down glasses of wine and getting into the details of each other's sex life. I never expected to be having a discussion like this about my secrets, and certainly not hers. I remained blown away.
After our inhibitions were a lower, Mom asked out of the clear blue, "So, would you share me with Dirk? He looks like a great lover."
I lost count of how many jaw-dropping statements my mother had laid on me. I stuttered out, "You mean ... you want to ... sleep with him?" I couldn't bring myself to use the 'F' word. I'd never thought of my mother as fucking anybody -- even my father, let alone my temporary husband.
She nodded and I blurted out, "That'd be up to Dirk, and I sure hope we wouldn't be sleeping when we were together."
I knew how Dirk would react to that offer. My mother -- Angie -- was no slouch in the looks department. She might be a little north of fifty years old, but she had remained trim, busty, and a good-looking woman. I'd seen her flirt before, and she had a natural way to twist a man around her little finger to get what she wanted, particularly my father ... although I thought I might want to reserve the 'father' word for whomever my biological father was. I realized that would be hard to do, so I decided the biological father would be called 'sperm donor' and my Dad would remain 'Dad' or 'father.'
I briefly shut my eyes, realized I had a wine buzz, but I still envisioned Dirk and my mother in our bed making love. She'd be lying back as he went in and out of her pussy, and moaned loudly. Dirk would look very happy. I opened my eyes.
"Would I be out of place if I wanted to be with you and Dirk?"
My mother grinned, "Not in my book. We usually play together in the same room ... in the same bed. It's very erotic. Bring Bree and the others too. Call up Frank; if he comes I'd like to try him too ... and your Joe friend."
"MOTHER!"

* * * * *Bree arrived home a few minutes later, just as I got a text from Dirk saying he'd be another half hour but to keep a warm plate for him if we were eating at home. He was nice like that, keeping me up to date on his schedule and plans so I didn't worry about him being late. Russ, my missing husband, just showed up when he was ready; the only concession he made was to put theFind Friends app on his iPhone so I could track his whereabouts.
I didn't let Bree in on anything Mom and I had talked about. I'd started to think of options for how to break this news, particularly how to do it in a fun and arousing way. Mom liked that idea too.
We called the local Chinese restaurant and made an order. I texted Dirk to stop and pick up the order on his way home. We'd did this about once a week, so all would seem normal at this stage. Forty minutes later we sat around the dining room table passing the little white boxes of food around the table so we could each sample some of the Oriental take-out delicacies.
After we'd cleaned up dinner, I made definite flirting motions with Dirk and Bree. My mother intentionally ignored my flirting per our agreement. I whispered to Dirk that I wanted to make lovenow! He shot a glance at my Mom, but she was reading a magazine and didn't glance up. He shrugged, got out of his chair, and we started to sneak away upstairs. As we passed by Bree, I grabbed her hand and pulled her along with us. She too glanced at my mother, but shrugged and came along with us.
Seconds later I stripped the clothes from my two lovers, plus added my own to the growing pile in the bedroom chair. When either of them started to say anything about the rush or my mother, I'd madly kiss them. They finally got the idea that I was needy and didn't care what my mother thought.
I captured Dirk's rod in my mouth and after bringing it to sufficient hardness, an easy task in his case, I maneuvered him onto his back and mounted him cowgirl style. His feet were near the door. At my suggestion, Bree mounted Dirk's face, leaning against the headboard also facing away from the door.
Within thirty second we were each moaning in pleasure: Bree from Dirk's tongue work, Dirk from the pleasure of two women on his mouth and cock, and me from his generous cock worming around in my pussy.
We moved slowly, savoring the experience. After about two or three minutes I felt a light touch on my shoulder. I turned slightly and there was my sexy mother, naked, and obviously lusting to join us. I reacted to her nudity with curiosity, and actually felt a little turned on at seeing a new female body.
I pointed to her mouth and then to Dirk's cock, where it pistoned in and out of my pussy. Mom nodded and grinned at me. My God, I was facilitating my mother giving my temporary husband a blowjob. It occurred to me, I'd never asked her about what Daddy would think about her obvious infidelity. I still had some residual shock about what she'd told me during the afternoon.
I leaned down to add some kisses to Bree's ass, and to drag my breasts across Dirk's chest. As I did, I raised myself high enough that his cock came completely out of my cunt, no doubt covered in my juices.
I felt Dirk jerk slightly, and from beneath Bree's pussy I heard him exclaim, "What the fuck is going on? Julie, what are you doing? Whoa!"
I said in a loving voice, "Oh, I'm not doing anything but dragging my tits across your chest."
Bree turned around. I heard her chuckle when she saw Angie's naked backend as she leaned over the bed to blow Dirk. Bree wiggled her pussy over Dirk's mouth and said, "Keep eating me, Lover. Just enjoy what the world brings you."
I turned halfway around so I could see my mother. Her head enthusiastically bobbed up and down in her efforts to bring Dirk off. He started to squirm underneath me. He had to know what was going on. He said, "Julie, move. I want to see who's here."
Bree lifted up, I rolled to my side, and Dirk blurted out, "ANGIE! What are you doing?"
My mother lifted her head slightly from his cock and said with humorous sarcasm, "Why, I'm giving you a blowjob or haven't you ever had one of these before? I thought I trained my daughter better than that."
We all laughed, except Dirk. He said, "But ... you're Julie's ...mother! You shouldn't ... Oh, fuck!"
Dirk could not finish his sentence because Mom dropped down on his cock and deep throated his entire shaft until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. She made it look so easy, and I still had to work on that little technique.
Bree had flopped down next to me. We were stroking each other as we watched my mother work her magic on Dirk. On her upstrokes, we could see that he had an unusually hard erection. Russ called it a 'Blue Veiner,' after the tightness of the surface veins visible along his cock.
Bree said, "Hey, she's good."
I remarked, "Years of practice. She told me today she'd been in a swinger's group for the past thirty years or so, AND that my father might be any one of a half-dozen men besides the man that raised me, AND then she dropped on me that she wanted to fuck Dirk and Frank and Joe and probably any other male that walks in our front door. There were a few other minor points, but I'll tell you about them later. Overall, it's been a shocking day."
My mother pulled off of Dirk's cock for a second and said, "And, I forgot to tell you that I go both ways." She winked at me and Bree, and my mouth dropped open again. Holy shit, my mother was also bisexual.
Dirk started to plead with my Mom. "Angie, please let me finish in a more romantic way with you. You are so sweet, and nice, and stacked, and sexy, and ... I'd really like to fuck you, if you're willing."
Mom jerked off Dirk's cock and said, "Well, let's get going." She instantly mounted Dirk's thighs, ground her pussy into his abs as she kissed him, and then grabbed ahold of his cock, centered it on her pussy, and slowly wiggled back and down until the entire shaft had disappeared. Dirk moaned. Angie moaned.
Mom began to bounce and swing her hips back and forth on Dirk's cock. Now I knew where I'd inherited my horniness as well as my natural ability to make love like the world's biggest slut. Maybe I was only the second biggest slut next to my mother.
Mom gestured to me to come beside her. I did, and she planted a kiss on my lips unlike any other we'd ever shared. She drove her tongue into my mouth too, and I actually responded with all the sexual arousal I had, even grabbing ahold of a breast and pinching the nipple to excite her further.
As we pulled apart, I said, "Oh, Mom. This is ... unbelievable."
My mother nodded. She said, "I have wanted to make love to you like this for over a decade. I hope this is all right. I know I've stirred up some really base emotions inside you. Given all that, I think you should call me Angie. It might soften things a little. One of the other women in our group has sexual relationships with her son and daughter-in-law, and she has them call her by her first name. It seems to work better."
I nodded. Angie it would be.
Dirk started to squirm. "Angie, you're driving me crazy. I'm getting nearer and nearer, but then you back me down. How do you know how to do that?"
Angie said, "Practice, but I want your load about now." She looked at Bree and me, and added, "I've got two hungry female mouths that are going to suck every drop you give me out of my cunt."
Did my mother really just use the word 'cunt'? Did she really just imply that Bree and I would suck Dirk's cum from her pussy? Her own daughter? I felt my loins tighten in excitement and arousal at the idea of eating cum from my mother's cunt.
Dirk moaned loudly, and I watched his back arch up off the bed as he made his last thrusts up into Angie's pussy. He jerked about ten times. He'd given her a full load. Angie had cum too; groaning her own climax out as she ground herself down into his upward thrusts. Overall, the scene was quite erotic.
Mom dropped down on the bed next to me. I leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. She was panting in her after glow.
I gestured to Bree and my mother's pussy, but she said, "Oh, I think you should have the opening honors on this august occasion. I'll help out after you get started."
I slid around the bed until I lay on my stomach between my mother's shapely legs -- Angie's legs. I had to think that this was just another pussy like Steph's or Jo's or Bree's or Rene's -- who I had yet to sample. I could do this, and I would enjoy it. There was nothing here I didn't love the taste and texture of.
With my tongue extended and my taste buds ready, I dove into the pussy in front of me to savor the exotic flavors of Dirk and Angie -- Dirk and my mother! The taste was actually quite nice - delicious. I looked over my shoulder and Bree was ready to join in. I gave her room. We both collected some of the juices and then we started to snowball the two collections into one cumball. My mother tapped me on the head and indicated she wanted in on our play. I took my mouth full of juices up to her, and deposited the entire load into her mouth. We ran our tongues around in it, and then she swallowed.
Angie said, "Oh, yum. That was good. Dirk you taste good, and you two girls added some nice flavor too." Bree was nearer to her. Angie pulled Bree to her, and the two started to French kiss. Bree started to pinch and squeeze Angie's breasts and nipples. The scene was surreal for me.
Dirk had taken to the edge of the bed supporting his head on one hand as he reclined watching the three of us. His cock had initially deflated, but now had gone back to rock hard.
I said to him, "You want to do a mother-daughter combination back to back?"
He grinned. I lay back and spread my legs. Dirk came between them, and sank his cock deep into my pussy on his first stroke. I had a small orgasm right away I was so worked up. We went for a long time, and beside us Bree and Angie got into a sixty-nine with hands, fingers, and tongues rapidly trying to bring pleasure to the other.
Angie, my mother, Mom, sex, fucking, cunt, sexy body, stacked, nice tits, good pussy taste, loves to fuck, turned on, swinger, group sex, polyamory, slut: all these thoughts kept racing through my mind like words illuminated for a fraction of a second by a strobe light, before the next word materialized.
I came in a spectacular fireworks of emotions beneath Dirk just as he crested and dumped a load of cum deep inside me. We kissed and made out for a couple of minutes as the after glow washed over us. I rolled to my side, and before I could blink Angie's mouth was locked over my pussy as she tried to extract every drop of semen from my cunt. I squeezed to help propel the juices in her direction. Next I knew, Angie and Bree were snowballing the cum before Angie swallowed it again.
I had watched with an amused expression. When she made such a visible show of swallowing the juices, I grinned and said aloud, "Slut."
Angie chuckled and said, "You have no idea. I'll share a little more with you tomorrow. It'll keep a little mystery in things for a little while."
Now, there was a tantalizing interchange that made me want to crawl into my mother's memory banks and see what lurid sex acts she had engaged in over the thirty plus years she'd been a swinger or a lover or whatever she wanted to call it.

* * * * *My mother -- Angie -- insisted that I call Frank first thing in the morning. She wanted some more 'strange' as she put it, and he was her first choice. Of course, she also hadn't met Joe and Steph so they weren't on her radar screen yet.
Frank couldn't believe it when I told him my mother was hot for his body. He kept saying, 'You're kidding, right?' And, I kept telling him I was serious and if he wanted to get laid on a Saturday, actually if he wanted to fuck his brains out all day and the rest of the weekend, he'd better get up to my house in Dillon ASAP.
Frank arrived about eleven in the morning. Angie had him in bed five minutes later giving him a blowjob, and they started fucking five minutes after that. Frank looked happy to have some new pussy, even if it rated as 'mature'. My mother looked ecstatic. Frank was a satisfying lover, in part because he was a little oversized in all dimensions, and also because he was attentive, knew just the right kind of dirty talk to use, and understood a woman's body so that he could make it hum with orgasms.
The pair came downstairs to lunch about one o'clock: my mother in one of my robes that showed more than it hid, and Frank in his boxers and a t-shirt. Dirk had just come inside from some outdoor work on the house, replacing a couple of outside light bulbs, I think. Bree and I were putting together a grocery list so we could do a large dinner for everyone.



