
        
            
                
            
        

    
Swing-Laws

A Hotwife Cuckold Fantasy

(The Heaven Sent Chronicles – Book 3)

by Belinda LaPage

Amazon | Web | Twitter

Published by

[image: ]

FREE stories and MORE

Get Belinda in your Inbox


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 Belinda LaPage

eBook Edition, License Notes

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means—except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles or reviews—without written permission from its publisher.

Content Advisory: This book is intended for mature audiences and contains explicit sexual activity.


Swing-Laws

Down the hall, the door to the guest bedroom was ajar. Paige’s moans drifted out, carried by the percussive backbeat of skin slapping skin.

Dane stepped closer. The end of the bed came into view—a tangle of feet, two bare and two still in sandals, snaked and twined together, almost like they were jockeying for position.

Four more steps brought him to the angle where he could see inside, see what Mitch was doing to his wife.

“Oh God.” The words came out involuntarily, though not loud enough to disturb them.

As young kids, Dane and Mitch had shared bath time, and though they hadn’t had cause to see each other naked since, Dane still illogically thought of Mitch, the man who now had Paige’s panties looped around his cock and balls, as his “little” brother. The swatch of red lace concealed only the smallest portion of his prodigious length. The rest of it, a quantity of meat roughly the size and shape of a nunchuck, was plunging rhythmically into Dane’s wife.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Little brother? He couldn’t have been more wrong.
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I Feel Like a Woman

Paige set out the zucchini muffins and a last bowl of nibbles right as the doorbell rang. Mitch and Sarah. She stepped back, admiring her preparations on the patio table. Fresh and dried fruits, cheeses, veggie-sticks and dips—not bad for a part-time stripper. She wasn’t exactly Martha Stewart, but then Martha couldn’t dangle naked from a brass pole, could she?

Not that Mitch and Sarah would ever see that side of her. Nobody would—not even Dane. Paige was still new to pole dancing, so for now at least she was treating it as a strictly strangers-only activity.

The doorbell rang again.

“Coming!”

A blush warmed her cheeks as she click-clacked down the tiled hallway in her new sandals, imagining herself answering the door in six-inch stripper heels and a gold lamé bikini. What would Mitch say? She was a frequent admirer of her brother-in-law’s tall good looks, so it wasn’t difficult at all to picture herself giving him a lap dance.

But she never would.

Still, she was bursting to tell somebody. She hadn’t felt like this since her first kiss. Fluttery heartbeat, hot cheeks, short of breath—as a teenager, those hours before sharing the news with her best friend had been a delicious torture. Except this was maybe worse. (Or was it better?) So far, she’d kept the secret all weekend. Maybe she would tell Dane when he got home. Not all of it, just about the pole dancing lessons. Just to give her nerves some relief.

She swallowed down the excitement and answered the front door.

“Hey, you.” Sarah breezed across the threshold in a shimmering halo of sleek red hair and embraced Paige for an easy hug and kiss. Mitch stood back on the porch, dutifully waiting for the greeting ritual to play out.

“Hey yourself.” Paige returned Sarah’s kiss, getting a whiff of orange blossom. “Love your conditioner.”

“You’re sweet.” Sarah leaned back to inspect her face. “Did we catch you mid-workout?” she said, touching the backs of her fingers to Paige’s cheek. “You look ten miles into a five-mile run.”

Paige stepped aside and let Sarah past. “Just been hurrying to get ready.” The white lie came so easily. “Hi Mitch. Dane’s not home yet.”

Mitch stepped forward and offered her a warm smile. “Hey, Paige.” He gave her a quick up-and-down. “You look nice.”

“Thank you.” So do you. Mitch had probably never seen her in a dress. Or heels—not that her sandals were especially tall. She tiptoed up to kiss him, but they both went to the same side, balked, then the other, laughing off the nervous faux-pas.

“Hold still,” Mitch said, taking her face in both hands. He planted a chaste kiss on her lips—“There. Gotcha.”—and strolled casually after Sarah into the kitchen.

Paige shut the door, her blush returning with full force. Ooh-ahh! Mitch just kissed a stripper. What would Sarah say?

In the kitchen, Sarah was liberating the cork from a bottle of sparkling wine when Paige caught up to them. “Bubbly?” she asked.

“Sure.” Paige retrieved some crystal flutes from the cupboard.

Sarah waggled the bottle at Mitch. “Babe?”

“Yeah, why not? We can always Uber home.”

Paige watched her fill the glasses. “You can have the guest room,” she said. “You know it’s always made up.”

Sarah handed out the drinks. “You might regret that offer,” she said, touching glasses with both of them. “I’m not naming names, but one of us can be a bit of a screamer.”

Paige smiled into the lip of her champagne glass. She and Dane had shared the family beach house with their in-laws—Mitch’s stamina and Sarah’s vocal appreciation were now the stuff of legend. “Let’s go sit outside,” she said, leading the way down to the patio. “I baked some muffins.”

“You did what now?” Mitch picked up a muffin and turned it over in his hand, inspecting it like some strange new species before taking a bite.

“I didn’t know you baked,” Sarah said.

Mitch chewed thoughtfully. “I didn’t know she wore dresses, either, but you live and learn.”

“Yeah, what’s this new domestic superstar act?” Sarah stole a bite from her husband’s muffin. “Actually, they’re not bad. Zucchini?”

“And walnut,” Paige said, gesturing to the patio chairs. She waited for her guests to sit before she did. “I’ve been bored out of my brain. I told you what my physio said about—”

“Ankle Armageddon? No more running?”

Paige extended both legs and rocked her feet back and forth, showing off her aesthetically perfect but stress-fractured ankles. “No more running. No more rowing. No more stationary bike.”

“Eesh. That’ll take some getting used to. You live in that damn gym.”

“I need to get her business card,” Mitch said, taking another bite of his muffin. “Sorry honey, can’t exercise—doctor’s orders.”

Sarah ignored him. “What happened with that mystery-physio in Russian Hill? Did you go?”

Paige nodded. “On Friday.” The referral her physio had provided turned out to be a pole dancing studio—a cardio fitness exercise that didn’t involve heel strikes. With years of gymnastics as a kid and strength training as an adult, Paige had been delighted, if a little chagrined, to discover she was a natural. It had won her an impromptu debut at the instructor’s adjoining strip club.

“So… ?”

“So what?” Paige felt her blush creeping back.

“How’d it go?” Sarah asked. “It was yoga, wasn’t it? They’re like a frickin’ cult. The good ones don’t even advertise and have a mile-long waiting list.”

Paige shook her head. “It wasn’t yoga.”

“Damn. You can tell me if it was, though—maybe get me in? Yogi Ji doesn’t even show up at my studio anymore; it’s part-time instructors wall-to-wall who think the inner-light is the one shining out their assholes.”

Paige laughed. “I promise, it’s not yoga. It’s…” There really was no polite way to say ‘pole dancing’. “It’s like occupational therapy.”

Sarah cocked an eyebrow. “OT? I’m gonna need more than that.”

Paige darted her eyes at Mitch. “It was just some exercises. Stretching and stuff.”

“Babe,” Sarah said, turning to Mitch. “Go get us some refills, will you?”

Mitch looked around at everybody’s glasses, frowning. “They’re… um, still full.”

“Then go grab my phone. I want to show Paige the photos from last weekend.”

Mitch doubled down on the frown. “From the camping and fishing expo? You didn’t take any photos.”

“Jesus Christ.” Sarah uncrossed her legs and turned to her husband. “Babe, take a walk. Paige wants to tell me girl stuff.”

“Oh?” Mitch looked at Sarah, then at Paige, then back at Sarah. “Why didn’t you say so?” He stood and grabbed a handful of dried apricots and another muffin.

Sarah sighed. “I did,” she said under her breath. “Twice.”

Mitch went inside and shut the door behind him.

“Now, spill.”

Paige licked her lips. “It’s pole dancing,” she blurted.

Sarah spat champagne back into her glass. She stared at Paige, wide eyed.

Channeling the new confidence she’d discovered in the VIP room at Heaven’s Above, Paige met her gaze.

“You’re not joking, are you?”

“It’s just exercise,” she said, beginning to wither under her sister-in-law’s scrutiny. “It’s not stripping or anything.” Although it was.

“Yeah, but it’s sexy exercising.” Sarah leaned forward, lowering her voice. “Please tell me you’re going to install a pole in your bedroom. Does Dane know? Can I be the one to tell him?”

Paige laughed nervously, relieved that her friend was just as excited by the idea as she was. “No, he doesn’t know yet. He’s been at the ConTech Expo since Thursday. And yes, I probably will install a pole…”

Sarah’s eyes brightened.

“… in the home-gym, not in the bedroom.” She took a sip of wine. “You deviant.”

“I can’t help it. I’m ovulating.”

“You’re not…” Paige flashed a glance at Sarah’s champagne flute.

“We’re not trying to get pregnant. Jesus! I mean I’m perpetually fucking horny for like a week.”

Paige leaned back and crossed her legs, taking another sip of champagne. “Maybe you should be the one pole dancing.” Now that she’d broken the seal, she couldn’t help but say it. Pole dancing. Pole dancing.

“If I had your abs, I might give it a try.”

Paige acknowledged the compliment with a smile. “If I had your tits, I might go pro.”

Sarah laughed so hard she almost spilled her drink. When she got control, she looked at Paige, unblinking, almost frothing with exhilaration. When she couldn’t hold it in any longer, she drummed her feet on the patio, threw her head back, and gave an excited shriek. “I can’t believe my best friend is a stripper!”

“Shhh!” Paige shot a look inside but didn’t see Mitch anywhere. “It’s exercise.”

“It’s sex-ercise.”

“You’d love my instructor,” Paige said, trying to divert the focus away from herself. “She stripped her way through college.”

“She’s got skanky blond hair and calls herself Brandy, right?”

“She’s got beautiful, jet-black hair and calls herself Lakshmi.”

“Oh. American?”

“Indian.”

“Native American, sweetie,” Sarah said, frowning. “It’s 2019.”

“No, an actual Indian. From India. She was a Bollywood dancer.”

“A Bollywood dancer gone bad… There’s a movie in that.”

Paige shrugged. “Gone bad but made good. She’s a real entrepreneur. She owns a—”

“Hey, I found this creep trying to break in,” Mitch called, coming back outside with Dane in tow. “Reckons he lives here.”

“I’ll prove it,” Dane said, slapping his bigger little brother on the back as he trotted past and down the steps to Paige.

She stood, and they embraced and kissed. “Mmm. Missed you.”

“Me too.” He kissed Paige again and turned to Mitch. “Satisfied?”

Mitch took his seat. “Meh, that doesn’t mean anything. I got a better kiss than that when I arrived.”

“That’s true,” Paige said, winking at Dane. “I gave him tongue.”

“Tongue?” Dane dropped his hand to Paige’s ass, cupping it in a not-too-unseemly manner. “Did he get to cop a feel, too?”

“I didn’t,” Mitch said in mock outrage. He turned to Sarah. “Honey, make a note. Remind me to demand groping next time we come over.”

The joke had lived out its useful existence, and they all let it go.

Dane slung his backpack over a chair and opened their outdoor fridge. “Beer?”

“Thought you’d never ask,” Mitch said, draining his champagne.

Paige went inside for refills while Dane opened the bottles. When she returned, everyone clinked glasses. “Welcome home,” she said.

“Yeah, welcome back, Dane,” Sarah said. “How was ConTech? Did you miss the iPhone release again?”

Dane shook his head. “I should never have shared that story.”

He was the only tech journalist at MacWorld 2007 who’d missed the iPhone launch because he was chatting up a hot merchandise girl. That had been before Paige met him, so she’d given him a pass. He was a hapless flirt, anyway. As a sports statistician, Paige found herself in post-game functions with hot ballplayers all the time—she reckoned herself a kind of expert in men’s flirting, albeit an unwilling one.

Dane had reached for his backpack and was fishing around inside. “Actually, I got a couple of samples. These are either going to be the next big thing, or they’ll go the way of the ROKR.”

“What’s a ROKR?” Sarah asked.

Dane pointed a finger at her. “Exactly!”

“It was Apple’s first phone,” Paige explained. “Before the iPhone.”

“Oh. A dud, then.”

“Dane still has one in a drawer in the den.”

Dane pulled out two sets of VR goggles and slotted his cell phone into one.

“Virtual Reality?” Mitch said. “Bit late, aren’t they?”

Dane slipped the goggles over his head, setting something up, or so it seemed. “Augmented Reality,” he said. “Which is also not exactly new, but these guys are going down the road less traveled.”

“Don’t tell me.” Mitch leaned back and kicked his feet up on a spare chair. “War games? Car racing?”

“Neither.” Dane peeled the goggles off and handed them to Paige. “Try this. Anyone else got their cell on them?”

“Sure.” Mitch unlocked his and slid it across the table. “Beta technology. What could possibly go wrong?”

“Good man.”

Paige positioned the headset over her glasses and looked up. It was blurry for a moment, and then… “Oh!” She was… hmm, exactly where she’d been a moment earlier, on her patio with Dane, Mitch, and Sarah sitting around her.

Dane was fitting Mitch’s phone and configuring the other headset.

She turned her head back and forth. Reality scrolled smoothly across her vision, just a fraction of a second behind real-time.

“What do you see?” Sarah asked.

“You,” Paige said. “It’s just the camera. Except in 3D.”

Dane finished prepping the other headset and tossed it to Sarah. “Look at me,” he said to Paige.

