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Surprise Menage





“

 
Would you date her?” my wife Nora turned to me and poked her tongue into the corner of her wide grinning mouth. Her friend Celeste, sitting tight against her on the love seat holding hands, also turned to me and also grinned with her tongue lodged in the corner of her mouth. 







Celeste had just returned home from another dead-beat date. We lived below her in an old mansion-turned-condo building that perched high in the   west side hills so that our small, enclosed

 
“

 
coffee balcony” gave a quiet, sweeping vista of the darkened, slumbering city stretching out below us. Directly above was Celeste

 
’

 
s round turret bedroom surrounded on 7 of 8 sides with tall, uncovered windows. She always stopped in on her way upstairs to update Nora on the trials and triumphs of the single life and the progress of her dating missions.





I was scrolling on my phone leaning back at our Parisian cafe round table avoiding getting busted for staring. Celeste this time was wearing a very tight, very short, strapless stretch-fabric cigarette dress, bright white trainers, and a worn-out faded denim shirt tied by the sleeves around her waist. She was deadly as usual.





“

 
Would I what?” I asked, determined to not move my eyes off my little 4 by 2 world.







“

 
Would you date her?” my wife repeated herself.







I refused to be deterred from my mission to not divert my gaze to the trés chaud girl smiling at me with that teasing, I-know-what-your-thinking glint in her grey-green eyes. She was merciless — it was like she knew I couldn

 
’

 
t respond with my wife right beside me. And those nights when she came in from her dates left her particularly playful.







“

 
Date who?” I peaked over the top of my phone squarely at Nora.







She pursed her lips at me and dropped her head at a tilt.

 
“

 
My mother,” she stated flatly.





I moved my phone back up over my eyes. But around the side of my phone, out of sight of my wife, I roamed a moment over the long, smooth, and toned legs of that specimen that came down from the ceiling like a busy little spider and who disrupted so dangerously my carefully-curated matrimonial life.





“

 
I would not only date your mother, but I would . . .

 
“







“

 
. . . stop!” Nora cut me off.

 
“

 
Honest answer, come on, Joel. Celeste is beginning to think there are no good men left.”







I moved my phone down but retained it at the ready against my chest. I made a point of staring at my wife

 
’

 
s eyes and my wife

 
’

 
s eyes only.

 
“

 
Am I now representing half the human race?”







“

 
Just do me a favor and look at Celeste and tell me honestly, would a man like you want to go out with a girl like her?” She even shifted her head on her articulating neck to gesture my gaze over to the tightly-wrapped, slender and fit package to her immediate right.







A number of answers suggested themselves to me in the private playground of my mind.

 
“

 
Of course a man like me would want to take a girl like that out, and bring her home and fuck her every which way including sideways.” Or,

 
“

 
Celeste? The friend of yours I jack off to all the time when I

 
’

 
m alone?” Or,

 
“

 
That girl there? No, but I would like to spray my jism all over her face and tits.”







“

 
Celeste would be a fun and entertaining date,” I stated flatly to my wife, and I nodded politely to Celeste and brought my phone back up in front of my face to hide how hard my tongue poked my cheek.







“

 
Thanks,” Celeste said.

 
“

 
You just said I have a great personality.” She uncrossed her long legs, pushed her trainers off with her toes, and recrossed them the other way. She also crossed her arms over her chest, as did my wife. I looked over the top of my phone again like a besieged commander in his hillside bunker peering at the enemy positions across the beach below.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s not that hard,” Nora said.

 
“

 
Just look at her at least, would you do that much?”







“

 
And then what?” I said to my phone I held exactly in the way of her face.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s not like I

 
’

 
m asking you to kiss her,” my wife shook her head and snorted.







“

 
But you could,” Celeste shrugged a shoulder and chuckled.







My wife glanced at her and chuckled too.

 
“

 
Could, or other things,” she said before reluctantly rotating her face back to me.







“

 
Do you think she looks hot?” my wife asked me.







I lowered my phone and inhaled through my tight teeth. I glared at her trying to warn her — Do not make me look at Celeste for fuck sakes. But Nora was not hearing my mind. She leaned over to Celeste and turned her face to her yet glanced her eyes back to mine as she pulled strands of hair down over Celeste

 
’

 
s face, and as she wrapped her arm around her bare shoulders and took Celeste

 
’

 
s jaw in her palm. She lifted Celeste

 
’

 
s pretty, demure face and turned her directly toward me.







“

 
Would you want to kiss her?” my wife said.







I jutted my jaw sideways and grimaced, but I was trapped. I rotated my head with my eyes straight out like headlights of a turning car and I first took in the dark, peaceful and distant city behind them, before I panned onto Celeste

 
’

 
s face held up and turned for my viewing pleasure.





Celeste half bit her bottom lip, she shot her eyes up to their corners for a brief moment, and she puffed a truncated wisp of breath out her nose. But when, through the strands my wife had set down over her face, she brought her smouldering eyes up to mine, the jolt of electricity shivered my body from the back of my neck to the middle of my groin.





“

 
Hm?” my wife pushed me and Celeste smiled, but she relaxed her mouth and her tongue darted out to moisten her lips before retracting back inside. She pursed her lips as though she might have given something away. She was communicating with me secretly with her eyes and I struggled to not react in kind.







“

 
I would,” my wife said. I twisted my lips like a guilty schoolboy trying to avoid laughing at his crime in front of the principal. She brushed strands of Celeste

 
’

 
s hair from her cheek and dragged the backs of her fingers along her jaw.

 
“

 
Right . . . “ she said intimately, “ . . . here,” she said, touching the middle of Celeste

 
’

 
s loose bottom lip.







I moved my gaze back from Celeste

 
’

 
s deep, dark eyes, across the galaxy-like depth of darkness between them, and back onto my wife

 
’

 
s eyes.

 
“

 
Come on,” she said to me almost inaudibly.

 
“

 
If you don

 
’

 
t, I will. I mean, Jesus, just look at this girl.”







“

 
You want me to kiss her? Right here? Right now?”







“

 
I

 
’

 
m telling you to,” she squinted at me.







“

 
This isn

 
’

 
t what I meant,” Celeste turned and dropped her face against Nora

 
’

 
s as though to confer in private.







“

 
He

 
’

 
s the type of man you respond to, you said that,” Nora cooed back to her just loud enough for me to make it out. She smiled at her, flared her eyes wide, and raised her eyebrows.

 
“

 
If only he was available, you said.” My wife dragged her thumb across Celeste

 
’

 
s top lip and it caught and bounced back under her grazing touch.







Celeste pushed her hand down hard into Nora

 
’

 
s bare thigh and scrunched her fingers into a fist, squeezing my wife

 
’

 
s flesh.







“

 
Not like this,” she whispered.







“

 
He

 
’

 
s a good kisser,” my wife murmured back to her in a tempting lilt of voice.







“

 
Oh Joel,” my wife sang to me keeping her face turned to her friend

 
’

 
s face and her enlarged eyes locked on hers.

 
“

 
Come here, would you?” she sang in that voice wives use to beckon their husbands from another room for a chore.







“

 
She doesn

 
’

 
t want to, Nora,” I pleaded with her.







“

 
That

 
’

 
s not what she said to me before she went out tonight,” she replied to me. She pulled her face in half a smirk.

 
“

 
Was it Cel . . .

 
“

 
.







“

 
That was private,” Celeste said to her with a roll of her eyes and a grin she could not suppress.







“

 
How did you say it, exactly?” my wife pursued her, pulling hair over her face, pushing it aside, playing in it. Celeste let her.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m hardly going to say it here,” she replied, flaring her eyes back at my wife.







“

 
You can say anything in front of Joel, you know that,” my wife smiled warmly at her.

 
“

 
Do you want me to tell him?”







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want anyone to tell him.”







“

 
He

 
’

 
ll like it — he

 
’

 
ll be terribly flattered. I

 
’

 
m sure it

 
’

 
ll make his day.”







“

 
Stop it, Nora,” Celeste snorted and looked the opposite direction, but with a shy grin.







“

 
So when I was helping my friend here get ready for her date tonight . . . “ my wife said, first facing the back of Celeste

 
’

 
s head that she stroked her hand through, before turning her face to my face while leaning into her hair and smooching it. “ . . . she said . . .

 
“







“

 
Nora!” Celeste spun around.

 
“

 
Stop!” she glared at her, but she also struggled to keep from grinning.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s just Joel,” she shook her face at her.







Celeste turned to me.

 
“

 
We were just talking.” She spun to Nora again and glared.







“

 
So we were getting her ready and she said . . . “ my wife paused as though expecting Celeste to stop her, but she didn

 
’

 
t this time. “ . . . she said,” my wife grinned before pushing herself up and darting in short steps over to me to lean over me with her hands high up on my thighs to put her mouth against my ear. She whispered,

 
“

 
she would love to fuck your brains out.”







Nora stepped back and flopped back down on the love seat next to Celeste who didn

 
’

 
t hear what she said, but knew well enough what it was.

 
“

 
Oh my god,” she moaned through a wide smile she hid behind her hand she brought up over her face.







“

 
Just give her a kiss,” my wife said to me.

 
“

 
She didn

 
’

 
t get anything tonight from that dead beat.”







I rolled my eyes and sighed and so did Celeste, meeting my gaze with hers.

 
“

 
She won

 
’

 
t let it go,” I said to her.







She shook her head

 
“

 
No” and said,

 
“

 
We might as well get it over with.”







My wife clapped her hands and jumped up.

 
“

 
Sit here!” she ordered me and she yanked my arm from my lap and pulled me up. She pushed me into the love seat next to Celeste and sat back into the chair I was in.

 
“

 
Pretend I

 
’

 
m not even here!” She seemed overly excited about what she was pressuring me and Celeste to do.





I turned to Celeste just as she turned her face to mine. We both reacted as though we found the proximity closer than either of us expected.





“

 
So how

 
’

 
s your night going?” I said to her.







She tittered and covered her face in her hand again. But she straightened up and settled her face into a relaxed expression.

 
“

 
Pretty good. You know, long walk on the beach, sunset . .

 
“







I smirked and tried unsuccessfully to keep my shoulders from jerking up. I dropped my face down until I could compose myself again. I looked back up at her.

 
“

 
Did you get caught in the rain?”







She held a perfectly straight face this time.

 
“

 
Fucking rights, and it was the best part of the date, too!”







“

 
Getting wet usually is,” I blurted out and wished instantly I hadn

 
’

 
t.







“

 
Joel!” my wife screeched.

 
“

 
Oh my god!” she cried and turned her face away.







But Celeste, despite a few quelled eruptions, managed to keep straight.

 
“

 
Been such a drought,” she shook her head regretfully.







“

 
You need someone to do you a little rain-dance, do you?”







“

 
Something like that,” she puffed air out her nose.







We stared into each other

 
’

 
s eyes closely and nobody was making jokes anymore. I began to turn my face to Nora, but she stopped me.

 
“

 
No!” she said in a hushed voice.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not here. It

 
’

 
s a date.”





I went back to Celeste and looked down at her hands cupped in one another in her lap. I reached out and took her hand in mine and held it the way my wife had been holding it earlier. Celeste watched my fingers wrap around hers and as though instinctively her own fingers squirmed and writhed with mine like two water snakes finding each other under the surface and she wrapped us up together increasingly tight. When I raised my face up to hers, she looked up too, through the tops of her eyes and under the strands of her hair. Two beats passed before she dropped forward, stretched her neck, and mashed her mouth against mine.





I recoiled and she snapped back as though she

 
’

 
d lost her bearings a moment and we both darted our guilty and nervous gazes over to Nora.







“

 
Don

 
’

 
t know what either of you are looking at, because I

 
’

 
m not here,” she shrugged.





We turned back toward each other. This time Celeste raised her fingers up over my arm and dragged her nails in the skin reaching my shoulder, and then my neck, and then around behind my head. She tugged and I came to her. This time the kiss was long, soft, and open-mouthed. She let escape a tiny, brief moan inside our kiss that only I could hear.





We finally pulled back from each other both of us out of breath. We kept our eyes on each other though, even though my wife was the only one to speak.

 
“

 
Keep going,” she said softly.

 
“

 
Like a real date.”







Both Celeste and I squinted our eyes at each other. She seemed as annoyed by my wife

 
’

 
s little game as I was. She seemed as ready to make her end it as much as me. We were communicating so much just through our eyes. It was like telepathy, the way I heard her voice in my head. Her top lip curled ever so slightly and the bottom lids of her eyes encroached up over her eyes even less slightly. I flared my eyes to tell her, I understand. I grinned and I reached my hand around the back of her neck and pulled her again to my face to kiss her. But this time I pressed my hand into her waist.





Celeste melted into me and moaned this time loudly enough for my wife to hear it. She also pushed her chest up and out toward me. I slid my hand up from her waist and over the ridge of her ribs below her tight, stretch dress. She puffed air out her nose, pulled back from me for only a moment, before pushing back against me harder yet, this time with both her hands falling into my lap high up on my thigh. She wrapped her hands around my leg like it was an oar and her fingers clenched to make her nails catch the denim of my pants. She emitted a tiny, involuntary cry from the back of her throat. I lifted my hand over her ribs up until the side of my thumb moved against the underside curve of her breast.





Celeste pulled back from me and lowered her face. She breathed like someone who just finished a sprint and in her downcast eyes was the look of someone doubting if the moment was real. Her mouth fell open crookedly. My wife didn

 
’

 
t say anything and it was time to show her what she went and did. I raised my hand up to Celeste

 
’

 
s bare upper chest, I massaged her orbital shoulder, and then I pushed my hand down, taking the top of her dress with it, down over her breasts that I then cupped in my hand around and squeezed.







“

 
Fuck,” she exhaled not to me or to my wife, but to herself.







I glanced over at my wife but she remained stock still gripping the tiny pipes that made the arms of the Parisian cafe chair. But still nothing. I turned back to Celeste. She panted and searched her wide open mouth with her tongue as though tracing where my tongue had gone a moment before. If my wife wanted to see a date go well for her long-suffering friend, I thought, then okay, let

 
’

 
s go there.







I picked my legs up and knelt sideways on the love seat and pushed Celeste down before me. The cigarette dress bunched down around her waist and she swung her legs up onto the love seat as she fell back under me. I caught her head just as she found the arm of the love seat behind her and she shrugged and said

 
“

 
thank you” in such a sweet and intimate voice, it make me growl. She raised her arms and dropped them around my neck and when I came down over top of her, she hugged me to her body beneath her, pressing her palms into my lower back and pushing her own hips and chest up into me.





We necked on the couch pressing ourselves hard together. Still nothing from my wife. Celeste grappled with the edge of my t-shirt and I hauled myself up to kneeling and tore it off before collapsing back down over her. She ran her hands and dragged her nails all over my chest, my stomach, and my back. I leaned down and sucked on her breasts, one after the other. She jolted and jerked under me, squirming and writhing like someone trying to fight me but not serious about getting away.





I reached down over her body and felt her thigh. I pushed my hand up and went under the edge of her dress. She moaned and whimpered beneath me. But she didn

 
’

 
t stop my hand, and nor did my wife — even when I pushed it further up and felt under my fingertips the floral lace pattern of her low-rise boy-short panties. When I pushed her dress further out of my hand

 
’

 
s way, she lifted her hips, she pushed her dress down her body, and struggled with a giggle to kick it down her legs under me. She settled again into a long, serious kiss, now naked but for her panties.





Still nothing from Nora, even when Celeste, with fingers that shook, tugged and struggled to pop out the button holding my jeans at the waist. She pushed and squirmed and worked them down over my ass and I brought up my legs and shoved my jeans down helping her until I was able to shake my feet and kick them off. I fell back down on her in nothing but my boxer briefs. She ran her hands and nails over my skin everywhere like someone newly introduced to the concept of skin-on-skin contact. She breathed in jagged stops and starts and bit me where she could reach with her neck stretching up.



We kissed and rolled around and pressed our bodies together and touched each other everywhere. When Celeste pushed me off her, I thought we were finally going to end the craziness. I thought she must have seen my wife who must have given her a signal. But no, it was only to roll me onto my back and to straddle my lap. I glanced over at Nora. She remained frozen in her chair, a look of deep wonder and amazed curiosity flowing over her face. I looked down her body. She had surlrepticioulsly slid a hand inside her shorts. My focus was stolen when Celeste, breathing hard and moaning loudly, grabbed my face by the jaw and turned me harshly to her before she covered my mouth in a desperate, frantic kiss.





Celeste fell back and tugged at the waist of my boxers so roughly her nails scratched my hips and I jerked up in reaction. It only served to bump my full erection into the front of her sweet panties and she shot her jaw crookedly down at me with a menacing grin creeping out over her mouth. I turned my head sideways again toward my wife but Celeste slapped my face and when I looked up at her in shock, she buried me again under her sloppy kisses, her aromatic scent filling my mind with cinnamon and cedar. My wife

 
’

 
s shorts were opened, the short girl-fly was down, and the front of her panties bulged and undulated from her hand crammed down inside.







“

 
I

 
’

 
ve been waiting a long time for this,” Celeste intoned in a hush through a grin. She wriggled on her knees down over my legs and crouched on her elbows and knees. She glanced at my wife as she she stood my erection up in front of her face and laid her tongue out. She wrapped it around the underside of my cock and moaned loudly. She raised herself up and dropped her head down between her high shoulders. When she brought her circled lips down over the tip of my cock, she turner head again sideway toward Nora.







“

 
I told you,” she said to my wife before she chuckled lazily and pushed her soft, hot lips down around the head of my cock.