I said, "Steph and Joe will come over about five o'clock for dinner and other fun activities. They had to go up to New Hampshire to see his parents for the day. Mom, they're quite excited to meet you ... and to enjoy your company for the evening."
Frank chimed in, "I forgot to tell you Rene will be coming too, sometime this afternoon. She wanted in on the party when I told her what you had planned for the day ... and night. I didn't tell her about your mother being here."
Angie asked, "Rene? You haven't mentioned her."
Frank volunteered, "She's my sister."
Angie's eyebrows raised.
I explained, "Yes, they have a sexual relationship. She's beautiful too, as you'll see. If we're going to break a few rules, we may as well break all of them."
Angie said, "In that case, we should get your father down here. He will be royally pissed that he missed this if we don't ask him."
I said, "Call him. Tell him to haul ass down here." I had always had a thing for my father. Even into my teen and adult years, I loved to snuggle up with him on the sofa, and Dad encouraged it. We never did anything 'inappropriate,' but I had a yen to touch and be held by him. As Mom had spoken, I conjured up an image of what having sex with my father would be like, and it wasn't at all bad; in fact, it was highly erotic and loving.
From the second I heard my mother suggest my father join us, my mind started doing flip-flops I was so excited. I forgot about everything else in the world except being intimate with him
A minute later, I heard my mother on her cellphone saying to my father, "Well, if you want to make love to Julie for the first time, you'd better get your butt down to Dillon right now. She's interested and horny." I could imagine his response. I'd already heard her telling him about the others at the house and how she'd gotten 'involved' with everyone.
Dad was thin but muscular, and despite being in his mid-fifties, he was still athletic, taking daily jogs, bicycling long distances, and swimming year around at an indoor pool. He used to have six-pack abs, but those faded over the years as his only concession to aging. He was also handsome, with increasing gray around his temples and that square jaw that I find irresistible in all men. Russ had the same square jaw look and would probably get salt and pepper hair like Daddy as he got to the same age. I wondered how age had affected my father's sexual endurance and recovery times. I guessed I'd get to find out later that day. I felt excited at the prospect.
Mom pulled me aside after breakfast. "Honey, are you all right with all of this -- me and my sexual predilections? I dumped a lot on your plate yesterday, not that you didn't return the favor, but I can imagine it being a shock when you discover that your parents are sexual animals just like everyone else."
I told her, "You did successfully shock me, I admit. I had thought at one point that you and Dad might be up to something with the Parkers, but I never thought it involved your whole crowd of friends. I sort of discounted there being sex involved too. It's sort of like I started to form the thought, but didn't complete the job."
She said, "Well, don't get all over wrought by my behavior. Lord knows, I've been doing this kind of stuff since I was fourteen."
"Fourteen!?"
"Yeah, I got started kind of early. I met an 'older boy' and he showed me the ways of the world, and I loved the sex. He only lasted a few months, but he taught me a lot. After that, I really got into the game. For a while, I was initiating boy after boy into a life of sex and fulfillment; I think I did more than three-quarters of the guys in my high school class."
I gasped, "My God, you really were a slut."
Mom laughed, "And proud of it, too."
She continued, "I continued into college, and that's where I discovered the joys of group sex and orgies. I adopted a fraternity or they adopted me, anyway they were my booty call. I was over there several times a day getting laid. We all loved it -- consenting adults and so forth. That's how I met your father. He became more to me than just another cock to get off on. We fell in love, and so forth."
I ventured, "But you never stopped your ... slutty ... behavior?"
"Correct. Once a slut, always a slut. Your Dad encouraged it too. If we were out in a bar or club, he'd challenge me to see how fast I could get laid or give a blowjob or do something sexual. He'd time me, and often he'd watch or stand guard so somebody I didn't choose wouldn't get involved, for instance, when I was getting fucked on the hood of a car in a bar's parking lot by some guy I picked up."
"Mom! You're loading me up with all these mental images of you that conflict with the 'Wholesome Mom' image I had."
She laughed, "Looks can be deceiving. All the women in our circle were, as you put it, Wholesome Moms; we cultivated that image, but shut the front door and we were the biggest group of sluts you'd ever hope to meet if you were a horny male. Honey,every woman has an inner slut; some just let it out more than others, but it's still in there."
I suddenly recalled a trip my mother had made. "So when I was in high school and you and the other women in your circle of friends went to Las Vegas for a long weekend ...?" I grinned at my mother.
Mom laughed, "It wasn't to gamble, although that was our cover story. No, we went to fuck anything we could find -- almost -- and to bring back sexy and erotic stories to all our menfolk. We actually got in a gangbang out there with over a dozen guys -- fabulous, absolutely fabulous. I think about twenty guys on that trip fucked me before we came home. I even joined the Mile High Club on the flight back to Boston with some nice businessman that sat next to me. Sarah Parker scored on the flight home too."
I shook my head in disbelief. I asked, "And Dad?"
"Oh, he was pretty busy too. He had a knack for scoring on the first try -- probably his good looks. Sometimes, we'd go to a club and split up to see what we could find, but that was years ago when we were more daring and horny. Terrible, I know, but we'd sometimes bring both our conquests home and make a night of it together in a foursome. You'd be away or sleeping over at someone else's house. We stopped this just after you graduated from college, we woke up to the risks we'd been taking."
I speculated, "STDs?"
"Yeah, once. I got crabs. Spent two weeks shampooing my pussy twice a day and washing everything I'd worn two weeks prior to my discovery in super hot water. Your Dad had to go through the regime too. That was years ago, matter of fact all of the indiscriminate sex I mentioned was years ago. We stopped when we hit forty for some reason. After that, we just stuck with our close friends. This is the first time since then that I've broken out of that circle of friends. This has been so much fun ... and it's not over yet."
I needled her, "After being with you, do any of us need to get tested? I know we're all safe. We had to be for our swing parties -- before and after."
"No. We've all been clean. I'll get tested when I get home just to ease the minds of the others in my group. Others have done likewise when they had an outside experience, but this is my first time in over a decade. That reminds me, for sure when you come up the next time, we'll have to involve you, Russ, Dirk, or any of this bunch you associate with in our playtime. I think you'd like them all ... in many ways."
To be continued.
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Transcontinental Swap -- Ch. 06A convenient extension of one couple's marriage
Personals: Transcontinental Couple Seeking Similar
Couple for Unusual Relationship
Synopsis of Past Chapters: Julie and Russ have superb jobs that have pulled them to opposite coasts. Being oversexed, they sought another couple with the 'reverse' problem where the woman was on the west coast where Russ' job took him, and the man in the Cambridge area where Julie had just gotten tenure at a prestigious college. Through an ad they meet and subsequently deeply connected on many levels with Jo and Dirk. While they find the sex satisfying with their new partners, Russ, Julie, and Jo go to a swing party while Julie is in California for a weekend visit with her husband. Over the Christmas holidays, Julie's colleague Steph expresses a desire to swing with Julie and Dirk, and they soon start to get together. One of Julie's older students comes on to her, and soon she had midday sex with Frank. As the group of people around Julie grows, they include Rene, Franks sister. Later, Julie's mother Angie ends up joining the sex crazed group. She suggested that they invite Julie's father to join in.
I got so psyched up about sex with my father that by the time it happened it was almost anticlimactic. I didn't let him know that because clearly his tapping my sweet pussy was a major life event for him. I was still reeling from all the revelations my mother had laid on me over the past twenty-four hours too. Fucking my father was just one more in a growing list of sexual surprises my parents had sprung on me that weekend.
Daddy was tender and loving, caring and careful to please me, and he did. I'd had sex with Dirk, Frank, Bree, and my mother in the past few hours, so I was primed for Daddy. We spend almost two hours making love, and he knew intuitively just what my hot spots were and how to use them to the utmost. The act of having sex with my father amazed me, and left me wanting more.
Playing with my mother and father -- who I was now to call Angie and Bill -- got me to thinking about the whole issue of incest. In a spare moment, I looked up the statistics on it on the Internet. To my surprise, several researchers estimated that between ten and fifteen percent of the general population has had at least one incestuous experience, with two percent or more involving intercourse. If the general population in the country was 300 million, that would mean that about six million people had been fucked by a close relative. The most common was thought to be father-daughter followed closely by sibling incest. I laughed at how suddenly I'd come in contact with two cases: my parents and me, and Frank and Rene, his sister. I wondered how many others were around me that I didn't know about. Maybe Steph would know; this was more her study area.
I came back to the proposition that consenting adults could do whatever they wanted about sex. I'd believed that before my parents showed up, and I still believed it. I realized that the government had stuck its nose into everybody's bedroom outlawing all sorts of sex acts between consenting adults and also trying to manage their relationships, for instance, outlawing gay or lesbian marriages, or polyamorous relationships. My thinking came back to a bunch of old men legislating other people's life. What assholes. I got riled up at the thought.
When Rene walked in the door a few minutes later at five o'clock, I was still mad at the government. By then, I'd discovered that oral sex was illegal in Indiana and between men in Texas, and that a dozen or more other states outlawed the use of dildos. In Massachusetts, my home state, I learned that it is illegal for the woman to be on top in all sexual activities. Now that really pissed me off. I looked at Rene and said, "YOU are part of the two percent, and I applaud your audacity." I walked up to her and kissed her.
Rene laughed at my initial enthusiasm as she set her bag and purse down. "Two percent of what?"
"Of the general population that have incestuous intercourse."
Frank came in and wrapped his arms around his sister. "Well, I guess we better get busy then." He was shirtless and only wearing his jeans. Given his physique, he looked exceptionally sexy.
Rene sniffed his face. "You've been eating pussy."
He said, "Bree and Angie."
"Angie?"
From the doorway to the hall, Angie appeared wearing my partly transparent robe. Even I could tell she was naked beneath the garment. She said, "That'd be me. You must be Rene? You're beautiful just like everyone said you were."
Rene blushed. The two women shook hands as Angie walked into the kitchen. After shaking hands, Angie pulled Rene to her for a hug and a more significant kiss that Rene got into right away.
When they pulled apart, Rene ran her finger around our circle and said, "You've been eating pussy too -- the same one Frank was eating ... and how do you fit into this sexual group?"
Angie laughed and pointed at herself and then me; she said, "Mother-daughter."
Rene pulled back a little and said, "Wow. Cool. You look so young."
My mother laughed and said, "Thank you. It's the sex. Years and years of fucking my brains out and rubbing cum into my skin."
We all laughed, but I had the feeling that there was some truth to what she said. I fucked almost every day since I'd discovered sex, and people were always mistaking me for an undergrad, so I looked at least six or seven years younger than my true age. A week earlier someone thought I was Bree's younger sister.
About that time my father came into the room wearing a pair of Russ' running shorts and a t-shirt. He looked rested. He'd fallen asleep after our first sexual interlude together. Now, he looked ready to go another round with someone.
Rene looked at him and me, and asked, "Father?"
I nodded and added, "He's a good fuck too. We did the deed a couple of hours ago for the first time." I introduced Bill to Rene, and they hugged.
Rene turned back to her brother with a smile, "I feel more comfortable in this group every day. I thought we might be the only people in the universe having an incestuous relationship."
Dirk appeared with Bree, and he together with Frank and my father decided to grill some steaks. My Mom and I whipped up a salad, and Bree and Rene did some side dishes and set the table for the nine of us.
Steph and Joe showed up a half hour later with four bottles of wine while the steaks were cooking. I'd sent Steph an email describing at a high level what I'd learned from my mother -- from Angie -- and what generally had been going on. I hadn't updated her since just after lunch.
Steph pulled me aside, "Did you do it? Did you fuck your Dad?"
I nodded enthusiastically, "Yes, and we're all supposed to call him Bill and my mother Angie. He was good, and I definitely want to do him again and again, but for now I'd like him to sample some of the other goods in the house, so to speak."
Steph eyed my handsome father outside on the back deck wearing his winter coat but still in shorts, "Do you want me to do him? He looks like a hunk of a guy. I bet he's really good, plus you said he's been in a swing group for three decades. I can't wait."
Dinner was riotous affair, with multiple cross-table conversations going on at once. My parents turned out to be quite chatty and interested in learning about everyone they hadn't met, and people were exceptionally interested in the swinging lifestyle they confessed to having been in for over three decades.
Listening to my parents more than the others, I learned that they held a unique model about the lifestyle and their friends. My Dad tried to summarize in a conversation he was having with Bree and Rene. They had been hanging on Dad's every words, almost as though they were hungry for some anchoring philosophy. They got him talking about the dimensions of mind, body, and spirit in relationships, and how he integrated that into what appeared to an outsider as a swinging lifestyle, but inside the relationship had all the components in a loving relationship. My parents had schooled me in that part of the philosophy years earlier around the time Russ and I married, so I started to clear the table. I just never related it to them having a group of friends they were intimate with.
Frank jumped up to help me clear, put the excess food away, and fill the dishwasher. Mom ferried things from the dining room to the kitchen. We were finished in record time.
Steph put the make on my father after dinner, flirting outrageously with him. Rene got in the act too, and soon after the three of them quietly disappeared leaving six of us sitting around the living room. After they left, we all grinned at each other.
My mother bluntly propositioned Joe, who accepted the offer of fresh pussy. They went off to the guest room. I latched onto Dirk, and Frank cozied up to Bree. Soon the four of us were naked and coupled next to each other on our long sofa. When we could, Bree and I would kiss and make out as the two men plowed their cocks in our pussies in various positions. We switched partners a few times to keep things interesting.
I kept thinking how much I loved this lifestyle. I'd been horny for as long as I could remember. Sex had always fascinated me, and now I had this beautiful family and group of friends that loved the activity as much as I did. I wondered if I should list sex as a hobby or avocation in my professional resume.
Joe and Angie appeared about a half hour after Bree and I had worn out the men. Joe was obviously worn out too. A few minutes after that, Rene, Steph, and my father appeared. We were all naked and glowing with that freshly fucked look.
Steph said, "Do you know your fifty-five year old father can keep two young horny women satisfied?" She pulled his arm around her, and planted one of his hands on her breast. "He knows how to deliver more orgasms per hour than anyone I've met -- even Dirk."
Rene chimed in, "I second all that. I'm dripping too. He cums a lot, and I like that in a man. It gives you a reminder for a little while about the really sexy time you had together."
Angie said, "Oh, let me clean you up."
I noticed that Rene sidestepped the offer by suggesting that Angie start with Steph. Rene immediately disappeared to one of our bathrooms to clean up. I'd seen a couple of situations where Rene had turned down sapphic interplay.
On that note, the remaining four women created a mass of writhing flesh in the middle of the deep pile carpet in the living room while the men watched and tried to re-stimulate themselves to the 'ready' status. Angie led the effort by sucking every drop of her husband's cum from Steph's sweet pussy, and in the process gave her three more orgasms. Bree, Steph, and I played too.
We coupled up in our various bedrooms for the night. Stud that he was proving to be; my father took Bree and me to bed with him. He made love to both of us for over an hour before he got off with Bree. Elsewhere in the house, Dirk and Steph, Frank and Angie, and Joe and Rene bedded down, or whatever else they decided to do. The weekend was shaping up really well.

* * * * *By agreement, Russ and I didn't connect until Sunday night. We did a Skype call from my large desktop, and when we connected I could see Jo and Russ sitting there smiling at me. I knew Jo wanted to talk to her husband, and would probably ask after Russ and I were finished. I had all these surprises for Russ, and for Jo if she cared, so I waited patiently for the two of them to finish giving me the 'west coast' update.
Russ finally asked the magic question, "So what's been happening there since we talked on Thursday? How was your Mom's visit?"
I laughed and told him I had a snapshot I needed to send him to sum up the weekend. On that note, I hit the SEND button on my open email message to him. A few seconds later, Russ said, "OK, I have something in my Inbox."
I opened the photograph on my desktop and tucked it up in the corner next to the Skype window. It was priceless. I'd taken it with my little Canon camera because I could put a twelve second delay on the picture. I'd set the camera on our dresser aimed at our king-size bed. On the bed, naked, were Dirk and me, Angie and Bill, Joe and Steph, Frank and Rene, and Bree. We were arranged in an interesting tableau because no one was with their normal partners. Also, each of the men's obvious erections were being held by one of the women. I was holding my father's dick with a big smile on my face.
I watched on Skype as Russ obviously tinkered with his email program, downloading the photograph, getting it on the desktop, and then opening it in the right app to view the attachment.
Suddenly, I heard Russ exclaim with an accompanying laugh, "Holy shit! What the hell happened back there?"
Jo had leaned forward and was also laughing at the photo of our little orgy.
Russ pushed, "What are your Mom and Dad doing? Is this a put on?"
I laughed, "No, we have two new members of our exclusive club, and before you can even pose the question, yes, I've been intimate with both of them. I'm to call them Angie and Bill now just to take the edge off our incestuous behavior."
Russ said, "Start at the beginning. I want to know how all this started ... and who's the pretty brunette? Is that Frank's sister?"
I responded, "Yes, the brunette is Rene. She's a sweetheart and so loving. When you're home next weekend, she wants to meet you. She's excited about the prospect of being with you too, mostly because I've talked so much about you, and so has Bree. You have a new fan by proxy."
I paused and then recounted to Russ how I'd planned to take Mom into the college on Friday morning, how she'd gone off to see museums but then come back for lunch, only to run into Frank who had come by for our nooner. I told how she'd guessed exactly what was going on, left so Frank and I could connect, and then on the drive home revealed that she and my father had been swingers for many years, and still had close and intimate relations with several other couples. I also told Russ how I'd opened up completely about all our various relationships, even telling her about the swing parties I'd gone to with Jo and him in California.
Russ kept shaking his head, but he was laughing. He really perked up when I told him that my Dad may not be my biological father given the swinging nature of my parents when I was conceived.
Both he and Jo got more interested when I told them about Angie's history as a slut in the 'old days'. I shared some of the stories Mom had told me about screwing around with other men, even strangers she'd pick up in clubs.
"All this must have come as a shock to you," Russ speculated.
"Oh, yes," I admitted. "I grew up - until last Friday - thinking my mother was a goody-goody and pure as the driven snow. After learning about my parent's past I've started to recall times when I apparently almost caught them in some way; for instance, I recall coming home early from a night out with you to find my parents upstairs with the Parkers. They were all dressed - at least they were by that the time I got upstairs, and they pretended to be showing the Parkers how they wanted to re-do some feature of the master bedroom. I was dumb about that stuff; the bed was even messed up, and Mom would never show a room like that. They'd been fucking."
Russ said, "What about your Dad?"
I went into more detail about Friday night, Frank joining us on Saturday morning, calling Dad, and then our first time together. I told about Rene arriving followed by Joe and Steph, and the resulting miniature orgy that transpired up until noontime Sunday when the photograph had been taken.
"When did people leave?"
I said, "We broke up about three o'clock this afternoon. Frank and Rene had to get back to some school work, Mom and Dad have stuff first thing tomorrow morning plus I think we wore them out, and Joe and Steph had to head back to New Hampshire for a dinner they promised they'd have with his parents. We're back to Dirk, Bree, and me here."
Jo interjected, "How boring, only the three of you."