Paige looked.

“Look at my face. A menu will pop up.”

“Oh!” It did, startling her. She’d quickly gotten used to the lag and had been trusting the vision as her own when a translucent menu of thumbnail head-shots appeared down the left-hand side. She recognized most of them from their shared Facebook friends. Dane and Mitch were there, so too the guys’ father, Paige’s father, and some of Dane’s college friends. Paige looked at them and—“Oh!”—whichever one her eyes rested on blew up from a thumbnail to a larger picture.

“You found it, then?” Dane asked.

“Oh! Hey, cool.” Sarah seemed to have caught up already on the other headset.

“Yeah, I…” Paige looked down to the bottom of the list of friends and family, scrolling past them into a group of celebrities, only some of whom she recognized.

“Your eyes are the mouse,” Dane explained. “Go to the top and find Mitch, then blink on him to click.”

Mitch took a pull from his beer. “I feel used.”

Paige scrolled back up with her eyes, past the celebs, past the college bros, and highlighted Mitch’s photo by looking at him. It was a shot from his and Sarah’s wedding. He looked especially handsome. She’d been a little jealous of Sarah that day, and Dane had reaped the rewards that night in the bedroom.

Blink.

The photo flashed and winked out, but otherwise nothing happened.

“Did you blink?”

“I did, but—” Paige focused on Dane. “Holy Crap!” Dane was Mitch. They were both Mitch. She looked over at the real one and then back at Dane. They were… identical twins! “Oh, this is freaky.”

“Ha!” Sarah cried out excitedly. “Babe, you’re Dad. Tell me a stupid joke.” She giggled quietly to herself. “Now you’re Daniel Craig. Take off your shirt.”

“What do you see, Pie?” Dane asked.

“You,” Paige said. “Except your face is…” She pointed at Mitch. “Him.”

“Bro, come over here and stand next to me.”

Mitch rose and stepped over beside Dane.

“Look at Paige,” Dane said to his brother. “Do we look identical?”

“Um, yeah, kinda.” They looked exactly like twins from the neck up. “I mean, I can tell you apart. You don’t have the same build.” Mitch was a good three or four inches taller than Dane, with broader shoulders and a thicker chest. Paige had never been unhappy with her choice of brothers. Mitch was sexy, but he knew it, too. He was much better suited to Sarah’s extroverted personality. Dane was a perfect fit, in Paige’s opinion. A little more perfect right now, of course, with his brother’s thick, wavy hair and square jaw.

Dane took Mitch by the shoulders and danced him around in a circle, forcing Paige to look hard to work out who was who. One of the Mitches broke away and twirled over to her.

They were no longer next to each other and she couldn’t see the height difference.

“What’s my name?” he stage-whispered, flashing his eyes at her.

“M—” She’d almost said it. “It’s you. Dane.”

The Mitch in her goggles grinned and swooped in, folding her in his arms and kissing her hard.

It was… Jesus Christ! It was Mitch. Kissing her. For real. Somehow he and Dane had swapped positions. They’d plotted this together, trying to embarrass her, make a fool of her.

She pushed him away, panting, heart racing, the forbidden taste of brother-in-law on her lips, the echo of his touch still on her waist, her ass. She tore off the goggles and—

It was Dane.

Dane laughed. “It’s realistic, isn’t it?”

Paige let out a long breath. “I nearly slapped you!”

(Yeah, but you didn’t. You were too busy swapping spit with his brother. Did you get any tongue?)

Paige silenced the inner voice, the one she’d started calling Jess. It was Jess who’d encouraged her onto the stage at Heaven’s Above.

“This is so freaky,” Sarah said, pulling off her own headset and offering it to her husband. She came over to Paige and touched her elbow. “Sweetie, are you okay?”

“Yeah, I just…” Paige huffed out the last of the nervousness. Only part of it was the shock of being fooled by the illusion. The bigger surprise was the thrill of the forbidden kiss. “It’s really realistic, hey?”

“Meh.” Sarah shrugged one shoulder. “It’s fun. They’ll be great for parties.” She turned her attention back to Mitch. “Who am I, Babe?”

“Angelina,” Mitch said, nodding happily and giving Sarah a suggestive leer.

“Good choice,” Dane said. “That render is from Tomb Raider.”

“Right,” Sarah said, snatching up the other headset. “Then you’re gonna be Brad. Does this thing have him from Ocean’s Eleven?”

Paige and Dane watched them for a moment, trying not to laugh at their antics. Mitch was striking a cool pose he hoped was worthy of Brad Pitt.

“Fuck it, I can’t find him. You can be Daniel Craig again. I think this is him from Casino Royale.”

Paige giggled. “I approve.”

“All the Bond girls are in there,” Dane said. “Mitch, you can make her Vesper Lynd if you want.”

Mitch chuckled. “Hey Sairs, how do you feel about being my Pussy Galore?”

“I’ve been expecting you, Mr. Bond.”

Dane took up his beer and sat back to watch them, so Paige did the same with her freshly topped-up champagne. Mitch and Sarah were perfect for these types of toys; neither possessed a filter.

Trying to out-pose each other, they shimmied and sashayed closer and closer until Mitch went in for the kiss and bumped goggles. Like the well-rehearsed lovers they were, they instantly adapted and locked lips at an angle, hands gliding through hair, across asses, tracing each other’s contours in a manner that went from romantic to erotic in the blink of an eye.

Paige looked away.

“Don’t mind us,” Dane said.

“Paige,” Sarah gasped, coming up for air and lifting her goggles. “The guest room is made up, you said?”

“Yeah, sure, if you want another drink you can—”

“Thanks!” Sarah shoved the goggles back down over her eyes and almost tripped over the steps dragging Mitch inside. A few seconds later the spare bedroom door slammed behind them.

Dane got up and closed the sliding glass door. “Well, that happened a little quicker than I expected.”

“They’ve gone off to have sex, haven’t they?”

Dane laughed. “I think that’s likely.”

“I see.” Paige wasn’t sure whether to be shocked or amused. Part of her wished she could be free-spirited like that. In a private sense, she supposed she already was. The things she and Lakshmi had done a few days earlier were ample proof she could cut loose if she chose to; she’d just never done it around friends or family.

She turned back to Dane. “So how many dead bodies did you have to crawl over to get those freebies? They would’ve been popular, I bet.”

“Strangely, none,” Dane said. He took another sip of beer. “It was like they targeted me—private demo and everything.”

“Wow. Well done.” Paige knew his web magazine had been gaining momentum, but being singled out ahead of the big players was a real coup. “Wouldn’t they get more exposure if they gave out more, though? Every man and his dog is reviewing Apple and Google gizmos for months before they launch.”

Dane shrugged. “I asked myself the same question. Could be they haven’t got the kinks out of the software yet, or they want to do one of those stealth launches with signs all over town saying, ‘Have you been Heaven Sent?’”

The name of Lakshmi’s strip club, Heaven’s Above, echoed in Paige’s conscience. “What’s Heaven Sent? The headsets?”

“That’s the company name.” Dane pulled a plain white business card from his back pocket and showed Paige.

Heaven Sent

AI ~ VR ~ ML

There was also a web address in the corner, but no name, no phone number. AI was Artificial Intelligence. So then, Virtual Reality and… “ML?” she said. “As in, Machine Learning?” It was a pet interest of Paige’s, though more in the realm of her day job as sports statistician than consumer technology like the goggles. She was using it to build better predictive models for sports betting.

“I guess. They didn’t talk about it much.” He took the card back and slid it into his pocket. “It all happened so quickly—they got me in, ran the demo”—his voice began trailing off—“then, you know, bam… I was out the door…”

“I hope the demo wasn’t like the one you did for me. I really thought Mitch was kissing me.”

“No,” he said, dropping his gaze to his feet. “It was a video, a funny one, Donald Trump singing something from The Sound of Music.”

Paige got the sense she wasn’t getting the whole truth. “So long, farewell,” she sang, “auf Wiedersehen, goodbye?”

“That would have been better,” he said with a nervous chuckle. “It was ‘Sixteen Going on Seventeen.’”

The image of Trump dancing around a rainy gazebo in pink chiffon was an attractive diversion, but Paige could tell he was holding something back.

“Was that all?” She watched his eyes. “I would have thought they’d give you a few more samples.”

“The other ones weren’t very—”

“Honey, you’re blushing.” She knew it. Some skank looking like Paige had snogged him with the goggles on. “Tell me what happened. Promise I won’t get mad.” How could she? If the worst of it was a stolen kiss, it was about a thousandth of what had happened to her on Friday afternoon. “If you tell me, I’ll tell you about the new lingerie I’m wearing.”

That got Dane’s eyes off his shoes. “Lingerie?”

“Red lingerie.” Paige slid her shoulder strap to one side.

“Oh.” He shifted in his seat.

Paige crossed her legs and slid her hem higher—not high enough to see anything, but high enough for an active imagination to anticipate a flash of red lace.

Dane gulped.

“Honey?”

He dragged his eyes up to hers. “Yeah?”

“Spill.”

He blinked.

“The demo. What happened?” She stood and strode slowly to his chair, perching on his knee. “She did kiss you, didn’t she?”

“She…” Dane put his hand on Paige’s thigh and blew out a lungful of air. “It was another video. A… It was, you know, porn.”

Paige laughed out loud. “You watched porn at ConTech?” She clapped a hand over her own mouth. “Sorry, I said that louder than I meant to.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “They played you a porno?” She tried to picture her husband watching porn in some sterile little corporate theatre. “Wearing those…” She looked around for the goggles before remembering Mitch and Sarah had taken them.

The headsets, the menus with faces of family and friends—all the pieces were tumbling into place. Like a film clip of a falling building played in reverse, she saw it all come together with perfect clarity.

“You used my face!”

“I didn’t… I just… I mean, you were at the top of the list. And then I saw Mom and panicked—”

“You used your mom?”

“God, no.” Dane reeled back as if she’d slapped him. “No. Geez. Don’t even…” He shivered, shaking off the cloying disgust that Paige felt as well. “It was just you.”

“I see.” She shifted in his lap, wondering whether she’d feel his cock if he got an erection. “And was I naked?”

Dane rocked his head back and forth, as if saying, “I could lie, but…”

“Was I hot?”

He frowned. “You’re always hot.”

It came out so naturally that Paige had to suppress a flattered titter. “Was she hot?” she said. “The actress?”

“She looked exactly like you,” Dane said, nodding slowly and emphatically.

Paige moved her lips closer to Dane’s. “She got drilled, didn’t she? I got drilled.”

Dane swallowed and nodded. “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” Paige had never discussed porn with her husband, but she assumed he watched it. Picturing her as the actress was arguably more faithful than some random porn slut. She rewarded him with a kiss. “Did the guy have a big dick?”

Dane nodded, surer of his ground, now.

“Really big?”

“It was porn.”

That didn’t sound like an answer, although Paige supposed it probably was. “Did you face-swap yourself as well, and nail me with your big pornstar cock?”

“Um, yeah. You know, the menu was there, and—”

The menu? Who else had been on that menu? Dane, Mitch, their Dad… Ewww!

Her reaction must have shown on her face because Dane was back-pedaling like a clown on a unicycle. “It was just for a second, and I didn’t… I mean, I blinked, like, by accident. I didn’t even…”

Paige took a breath and reminded herself that whatever he’d done, she’d already done worse. Sex fantasies are not shameful. She needed that on a t-shirt.

“I’m sorry,” he finally went on. “I got caught up in the technology. It was disrespectful.”

“It’s okay,” Paige said, shaking her head. “I get it. I really do.”

“Oh. Really?” Dane put his hand back on her leg.

“Really.” She gave him a kiss. “But if you think you’re getting away with not telling me, you can kiss this red bra and panties set goodbye.”

“Ah.”

“Who was fucking me?”

“It was just for a minute. Not even a minute, more like a—”

“Who was fucking me?”

“It was Mitch.”

Silence. Not for the first time, Paige imagined Mitch naked and on top of her, lining up his cock between her legs.

Are you sure this is what you want, Paige?

Yes!

“Mitch? You watched your brother fuck me.”

“Just for a… you know, like, half a minute.”

“Did I like it?”

Dane leaned back to focus on her eyes. “Sorry?”

“Did I like it, Mitch fucking me? Did he make me come?”

“Um, yeah, I think so,” Dane mumbled. “I mean, she might have been faking.”

“Did he come?”

“Yeah, you know, in the end.”

“On her boobs? My boobs?”

Dane shook his head.

“On my face?”

He swallowed hard. When his voice came, it was just a whisper. “He did it inside you.”

Jesus Christ. Mitch creampied her. “Okay, wow.”

“I’m sorry. I should’ve—”

“No.” Paige kissed him again. “It’s just pretend, right?” She moved on his lap and this time felt his erection. She was soaking wet herself. They kissed some more, and Dane’s fingers slid up her bare thigh. “Want to know what I did Friday afternoon?” she asked.

“Did you buy lingerie?”

“I bought these yesterday,” she murmured into his lips. His hand had found the red lace at her crotch. “On Friday I took up pole dancing.”

Dane’s hand froze. “You did what?”

Paige giggled. “You heard me.”

“Where… wait, no, why?

“Remember the referral Di Rennie gave me?”

“I thought that was for another physio.”

“So did I,” Paige said. “Turns out we were both wrong.”

“She sent you to a stripper?”

“She’s an instructor,” Paige said, deliberately choosing the lesser sin of omission in favor of the outright lie of correcting him. “She runs a dance studio. It’s very respectable, and good exercise too.”