I rolled my head sideways toward Nora too. My wife gasped silently and rolled her head back in her chair as though alerted to a plane overhead in the black pin-pointed sky. Celeste pushed her lips down my shaft and engulfed my cock inside her soft, hot, wet mouth with the vibration of her deep long moan blanking my mind out to anything else in the world, including my masturbating wife in the chair in front of us.





Celeste went down on me with an enthusiasm and vigour I

 
’

 
d never experienced with any woman before. She seemed frenzied by my cock, she seemed filled with exultation by it. I tapped her shoulder to slow her down, to warn her that she was going to make me cum doing that, but she laughed, she knelt upright, and she turned herself around. She backed up over my body shuffling on her knees until she squared up her hips over my face. When she dropped her face down against my cock, she gathered her hair around her shoulder to show my wife, and she licked me again like I was a big stamp, and she said to her,

 
“

 
Do you think so?” and she squealed in some sort of delirious delight. She consumed my cock again, pushing her face down far enough to poke the back of her throat with the head.





She sank her hips down and brought her pussy to my mouth. I gripped her ass cheeks, pushed her panties aside, and spread her open. I touched the flat of my tongue to the cleft of her pussy and drank of the dew that inundated her. She was so wet I recoiled and looked. But no, it was all her, and she was spinning with sexual elation. She was loud, too, gulping on my cock and crying with muffled gasps as though her mouth was a sexually stimulated organ. I touched her clit with the tip of my tongue and it was as though I had attached leads from a loose household wire to opposite ends of her body, the way she arched, snapped, and drove her hips down so hard into my face, my nose was mashed by her flexed thigh muscle.





“

 
Do you think so,” she had said to my wife just before she gobbled me deeply and shoved her soaking twat over my face. Did she think what? And what had she told her so? My head spun but my focus was hopelessly divided. Between Celeste

 
’

 
s mouth, corkscrewing down over my cock, her breasts, light and fresh, rubbing up and down and side to side over my stomach, and her pussy quivering and grasping on my mouth with her oils draining over my lips and chin, cryptic utterances emitted to my frantically self-rubbing wife were only vaguely heard in my consciousness. 







Celeste shook from her spine and gripped my cock in her fist hard and still. She lifted her face to the sky and arched her back so far her chest pressed hard into my abdomen. I kept on it, darting and chasing all over her pussy until she sucked a gasp noisily like I

 
’

 
d pushed her off the edge of a building and her body rattled before turning to mush and my face and neck were flooded anew in a rush of her lubrication.





She sank down and caught her breath before languidly twisting and clawing around on top of me to sink her face into mine still moist from her cuming on me. She squirmed and moaned and worked her panties down her legs and off her feet. I was filled with a wild sexual rage that was only partly quelled by Celeste when she knelt up high over me and reached behind her back with one hand. I felt her fingers scratch and wrap around my cock that stood tall and hard behind her ass. She looked over at my wife and then smiled down at me.





When I looked over too, Celeste dropped down onto me and kissed my ear. She whispered,

 
“

 
She didn

 
’

 
t think you

 
’

 
d let me suck you in front of her,” she tittered. She smiled and cooed and ran the hard tip of her tongue around my ear. I could feel her hand press the underside of my cock so that her soaking pussy lips dragged up the top side, coating me in her.

 
“

 
She said you

 
’

 
d stop me before I got you inside me,” she chirped and raised her hips with her tightly arching back. I could feel her steaming hot pussy lips envelope the head of my cock in a world of wet softness.







“

 
You guys talked about this?” I managed to squeeze out. Her pussy sank down to half immerse my cock inside her.







She snickered and licked my jaw and kissed my mouth fully and sloppily.

 
“

 
All the time, you dummy,” she chuckled. She curled her hips in and pushed her pussy lips all the way down my shaft until our legs met. She groaned and shoved her breasts up.

 
“

 
She never knew how to tell you.”





Celeste brushed my hair from my forehead and dragged her eyes all around my face until I grabbed her ass and pushed up with my hips, causing her to groan with a start, and exhale and inhale quickly with a wide smile.





“

 
Uh, fuck ya,” she moaned to herself. She began to twerk her hips to move on me like a machine, with her lips grasping and milking my cock. She leaned her face sideways on my chest.

 
“

 
So good,” she groaned to my wife. She bit and licked at the skin on my chest.





I looked over too even as I grabbed the tops of her thighs and began to fuck her right back and as hard as she fucked me, plunging into her from below.





My wife grinned like she was drugged.

 
“

 
Finally,” she exhaled. She was rubbing herself all over again, this time with nothing on from her waist down.





When I lost my breath and struggled to constrain myself, Celeste showed no mercy. She moaned with a wide smile and sped up her body torquing on me. I inhaled and held my breath and she only cried out and gripped me harder all over.





When I opened my eyes, the star-dotted sky was obliterated by a shadow I realized was my wife leaning over us. I blinked my eyes on the cusp of losing myself into Celeste and made out the weird shape: Celeste had lifted herself halfway up and twisted sideways. My wife

 
’

 
s arms were wrapped around her torso and their faces were pressed together so much their hair was as one undulating mass of silken luxury, all blonde and brunette mixed up together. They were kissing.







I was unable to hold on any longer and I shot hard and long into Celeste who ground her hips down hard into mine with deep guttural groans muffled by my wife

 
’

 
s mouth grinding just as deeply over her mouth.







I came out of her and instantly fell asleep as much from physical exhaustion as from feeling mentally spent. When I woke up some time later, I was alone on the love seat on the balcony. All the clothes, mine included, were picked up and gone. I came inside and peered around the dark condo. Nothing. I crept down the hall and edged our bedroom door open. The bed was still made and was empty. I went to the kitchen to ponder. That

 
’

 
s when I saw the note.







“

 
We

 
’

 
re upstairs in Celeste

 
’

 
s. Come up when you

 
’

 
re recovered!”





I shook my head and squinted at it to read it again and again, making sure my mind was not deceiving me. My clothes were draped over a chair and I got dressed. I slapped my face hard and read the note one more time. If I was dreaming, I was not snapping out of it. I left our condo and mounted the narrow steep stairs to the turret condo above.



The door was open but all the lights were off, except for a dim glow under the room at the end of her hall, the octagonal turret bedroom surrounded on 7 sides with tall uncovered windows. I heard a titter emanate from within and came close to the door with my ear first. I heard chuckling and murmuring and soft smacking sounds. I toed the door a few gentle inches open and peered around its edge.





Celeste liked pure white duvets and her massive bed was a riot of white covers, white sheets and an embarrassment of huge white pillows. Even the rug on the floor was thick and white. The bed was severely messed up and sprawled all over it were two completely naked young female bodies, my wife

 
’

 
s, and Celeste

 
’

 
s. They were kissing and tickling and when they both rolled over and saw me standing in the doorway, they both squealed and instantly began to rise onto their knees floating toward me. I stepped inside the room and they both came onto the floor with expressions on their faces of sexual bliss. Together they stripped me. Celeste lead me by one hand behind her to the bed and my wife hugged me from behind and clawed at my stomach. It was, I couldn

 
’

 
t help thinking, exactly like two angels on a cloud high over the city all around us far below.







They brought me down with them and we kissed, we touched, we probed and we came, and I never once was aware of whose body part was my wife

 
’

 
s and which was Celeste

 
’

 
s, nor whose mouth or pussy it was that sucked and fucked and spread all over me. We passed into sleep and woke into more writhing and laughing and humping and slept again. Night became day and we raided her fridge and ate voraciously and fucked again and again and again.







At the end of about 48 hours, we sat up together in her bed staring at the night that came again side by side by side against her headboard with our legs all entangled.

 
“

 
Whose idea was this?” I asked.







They both laughed and Celeste leaned her face down on my chest to see my wife on my other side.

 
“

 
Whose idea was it Nora?” she asked.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t even remember anymore,” she said to me.

 
“

 
Been a long time.”







My wife joined her with her face on my chest.

 
“

 
How long have you wanted to do that?” she asked me, twisting her head up to me.







“

 
Do what?”







“

 
Fuck my best friend, you dummy,” she giggled and she nibbled my chest and kissed me.

 
“

 
I said you didn

 
’

 
t want to — you never looked at her, you never talked about her, you never said anything about what she was wearing, even though, Jesus Celeste, how many come-fuck-me outfits do you have?” My wife kissed my chest again and laughed.

 
“

 
You never showed interest in her, in that way.”





I gaped and squinted trying to form the words to reply with.





“

 
And I said that you were just nervous,” Celeste kissed the other side of my chest.

 
“

 
And a proper man, too, Nora,” she castigated my wife. She pushed herself up and pressed her breasts into my chest and kissed me deeply and long. She tangled her fingers in my hair and yanked enough to hurt me.

 
“

 
I told your wife,” she said in a soft, quiet, and serious voice,

 
“

 
you wouldn

 
’

 
t fuck me unless I started it right in front of her.”







I wrapped both my arms around both their bodies and stared into the distance.

 
“

 
How long have you two been . . . “ I didn

 
’

 
t finish the sentence.







“

 
Lovers?” my wife moaned deeply.

 
“

 
Since before you came along, at least,” she said.







Celeste grinned and kissed me again. She bit her lip and tittered.

 
“

 
But we needed a cock,” she utterly playfully, watching my mouth from up close.







“

 
Huh,” I said. After a few minutes, I said again,

 
“

 
Huh.”








A Girlfriend Menage





It started to happen without anyone saying anything. My best friend Clara — we

 
’

 
re both teachers at Fort Wayne Elementary No. 4 — started necking with my husband Les on the couch beside me. We were at her downtown apartment late at night after having had too many shooters at McVie

 
’

 
s and too much of a release of pent-up energy on the dance floor in the midst of a long-awaited long-weekend.







We played on the dance floor and we played a little more hidden away in our tall booth table in the corner. I made Les dance with Clara and watching them bump and grind didn

 
’

 
t bother me, which I thought it would.







There might have been a secret reason for that. Les didn

 
’

 
t know, and certainly Clara didn

 
’

 
t know — or if she suspected, she never brought it up — but I

 
’

 
d been looking at her

 
“

 
in that way” ever since I read this damned article I happened across that described something neither hetero nor lesbian, but something between that some women feel with some close female friends.







I shivered reading it because it described me like I was one of the women they interviewed for it. I

 
’

 
m not gay — I don

 
’

 
t look at women that way, and I certainly look at men that way. And it

 
’

 
s not all women that get me like that, it

 
’

 
s just Clara. But its embarrassing because it

 
’

 
s definitely

 
“

 
that way” that I feel about her.







“

 
You two make such a cute couple!” I squealed at Clara and Les when they came back to the table to cool down. I

 
’

 
d been sitting between them earlier, but I made Les sit between Clara and me now.

 
“

 
Pics!” I shouted at them and when they leaned close, I shouted,

 
“

 
Closer!”







I ordered my husband to kiss my friend, having in mind a cheek-peck, but when Clara turned to him and draped her arms over his shoulders to engage in a full-on mouth-to-mouth kiss and even what looked like tongue action between them, I didn

 
’

 
t take the picture, but I also didn

 
’

 
t stop them. It was too fascinating.







What was I doing staring at them? Was I living vicariously through my husband, projecting myself through him, feeling what he was feeling? Touching what he was touching? I made them kiss again.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t mind, you guys look hot!” I said, getting the camera up again to capture it this time. I definitely wanted a closer look in privacy to study the pictures and figure out the strange new effect my husband making out with my friend had on me.







My husband was wary. He was surprised by Clara

 
’

 
s move too, I could tell. He peeked at me through her hair and he kept his hands off her body, unlike when they were dancing in the midst of the throng. I knew he liked her. Whenever we got together, he could never relax. I thought it was funny — I liked leaving them alone in a room together for extended times, like when we were watching a show, for example, just to chuckle to myself at how nervous he was around her. He should be nervous too — Clara was super-hot, and single. She was one of those types who made tearing lettuce of chopping zucchini a sensuous affair. She walked like someone thinking sexually all the time.







We got back to Clara

 
’

 
s downtown apartment from the club — that was the plan, to save driving home after. Clara and I shared beds since high school-party sleep-overs and from when we did Europe together on the cheap, after we both got out of teacher school and before our careers got going. Les was going to sleep on her couch.







That

 
’

 
s where we were sitting when it started, on her couch, Les in the middle, unwinding and laughing about the progress of the night and how many guys in the club tried hitting up Clara — a constant feature of nights out with her. Les did something in front of one particularly obnoxious guy that tweaked me. He threw both his arms around each of our shoulders and pulled us both in tight against him and said to the guy,

 
“

 
They

 
’

 
re both my girlfriends and we

 
’

 
re all going home together.”







The second half was true, but the first half wasn

 
’

 
t, and the implication he drew for the guy made me twitch. Les laughed as did Clara, but I sucked at the straw of my drink and tried to get it out of my head. Now on the couch, it was creeping back in. I liked Clara in

 
“

 
that way,” but the idea of her being my husband

 
’

 
s girlfriend was really riling me up. Are vicarious thrills really more enticing?







“

 
Remember the guy you told we were both your girlfriends?” I slapped his thigh and leaned over him to see Clara on his other side.

 
“

 
The look on the guy

 
’

 
s face!” I laughed at her.







Clara leaned over past Les too and her hair draped his lap. She slapped his thigh like I did but left her hand on it.

 
“

 
I think he went away believing Les must be the luckiest guy in the place, two hot chicks like you and me to take home?” She pulled her shoulders up and tittered. But she also kept her eyes on mine a beat or two too long. She always did that to me — she always left me in a vague state of not quite knowing if she was communicating to me something or not.







“

 
I bet you

 
’

 
d just love that!” I stuck my tongue out at my husband. I moved my hand up his thigh and squeezed.

 
“

 
You like Clara, I can tell,” I pinched the tip of my tongue between my teeth at him.







Clara rested her elbow on his shoulder and stroked the hair at his temple. The girl knew how to play.

 
“

 
Is that true?” she said to him with a straight face. I already told her I knew he did, and she knew I left him alone with her for extended periods when she was over at our house, just to tease him. She liked teasing him too. She liked teasing lots of guys, especially shy guys.

 
“

 
They turn me on!” she admitted to me one time on a girls night out.







Les just rolled his eyes at me as usual. Tweaked by the night of watching them dance together, and unable to get out of my mind that twinge I felt when he pretended we were both his girlfriends, I pushed things. I wanted to make him uncomfortable because that

 
’

 
s what I felt whenever I was feeling it creep up on me looking at Clara. I could never just kiss her, certainly not on the mouth, even as a joke. It would be too dangerous. But I wanted to explore that feeling my husband gave me when he danced with her and when he kissed her right beside me. I had to know what that was. I wanted it more.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s true,” I said to Clara but with my eyes on Les

 
’

 
s eyes. I snorted a puff of air out my nose because I knew he was dying inside.

 
“

 
He told me he does,” I said to Clara still leaning over in front of him. Her and I held eyes like that again. Damn that girl communicates!

 
“

 
You make him nervous,” I said, enjoying talking about him right in front of him.







“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t say that,” Les said with his breathing obviously faster. He worked in IT, which meant he worked largely alone at the utility head office, and he liked it that way. Too many people around, especially strangers, was not his preferred situation. He hated school, he told me, because it was always 25 or 30 kids crammed into a room. It was his idea we go early to the club and score the furthest table in the darkest corner with the highest bench seats.







“

 
I don

 
’

 
t mind,” I stroked his hair at his temple just like Clara had done earlier. She raised her shoulders and chuckled because she knew what I was doing.







She studied his mouth and then she touched it.

 
“

 
I liked kissing your husband,” she said.

 
“

 
At the club,” she nearly whispered through her demure grin. It was exciting, playing with my husband like that.







“

 
I noticed that,” I grinned too. And I touched his mouth like she was, both of our fingers stubbing around his lips.







Les gripped the sides of his legs and sat staring straight ahead. He wasn

 
’

 
t autistic, but he had certain traits. I mean, aren

 
’

 
t all men on the spectrum to start with? And aren

 
’

 
t engineers proven to be half way across that line from birth? I knew my husband well enough to know that if he was truly uncomfortable, he had a look that was more or less a code that he gave me, and I understood to back off. I liked that he was testing himself. He knew he could give me that look, too, and he kept it handy. For the time being, he was letting me push things a little bit further down the road for him.







“

 
I think he

 
’

 
d like you to kiss him again,” I said to her, but facing him. I ran my fingernails through his hair on the back of his head and he curled his neck and rolled his head back like a nervous cat letting the stroking go for now. He was nervous around Clara sexually, that much was obvious. When she was dressed for the clubs or when we talked about sexual things, he left the room or put something on the screen, typically a game, which for him, was like thinking of the Queen. But he was very relaxed around her socially, probably from familiarity.





The tension was interesting to me. But I have to admit, it was me who wanted to kiss Clara and I was just using my husband for subterfuge. I needed to know more about that whole projection thing that happened earlier. I needed them to kiss each other again to see what it was I was feeling through him.





“

 
I

 
’

 
d like that,” she cooed almost against his ear. He grinned and jutted his jaw crookedly. He wasn

 
’

 
t, like I said, completely autistic.







“

 
You

 
’

 
re playing with fire,” he said to me under his breath.







“

 
Whose fire, though,” I shot back, and then I ducked my face and pressed my fingers to my grin to keep from bursting out laughing, it was so corny.

 
“

 
Where

 
’

 
s the fire?” I came up straight again and I slid my hand over his crotch. He looked at me hard, but it wasn

 
’

 
t that look. He wasn

 
’

 
t stopping me, not yet, anyhow.