* * * * *The following weekend Russ and Dirk both flew cross-country to be with their spouses for a long weekend. I thought of their two planes passing each other in opposite directions, but I knew the flights weren't scheduled to do that. Russ had taken a Thursday night red-eye, and Dirk probably got on the same plane early in the morning on Friday for the westbound flight to San Francisco.
Russ had gotten really good about sleeping on the red-eyes, so he was alert and up for anything when he got home Friday morning. I'd arranged to take the day off, so we drove up to Portland to see my parents.
We were barely in their home ten minutes before my Mom dragged Russ off to their bedroom, leaving my father and me to play in the guest room. We left the doors open, and I could hear him delivering a very satisfactory nooner to Angie, obviously starting with a long session of cunnilingus.
Bill - my father - did an equally good job getting me cranked up as his son-in-law worked on his wife. While our first time together was as expected, Dad had gotten more adept at knowing my hot buttons and erogenous zones, and I thought of him as a most consummate lover.
We left Portland just after an early dinner to race home to Bree, Rene, and Frank, who we'd promised to be with in the evening. Russ and Rene had not met, yet predictably they bonded almost instantly their chemistry was so strong. I could practically hear the angels singing their initial greeting seemed so spiritual. They acted as though they had loved each other and been intimate for years.
I watched Rene and my husband. They both knew something about the other, so this wasn't a cold start. They were each so open to each other and to their loving and involvement. They were kissing very tenderly within a minute of meeting, and I heard Rene purring to whatever Russ was whispering in her ear -- something about being soul mates meeting again in this lifetime.
Frank, Bree, and I went off and left Rene and Russ in the living room. When we came back about an hour and a half later, they were both nude and aglow in their post coital bliss. Rene's small tight body was stretched out atop Russ' muscular form as they continued to make out. I chuckled about how she was violating state law by being on top.
Rene was drippy and looked exceptionally happy when she turned to us as we came into the room. They broke apart to sitting positions as we flopped down into seats around them. I noticed that Rene had gotten several paper towels from the kitchen to catch the full load Russ had obviously left behind.
After sitting, Bree pulled Russ to her nakedness and they really got into kissing and hugging too. I got a warm feeling watching the two of them cooing at each other. Next to them Frank embraced his sister, and that gave me a nice inner feeling too. I had just taught my undergrads about displaced pleasure -- where you get the same uplifting rush of emotions watching something good happen as engaging personally in the same action. Another result of seeing a good personal interaction is that we become kinder, more helpful, and more loving.
Rene said to me, "You introduce me to the nicest people. Russ has been very ... entertaining, since you left us together. I hope you don't mind ..."
Frank interrupted and winked at Russ. "I like that you took care of my sister so well. If you didn't notice she's glowing in her happiness."



Russ said, "I like that you have such a hot sister. She inspired me. I should mention that intelligent women turn me on, so she's a dream to meet and make love with. I should mention that we are instantly in love -- there's a connection we've made that transcends our just meeting, as though we've know each other and been lovers many times before."
Rene cuddled back into Russ' side and looked back at her brother; she said, "I agree, and we made love too - no fucking - just love. He's so tender and caring, and this man understands foreplay like no one else I've ever met. He remembered everyone of my hot spots from our prior life together too. We have some real chemistry -- mind, body, and spirit -- and love." Rene looked over at me, "I hope I'm not overstepping any boundary saying that, but I do have that special feeling about your husband."
I smiled encouragingly at Rene, "That's why we have these unusual relationships with each other. There are a thousand different ways for you to find someone to fuck, but only a few - like this group - that might inspire loving feelings between the participants. I think it's perfect that you and Russ found some deep connection. He inspires those feelings without working at it. I need to admit that I feel some chemistry with you too; you inspire people to think that way about you."
Rene smiled in relief that I hadn't responded with jealousy or anger, or been miffed that she was falling for my husband. I made a mental note to talk to her about our extended family's philosophy about relationships: relationship spirituality, being able to love more than one person, compersion instead of jealousy, and seeing the beautiful colors and shades of gray in how people interact and love instead of throwing up barriers, boundaries, and black and white no trespass zones.
Rene reached across Russ and pulled me into a kiss right in front of him. I cooperated fully. The kiss started out tender and at a simmer, but quickly escalated into a major firestorm of passion, love, and lust between us. I could feel my pussy clench up as the kiss unfolded, a sure sign of desire.
Rene finally said, "Julie, I am feeling something very special with you too. I have since we met, but didn't know how to act on it. I ... I don't know how to say this, but I feel we were destined to meet and to be close friends ... even lovers."
I kissed her softly on the lips, "Me too. It's a multi-dimensional spiritual connection; I've also felt it since we met. Let's talk about it when we're not about to start something. Now, I'm feeling we should really enjoy each other and get physically closer against this spiritual and loving backdrop."
We kissed some more, and then Rene made her confession that explained a lot of her past behavior to me. "Julie, ... this is awkward for me, but ... well, I've never been with a woman ... sexually, I mean. It scares me. Being with you all was the first time I'd ever been in a sexual situation with another woman -- that threesome with your Dad, but even when Steph and I were with your father, one or the other of us would just watch while he made love to the other one of us."
I kissed her tenderly, "No rush. No anxiety. No need to worry. You set the pace for whatever happens between us -- between you and any of us. We want to make you happy and full of joy, not give you worries or have you end up doing something that you'll regret later."
Rene said, "Then, could just you and me go off alone for a little while ... to make love ... until I get used to being with you ... or one of the others in front of everyone."
I held her hand to my bare breast, "Oh, Rene, of course. Do you want to go now?"
She nodded enthusiastically.
Frank smiled at the two of us as we rose from the sofa. He didn't need to say anything. The others were equally quiet, but I could feel their supportive vibes. I held Rene's hand as I led her to our bedroom.
Once in our bedroom, Rene said, "I guess I know what men and women do to make love, but except for cunnilingus I don't' know what two women do to make love."
I chortled, "Well, kissing and cunnilingus is a good start, and maybe that's all you need, but let me show you a few things if you'll allow me."
After a lot of kisses, Rene lay back on the bed, and I moved between her legs. Soon, I had her writhing as I applied fingers and tongue to her pussy. After she was sufficiently worked up, I surprised her with an addition I made from my bedside drawer -- a combination dildo, vibrator, and rabbit. With her pussy gushing forth lubricating juices betraying her lust, I held the cock-like vibrator at her entrance, turned the device on, and then pushed in until the rabbit made contact with her clit. Rene rose about a foot off the bed in her surprise, and in the initial orgasm that the pulsing device helped deliver to her.
"Ooooooooh fuck. Juuuuulieeeee, what are you doing to me?"
"I'm showing you some of the ways two women can love each other. Using sex toys is a good way to play together. Do you like this?"
"Oh, fuck, yes. That is ... a fabulous vibrator. Mine doesn't do some of those things." Rene gasped out the words as she built to another orgasm right behind her first.
I kept the sex toy right against her clit as I twisted and turned the device inside her, but I knew there was something missing. I reached into the drawer and pulled out my magic G-spot vibrator. This was shaped differently and made exclusively to curve inside a woman's pussy right to where her little spot awaited attention. I pulled one vibrator out, and inserted the other inside Rene, carefully positioning the purple toy so it would massage exactly atop her G-spot.
"OH, FUCK. JULIE!!"
Rene's yell did nothing to forestall the sudden strike of her third orgasm -- one that hit like a lightning flash that lit up her entire body. I noticed that Rene had started to develop a sheen of perspiration all over -- a dampness not like sweat, but a sheen of sexual excitement and satisfaction.
I held the purple toy against her G-spot and moved so I could kiss Rene. She grasped ahold of me and pulled me to her in certainly the most passionate kiss of the year. Before we were through, as our tongues danced together, Rene came again ... and then again.
I pulled the toys away, and then went down on her so I could eat more of Rene's sweet tasting pussy, particularly now that she had flooded the area with her girl juices and cum. Adding fingers allowed me to bring her off another time.
Finally, Rene pushed my head away. "Oh, Julie, you have to stop. I can't take it any more." After a few seconds, she said, "Plus, I want to see what you taste like. I've only gotten second-hand pussy juice, like from kissing Frank after he's been eating someone."
I smiled, "Direct first-hand experience is the best way to get pussy juice."
Rene struggled to sit up, "Well, then, let me get some first-hand experience."
Rene had that mark of a neophyte as she started in on my pussy. Her moves were tentative, almost as though she was afraid she'd hurt me or that I'd break in some way. I told her to be a little rougher or more definite in her moves, and that helped. The more she got into her cunnilingus, the more I started to writhe and twist in pleasure. Rene added two fingers to my vagina, and that did it. I popped off a big orgasm almost immediately much to her amazement.
As I floated down from that spike of pleasure, Rene asked, "Julie, did I really do that to you?"
"Oh, yes, Darling, you sure did. Anytime you want to do what you just did to me, you just let me know and well set aside some special time for just the two of us. Now, don't tease me. Bring me a few more like that one."
Rene got a happy look on her face and then lunged back into my pussy with her tongue extended. About a minute later, and much to my surprise, she thrust the G-spot toy into my quim. When I use it by myself, it takes me a few minutes to spike, but with somebody else applying the vibrator to one's most sensitive spot the result was near magic. I crested again into a huge cum, this time squirting girl juice from my cunt in an arc that subsequently covered Rene in my orgasmic fluid.
"Oh, wow! You came. You came big time, and I made you do that."
"Oh, Honey, you sure did. Come here and kiss me."
Her face dripping in my effluent, Rene moved and kissed me. We licked and savored the fluids on her body as I explained about my squirting and what it meant. Rene had heard of the phenomena, but had never experienced it or seen it happen except in one porn film with an actress named Cytherea.
We were both wiped out at that point. I pulled Rene up and we kissed for a while, and then I suggested that we join the others. I asked, "Should we shower beforehand?"
Rene laughed, "I smell like you now. I want to show my brother. I want him to know I'm just as much a horndog as he is, and that I can bring you to orgasms too."
I shifted around on the bed until I could stand up. I pulled her with me. "Then let's go back to the living room -- or rather the loving room, if my guess about what has been happening while we were in this bedroom is accurate."
We walked into the living room to join the other naked bodies lying around panting from their recent sexual exertions. Joe, Frank, and Russ were spread out obviously spent from servicing the two women; in between the men Bree and Steph lay panting.
Bree looked over at me, "Oh, Julie, I am going to be so sore tomorrow. I'm going to be walking funny and not want to sit down at all."
I chortled, "DP?"
She nodded.
Steph said, "Me too. The three of them ganged up on the two of us ... well, at our invitation. I don't normally do that, but watching Bree get off was so inspiring, and I had to try it again."
I suggested, "Well, you can stand while you're teaching, and you can always bring a pillow to work to sit on."
Steph said, "Yeah, but I'll still be horny."
Joe and Steph showered and dressed shortly after, as did Frank and Bree. We stood naked at our doorway kissing the four of them goodnight and goodbye. I knew I'd see Frank for my nooner the next day, and I wasn't walking funny nor did I have a sore ass, so I could savor my horniness. Bree would be back the next night; she had to be at work especially early so wanted to sleep in her Cambridge apartment.
Rene, Russ, and I went to bed, but not before I coaxed one more love making session from my husband. The next morning he was up early, kissed Rene and me goodbye, and headed off to Logan Airport and the morning nonstop flight to San Francisco.
Rene and I then had one of the nicest mornings I'd had in a long time. We made love for almost two hours -- deep, satisfying, soul-touching love full of words and actions that warmed my heart and body to its very core.

* * * * *The next year and a few months flew by like lightning. The spring semester ended, the weather was warm, and we'd enjoyed another one of our long weekend romps with nine of us: Joe and Steph, Frank and Rene, Russ (home for a long weekend from the west coast) and me, Angie and Bill, and Bree.
Changes were afoot, however. Rene had finished her MBA, and accepted a job for McKennitt Consulting in Philadelphia. She'd started moving to an apartment down there, but she promised to come back north often to be with us for long weekends. Rene had distinguished herself in our circle of five women as the most enthusiastic female partner any of the other women had ever experienced, including my worldly mother. I thought back to how I'd helped unleash Rene's sapphic potential the year before.
Frank also graduated. He'd restricted his job search to the Boston area, and ended up with a design position at Computergraphics International. While he had wanted to start his own company in this field, he thought he'd better get some kind of apprenticeship in the field. I was so proud of him for finishing with the high GPA that he did. I admit to being pleased that he would continue to be one of my lovers, and he told me that was why he'd stayed in the geographic area.
An even bigger change started one Wednesday evening in late June. Dirk came home with a funny expression on his face.
I asked, "What's up, Babe? You look perplexed."
He shook his head in disbelief. He came and hugged me tightly, and only then did I realize he had tears in his eyes. He'd been crying on his drive home. "I am perplexed ... and sad. I sold the business. I can't believe it. We put it on the market about a week ago expecting it would take a year or more to find a buyer, but today the commercial real estate people brought three people by who have been looking for exactly what I'd just put up for sale, or so they said. I spent all day with them, two lawyers that joined us after lunch, and the real estate agents. We sort of agreed on a price that's well within what my father and I wanted to get for the place. I have to stay on for six months to get them up to speed, and of course, before the sale, we have to do due diligence, but that's pro forma and none of us expect any problems."
"Oh, Dirk," I choked out. "What'll that mean ... about us ... Russ and Jo ... and our whole situation? I love you! We all love you!"
Dirk choked up and was barely able to speak; "I haven't thought it through. I've been so focused on fixing the place and getting it sold, I never expected I'd be where I am right now. I just couldn't think to this moment ... and I can't even envision where to go from here. I don't want to leave you ... but I still love Jo."
I asked in a morbid tone, "What'll you do, get your old job back?"
"My God, I haven't talked to Google for about four months. I'm sure they've forgotten about me. I don't know if I have a job there. I don't even know if the Google car project still exists."
We both started crying, and when Bree got home she added her tears to our mix.

* * * * *The reaction on the west coast was mixed too. Jo seemed glad her husband was coming back to her, but obviously didn't want to lose Russ as her lover. Russ wanted me, but didn't want to lose Jo, and wondered what would happen in terms of the various parties getting together on either coast. By bedtime, we were all sniffled out. Dirk just cuddled Bree and me into his body in a loving way. It was a sad night as we started to cope with our grief of parting even though it was months away.
I told Steph the next day at work about Dirk's news and the attendant impacts we saw on everyone. She commiserated with me, and promised to share Joe with me as often as needed provided I ate her pussy while he fucked me. That sounded like a partial compromise.
Frank was still around and we saw each other several times a week, but he had a full-time job now not too far from Dillon so we didn't get to enjoy our nooners any more. I thought that maybe he could be my temporary husband once Dirk returned to the west coast, but I didn't want either of us to become dependent on the other. He wasn't married, and should be out scouting for a long-term mate instead of shacked up with a married woman every night.
We moped around for a month. Russ and Dirk switched coasts one weekend. Russ, Bree, Frank, Rene -- who'd come up from Philadelphia, Bill, Angie, Joe, Steph, and I got together for a weekend party. By then, we were all old hands at making love to each other, and felt relaxed in our nudity around one another too.
Several of us were in the hot tub after a particularly amorous foursome in our living room. Russ said, "I think that I started all this swapping and extended family in some way because of the job in California. I've never talked to my company's management about coming back. It's been almost two years; maybe they'll let me hire my replacement out there and come home."
Angie observed, "That'd be great, except Julie loves Dirk, and you love Jo. What would you do, become temporary husbands in reverse?"
Russ got very thoughtful for a while. Eventually, he said, "No, but you've given me a couple of ideas I want to think about before I share them."
As he did on some of his visits, Russ spent Monday and Tuesday at his company's home office in Cambridge. This also gave him an opportunity to not only see Dirk, but for the two of them to gang up on Bree and me in the most delicious and sexual ways you can imagine. I felt so loved sleeping between the two men with Bree just on the other side of Russ. We'd all made love and had no end of orgasms.
I did note on Monday that both men got home before me, and apparently had been sitting in the back yard having a long talk. When I asked about what they'd been talking about, they both gave vague answers, such as, 'Just talking about work.'
Tuesday evening Russ caught the late flight for SFO, leaving me in Dirk's capable hands ... and him in my bed.
Unexpectedly, Dirk flew out to the west coast on Friday night. He'd made sure that Frank was going to be with me over the weekend so my every need would be taken care of. Frank was very much in the picture, and still a frequent visitor to our home. Of course, Bree stayed over for most of the week too, particularly on the weekends. Bree and I provided a challenging team of needy pussies for Frank to maintain.
We'd arranged to talk to Russ, Dirk, and Jo on Saturday night about nine o'clock our time. I expected to find the trio naked and freshly fucked, but when we dialed them in on Skype, they were still dressed and in the middle of the cocktail hour. I, on the other hand, had that freshly fucked look, and so did Bree. We kept the call short.
Dirk arrived back in Boston on Monday morning after the Sunday night red eye from SFO. To my surprise, the followingFriday morning, Russand Jo arrived unannounced in Boston. Russ called me to tell me he was home midday Friday, but he was in a long meeting and couldn't talk. I didn't know Jo had come east with Russ until I got home that night, and found Dirk, Jo, and Russ sitting having cocktails on our patio. Before I announced my arrival home, I stood in the doorway and watched the trio having an animated discussion. Something was afoot that I wasn't privy to.
I walked out the door and kissed each of them hello. "All right, it's now time to spill the beans. You three are up to something. Your travel schedules have been all over the place, Jo is suddenly here unexpectedly, and so are you Russ, and there are strange deep discussions going on all the time. What gives?"
Before any of them could respond, the doorbell rang. Since I was standing, I turned and went back into the house to the front door. When I opened the door, there stood Hank Brightwell, Russ' boss and chairman of Technology Devices International or TDI, who I'd met numerous times over the past decade, and another man. Hank introduced Bert Emory to me without further explanation. Hank explained that Russ and Jo were expecting them. I didn't push the issue of Bert's affiliation, figuring I'd get the chance in a few minutes.
Now my curiosity was really piqued. I led the two men through the house to the patio, and got their drink order for two beers on the way out. I got a round of beers for everyone as fast as I could and then joined them carrying a tray.
The five had apparently quickly gotten into a deep discussion, so when I appeared with their beers their conversation came to an abrupt and embarrassing stop. The five of them looked at me, clearly with the hope and expectation that after serving the beers I'd go back inside. I have never been known to be a shy or retiring type, and I believe problems and curiosity should be confronted head on.
I said, "Well, before the doorbell rang, I'd just asked Russ, Jo, and Dirk what was going on, and they were about to answer me -- weren't they?" I gave Russ my evil eye.