“Of course, yeah. I didn’t mean…” Dane was playing defense again, which Paige knew was only going to make things tougher if she eventually came clean. “It’s just… Was it, like, sexy pole dancing, or more like gymnastics?”

“I had to borrow an outfit,” Paige said, enjoying his reaction and prolonging the fun.

“Oh?”

“It was a metallic red bikini.” In the studio itself, she’d worn the bikini underneath a more modest crop-top and shorts, but Dane didn’t need to know that.

“Red, huh?”

“I’ll need to go shopping and buy my own,” Paige said, whispering in his ear. “Otherwise I’ll be practicing in my underwear.”

“Practicing?”

“Someone’s coming around on Wednesday to install a pole in our gym room. I’m going to need your help to pack up the treadmill.”

“You’re going to practice pole dancing at home?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Here?”

“Right here.”

“In these?” He snapped the leg elastic of her panties.

“Or naked,” she said. “It won’t matter if nobody’s watching.”

“I wouldn’t mind”—Dane almost choked on the words—“you know, watching.”

“Really? You’d want to watch me work out? You’ve never shown much interest.”

“You could demonstrate a few moves right now,” Dane said. “Like a preview.”

She kissed his nose. “But I don’t have a pole, silly.”

Dane sat up straighter and looked around as though he was hoping a stripper pole might have magically materialized. “Wait,” he said, ejecting Paige from his lap.

He rushed to the end of the patio and wheeled back their giant shade umbrella on its mobile water-filled base.

“Are you kidding?” she said, watching him raise the canopy and expose the powder-coated steel support pole. “That thing won’t hold me.”

“Sure it will.” Dane grabbed the support and yanked it side to side. There was a little play, but it was more stable than she’d anticipated. “There’s three hundred pounds of water holding this thing down. What’re you, like one-thirty?”

“One-twenty-seven,” Paige shot back.

“And it’s rated for thirty-three knot winds.”

Paige approached the pole. She took a hold and swung at arm’s length slowly around the base. It didn’t move at all.

“See?”

“This base is awkward,” she said, kicking the reservoir carefully with a sandaled toe.

“I’m no expert,” Dane said, “but I think you pole dance up the pole, not around the bottom.”

Paige pursed her lips. “Think you’re pretty clever, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am. I do.”

“What if Mitch and Sarah come back out?”

“You know what they’re like. They’ll be in there another half-hour, at least.”

That was true. Paige remembered listening to them fuck for at least forty-five minutes at the beach house. Probably closer to an hour. She surveyed the privacy of their patio; it was sheltered on two sides by the house, a tall paling fence onto a service laneway, and by their shed out the back. It was almost perfectly enclosed from prying eyes.

Dane pulled up a chair and sat it close to the umbrella’s base.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Would it make any difference if I was holding a fistful of singles?”

“Singles?” Paige screwed up her face in mock disgust. “Is that all I’m worth?”

“Fives, then. Not a penny more till I get booty.”

“Booty? I don’t recall anything in our vows about that.”

“It was there,” Dane said, nodding. “To love and to cherish, till death do us part, according to God's holy ordinance I pledge my booty unto you.”

Paige harrumphed and turned away, addressing the pole so he wouldn’t see her grinning. “I remember it differently.” She hooked her thumbs beneath the shoulder straps of her dress and drew them down over her arms. She’d hoped for a slow, sexy striptease, but the moment she let go, the loose summer-weight maxi slithered down her sides and landed in a floof of disturbed air around her ankles.

“Oh, honey.”

Behind her, Dane had apparently just discovered her ass-less cheeky panties. That was all he was getting though until he produced some cash. Two for titties, ten for pussy. It was the first thing she’d learned in Heaven’s Above. No exceptions—touching is extra.

She grabbed the pole high and low, and leaning back, cantilevered herself up, slowly, slowly, until her feet were high in the umbrella’s canopy. She wrapped her legs around the pole and eased her grip to slide lower, arching her back to watch Dane through a curtain of hair.

“That’s… wow.”

“Got any music?” Paige asked, still hanging upside-down in her underwear. “I can’t dance without music.”

Dane patted his pocket. “My phone,” he said. “Mitch has it.”

“I hope you can sing and clap in time, then.” Paige took the pole in hand again and swung her legs straight out to the side, turning around like a corkscrew going into a bottle.

“Wait.” Dane ran to the grimy old radio sitting atop the outside fridge and switched it on. Talkback. He cranked the tuning dial recklessly. Gospel. Another crank. Country.

“Hold it,” Paige said. “That’ll work.” She’d recognized the opening riff of a favorite Shania Twain song.

“Let’s go, girls!”

Paige swung into the same beginner routine Lakshmi had taught her in the studio, the same routine she’d done for the men in Heaven’s Above—back-hook spin, carousel, a long, slow fan kick past Dane’s face with her legs spread wide.

“Oh, oh, oh, go totally crazy, forget I'm a lady.

Men's shirts, short skirts…”

The look on Dane’s face was priceless. She hadn’t seen its like since the night of Mitch and Sarah’s wedding when she’d emerged from the hotel bathroom in stockings and garters and not much else.

“Oh, oh, oh, I want to be free yeah, to feel the way I feel.

Man! I feel like a woman!”

Damn straight, Shania. Paige had never felt so hot—not counting her stage debut. But that was when she’d been Jess. Jess and Paige were different people.

Two shadows projected onto the window blinds from inside the house. Paige almost slipped and fell. There was a little slit where two blinds met, and although she couldn’t see Mitch and Sarah looking, she understood they could see her.

They were peeping on her—watching her perform. This wasn’t for her husband any longer, she was dancing for an audience.

The old Paige would have slid to the ground and snatched up her dress. Actually, scratch that—the old Paige wouldn’t have been pole dancing in the first place. Regardless, the new Paige was a very different woman. A lot had changed in three days. The new Paige felt a thrill of desire, of lust—it was the excitement of being lusted after. Mitch wasn’t watching out of familial curiosity; he was turned on, and Sarah approved. She was enabling him. If the suggestive movements of the shadows were to be trusted, she had his dick in her hand and was telling him in no uncertain terms that his stripper sister-in-law was fair game.

This changed everything.

“The best thing about being a woman.

Is the prerogative to have a little fun and…”

Oh, Shania, you don’t know how true that is. Paige slid down the pole and strutted to Dane’s chair, swinging her ass, pushing out her boobs. She circled him, teasing him, letting the tips of her hair brush his shoulders. Back in front, she squatted before him and opened her legs, moving her body to the music.

The shadows were still there. Can you see my pussy, Mitch? Do you want some?

She rose again to her feet and straddled Dane’s lap. She stroked his hair, his face, she ran her fingertips down the center of his chest and tugged suggestively at his belt without taking it any further. Refocusing on her own body, she combed back her hair and cupped her breasts, enhancing her already enhanced cleavage.

She put her lips to his ear. “I bet you wish you had those fives now.”

Dane tore his eyes away from her tits to meet her eyes. “Take it off.”

Paige timed her response with Shania, wagging her finger in denial.

“Oh, oh, oh…”

Rising in his lap, she offered her breasts to his face, pushing his nose between them, glancing at the house to make sure Mitch could see what he was missing. A hand touched the soaking gusset of her panties, startling her, yes, but revving her engines even higher than they were before. Could Dane tell she was freshly shaved? She longed to show him. Later, perhaps—right now, he was a punter who hadn’t paid. “Next time,” she whispered, taking him by the wrists. “If you want some sugar, you gotta show me the money, honey.”

The shadows watched.

Paige returned to the pole and danced at ground level, using it as a phallic prop, stroking it, gliding it between her legs, between her tits. She pressed her groin to it, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her clit. Sitting beneath its shade would never be the same again.

Shania was winding things up.

I get totally crazy.

Can you feel it?

Paige took a final spin up the pole, turning out another fan kick, legs spread, displaying for Dane (and Mitch and Sarah too, if their eyes were good enough) the wet stripe staining her tiny panties.

Come, come, come on baby.

I feel like a woman.

Paige spun down to the ground. When the music transitioned into an awful re-recording of Me and Bobby Magee, she snatched up her dress, strutted over to the radio and switched it off.

Dane adjusted a painful-looking erection. “Is it over?”

“Until I get my new pole installed,” Paige said, pulling the dress back on over her head. “And until you get yourself some flash money.” She leaned down and kissed him. “No more free shows.”

Dane blinked. “I’m gonna need a personal loan.”

“You’d better hide that boner,” she said, nodding towards the door. “I think Mitch and Sarah are coming back.”

───Ξ───
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Wait Till I Get You in the Bedroom

Jesus Christ! What just happened?

Dane didn’t know what had come over his prim and conservative wife. She wouldn’t even have sex with the lights on, and she’d just given him a lap dance on the patio. Whatever had happened since he left for ConTech, he approved. She was like a new woman, oozing sensuality and sexuality.

He managed to get his cock into a more comfortable position a moment before the patio door opened.

“Mitch is inside,” Sarah said, trotting down the steps and tossing both sets of AR goggles onto the table. She nodded at Dane. “He wants to talk to you.”

“Really?” How mysterious. Mitch and Sarah were both the sort who ‘say it in front of everyone or don’t say it at all.’ Dane grabbed the opened beers plus a couple of fresh ones from the fridge and headed inside. Sarah gave him a funny look as he passed; if he didn’t know better, he would’ve sworn she was checking out his body. Maybe his hard-on wasn’t as discreet as he’d hoped.

Inside, Mitch was leaning on the kitchen counter.

“Hey Dickwad,” Dane joked, stepping up opposite and sliding Mitch’s beer across. “I can’t believe you walked out on us to get your rocks off.”

“Heat of the moment,” Mitch said, accepting the bottle and clinking necks with Dane. “Besides, it didn’t look to me like you were missing us.”

The idea of Mitch checking out his wife in her cheeky panties made his half-hard dick lurch back to life. “You saw that, did you?” He tried to sound casual, like, Yeah, Paige and I do that shit all the time, but didn’t quite pull it off.

Mitch shrugged. “Just for a second.”

That was a lie. Mitch was athletic, good looking, and charismatic, but he was a shit liar. That meant he’d seen enough to lie about.

Dane glanced toward the spare bedroom. “We didn’t expect you out for another half hour.”

“Yeah, Sarah pulled the plug before we got going.”

“James Bond didn’t deliver? I never expected that.” Dane had been experimenting with the AR goggles in his hotel room at ConTech. He’d tried a few of the celebrities with some porn on his computer screen and hadn’t left disappointed. “Shame you didn’t get to try Angelina.”

Mitch drained his beer. “I wasn’t using Angelina.”

“Oh?” Dane saw the truth on his brother’s face. You were going to fuck my wife. “Who’d you use?”

“Listen, I don’t want you getting all shitty on me. I was just flicking through options—”

“Dude, did you fuck my wife?” He was trying for a note of good-natured teasing, hoping it would mask the thrill he felt upon voicing that idea, but it came out indignant instead.

Mitch rolled his eyes. “Geez, I should’ve seen this coming. It’s a game, man. It’s not even real.”

“Forget it,” Dane said, waving it off. “It’s okay, I was kidding.” He’d outgrown tormenting his little brother a long time ago.

“Yeah?” Mitch cocked his head and studied Dane like some rare species. “Who’re you, and what have you done with my brother?”

“I’m serious,” Dane said. “It’s fine. Like you said, it’s a game.”

Mitch squinted at him. “You’ve already done it, haven’t you? You fucked Sarah with those things.”

It was Dane’s turn to roll his eyes. No point denying it. He could see Mitch’s mind working in much the same direction as his own.

“Jesus Christ, Bro! When? And who the fuck were you with? Not Paige—you only just got back tonight?”

“What? No!” Dane reeled at the accusation of cheating, even though Mitch had stumbled dangerously close to the truth. “It was a video, dumbass.” Which was only partially true. It had gone down much as he’d told Paige—her and Mitch fucking—except he’d skipped the bit about rendering himself and Sarah as fuck-buddies for part of the scene. Oh, and the bit about the hot Heaven Sent vendor sucking and fucking him in real life while he watched, he’d skipped that, too.

Mitch nodded thoughtfully, obviously seeing the goggles’ porn possibilities for the first time.

Dane slid the spare beer over to him. “So, what happened, did Sarah bust your balls and make you come out and apologize?”

“What?” Mitch frowned. “Are you kidding? She was on board, but not if you and Paige were gonna get all weird about it. One of those headsets has your cell in it, and she figured a geek like you probably had a way of finding out.”

He didn’t, but it did make him wonder about what might have been on the Heaven Sent EULA that he’d agreed to without reading.

Mitch drummed his fingernails, watching him. “So you’re okay with it?”

“Yeah, sure.” He could hardly forbid it after admitting to having done the same thing with Sarah. “It’s not me you should be asking, though,” Dane said. “It’s Paige’s image.”

“Take him now, Lord,” Mitch muttered, staring at the ceiling. “For a smart guy, Bro, you can be pretty fucking dense.” He put down his beer and fixed Dane with one of his patented Look-I’m-gonna-make-this-really-simple glares. “Sarah’s asking Paige. I’m asking you. Can my wife pretty-please use your face on my body while we bump nasties?”

Dane’s throat was suddenly dry. “M-mine?”

“Ah shit, I knew you’d get weird.”

“No, wait.” Dane shook his head to clear it. It didn’t help. “I don’t… Why me? I thought she had a thing for Daniel Craig.”