Clara covered my hand with her hand and squeezed too, making us both squeeze him in the crotch.

 
“

 
Yeah,” she leaned over in front of his face and looked back and up into his eyes.

 
“

 
Where

 
’

 
s the fire?” She tittered but she caught him with her fingers in the back of his neck and held him still to come closer to him and to place her lips on his.







Again I was expecting the friendly peck, but she made it into a longer, deeper thing, and this time, it wasn

 
’

 
t her tongue alone that was busy in there. I shivered that shiver again and I pressed my palm into the back of my husband

 
’

 
s head. And then I did something that I was unable to believe I was doing even as I was doing it. I drove my fingers through Clara

 
’

 
s long hair and I pressed my palm into the back of her head at the same time. I urged my husband and my friend tighter together. I pushed them both.





With that encouragement, Clara began to run her hands all over his body. But Les too took the encouragement to run his hands all over her back, her sides, and then her stomach. It was the club, it was the dancing, it was the kissing, it was the pictures. It was all of it. Clara ran her hands over his shoulder and chest and Les ran his hands over her stomach bare under her crop top and bare thighs below the bottom of her dress.





The kiss went on and on. It infected me, it made me feel a strange kind of high. I straightened myself and pushed myself forward on the cushions of the couch. I reached between them and began to undo the buttons of my husband

 
’

 
s shirt. I tugged it down his arms turning his sleeves inside out and he didn

 
’

 
t resist me. Clara moaned her approval, running her hands all over his now-bare torso. My husband works out and he

 
’

 
s built very nicely.







It felt like I was in a museum and they were lifeless wax figures, or like I was in a lucid dream where you know nothing counts. I looked at Clara

 
’

 
s body the way a mannequin dresser looks at the figures in the window display and I started popping out the buttons of her top. Nether of them were going to stop me. They continued kissing and breathing hard and they merely moved their hands around mine as I moved down the front of her top. I pulled it off her the same way I had pulled my husband

 
’

 
s shirt off, pulling the sleeves inside out and down her arms.







It was dim and the music was soft and the buzz of being in the centre of downtown was still in me. I tittered and I popped out the big white button in the waist of Clara

 
’

 
s skirt. She only tittered right back, but with eyes only for my husband. I tugged down the tiny zipper at her hip and she wriggled just enough for me to work her skirt off and down her legs.







I leaned back like the window dresser admiring my work and I knew, his pants had to come off to complete the scene. His hands roamed over her nearly naked body and she tugged at his hair and cupped his jaw in her hands. I got up on my hands and knees and worked on my husband

 
’

 
s pants like he was an art project I was doing on the floor in my classroom with my kids. He rolled one way and then the other to let me pull his pants down his legs with a minimum of attention or interruption. I was cruel though. I pulled his underwear down with his pants.







I don

 
’

 
t know what I expected. Would he scream and cover himself? Would he laugh uproariously and tear off for the bedroom covering himself? Would he look at me and shake his head telling me to grow up again? He surprised me. He didn

 
’

 
t do anything, and while doing nothing is his usual and expected default, in this situation, doing nothing was the most provocative thing he

 
’

 
d probably ever done in his life.







Clara didn

 
’

 
t take her face away from his, but she moved her hand down over his shoulders, scratched her nails across his chest, and clenched her fingers into the ridges of his stomach. And then she wrapped her hand around his cock — it was hard and big. It was thick in her hand and I knew it was hot to her touch. She inhaled sharply and bit her bottom lip before sucking on his bottom lip and emitting a tiny moan.





There was a power I had stripping them for each other. Through my husband I kissed and touched Clara, the long-forbidden object of my sexual curiosity, but also, through Clara, I kissed and touched my husband through different hands and eyes. I liked pressing their heads together when they were kissing. It brought something deep and primal out of me. Maybe I felt something like what men who run big corporations feel.





I touched the back of Clara

 
’

 
s head and when she interpreted me to mean to kiss my husband deeper, I tapped her again and pushed her down from his face. She kissed his neck and chest and I pushed her more. She bent over and kissed his stomach, and still, I pushed her further. She twisted her head and looked up at me to check. I pushed her one more time, until I pushed her closed mouth against the head of my husband

 
’

 
s cock.







I knew Clara through thick and thin, and I knew she was one of those girls who loved giving head. I gave head too, a lot of it, but it wasn

 
’

 
t the thing I got off on. Clara? She confided in me that more than a few times, she orgasmed giving guys head. She twisted her head one last time with her hair spread all over her face and met my eyes with hers. She was glassy she was so turned on. She pressed his cock to her mouth and popped his head between her lips, and seeing no resistance from me, she closed her eyes, she rolled her head directly over his lap, and she drove her mouth down over the shaft until he disappeared nearly completely inside her mouth.







That showed me her back, so I did the decent thing and I unclasped her bra and helped guide the ribbony satin straps down her arms and the cups from her breasts. I seized my husband

 
’

 
s wrist and I pulled him until his hand wrapped around her dangling boob and I made him squeeze her there. Nobody had to know that I was squeezing her breasts by proxy.







My husband pressed himself back into the couch and rolled his head up to the ceiling. I

 
’

 
m not sure if he ever had a blow job from anyone else but me — he didn

 
’

 
t like talking. I

 
’

 
m nearly positive he never got naked with and had anything to do with any girl as hot as Clara. He would never have encountered a girl like her were it not through me. And with her enthusiasm for una mamada, I was certain he

 
’

 
d never had a blow job like that, not even from his wife.





Another wife might be jealous, and another wife might be mad. Probably most other wives would never have pushed things that far. But me, I felt nothing but delight for my husband, strangely. Maybe it was because I spent most of the night experiencing my girlfriend through him and now, with the lethality of the pleasure he was getting from her, I was filled with it too, as though he were overflowing and I was catching it. I pressed myself up to him and I held his cheeks in my hands and kissed him deeply.





I looked down from his face into his lap and I wrapped my hand around Clara

 
’

 
s hand and stroked his cock into her sucking, tight little mouth. I picked his hand up and directed it under my control to the back of Clara

 
’

 
s head where it bopped in his lap, and I made him spread his fingers into her hair and to press her head. Reliably, Clara moaned loudly. I was in so many rooms with her and some guy she brought home, so I knew she loved being pushed like that.







I got up off the couch and left the room the way I do whenever she

 
’

 
s over. Only this time, they weren

 
’

 
t sitting awkwardly on opposite ends of the couch with no one between them. And there was no need to find conversation between them. But then, before I left, I came back and I stood over Clara

 
’

 
s back. In for a penny, in for a pound, I thought, and I pulled rudely at the waist of her panties. She shot me another warning look but she moved and stretched and allowed me to remove the last of her clothing so that she was as completely naked as my husband was.





She pushed up from his lap to kiss him and he, to his credit, kept his hands on her body, letting himself even slide them down her waist and around and over her ass, now bared. She tittered and grinned. Perhaps she was surprised like me at his new-found boldness. She threw a leg over his lap and sank down to sit on him, sinking her head down below her shoulders and pushing her hips forward over his lap. She even reached between their bodies and pulled on his cock against her stomach.



I moved finally away from the couch and leaned in the doorway out of the room and into the hallway where her bedroom and bathroom were. In the lights from outside and with the music, I had to tilt my head, it was such a beautiful, erotic sight on her couch with the big bay windows of her old building at night framing them.





I stepped across the room and came up behind Clara

 
’

 
s bare back. She turned to me half-startled and our mouths were suddenly too close together by surprise. It was she who kissed me, not me her, but it was definitely me who moaned inside it.







I quickly stripped myself naked too, and I sat down on my husband

 
’

 
s lap tight up behind Clara

 
’

 
s body that slid forward to make room for me. I reached around her hips and together we stroked his cock. She twisted around to kiss me behind her and together we both kissed my husband, taking turns with his mouth.







I worked my hands under my friend

 
’

 
s thighs and I caressed her there, but then I also began to push her there, to lift her. When she came up, I reached between her legs from behind and seized my husband

 
’

 
s cock. When I touched the head of his cock to the cleft of her pussy, she gasped and bucked. I leaned by body into hers and kissed the back of her neck. I reached around the front of her hips and I used my first two fingers to slide down her abdomen and to spread the lips of her pussy around the head of my husband

 
’

 
s cock.







She shivered and thrusted her body back against mine. We never touched anything of each other

 
’

 
s like that before. I pushed against her and her pussy enveloped around my husband

 
’

 
s cock and I pushed my abdomen against her ass and forced her to take his cock fully inside her.







I soaked my finger in my mouth and reached down in front of her hips and I began to rub my girlfriend

 
’

 
s pussy, finding her clit and infuriating it with near touches. Clara reached around behind her back and started doing the same thing to me, and together we laughed and gasped and cried and moaned as she rose and fell on my husband

 
’

 
s lap, her pussy grasping and sliding up and down on his cock.







She turned around on him and made him lie sideways down the length of the couch before she tittered and pulled me over him to straddle his thighs facing her. She grabbed his cock and teased me with it the same way I had teased her earlier, drawing the head up and back through the cleft of my soaking lips. She laughed and kissed me, and when I sank my pussy around my husband

 
’

 
s cock, she let go and wrapped her arms around my neck.







I rode on him a few minutes before she squirmed and whined with a grin, pushing me back so she could lower her pussy over my husband

 
’

 
s cock again. Then it was my turn to kiss her and hug her while she made love to my husband. We laughed and playfully licked each other

 
’

 
s tits and mouths and when Les was close to erupting, we both reached down between our bodies and together we pumped his cock between our stomachs and kissed and moaned when he erupted all over our stomachs nd tits and hands between us.







We finally parted, her to her room, and me onto the pull-out couch with my husband. We were oddly awkward in the morning and over breakfast we talked about everything but what happened at night. The following weekend, we didn

 
’

 
t go out but Clara came over for dinner, wines and a sleep-over with binge watching. We touched, we kissed, and we laughed, but the laugher was stilted, the touching was tentative, and the kissing was forced.







When Clara started making out with my husband, I couldn

 
’

 
t watch. And when I tried to get involved with him in front of her, I felt creeped out by her watching. Nothing worked and I concluded that whatever it was, it was fleeting and a one-time thing. I determined to leave it like that too, a beautiful moment that happened, a set of beautiful memories of when we shared so much.





Two weeks later we were back downtown for a concert at the hockey arena, and like we did before, we planned to stay overnight on her couch to avoid driving home with drinks in us. We plopped down with Les in the middle of the couch exhausted from singing at the top of our lungs and dancing up a storm.





Was it because it wasn

 
’

 
t at home? Was it because I could be someone else? Clara just turned casually to Les and kissed him to thank him for keeping another obnoxious guy away from her, and their mouths met when he spun to her to hear her again, and that

 
’

 
s how it got started all over.





She moaned, I felt that twinge between my legs, they parted but then fell back into a kiss again, longer and deeper, and this time, I stood up, I reached for a hand from each of them, and I pulled them behind me to her bedroom.





Together we stood and removed each other

 
’

 
s clothes. Me and Clara began to kiss and Les stripped us of what remained. We laid down together and hooked our legs around each other and turned our faces toward each other on the pillow. My husband began to lick my pussy while Clara and I kissed, and then he began to lick her pussy. The effect of being wound up like that, of having the tension raised and released, raised and released, with our faces together, touching each other and kissing, was overwhelming.







I knelt up and Les pushed our knees to our chests until we held them like that for him. We looked in each other

 
’

 
s eyes as long as we could as Les first fucked me deeply and fully, and then he fucked Clara just as hard beside me. We held hands and orgasmed together.





We slept in her bed, Les between us most of the time, but not always. When Les and I finally drove home near noon, I realized, it really was being in that different space. At home, he and I were back to normal. If Clara came over, it was like it was before, and nobody minded. But when we were in her place downtown, it became immediately hot, charged, and sexual all night long and into the morning.





“

 
We have that trip already booked to Mexico,” I said to Les, about the Christmas break coming up.







“

 
Just a condo we

 
’

 
re renting this time, right?” he said.

 
“

 
Not a resort, not a hotel.”







“

 
Yeah, uh-huh,” I answered him.

 
“

 
Romantic Zone in PV.”





He sipped his coffee thoughtfully. I got up with a snicker and hugged him around his waist. I kissed him and leaned back in his out-stretched arms clasped behind my back.





“

 
Would you like your girlfriend to join us?” I asked him.







He grinned and looked down and away. I touched his face and made him turn it back to me and I kissed him.

 
“

 
I like it,” I whispered.

 
“

 
I love that you have a girlfriend.”







“

 
I think you have a girlfriend too,” he said with one eye half shutting at me.







It was my turn to grin and look down and away.

 
“

 
Maybe some time you and her can go out together without me,” I said.

 
“

 
Would you like that?”







“

 
Are you sure about that?”







I pulled his hair and bit his ear.

 
“

 
It turns me on,” I said to him.

 
“

 
In Mexico, we can try you and her going out without me.” I kissed him again and I whispered in his ear,

 
“

 
Maybe my husband would like to spend a night with her alone some time. All night in her bed.” I squeezed my knees together the thought ran through me like an electrical charge.







“

 
I guess you should call her then, see if she

 
’

 
s free to join us in Mexico,” he said.







I whispered in his ear and snickered.

 
“

 
I already did. And she loves the idea.”








Me, my wife, and our girlfriend




“

 
The game is Mannequins,” my wife Lila said, something she and her closest friend Penny played way back in elementary school.





I didn

 
’

 
t think it was such a good idea.





“

 
It

 
’

 
ll be fun!” Lila laughed and she held her phone up to her face to get a picture of my doubtful scowl.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” Penny said, tugging her shoulders back and pulling her arms straight down behind her body with her twisting, curling fingers tangling up together in the small of her back.





We

 
’

 
d just stepped up inside the space-capsule-like door to the classic chrome Airstream trailer Lila and I rented for the long weekend. Penny and her boyfriend were supposed to be in their own camper, but they had a very recent breakup, and to salvage things, my wife insisted she still come without him, and share our camper with us.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s going to be a little tight quarters, don

 
’

 
t you think?” I said to her.





“

 
With Penny?” my wife snorted dismissively.

 
“

 
We share everything, don

 
’

 
t be silly,” she said, and that was that.





We

 
’

 
d all just showered after a day hiking around and swimming. Lila had the camera out the whole time, making me and Penny walk together ahead of her, hold hands even, and kiss, if only on the cheek.





“

 
Got to make that asshole see how well you

 
’

 
re doing without him!” my wife said, urging Penny and me to stand closer together in front of the sunset-lit lake.





“

 
Seriously, I

 
’

 
m not going to post these,” Penny said.





“

 
One kiss,” Lila said.

 
“

 
Luke,” she said to me.

 
“

 
Hands on her waist.”





“

 
Come on, Lila,” I said.

 
“

 
This is dumb.”





“

 
Do it!” she growled.



Penny was wearing sandals, white denim cut-off shorts, and a loose, black, sleeveless t with a large, swooping neck and a gold Chinese dragon snarling all over the front. She also wore a pink pearl choker. I was always nervous around her and I never told my wife about it, but her friend Penny was too hot to handle for me in close confines.



My wife impatiently pushed her hand into my back and made me stumble forward until Penny

 
’

 
s and my bodies touched down their fronts. Even though Penny and I held our gazes, I saw her mouth flinch and the corners of her lips slightly curl up. I knew she could feel it between my legs poking her in her abdomen, but still my wife pushed my lower back harder into her.





I widened my eyes at Penny and she smirked up at me, and in a private, soft, almost sympathetic voice, she said,

 
“

 
Come on then, kiss me.”



I swallowed and shut my eyes to try to control things.



“

 
Kiss her, Luke!” my wife egged me on.

 
“

 
Like you want to!” she laughed.



Penny curled her fingers around my fingers and pulled my hands further up her waist and pressed my palms into her ribs harder. The tops of my thumbs touched — barely — the fabric of her top where it was bulged-out by the underside curve of her breasts. I swallowed.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” Penny whispered without my wife noticing, and she let her eyes flutter closed. It

 
’

 
s like she knew I was extremely nervous. It

 
’

 
s like she knew how I got every time she came around.





She lifted her elbows slowly up between us and dropped her arms around the back of my neck. Her long fingers dug into the hair on the back of my head and she urged my head down with slight pressure. Her mouth widened with a soft smile and she puffed a breath of air out her nose.

 
“

 
Now,” she said in soft whisper and the scent rising up from her chest  filled my nostrils and buckled my knees.





“

 
Nice!” my wife said staring into the back of her phone.

 
“

 
Perfect! Yeah! Keep going!”



Penny emitted a tiny moan inside the kiss and her fingers massaged the back of my head. My shaking thumbs drew imperceptibly up into the soft mound of the underside of her breasts, unnoticed by my wife snapping pics, and Penny widened her smile and caught the tip of her tongue between her rows of gleaming white teeth, and she tilted her head to the side and sank her mouth on me deeply and thoroughly and invaded my mouth with her tongue. She pushed her hips against mine and she curled her spine up to grind her pelvis against my bulge.

She was taking chances, but my wife just giggled.

When we got back to the trailer, we took turns using the shower and had wine and put music on. My wife got dressed in her nighttime camisole teddy, a shimmering golden satin thing with tiny straps over the shoulders and a tiny snap at the bottom of her crotch. Penny, inspired by my wife to shed her daytime clothes and put on what she would have worn if her boyfriend came up, was also in lingerie wear: a shimmering black satin tank top that left her stomach exposed, and loose, lace-trimmed black satin shorts. I got into my drawstring shorts. I was going to put a t-shirt on but my wife slapped my hand.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s just Penny, don

 
’

 
t be silly,” she said.