Russ sighed and rolled his eyes, "Honey, we're trying to put a business deal together that involves all of us. Give us about an hour, and I think we'll have something to tell you that you might like. We've been working on this all day -- actually for weeks, and we're almost there. In the meantime, maybe you could order up some Chinese take out for all of us. Hank, Bert, I assume you'll stay for an informal dinner."
The two men nodded, and smiled at me. It was the first sign of graciousness I'd had from the men since the front door opened when I let them inside.
I looked most suspicious at all of them, and said, "OK, but come seven o'clock I want some answers as to what the growing mystery around here is all about, and I meanall about." I turned and left, allowing my backside to show my irritation at not getting immediate answers.
I ordered dinner, met the deliveryman at my front door a half hour later to pay, and then set up a self-service buffet around the dining room table. I figured everyone could circle the table, take a little of whatever looked interesting, and then either go back outside to our picnic table or sit in the living room.
I'd been watching the five of them from the kitchen window: Russ, Jo, Dirk, Hank, and Bert. There was a lot of arm waving, polite finger pointing, notes being taken on an iPad, and deep discussion. Sometimes, someone would obviously make a short telephone call. Dirk spent a long time with his cellphone to his ear or sitting on the table as a speaker phone. Hank and Bert initially seemed to be in a listening mode, but halfway through the hour they started to ask questions of the others.
Just before I stuck my head out the door at seven o'clock, the telephone calls ended and the five of them stood and started to head inside. They all had smiles.
As Jo came into the kitchen where I stood, she rushed forward and hugged me. She whispered, "Oh, Julie, this is so exciting and so good for all of us."
Russ looked as though he'd won the Triple Crown in horse racing. I could tell he was ready to jump out of his skin he was so excited. Dirk looked exceptionally pleased, as did Hank and Bert. I knew something good was happening.
I pointed out the dinner arrangements. Since the evening remained warm and the sun was still up, everyone opted for the backyard table. In ten minutes, the six of us were seated, three on each side of the table. Everyone had their plates full of the takeout dinner.
I was at one end. I looked at Russ, down at the other end of the table, and said, "Well?"
Hank sat opposite me and interrupted. He said, "Julie, let me tell you what we've put together, although I want you to know that most of this is your husband's fine work. I want to tell you because I also want to be open about knowing the motivations that started this -- the relationships the four of you share, and I applaud what you've done to keep your marriages in tact and to amplify the love you share. Bert is also aware of your transcontinental arrangement."
Hank paused and looked around at the others to see if they wanted to add anything. He continued, "Basically, Dirkhad a fabulous job at Google before he had to come east to rescue his father's business. Jo had a dream job with Innovative Technology Initiatives or ITI, and for the past year or so the likelihood of a promotion to head R&D for a very successful enterprise. Julie, you just made tenure at Harvard -- the most prestigious institution in the world, and Russ had the chance for a dream job on the west coast to open our operation there and give us a toehold in the Pacific Rim. You four discovered each other, I believe you added someone else named Bree to your group, and now you've all fallen in love and want to be together. Am I right so far?"
We all nodded. Bert looked on in fascination at the concise summary.
Hank said, "So Russ approached me about three weeks ago, I guess a little after Dirk discovered he'd sold his family's company. We kicked around a few ideas for how to get all of you back here, he went out and talked to Jo and the head of her company -- that's Bert here."
"After kicking things around, we've decided to buy Bert's company, or perhaps it'd be more appropriate to say that he's willing to merge with us. He will remain on to head west coast operations of now a much larger company, integrating what Russ built with what he has in Silicon Valley. The businesses fold together very nicely. This will mean he will takeover responsibility for what Russ had been doing on the west coast, so that means Russ can come home."
I started to smile and say something, but Hank held his hand up.
"There's more. We've needed a head of R&D here on the east coast for the past four years. Russ didn't realize the magnitude of that need until recently. Jo is precisely the person we need for that job; she's got the technical background, the management skills, and the interpersonal skills to takeover our burgeoning R&D team and turn them into something great."
Bert interrupted, "We've got a small R&D group on the west coast, but we've been fighting to get the group built up into something with a critical mass. That fight has been hard because of the cutthroat environment for good technical resources in Silicon Valley. We're small enough that we can't attract the top talent in the face of Google, Apple, and the other big guys out there. Back here, you've got well over two dozen top-rate technical schools starting with MIT, and you've got a graduating talent mix that is more likely to want to join this new operation back here than in the Valley."
Hank said, "So, we're going to move the R&D operation mostly to the east coast under Jo, who will move here to run that operation. We will pay to move those west coast people that will come east for the new R&D group."
My jaw had dropped open by this time; I could see the complexity of the deal they'd put together.
Hank nodded for Dirk to continue. Dirk said, "I checked with Google, and my old job doing electric car algorithms and promotion is long gone. They're supportive, but there's nothing for me on the west coast."
I looked sad, but I noticed that Russ and Jo were smiling.
Dirk continued, "It turns out that Google has quite a growing operation in Cambridge, right near Bree, at Five Cambridge Center with several hundred people. Google Ventures -- their VC arm in Cambridge -- has also been acquiring nearby companies to add to the Google family, for instance they just acquired a local travel software company in Cambridge called ITA. Now that operation is OK, but some of the other acquisitions need some new management or ideas to help them pop into something bigger. So, Google has agreed to start Google Consultants, an internal operation that will provide consulting and management talent to these acquisitions to help them grow to the next level with a solid management team, product portfolio, and marketing approach."
Hank added, "Dirk's background in turning his father's business around proved to us and to Google that he's the guy for the job. We're interested because we have a joint acquisition we made with Google that needs some help, and we've been looking for just the right guy to head a team to turn it around and make it profitable again."
Jo proudly said, "And Dirk's that guy, plus the team of people he'll put together."
Hank said, "So the only other loose end is what Russ will do when he comes back east. Well, two months ago we lost the executive vice president of our company to a venture capital firm down in Research Triangle Park. Russ is going to move into that EVP position and be the Number Two man in running TDI. Because of what he did on the west coast, he's proven he can not only run a business alone, but he can also build it from nothing into a major business entity. So, I'm ecstatic that he's accepted this new position and so is our Board of Directors who unanimously approved his taking the position and becoming a director of the company."
Hank ended by saying, "So the four or five of you can all be together here in the Boston area."
With that Hank took his bottle of beer and toasted Russ, Jo, and Dirk. Bert joined him.
I was speechless.
Just then Bree got home late. Looking as pert and beautiful as she always did when she got home from work, she came out onto the patio, smiled at everybody, and innocently asked, "Hi, anything interesting happening?"

* * * * *Russ, Bree, and I walked over the new asphalt path through the small woods between our homes to Dirk and Jo's new home next door. Bree carried a large salad bowl, I carried a blueberry pie I'd just baked, and Russ had a container with cooked potatoes in it. We could hear Jo's Bichon barking to announce our arrival as we neared the house.
After setting our contributions to the evening meal down, I strolled into the living room. Dirk was sitting watching a football game, at least he was until I sat down in his lap and started kissing him.
Dirk said, "You keep that up, and you'll delay dinner by half an hour."
"Only half an hour -- a quickie?"
He bounced me off his lap onto the sofa beside him. I could see Russ and Jo kissing passionately in their foyer. Bree stood waiting her turn to greet Dirk.
Dirk looked up at her, "So, how do you like your new digs?"
Bree said, "I love them, but best of all I love you, and Julie, and Russ, and Jo, who I now get to spend so much time with along with everyone else in our circle. This arrangement is so wonderful."
Russ and Jo had come into the room with their arms around each other. Russ said to Bree, "Moving you in with us was a no brainer. I'm glad we could build the 'push out' over the garage so fast to give you a beautiful space of your own."
Bree said, "I told you I didn't need it. It's beautiful and I love it, but most of all I love being with you ... and all the others that have come into our lives like Frank, Rene, Steph, and Joe, and Julie your parents. I feel like my life is a dream come true. I feel so loved by everyone that some days I think I'll combust."
Dirk said, "OH, that reminds me, I just got an email a few minutes ago with some very good news that will make us all very happy. You'll all see it in your inboxes. Rene is coming back to Boston. She's leaving McKennit Consulting and is going to join my consulting operation and work on turning around some of our acquisitions before we integrate them into the whole Google-Beast."
I clapped my hands, "Oh, that's so fabulous. How'd you pull that off?"
"A good job offer ... that included a place to live."
"Where?"
"Here, with Jo and me. We've got all that space over our garage too, and I think we'll finish it off just the way you did for Bree. That'll give her some privacy if she wants it, plus she'll be able to come and go as she pleases without disturbing us."
Jo blushed as she stepped further into the room. She said, "Well, it might be that we'll be disturbing her more than the other way around."
"How's that?" Dirk asked, clearly puzzled by her remark.
Jo held out to him a little EPT test stick that she'd been hiding behind her back. In the small window visible to all of us we could see the green plus sign. Jo was pregnant.
We all cheered and surrounded Jo with hugs and kisses. She cried, and I felt how nervous she was as I held her.
Dirk stood up and said after he'd hugged his wife, "That's great news. We've been wanting a baby for years, and now that we're settled down together and in one place for what looks to be a long time, with people that love us around, this is great news."
Jo's tears rolled down both cheeks and she looked unhappy. She whispered loud enough for all of to hear, "But ... I don't know ... who the father is." Her voice trembled with fear and uncertainty. She choked up and looked at Dirk in a worried way as though he might instantaneously leave her on that news. I knew better because over a year earlier I'd had this very discussion with him.
Dirk grinned and hugged his wife again, "I don't care. I love the mother with all my heart, and I'll love the child as my own. Don't you worry. This is fabulous. We've so wanted a child and if one of the parentsmight be one of the men I love as a brother that makes it all the better. I might be me, and when we have another, I want the same situation. It'll always make me love you all more."
I laughed, "Jo, I'm not sure whomy biological father is either, but I can tell you that my Dad was the best in the world and he wasn't sure of his paternity either; just like this group my parents had their own sexual playmates when my Mom got pregnant." Jo knew the story, and I could see her start to relax in the retelling. She managed a little grin, and I pulled her to me for a hug of love.
Dirk was over the moon in his happiness at her announcement. He didn't want to loosen his grip on Jo's sweet body so we both ended up holding her and communicating our love and commitment to her.
Russ said, "Well, I will sure help raise this child, and I know Frank and Joe and we all will. There's every reason for us to all be together in this. What a great day."

* * * * *We stayed at Dirk and Jo's well past dinner, celebrating her new pregnancy by each of us making love to her and ensuring we gave her at least one orgasm. Of course, we all had orgasms too and shared a sexy evening together as we loved to do almost every night of the week.
Jo and Dirk were snuggling in bed as we left. Bree, Russ, and I walked along the path back to our home with our flashlights lighting the way. We'd be back again tomorrow night. I knew we'd want to use the path in the winter, so I started to think about more of a covered breezeway between our two homes that was protected from the weather.
My mind shifted as I thought about Jo's announcement, and that got me to counting. I even used my fingers as I neared the house. Just as we got to the back steps I speculated to Russ and Bree, "You know ... well, I sort of just realized ... my period is really late this month."
The End
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Divorce Party
Unique BTB ending to a marriage