Mitch regarded him for a long moment. “You really don’t get it, do you?”

Dane shook his head.

“What kinda car do you drive?”

“An M3—you know th—”

“How many people you got working for you?”

“Just the five of us writing copy, but—”

“Overall?”

“I dunno. I’d have to ask my GM. Like, forty?” The tech bubble had been kind to Dane both professionally, launching his business, and personally, adding two extra zeros to the value of his share portfolio.

“And Sony, Nintendo, Microsoft, Apple, they’re all busting down your door with their new kit, schmoozing you at events?”

“Actually, Apple have been a bit stand-offish since—”

“Bro, she’s star-struck.” Mitch laughed at something, probably the expression on Dane’s face. “Your column is syndicated in the Chronicle, Paige does those live-stats crosses on cable for the Giants’ games. I mean, you two are like the Silicon Valley version of Brad and Ange.”

“That’s a bit OTT.”

“Okay, not Brad and Ange. Maybe Ashton and Mila. My point is, people in San Francisco know you. They’ve got your app, read your shit. Every time Sares gets drunk, she drops your name and tells people about the time we house-sat for you and binged the new Xbox, six weeks before it came out in stores.”

Dane’s head spun. “Right.” Sarah was one of the sexiest women he knew. The way she dressed, the way she carried herself, so confident and in control. He’d harbored a crush ever since she and Mitch got together, but he never imagined for a second it was reciprocated. “So, how do you feel about that?”

Mitch shrugged. “I don’t really think about it. People fantasize about fucking other people all the time. I know I do. It’s human nature.”

“Yeah, right.” The idea lost a lot of its power when put like that. “Still, it’s different with family. Don’t you think?”

“Are you kidding? You’ve had those goggles here for less than an hour, and so far, three out of four of us have admitted to swapping out our partner to scratch our in-law itch. Actually, make that four out of four—I saw Paige eye-fucking you when you pulled that identical twins shit.”

Damn it, he was right. “Jesus, what’s wrong with us?”

Mitch rolled his eyes again. “Nothing, until you started making it weird. Look, I’ll tell Sarah—”

“No, don’t,” Dane said, raising a hand. “It’s fine. I just…” I need to get the image of your wife sucking my dick out of my head. “I just need to get my head straight.”

“Seriously? So we’re cool?”

“We’re cool.”

Mitch clinked bottles with him. “Cool.”

They both took a drink. Dane watched his brother over the neck of his bottle, not sure what would happen next, but believing in his heart that Mitch would be able to tell him. “So…”

“So?”

“Are you two… you know?” Dane pointed with his eyes to the guest bedroom.

“Nah. Moment’s gone.” Mitch came around the counter and clapped Dane on the back. “Let’s go back out. The girls probably finished this talk in like thirty seconds. Paige doesn’t have a stick up her ass like you.”

Dane followed him to the patio door. Mitch was probably right about Paige, although it never used to be the case. She used to have a colossal stick up her ass about sex stuff, but this pole dancing thing had really loosened her up.

Maybe they could use the goggles together, too. It could be fun. Or maybe he’d dial up some porn and watch Mitch bang her again. As much as he fantasized about fucking Sarah, it was that image of Mitch coming deep inside his wife that he couldn’t stop revisiting.

Outside, the market umbrella was still up. Dane thought it looked a little wet halfway up the pole, although it might have been a reflection. Paige caught his eye and gave him a sexy smile. God, she looked fantastic. When was the last time he’d seen her in a dress?

“Good chat?” Sarah asked.

“All clear.” Mitch plopped down in the seat next to her. “Everyone’s cool with the idea.”

“Oh!” Sarah sounded like that caught her by surprise. She smiled at Dane and batted her eyelashes in a way that made him hard.

She wants to fuck me.

“I didn’t know whether everyone would think it’s weird,” she said. Everyone. Meaning Dane.

Dane shrugged and tried to play it super cool. “Why would it be weird?”

Sarah held out her hands. “That’s what Mitch said. Shows how much I know.”

“Is any of this going in your article?” Paige asked. “You know, changing the names to protect the guilty and all that.” She gave Sarah a wink and a smile.

Dane still had a week or so to trial the technology, but he’d already decided to go down the sex-sells path. “I think it’ll have to,” he said. “I mean, there’re definitely other markets, but if I ignore the obvious then someone else will jump on it. I’d kick myself if it went viral and I missed out.”

Mitch was turning over one of the pairs of goggles in his hands. “Viral’s a bit much, isn’t it?”

“Not at all,” Dane said, popping a grape in his mouth. “The technology is almost perfect—just a tiny lag that you quickly adjust—”

“No, it’s good, I get that,” Mitch said, “but, like, it’s a bit gimmicky. It reminds me of those stage hypnotists—it only works if you play along.”

Paige stiffened. “I don’t think that’s true at all.” She pointed an accusing finger at Dane. “I nearly slapped him before, kissing me unexpectedly like that.”

“So, you’re okay with the kissing if you expect it,” Mitch said, smiling and scratching his beard stubble. “Good to know.”

Sarah elbowed him. “Babe, don’t tease.”

Mitch dropped the leer. “But you didn’t really think it was me, not deep down.” He turned to Sarah. “I mean, when we were inside, I knew it was you. It’s not like I was really with someone else.”

“Nuh-uh. That was different.” Paige swept away the argument with both hands. “You started out looking at Sarah and then put the goggles on. It’s not the same when you don’t know who you’re looking at—the brain gives up trying to work it out and just believes what your eyes are telling you.”

“Yeah…” Mitch rocked his head back and forth. “But nah. It might work with Angelina or Daniel Craig, but not with your partner. Not with someone you know.”

“Right,” Paige said, pushing her glasses up tight on the bridge of her nose. She had that no-nonsense voice she used on cable TV when they gave her a five second spot to recap the score and quote the spread. It would be a lie to say Dane didn’t find it sexy. “You.” Paige pointed at Mitch. “Stand up. You.” This time she beckoned at Sarah. “With me. I’ll prove it.”

Mitch and Sarah did as they were told. Dane stayed where he was, nursing his beer and wondering whether his wife had started taking drugs or something. He could get used to the sexy, take-charge Paige.

Paige gave Mitch the goggles. “Put these on.”

He did. The way Paige sounded, Dane reckoned he’d be wise to follow her instructions to the letter.

“Make us both me.”

“You already are,” Mitch said. “This is the pair I was wearing before.”

Dane felt a tingle in his balls. When you were about to fuck my wife. It affected Paige, too—Dane could see her color rising.

Paige pulled Sarah in beside her. “Which one’s which?”

Mitch pointed at his wife. “Sares—”

Just as his finger was shifting to Paige, she turned to Sarah and kissed her hard on the lips.

Dane felt cool air on his tongue and realized his mouth had swung open.

“Holy shit.” Mitch wrestled the goggles off his face, but by the time he’d done so, Paige was standing innocently again by his wife’s side.

“What?”

“Did you just—?”

“Put them back on,” Paige clipped. “Tell us which one’s which. As Mitch was positioning the goggles back on his face, Paige grabbed Sarah’s hips and quickly guided her to switch places.

Mitch did a double-take when he looked back up. “Very funny, you two.”

“Which one’s which?”

This time it was Sarah asking, and Dane could see from the disorientation on his brother’s face. “Don’t the glasses give it away?” he asked.

“They’re both wearing glasses,” Mitch said. “At least that’s what I see.” He pointed first at Sarah, then wavered a second before pointing at Paige. “Paige.” He sighed, almost as if the deduction had cost him some effort.

Paige spun her finger. “Turn and face the other way.”

Mitch did as he was told. A smile curled at the corner of his mouth, like he knew things were about to get interesting.

Paige and Sarah stood behind him. There was some furious whispering, shaking of heads, and then finally, nodding. They both crept up to his right-hand side.

Mitch didn’t react—he had no peripheral vision with the goggles on.

“Hey Babe,” Paige said close to his ear. “You still want to cop a feel?”

As he turned, she ducked back behind Sarah, who stepped into Mitch’s arms and kissed him, grabbing his ass in one hand and twining the fingers of the other through his hair.

“Mmm,” he said when she let him up for air. “Better than the one I got at the front door, but it was a little bit”—he licked his lips, tasting—“wifey.”

“You didn’t grab her ass, though,” Paige said, not quite selling the note of triumph. “You had to work it out, didn’t you?”

Mitch touched his wife’s shoulder strap. “Green dress.” He pointed at Paige. “Yellow dress.”

Paige sighed. “Okay. Turn around again.”

Mitch turned without a fuss. Dane didn’t blame him. Things were going well for him.

More whispering. Paige shot a look at Dane, then whispered again with Sarah, touching the bodice of her dress. For a moment, Dane thought they were going to swap clothes. The next time when Paige looked over, there was nervousness and a reluctant question in her look. Can I?

She was going to kiss Mitch.

Dane returned the smile and nodded. Do it.

Her eyes bulged so wide he could see the whites. Really?

Really. Do it. You have my blessing. He didn’t know whether all that came through their spousal telepathy, but it seemed to work.

Paige and Sarah exchanged a conspiratorial look.

“Babe,” Sarah said. “What color bra is Paige wearing?”

“Um…”

Dane could hear the cogs turning in his brother’s head.

(If I say red, she’ll know I was watching. But Sarah probably already told her we were, so if I say anything else, she’ll know I’m full of shit.)

“Red,” he said. His voice had the distinct tone of Guilty, Your Honor.

Moving as one, they stripped out of their dresses, Sarah unzipping her figure-hugging sheath and Paige simply dropping the maxi off her shoulders as she’d done for Dane.

Dane stopped breathing. They were both in red bra and panties. Sarah’s were very sheer. She waxed, apparently. Part of Dane’s mind was with Mitch’s, screaming, ‘It’s a trick. None of this is real.’ But it was. His wife and sexy sister-in-law were standing on his patio, modelling their lingerie.

Jesus. She’s going to kiss him like that.

Dane sat forward, suddenly remembering to breathe and doing so like a pearl diver coming up for air.

Mitch looked at him, probably frowning, but it was impossible to tell with the goggles covering most of his face.

The women struck hipshot poses, underwear-model style.

“Turn around, Handsome.” Paige said, affecting a sultry tone Dane wasn’t sure even he’d heard before.

Mitch turned. “Oh, wha—?” His breath ran out like Dane’s had. Yes, they were trying to trick him. Yes, they were succeeding. But at the same time, by the very simple application of logic that even Mitch could understand, one of them was Paige, and she’d just stripped to her underwear for him.

He still hadn’t recovered the power of speech when Sarah took a step forward, paused shyly, then tiptoed up and kissed him. It wasn’t a big gropey wife-kiss like before; it was more like a first-kiss—half-open, tentative, no tongue.

Mitch didn’t move. He didn’t even kiss back at first, and then when he finally did, Sarah stopped and pulled away.

“Fucking hell,” he whispered.

Dane gulped. “Seconded.”

Mitch pulled off the goggles and focused on his wife, blinking a few times before taking her in his arms. “I knew it was you.”

Sarah poked him in the stomach. “You’re a shit liar,” she said, echoing Dane’s own thoughts.

Mitch looked up at Paige, his eyes lingering on her red lingerie almost longer than was seemly. “That was cruel.”

Paige shrugged. “You asked for it.”

Dane watched all of this. Mitch still hadn’t looked away from his near-naked wife. And Paige still hadn’t covered up. She liked him looking, and Mitch knew it.

They’re enjoying this.

Dane opened his mouth to speak but realized his throat was dry. He swallowed. “I thought you were really going to kiss him,” he said, laughing nervously. He almost melted with the thrill that admission sent through his nerve endings.

Paige smiled at him. “I wouldn’t do that,” she said. “Not without asking.”

But you would do it. Something passed between her and Dane, and with a warm shiver, he understood what it was—she’d seen right through him. Watching his brother watching his wife—wanting his wife—was giving him a hard-on, and now Paige knew his secret. I’ll do it, she was telling him, but only if you ask me to.

She gave him a sexy, knowing smile and looked back to Mitch. “So, you really thought it was me?”

“It was like you were twins,” Mitch said. “I mean, real twins, not just similar.” He held up the goggles. “These things… it’s like they’re getting smarter. They made Sarah’s boobs, you know…” He pressed the goggles to his eyes again and looked at his wife. “Yeah, they’re definitely smaller.”

“Hey,” Sarah said, cupping her breasts. “That’s not fair.”

“Are you sure?” Dane asked. He rose from his chair, needing to see it for himself. He knew he shouldn’t be surprised—it was how Machine Learning worked. The software was continually updating its database with the best images available. By undressing, Sarah and Paige had fed it extra information it couldn’t get from Facebook photos.

“You’ve got Paige’s six-pack, too,” Mitch went on. “And muscles.”

“Hey,” Paige said. “That’s not fair. I worked hard for these.”

Dane picked up the other set of goggles and held them over his eyes. Paige just looked like Paige, because they hadn’t been programmed to render her any differently. He pulled out the menu and switched her over to Sarah.

It was like watching something from an alien invasion movie. Her face switched immediately, but over the next few seconds, it exchanged data with the other headset (or whatever secret central database they were both connected to) and bit by bit, she began to change. Her breasts filled out, her sculpted musculature softened—even her lace bra and panties morphed into the same sheer style that Sarah was wearing.

“Holy shit,” he murmured. “Incredible.”

“Why, thank you,” Paige trilled, sounding like a Southern belle.