 
“

 
The game is Mannequins!” she shouted and she laughed.





“

 
How are we supposed to play?” I asked her with what I thought was an obvious expression of disdain. But she wasn

 
’

 
t entertaining any dissent. I glanced at Penny standing beside me in that her, black, shimmering bedroom outfit and I blanched. Did my wife seriously not know the effect her friend had on me? Dressed like that? Standing so close?





At least Penny seemed to notice.

 
“

 
Maybe we should play another game,” she said with a one-shoulder shrug.

 
“

 
Scrabble?” she suggested happily. She half squatted with her hands tight to her hips and her elbows thrusted forward as she twisted her knees together and curled her feet on top of each other. She curved her shoulders forward and ducked her head down and tittered. We met eyes through the fallen strands of her hair. She seemed as uncomfortable as me.





“

 
Yo must hold the position exactly as I move you,” Lila said, ignoring both of our protests. She lifted my arm, pulled Penny, and lowered my arm over the back of Penny

 
’

 
s neck. She formed my hand around the bare roundness of her shoulder. And then she pulled my other hand across my body and flattened it into Penny

 
’

 
s half-bared stomach.





“

 
Come on, Lila,” Penny groaned and she dropped her head and turned her shy, grinning face away.





“

 
Uh-uh!” Lila scolded her with her wagging finger. She took Penny

 
’

 
s chin in her finger and thumb and turned her face up and toward mine. Then she pushed my head sideways toward Penny

 
’

 
s and tilted it down until our foreheads touched. Penny rolled her eyes at me. I struggled to maintain my even breathing.



My wife stepped back and took pictures from several angles.



Then she touched my wrist with her hand and pushed down. I resisted. She pushed harder and I widened my eyes at her. She only mirrored my expression and pushed harder. I narrowed my eyes and tightened my lips. She pushed my hand down the front of Penny

 
’

 
s stomach until the heel of my palm was on the waist of her lace shorts and my fingers lightly fell over the front of them. I could feel Penny

 
’

 
s breath. She was struggling like I had been to keep it regular. Then my wife tittered to herself, pulled the elastic waist of Penny

 
’

 
s shorts out from her abdomen and up over my hand, letting it snap back in place. My fingers came to rest against her skin under her shorts.





Penny yelped and pulled her hands up to her face and covered her silent scream. I yanked my hand away, too, and shook my head at my wife and sat on the bench at the table.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re crazy,” I said to her.





“

 
Just having a little fun,” she said with a shrug.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re so bad!” Penny cried at her and she twisted her body away from both of us.





“

 
You loved it!” me wife smirked at Penny.

 
“

 
And you . . “ she turned to me still with the camera in front of her face taking pictures.

 
“

 
Like you haven

 
’

 
t been wanting to get inside her shorts all the time.” She bit the tip of her tongue and heaved up her shoulders and jiggled, laughing silently.

 
“

 
Oh come on,” she said.

 
“

 
Do it — you

 
’

 
re a cute couple. You obviously have the hots for each other.”





Penny screamed and turned completely away.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re embarrassing me now!” she cried out at her friend through a wide grinning face.





My wife stood beside me where I sat on the bench and drove her fingers back through my hair, tussling it and cradling my head against her hip.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t mind,” she said in a quiet voice.

 
“

 
I kind of like it, you know.”





I looked up at her and she looked down over her shoulder at me and raised her eyebrows.

 
“

 
Her and I share everything,” she said, pushing strands of hair behind my ear.

 
“

 
Didn

 
’

 
t you know that?” she said puffing air out her nose.





“

 
Penny?” she said, still cradling my face against her hip.

 
“

 
What were you saying about Luke earlier?” She smiled deviously like there was something secret passed between them.





“

 
Cut it out, Lila!” Penny grinned back at her even more widely.





“

 
Penny said . . . “ my wife started, but Penny dashed over and threw her hand over my wife

 
’

 
s mouth.





“ . . . nothing at all!” she yelled at me over my wife

 
’

 
s shoulder.





My wife bit Penny

 
’

 
s finger and she recoiled her hand from her mouth and my wife tugged her arm around behind her neck and patted her arm down over her shoulder and chest. She snaked her other hand, still holding the phone, around Penny

 
’

 
s waist and pulled her hip tight against her own hip.

 
“

 
Look at you now,” she said to me,

 
“

 
two of the cutest girls from U of O

 
’

 
18, all to yourself in a glamping trailer in the woods. What are you going to do, Luke?”





She caressed my face with her palm and fingers. She turned Penny toward me with her arm around her back and she twisted me in the seat so I sat on the end. She took my one wrist and brought my arm up over her body and pasted my hand around her waist. Then she took my other arm and pressed it around Penny

 
’

 
s waist. I looked up at her over her stomach and breasts to her eyes. Penny

 
’

 
s bared stomach was just as close to my chin and neck as my wife

 
’

 
s, which was close enough to feel the heat emanating from both their bodies.





She bent her elbow up to seize Penny

 
’

 
s hand and held it over her shoulder and chest to keep her arm wrapped around her neck, and she wrapped her arm around Penny

 
’

 
s neck and held her shoulder to keep it there. She began to rotate her waist around in circles on her hips and tittered.



I struggled to keep my eyes up on her eyes and I swallowed with difficulty. There was music on and the lights inside the trailer were dim. Things felt close and intimate.



“

 
Kiss,” my wife ordered me, and she pushed her camisole-covered stomach out at my face. I closed my eyes and projected my face toward her body and pressed my lips to the satin fabric over her lower stomach.





Then my wife drew her hand down Penny

 
’

 
s back from her shoulder to her hips and nudged Penny

 
’

 
s pelvis toward my face.

 
“

 
Kiss,” she said again.





“

 
Lila!” Penny said in a low growl.





“

 
Kiss,” my wife said, ignoring her. I blinked and looked down and out — directly into Penny

 
’

 
s bare stomach with it

 
’

 
s tiny blonde hairs and smooth, toned valleys and hills. She worked out, obviously, but I knew that already. My wife pushed her friend

 
’

 
s body closer to my face.





I kissed her quickly and lightly and pulled back and looked up at my wife with my eyebrows raised as though to say,

 
“

 
Satisfied?”



Penny let out of her nose a tiny, unintended puff of air.



“

 
Lower, again,” my wife said, looking down at her and her friend

 
’

 
s bodies. Penny had reluctantly and slightly joined her hips to my wife

 
’

 
s hips as they danced, making matching little circles with my wife so that both bodies gently and slowly gyrated in front of my face.





I reached up and held Penny

 
’

 
s waist in my hands and I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her abdomen just above the waist of her shimmering satin shorts.





“

 
Nice,” my wife whispered barely audibly. I glanced up and found that Lila and Penny had turned their faces together and had started kissing.





My wife pulled her face back from Penny

 
’

 
s and smiled at her an inch away.

 
“

 
Lower, again,” she said, facing her friend, but she was talking to me.





I looked back down at the two writhing and undulating abdomens that were both making circles in time to the music big enough to nearly brush against my face. I wrapped one hand around my wife

 
’

 
s waist and left my other hand around Penny

 
’

 
s waist and pulled them tighter together. My wife tittered, and then I heard a moan that told me without looking that she was kissing her friend again. I pressed my mouth against my wife

 
’

 
s abdomen, lower down this time, low enough to sense her pubic bone under the lace fabric of her golden cami. My wife squealed high and lightly.





I turned to Penny

 
’

 
s body and swallowed and hesitated. My wife

 
’

 
s hand appeared lightly on the back of my head, and it nudged me forward. I used my hand around Penny

 
’

 
s waist, and my teeth, to pull her satin shorts down her hips an inch or so, and I pressed my mouth against her soft, undulating flesh on the mound that rose, I knew from spying on her in her low-riding bikini that day on the beach, between the low dips around her hips. I heard a high, light, and truncated squeal above me that was not my wife

 
’

 
s voice.





I heard my wife snicker and I looked up but without looking down, my wife tapped my head and pushed it down further. I saw her lick her long, extended tongue up over her friend

 
’

 
s chin and lips, and she laughed.

 
“

 
Lower, again,” she said in a deep, guttural voice.





“

 
Lila,” I heard Penny

 
’

 
s voice full of resigned breath and I felt a tremor course through her body.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not me,” my wife said to her in a tiny, private voice.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not doing anything,” she said in just as much breath as Penny. She reached down in front of her body and curled her hand under her groin. With her fingers shaking, she pulled the snap at the bottom of her teddy apart, and with her hand on top of my head, she pushed me down hard.



I inhaled and shut my eyes and tried to clear my mind of what any of it meant. I knew because my wife told me that they kissed in bed in college a few times, and that they cuddled in ways that were a little beyond two friends comforting each other. But not by far.



My wife often teased me about Penny. In bed, she

 
’

 
d laugh and tug my cock and say things like,

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
d totally do Penny if you had a chance, don

 
’

 
t lie!” and she

 
’

 
d drop her mouth wide open and widen her eyes like she caught me in some secret scandal.





“

 
I wouldn

 
’

 
t cheat,” I said shaking my head like an odious smell made me recoil.





“

 
Not cheating, silly,” my wife said. She jumped up and crouched between my legs, shoving my knees wider apart.

 
“

 
Just if you could,” she said. She lapped at the underside of my cock with her wide, long tongue and laughed.





“

 
Well how could I if I

 
’

 
m married to you?” I said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she shrugged with encroaching annoyance and she lowered herself to her elbows and pressed my cock against her cheek and nose.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a fantasy, anyway. Imagine it

 
’

 
s her in bed right now,” she tittered. She tugged my cock in her fist.

 
“

 
Close your eyes,” she said.

 
“

 
Imagine its Penny doing this to you,” she said in a near whisper, and she raised her face over my erection, parted her lips slightly, and pushed her mouth down over the head of my cock.





She raised her face and said,

 
“

 
Are you sure Lila isn

 
’

 
t coming home tonight?” she said in a lower voice, and before I could react, she sank her mouth all the way down my cock and squealed with laughter as she pumped her fist and mouth back up and down even deeper on my cock.





Another time, we were lounging in bed talking about college days. The conversation turned to Penny and her history with

 
“

 
dumb” boyfriends. Lila and I were already dating at the time and we were pretty sure we

 
’

 
d found our partner for life. Penny wasn

 
’

 
t so lucky.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know why,” my wife said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
d totally do her if I was a guy.”





“

 
Yeah,” I said, which is what I said to everything she said as a force of habit.





But my wife leapt up and threw her body over me and pinned my wrists to the pillow over my head and sat heavily on my chest.

 
“

 
I knew you wanted her,” she laughed down at me.





“

 
Just agreeing with you,” I tried.





“

 
You wish you could lick her pussy, don

 
’

 
t you,” she said, and she gasped with a wide open smile at me.

 
“

 
She has a very small and pretty pussy, you know,” she narrowed her eyes at me.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ve seen it.”





“

 
That so,” I said, trying to avoid what could be a minefield.





“

 
Uh-huh,” she smiled.

 
“

 
And I know how sensitive and responsive it is too,” she snickered at me.





“

 
How would you know that?” I said. She pushed her hips down my stomach and wriggled her ass into my erection, not commenting on how big it was. But not needing to.





“

 
We lived together — I could hear the tiny buzzing sound whenever she got her toy out,” my wife said, before shooting her shoulders up high and dropping her face down to bite her tongue at me and snicker like a kid.

 
“

 
She cums so noisily and so long and hard,” my wife said, breathing through the word

 
“

 
hard” to steam my face with her breath.

 
“

 
It makes you want to lick her, doesn

 
’

 
t it,” she said.





“

 
Fuck, I don

 
’

 
t know, Lila,” I said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll show you what I mean,” she said, and she reached between her legs. She was wearing at the time a black teddy, and she pulled the snaps in the crotch open. She crawled up my body on her knees and leaned her elbows into the headboard over my head.





“

 
Pretend I

 
’

 
m Penny,” she said down at me,

 
“

 
and lick my pussy.”





“

 
Lila,” I said,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not going to pretend you

 
’

 
re Penny.”





But she was already not hearing me. She leaned her head back and gasped at the ceiling.

 
“

 
Did you check?” she groaned softly.





“

 
Check what?”





“

 
If Lila was asleep in the next room,” she said. I rolled my eyes.

 
“

 
Because I might make a lot of noise,” she added, and she pushed her hips up and dragged her thighs over my face. Trembling in her groin, she lowered her pussy lips down lightly to my lips and I tasted how surprisingly wet she was.





There was a history of my wife forcing me to pretend she was her friend Penny in bed with me, and it usually started with her saying something to the effect of how she

 
’

 
d take Penny herself.

 
“

 
But I

 
’

 
m not that kind,” she said once, with a tinge of grave chagrin.



In the trailer, I nuzzled my nose under the loosened front of her teddy and I pushed my face into her curling and releasing hips. I found her pussy and I touched the tip of my tongue in the cleft between her full, hot and already wet lips, and her hips recoiled a moment and I heard above me a gasp.



Her hand that was around Penny

 
’

 
s waist started pushing the elastic of her black satin shorts further down her hip. She brought her hand around between their bodies still gyrating to the music together, and while they still necked and made out above me, my wife, inch by inch, going side to side, pulled Penny

 
’

 
s black shorts down her legs until they stretched between her upper thighs.





“

 
No,” I heard Penny

 
’

 
s whispered voice but it was muffled and lost in a moan — my wife was kissing her deeply and fully again.





I turned my face toward Penny

 
’

 
s abdomen that was so close, I could smell her sex, sweet and musky. Their bodies rotated together and the shorts began to fall by themselves. I gaped and I stared and thoughts and images filled my racing mind. Penny didn

 
’

 
t break the kiss with my wife or pull her body away from hers, or even stop their little dance together in front of my nose, even as she lifted one knee, pulled the foot out of the shorts that fell around her ankles, and then withdrew the other foot from them.





My wife

 
’

 
s fingers pressed against the back of my head.

 
“

 
Shit,” I thought. She taunted me those nights she forced me to pretend her body — her mouth she made me kiss, her hair she made me pull, her breasts she made me lick and suck, and her pussy she made me lick and fuck — was Penny

 
’

 
s.

 
“

 
You cum so much harder when you think it

 
’

 
s Penny sucking you — or fucking you!” she laughed at me over the table at breakfast at the tiny cafe, licking her fork and widening her eyes at me with her foot between my legs on my chair, and her toes clamping around my cock under the table. 





I leaned forward to cross the last remaining inch and I kissed the skin of Penny

 
’

 
s abdomen just where her body curves in and where her pussy begins. The heat was palpable and the moisture was thick. I felt another hand on my head, and then other fingers that curled in my hair and yanked slowly harder, pulling my head up and away. But I also felt my wife

 
’

 
s fingers also twisting in my hair, also hurting me, and pushing me forward harder into Penny

 
’

 
s groin.





“

 
That was supposed to be a secret, Lila,” I heard Penny

 
’

 
s voice whine above me.

 
“

 
And I didn

 
’

 
t mean tonight.”





I kissed her skin and felt her body recoil, her back arch, and her hips curl away. But immediately, trembling, they curled out again. Her fingers in my hair remained just as tight, but her hand was relenting. I kissed the top of her pussy, just where I could sense the change in the skin with my lips and her whole body quaked and stiffened and quaked again. And then it hit me: Lila never did say what Penny said to her earlier in the day about me.

 
“

 
Penny said,” my wife started telling me, and Penny cut her off, shouting

 
“

 
Nothing at all!”





I barely touched the stiff tip of my tongue to the crease between her puffy pussy lips and she crouched in her hips and drove her hand down over her pussy and cupped it over herself protectively. But my wife

 
’

 
s hand covered her hand and her thumb caressed the back of it. And I kissed the back of her fingers, until Penny slowly withdrew her hand from in front of her pussy. I didn

 
’

 
t need my wife

 
’

 
s encouraging hand on the back of my head any longer.





I ran my tongue from the bottom up through the cleft of Penny

 
’

 
s moist pussy and she drove her hips forward into my face and stepped her feet apart.





“

 
Fuck, Lila!” I heard Penny

 
’

 
s voice cry out above me, and I glanced up. Penny had seized her hands hard around my wife

 
’

 
s cheeks and she sucked on her tongue and buried her mouth in hers, frantically, hungrily.





I ran my tongue deeper down through Penny

 
’

 
s pussy and back up and around, not touching, her hard, red clit, and she rolled her head back and gasped at the ceiling before burying my wife

 
’

 
s mouth in hers again.





I twisted my head and nuzzled my wife

 
’

 
s hips with my face. She tore her teddy up and off her body and threw her arms around Penny

 
’

 
s neck and pushed her body against hers, trapping my head between their bared groins. Penny stepped back and smiled softly at my wife and pulled her satin halter up and off her body. They both arched their backs hard and mashed their breasts together, naked, above my head. I licked my wife

 
’

 
s pussy — it ran it was so wet. I turned only a few inches and licked Penny

 
’

 
s pussy. It was soaking too, just as much.





My wife turned away and took my hand in hers. She twisted around the other way and snatched her hands at Penny

 
’

 
s hand where it hung loosely at her side. She pulled us both behind her down the narrow hallway to the bedroom that formed the entire back of the curvy Airstream.



She turned to me at the foot of the bed and held my jaw and the back of my neck and attacked me with a vigorous kiss. Then she pushed her stretched fingers into my chest and my calves hit the edge of the bed and I fell down. She pressed my chest more until I laid on my back on the bed with me legs hanging over the foot.