Chapter 1
When my wife and her lover stepped out of that hotel elevator, they had no idea what was in store for them.
Lisa's behavior slowly became 'different' starting about nine months earlier. I almost didn't notice, but then I did. She said she was stressed at work. We'd been married for sixteen years and together for three years before that, so I just rolled with it at the time. I thought her attitude would change yet again as it had in the past. She'd had an occasional 'mood', but this one seemed to last more than the few days of her prior out-of-normal behavior.
She got some new job responsibilities and started to work later than usual a day or two a week, when she'd make it home for a late dinner, or on Saturday morning when she'd work at our dining room table finishing up one week and preparing for the next. Weeknights, I'd typically feed our two teenagers, although they were old enough to forage for food in our kitchen, provided we had the 'right' groceries.
Lisa had a job as an inside sales rep for UltraPharm, a specialized pharmaceuticals company. She had a wide range of duties, everything from remote client contacts using phone, video, text, and emails, to account management and lead generation for the field reps. She made input to the company's website, but was not a technology geek.
Our dinner conversations were often about the latest drug, contraindications, dosages, benefits, side effects, and compliance with FDA regulations and labeling protocols. She was an expert.
Lisa would occasionally travel, meeting up with one of the many field reps in our region to visit key doctors or hospitals, helping to make the pitch for what UltraPharm was pushing. She was making good money, as I was, so we were living the good life, albeit a busy one. She was a sharp dresser, and so attractive that I often saw other men checking her out.
Recently, she'd been having more overnights away than earlier in her job. She explained that her marketing trips took her just far enough away that she couldn't comfortably get home and then back to her job the next day. I shrugged at that point.
Lisa and I had reclaimed more of our social life as our children -- Brett and Brenda -- moved into their early teenage years. I'd been steadily involved myself in their activities since they were toddlers, and on weekends often played chauffeur to their friend's homes, athletic games, or other school-related activities.
One Saturday, I arrived home from a cancelled game that Brett was to have played, and found Lisa on her phone. That wasn't a surprise, but her reaction to our sudden arrival back home surprised me. She quickly ended the call and looked guilty, as though I'd caught her with her hand in the cookie jar. I almost teased her about it, but caught myself. Instead, I asked, "Everything okay?"
She brushed off her reaction and hastily reminded me of our plans later that day -- too quickly, I thought. "Yeah, fine, and John, don't forget we're going to Mitch and Ellie's party at five p.m." Her use of my first name seemed unusual.
Mitch Janson was my closest friend, and Lisa referred to his pretty wife Ellie as her BFF occasionally. There were two other couples also in our social circle -- Ben and Casey Ledder, and Lee and Jana Cross. The eight of us tried to do something together as a group every other weekend. We were close in age, each couple had two children near our kids' ages, and we had family in the area. We were neighbors and our kids went to the same school.
Other than our excessive busy-ness and running around, I thought Lisa and I were doing fine in our marriage. That changed one night we had a communal dinner on Mitch and Ellie's patio with the eight of us present. Our kids were either with friends or minutes away and old enough to trust alone in our homes.
Just after the meal, I needed to head inside for a bathroom break. As I left the table, carrying some of the leftovers, Lisa and Mitch stood and collected some of the other tableware to bring inside a minute behind me.
I was fast at my bathroom task, opened the door, and started to stroll back through their kitchen to the door out to the patio. Before I got to the kitchen, I overheard a comment that changed my life and everything in it.
Lisa and Mitch must not have heard me; however, I heard, Mitch say in a sexy, low voice to my wife, "I can hardly wait to kiss and lick that little tattoo by your pussy again. Being with you like this makes me want you more than I usually do."
I froze, just out of sight in the hallway, but only a few feet away from them.
Lisa confirmed my worst fears when she dryly stated, "Me, too. You're good at licking pussy and you make me horny. Just hold on; we'll have Tuesday after work to ourselves again."
Rather than confront the situation, I silently backed up, returning to the bathroom without a sound. Instinct told me to think and not panic about what I'd heard -- about my marriage and my friendship with Mitch. I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror and repeated in a whisper what I'd heard so I locked every word and nuance away in my memory.
Were there other interpretations of the remarks each said? The pair didn't seem to have been teasing. If anything, it sounded like two lovers catching a few seconds together.
I needed time to think, but the only thoughts I had boiled down to 'What the Fuck!'
I guess that I was quieter than usual after that. My brain was jumble of unorganized and disjointed thoughts, ideas, and commentary to myself. Lisa noted my behavior, and Ben tried to involve me more in some discussion about the parking problem downtown in our small suburb. I tried to act my way through the rest of the evening and had to call on my reserves to do so. I felt as though someone had hit me across the back of the head with a two-by-four.
I watched my wife interact with Mitch. Damn, I caught them more than once making eyes at each other, and one time Lisa blew a kiss in his direction when she thought no one was looking. Fuck, fuck, fuck.
I wanted to say something, to call them out, but I couldn't. If the pair were having some kind of affair, I had to know more about it. I wanted facts. Was something going on? I was a details guy at work, and I needed some details about what I'd conjured up as their likely behavior.
That night after we got home, I accurately claimed I had a queasy stomach and wanted to sit quietly at my computer until things settled down. Lisa went to bed and I researched private investigators. I found three in our area, and noted their contact information. I'd have to wait until Monday before I could do anything.
When I finally went to bed, Lisa was asleep. I thought of that tattoo, a remnant of her days in the KDA sorority in college; two reddish lips as though someone with a lot of lipstick had kissed her about two inches from her sexual cleft. The tat was so close to her pussy that it didn't show when she wore her scandalous bikini. She'd long ago stopped mentioning it. I took it for granted and barely noticed it when I was in the area.
I lay awake most of the night. Sunday morning, I suggested that 'we' go to the beach, an activity that I knew the kids would like but that Lisa would deflect. The beach was not her thing. As I hoped, I took Brett and Brenda to Carson's beach. They were teens and loved the shore. Further, there were always other kids close to their age there, and they were social and made friends easily.
I sat on the blanket with my phone, and started to make a list of the open questions I had and things that I needed to do if -- when? -- I got confirmation of Lisa's infidelity with my ex-friend. I wondered whether Mitch's wife, Ellie, knew what was going on? Somehow, I doubted it.
That evening, I had the sudden urge to organized the shelves in the garage before going to bed. Lisa called me crazy and driven, and went to bed as I waved over my shoulder at her. I was avoiding sex with her, and adding to my list of things to do 'just in case'.
Monday morning, after seeing the kids off to school, I called into work and told them that I'd be late. Lisa had left for work. No problem. I called Greg Parsons at Parsons' Investigations, the first name on my list. He could see me in an hour. I was on his doorstep after a long cup of coffee during which I made more contingency notes.
Greg inspired confidence in his capabilities. He was late thirties, an ex-MP and police department detective, and seemed professional about his work. I told him what I'd seen and heard, including about a possible rendezvous on Tuesday evening, and my fears about fidelity, and the open question I had. He asked, "Do you want proof or do you want confirmation?"
I told him, "Both. We have a prenuptial agreement that would kick in if there's proof. That'd be important to me -- and my children, since custody is discussed in the document. I had family money coming into our marriage and my parents insisted on the pre-nup."
I shuddered at his cost estimate, but paid Greg a hefty retainer. I gave him information about Lisa and her work, car, and then what I knew about Mitch. I had multiple pictures of both and uploaded them to his technology. I left him after our hour together, and wondered when I'd ever hear from the man that month. He couldn't promise any time scale to the investigation, but did say that he would try to 'surveil' on Tuesday evening.
I got more into my role as a busy husband and father the next few days, avoiding any serious intimacy with Lisa and minimizing our conversations. She seemed more than content with that situation, I noted. Then on Wednesday morning while at work, I got a text from Greg asking me to call him.
Greg told me, "Unfortunately, your wife is having an affair with your friend. I can confirm that but would need some more material to support any legal case. How much detail do you want me to tell you about what I saw and heard?"
Just based on his few sentences, my whole GI tract had gone into sudden and painful spasms. I told him that I had to remain in my family and would find that difficult if I knew a lot of nitty-gritty details. I wouldn't be a good 'actor' if I was thinking about those details about cheaters. I just wanted some broad generalizations about his results. Greg understood.
The PI told me, "I assume you know that your wife worked late last night. So did your friend Mitch. They were together in that timeframe at the Holiday Inn on Washington Street." He paused, "Is that enough detail or do you want more. I have some pictures and audio, but not enough to support any legal action or your pre-nup."
I shook my head, "That's what I need for now. It confirms to me that her late nights that started months ago are probably not related to her work. Thank you. Keep gathering. I have to decide what to do." After ending the call, I had to spend time in the restroom with my cramps. After that, I stared at a spot on my office wall for two hours, felt numb, and was generally useless at my job.
Somehow, I made it to and through the week and weekend. Without my teens and being able to interact and help them, I would have broken down and cried over the demise of my family. Instead, I steeled myself to be a better father. My garage was also turning into a showcase of neatness and organization.
 
Chapter 2
I resisted a dozen urges to do something that I knew I'd regret later.
I'd briefly been in the denial stage as I processed what I heard Lisa and Mitch say to each other at the prior week's gathering of friends. I realized that I'd ignored Lisa's attitude changes towards me, a significant decline in our frequency of sex -- including her always declining my advances on Tuesdays and Thursdays, her work late nights. A few times, she been more occupied with her cellphone in the evenings more than usual. I'd ignored it.
I entered the anger stage in my grief process -- grief that my marriage was over, that my wife was an unfaithful slut, that the mother of our children was fucking some other man, that my best friend was stabbing me in the back, and that the life of everyone in my family and circle of friends was about to change in a major way.
I did not immediately confront her. I didn't hit her with my son's baseball bat, although I wanted vengeance. I resisted doing the same to Mitch, as well. I needed to do something significant, but didn't know what that was yet.
Instead, I pretended that things were okay between us and that the family was doing just fine. I made it to Monday morning, but couldn't pretend as I'd been doing -- at least in that state of mind.
I arranged at home for a work trip out of town for the rest of the week. It was sudden, so I wouldn't have to see Lisa Monday night, but I would miss the kids. The trip was fake. I told Greg how to contact me and about my suspicion about Thursday nights. If there was anything important that he needed me for, he knew how to reach me.
I called Lisa at her office and ended up leaving a voice mail on her phone about my trip. I tried to sound 'normal' but my head was anything but. Every organ in my body was physically reacting to her betrayal. I felt sure I was losing weight, since I could barely eat. At least, that might turn out to be a slight benefit.
I got a room at the Motel 6 on the other side of town and wondered whether she and Mitch had fucked on the bed in the room. There was a park nearby and after work each day, I walked and walked and walked, stewing about the changing tide in the family.
Back in the motel room, I started a journal on my laptop about my feelings and emotions, and created a 'to do' list. I also cried at the losses in my life: the normalcy of life, my loving wife, maybe time with my children, and more. When I was sure there was no one nearby I screamed out and called Lisa every derogatory name that came to mind, because that was what she had become to me: a slut, whore, cheater, tramp, and colossal bitch. She was a liar, con artist, and a sinner of the worst kind.
The grief over the loss of honest and faithful love in my life turned first to hatred, but I knew that would consume me if I dwelled there. I struggled to find that narrow neutral territory between love and hate, where only apathy, disinterest, and indifference resided. I had long talks with myself about how I wanted to view Lisa at the end of this sudden unplanned journey where I'd leave her behind. Once Greg had confirmed her infidelity, I never had a doubt about divorcing her and enforcing the pre-nup.
Lisa had been gaslighting me, lying to me, and obviously had no guilt or reluctance to continue with her affair with Mitch. If they'd been fucking around as long as I suspected -- nine months -- they might keep going for years. I couldn't handle that. The apple cart needed to be turned over.
I changed the vocabulary about Lisa: builder to destroyer; wife to acquaintance that I didn't know that well; mother to liar, cheat, and traitor; family contributor to selfish and self-centered monster. I listed both her good and bad traits, and then literally burned the list on the edge of the motel parking lot. She was worthy of neither extreme in my new view of her. My love for her was dead, and apathy didn't deal with extremes.
I resolved to become her friendly housemate or roommate for a few months as we separated; unless I could evict her from the house. I'd pretend the kids and I were living with her on temporary basis -- until she left for someplace, but I wouldn't care where.
I spent hours creating a vision of myself in my new life with new circumstances all around. I had the stability of the job, and thanks to our prenuptial agreement the house, my income stream and retirement accounts, and guaranteed significant time with the children -- hopefully, as their full custodian. I wouldn't shut Lisa out of their lives, but I wouldn't make co-parenting exactly an easy task for her when visits or schedules were inconvenient.
There were things that I'd need in my new life, and that started me thinking about my stamina, physical conditioning, and diet. I instantly cleaned up my act, and put more effort into exercise at the small gym at the motel. I'd need to run on a tighter budget, unless I could get child support from her. That prompted me to move some funds to an account uniquely in my name, and changing the beneficiaries on my insurance and investment accounts to my children. My list got longer, and I found the Internet helpful as I did my research. Some moves, such as cancelling credit cards I'd do when I was ready to go public with the upcoming separation and divorce.
I went home on Friday afternoon and never had to lie about what my week had been like or where I'd been. Lisa never asked.
Over the weekend, I started on my plan to confront Lisa and Mitch. I needed to do it in a way that they couldn't lie their way out of their betrayals, or just back out of the situation leaving me holding the bag. The infidels needed to be seen for what they were by the people that were collateral damage -- parents, children, relatives, friends, and co-workers.
A plan to humiliate the couple took root in my brain and became a humorous game to think up the twists and turns I could introduce into some 'event'. I envisioned a 'Reveal Party' and what would be revealed was the couple's outrageous behavior and affair, the divorce, and other hurtful things to the pair of them.
That thinking led me to think about Ellie and the children she had with Mitch -- Marianne and Beth. That disturbed my thinking further. The two of them were fucking up another family, and not just mine. I realized that I had to share what I knew with Ellie. Fuck. I'd be the messenger of bad news and I really liked Ellie.
I surprised Ellie at her house on Tuesday morning as she was getting ready to leave for work, but right after Mitch had left for his job. I watched him leave as I sat in my car down the street.
Ellie was full of curiosity when I asked her to come to coffee with me. I told her that I had a story to tell her and needed her help. As soon as I said those words, I think she knew that bad news was coming. I resisted her insistence to immediately reveal why I was there until we had some doughnuts and coffee in front of us. We got our orders and I then drove us to the city park, which at that time of day wasn't too busy.
We sat across from each other at a picnic table. She looked at me and then tears started to roll down her cheeks. She used her napkin. Ellie said, "This is about Mitch, right? Tell me. What the hell is going on that has you so secretive. You worry me, and from the look on your face, it's obvious that you have something going on, too."
I blurted out, "Mitch and Lisa are having an affair. It's been going on about nine months, I think. I have a private investigator gathering information, but there's enough to know that I have confirmation. He's getting proof, which I need legally because of a prenup that Lisa and I have."
Ellie put her head in her hands and shook her head. I heard a muffled sob and then crying. After several minutes she spoke but didn't look up. "I knew something was wrong. Shit!" She sobbed. I changed seats so could gently rub and pat her back. I knew the stage she was in. Her tears made my own eyes teary, so I joined her. This was a sad event.
After a couple of minutes, she raised her head and reluctantly asked, "What are you going to do?"
"Divorce," I replied without hesitation. "We've established a 'once and done' boundary about this stuff years ago. She won't get much from me. Our prenup laid out what would happen with infidelity -- basically, the offending party leaves with no more than they came into the marriage with. I brought the house into the marriage, so I keep that. I hope for custody of the kids, too.


"At the rate the two of them are going, and according to my P.I., I'll have the proof I need by the end of next week. The two of them can't stand to be without a 'fix' for more than a few days. I've got an appointment with a lawyer who's a shark tomorrow morning."
Ellie was quiet for a minute and then asked, "Can I come with you? We also have a prenup agreement, but I haven't seen it for years. I want to share the P.I. with you, too. I assume you're paying for the service?"
"Yes, but I'll give you the P.I. stuff. He wasn't cheap. We could share the lawyer, maybe get two divorces for the price of one."
Despite her tears, Ellie guffawed slightly, "Sick humor, huh. Well, I guess I have some homework to find that document and think about my next steps. God, why didn't I see what was going on."
I told Ellie about my lists, offered to share and collaborate with her, and talked about my recommendations regarding mindset, timeframe, and my feeling about an 'event' to put my stake in the ground about the divorce.
"I'm so sorry to be the messenger of that news. I turned the tables and asked myself whether I'd want to know or just keep blundering along. I'd want to know; thus, I told you."
Ellie assured me, "No, you did the right thing. Don't feel guilty. Mitch is supposed to work late tonight. I guess it may not have to do with his job, huh?"
I shook my head, "Not at all. Lisa is working late tonight, too. Tomorrow, with the lawyer, I'll tell you my idea for confronting the two of them. I have a few more points to clarify in my head before then. Can you stall until you hear my ideas or do you feel you have to move on this news today?"
"I'll wait and help however I can. I hope rusty razor blades are involved."
I muttered, "Maybe I have something worse."
We talked for hours at that picnic table, and then set off to pretend we still had intact marriages for a few more days.
 