“I told you.” Mitch had removed his goggles again. He was ostensibly watching Dane and Paige, but it was obvious his attention wasn’t evenly divided.

Dane could hear his own heartbeat. If he kissed Paige now, he’d be kissing Sarah—almost for real. She would let him touch her, cup her ass, squeeze her tits. Would she feel like Sarah, too? Would the brain fill in the gaps between what he saw and what he felt, like it did with the quarter-second lag?

“Honey?” Paige said. “Are you okay? You’re panting.”

“What was it like?” Dane blurted, pulling down the goggles and staring searchingly at Mitch. “Kissing Paige?” Blood rushed to his cheeks as he quickly realized how that sounded. “I mean, did it feel like her? Or was it more like Sarah?” He let his eyes fall on Sarah’s svelte, panty-clad curves.

“It was weird,” Mitch said, “I’ll tell you that much. I haven’t had anyone else kiss me like that in five years—”

“We’ve been together for six,” Sarah said icily.

“… for like, six years.” He exchanged a grin with his wife. “It’s just… I dunno, different. Probably I could tell them apart if I kissed them both, but just one…”

“We should do an experiment,” Sarah said. She touched a polished fingernail to Mitch’s stomach. “We both kiss you, and you try to work out who’s who.”

Dane suppressed the automatic objection a moment before it was able to form on his lips. Paige caught his eye and that spark of non-verbal communication flashed again between them.

(I want to.)

I want you to.

“There are two headsets,” Paige said, looking meaningfully at Dane. “We could all play as teams.”

“I think I…” Dane had to swallow and start again. “I don’t mind just watching.”

“You can join in round two.” Sarah gave him a sultry wink. “Double jeopardy—we take it to the bedroom.”

Mitch looked from one underwear-clad beauty to the other, his eyes so wide the whites showed all around. “Well, if it’s all in the aid of science, I’m game.”

“You’re not game,” Sarah said, poking him again. “You’re easy.” She tiptoed up for a fresh kiss. “It’s why I married you.”

“So, how are we going to do this?” Paige asked.

Dane had never seen her like this. Her hands were moving nervously at her sides, and he could see her fingertips trembling. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on his brother. “Scientifically,” he said, quickly taking charge. “Blind comparison, head-to-head.” He was in his element, now. This was exactly like comparing two new-model phones. Except sexier.

Paige smiled happily. Dane knew the idea of a blind experiment would tickle her inner-statistician. If they had a bigger sample size (say, two dozen women on their patio in red lingerie), she’d be recording and plotting observations herself. He was tempted to make it a double-blind by pre-setting the goggles to present them both as Angelina, but he really wanted Mitch seeing Paige as Paige.

“Right,” he began, stepping up and directing traffic. “Mitch, face that way. You two”—he lassoed Paige and Sarah with a twirl of his hand—“behind him.”

Paige and Sarah scampered to their places, giggling like naughty schoolgirls, and Mitch turned away, not even trying to hide his cat-got-the-cream grin.

“Mitch, headset.”

Mitch put on the goggles.

“Ladies, roshambo to see who goes first.”

Sarah won (rock over scissors) and quickly skipped around in front of Mitch, presenting herself chastely with ankles crossed and hands behind her back, waiting to be kissed.

“Who does she look like?” Dane asked.

“Paige. Should I change it?”

“Don’t,” Dane almost blurted. He took a moment to re-center. “Who do you think it is?”

Mitch studied Sarah closely, looking her up and down, spending a lot of time on her breasts. “I dunno. Probably Sarah. She’s never lost a roshambo.”

“Go ahead, then. No touching apart from the lips.”

Mitch leaned down and Sarah stretched up. Like before, she made the kiss something more than friendly and something less than erotic.

“Who is it?” Dane asked.

Mitch smacked his lips thoughtfully. “Not sure. Can I have another?”

Sarah didn’t wait for Dane’s assent, she just tiptoed up and gave her husband a longer, deeper kiss.

Dane felt another warm shiver watching them. Paige was next. Would she kiss him like that? Like a lover?

“Any idea?” he asked.

“I think so,” Mitch said. “But I want to try door number two before I say.”

Dane looked at Paige.

Paige looked at Dane. Her nipples were standing proud beneath the sexy red bra.

“Door number two,” he said, struggling to keep his voice even. “You’re up.”

Sarah circled back behind, and Paige stepped around in front, coming in from the opposite side.

Mitch did a double take. “This is so freaky.”

“Who does she look like?”

“Paige again,” Mitch said, shaking his head. “But I’ve got no idea, they’re identical.” He leaned down and put his face right in front of her breasts, staring intently from less than a foot away.

Paige caught Dane’s eye, and she pinkened again. Were the goggles showing Mitch the stony points of her nipples?

“Nup, can’t tell,” Mitch said, standing up straight again.

Dane took a deep, almost silent breath. “Go ahead, then.”

They came together, Mitch leaning down, Paige stretching up, palms on his chest to balance. The kiss was like Sarah’s, intimate without being familiar. She was smiling when she came away, and her ears were blazing pink. She didn’t look back at Dane, but just kept gazing up into Mitch’s face.

“Mmm,” Mitch said. “They are different.”

“How?” Dane wanted to know everything, how it was for Mitch, especially how it was for Paige, but under the rules of the game he’d designed, he’d have to wait to find out. He wondered if she’d describe it for him while they made love.

“Just… different. Can I go again?”

Paige looked at Dane, asking his permission with her eyes.

“Go ahead.”

Paige touched his chest again, fingertips playing over his pectorals. This time the kiss was slower, softer, and Dane had a good long while to study the both of them—Paige’s red cheeks, Mitch’s flaring nostrils. He looked for signs that his brother was becoming aroused. Dane himself was as hard as an anvil.

They broke slowly, each going back twice for a last touch of the lips.

“Again?” Mitch breathed.

Paige didn’t ask permission this time. She went back in, mouth open and fingers twining in Mitch’s hair, kissing him hard with wet, open lust. Her breasts brushed his broad chest, and one foot floated up in a dreamy backward kick. It didn’t last as long as the previous one, but when they came away this time, they both had to wipe away the wetness left behind on their lips.

Dane took a steadying breath. “Finished?”

“Yeah,” Mitch sighed. Paige had stepped back, her almost naked body studded with goosebumps. He finally turned to Dane. “Dude, your wife’s a good kisser.”

“You rat!” Paige cried, slapping his chest. “When did you know?”

“What?” Mitch cried, tearing off the goggles and reeling at the sight of Paige in her underwear, her skin all pink and aroused. “I didn’t… I thought…” He pivoted and found Sarah. “It was you! They were both you!”

Sarah giggled and hugged him. “The first one was me, you dipstick.”

“Babe… Oh shit, I’m so sorry.” He held Sarah tight. “I thought you were stooging me, so I played along.”

“Oh, poor lamb,” Sarah said, rubbing his back and mocking his sorry tone. “You had to kiss a pretty girl. Was it awful?”

Mitch grumbled a non-verbal reply.

“Now be a big boy and apologize.”

He kissed his wife and together they faced Paige. “I really did think it was her.” He looked forlornly at Dane. “I’m sorry, man. I thought you were all in on it.”

“It’s okay,” Dane said. He’d hoped they might have taken it further. Paige almost losing control with another man had been the hottest thing he’d ever seen, and he’d do anything to see them wade a little deeper—maybe if Mitch put his hand on her breast. Watching her strip, watching her dance, watching her kiss another man—the idea of his wife acting the slut had a strange appeal. He didn’t understand it, but he wanted more.

“You really couldn’t tell, then?” Paige piped up, sounding disappointed herself. “You didn’t think either of them was me?”

Mitch shrugged. “I wasn’t sure on the first one,” he said. “I mean, your first one—you were smiling, and you felt nervous.”

Paige licked her lips, making them shine. “I was.”

“I figured if it was you, you’d stop when I asked for another.”

Paige glanced down at her sandals. “I didn’t, though.”

“No, you didn’t.” Mitch gave an awkward laugh. “You got me.”

“So,” Dane said, butting in before the next round of apologies. “That’s a fail for the technology. Two out of two kisses didn’t feel like Paige, even when one of them was.”

“God no,” Mitch said, frowning. “What do you mean? I thought it was Sarah, but they both felt like Paige—it was amazing.”

Paige perked up, beaming proudly. “Amazing?”

“It was hot.” Mitch was getting enthusiastic, now. “Man, I felt like a teenager again, kissing my crush for the first time. I kept telling myself it was too good to be true.”

“Seriously?” Paige batted her eyelashes. “Even though you didn’t think it was me?”

“I didn’t think so, but I didn’t know. Not for sure.” Mitch put his arm around his wife. “When we went inside earlier, I knew it was her. This was different—that uncertainty messes with you.” He shook his head slowly, squeezing Sarah close. “Honey, newsflash—we’re staying over. I’m going to borrow these again tonight.”

“But Babe,” Sarah said, her tone a teasing one. “You’ll have to get Paige to trick you into bed, otherwise you’ll know it’s me.”

“She could do that,” Dane said. “We could do it now.”

Paige turned on him, eyes flashing. “I could?”

“Sure.” Dane played out the scenario in his head as he spoke. “You all go into the spare bedroom together, roshambo, and the loser gets up and leaves.”

Mitch was chewing his lip.

They all knew the girls would rig the roshambo, but that was the element of uncertainty—what if they didn’t?

“You have to do it, too.” Sarah said, fixing Dane with a stare. “It’s like a double-blind experiment—that’s what you guys call it, right? You both have headsets and neither of you know which one of us you’re with.”

Dane felt his hair standing on end. He didn’t need Mitch’s endorsement of the goggles to know how realistic the experience would be. In every way that mattered, he’d get to fuck Sarah, his slinky, red-haired crush, his brother’s wife.

And what if they really did screw up the roshambo? Would Sarah go through with it? Would Paige?

“One in, all in, Dane,” Sarah said.

“One in, all in.” Mitch held out his hand, offering a unity pact. Sarah added hers on top.

Paige reached in. “One in, all in.”

Never in his wildest dreams had Dane imagined the night going like this. He put his hand in the pile. “You’re all fucking deviants.”

“You say that now,” Sarah purred, taking Paige’s hand and heading for the door. She turned back to Dane from the top step. “Wait till I get you in the bedroom.”

───Ξ───
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Does He Know it’s Me?

“Did I go too far?” Paige asked Sarah when they were inside and alone. She hadn’t meant to kiss Mitch like that; it had just… gotten away from her. Like at the strip club.

Sarah smiled and touched her hair. “Sweetie, chill. You granted him a wish. He’s wanted to do that since he met you.”

What the fuck was happening? Dane had watched her kiss his brother, Sarah too, and they both seemed fine. Actually, Dane looked like he might’ve enjoyed her taking it a bit further. “So you don’t mind?”

“Should I?” Sarah asked. “Are you about to launch a campaign to steal my husband?”

“What? No!” Paige touched the bridge of her glasses. Her thinking hadn’t progressed beyond the immediate thrill of indulging her newfound slutty side. She was horrified to even consider the idea of a relationship with anyone but Dane. “He doesn’t think so, does he?”

“Let’s put a pin in that while we fulfill some male fantasies, shall we?”

“Yeah, no, of course.” Paige wouldn’t admit it to the others, but she was a little disappointed that the boys were going first with the goggles. When Sarah had returned from the bedroom earlier and pressed her on the idea of Mitch using her image (a now considerably more detailed and convincing image, according to Mitch), she’d immediately agreed. Mitch wanted to screw his wife and pretend she was Paige, did he? Fine, but quid pro quo—Paige also wanted to screw her husband and believe she was getting drilled by Mitch, and if she could damn well get Dane alone with the goggles long enough, she’d make that fantasy a virtual reality. (Or was that augmented reality?)

“How are we going to do it?” Paige asked, thinking aloud. “We’d better not stand together—they’ll get too many clues just from our positions.”

“We separate before they come in.” Sarah looked down the hallway to the bedrooms. “The bedrooms are at opposite ends of the hall. We could just stand in the doorways and beckon them with come-hither looks.”

Paige giggled. “I don’t think I have a come-hither look.”

“You’re wearing lingerie, sweetie,” Sarah said. “You could sneeze and most guys would interpret it as come-hither.” She took Paige’s hand. “Ready for an adventure?”

Paige smiled and nodded. “It’s exciting, isn’t it?” She put her other hand around Sarah’s. “I’ll be honest,” she said, experiencing a new intimacy that loosened her tongue, “I never imagined doing something like this with you guys.”

Sarah led her toward the bedrooms. “If we’re being honest, I never imagined you doing something like this at all.”

Paige stopped outside the master bedroom. “Do you think I’m a prude?”

“Maybe once, I did,” Sarah said. “But you proved me wrong. I think you could swing with the best of us, given the chance.”

What? Sarah and Mitch swing?

“Actually,” she went on before Paige could tug on this exciting new thread, “why don’t I take your room? It’ll add to the illusion.”

“Oh. Um, sure.” It made sense. Pretending to be ‘the other woman’ for her husband might even be easier in the guest room. “Have fun.” She gave Sarah’s hand a final squeeze. “No screaming, remember.”

“Ugh.” Sarah rolled her eyes. “That’s going to be the hardest bit.” She traded places with Paige in the master bedroom’s doorway. “You go,” she said, ushering Paige away with a flick of her eyes. “I’ll call them in.”

Paige gave her a kiss. “See you on the other side.” Then she clacked off down the hall in her new sandals and lingerie to the guest room.