She pulled Penny up in front of her and she grabbed her neck and jaw exactly as she had grabbed mine, and she kissed her friend just as vigorously. She then smiled, she tittered, and she knelt on the bed beside me, pulling Penny by the hand until she knelt on the bed on my other side. My wife snorted and chuckled and got down on her elbows and knees and wrapped her hand around my cock.



“

 
Come on,” she said with a grin to Penny still kneeling up and clutching her fists together under her chin.





My wife covered the head of my cock with her mouth before kneeling back up facing Penny, and she kissed her again on the mouth. Penny seemed to sag into the kiss and my wife reached out and felt for her hand. She brought it down to my groin and spread it out, pulled it, and wrapped it around my cock. She wrapped her own hand around the back of Penny

 
’

 
s cool hand, and she pulled her hand up and down over my cock. Penny and I glanced at each other.





“

 
Want to suck him?” my wife tilted her head with a grin to Penny.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t think so,” Penny said. She shrugged.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s your husband.”





Lila just snorted and grinned and dropped down to take me deep in her mouth again, swirling her tongue around like a water snake in a pond.

 
“

 
I want you to,” she said to her friend, twisting her face around, looking up at her from the base of my cock she licked and kissed.



Penny puffed air out her nose and her eyes raced around the walls and ceiling of the enclosed bedroom.



“

 
Just stroke him a little then,” my wife said.





Penny rolled her eyes and sighed and she sat on her sideways-bent legs and rested on one arm with her hand planted into the bed by my knee. With her other hand, she reached out tentatively and my wife lifted her mouth from my cock and leaned back. She pushed her hand into Penny

 
’

 
s neck under her hair and caressed the back of her neck.





Penny wrapped her hand around my cock. Her grip was cooler and lighter than my wife

 
’

 
s. Her hand trembled slightly but she exhaled with a short, catching breath, and she moaned slightly. She looked down at me and smiled and she grinned as she started to pump her fist up and down the length of my cock.





My wife shifted on the bed and pulled her hair around her neck until she laid her cheek on my hip and she tittered when she flicked her tongue out at the base of my shaft below Penny

 
’

 
s hand, slowly, lightly pumping up and down on me.



Penny shrugged and looked away and puffed air out her nose and then licked her lips. She shifted too, and got down like my wife was laying, and she pulled her hair around her neck too, and gently laid her cheek on my other hip. She darted her tongue out like my wife had, and poked it at the base of my cock and laughed.

My wife raised her eyebrows at her friend and then lifted her face over the top of my cock and sank her mouth around the head, before pulling away just as quickly, and laying her cheek down on my hip again.

Penny rolled her eyes and looked up at my wife over my chest and shook her head. And then she raised her face over my cock she still pumped so lightly in her hand, and she closed her eyes, she exhaled with a tremor, and she parted her lips.



She pressed her mouth down on the tip of the head of my cock but she didn

 
’

 
t let her mouth open — she didn

 
’

 
t let me inside her.





I lifted my head from the bed and looked down. Penny continued to press her closed lips harder against the tip of the head of my cock and she emitted a tone from deep in her throat that sounded protesting. I saw my wife and her friend exchange glances and my wife wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and shivered in her body. She placed her hand on the back of Penny

 
’

 
s head and pushed.



Penny rolled onto her knees and elbows at my side with her head hung deeply down between her shoulders. Still she pursed her lips tight and louder whines of protest emerged from deep in her voice.



My wife got up on her knees too and towered over Penny. Holding the base of my cock in one hand, she pressed hard on the back of Penny

 
’

 
s head with her other hand. Penny pushed up with her neck muscles straining but my wife pushed down harder. Penny cried out loud with my cock pressed hard against her closed mouth.





Finally Penny

 
’

 
s lips gave way and my cock popped deeply into her mouth in one hard shot. My wife laughed and twirled Penny

 
’

 
s long hair up around her hands and she pushed and pulled her head so her friend

 
’

 
s mouth was rammed up and down over my cock.





And then, she rolled away. Neither Penny nor I were aware that my wife wasn

 
’

 
t even on the bed anymore. Penny pulled her moaning and panting mouth up from my cock and strings of pre-cum and saliva stretched from the head to her lips and she turned her head sideways. I lifted my head from the bed and looked down over my legs. Lila had gone to the other room and retrieved her phone and had come back to lean against the doorway looking through the phone and taking pictures of Penny and me.





“

 
Keep going,” she murmured.

 
“

 
Pretend I

 
’

 
m not here.”





Penny twisted to look down at me and she grinned up the side of her face and threw her hair back over her shoulder. She walked on her knees straight up and balanced herself with her arms locked straight and her hands splayed on my chest as she lifted one knee over my body and knelt straight up straddling my hips. She arched deeply in her back and projected her breasts out and coyly looked over her shoulder through strands of fallen hair at my wife grinning through the back of her phone she held up facing us. I realized she wasn

 
’

 
t snapping pictures, she was recording a video.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re such a bad girl,” Penny murmured through a grin at her and they remained like that, their gazes locked on each other through the lens of the camera.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re the bad girl who

 
’

 
s about to fuck my husband,” my wife said and she bit her tongue and heaved her shoulders.

 
“

 
Stop looking at me,” she said to her friend in a quiet voice.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re making me shake the camera.”





Penny looked down at me under her and she sat back on my thighs and covered her face with her hands and inhaled a squealing gasp.

 
“

 
Ahhh,” she groaned into her hands.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t believe we

 
’

 
re doing this,” she winced as though talking to herself.





She dropped her arms in her lap, her wrists loosely resting on my abdomen, palms up, as though disinterested.

 
“

 
I told your wife I always wanted to do you,” she said, holding her mouth back from opening and grinning. She rolled her hands over and wrapped them methodically around my cock, one fist on top of the other, and she slowly, very lightly, pulled up and down, squeezing her top hand around the top to cover my head in my own skin, before she pulled down and caused the head of my cock to push up and bare.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s what I told her today. That

 
’

 
s what she was going to tell you before I stopped her.”





“

 
And I told her that you always wanted to do her, too,” my wife said to me from the doorway.





Penny spun around still holding and stroking my cock between her legs, pressing it against her abdomen, petting it against her stomach.

 
“

 
You always wanted to do me, you mean!” she dropped her mouth in a wide grin at my wife.





“

 
Shut! Up!” my wife laughed nervously and she dropped the phone from her face and glowered at Penny before bringing it back up.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not like that,” she said, suddenly shy and quiet.

 
“

 
Not one of those,” she said.





Penny looked down at me below her and raised her body on her knees and stroked my cock directly under her hips.

 
“

 
Your wife said that letting you fuck me would be like her fucking me,” she snorted softly.





Lila screamed and threw a pillow at her head.

 
“

 
That was private!” she half laughed and half shrieked.





Penny bit her lips and twisted around to her. She planted a hand in to the bed and with her other hand around my cock, she arched her back, projected her stomach, and moved the head of my cock against the puffy lips of her wet pussy.

 
“

 
Well what I said was private too!”she grinned at me but said to my wife.





“

 
Well at least what you said was normal,” my wife said with pursed lips.





“

 
What did you say?” I tried, looking up at Penny kneeling over me. She curled her lips between her teeth and rocked her hips back and forth, holding my cock and coating the head of it with her luxuriant flow of glisten.





“

 
I said I

 
’

 
d always wanted to fuck you,” she smiled down at me.





“

 
She said she wanted to fuck your brains out, if I recall correctly,” Lila said, and she tittered.





Penny let go of my cock and sank her hips down and planted both her hands on my shoulders. Her pussy lips folded around the head of my cock and slid tight and smoothly down the length of my shaft. She twisted around as my cock filled her and she gasped at my wife and said, barely able to form the words,

 
“

 
And you said you wanted to fuck my brains out.”





My wife chuckled and rolled her eyes. She pushed away from the doorway and, pretending to be an auteur swooning around us on the bed, she came in beside my head and sat on the edge, twisted around. 

 
“

 
I told her . . . ” she flared her eyes at Penny before looking back down at me face up on the bed. “ . . . that I wish I was a guy because then I could have her that way,” she said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just normal girl talk,” she lifted her face to Penny.





Penny exhaled sharply and rocked her hips over mine, taking me deeply and smoothly inside her. She groaned and inhaled with short, sharp gasps as my cock poked her deeply inside.

 
“

 
His cock is bigger than you said,” she groaned with her head falling back and her eyes closing.

 
“

 
Can you feel how it hits me inside?” she said to the ceiling.





My wife kept one hand on the phone taping us and she reached to caress her other hand around the back of her friend

 
’

 
s neck.

 
“

 
Fuck, baby,” she said to her friend, not to me,

 
“

 
I can feel it!” she groaned.





My wife set the phone down carefully against the stem of the bedside lamp and she hoisted herself up on the bed and walked on her knees until her hips came over my face. The two girls reached their arms out over my body below them and they held each other

 
’

 
s elbows in their palms and tentatively leaned together with eyes fluttering closed until their lips met above my stomach. My wife

 
’

 
s hips quivered and she lowered them under tension until she sank her pussy, wet and hot, heavily over my mouth.





They seesawed with each other like that, Penny

 
’

 
s hips rocking back and forth on my hips, taking my cock deep in her, and pulling back nearly till the head poked out, and my wife

 
’

 
s hips, rocking back and forth over my mouth, rubbing her enlarged and burning clit up and down over my tongue and lips. And they mashed their bare breasts together and made out, necking and petting each other with increased abandon above me.



They laughed and kissed, too, when they both got on their elbows and knees and shoved their asses up at me kneeling behind them. I pumped my cock into one and the other wriggled and whined, until I pulled out and shoved it in hers, whereupon the other, giggling at the joke, began to whine and wriggle more.



I don

 
’

 
t know whose idea it was, but we ended up all three of us natural and naked gorging on the food in the fridge that was supposed to be our snacks for three nights around the fire. I pulled them both back to bed, one on each outstretched arm behind me, and they squealed and laughed and we rolled around and fucked and sucked and fingered and kissed until sleep flowed in and out of us and it became unclear where one body ended and another began, or whose limb was whose.



We all seemed to wake up at the same time. Morning light flooded through the window nobody remembered to close the curtains on. The sheets were a mess, pillows were everywhere, and our bodies were still all tangled up together.

I quietly and carefully snuck out the foot of the bed and got coffee on for everybody. When I came back down the narrow hallway and nudged the door open quietly to see, they were both propped up on pillows against the back wall holding hands shoulder to bare shoulder, and they both laughed and stuck their tongues out at me.



“

 
Told you he was a good man,” my wife said to Penny as I handed them both a cup of steaming fresh coffee. We went together to the quiet spot in the river you can swim in, and we laid together on towels in the sun in the spare and long grasses on the bank. Penny leaned over my face shadowing me and I opened my eyes to find her eyes staring into mine and a deep smile on her face, before she ducked her face down and kissed me deeply and fully on the mouth.





“

 
Hey!” my wife whined beside me, and she got up in her elbows too and leaned her face down to mine and kissed me just as deeply, and just as fully on the mouth. I pushed my arms out and under both their bodies and hugged them with my hands around their waists hard against my hips. They both pulled their hair out of the way and laid their heads on each of my shoulders. I closed my eyes. One hand slipped down inside my shorts and then another hand slapped it and replaced it and they both laughed until one of them got up, and then the other, and one mouth followed the other and then both at the same time sucked and licked me. I kept my eyes closed throughout, even as my back stiffened and my head shot back and I erupted into one mouth, and then the other that pushed it aside to take me.



When I sat up, both my wife and Penny were cupping their hands under their chins and play fighting, slapping hands and getting up to run back into the cool water together.



By the time we got home, it was all figured out. Penny would give up her apartment and move into our condo. We had an extra room that was at the opposite end of the condo with it

 
’

 
s own bathroom — almost it

 
’

 
s own suite, the way the condo was nearly a symmetrical mirror image of itself down both ends.





“

 
We talked about renting it out, even,” my wife said to Penny.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll pay rent,” she said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
ll be like being roomies all over again,” Lila said.





“

 
Isn

 
’

 
t it amazing how we lived together like that for almost four years, and we never had one fight or anything,” Penny said.





My wife turned around to face her in the back seat.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re so much alike. We always did everything exactly the same way, that

 
’

 
s why,” she said to her.





She turned to me driving and she squinted her eyes.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know if Luke can handle two of me though.”





“

 
I guess we

 
’

 
ll see,” Penny said from behind us.



My wife snorted and shook her head.



“

 
What?” I said.





“

 
Wipe that smirk off your face, you know you

 
’

 
re going to love it.”





And that

 
’

 
s how it started with me, my wife, and my girlfriend. And how it continues to this day.







My wife’
 s bashful best friend




“

 
We need a man

 
’

 
s opinion!” my wife Carmen texted me.

 
“

 
Come to NG now, fitting rooms.”



I was wondering around the mall keeping cool while Carmen and her friend Dee went to check out her favourite high-end fashion store.



I sat on one of the chairs at the back of the store. Dee stepped out from the fitting room hallway with my wife hovering behind her and poking over her shoulder with her hands on Dee

 
’

 
s waist, steering her, pushing her.



Dee was being her usual bashful self. She never wore revealing or tight clothes and Carmen was constantly trying to push her into more risqué self-expression. She considered it her mission in life to pull Dee out of her shell, kicking and screaming, if need be. She had her dressed in a wrap-belted, floral-print, cami dress.

My wife was all about high fashion and she had the body and looks for it, too. They both did. But seeing Dee dressed like that, the way my wife dresses for some special summer garden party, it snapped me wide awake.

I fought to keep my eyes in my head and my tongue in my mouth, she was on fire. She ducked her head and strands of hair fell over her face. She turned slightly to the side and blushed and grinned.



“

 
Nice?” my wife said, nodding and grinning maniacally over Dee

 
’

 
s shoulder.





I shrugged.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s good,” I said and I nodded.





“

 
Turn around,” my wife said to her, tugging at her hips like a bus driver tugging his flat steering wheel.





Dee groaned and widened her eyes over her shoulder at Carmen.

 
“

 
No!” she groaned.





“

 
Show him how good your ass looks in this,” my wife poked the tip of her tongue between her teeth.

 
“

 
Her ass looks f-f— amazing!” she said, silently mouthing the f-word and glancing up and around the store.





“

 
Stop it!” Dee pleaded with her. But my wife forced her to turn, overpowering the resistance in her hips.





I swallowed and had to look away.

 
“

 
Yeah, that

 
’

 
s good,” I said.





“

 
Come feel the fabric, it feels so good,” my wife said, pulling the already-short skirt higher up Dee

 
’

 
s thighs. She tried to push it back down and she glanced up at me.





“

 
Yeah, no,” I said,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure it

 
’

 
s great.” I couldn

 
’

 
t help glancing at the top of Dee

 
’

 
s exposed thighs, toned and smooth. White, like cream.





“

 
Come on,” my wife said, and she pushed Dee from behind so that she stumbled in her white tie-leg pumps and caught herself with her hands on my thighs. My wife tittered and pulled Dee

 
’

 
s skirt up her leg further to rub the fabric over the back of my hand that held the chrome arm of the chair like an Olympic gymnast suspending himself from the rings.

 
“

 
Right?” my wife said.



Dee crossed her feet and held her arms tightly up against her chest with her elbows squeezed into her ribs and her hands fisted over each other and pressed into the underside of her chin. She rolled her eyes and puffed a breath out her nose and glanced down at me from directly above. She grinned again with her lips tightly pursed.



“

 
Sorry,” she more mouthed than said.





“

 
Stand up,” my wife said to me, and she got her phone out of her purse.

 
“

 
I want to see how tall those shoes make her.”





“

 
They

 
’

 
re too high,” Dee said with impatience over her shoulder at my wife.

 
“

 
I already told you, I don

 
’

 
t like them. They look like I

 
’

 
m a slutty girl wearing anklets.”





“

 
Shush you!” Carmen said and she heaved her shoulders up and grinned looking at the face of her phone she held up to her eyes.

 
“

 
Stand together, I need to see how high she comes on a man.”



I shuffled next to her and looked away. Dee huffed and sank her shoulders and curled her back and looked the other way.



“

 
Come on!” my wife said.

 
“

 
Like you

 
’

 
re on a date, not going to a freakin funeral!” She pinched her tongue between her grimacing teeth. She was having fun, even if nobody else was, exactly.

 
“

 
Put your arms around each other,” she said.



I looked down at Dee and she looked up at me and we both shrugged and chuckled and I felt her fingers touch my back and then pinch my shirt to hang her hand from it. I lifted my arm behind her back and barely touched my palm to her waist. We shifted closer together until our hips almost touched. Her scent of vanilla and cinnamon filled my nose. Her body gave off heat. I could hear her breathe and see her chest heave below and beside me.

She turned her face to mine and our eyes met for a moment — deep, dark and brown, lips naturally pink and full — even without makeup she looked like a bride on her wedding day. She puffed another breath out her nose and grinned up at me nervously. Her hand spread on my back with increasing, but unseen, pressure, and her fingers wrapped around my waist where she began to push harder into me. She scrunched her hand and I felt her tremble.



“

 
You two look so effin cute together!” my wife said, stepping back to get a wider shot.

 
“

 
Can you reach him to kiss him?” my wife said to Dee.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not kissing your husband,” Dee groaned.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s how we tell if shoes are high enough or not,” my wife said, still staring through her camera, still taking shots.

 
“

 
Do it.”





“

 
No,” Dee groaned more forcefully through her pursed lips and she flared her eyes widely at Carmen.





“

 
Greg?” my wife said with annoyance.