Chapter 3
Ellie and I met with Clark Harrison, the divorce lawyer, and he reviewed both our cases, asset lists, and prenups, and declared them 'iron clad' so long as we had proof. Ellie and I were exceptionally open and revealing in front of each other. Our cases were so similar, besides being linked by spousal infidelity, that our divorce petitions were identical. I think we did save some money.
Harrison knew of Greg Parsons, our P.I., and praised his work. He said that he'd more contact him regarding the format and content of the investigative work for the two of us. He accomplished that before we left his office. The wheels were in motion.
I described the plan I had and that brought a laugh from Clark Harrison as well as support from Ellie. Every time that I vocalized something about my idea, I got some new twist to add to it.
I told Clark, "Mitch and Lisa have been using the Holiday Inn for their fuck fests. The place has a nice restaurant attached to it that I want to reserve and then present them with a Dinner of Dishonor as they come down from their room. I'd have a gathering of family, relatives, friends, and a few co-workers to help celebrate the occasion, present them the divorce papers, and a few other things, and then we'd give them some 'tongue in cheek' toasts, roast the couple, make a few announcements about the way things have suddenly changed for them, dine, and leave. They'd be on their own from that event onward."
Clark laughed, "I love it. If you have room for one more at that 'celebration', count me in. I can arrange for a friend of mine that's a sheriff to show-up in uniform to serve the papers on the two of them."
"Lock it in. I'll have a date soon. I just need to check Lisa's calendar. She's been scheduling these affair get-togethers a week or two ahead."
* * * * *
The end of the week, Greg Parsons presented Ellie and me with a very detailed report on the shenanigans of our spouses, complete with photos and videos, that included some taken by hidden cameras in the hotel room, copies of texts and emails, and some recorded telephone calls picked up with a sensitive directional microphone. He'd discovered that Mitch and Lisa each had a burner phone they used to communicate.
Greg handed us each a USB drive with over 500 photos, 40 videos of varying length, and the texts and emails, that he'd been able to legally capture from the couple. They were a little sloppy and loose in their interactions with each other. Every item was incriminating, and many of the photos and videos were pornographic, capturing them as they were fucking. He was good at his job.
I asked about the 'how' on the photography and videography.
Greg called up a website and showed us a Teslong triple-lens inspection camera with sixteen-foot probe and microphone. He said, "I have various attachments and can get this in a cracked window or a under a door, steer or elevate the probe for best results, and the thing is barely noticeable, especially if you're wrapped up in other activities. Fortunately, in this state that is legal. I can take simultaneous photos and videos, and you see the results." He gestured at the USB drives.
He told how he pretended to work for hotel maintenance, complete with jumpsuit, tool bag, and can of WD-40. "I just knelt outside their door, snaked the camera under the door, and started recording. This is the irrefutable proof that you need in court."
I asked, "Could this camera gadget work in real time... like stream this to a TV set in that hotel's restaurant area?"
Greg caught my drift, "Absolutely. I have it streaming to the cloud as it is. I edited what I got later, getting rid of the dross. We could pick-up on that same data stream and have it play on the television."
I told Greg about my emerging plan, he laughed, and agreed to participate in that part of our festivities. He suggested that we use a projector to a larger screen for greater impact, and interlace some of the photos, suitably doctored so that they weren't as pornographic, yet they showed exactly what had been going on by the pair. Ellie and I agreed with glee.
The next week was busy for both Ellie and me, and we compared notes frequently and planned the event. We each visited our parents, our spouse's parents, a few other relatives in the area, and then various friends and mutual friends. Everyone was shocked at Lisa and Mitch's behavior, and they agreed to keep our plans for the 'Event' secret.
I developed a list of a few of Lisa's co-workers. I didn't want them to sit on the secret 'celebration', but I would invite them to the shindig at that last minute without fully describing the event or why it was being held. Ellie planned to do the same with people that Mitch worked with.
Lisa had scheduled 'working late' the following Thursday evening. Ellie confirmed that Mitch had a 'work trip' scheduled that that meant he wouldn't get home until late. That was close enough to their past behavior that I called and set the date and time with everyone that I'd talked with about our 'Event'.
I confirmed with the hotel restaurant about our gathering and left a deposit. I set things up for everyone to eat about seven o'clock. From Greg's investigations, the couple left their work at four-thirty, spent about two-plus hours fucking, and then Lisa cleaned up slightly and left for home. Mitch would be getting home late from an out-of-town client meeting that made him late. The expected arrival time in the lobby as they left the room for him to see her out to her car was around seven-thirty. Perfect.
I made some other calls, and arranged to take the day off. I hoped Lisa didn't check out my car, the back was filled with folded moving boxes and wrapping paper. Ellie was doing something similar in parallel.
The kids left for school as normal for Thursday morning. Lisa left for work, and I did my act of getting ready for work and heading out only seconds behind her, only I didn't leave the house. Instead, as her car pulled out of sight up the street, I started to empty my car and set up wardrobe cases and boxes for Lisa's belongings.
My mother arrived about a half-hour later to help pack up Lisa's things. I set her loose in the bedroom and master bathroom area and made up a bunch of packing boxes for her. I started packing Lisa's other personal belongings strewn around the house.
We were careful and methodical in packing and labeling Lisa's things: closet, dresser, cosmetics, and costume jewelry. The 'real' jewelry we separated out as something that I'd hold until my daughter was older. Most of that were gives of love I'd given her throughout our marriage. Some were family heirlooms.
Late morning, the locksmith arrived and changed the locks on the house and helped me reprogram the remotes for the garage door. After that, I completed the financial part of my 'to do' list. I cancelled Lisa's and our joint credit cards, paying off the balance. I moved all but $500 from our joint checking and savings accounts into those in my name only. I contacted our investment advisor and shut off her access to those accounts, too.
I shut down some of the subscription services that we jointly used: Netflix, and access to our joint safety deposit box. I stopped any auto-renew subscriptions that she used. I changed the passwords on the home technology. I forwarded her mail to her parents' home. I went back to packing her belongings.
Everything was packed by two p.m. I made a call and at three o'clock two men and a box truck showed up to take Lisa's stuff to a storage locker that I'd rented on her behalf. It went quickly. By four, everything was stowed in the locker and ready for her to sort through it. I thanked my mother for her help, and she left to get ready for our dinner. Funny, but we were almost gleeful about the coming party.
We did leave out one suitcase ready for several overnights. That would be presented to her that evening at the event we'd planned. Her residence was no longer going to be with the kids and me at the house.
The kids had come home from school and doing their usual after-school stuff when I got back from overseeing the loading of the storage unit. I told them that we were going to a special dinner and that they had to be nice and follow directions.
With great difficulty, I awkwardly explained what their mother had done, 'something very bad with another man', and that from then on, she wouldn't be living with me any longer. That was a tough discussion, but they were old enough to understand. I emphasized that we'd arrange for them to see her.
Brenda knew immediately and stated, "So, she had sex with someone else, right? She cheated on you?"
I explained, "She did, and that broke our marriage vows to each other that we would love and honor and respect each other. She didn't show me her love by doing that, and certainly didn't honor our relationship or respect me... or you. She basically voted to break up the family.
"We'd always said to each that if the other cheated that was end of our marriage. I don't know what her motivation was, but a number of us are going to surprise her and her friend tonight. I think it would have more impact on her if you were there, but you don't have to come. Your grandparents will be there."
Brett and Brenda both nodded and eyeballed each other. Brett said, "I understand, I think. We both want to be there, especially if will help embarrass her for what she did. What you told us about her doesn't make me pleased with what she did."
I added, "Some of our friends will be there. You know our friend Mitch Janson?" They nodded. "Well, he's the man, or at least one of them, that your mother had her affair with. His wife will be there with her children and friends.
Brenda volunteered, "We know their girls from school. They're on the same bus we use, but a year or two behind us in grade level."
"You will notice around the house that I have packed your mother's belongings and moved them out of the house. She will be able to get them after I tell her how this evening.
"We're having dinner at the hotel restaurant where your mother and Mr. Janson are right now. There will be a period of time when I want to show some pictures and videos on a large projection screen to the audience of people. Either one of your grandparents or I will sit with you in the hotel lobby since those pictures are not something you should see, so bring your iPads or something to occupy your time."
Brett said, "Are those pictures and videos of mom being bad with Mr. Janson -- having sex?"
I nodded, "Yes. You understand. Ellie Janson, his wife, and I want to make sure that everybody at the dinner knows without a doubt how bad the two of them have been behaving regarding our families and to show what the two of them have done to our marriages and children. Both Ellie and I are divorcing our spouses.
"Much later, weeks perhaps, someone in the court system may ask you who you want to live with. You have to be honest with that decision. I love you and want to have you living with me, at least most of the time. I'm sure if your mother can get her head screwed on straight, that she'd say the same thing. You don't need to decide or tell anybody today. I won't tell you what I hope your answer will be, but I am hopeful."
Both kids nodded and glanced at each other with slight nods. Brett said, "Mom has been ignoring us a lot. We know you love us, so that'll be an easy decision." They were old enough to understand what was at stake. Unfortunately, many of their school friends had parents that had split for a wide variety of reasons. I was making this one of the more flamboyant separations in town, however.
Our children were old enough that they wouldn't be at home that much longer before they headed off to college and the rest of their lives -- about four years. We occasionally talked about various professions, adulthood, working, and how they'd eventually have their own families. Part of those discussions involved communicating values that I held important. Two of those were fidelity and respect.
I had high expectations of staying in the house to minimize the disruption to the kids' lives, including what school they were attending. In our county, where you lived indicated which school you attended. Despite being in their early teens, I expected that the divorce would scar them in some way. I'd work hard to erase the internal damage, but at this point they were inescapable.
I checked in with Ellie by phone. She'd just had a similar discussion with her children, although they were a year younger than each of mine. She was dressing and psyching herself up for the confrontation that would come later.
I reminded Ellie that we were supporting had each other through this ordeal. She'd talked at length with her parents that day as they'd helped her pack-up Mitch's things and get them moved to a storage locker in the same facility that I used for Lisa's belongings.
I checked in by text with Greg Parsons, our private investigator. He confirmed that the couple were 'doing their thing' in Room 312 at the hotel. He thought everything was on schedule. If the past was prolog, they'd fuck, talk a bit, and then fuck again before cleaning up and starting to head home. If things went according to plan, they'd never set foot in their 'homes' again.
Greg had also set up a projector and screen in the restaurant area of the hotel and tested his equipment. He was ready to start streaming the events of Room 312 whenever I gave the word.
I drove to the hotel accompanied by my children, Brett and Brenda. We parked on the opposite side of the building so that we couldn't be seen from our cheaters' room. Greg paid attention to details like that.
We strolled into the hotel restaurant, which our dinner party had taken over. Any diners not part of our group were being served where the hotel usually had a buffet breakfast for hotel guests. My mother met us at the door.
I said, "I'm going to start the show." I'd told her about what would be projected for the viewing public. She'd laughed.
My mom, Peggy, said, "As you start the adult the children should stay out here in the lounge with me. Just tell Jack where I'll be. I'll care for Ellie's girls, too. What's going on is outrageous. You are definitely doing the right thing. Personally, I'd kill them.
"Your investigator has the audio from the room playing so we can hear. Lisa has said things that we could hear that confirmed her eroding opinion of you and the children -- very disrespectful."
Brett, and Brenda adopted a corner of the large lounge area near the reception desk for the hotel and started to talk and use their tablet computers. The kids quickly got into games. I went into the restaurant area reserved for our group.
My mother walked into the restaurant to see what was happening upstairs. The screen showed Lisa riding Mitch in glorious color. The soundtrack let us know that seriously liked the action and his cock.
Peggy said sarcastically, "What you're showing is outrageous, but more outrageous is what our daughter-in-law is doing to your family. Her parents agree; we've been sitting together with them. I warn you that her parents are just about ready to march upstairs and murder the two of them. We're trying to hold them back from what you have planned."
Most of the 'guests' were already seated at various round tables around the room -- each with eight place settings per table. Some were focused on a large screen behind a small dais, where a vivid, live picture of Mitch and Lisa fucking was projected. The angle of the camera was looking up from the floor of the room, so the union of their genitals could not be seen except when they moved around or got near the edge of the bed near the camera. My wife rode Ellie's husband in the cowgirl position, and when she turned slightly her breasts were visible. The sounds were grunts, moans, groans, and an occasional comment about how great the sex was and how they needed to keep doing this for a long time.
The camera angle indicated that Greg had extended his camera's surveillance probe under the door and into the room along the floor far enough to see the bed and the activity taking place on it. Fuck! Seeing this in real time was tough to take.
Ellie suddenly stood beside me. She said, "Hard-hitting, isn't it? I'm glad he walks away with some heavy financial obligations to me and the kids." We both avoided looking at the screen for long intervals.
I passed on my mom's comment about her parents' anger. Ellie moved over to them to calm them down -- slightly. This event was supposed to use irony and satire, plus various 'gifts', to verbally destroy the couple. Someone that was too angry would break that bubble.
On the large screen, Mitch and Lisa finished with a matched pair of orgasms, and accompanying noises. They made out for a bit and then we could hear over the speakers in the room their comments about needing to clean-up and head home before their spouses suspected anything. I chuckled because that myth would be blown out of the water shortly.
In the restaurant area, there had been two groups of people. One was mostly talking to each other and more or less ignoring what Mitch and Lisa were doing on the motel room bed. The other group were watching and commenting about the fuck session being projected. Even for the group not checking on the scene in Room 312 what was going on was impossible to ignore.
The live video feed eventually ended and I assumed that Greg had withdrawn his camera probe from the room so he wasn't detected. I went over to the laptop driving the display, and as planned started a show of still photos from the collection of pictures that Greg had taken of the couple over the past month since I'd engaged him.
In the photos that were being shown, genitals or breasts that showed were doctored by either pixelation or a black rectangle overlying the potentially offending area. Censorship. I think people in the room were relieved that the explicit part of the evening was mostly over. Ellie and I had warned them.


I went over and greeted Ellie's parents, reminding them of what we'd planned and the upbeat tone we were hoping for as we castigated the cheaters for their malicious behavior. I spoke with Mitch's parents, too; but all they wanted to do was apologize for their son's behavior with my wife and assure me that he was not exhibiting the values they'd tried to infuse in him.
I greeted some of the other 'guests' -- many in our friendship group that got together frequently. The few calls that I'd made to Lisa's coworkers had resulted in five of her colleagues showing up for the 'show'. I'd been pretty explicit, but promised an entertaining evening and meal -- money well spent, as far as I was concerned. Each of them expressed their own grief over the demise of our marriages and supported our justification for some vengeance.
Ellie had contacted seven of Mitch's work colleagues that afternoon and gotten them to attend the function. One of the men was Mitch's boss, who wasn't pleased when she described what his employee had been doing.
My phone buzzed with a text from Greg about five minutes later. The message told me that Lisa and Mitch were about to leave the room and head downstairs in the elevator of the hotel. Fortunately, there was only one elevator with one discharge area.
In a stentorian voice, I announced to the room that the 'happy couple' were on their way down to the lobby area. Ellie and I would intercept them and bring them to the restaurant for our 'celebratory' dinner. Everyone in the large group murmured about what would happen next and how they planned to behave.
 