She stopped in the doorway, striking a come-hither pose against the architrave that gave Sarah a fleeting fit of the giggles.

“Boys!” Sarah trilled, directing her voice toward the family room and the glass door to the patio. “Get your headsets on. Supper’s ready!”

There was a crash and a sound of stumbling feet that elicited more laughter from both women. Paige hoped their eagerness didn’t bode poorly for their stamina. Between the pole dancing, the stripping, and kissing Mitch, she’d worked herself into a bit of a state. God willing, she’d orgasm from sex alone, providing of course that Dane could last more than a few minutes.

The boys came around the corner, saw them, and stopped, piling into each other in a tangle of arms and legs. Both were already goggled up. They looked at Sarah, then down the hall at Paige, then uncertainly at each other.

They couldn’t tell them apart.

Paige gave Dane a sexy smile, but he wasn’t looking her way. To him, she realized, they both looked like Sarah, and they both looked like they were wearing the same sheer bra and panties. From where he was standing, he’d be able to make out the shape of Sarah’s nipples and probably the seam of her pussy beneath the gauzy window of her panties.

What was happening? Why was Sarah letting them swing in the breeze? Was she letting them choose? What if they chose wrong? Paige wanted to speak up, to call Dane to her, but she’d spoil the fantasy.

The guys looked at each other. They didn’t say anything, but the message was clear.

Do you know which one’s which?

Nope. You?

Nope.

Dane finally looked down the hall and saw Paige smiling at him—her come-hither look.

Hey, big boy, she said with her eyes.

That decided it. With a last look at Mitch and a quick fist-bump, Dane took his leave and—

—and Sarah stopped him. She reached out, grabbed his arm and stopped him in the master bedroom’s doorway.

What are you doing? Part of Paige already knew—the same part that had caught and translated Sarah’s oblique reference to swinging. It was the part of her that had undressed for another woman’s husband, who’d let a simple kiss with him turn intimate, and an intimate kiss turn erotic. It was Jess, her pole dancing inner slut, and from the moment Jess had seen him spying through the window, she knew one way or another she’d be getting dick tonight, and not from her husband.

Sarah peeked around the doorframe, winked at Paige, and then pulled an unsuspecting Dane into the master bedroom, shutting the door behind.

Mitch found Paige’s eyes. He smiled, looking relieved. “Lucky,” he said. “I almost picked door number one.” He strode down the hall towards Paige, a menacing bulge tenting the front of his jeans. “This is gonna be epic.”

──────

The illusion, as far as Dane was concerned, was perfect. Far better than he would have imagined. He’d known logically that Paige and Sarah would be indistinguishable; he’d already witnessed that outside. But on that occasion, the subtle differences in posture had distinguished them because he’d already known who was who.

Deep down, he’d felt he would still be able to tell, however that misconception had crumbled to dust the moment he’d turned into the hallway. It wasn’t Paige and Sarah anymore, it was Sarah and Sarah. They were identical. He could have gone with either and it wouldn’t have mattered, because in that moment, regardless of what his brain knew to be true, he was being led into bed by his hot, red haired sister-in-law.

Even better for Dane, now that he couldn’t see the other Sarah, he could imagine her as Paige and believe his brother was down the hall fucking her brains out. Have fun, Pie. Don’t wear him out.

His ‘Sarah’ led him to the side of the bed and turned to face him, smiling up shyly and lifting her chin as if inviting a kiss.

Seconds ticked by. They stared into each other’s soul, drowning in mutual lust.

God help him, he’d never been this close to her for so long. They’d danced at her wedding. He could still remember the press of her corseted breasts and trying to keep his erection from touching her body. That was cheek-to-cheek though—this eye-contact, even though she couldn’t see past his goggles, was something else entirely. Intimate. Sensual. He’d never realized how beautiful they were, how green, although it could be the AR working with color-enhanced photos.

“I’m n-nervous,” he said, his voice breaking.

Sarah shook her head—don’t be—and craned her neck upwards to rub noses.

“You really look like her.”

Sarah gave a coquettish smile. Of course, I am her. She leaned close, clearly wanting a kiss, and so Dane obliged, just a touch of the lips, enough to feel the pull of her lipstick.

Oh, God. The electricity! It had felt totally different to Paige. How was that even possible? Whether it was his imagination playing tricks, or her over-playing the role as the other woman, it was working. He could really, truly swear that he’d just kissed his brother’s wife.

“I’m not in love with her,” he whispered. “It’s just a fantasy.”

Sarah nodded—I know—and put a finger to his lips, shushing him. She took his hands and put them around her, placing them on her ass. His imagination was in complete revolt now, because even that felt different, softer, more voluptuous than Paige’s gym-toned behind. She put her arms around him and kissed him again, crushing her breasts into his body. They felt more like Sarah than Paige as well, bigger, softer—staggering the difference a push-up bra and a little imagination could make.

Her taste, her scent, every part of her oozed with sexy, sensual, flame-haired Sarah. He no longer knew which bits were real and which were his imagination filling in the gaps. She was his taboo fantasy come true. He’d longed to see her naked, to feel her body against his, ever since Mitch had brought her to meet them years earlier, but never had he imagined her so accommodating, so brimming with lust.

“Sarah,” he whispered, succumbing completely to the fantasy, “I want to make love to you.”

Her hands went to his belt and fumbled it open, and in a tangle of desperate fingers, she wrestled open his button and fly.

Dane kicked off his shoes and stepped on his pants legs, quickly pulling them down and off.

Her hand went to the thick bulge in his shorts, squeezing the shaft and playing with his balls. She looked up and smiled, flashing her eyes. Mmm, is this for me?

He reached around and unclasped her bra, but she didn’t let him take it off. Instead, she held the cups over her breasts and shimmied the loops off her shoulders.

Do you want to see? she asked with her eyes.

“Show me.”

She lowered her hands a little, not enough though, and shimmied again, making the tops wobble.

Paige’s never wobbled. Without the push-up bra she was almost flat chested, which Dane was fine with, but the sight of Sarah’s jiggling tits fed an animal desire. He wanted to lube them up and plow his cock through the snug valley in the middle.

If only that were possible.

“Take it off,” he rasped. “Please… Sarah.” Every time he said her name, it sent shockwaves of lust through his groin, making his balls ache and his cock throb. He said it again, “Sarah.”

She lowered the bra, slowly revealing perfect, bobbing C-cups, just a little more than a handful each. Were they real? The software might just be swapping in some random porn star’s tits. Or, and this was the bit that made him want to blow his load all over them, what if the real Sarah was already undressed in the guest room, scanning and sharing her succulent secret curves through the magic of the headsets?

He went to stroke them, but she stayed his hand. Don’t spoil the illusion. She looked up, meeting his eyes again in the goggles’ camera and smiling, and then cupped her breasts and jiggled them for him, lifting, squeezing the soft flesh, tweaking her nipples to hard points.

“Wow.” There was no other word for it.

She fingered the hem of his t-shirt. Your turn.

Dane tore it off, leaving them both bare chested and in their underwear—although she was still wearing heels. Sarah’s heels. Was that the software too, or had the girls swapped shoes to trick them?

Sarah lowered to her knees, poised before his straining shorts. She cupped her breasts again and rubbed them over the bulge, sliding his whole package between their delectable softness.

How was Paige doing it? It was his mind playing tricks, he knew that, but it felt for all the world like she was squeezing his dick between a pair of plump, juicy tits.

She sat back on her heels and kissed his cock through his shorts. Nuzzling and playfully biting the shaft, she worked him into a state of rarely experienced hardness. Paige hadn’t sucked his dick in years, so this act was yet more fodder feeding the flawless illusion.

Unless it wasn’t an illusion.

Unless.

It’s.

Sarah.

Dane’s heart almost burst from his chest. While his brain was processing that possibility, Sarah pulled down his shorts and took him in her mouth. Warm, heavenly softness enveloped him, and in less than a second, he’d tumbled headlong and disoriented into wet, cock-slurping bliss.

“Sarah?”

She looked up at him, batting her eyelashes, her open jaws stretched wide to accommodate an overflowing mouthful of cock.

Those eyes. He fell into them. And her luscious, teasing red lips. He’d watched them talk and laugh and smile; he’d watched her lick them and make them wet, and a hundred times he’d imagined following her into the kitchen and kissing them behind Mitch’s back, but never had he contemplated the perfection of seeing them wrapped around his shaft. He gazed down into her beautiful face—suck-suck, suck-suck—Jesus, she was fucking eating his cock, consuming him. It was too real, too perfect. Paige could never suck him off like this.

(She could never give you a lap dance and almost make you come in your pants, either.)

Sarah, Paige, whoever. Hell, it could be Angelina for all he knew—Dane no longer cared. His little brother’s slutty wife was sucking his cock, and that was all that mattered. He heard a squeal from the other room. It sounded like Paige, but at this point he couldn’t possibly be sure. Every sense told him he was with Sarah, and he was inclined to ignore the ones that said otherwise.

He glided his hands through her hair to her nape. Lovely, flame-red locks spilled like desert sand through his fingers. He held her like that with both hands and fucked her mouth, her lovely, dainty, ox-bow mouth, the one she kissed her husband with.

“Sarah?”

She met his eyes. Yes?

“Squeeze my balls.”

She did, cupping them in her palm, tickling with her long, red nails and never looking away from the goggles.

“Sarah, baby.” He couldn’t stop saying her name, reminding himself whose face he was fucking. Cradling her head, he stroked deep, almost impaling her, and then slowly withdrew, pulling back against her suction, holding there and letting her lave his shaft with her busy tongue. “Suck me, Sarah, like you suck my brother.”

She sucked like a baby, slurping, smiling around her giant mouthful and pulling in her cheeks.

“Swallow me.”

She tried, going down on him all the way, squeezing his cockhead into her gullet until she almost gagged.

“Lick my balls.”

She disgorged his cock and held it by the shaft, squeezing and stroking while she lapped around his balls, taking one in her mouth, sucking, then repeating with the other.

Dane had experienced a few blowjobs, but none were remotely the equal of this. She was such a slut, a cock slave. She’d do anything he asked, so long as he fed her that sweet, sweet dick.

“Sarah?”

She looked back up from his cock, still jerking him off.

“Get on the bed.”

──────

Paige backed away into the bedroom, keeping a few feet between herself and Mitch, giving her precious seconds to think.

Does he know it’s me? Did they set this up?

“No more running, Paige,” he said. “No more hiding behind Dane’s coattails. No more pretending not to notice what those Lycra tights do to the men around you—”

My tights? What do they do?

“—and no more pretending you don’t want it, cos I’ve waited so long to give it to you.”

You have? Paige backed into the foot of the queen bed, falling on her bottom and then scooting up to the pillows.

Mitch unbuckled his pants and stripped them off, then peeled his t-shirt over his head.

Oh my! She didn’t know where to look—the stunning delta of his torso or the massive package straining his shorts.

Mitch decided the matter for her by skimming his shorts down those long, muscular legs and kicking them away.

Oh, no way!

He was huge. An easy, easy two inches longer than Dane and thick enough to make her squeeze her legs together till she squelched.

Good God. No wonder Sarah screams.

She opened her mouth to say something, to tell him no, there’d been a mistake, but the implied contract of the fantasy she’d signed up for (and maybe also the sight of Mitch’s rampant dick) froze the words in her throat.

“God you look gorgeous,” he said, climbing onto the bed on his knees.

Paige backed all the way to the headboard with Mitch chasing her, drawing her knees up to her chest. Mitch grabbed her by the hips and pulled her butt out from under her, tipping her onto her back like a ragdoll, shrieking, arms and legs flailing. Her glasses came askew, and in the moment it took to set them straight, Mitch had stripped her panties down her legs and looped them like a trophy around his massive cock and balls.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, staring at Paige’s crotch and touching the sides of his goggles like he couldn’t believe his eyes. “Nice!”

Paige’s freshly shaved pussy was out and on display, already leaking from her excitement. She’d never shaved herself bare, so Mitch was the first to see her completely exposed down there.

“I love it.” Mitch grabbed her knees and spread her legs wide. “Silky smooth. I can’t wait to taste.”

Wait! No!

Mitch dropped onto his tummy and buried his face in Paige’s crotch, diving straight in and tonguing her wetness somehow without dislodging the goggles.

Oh God! Oh my God!

He was in her pussy! Her brother-in-law was eating her fucking pussy! Without so much as a please or thank you, Mitch had thrust his thick, wet tongue straight into her opening and now he was inside her.

She’d never… never… “Ohhhhh!” Erotic bliss erupted in her core and she wasn’t able to hold back the quavering moan. She hadn’t even known this was possible. Dane had licked her, sure—he’d even sucked her clit, which was an experience she’d happily reprise—but Mitch was fucking her, stretching her cunt, filling her up with fat, thrusting tongue.

Paige didn’t know how it happened, but at some point she’d begun directing his efforts. She’d knotted her fingers through the dark, wavy hair poking out around the goggles’ headband, and was taking him on a guided tour of her newly rejuvenated, close-shaved sex.

These are my labia… smooth, aren’t they? Mmm, yeah, lick it like that, I like it… And my clit… can you find it under—? Oh! Yes! There you go. Oh! Again, oh my God! Suck it… yes… Mitch, honey, flick it with your— Mmm! Now lick me all over! No, inside, down here… Yeeeeessss. Oh, yes! All the way up and down!

She brought him back to her opening and pushed his face in tight. She wanted him to tongue-fuck her again, and Mitch quickly obliged, thrusting back down her hole.