I jutted my jaw at her and narrowed my eyes. I shifted my head sideways on my neck and stuck my cheek out toward Dee.

Dee huffed and rolled her eyes and raised herself on her toes to peck the lightest touch of her lips against my cheek.



Carmen dropped the camera from her face, sank down on one hip and planted the back of her wrist into her other hip.

 
“

 
I swear to god, Dee,” she said, dropping her mouth wide open and sweeping her bulging eyes across the floor.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s not some gross uncle. Would you just freakin kiss him properly? I

 
’

 
m pretty sure Greg won

 
’

 
t mind.” She raised her exasperated face to me.

 
“

 
Greg, do you mind this even one little tiny bit?”





Dee

 
’

 
s arm was still wrapped around me and her hand was still flat on my back, but her finger began drawing circles there before she pressed it into my spine like she found a button to push. I turned to her instinctively and she raised herself again on her toes, she blocked our faces from my wife with her hand, and just before our lips met, she puffed air out her nose, she smiled widely, her eyes widened, and she looked down at my mouth. The kiss lasted a little longer than I expected.





She dropped down, turned to my wife, said,

 
“

 
That work for you okay?” she said, and she bolted immediately back down the hallway to the door to her fitting room.





My wife shrugged with guilt.

 
“

 
Meh,” she said, and turned to follow Dee.



Just as Dee turned and went into her fitting room, she glanced back down the hallway to me, and our eyes met. There was the slightest grin on her mouth.



“

 
You too,” my wife said, gesturing with her head over her shoulder to me.





“

 
Yeah, no, don

 
’

 
t think so,” I chuckled.





My wife scanned with her eyes around the store.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be silly, come on, we need your opinion, lots of other dresses to try.”





“

 
Not allowed,” I nodded at her with my eyes closed.

 
“

 
Just going to check out that electronics place,” I said.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re allowed!” my wife groaned out loud,

 
“

 
I spend more than enough here,” she said, and she snatched my wrist in her hand and yanked me on the end of her outstretched arm down the hallway behind her.





She took me into Dee

 
’

 
s fitting room. It was the size of a tiny living room with a couch, a chair, a two-part free standing screen, and a few clothes-hanging racks.





“

 
You, there,” she said, pushing me and pointing past my waist to the side of the couch.





“

 
Oh my god, Carmen!” Dee cried out.





“

 
Not going to drag you out there every time we change you,” Carmen shrugged. She was pushing hangers along the bar of the rack and pulling the dresses out to select the next one to try on.



I gestured to Dee that there was nothing I could do, I shrugged, and I sat down on the couch.



“

 
Where am I supposed to change?” Dee said.





“

 
Behind the screen, silly, that

 
’

 
s what it

 
’

 
s for!” She came up to her with a white taffeta dress, shorter than the cami and set with frills several times around it.

 
“

 
Greg won

 
’

 
t peek,” she moaned thoughtfully almost to herself as she pulled the dress down and spread it over her arms and dipped her face down closer to it.

 
“

 
Dee, out of that one, try this one, Greg, no peeking,” she said in monotone.





“

 
Help,” Dee said from behind the screen. It came up as far as her deep brown eyes. She looked over the screen at me and then at Carmen.





“

 
What now?” Carmen said with impatience.





“

 
Can

 
’

 
t budge the zipper,” Dee said with her voice struggling and huffing.





My wife laughed silently over her shoulder at me and joined Dee behind the screen. Soon they were both chuckling.

 
“

 
Oh my god, how did you get it stuck like this?”





“

 
You pulled it up!” Dee whisper-shouted back at her.





“

 
Come out into the light, I can

 
’

 
t see it good enough,” my wife said. She backed up, and in front of her, Dee backed up too, until they were both in the middle of the tiny room.





“

 
Greg,” my wife called without looking.

 
“

 
Get your strong fingers over here and help.”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” I said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to tear it if you don

 
’

 
t,” she said.





I got up and came over. My wife backed away to give me access to Dee

 
’

 
s back. The dress hung from spaghetti straps over her shoulders, over the top of pale pink satin bra straps. The dress drew a straight line across her mid-back, below her shoulder blades. Her shoulders were bare, shiny, and perfectly orbital. She breathed deeply through her nose and dipped her head forward and re-gathered her hair in a twisted rope and pulled it over her shoulder.





I stepped closer. She raised her back up to me, curving herself over. Her head, down, twisted to find me behind her.

 
“

 
Be gentle?” she nearly whispered and her tongue, wet, touched and lingered on the bottom of her top lip just as her eyes lingered on my eyes, around her other side and out of sight of my wife.



I leaned close to see the zipper teeth and the tab and saw the tiny edge of the fabric caught under the slider. I pinched the fabric on both sides of the zipper and pulled it away from her body to stretch it and pop the fabric out from under the slider. Down the rest of her back, I glimpsed the nearly transparent pink art nouveau lace of the sides and back straps of her bra, the indentation of her loin, the flare of her butt below that, and the waist band of her matching, nearly transparent, pink lace panties.

She steadied herself on her high heels by snapping her hand behind her and seizing the front of my thigh. I fingered the tab up and eased it down in my finger and thumb, all the way down, slowly, to where it stopped, half way out the rise of her butt. The tiny shoulder straps fell slackened down her biceps and she pressed the front of the dress to her chest to hold it up.



She half turned, and through strands of hair and a shy smile, she said,

 
“

 
Thank you” and she puffed again a shot of air out her nose and clamped her grinning teeth on the protruding tip of her tongue.





I came out to find my wife not paying attention, but looking down and scrolling on her phone.

 
“

 
You get it?” she looked up with delight.

 
“

 
Good man!” she said.

 
“

 
You need a man like I have, Dee,” my wife chuckled and went behind the screen with her.

 
“

 
Which is what this dress is going to achieve,” she said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t need help with men,” Dee said behind the curtain. I sat down and watched the first dress flop over the top of the screen. Dee and I caught eyes again over the top, too. I knew she wasn

 
’

 
t wearing anything.





“

 
Well you need something, because I want to double date with you!” my wife laughed. She called louder over her shoulder from behind the screen.

 
“

 
Wouldn

 
’

 
t you just love double dating with me and Dee, Greg?” she chuckled.

 
“

 
Greg can

 
’

 
t talk right now,” she said to Dee but loud enough for me to hear.

 
“

 
Not after that kiss you gave him.”





Dee spun around and glared at Carmen.

 
“

 
You told me to kiss him!” she hissed.





“

 
Calm down,” my wife tittered.

 
“

 
And stop acting like you didn

 
’

 
t like it just as much as he did,” she said.

 
“

 
Now put this on,” she said, and she came out from behind the screen with the first dress over her arm, heading for the rack.

 
“

 
And if she gives you a boner,” my wife said nonchalantly,

 
“

 
let me know, would you? We need to know which outfit works for men.” She laughed to herself and her shoulders rose and fell.



I dropped my chin, I bulged my eyes, and I gasped at her with disbelief.



“

 
Oh my god, both of you need to calm down, we

 
’

 
re just having fun!” she said.





Dee stepped out from behind the screen and patted her hands over her stomach and pressed the front of the light and rising skirt down against her thighs where it wouldn

 
’

 
t stay. She twisted on her feet and rocked one shoe over to the side and pulled her straight arms together behind her back, entwining her fingers and twisting them. She faced me and dropped her head in a tilt and bit her lip.



My wife cradled her elbow in her palm, and with her other hand, she tapped the side of her cheek. She rocked back on her hips and projected one foot forward to tap it thoughtfully.



“

 
Scale of one to ten,” she said to me, but facing Dee.





“

 
For what?” I said.





She swung her head around to me and grinned languidly and let her eyes, half lidded, roll back and forth between her friend and me. She cupped her hand at the side of her mouth to hide from Dee.

 
“

 
Boner,” she mouthed the word to me and grinned widely.





“

 
For fuck sakes, Carmen,” I said, and I looked hard sideways at the closed fitting room door.





She laughed lightly as a sprite and dashed on her own high heels to take Dee

 
’

 
s hand in hers and stand beside her so they both faced me straight on.

 
“

 
Come on,” she grinned at me.

 
“

 
What do you think?”





I made a point of swinging my head back but laying my eyes on my wife

 
’

 
s eyes only and nowhere else. I kept a serious expression to make sure she knew how I felt.





She tilted her head and gestured sideways to Dee.

 
“

 
What would you say?” she said softly and she smiled and darted her eyebrows up her forehead.

 
“

 
Take a good long look,” she said, reaching around Dee and gathering her hair from her shoulders.



Dee jutted her jaw and clenched her teeth. Her arms hung at her sides and her hands curled up into tight little fists.

My wife made Dee turn slowly all the way around, her feet shifting by degrees at a time but staying tight together below her.



She made her face me again and raised her eyes wider at me.

 
“

 
Well?” she said.





I held my expression for two more beats before I finally dropped forward laying my face on my knees and I laughed hard enough to jiggle my whole body. I rolled back and spread my arms widely over the top of the couch back behind me.

 
“

 
You are so fucked,” I said to my wife and I shook my head at her.





She laughed too and shrugged up one shoulder.

 
“

 
I know you are, but what am I,” she said and she laughed out loud. She continued holding Dee by the shoulders facing me.





“

 
Fine, fuck,” I said and I shook my head with distaste.

 
“

 
Eight, okay?”





“

 
Ohhh!” my wife chirped.





“

 
Oh, my, god,” Dee said and she crossed her arms over her chest, tapped her foot, and looked hard up to the ceiling. She blushed deeply.





“

 
What was the first dress, for comparison?” Carmen said.





I thought about it.

 
“

 
Seven point five,” I shrugged.





“

 
Okay!” she said, and she stepped out in front of Dee and looked at her straight on.

 
“

 
Interesting,” she said. She looked over her shoulder at me and with a straight face, she said,

 
“

 
So this one has higher bonerage?” She kept a straight face for a moment before she laughed hard at her own joke.





“

 
Higher bonerage, for sure,” I nodded.





Even Dee laughed.

 
“

 
You guys are so nuts,” she said, and she shook her head and went behind the screen. But she peeked again at me over the top, privately.





My wife went to the rack.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be silly, just come out here and change, it

 
’

 
s just my husband,” she said.





“

 
Need help again, anyway,” Dee said, and she came out again and stepped toward me.

 
“

 
Can you, please?” she said, and she turned away from me, stepped backward while widening her feet apart so she shifted her body backward over my lap, and she pulled her hair over her shoulder and bent her knees low enough for me to reach the tiny hidden clips that held the back of her dress together.



I cleared my throat and sat up and undid them, one by one.



She twisted around on her hips and shook her upper body until the top of the dress fell from her shoulders and from her chest.

 
“

 
Thank you,” she mouthed to me silently, and she stepped only a foot in front of me before she closed her bent knees together and hooked her thumbs in the inside waist of the dress and pushed while she shimmied in her hips until the dress slid over her butt directly in front of me and down her legs.



She reached behind her to clamp her hand around my shoulder to balance herself and she tittered. She  lifted one leg out from inside the dress. I caught it before it fell on the floor, and she let me hold it for her while she lifted her other high-heeled foot out of it. And then she stepped toward Carmen away from me as casual as a stroll down the boardwalk. She was in nothing but the white ankle-tie high heel shoes, her pink and thin panties and bra, and a necklace and earrings.

There was no question about it — my wife was making Dee bolder.



Carmen caught me staring at her backside.

 
“

 
Is this ten then?” she said to me, gesturing with both hands as though presenting Dee

 
’

 
s nearly nude body to me.

 
“

 
For baseline purposes?”





I slid my tongue over the front of my teeth inside my closed mouth before I said,

 
“

 
Ten point five,” and I couldn

 
’

 
t quell an eruption of laughter.





Carmen snickered and couldn

 
’

 
t stop either.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re giving my poor husband huge boners,” she said to Dee.

 
“

 
Poor dear,” she said toward  me with a devil

 
’

 
s grin as she handed Dee another dress to try on.





“

 
He

 
’

 
s a very good man,” she said to her friend as though I wasn

 
’

 
t there to hear her.

 
“

 
Meaning he

 
’

 
s very good at hiding it when he peeks at other girls,” she said.

 
“

 
But you

 
’

 
re making it hard on him,” she chuckled.

 
“

 
So to speak . . . “





Dee came out next in a short, flaring crimson sundress.

 
“

 
Sit beside him this time,” my wife said, pulling her phone up in front of her face again.





“

 
Why are you doing this?” Dee moaned. But she also gently lowered herself into the couch.





“

 
Closer, it

 
’

 
s a date, remember?”my wife said, spreading her legs and bending her knees to get a different angle for her shots.



Dee huffed and rolled her eyes and shifted herself on the couch until she was against me shoulder and hip and knee.



“

 
Make a sexy pose,” my wife said to her friend.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s that supposed to mean?” Dee said.





“

 
We have to beat 8 on the boner scale with this one,” my wife snickered.

 
“

 
Just pretend its a fashion photo shoot. Do what the photog says to do.”





“

 
He can see the dress perfectly well,” Dee said.





“

 
Just do it,” I groaned to her.

 
“

 
She

 
’

 
s not going to stop insisting, I know my wife when she gets an idea.”





Dee snorted and shrugged and grinned.

 
“

 
Okay,” she said with resignation. She lifted a leg, draped it over my thigh so her heeled foot dangled between my legs, and she wrapped her arms around my neck and clasped her hands together over my far shoulder. She laid her head sideways down over my near shoulder and looked up through the tops of her eyes to my wife and her camera.





“

 
This good?” she said in a pouty voice.



My wife just smiled and clicked.



“

 
Is the door locked?” Dee said to her.





“

 
Of course,” my wife moaned in a low tone back to her and she kept the camera in front of her face.



Dee rolled onto her hands and knees and sank her back down in a tight arch and raised her face to the side of my face, and she licked my cheek.

My wife chuckled out loud. I sat stiffly, staring at her through the lens of her camera.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re seriously just going to sit there on a date with a girl looking like that?” my wife said.





“

 
Self preservation instinct kicking in,” I smirked.





“

 
Oh my god, it

 
’

 
s not a secretary at work or some chick at the club, it

 
’

 
s freakin Dee — I hereby formally give my husband permission to relax and enjoy himself.” She took the camera away from her face and tilted her head at me.

 
“

 
Dee needs to relax, she

 
’

 
s afraid of boys. You

 
’

 
re helping her, okay?”





“

 
Oh my god!” Dee said, sitting back on her calves and hiding her face in her hands.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m just not extroverted like you!” she cried out through her palms.





“

 
Dee,” my wife said.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re all alone in here. It

 
’

 
s just me and Greg. Pretend you

 
’

 
re on a date for real. Imagine no one cares — just do what you want to do in the deepest darkest recesses of your mind.”





“

 
Um,” I said squinting at Carmen.





“

 
You just shut up and be my flight simulator. This girl needs to find out that nothing bad will happen if she just lets herself be free for effin sakes.” Carmen shrugged pleadingly at me.

 
“

 
Please?”



I swung my head over and looked at Dee who was kneeling on her calves still with her face mostly hidden behind her hands but with her eyes peeking out the top at me.



“

 
You want to try?” I asked her.





She scowled at Carmen.

 
“

 
Go behind the screen then,” she said to her finally.





“

 
How am I supposed to get my hot fashion shots?” Carmen said, even as she backed up and slid behind it.





“

 
You

 
’

 
ll just have to spy, I guess,” Dee said to her, but she was looking at me.



My wife hid behind the screen but we could both see her had slide surreptitiously out, holding the camera facing us. Dee and I both snorted and shook our heads at each other.



“

 
I

 
’

 
m just going to . . . “ Dee started, and she leaned over from her kneeling position and held herself up with her hands on my thighs.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not going to start anything, okay? You take the lead,” I said.





“

 
But I don

 
’

 
t know how,” she replied in a tiny voice. She also closed her eyes and pushed her face up to mine to sink her soft, hot lips over my lips, and to kiss me, long and deeply.





I spoke privately to her, as privately as I could knowing my wife was behind a screen a few feet away and holding her camera out to snap shots of us.

 
“

 
Without telling me what,” I said,

 
“

 
can you nod or shake your head to tell me if you have things in mind you want to try doing?”



She chuckled with embarrassment and hid her face behind her hand again. But she pursed her lips and nodded her head at me, before she groaned, rolled her eyes, and blushed again.



“

 
I

 
’

 
ll just sit here,” I said.

 
“

 
Show me what it is, but only when you

 
’

 
re ready.”





“

 
No!” she squealed and she squirmed beside me. Suddenly she bolted up and knelt on the couch facing backward beside me. She lowered her head and buried her face in my neck.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m too shy,” she said in a tiny voice.





I turned my face to her and gently stroked her hair and whispered back into her ear.

 
“

 
Just whisper it, then,” I said.





Her chest heaved with a deep breath.

 
“

 
Do you think I look pretty in this?” she said.





“

 
You look so fucking amazing in it I can barely look,” I said.





She puffed air out her nose and sank her body against mine. Her fingers tussled in my hair and her hips bounded gently against my ribs. She kissed my ear.

 
“

 
I want to suck your cock,” she suddenly whispered so quietly into my ear, I almost wondered if I heard right.





But I must have. She remained facing backward kneeling on the couch beside me, but her hand drew down nervously over my chest and stomach, and found the tab of the fly of my pants. She pulled it slowly down, and she whispered in my ear:

 
“

 
Is it okay?”





I leaned a little to the side to see around her hair all over my face and saw my wife

 
’

 
s camera, still poking out, still watching, still taking shots. I leaned back and found her ear.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s more than okay,” I said.