Chapter 4
Seconds later, Ellie and I stood by the elevators in a nervous state. I reached over and squeezed her hand to confirm that she wasn't alone in their situation. I got a wan smile from her. We heard the elevator start to change floors and both took large breaths to force ourselves to relax a little and prepare for our forceful approach to get them to the restaurant. We'd rehearsed this part with each other a dozen times, so were ready if either or both balked.
The elevator door opened and Mitch stepped out with Lisa slightly behind. She carried a small gym bag. In the flash of a second, I stepped beside my wife and presented her with a small bouquet of flowers that I'd brought for the occasion. I smiled broadly. "Hi Honey. Let me carry that bag for you. It looks heavy." I pulled the bag out of her hand, sure that it held some valuable evidence. As I took the bag, I could feel her burner phone inside the bag; Greg had told me about that.
At the same time, Ellie had captured Mitch in a polite hug and kissed his cheek in a wifely manner. She gave him a greeting, although the shock on his face had made him freeze in position and look pale as a ghost. I glanced over and caught his eye, although he didn't want to look at me, yet he felt compelled to understand what was happening.
I said in a jaunty tone, "Come on; we're going to dinner here. We have special seats for you. It's set up." I pointed with one hand as I took Lisa's arm in the other.
Ellie and I each marched our spouse towards the open restaurant door. They were so stunned that they seemed to come along willingly. Lisa had started sputtering as soon as she saw me, having no idea what to say but feeling compelled to deny, lie, spin, or obfuscate what had just been happening.
Halfway to the restaurant door, Lisa emitted a small sob. Yep, she'd been caught red-handed by the person she least expected to see at the motel. I waved at my mom sitting with Ellie's kids and our own teens as we passed by. Lisa saw them and sobbed more loudly. She'd started to say, "No, no, no. Oh, shit."
Our friend Ben held the restaurant door open with a smile as though he were greeting the four of us as the long-time friend that he'd been. He'd already told me that he never wanted to have anything to do with either Mitch or Lisa again. After this night, they would be dead to him.
As we came through the door to the restaurant area, everyone at the 'party' stood and applauded the guests, as though they were welcoming a new bride and groom at a reception in their honor. Some that we'd primed, gave out a few false cheers and hurrahs. The forced smiles didn't reach people's eyes.
Almost as quick as she'd started Lisa got her emotions partly under some control. She was aghast at seeing her parents and Mitch's parents, some grandparents, an aunt, and then her work colleagues. My mother escorted the children into the place and to her table with my father. Ellie's children went to sit with her parents.
Lisa started to mutter under her breath, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." Her face and neck were flushed, not from the sex she'd just had, but from the ensuing panic and loss of control in her life.
Ellie and I led Mitch and Lisa to a slightly raised dais where there were side-by-side seats facing everyone at a table for the two of them. They were the guests of honor -- of dishonor. Adjacent to their table was a lectern with the notes that I and Ellie had pieced together for our remarks.
We seated the couple and Ellie and I moved behind the podium. Mitch and Lisa were blushing and flummoxed so much I thought they'd pop a blood vessel. Both had tried to speak as we brought them from elevator to table, but we'd each cut them off with urges to hurry or something about the meal. They both were truly flabbergasted by the assembly of people in the 'audience' -- witnesses to the end of their lives as they knew them.
I spoke to the group through the microphone, "Please be seated. Dinner is now served. As you dine, Ellie and I have a few prepared remarks and some presentations to make." I made sure to sound upbeat with my tone of voice. This needed to sound like a joyous event, when in fact it was the opposite.
Almost immediately, on cue, several waiters and waitresses swept into the room with trays of food. The basic dinner was a salad, salmon steak with some trimmings, and later a dessert. The children got burgers and fries, and chocolate milk to their delight.
I spoke to the group as the servers quickly dished out the plates, serving Mitch and Lisa first. Each of them looked at their dinner plates as though they might be poisoned.
The situation was truly ludicrous. Behind the 'special' couple on the large projection screen, there were scenes of their various rendezvous over the past month since Greg started working for us. Some were pretty 'R-Rated', but I knew my kids could handle that. Ellie assured me that all kids that age had seen far worse.
* * * * *
I leaned into the microphone on the lectern with a big smile and started to speak in a rousing and enthusiastic tone. "Let's thank Mitch and Lisa for showing up tonight. It takes courage -- real guts -- to show up when you're been... how shall we say... exceptionally social with someone else's spouse." My tone remained upbeat and positive.
"Moreover, based on the live feed from Room 312 that we had projected on the screen behind our special couple for the past hour, we can guess that they must be exhausted, yet here they are -- all that duplicitous activity plus double lives, secret texts, alibis, and so on -- they must be really fatigued. I know Lisa was always tired when she got home from her liaisons on Tuesdays and Thursdays with Mitch." My voice was almost jubilant, keeping to the sarcastic nature of the dinner.
There was some applause of 'welcome' in the room, but it died out quickly. As I spoke both Mitch and Lisa started to gasp at the implications of what was going on. They looked at each other in panic, but knew they were captive. Lisa was muttering one string of epithets after another. Her favorite seemed to be, "Shit. Shit. Shit." Not only had she been caught, but she was also being humiliated in a strange manner that didn't compute in her head.
The audience chuckled and laughed at my euphemism for fucking -- being social. As I spoke the display behind the couple came to life with more of the photos Greg had assembled. These were mostly PG-rated because the children had joined us, but they showed Lisa and Mitch holding hands, kissing, hugging, and going in and out of the hotel with the various dates over the past month overlaid on the photos. The fact was obvious that their fuck that afternoon had not been the first time they were together. I noted my daughter explaining that to our son as she guided his attention to the large screen.
I went on in a light mood, "Well, we know that this couple has stamina and can go the distance, twice tonight since we started watching on the large screen, and based on other statements we've heard from them, they wish they had more planned for later." I was sounding enthusiastic, as though I were talking about star football players achieving athletic greatness. I added, "Of course, stamina is no substitute for honesty, but who needs that when you're so good at coming up with alibis and falsehoods and wrecking some marriages.
"I guess at this point, at least for my wife, I want to congratulate her for her ability to multi-task. She always told me that women were better at that than men. In her case, she was multi-tasking our marriage and family life along with a long-term, flaming affair with my best friend up until tonight, Mitch. She wasn't doing too good a job on our marriage, but boy were her fictional stories well thought out about why she was working late. Give he some applause of appreciation for her skills at deceit, lying, and unfaithfulness."
I milked a round of applause from the assembled crowd of about thirty or forty people.
Lisa was stunned and looked wide-eyed as though someone had just drugged her. Her eyes had become the size of saucers and her mouth was agape at my humorous remarks delivered in the tone of a late-night comedian. Every word I spoke came in a happy manner, sounding cheerful and buoyant.
Lisa had been caught when she least expected and exposed publicly, yet those around her still weren't castigating her in anger. By my jaunty tone of voice and the appearance of things, this function appeared to be a happy event -- funny even, but she couldn't rationalize the disparity with the words or what she'd been doing for nearly a year. Mitch wasn't much different. The flowers that I'd presented to Lisa remained clutched in her hand; however, I could see her white knuckles, suggesting she was trying to hold onto some unusual reality.
I gestured to the screen behind the couple and suddenly they took in more of what had been going on behind them and gasped in shock. "We can see even in the PG-rated pictures that Mitch and Lisa have been a happy couple for many times just in the past four weeks since we started to capture their journey in photos. Evidence beyond that suggests that their anti-family behaviors have been going on for at least nine months and maybe longer." My voice remained lively with some glee to it, emphasizing the timeframe as though it was major feat on their behalf.
"Well, nothing spells romance, like making out in a parking lot, deleting text and email messages -- or so you think, and lying to the people you swore vows to. I'm sure you'll remember for a long time after tonight the many times you heard the admonition, 'Once on the Internet, always on the Internet'. Well, those emails and texts will be out there for anyone to find and enjoy until the end of time. We found them quite easily and, frankly, they were amazing in your admission of your behaviors since you started your affair." I waved my arm in jovial manner at the couple.
I perked up my voice, so I sounded in a more lighthearted state, "Ah, forbidden love, where you trade long-term stable relationships for stolen motel hours and paranoia. Well, they say love is blind, but clearly dignity and commonsense are, too." Still upbeat, I added, "Your affair isn't a grand love story, and I'm sure everyone in this room realizes by now it's more like a bad soap opera with poor dialogue. What you were saying to each other earlier upstairs was heard clearly in this room by everyone, and it certainly didn't impress any of us as worth publishing. I was impressed with how low your opinion of me, and our marriage had become with my knowing. Great job, Lisa." I grinned broadly the 'happy' couple as though I'd told them a vibrate revelation.
Lisa sunk her head in her hands and audibly said, "Oh, no. I didn't mean...". A short sob from her drowned out any further words.
On that note, about half the 'audience' broke into applause, as though celebrating the longevity of their illicit relationship and the other comments. I'd actually gotten some genuine laughs and chuckles. I had put in hours working up my script. With that 'praise', I got more courage to continue with the evening. I think Ellie did, too; she looked pleased.
"Before I speak further, let's hear from Ellie -- Mitch's wife -- at least up to now." I moved slightly and Ellie moved into position, adjusting the microphone for the modest PA system to her shorter height.
She spoke in a breezy and exuberant manner. "I add my thanks for you coming to this celebration. I wanted this evening to be about transparency. We've been hearing whispers, I guess, but the spouses were the last to know. Whispers about late meetings that went on long past dinner, about cars parked behind certain hotels, clandestine texts and emails, and more. Well, I do think it's best to clear the air before dessert. It's out in the open now, and John and I will share what we know with any of you curious enough to ask." Some polite applause by a few people could be heard.
Mitch tried to speak -- "Ellie, maybe this is not the time to..."
I interrupted him before he finished the thought the jaunty remark, "No, no, Mitch. Let her finish. You've had months of... talking... with Lisa, from what I gather. Give YOUR WIFE a chance to finish HER remarks, then you can return your focus to MY WIFE. I emphasized the words 'your wife' and 'my wife', but gave a jaunty chuckle at my remark cutting him off.
Ellie nodded at me with a smile to thank me for stopping the interruption. "Most adults grow out of hide-and-seek, but you two turned it into an extreme adult sport, and should be congratulated." Her voice got a happy lilt to it. "If you'd spent half as much effort on your marriage and family as you did covering your tracks, you might not have needed the affair -- ah, but that's water under the bridge. Some couples renew their vows -- you just renewed the minutes on your burner phones."
I held up the burner phone that I'd fished out of Lisa's gym bag only minutes earlier. She looked horrified. She was learning that she had no secrets.
Ellie went on, "Oh, yes, on another point -- honesty! I do believe in honesty, and I must thank Lisa for showing us all what happens when someone decides to live her truth the way she sees it -- an independent woman that knows what she wants to exclusion of all those positive values we were taught when we were young. It's inspiring. Mitch, too. She wanted my husband. He wanted John's wife. It is amazing to see someone throw away years of stability, family, and trust for the sheer thrill of a secret romance -- that's a real commitment to passion... and I guess being honest to your true nature."
Ellie pumped her fist in the air in a faux but supportive gesture. A few people in the audience applauded.
Lisa hid her face in shame. Tears continued to stream down her cheeks as her world fell apart.
There was laughter from the audience again at Ellie's comments, higher pitched now, the kind that covers discomfort. Some was forced. Lisa and Mitch both looked up. Her hands folded tightly into her lap, knuckles white as she endured the obvious roast going on. She'd set the wilting flowers on the table in front of her and beside her untouched dinner plate. Her gaze kept roaming the room hoping for some kind of rescue from what was happening. No one moved to help her, including her own parents who just glared at her in anger.
Ellie pulled out a page from the podium. "Let me read you a sample of the text messages between our happy couple." She turned to them with a smile as though she were about to read some sonnet at a wedding. "Darling, your orgasms earlier today were beyond any I could hope for. I so appreciate your responses to me. I just want to remain buried inside you for the rest of time.
"And the reply, 'Ah, you are the man that understands my body better than any other. You know my hot spots and my clit just awaits your fingers and tongue. I will be able to get away on Saturday morning for a couple of hours. I'll meet you at the back of the grocery store parking lot as we did last week, and then we can go to that spot in the state forest where we can fuck. I do like to do that with you.
"I'll pause there. Those two excepts from their text messages are tame compared to some of the others. John and I thought we might conspire to publish a book with these torrid communications in them. We're sure it would be a best seller."
Ellie reached for her glass of wine and she lifted it high over the lectern. "To passion and secret commitments," she said in an animated and upbeat tone. "The kind that burns everything around them."
"They say a relationship has three sides -- his, hers, and the truth; but you two have got about seven versions going at the same time." [Laughter]. "True love is staying when things get hard, but... never mind. [Dismissive wave at the couple]. "Tonight, love is in the air, as you two know and as everyone here saw in living color on that screen behind you. You two were sure energetic, and we all know that sneaking around and breaking promises are the cornerstones of a healthy love story. Right, everyone?" Ellie looked out at the audience and got some applause of agreement. She raised her glass again to complete her toast. "To raw emotions and lust, perhaps better than passion... I think."
Glasses throughout the room lifted to Ellie's toast; some clinked together in the mock toast. Ellie sounded merry and not like a wife who'd been betrayed. A few of the older guests had winced at her imagery and mockery, and our shills shouted, "Hear, hear!" Even Ellie's parents had laughed at how ludicrous the event was turning out to be. I noted that Brett and Brenda were laughing at seeming to enjoy the ongoing roast. I could see my mother leaning over and explaining things to them -- helping them to appreciate the overall event and what was going on.
I stepped forward as if taking over a comedy set. "And I must add, since Ellie is far too modest to mention it, that this whole party was a joint idea by the two of us. We got in the spirit since Mitch and Lisa were teaching us how to celebrate... except they did it in private. We've simply made the event public and dragged their private life into tonight's spotlight." My voice was jovial, the kind of tone you'd hear from a best man at a wedding. "Just like they were doing, we had to sneak around while we were planning this, but we didn't break any promises or seriously damage anything -- at least, so far. We also kept our clothes on.
"Mitch and Lisa were building something," I said in an uplifting tone as I turned to the mortified couple, "and I guess they were doing demolition right alongside at the same time -- marriages, relationships, friendships, being role models for their children, and their own reputations.
"Of course, what they were building had a solid foundation based on betrayal, disrespect, cheating, lack of regret about any of it, and, as we heard from them earlier in the evening, the desire to keep having this sexual affair into the indefinite future -- so apparently no guilt either. That's solid and based on many other comments that Ellie and I have read or heard, that's their long-term commitment to each other." I pointed up at the large projection screen where a large photo of them kissing in the hotel parking lot had frozen on the screen. The passion of the kiss was unmistakable.