Paige put her hands over his ears so she could chant along with his thrusts, “Oh! Yes! Oh! Yes! Oh! Yes!” as the inevitable orgasm mounted. She bore down on her pelvic wall, ratcheting up pressure before she let it break, forcing Mitch’s tongue from her hole and then squealing when he doubled down and broke her open again.

And then suddenly, almost unexpectedly, she was there. She wrapped her legs around his head, sandals and all, and squeezed him tight while she quivered and came, bucking, thrusting, and finally melting down in a spent pool of elation.

──────

Dane grabbed a condom from the nightstand drawer and climbed onto the bed. Laying back, Sarah lifted her knees and let her legs fall open, and Dane climbed between them.

She was clean-shaven—or maybe waxed because there wasn’t even a hint of stubble. Dane had seen perfectly smooth girls at bachelor parties, but never this close. If he didn’t want to fuck her so badly, he’d go down on her just to run his tongue across those silky lips.

He tore open the foil packet and pulled the rubber out, but Sarah closed her hand over the top before he could put it on.

She shook her head—We won’t need that—giving him that sexy half-pout he’d seen a hundred times, and which never failed to make him hard.

She sucked my cock with that mouth.

Dane was still dizzy from the surreal materialization of this long-held sex fantasy. Sarah undressing, Sarah sucking his cock, Sarah opening her legs for him… She would be the most beautiful woman he’d ever had sex with, and now she was saying he could fuck her raw? Fantasy didn’t even begin to describe it.

When he loosened his grip on the condom, she took it from him and with a naughty grin, stretched it like some raunchy infomercial model selling resistance bands, digging her nails into the tip until the rubber tore.

Impressive.

And then, acting like this was all completely fucking normal, she rolled it neatly onto his dick.

Dane stared down, dumbfounded, his cockhead peeking out the end of the shredded latex. The message was loud and clear. Wear a rubber if you like, but I want your cum.

The Heaven Sent vendor at ConTech had taken him bareback, too. What the fuck was going on with women these days, some new TikTok challenge? He half wanted to take it off again to experience her silky warmth, but the idea of fucking her with a damaged condom—like watching his wife kiss his younger brother—scratched a kinky itch he didn’t even know he had.

He held his cock, lining up the tip with Sarah’s opening. I’ll leave a little surprise in there for you, Bro. Would she feel like Paige? Would she fuck like Paige? He wet his cockhead in her opening, just dipping his quill as the old saying went. Exquisite. In a perverse way, Dane hoped she felt exactly like his wife, because if she fucked like the Sarah in his fantasies, he’d blow his load in seconds flat.

Sarah took him in an underhand grip and guided him in. It was like the lunar module docking, slowly, slowly, contact… then engage.

Oh, fucking… yes!

He and Paige had made love once without a condom—it had been that night of Mitch and Sarah’s wedding—but he was sure Paige hadn’t felt like this. Sarah was volcanic, searing hot, and so incredibly wet. He’d dipped his cock in fucking lava.

He pushed deeper and sank with frictionless ease into heaven, stopping only when he was balls deep. “Damn that feels good.”

She squeezed him, leaking pussy juice down his balls. She lifted her ass, telling him Fuck me with her eyes as she worked her hips, stirring his cock inside her.

Dane slipped his hands underneath to hold her high and gave her a few practice thrusts, proving to himself he could do this without blowing his load immediately. The condom helped; without it those silken pussy walls would be slurping directly on his skin, but what he felt through the rubber was a tolerable ecstasy.

He thrust again, harder, bumping his pubis into Sarah’s smooth lips and jogging a womanly grunt from her chest. “Too hard?”

She shook her head, eyes wide and excited. It didn’t take a mind-reader to interpret. I like it hard.

He fucked her again, slapping his dick into her. And again.

“Unh! Unh!”

If this really was Paige, then she’d played him beautifully. The cock-sucking, the condom, the volcanic heat of her pussy, it made the fantasy seamless. The sexual grunts weren’t vocal enough for him to tell Paige from Sarah, but the mere act of grunting during sex when Paige was typically so quiet added another point of realism to the fantasy.

Could he fuck her so hard she squealed? Could he make her reveal herself?

He built up a rhythm, fucking her long and deep, slapping his now wet balls against her ass. Sarah’s eyelids fluttered. Her full breasts lolled. Each time she squeezed him, they both gasped at the sucking friction between cock and pussy, and the broken condom was forced further down his shaft towards the root.

He wasn’t going to last, but Sarah now had her finger on her clit, and by the look on her face, she was close as well. It might be a race to the finish.

Her breasts ebbed and flowed like waves at the beach, lolling gorgeously, the nipples always pointing straight up like compass needles showing magnetic north. Dane landed an extra-firm stroke, and made them jiggle, earning himself an excited squeak (if not a squeal) in the process.

“Harder?”

Sarah looked into his goggles, giving the illusion of eye contact, biting her lip. She nodded.

Fuck it. If he came before her, she could finish her own damn self.

Dane crept forward on his knees, earning himself some extra leverage, and went to town. He fucked her like a pornstar, double-time, hard and deep. He slammed her so hard and fast, her breasts lost that rhythmic wave and erupted in a chaotic, sloshing vortex.

Sarah cried out wordlessly and grabbed at her tits to still them, lifting her ankles onto Dane’s shoulders.

He’d never been so deep, not in Paige, not in any woman. Her cunt lips spread so wide, so hungry, that at the bottom of every stroke they kissed and sucked at his balls, threatening to slurp them down her slippery canal as well.

All the muscles in Dane’s groin took a deep breath, getting ready to explode.

Sarah’s eyes pinched closed. Her legs trembled. Abandoning one breast to its riotous bouncing, she pressed a fist to her mouth and bit down, screaming into her hand. Flushed pink and studded with goosebumps, she was coming, climaxing with an utter abandon he’d never seen in Paige.

Dane almost squirted inside her. Maybe a little did come out, but with a mighty effort he squeezed it off and pulled out. The broken condom was bunched all the way down to his balls. He pushed Sarah’s legs down, leapfrogged her hips and landed astride her chest with his dick between her breasts.

“Oh!” Sarah’s eyes shot open when Dane grabbed her big, beautiful tits and squeezed them together around his cock and balls, burying them in a squishy nirvana every bit the equal of her cunt.

He released the ball-strain and laid the first rope straight up the center of her chest and neck, spraying her beneath the chin. He fucked her tits, smothering the next two shots but oozing cream out her cleavage like an over-filled pastry.

Sarah reached for him with her mouth. He sprayed more spunk across her cheeks and lips before finding her mouth, and then sliding deep, he peaked for a second smaller climax while she swallowed his cock and sucked him dry.

He cradled her head in his hands, his dick in her mouth and fingers threaded into her long, red hair. She opened her eyes, green eyes, and smiled up at him around her meaty mouthful.

It was real. It was really real. Had he known it all along? He guessed so, but hadn’t allowed himself to believe it, not until he plowed his cock between her breasts. That was no illusion.

He climbed off Sarah’s chest and flopped down beside her on the bed, letting her snuggle into his side. Just like Paige.

The sounds coming from the guest room were becoming louder. It was the sound of his wife fucking his brother, or more precisely, the sound of his wife being fucked silly. He lay there with Sarah, listening for a minute while Paige cycled up through a few levels of arousal Dane wasn’t sure he’d ever heard from her, peaking in a wailing orgasm.

Sarah nuzzled his ear. “Sounds like she’s having fun,” she whispered.

And still was, it seemed. Paige had reset the orgasmo-meter, and after a brief volley of creaking bedsprings, she began a fresh assault on Mount Petit Mort.

Sarah climbed over him. “I’ll be in the shower if you want to join me.” And with a backward glance and a suggestive wink, she was gone.

Dane pulled off the headset and got up, but by the time he’d pulled on his shorts and t-shirt, Sarah had already disappeared out the door and into the bathroom. Should he follow? The invitation was certainly there, and so was the implication they could fuck without the goggles—an attractive proposition indeed.

Down the hall, the door to the guest bedroom was ajar. Paige’s moans drifted out, carried by the percussive backbeat of skin slapping skin.

Dane stepped closer. The end of the bed came into view—a tangle of feet, two bare and two still in sandals, snaked and twined together, almost like they were jockeying for position.

Four more steps brought him to the angle where he could see inside, see what Mitch was doing to his wife.

“Oh God.” The words came out involuntarily, though not loud enough to disturb them.

As young kids, Dane and Mitch had shared bath time, and though they hadn’t had cause to see each other naked since, Dane still illogically thought of Mitch, the man who now had Paige’s panties looped around his cock and balls, as his “little” brother. The swatch of red lace concealed only the smallest portion of his prodigious length. The rest of it, a quantity of meat roughly the size and shape of a nunchuck, was plunging rhythmically into Dane’s wife.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Little brother? He couldn’t have been more wrong.

───Ξ───
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───Ξ───

Cuck? What’s a Cuck?

Mitch had brought Paige to climax once more with his tongue. At least, she thought it was once; she wasn’t sure how to tell the difference between a double orgasm and a single long one. It had never happened before. She only knew that after the tongue-fucking, she’d peaked a second time with him sucking her clit, only to discover herself being thrust upwards to a fresh, unsuspected third summit as his finger burrowed into her virgin asshole.

She’d thought, naively perhaps, that they were done. The oral penetration and (there was really no other word for it) consumption of her sex was a more than complete lovemaking session for Paige, so as she sailed down the leeward side of that second (or third) climax, it didn’t occur to her to close her legs, or indeed that lying there naked, pinned and spread with her shaved cunt gaping, would constitute anything more than a grateful thanks for oral services rendered.

She certainly never expected (again, naively) anyone to slide their unsheathed dick into her. At least, not initially—not until it actually happened.

Unexpected, yes. Unwelcome? Surprisingly, no. Paige enjoyed sex. She certainly wasn’t one of those women who shut her partner down once she was satisfied, so if Mitch had been a little smaller, and if he’d asked nicely whether he might put his moderately large dick in her pussy, she might have said yes—just out of politeness. How was she to know that this one act, one she never got the chance to choose for herself, would completely upend everything she thought she knew about sex?

She’d never had a man as big as Mitch. Never even contemplated it, to be honest. The toy Lakshmi had used on her in the club was big, but it hadn’t been hot like Mitch’s cock. It hadn’t heaved or throbbed either, or leaked precum inside her, lubricating its own passage, and it certainly hadn’t had 200 pounds of lean, Armani-scented muscle as its driving force.

It had taken mere seconds for Mitch to claim her, but the memories, as they say, would last a lifetime. From the moment his thick bulk settled in her opening until he pushed slowly forward and split her open to the core, every image had been burned into her memory like a flip-card animation of erotic discovery.

Yes, touch me there.

So thick…

Push it… oh!

Wait, it’s too—

Oh my G-o-o-o-o-d!

All in all, the unexpected sensation of so much cock—much more than she’d ever fantasized about—sliding home to satisfy that hungry space between her thighs was, for Paige at least, cathartic. An epiphany, even.

In the thirty minutes of relentless reaming that followed, Mitch taught her two important things she’d never known about sex.

The first was that lovemaking and fucking were not the same thing. Lovemaking was a tender sharing experience between a couple, something only successfully accomplished after much mutual foreplay of both the mind and the body. She and Dane tried making love often, and mostly they succeeded. They’d only fucked the once—an occasion she’d had cause to remember several times since Friday. It had, coincidentally, been the first time she’d fantasized about having sex with her brother-in-law. It had been a night of raw, animal sex with her husband, culminating in her first and only pussy full of cream. Dane, she now realized, had probably been fantasizing about Sarah that night when he’d ejaculated inside her.

The second thing Paige had learned about sex, something Mitch taught her that she didn’t already know, was that she categorically and without any doubt or reservation, loved being fucked by men who were not her husband.

──────

How it all fit in there was a mystery to Dane. Paige was tight. Deliciously tight. He’d always had to enter slowly to avoid hurting her, and they usually needed extra lube. Sometimes they just lay still, Paige on top with her legs closed, and enjoyed the sweet sensation of being completely together, completely inside, where her every micro-movement was like a warm, wet boa constrictor wrapping another coil around his cock. She was good at that. Paige’s patented penile massage.

That wasn’t what she and Mitch were doing.

Mitch was fucking her. Hard. Dane wished there was a more delicate way to put it, but after watching for a few minutes now and hearing his wife climax furiously with Mitch’s donkey-dick almost pulling her inside out, there simply was no better way to express it. Mitch was doing exactly what Dane had fantasized him doing—banging her brains out.

Lying behind her now, spooning, Mitch lifted her top leg, opening her even wider, and thrust with long, deliberate strokes, deep into her core.

The angle was perfect for Dane, and even from out in the hall he could see how her lips stretched and buckled beneath the onslaught, how her juices glistened on his shaft, how Mitch’s balls lifted and tightened each time he buried himself to the hilt and flexed inside her.

Paige was probably squeezing him back. Dane hoped so. He’d love to ask Mitch how tight she felt.

Thud, thud, thud—that was the sound of Mitch’s pubic bone slapping her toned ass—his wife’s toned ass. Dane stroked himself through his shorts. He’d only come a few minutes ago—

(On Sarah’s tits! You came all over her fucking tits, man!)