She tittered and slipped her soft hand delicately inside my open fly. She cupped her hand around my lump inside my shorts.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s big,” she said.





“

 
I told you, you gave me an 8, at least,” I replied.





She laughed and squealed and slid her upper body and head down my chest and stomach the way her hand had earlier travelled, and she looked behind her, noticed my wife

 
’

 
s hand and camera still there poking out from behind the screen, and she shook her grinning face at it.





She crouched beside me and, as careful as a child opening a special present, she opened my belt, undid my button, and spread the front panels of my pants apart and down, patting them into my hips. She looked over her shoulder behind her to my wife

 
’

 
s phone as she pulled the waist of my shorts down, and caught my up-springing cock in her cool long fingers.



I looked down amazed just before the sensation of her hot, wet mouth over the head of my cock stirred my body enough to shake me, and I sank back into the couch, flopped my legs open, and rolled my face up to the ceiling.

Dee moaned on me with a vibration that rattled my spine, and she sank her mouth down the length of my shaft at a pace that made it feel like she would never get there.

She took me to the back of her throat before, with her fingers wrapping around the base of my cock below her lips, she pulled back up and nearly sucked the world out of my cock.



She lifted her face to mine and stroked me with her hand.

 
“

 
Did I do it good?” she said, and she tittered staring at my eyes like maybe she

 
’

 
d been kidding the whole time, and she dropped down on me with a ferocity and enthusiasm that shocked me.



Dee rose and fell in my lap pumping her face and hand up and down my cock and moaning and crying with muffled eruptions.



I opened my eyes and looked up over the back of Dee

 
’

 
s shoulders and head bobbing in my lap to see my wife had emerged from behind the screen and had dropped her hand and camera loosely at her side. We met eyes and my wife dropped her jaw and widened her unblinking gaze at me. 



I gestured my bewilderment back to her with my arms spread wide and my hands turned up, but my wife only gestured back with her cupped palm, urging me onward.



Dee pulled her mouth up off my cock and wiped her lips on the back of her hand. She noticed my wife who wasn

 
’

 
t back hidden behind the screen again, but ignored her, and my wife, seeing Dee no longer caring, remained exposed, slowly lifting her phone in front of her face again.





“

 
Did you say 10.5?” Dee asked me in a tiny, innocent voice, before she stood up in front of me between my spread knees, and used her thumbs to pull the thin straps of her red sundress down off her shoulders. She continued staring hard at me through strands of hair fallen over her face, even as she collapsed her shoulders in and pulled her elbows up to let the shoulder straps fall to her hips. She didn

 
’

 
t hold the front of the top of the dress to her chest this time, but instead let it fall inside-out around her waist.





“

 
Help me?” she said in a soft, plaintive voice, and she turned around to face my wife and stuck her ass out toward my face. I pulled at the inside waist of her dress and she tittered and wriggled her hips until the dress came over her ass and down her legs. I held it as she stepped out of it, and my wife stepped beside her to take the dress from my outstretched hand and drape it over the bar of the clothes rack.



Dee turned around again to face me wearing nothing but her ankle-tie white high-heeled shoes, her transparent pink low-rise hipster panties, and her matching transparent pink lace bra, plus the necklace and the earrings. She pulled her hair aside and looked down at her body as she came forward until her knees pressed the front edge of the couch between my thighs and she fell onto them and then, balancing herself by reaching her hands around behind my neck, she tilted one way and then the other, until her knees were spread outside my hips.



“

 
Just 10.5?” she said with a pout down to me below her where I slumped deep in the couch. She curled her spine in and jutted her hips forward until the fabric of the front triangle of her panties rubbed against the skin of the head of my cock. She dipped a shoulder and bent sideways on her waist to reach down below her stomach to drop her long cool fingers down around the head and shaft of my erection. She pushed her straight fingers down and pulled them up, stroking my cock up into the bottom of her panties.





“

 
You should take them off now,” she said to me in nearly a whisper. Her thighs quaked but she steadied herself.

 
“

 
Because you did say to do whatever I was thinking, right?”



I swallowed hard. I glanced behind her to my wife. She held her phone in front of her face with one hand but her other hand was down inside the waist of her skirt and her elbow was rising and falling at her waist.



I ran my hands around Dee

 
’

 
s bare shoulders, over the cups of her bra, and down over her ribs, and her abs. I held her by her sides at her waist, and let my hands slide down over her hips. I caught the tiny waist of her panties in my fingers as I dropped my hands further down, so they stretched tightly between her spread thighs.



She laughed and planted her hands into my shoulders and lifted her body on her toes and fingers in a jack-knife bend, and she tittered as she dropped one knee and then the other, wriggling to work her panties down her legs. I pushed them to help them along and she daintily lifted one pointed foot and then the other out of her panties that I held down for her. I put them beside us on the couch and she dropped back down onto her knees at my hips and sat on my thighs with her now-bare ass. Her shoulders rose up high and her head dropped down low between them, and she dropped her face sideways and took my mouth with hers, kissing me aggressively and breathing hard against me.

I glanced one last time over her head and shoulder and saw my wife, still recording, still standing a few feet behind her friend, and still rubbing herself inside her skirt with a frantic pace.



Dee huffed on me and smiled with her mouth dropped open and she rolled her forehead against mine.

 
“

 
11 yet?” she snickered, and she pressed the palm of her hand against the underside of my cock, pushing it against the front of her abdomen. She curled her hips up and raised herself a couple of inches on her knees, and she pushed her pelvis forward so that the lips of her pussy folded around the length of my erection. She slid herself up and down over the underside of my cock like that, and she tittered doing it, like I was the nervous one, like I was the one charting new territory.





“

 
How about now?” she whispered, and she raised herself higher, she pushed my cock against herself, and the head popped with released tension into her pussy. She grabbed the back of my neck with both her hands, tugged on my hair, rolled her head back to face the ceiling, and she noisily groaned with a grimace on her face and her eyes clenched tight. She sank her hips down and disappeared my cock deep inside her hot greasy hole, tight but smooth, gripping and pulsating all around my shaft.



While my wife took pictures and rubbed herself, Dee bounced in my lap and cried to the ceiling in tiny, inhaled cries of increasingly higher pitches. She suddenly snapped her spine the other way, her head fell over my shoulder, and her arms squeezed around my neck. Her whole body shook and I felt a hot flood rush out and all over my groin and inner thighs.



She breathed again and groaned with her face in my neck,

 
“

 
Oh my god!” and she began to laugh.





There was a rapping on the door.

 
“

 
We all okay in there?” a female voice said.





“

 
Just finishing up,” my wife called back, and she gestured for Dee to get off me and she pulled from her purse a tissue she threw at her. She left me to my own solutions. We quickly dressed back into our own clothes and my wife draped the three dresses over her arm.

 
“

 
I think we should just out of principle,” she said to me and she pulled a face.





The three of us walked with heads down and dignity high as we emerged out of the hallway of fitting rooms. My wife stopped at the counter and told them all three would do. Dee stared down and sideways. She

 
’

 
d gone back into her bashful shell. Only when we got into the car did we all burst out laughing so hard I couldn

 
’

 
t drive.





We stopped for a bite to eat half way home.

 
“

 
I think Dee should come over for a sleepover tonight, don

 
’

 
t you think?” she said to me in an innocent tone.



Dee and I glanced at each other and looked down.



“

 
You two!” she said.

 
“

 
My two favourite people in the whole world — I mean why not? Really!” she shook her head at me.

 
“

 
Why not?”





“

 
Well, I am married to you, for starters,” I said.





She leaned over the table to speak more closely to me.

 
“

 
And that kinda made it hotter to watch, not going to lie,” she said.



I looked at Dee but she grinned, she blushed, she put her hand in front of her mouth and she turned away.



“

 
Anyway, Dee told me  along time ago she likes you,” my wife said, sitting back.





“

 
Stop it!” Dee said to her privately and she slapped her back and twisted further away behind her.





“

 
I just think, Dee can

 
’

 
t find a man, and here I am with a perfect one right in front of us,” Carmen said.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want a man, it

 
’

 
s not that I can

 
’

 
t find a man!” Dee protested and she rolled her eyes.





My wife wrapped her hand around my forearm.

 
“

 
My friend doesn

 
’

 
t want the burden and trouble of a relationship, she doesn

 
’

 
t trust the dating seen, but, she is a 28-year-old fully functioning woman . . . with the wants and needs of a woman her age,” my wife giggled, imitating her best Kenny Rogers voice. She knew the song only through me.





I looked at Dee and caught her staring secretly at me from behind my wife

 
’

 
s back, but she squirmed, she grinned widely, and she hid her face in my wife

 
’

 
s back.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re looking at me,” she cried into her shoulders.





My wife turned around to her friend hiding behind her.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
ve actually got that spare room we

 
’

 
re not even using. It

 
’

 
s just storage.” She looked back at me even as she caressed Dee

 
’

 
s hair.

 
“

 
Couldn

 
’

 
t you move all that stuff out and down to our locker in the parking level?” she said.

 
“

 
She pays us rent less than what she

 
’

 
s paying for that tiny place she lives in now, we get help with the mortgage . .

 
“





“

 
And we

 
’

 
re all going to live together in the one place?” I said squinting at her.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t worry,” my wife grinned mischievously.

 
“

 
We won

 
’

 
t wear you out, we can learn to take turns,” she said.



Dee sat up and set her eyes on me as though awaiting my reply.



“

 
Wait a sec, you guys already talked this all out, didn

 
’

 
t you,” I turned my face half sideways.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s a conversation we

 
’

 
d been having,” my wife shrugged. They both sat back against the booth back, side by side, both staring at me plainly.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s when Dee said she liked you too much to keep her hands off you,” my wife said.

 
“

 
Obviously I thought that would be a problem. Until today . . . “ she said.





“

 
So today was a surprise? Just for full disclosure . . .

 
“





They looked at each other and they both tittered.

 
“

 
Yes and no,” my wife said. She picked up her friend

 
’

 
s hand and squeezed it in her lap.

 
“

 
I wanted to tease Dee making her show off her body to you. Then things sort of just went from there.”





“

 
And now you think we should all live together?” I said.





My wife leaned over the table.

 
“

 
Well her and I were talking about it for months already and the only thing that made me not ask you or decide to do it, was the idea of her and you . . . doing it,” my wife said.

 
“

 
But I guess after today, that

 
’

 
s not such an issue anymore.”





“

 
And you

 
’

 
re fine with this?” I said to Dee.





She shrugged.

 
“

 
Might be fun,” she said in a tiny voice and she curled her lips in and quelled a grin from spreading over her face.





“

 
Her and I were roommates for years already back in college together — same-same, we get along great, we already know that,” my wife said.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re just going to be roommates again, that

 
’

 
s all.”





“

 
But sharing me?” I said.





My wife scrunched her shoulders up and scanned around the place to make sure no one was hearing our talk.

 
“

 
Are you complaining?” she said.





Dee suddenly bolted up and leaned over the counter shoulder to shoulder with my wife, and like my wife, she also wrapped her hands around my other forearm. It was like the fitting room: she seemed to throw a switch and go immediately from coy and shy to bold and assertive, even aggressive.

 
“

 
Yeah!” she said with her eyes flaring and her jaw dropping at me.

 
“

 
Are you seriously going to complain?”





I looked sideways out over the restaurant.

 
“

 
This is so fucked,” I said.





They both laughed, and my wife leaned close to my ear.

 
“

 
No, you

 
’

 
re going to be so fucked!” she joked and she pulled Dee out behind her and walked to the car to wait for me to go pay and come out.





“

 
Take your girls home, now!” my wife said from the back seat. She

 
’

 
d pulled Dee into the back with her.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s movie night!”






First time wife swapping at the desert resort


Me and Doug first met Jen and Des at the lone-standing restaurant and gas station where the two long, straight desert-flat roads meet. They seemed so much like us — and were doing the same thing, too: a quick weekend getaway in the desert at the same strange little hot-springs resort made up of scattered fixed-up RVs and a pool-house.

We liked them a lot.

So when we found them again in the tiny hot-spring pool-room, and they invited us to join them, we thought it would be great. Normally, like a sauna, if someone was already using it, you were supposed to wait. But they insisted we come in.



I can

 
’

 
t remember how the conversation went there, but pretty soon, we were all laughing and making jokes about pretending to be other people like you find out in the desert, and then pretending to be other couples — and then even matched up with each other

 
’

 
s partners.



Me and Jen went outside together to cool down on the covered deck that looked out over the orange-glowing desert plain with the sun going down over the distant dark range.



“

 
That would sure be a break!” she snorted, kicking her leg out over the edge of the deck we sat on.

 
“

 
Get away from Des for a couple days?” she said, rolling her face sideways and down to look up at me through her long strands of beautiful dark hair.





I snorted too.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure Doug wouldn

 
’

 
t mind a day or two of a break from me, either!” I said.





I looked over my shoulder and caught my husband

 
’

 
s eye. He and the other guy, Des, were talking together sitting on the edge of the pool with their legs in the hot water. Doug said something to him and Des shot a glance over his shoulder at me and smiled.





Jen caught it too and squealed and hid her face in her hands as though she was shy or embarrassed.

 
“

 
Stop it!” she called back to him through the open door and she tittered more.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s going on there?” I said with a grin. I kicked her foot with my foot and she kicked me back and we wrestled our shins together a little bit and laughed.





“

 
Nothing,” she said with a snort and grin. But her sideways smile through her hair up to me told me something was definitely going on.





“

 
You can tell me,” I said to her.





“

 
No!” she squealed and she glanced over her shoulder at her husband again.



The two men were laughing together much like me and Jen were laughing together. I felt like I was the only one not getting the joke.



I pinched the side of her thigh. We were both wearing bikinis. She was extremely cute in her water-blue strapless set, and I wasn

 
’

 
t bad either, in my pure white halter bikini. I thought we looked pretty hot together.





“

 
Tell me what

 
’

 
s going on!” I said.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to laugh,” Jen said.





“

 
So whisper to me then!” I said.





“

 
What if you think it

 
’

 
s really bad, or wrong, or gross?” she said, smiling at me like someone with a big secret she couldn

 
’

 
t keep. She even bit her lip.





I looked down at her mouth and let her know I was staring at it. I was this close to kissing her, actually. It was that kind of place, that kind of weekend. We were far from home, it felt like, out in the middle of the desert. And far from the judging eyes of anyone else. We

 
’

 
d never see them again, I knew that. It felt safe to get free.





“

 
Just tell me,” I said.

 
“

 
You never know what I might think.” I encouraged her with a warm smile. I also left my cool hand on the top of her upper thigh and she knew it too, glancing at it. She didn

 
’

 
t seem to mind me touching her. It wasn

 
’

 
t like me to touch a girl like that, but like I said, everything felt like a different world out there.





Jen rolled her eyes and took a big breath and bit her lip like she was struggling with it. Finally she leaned over, cupped her hand around her mouth and my ear, and said,

 
“

 
The first time me and Des came here, we ended up swapping partners with another couple!” She squealed and hid her face in her hands and kicked both her legs out.





I looked over my shoulder and past Jen to the open door of the pool-house and caught my husband looking over his shoulder at me. I could tell right away from his half grin that Des had just told him exactly what Jen told me. We didn

 
’

 
t look away from each other. In fact, I grinned at him and he grinned back at me. My heart skipped a beat.



The two men got up and started walking and talking toward me and Jen. Jen squealed and wriggled on her bum. I pursed my lips. They sat down with us, my husband beside me and her husband beside her, and we all hung our legs over the edge and let the raging setting sun light us up in orange fire.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s not cheating,” Des said to me, leaning out over his wife. He was touching her leg.

 
“

 
But it

 
’

 
s got the thrill of cheating,” he grinned.





“

 
Like a game,” my husband said from behind me.





I poked my thumb over my shoulder.

 
“

 
Doug is a game designer,” I explained to them.





“

 
Inside an arena of constraints, different rules apply., but only for the time of the game and in the space of it. Like hockey,” he nodded at them.

 
“

 
During the time of the game and in the space inside the glass boards, you can essentially assault another person. Different rules. But once you

 
’

 
re off the ice and the game is over, you can

 
’

 
t do it anymore.”





“

 
Just like that,” Des nodded at my husband.

 
“

 
Just like that!” he repeated.





My husband murmured into my ear.

 
“

 
Did you want to try?”





I couldn

 
’

 
t say anything. I just chuckled and crossed my legs together and slapped his leg. The idea was ridiculous. We

 
’

 
d never done anything remotely like that — we

 
’

 
d never discussed anything remotely like that.





“

 
How do you start?” Doug said, leaning out to see past me and Jen to Des, who was also leaning out to see him over the two girls

 
’

 
legs.





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know!” Des said, and he and his wife both laughed out loud nervously.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s not like we do this sort of thing all the time.”





Jen said to me and Doug,

 
“

 
We just sort of noticed that you were a super cute couple at the restaurant today. My stupid husband is the one who gave me the idea!” she said, and she pounded her fist down into his bare thigh behind her without turning to look.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a thing to try,” Des said with a shrug.

 
“

 
Away from home, on a holiday, getting away from the routine.”





“

 
You two guys should just switch places,” Jen said with a snort.

 
“

 
Like now,” she added and she inhaled a squeal and covered her face again.





The two men nodded at each other, pushed themselves up, and crossed over behind me and Jen, sliding palms as they passed each other. It was my turn to hide my face when Jen

 
’

 
s husband came down beside me on the edge of the deck. I glanced over. My husband grinned at me as he came down beside the other girl. Everybody was nervous.