The laughter from the audience this time was unrestrained. Someone shouted, "Hear, hear!" and that brought more laughter, only it sounded derisive and directed at the couple.
Ellie spoke again, "For both of us up her at the podium, I want to thank our families for joining us tonight -- my parents, John's parents, Lisa's parents, Mitch's parents, my own, several of our grandparents, some uncles and aunts, and our children that we will be supporting as times get harder for them from here on out. They were disrespected and forgotten, too.
"We're lucky to have four generations here to witness modern love in action and to help soften the impact of the egregious behaviors we've witnessed tonight on their offspring. Besides their love for each other and for cheating, there's probably some lust involved, too; at least based on what we saw on the big screen happening in their hotel room while we had cocktails here. John and I will have to tip the wait staff extra because of the lewd show we watched, beamed here from upstairs."
Lisa again hid her face is her hands and blushed a brilliant pink tone. Despite her embarrassment, tears had continued to stream down her face during everything going on. There was more to come, however.
I added in an aside to further lighten the mood, "Grandma Reynolds commented to me that she hadn't been this entertained since the Nixon-Watergate hearings back in the 1970s." The room dissolved into genuine laughter. The older woman waved her hand in the air with a peculiar smile on her face. The remarks were absurd, and that was just what I'd hoped for.
I went on with a sunny disposition "That wasn't a political remark. I want to keep things civilized. Civility is what holds society together when fidelity fails -- as it has failed in two of the marriages at the front of this room." I gestured between the four of us, but was laughing as though failure were a good thing. I kept talking in a tone brimming with cheer.
Ellie had been laughing at my fidelity remark. She said with celebratory energy, "Yes, we're friends here, at least most of us are. Certainly, John and I will have to think about how to describe our new relationships with Mitch and Lisa. All those old adjectives that we've been using for nearly two decades no longer apply -- husband, wife, companion, lover, best friend, confidant, to mention only a few."
Mitch started to get up from the table. He'd barely picked at his dinner. I didn't think that Lisa had touched hers.
I put a strong hand on Mitch's shoulder and just about pushed him back down in his chair next to Lisa. "Relax, my friend. If you can sneak around together, you can sit through a dinner together." My voice was humorous but forceful, yet sounded like I was delivering good news.
A murmur of 'oohs' rolled through the room, like an audience watching a magician's trick about to go wrong.
Ellie said, "Well, here John and I are, being left behind... and realizing we've been replaced by an upgrade. The philosophy of Mitch and Lisa is clearly that relationships need constant improvement, they just outsourced the emotional labor to do that to third parties. That's a hard thing to do, but only some unimportant things had to get sacrificed -- family, honesty, dignity, respect, and more of that kind of stuff." Her upbeat speaking voice didn't jibe with the words.
Both Lisa and Mitch were trying to look anywhere but at us or the audience. Lisa's head often hung in shame or was in her hands as the remarks delivered in a jaunty tone, hit home. When she caught my eye, I could tell she was pleading with me to make it all end.
Ellie was still smiling as she spoke again in a jubilant tone. "Now, we have some practicalities to attend to." She grinned broadly at everyone, including her soon-to-be ex-husband. "John and I have prepared something festive -- think of these as party favors for our guests of honor -- or dishonor, if you will." She laughed gaily and loosely gestured at the pair seated on her left.
I commented with sugar-coated venom, "They took the words 'working on a relationship' to mean working around it. You've heard of the love languages; theirs was fluency in deception."
I regaled the audience with a broad gesture and beamed out a smile. "To deliver the first of the party favors, I need to introduce a special guest -- County Sheriff Dwayne Morris."
From the back of the room, in full police regalia, a tall, handsome man in uniform strode forward from the shadows towards Mitch and Lisa. The room genuinely applauded the introduction and presence of the lawman.
Almost as though he plucked the large envelopes from thin air, Morris stood before Lisa with a smile, "Lisa Allison Preston, you have been served." He held out the folder to my wife, and almost automatically she reached forward and accepted the papers, probably before realizing what was in them.
Morris turned to her partner in crime and said, "Mitchell Timpson Janson, you've been served." Mitch took the large envelope as though on autopilot.
I explained with confetti-brightness to the general audience what they highly suspected, "Yes, the envelopes contain signed divorce papers, as well as reminder copies of the prenuptial agreements signed back when we agreed that doing the unthinkable even 'once' was too much. Also in that package are some restraining orders so that the two of them stay legal, nice, and calm down over the next six months."
With the polished cheer of an emcee, I urged, "Now, wait! There's more in the way of party favors... and in the spirit of transparency and openness."
"Before going on, I want to introduce to you the lawyer that Ellie and I are using for the termination of our marriages... Clark Harrison, please stand." Clark stood and waved. I went on, "Clark is the top divorce lawyer in the southeast of this country and is known for both his fairness and his iron proof petitions to the court. One of the reasons that Ellie and I chose him was his reputation as a shark that never loses."
Everyone applauded, and then Clark sat down looking happy.
From below the top of the lectern, I pulled two thicker gift-wrapped packages, apparently large books, and passed them to Ellie. Each was wrapped in a bright red ribbon.
I clapped my hands together in joy. "As part of this gift, I need to introduce you to another important man seated at the back of this room important to these proceedings, and one that hopefully got to enjoy his dinner after so much leg work at our behest. Greg Parsons, please stand."
Greg stood up and waved in a jaunty manner to everyone in the room.
I explained in a near singsong, smiling tone, "Greg runs Parsons' Investigative Services, and is the top private investigator in the region. Ellie and I engaged him over a month ago to confirm and then provide incontrovertible proof as to what our spouses were up to. He did a banner job. Let's give him a round of applause."
Everyone in the audience applauded, and Greg stood, smiled, and waved at everyone again.
I went on, "The gifts that we present to our spouses contain copies of his investigative report on them -- in the spirit of truth, justice, and the American way." We laughed. "Those reports are complete, well except for what happened here at the hotel this afternoon and evening, but most of you saw that earlier on the large screen so maybe we don't need to add that material to the notebooks. Either of us would be happy to have to you read through the many pages, photographs, and movies of evidence, just let us know. There are some USB drives in there, too."
As Ellie presented the 'gifts' to each of them, Lisa finally shrieked, looked back at the screen, now showing a video in slow motion of her and Mitch having a highly passionate kiss goodbye. She broke down and started sobbing. She audibly started, "No, no, no, no, no. I don't want this. I want to stay married."
I ignored Lisa and held my hand up to the audience, who'd obviously started to develop some sympathy for her as she cried. Mitch wasn't looking that happy either. Both wanted to speak, but I kept overriding them, and either Ellie or I had the microphone.
I said loudly and still in a celebratory manner, "There's still a little bit more to our festive evening. Hold onto your hats, plus there's a great dessert that the restaurant has on the menu."
I waved my hands and Ellie produced two more smaller packages from under the lectern. I spoke as though I were the happy ring master at a circus, which in some ways I was.
"Both Ellie and I conferred and decided that we didn't want to deal with our soon-to-be ex-spouses any longer. To that end, earlier today all -- I repeat ALL -- their possessions have been carefully packed and placed in nearby storage facilities. In the small box for each of you are the keys to the lock, addresses, and instructions for access to the 24-7 large lockers where your belongings now reside.
" But, wait, there's more to this. So that you won't be caught off guard tonight, needing clothes and your toothbrush, we've also packed some suitcases with some things you might need over the next three or four days."
On that note, Ben appeared carrying two travel suitcases, each with a large red bow on the handle. The presentation was festive, yet... not. He left the suitcases right in front of the table where Mitch and Lisa sat.
There was some applause and chuckling in the audience.
I went on with my showman's flair, "You'll be able to access your bins tonight if you want, because the place is open 24-7. You are not allowed back in what had been your previous homes based on those restraining orders, prohibiting you from...". I paused for dramatic effect, "... ever going inside what had been your house again, except with a sheriff present to oversee the visit and anything you might seek to remove."
The entire room broke into applause. I'd delivered the last remarks as though it was the culmination of the celebration -- a happy event. Our shills helped carry that mood.
Ellie stepped forward to the microphone. She lifted her glass and smiled broadly. "Let's not be gloomy. Tonight is a milestone! Endings can be beautiful when they happen in the open. We're simply cutting away the rot before it spreads."
A guest called out in an upbeat taunting tone, "To pruning off the bad parts!" and laughter erupted once more.
Ellie laughed, too -- lightly, almost joyfully. "Exactly! To pruning. It's the gardener's way."
Everyone drank.
Ellie continued, "Before we end the formal part of this evening's entertainment, we must express our gratitude. John and I again want to thank Mitch and Lisa for showing us exactly how strong we can be when humiliation and disrespect are served in cold and heartless ways. Lisa, thank you for teaching me what friendship is not--it's an education I'll treasure. John feels that way about Mitch, too."
Applause.
I leaned into the microphone: "And I need to add that you've given us clarity, freedom, and the rare gift of never having to second-guess our instincts again. You two should consider motivational speaking." My voice was still trying to be upbeat, but I heard my own razor's edge in the remarks.
More laughter, a few whistles. The crowd had surrendered entirely to the performance.
Ellie turned toward the guests. "We've all been through something like this, haven't we? Not necessarily flaming affairs conducted right under their loving partner's noses, but those moments when someone shows you their real face. The blessing is that we see it sooner rather than later."
An older aunt of Lisa's called out, "You tell 'em, honey!" and people laughed again, clapping in rhythm.
I leaned in conspiratorially. "You know, we almost canceled tonight. We thought--why embarrass anyone? But then we remembered: these two never hesitated to embarrass us. So, we're just returning the favor -- with better catering." I gestured at Mitch and Lisa as I spoke.
The laughter now had momentum of its own--loud, giddy, a collective exhale of long-suppressed judgment.
Lisa's shoulders began to shake again -- both from sobbing, and from the tremor of someone struggling not to collapse. Mitch reached for her hand, but she jerked away from him like he was a deadly snake full of venom, her face turned toward the floor. He looked shocked.
Ellie pretended not to notice. "Dessert will be tiramisu -- layers of sweetness and bitterness, rather like my marriage turned out to be. What a surprise!"
Another round of laughter--thinner this time. The air was beginning to cool; even the merriest guests felt the sting of the subtext.
I raised my glass once more, voice steady. "Let this be a night to remember -- not for cruelty, but for closure. We forgive, truly. But forgiveness, as they say, is best served up after signatures on those papers we gave you."
I reached over to the table where Mitch and Lisa sat and tapped his envelope containing the divorce papers lightly with my fingertip. "And we have those, don't we?"
Mitch nodded once, numbly, eyes blank. Lisa inaudibly whispered something to herself.
Ellie took a slow breath, still smiling. "Good. Then let's end with gratitude. To everyone here -- family and friends -- you've stood by us through awkward silences, strange absences, and rumors none of us wanted to believe. Tonight, we stop pretending. The pretending is over. Thank you for coming tonight and helping make this event what it turned out to be."
Ellie looked at Lisa -- looked at her with pity -- and her voice softened, to almost kind. "We're done, dear. You can go now. You, too, Mitch. You both should go -- and move on." Lisa broke into near hysterical sobbing only no one offered consolation. Her parents stood nearby with disgusted looks on their faces and made no attempt to come near her.
No one moved for a minute and the silence hung in the air as everyone watched the couple. Then Lisa stood, snuffling, crying, and trembling, and scurried towards the door without a word. Mitch followed a moment later, walking as if through deep water. The doors closed behind them with a quiet finality that seemed to echo longer than any toast.
For a heartbeat, the room was utterly still. Then someone -- Grandfather Reynolds, of all people--began to clap again, slowly, reverently. He stood and looked at Ellie and me.
Others joined and stood in support. The applause rose like a tide, not cruel now but strangely solemn, supportive, as though the audience had witnessed not vengeance, but purification. The room signaled their support to us.
Ellie smiled faintly. I exhaled, shoulders relaxing for the first time in over a month since finding out what was going on. I shook my head, still in disbelief over what Lisa had done.
The waiters entered with the tiramisu.
"Dessert," Ellie said, voice bright again. "We might as well enjoy the sweetness while it lasts."
And around her, as plates were set and conversation resumed in careful tones, the laughter began to rise once more -- soft at first, genuine, then stronger, until the entire room sounded almost joyous.
Almost.
Ellie and I sat at different tables with our children and relatives. I reassured Lisa's parents -- the grandparents to Brett and Brenda -- that they would always have open access to them and that I needed them in the children's lives. I knew that would be a concern to them. They were fun people to associate with, and I hoped that wouldn't change because their daughter fucked up.
I mentioned 'supervised visits' so that Brett and Brenda could see Lisa, and told how that would work easily at their home. They agreed and we talked about that happening in the near term.
After dessert and coffee, the attendees at our 'event' faded away. We left the suitcases with red bows still attached at the front desk, along with the other things that Mitch and Lisa had left behind.
 
Chapter 5
The next few weeks were a large period of adjustment. Mostly, I had to adjust to being a single dad to a couple of teenagers. I was surprised to discover how many small, almost meaningless things that Lisa had done, probably on autopilot to keep the kids and house running. I learned, though, and picked up the slack.
I talked to Brett and Brenda's school and got the name of a therapist, and started taking them twice a week to talk about what had happened. I feared that I'd hurt them by taking them to that crazy Divorce Party at the same hotel where the lovers shacked up.
Instead, the counselor told me that both kids had a remarkable adult viewpoint about the break-up, the reasons behind it, their role or lack of it, a positive vision of the future living with me, and an upbeat viewpoint about the Divorce Party. He tapered us back to once a week, and then once a month. Eventually, we stopped. The kids were fine.
Lisa tried to contact me the day after the Divorce Party'. On first contact, I reminded her that she was violating the restraining order and told her that she had a pile of things being held at the hotel. She then apologized and I just hung up. The next contact came from my lawyer with a request from Lisa's lawyer for several things: first, a visit with Brett and Brenda, and hope that I'd go to counseling with her, hopefully to heal the severe damage that she'd done to our marriage and work on reconciliation.
In regard to her request for counseling, I sent a one-word reply, "No." I told Clark, my lawyer, that he could elaborate as he saw fit. He knew that reconciliation was about as likely as snow in hell. He'd not only heard my rants, but he'd rather enjoyed the Divorce Party.
To handle the request to see our kids, I called Lisa's parents and arranged for the kids to visit on Saturday. I left it to them to contact their daughter and tell her the arrangements. I dropped the teens off on Saturday morning, but they weren't exactly eager to see their mother. They knew that she'd been the bad monkey in the circus that followed.
Between the kids, work, housekeeping, and feeding everyone, I had my hands full. Brett asked me whether I was going to date anybody or get married again. I gave him a withering stare and then laughed, bringing him into my humor. "Not any time soon. I still feel burned and betrayed. My ability to trust anybody, even a potential friend, has been destroyed. That doesn't mean that I never will, it just means that I have some wounds to heal." The kids said that they understood.
Ellie called me about a month after the party to tell me that Mitch had signed the papers and that her divorce would become a done deal in ninety days. We compared notes on becoming single parents, the progress the children had made in coping with the new reality, and that was that.
After I turned down counseling, Lisa signed the papers, and we too started our own ninety-day period before the separation became complete and legal.
Our friends Ben and Casey hosted a Saturday evening cookout and party about two months after the Divorce Party. The gathering was small, with Lee and Jana attending along with Ellie. Our kids were there, too.
That evening was the first time that I'd felt social again. Several glasses of wine helped, as well as acknowledging with my friends that life was moving on to a new normal.
I flew with Brett and Brenda to Orlando, and we spent a summer week exhausting ourselves with about every amusement ride or interesting pavilion in the state. We did get some beach time. We bonded deeply and had some profound discussions about life, relationships, trust, betrayal, resurrection, forgiveness, and resiliency. I had never felt closer to the two of them.
The two children spent a week at a lake with Lisa and her parents. By then the divorce was a done deal. Lisa partially repaired her relationship with the kids. I'm not sure that Brenda will ever forgive her.


Mitch got a small apartment on the other side of the city. The affair with Lisa ended at our humiliating evening with the couple. From what Ellie told me, he's thrown himself into work and is not thinking about dating - ever. He and Lisa have no contact.
Ellie had trust fund money from before she married Mitch, thus, the prenup was in her favor on many counts. He pays child support, and only a modest alimony. They set up the same kind of deal where Ellie never has to talk to him. He sees their children at his parents' home. That suits her just fine.
After six months, somebody threw a switch that must have lit a sign over my head that said 'Available'. I started to get invitations to friends' homes to meet 'someone special'. Mostly, I wasn't impressed.
The restraining order expired and the next day Lisa emailed me asking to have coffee. This was the first direct contact that I'd had with her in six months. I said okay. I couldn't duck this meeting forever.
Lisa showed up looking trim and chic, as she always did when she went out. We got coffee. After our awkward greeting, she locked eyes with me. "I need to say a few things and then I'll leave you to it.
"First, what I did had nothing to do with you. You did nothing wrong -- to the contrary and voiding every remark you may have heard me make, you were the ideal husband. I wanted something exciting and risky, and Mitch appeared one day. We flirted and you know the result.
"Ellie also wasn't at fault. Mitch and I were two selfish people having an adventurous fling. If you'd asked me at the time, I would have said it was about to end as easily as it began. I never thought of what we were doing as long term. I'd gotten to the point where I thought we'd just end it someday soon.
"I own the entire break-up of our marriage and family. I am deeply sorry. I know that I hurt you deeply, and I will be apologetic about what I did until the end of time. I know that you'll never forget and never fully forgive. Just know that I rue every interaction that I had with Mitch, and more than that the way I dismissed the damage I might do to you and the kids. I'm truly sorry.
"I will never forget riding down in the elevator and the doors opening to see you and Ellie there to greet us. I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me whole. I instantly knew we were through -- Mitch, too. The minutes at your crazy dinner at our expense was the perfect ending. You and Ellie were brilliant and those messages weren't lost on me. As the meal unfolded with you faking that upbeat mood, I just knew where I'd end up -- alone, grieving over the many things I lost, and regretting the pain I caused. Here I am as predicted.
"Lastly, please find someone to love and adore. I pray that I haven't totally destroyed your trust in romantic relationships. I think that I'm an anomaly. Most other women are faithful and respectful of their partners. For some reason... I'll never know why I did what I did. As you know, I've been in counseling, but I just can't find any reason that feels true other than I was being selfish and myopic.
"So, thank you for letting me apologize. I know it's inadequate, but it helps give me some closure with you. I love Brett and Brenda, and I know they're still not thrilled with me. I do stand ready to co-parent in any way you choose. Thank you allowing me to see them as much as you have."
Lisa prepared to stand, but I gestured for her to sit.
"Your job?"
"Embarrassing to say the least. It'll be years before I get considered for any other post or promotion, but at least I survived that period of time where I was the scarlet woman. I still am, but people have at least stopped talking so openly about it. Other than that, I keep my head down and try to do the best job that we had projected on the screen behind our special couple I can. Fortunately, I'm good at what I do, and everyone knows that, too.
"I don't know whether you ever heard from Ellie, but Mitch lost his job. His boss told him that he couldn't trust a cheater but let him resign and leave quietly without a recommendation. I only know that from talking to his parents when I was picking up the kids from a visit that he'd had with them.
I nodded.
Lisa stood, stared at me for a long moment, and then turned and left carrying her coffee with her. I felt some degree of closure that I hadn't known I needed. Our meeting also confirmed to me that I'd moved to the point of neither love nor hate with my ex-wife. She was a woman that I knew -- kind of. I knew that I'd run into her again and again over time because of the children, and that was okay. I was otherwise neutral about her.
After that, my days were not about erasing Lisa but about reclaiming my life. I felt as though I had walked through fire and come out the other side still a whole person. I felt tougher yet more resilient. I became an individual again rather than half-a-couple. Maybe that was what had gotten to Lisa; like me, she'd lost of individuality. The past belonged in the past.
I savored the coffee and let a thousand thoughts dance in my head.
As I walked out of the coffee shop, I pulled my cellphone from my pocket. I called Ellie and asked her to dinner. She expressed joy that I'd called and enthusiastically accepted.
###


        