“

 
So the way it happened last time,” Des said,

 
“

 
is, sort of like how your husband said it, it

 
’

 
s like being inside a game. There

 
’

 
s no lead up or awkward date-like thing. You just . . . “ he said, and he leaned forward and kissed my fully on the lips. I was so startled I didn

 
’

 
t even think of pulling away.

 
“

 
. . . pretend from the opening face-off,” he said, breaking the kiss,

 
“

 
that this other person is already your partner,” he said, and he smiled at me and rubbed my jaw with the back of the knuckle of his finger.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s how the other couple told us to do it, anyway.”





I instinctively kissed his finger and then shot a glance over my shoulder at my husband. He, however, was already completely involved in a long kiss with the the other guy

 
’

 
s wife. I gasped and flared my eyes at him, but Des gently touched my shoulder and when I turned back to him, alarmed and amazed, he began to kiss me again, only much more seriously.





I brought my hand up his back and hung it on his far shoulder. He wrapped his hand around my bare thigh and pulled me a bit, enough to make me drape my leg over his. I giggled — I couldn

 
’

 
t stop! — and I looked over my shoulder again. My husband was rubbing the other girl all over her back.





Jen broke their kiss and turned to me and her husband.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
re just going to go back inside and get warm in the pool-house again,” she said, and when she stood up, she and my husband held hands and walked together inside to the edge of the hot spring pool.



I watched them sit down together and start to make out all over again. My husband stroked his hand through her dark hair and she drew her hand up his leg and covered the front of his bathing suit with her cupped palm. My husband glanced at me through her hair and over her shoulder. But I just smiled at him and turned back to Des.



He and I kissed, and he was right, it felt like cheating, only it wasn

 
’

 
t, like different rules inside a game. I

 
’

 
m not going to lie, I

 
’

 
m like any other girl, I fantasize from time to time about other men besides my husband. Who doesn

 
’

 
t? But we don

 
’

 
t generally do that in real life because it

 
’

 
s cheating.





Was this cheating, though? My husband was right there, he was watching me and Des, just like I was watching him and Jen, and we were communicating the whole time. It was as exciting as cheating, but it was safe. It was supposed to be a holiday, wasn

 
’

 
t it, a get-away. Well how much more

 
“

 
get-away” can you get than being another man

 
’

 
s wife?



I turned to Des and wrapped my arms around his neck and pushed my body up against his. When he let his hand slide down my side and move over the front of my bikini bottom, I let him. It made me gasp and I spread my legs a bit. I no longer looked over my shoulder or checked with my husband. Des pushed his fingers down inside my bikini bottom and he made me breathe hard and emit tiny chirps and moans. Things were definitely getting carried away.



I guess I was more aroused than I realized. My body began to respond to his touches down there a lot more than I was prepared for. I began to arch and lean my head back. He touched me almost exactly right — he wasn

 
’

 
t giving me a chance. I usually need a little more time and attention to warm up, but being outside in the setting sun in the middle of the desert, getting touched by a stranger, knowing my husband was making out with and probably touching another woman right behind me — it was hard to keep myself under control.



I shuddered and he knew what it meant. I bit his neck but he kept touching me. I tried to tell him in his ear that he better stop, but I only groaned long and deeply. It began as a twitch in the sole of my foot and soon my thighs quaked and then that warmth burst out from the centre of me and spread to every limb with warmth and light. I exploded inside and he knew what he did to me.

I hung my face over his shoulder and tried to hide from him and Jen and my husband, I was so embarrassed.  Who cums that fast and that easily?

I guess at least one other girl does. Des and I heard his wife climax, too, from outside the pool-house. She was trying to keep quiet like I tried, which of course only makes us cum harder and louder. Me and Des giggled and kissed.

We all decided we should probably go inside and they had by far the bigger and nicer converted RV on the strange little desert site, so we all went over to theirs.



When we climbed up the steps inside, Des, who was holding my hand the whole time, said,

 
“

 
Do you want to get our guests a drink, and I

 
’

 
ll get some music on?”





I giggled because he was really pushing things, pretending that he and I were married, and I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him down for a long, deep kiss right in front of my husband, who was standing there holding Jen

 
’

 
s hand. I could see her thumb rubbing his hand with excitement and anticipation.



There was a long enough couch that faced an expanded set of windows that looked out over the darkening and empty expanse that surrounded us. It was a romantic setting, like it promised it would be.



I said to Des,

 
“

 
Pretending is fun,” and he smiled at me and we started making out again. It wasn

 
’

 
t like pretending to be just partners with the other person, it was like pretending to be partners in the first flush of lust all over again.





When Des tried to undo the clasp at the back of my bikini top, I glanced over at the other end of the couch. I gasped. Jen had already taken her top off. And she was sliding down my husband

 
’

 
s lap and dropping onto her knees between his legs. I grinned at my husband but his eyes were shut. The music was intoxicating and the light was dim. His fingers plunged into the girl

 
’

 
s beautiful hair and I watched her pretty pink lips fall open and wrap around my husband

 
’

 
s penis that disappeared inside her mouth.





I felt nothing negative watching it, only joy at my husband

 
’

 
s obvious pleasure. It was not what I would have expected of myself. I let my top fall away and then I tittered, I kissed Des, and then I also rolled over his lap, pressed my bare tits into his chest and stomach, and slid down the front of him and onto my knees.





I took his cock in my mouth and Jen reached over and took my hand in hers. Together we held hands sucking each other

 
’

 
s husband

 
’

 
s cocks.





She pulled her mouth from my husband

 
’

 
s lap and licked her lips and smiled at me and tittered. Her and I began to kiss — I

 
’

 
m not sure who started it, but I certainly know who kept it going! I never kissed a girl before. Everything about the weekend felt like a first time.





We both knew though that our men were going to become impatient. We flicked our tongues at each other and we both grinned and got back to work on our men

 
’

 
s cocks, she on my husband and me on hers. She looked up sideways at me with my husband

 
’

 
s cock all over her cheek and eyes and and nose and forehead, and she said, through a grin,

 
“

 
Race ya!”





I snickered and glanced up at her husband. His eyes were closed and he massaged my scalp, just like my husband was massaging her head. I looked back at Jen and hovered my parted lips over the head of her husband

 
’

 
s cock and held her eyes with mine. She did the same. Then she said, softly and in a whisper,

 
“

 
Go!”





We both fell to our work with gusto. We seemed to compete with our moaning and the writhing of our bodies and the pumping of our hands and mouths. I

 
’

 
m pretty competitive. I guess she was too. I could tell my husband was about to cum and I watched through the corners of my eyes and noticed that she wasn

 
’

 
t going to come off him. So I guess her husband was used to his wife letting him cum in her mouth. I had to get ready for him, and when he began to shoot, I nearly recoiled away from him, but it wasn

 
’

 
t that bad, and I even managed to almost swallow all of him.



We declared a tie and Jen confessed to me, before Doug and I made our way back to our own RV, that that was the first time she let a guy cum in her mouth and swallowed him. I laughed and we both bent over unable to stop.



“

 
It was my first time too!” I had to tell her.

 
“

 
I thought you did it all the time for him!”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s what I thought you did for your man!” she said and she slapped me, and we both laughed more.





Back in our own RV and bed, my husband and I dispensed with the usual prelude and I got naked on my elbows and knees in front of him and he knelt behind me and fucked me good and hard and deep. It was like our first week together, when we didn

 
’

 
t stop except to eat and sleep.



We saw each other in the morning and we all decided to go to the restaurant a mile away together in their car.



On the way to the driveway, Jen quietly said to me,

 
“

 
Should we pretend again?” and she tittered and snatched my hand in hers. When we got to the car, she held the passenger door in the front open for me, and then climbed into the back seat. Des got into the driver

 
’

 
s seat, and my husband got in the back with Jen.





“

 
Morning honey!” Des said to me and everybody laughed.





At the restaurant we sat beside our pretend partners like we were the one

 
’

 
s married. Jen kept teasing me by whispering things in my husband

 
’

 
s ears and glancing at me with the devil

 
’

 
s flashing eyes and sneaky grins. She was teasing me! We decided to drive around the different features of the state park, and behind Des and me, Jen and Doug made out and touched and panted and did everything but screw again.





Not to be outdone, I opened Des

 
’

 
s fly and leaned over the console where my husband and his wife could clearly see me suck her husband off. But I didn

 
’

 
t make him cum.





After the last stop, Jen made me and her get in the back together and made my husband ride up front.

 
“

 
Should we get our stuff?” she said low and conspiratorially. I was nervous about it, but it was too exciting not to.





Back at the resort, my husband watched silently and gaping as I packed up my makeup and things and even my clothes and suitcase, and left without much more than a squealing smirk. Jen and I passed each other chuckling between the two RVs but we didn

 
’

 
t say anything. I climbed up into her RV and walked past her husband and put my stuff in their bathroom, and my suitcase and clothes in their bedroom.





The host of the place usually put a fire in the big fire pit as soon as the sun went down, and we all went out and sat around it. There were a few other new guests who wouldn

 
’

 
t have known, but the host seemed to be looking with a frown at who was with whom, trying to decide how come things looked wrong. But he stayed discreet enough, if he did figure it out.





I murmured and kissed and held hands with my pretend husband. I could see Jen and Doug doing the same thing. And then I stood up, I pulled Des

 
’

 
s hand to make him stand up with me, and I wrapped my arm around his back and put my hand flat on his stomach.

 
“

 
Welp,” I said to my husband and his wife,

 
“

 
I think we

 
’

 
re going to turn in.”



My husband stared at me with a half-grin, and half-shocked face.



“

 
See you guys in the morning for breakfast, okay?” I said, and I turned Des and me around and walked hip-to-hip with him to his and Jen

 
’

 
s RV. I knew they were both watching us go. It made me titter but I didn

 
’

 
t turn around. I only stopped, turned to Des, lifted myself on my toes, and kissed him good and long for them both to see. When we climbed the steps up inside, I shut the door and made sure they heard me lock it. My intention was clear!





We kissed and stumbled and laughed all the way to the bedroom at the back of the RV. As I shut the curtains, I could see that my husband and Des

 
’

 
s wife were no longer at the fire. I glanced over and saw the lights on in our RV and I smirked to myself.





Me and Des knelt on their bed and I pushed him playfully in the chest until he fell back. I walked on my knees between his legs and pulled the button open on his jeans and then stood on the floor and giggled as I tugged the bottom of his jeans until they slid off his legs. But I didn

 
’

 
t stop there. I climbed back up between his legs and hooked my fingertips in the waist of his underpants and tugged them down too, and off. He sat up and whipped off his own t-shirt and I laughed at him.



I knelt high up between his legs and crossed my arms over my body and arched my back. I tugged my loose sweater up my body and over my head and twisted around with my chest sticking out to look for a place to toss it. And then I giggled and stood up bent over from the ceiling and unzipped the tiny zipper in the side of my short little skirt, and I wiggled my knees and hips until it fell down my legs and I stepped out of it.

I got back down on my knees and leaned over to kiss him. I sat back up again and folded my arms behind me to unclasp my cute white bra. I laughed and teased him, letting the straps fall down my arms but not letting the cups fall away from my chest. But then I let him see and touch. Which he did — freely.



I reached down between his legs and found his cock already stiff and tall and pulsating in my hand. I glanced out the window over his head that I didn

 
’

 
t close and saw the window at the back of our RV. I don

 
’

 
t think they knew, but their silhouettes were fully visible to anyone left at the fire. Jen was obviously doing exactly what I was doing, kneeling between my husband

 
’

 
s legs and stroking him, until she ducked down and disappeared below the bottom of the window. I could only guess what she was doing to him then!



Des hooked his fingers in the waist of my panties and made me chuckle and I lifted my hips enough for him to peel them off my bum and down my legs. I rolled back onto my butt to kick my legs up and let him pull my panties the rest of the way off me and I laughed.



I went back up high over him on my knees and walked further up between his legs until I could reach down and tug his cock up under me. I looked again out the window and Des strained his neck to look at what I was looking at. We both saw it clear as day: in silhouette his wife was obviously riding my husband. We could see her bouncing up and down in front of the window, and my husband

 
’

 
s hands rubbing her all over her bare breasts.





Des began to rub my tits and I stroked his cock under me. I didn

 
’

 
t think we would actually do it — I thought we might play and tease and maybe make each other cum again. But actually do it? Not until I saw my husband doing it with his wife did I think I would be allowed to do it with her husband.



I stroked him and looked down at him and felt my hips quiver and my spine curl. I certainly wanted to do it. Our window was open to let some dry and cool air in, and I heard something and looked. It was Jen. In the other RV, she was leaning over, obviously still fucking my husband, and she was sliding open their window for air, too. She caught sight of me and smiled and waved and I waved back at her. Still holding her eyes in mine — she seemed to really like doing that — I spread my knees on her bed and my hips came down until I felt the hot smooth head of his cock poke the middle of my pussy lips.



I knew I was pretty wet. But I didn

 
’

 
t know I was that wet. His head was inside me before I realized it. I gasped and looked down and could hear Jen laugh. I wanted to take him slow and sexy, but instead I dropped down hard and sloppy on him and in seconds we were wrapped up together and fucking wildly.





I don

 
’

 
t usually make a lot of sounds but the way Des rolled me over and under him and spread my legs forcefully apart, even pulling my ankles up over his shoulders so my hips came up off the bed and my body bounced off his like it wasn

 
’

 
t even mine anymore, it made me scream. I didn

 
’

 
t care who could hear.  It felt so good to let loose.





I scrunched my nails into the skin of his thighs and when he laughed and tired, I quickly pushed him over and rode him reverse cowgirl style, also a first for me. I was a believer in lovemaking, and so kissing and watching each other

 
’

 
s eyes mattered to me.





With Des, nothing mattered like that. I used to think it was so crass and crude to fuck like that, facelessly. But it was actually fun being so self-absorbed. I wasn

 
’

 
t just pretending that my husband was a different man, I was pretending that I was a different woman.



He got up for water and I followed him and sat on the kitchen table and while he sweated and breathed and drank and smiled, I spread my legs, looked up at him through my messy sweat-matted hair, and hung my heels on the edge of the table to play with my pussy for him to watch.

He put the glass down and stood at the edge of the table and slammed his cock into me so hard I arched deeply and rolled my head back and cried at the ceiling. I wrapped my knees around his waist and dug my heels into his back. We kissed messily and he carried me like that back to bed.

He pushed me on my back and went down on me, which, after already loosening me up with lengthy and vigorous fucking, was a revelation. I was a mess. I twisted my fists in the sheets and rolled around his bed and orgasmed on his mouth probably harder than I had ever orgasmed in my life.

Before I could even recover, he rolled me onto my elbows and knees, roughly pulled me up by my hips in front of him where he knelt, and before I could tell him to be gentle, he penetrated me like that to my very core.



My husband would have been amazed if he was still able to hear me. I was screaming,

 
“

 
Fuck me!” loud and clearly. Des made me want to be loud. He pounded himself into me from behind so hard I collapsed onto my tummy. I strained to push my bum up for him and he laid with his whole weight on my back and humped me like an animal in the wild, his hands on my hands with our arms stretched high up over our heads and our fingers twisted together and writhing. He emptied my lungs fucking me like that, and when he gushed into me, I climaxed again and nearly fainted it was so strong.



We slept and still half asleep, fucked again, side to side. Later I was lying on him fucking him and kissing him, and we fell asleep like that!



I was completely worn out by the morning. When we finally came out into the sunshine, I noticed Doug

 
’

 
s car was gone. Des and me got in his car and found them at the restaurant. We both joined our usual partners and ate mostly in giggling silence. I could tell the server knew something strange was up. Us two girls held hands a moment between the cars, and then got back into our correct cars and went back to the site with our correct husbands.





Doug and I had an interesting conversation on the way back to the airport about being different people, about playing by different rules in different arenas, and about the depth of the phrase

 
“

 
getaway” and all the things it could really mean, if you wanted it to. What didn

 
’

 
t come up at all, as though both of us forgot to mention it or it simply wasn

 
’

 
t part of the picture, was the bare, cold fact that we had both just spent the weekend screwing around with other people what weren

 
’

 
t him and I.





We hardly even talked about the sex, though we didn

 
’

 
t really need to — we both could tell that it was mind-blowing in both RVs. What was clear to us both, also without needing to say it, was that the moment we got back into the correct cars, we were back to being who we regularly were. And there was no problem carrying on,  like that, either. The transformation and the reverse was a unique and complete experience.





With one difference: our sex life was as renewed as when we first met. And we laughed without saying exactly what we were laughing at a lot more, too. It was like we were both getting away with something, but we both knew, as well, we weren

 
’

 
t fooling anybody.





Two months later, another long weekend came up that allowed us to get away again. I can

 
’

 
t remember whose idea it was, but when it came up, it was not possible to say no. We went back to the RV resort in the desert.





We didn

 
’

 
t talk about it and I, for one, didn

 
’

 
t plan it or expect it. We liked the place for lots of reasons, not just because of the unique experience we had there. But when we decided to go for a dip in the hot-spring pool in the pool-house, we were surprised by another couple who came in without knowing you were supposed to knock first.





“

 
No worries,” Doug said.

 
“

 
Lots of room, come in,” he said.



The girl was cute. The guy was hot. They were about our age. She was in a pink bikini, too.

She slipped down beside me on my side of the pool and the guy slipped down beside Doug.



“

 
Is this your first time here?” the girl said to me.





I snickered and turned to her.

 
“

 
Not exactly,” I said.

 
“

 
Let me tell you what happened our first time here . . . .”
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