—but he was getting hard again already. Watching Mitch’s monster cock plunging Paige again and again was a dream come true; it was exactly how he’d always longed to fuck her. He’d done it once—one magical occasion—and had all but given up trying to repeat the performance. Having another man do the deed was just as good, though. This way he could see her pussy stretch as she took his girth, hear her reactions, and witness first-hand how much she loved to fuck other men. It was so much better than the augmented reality video.

Mitch wasn’t wearing a condom, he noticed. Was he leaking inside her? Because Dane knew that ejaculation wasn’t an all or nothing thing. Plenty of times he’d squeezed off an orgasm and felt the tip of the condom fill with the first half-squirt of jizz.

Did Paige have some of his brother’s spunk inside her. Hey, here’s a question: does she even know she’s taking him raw?

Mitch lifted her leg higher to the point that Paige was doing the splits. Dane knew she was flexible and regretted never having tried a similar move in bed. He made a mental note to get more physical next time they had sex. Holding that leg in the crook of his elbow, Mitch fondled her small breasts through the lacy red bra, slipping beneath the cups to finger her nipples.

She’s not as big as Sarah, is she Bro? He wouldn’t be able to push them together around his cock like Dane had done with his wife.

Hands on her tits… Electricity tingled through Dane’s chest as he figured out what that meant. He knows.

Mitch still wore the goggles, yes, but there was no way he could still believe that was Sarah in an AR illusion. Paige wasn’t exactly trying to mute her moaning, and even if Mitch hadn’t worked it out from the sounds or from the feel of her high-toned body, he certainly couldn’t miss the two-cup-size difference in her bust.

That was what had given the game away for Dane—Sarah’s lovely big tits. He hadn’t been certain until it was too late, and by then he’d already begun coming. There was nothing he could have done.

Mitch could stop.

If he wanted, he could stop right now.

How long had he been banging Dane’s wife? Fifteen minutes? Twenty? At least that, counting the time Dane had been in the other bedroom with Sarah. How long had he known? And he just kept going like the fucking Duracell bunny, reaming, pounding, plunging his massive meat into the woman Dane married, making her come over and over.

Paige’s frantic moans rose a few decibels. Another orgasm was on its way. This time Dane would watch her face. He wanted to see what she looked like when another man’s cock brought her off.

The water shut off with a clank in the bathroom. Sarah had been a while in there. She’d been waiting for him to join her. It wouldn’t be a good look if she came out and caught him spying on Paige and Mitch.

He looked quickly back at Paige. Dammit, he was going to miss her climax. And Mitch was really plowing her deep, too, making her whole body tremble.

Reluctantly, he crept back to the bedroom, fetched the goggles and a robe, and slipped back past the bathroom door to the kitchen where he got himself another beer and took a stool at the counter.

When Sarah came out wearing Paige’s robe and presumably nothing else, she saw him sitting alone with his beer and AR goggles and laughed. She came over and pulled them off his head. “I don’t think you need to pretend anymore.”

They looked in each other’s eyes. Really looked. Hers were every bit as green as they’d seemed earlier. Seeing her like that, exactly as he’d seen her in the bedroom, Dane realized the full weight of what he’d done, fucking his sister-in-law with his wife right down the hall.

“I didn’t know,” he said. “Not until the end.”

“Who did I feel like?” She combed a lock of hair away from her eyes.

“Like… you.” He shrugged. “Or Paige, I dunno.”

Sarah pulled him up off the stool and into a kiss, opening her mouth to him, offering her tongue and accepting his in return.

She opened her robe and put his hand on her breast. “Who do I feel like now?”

Dane squeezed the exquisite soft swell of womanly flesh in his palm. “You. Very much you.”

“Say my name, Dane,” she whispered into his lips. “I want to hear you say it.”

Dane paused the kiss but didn’t draw away. Her breath was hot on his lips. “Sarah.”

“Who are you kissing. Dane?”

“Sarah.”

She delved beneath his robe and squeezed his cock through his shorts. “Who is this for, sweetie?”

“Sarah. Sarah.”

“Mmm.” She kissed him again. “Next time, I want you to do me without the goggles, yes?”

“There’s going to be a next time?”

“Oh Dane.” She drew away to look in his eyes. “There are going to be a lot of next times.”

──────

Paige melted into yet another wailing, quivering orgasm. She’d come so hard and so many times her teeth hurt. Typically she was sensitive after coming, but only one of them had been clitoral (Mitch had just reamed the others from her body) and far from becoming sensitive, each climax had left her hungrier for that big, beautiful cock.

He flipped her face down and straddled her butt, pushing her legs together and sliding his fat cock into the sopping crevice between them.

Not my ass. Don’t fuck me in the ass!

Mitch grabbed both wrists and pinned them above her head. She was helpless with a monstrous cock nosing around her delicate asshole. Please not my ass. His finger earlier had been the first time she’d had anything in there. She opened her mouth to say something—surely the pretense that she was Sarah pretending to be Paige was dead—when he leaned slowly forward, pushing deeper—

Oh my God!

—and found her cunt again.

Paige let out a plaintive cry of relief.

Mitch went all the way in until his big balls were nestled in her thigh gap, then using the bedsprings, he bounced his weight on her ass and legs and resumed fucking her.

“Ohhh!” Paige was going to explode; he was much too thick to accommodate with her legs together. She wriggled and squirmed her hips, trying to make more room for his fat shaft in her channel.

Mitch was having to force his cock in, and then, like a boot stuck in the mud, bodily drag it free. The sheer physicality left Paige dizzy and she sank into a euphoric state of hopeless abandon. Having her wrists pinned, having Mitch’s weight on top of her and his legs around her, she was truly helpless. And that big tool in her pussy, it never… fucking… stopped. She was its slave, beholden to its pounding rhythm. It decided how much, how fast, how deep. It decided when she would come and how hard; all Paige could do was take it.

She was Mitch’s slut, a warm wet hole to fuck. He owned her, and she was glad.

Another orgasm began to build, a ball of ecstasy originating from somewhere deep inside, a place her husband had never been able to reach.

Did Dane know what his brother was doing to her, what she was allowing him to do? As Mitch pushed her closer to the brink of what felt like the hundredth climax, she wondered vaguely what Dane and Sarah had been doing. Having fun, ideally, because this was an experience she hoped they’d all want to repeat. And soon.

──────

Dane broke the kiss with Sarah and cocked an ear to the bedroom. The sound of flesh on flesh rang throughout the house. It was the sound of his wife being fucked, and it’d been going on for the last twenty minutes or more.

He looked at the kitchen clock. Actually, it was closer to thirty. Was that normal? He and Sarah had been done in less than ten, and that was including the blow job.

Paige’s moaning rose in pitch. She was on her way to another orgasm. Was that her fifth? Dane had lost count.

“Sounds like they’re enjoying themselves,” Sarah said, easing away from his body. She’d been rubbing his cock while they kissed, but Dane’s heart hadn’t been in it. She’d probably sensed as much.

“They’ve been a while, haven’t they?” he said, checking the clock overtly as if for the first time.

“Do you mind?” Sarah asked. “Hearing her enjoy herself, I mean.”

“No, of course not.” Dane tried to shrug nonchalantly. “Why should I?”

“No reason.” Sarah turned and stood beside him, and together they leaned back on the kitchen counter, facing the wet, fleshy sounds of sex coming from down the hall. “I just thought this was your first time swinging.”

Is that what we’re doing? “Um, yeah. Paige and I don’t really…”

Sarah looked up at him, perhaps waiting to see where that sentence was going. “I didn’t think so.”

“Do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Do you and Mitch, you know, do this… a lot?”

Sarah took up his beer from the counter and drank straight from the bottle. “Not a lot.”

“Oh.”

“We’ve had, like, ten, maybe twelve—”

Seriously? “Wow. Ten or twelve times. That’s… a lot.”

“Not times,” Sarah said. “Ten or twelve couples. I’m not sure how many times.”

Dane turned to look at her, shutting his jaw with a clack when he realized it was hanging open.

“Not all at once, of course.”

“Of course.” He lapsed into thoughtful silence for a minute. Sarah had slept with a lot of different men; he wasn’t sure whether that made their coupling more or less exciting. He’d enjoyed imagining himself as her first extra-marital stud, and yes, that would have carried a small amount of non-existent prestige, but he also liked the idea of her as a slut. He loved the idea of her as a slut, truth be told. It had been a sore point in high school that the small gaggle of sluts seemed to put out for everybody except him and his friends. “How do you, um, find other couples?”

Sarah shot him an amused look. “You’re the computer genius. Work it out.”

“Right.” Craigslist. Fetish forums. Made sense. “And you just, what, get together and swap partners?”

“Sure.” Sarah shrugged. “If it’s just swapping. Or we do a foursome. Mitch has a few cucks, too. I don’t get invited to those.”

Cucks? “I’m sorry, what?”

“Cucks. Cuckolds. Guys who get off watching a bigger man do their wife.”

“Wow. Weird.” Dane had watched. Did that make him a cuck?

“It’s not that weird. It’s hot watching a woman get taken hard. Don’t you think?”

“I guess,” Dane said distractedly, his attention drawn again to the increasingly satisfied sounds of his wife in the bedroom. “Never given it much thought.” He wondered whether Sarah saw that for the lie it was.

“Well I like to watch,” Sarah said. She followed Dane’s gaze down the hall. “If you want, we could sneak down and peek through the door.”

“Spying?” Dane couldn’t believe what she was suggesting. “On them?”

Sarah laughed. “You make it sound so deviant. You realize they left it open for a reason, don’t you?”

They what? That hit Dane in the chest like a medicine ball. Did Paige want him to watch? Just when he thought this couldn’t get any hotter. It rang true, though, didn’t it? The pole dancing, kissing Mitch out on the patio—she was performing for him. Something had happened to her on the weekend. Somehow, she’d discovered his fantasy, or sensed it, that he secretly pictured her as a slut, and she was working to fulfill it.

What if Mitch hadn’t been the first one? Dane had been gone since Thursday—she might have fucked half of San Francisco for all he knew.

“Dane?”

Dane shook the thought away. “Sorry?”

“I’m going to watch. You coming?”

“Um…”

Sarah shook her head, smiling. She took his hand and led him, stepping silently down the tiled hall and stopping a little closer to the door than Dane had earlier. It was after dusk and the hallway was gloomy, but they would definitely be visible if either Mitch or Paige looked their way.

Not that either of them was looking.

Paige was lying face down on the bed with Mitch on top, pinning her wrists, his giant dick plunging downwards between her closed legs like a Texan pumpjack over an oil well. For a moment Dane thought he was fucking her ass.

Paige’s moans grew. Her toes curled, and with a gasp and a squeal, her muscular thighs clenched tight around Mitch’s cock. She was coming again, bucking under his weight, biting down on the bedcovers and screaming into the sheets.

Before she could finish, Mitch rolled her onto her side and—bending one leg up to her chest—he straddled the other and continued pounding her, all without leaving her cunt.

Dane saw his wife’s panties still wrapped around Mitch’s cock and balls, and his own cock gave a sympathetic lurch. Why did this make him so excited?

“Oh, I love this position,” Sarah whispered. She took Dane’s hand and put it against her tummy. “It feels like he’s all the way up here.”

Mitch looked to be at least that far into Paige, too. He was deep, alright—a lot deeper than Dane had ever been. He was delivering Paige a hard, metronomic, big block V8 fucking. With long, powerful strokes, he nailed her to the bed, pulled back through her slurping lips until just his knob penetrated her hole, then drove straight as an arrow back in, piercing her to the core. Damn if his balls weren’t almost inside.

Sarah dropped her robe to the floor. She guided Dane’s hand back to her tummy and slid it lower, down over her hairless mound.

A breath escaped her lips. “Oh…” Standing, she shuffled her feet wider and helped him locate her silky center. She was utterly sodden and so very hot. She backed into him, preening catlike, melding her naked body into his shape.

Dane closed his other arm around her, cupping her breast. Hardly daring to blink, he watched his wife fuck while he explored his beautiful sister-in-law’s tits and pussy. She was exquisite. So smooth. Soft and womanly. And Paige could look up any time she wanted and see exactly what he was doing to her.

Mitch had upped his game, if that was possible. He was plowing Paige so hard and fast that she was being pushed up the bed. She had to raise both arms and brace against the headboard, pushing herself back down onto his big cock. Her bra dangled uselessly around her neck, and the position lifted and freed her small breasts, which wobbled deliciously with every pounding stroke to her cunt.

Sarah rubbed Dane through his shorts with her bare ass. Tilting her head back to whisper in his ear, she asked whether he liked watching his wife getting reamed.

He slid two fingers into her juicy opening. “Yes.”

On the bed, Paige’s moaning rose toward yet another crescendo.

“I think she’s coming again,” Sarah whispered.

“Almost.” Dane had listened to her come so many times now on his brother’s cock, he was practically an expert on the subject.

“Rub my clit. Make me come with her.”

Dane found her love button and smeared it with her own slippery nectar, rubbing, circling, pinching the hood. Sarah melted in his arms and he had to lift her up, pinning her to his body while she writhed against his cock, working his package into the little triangle between her thighs.

Jesus, she was electric. She was going to make him come in his shorts.

“Faster,” she whispered.

Dane diddled her even faster than Mitch was banging his wife. Her breathing began coming in gasps, and her thighs clenched tight around his cock and balls.

“Yes!”

Sarah only whispered it. Paige cried it out, over and over. Both women were coming together.

Sarah’s cunt tightened around his fingers. She bucked in his arms, humping his cock with her ass. Some of her wetness had soaked through his shorts, bathing his dick in slick, slutty, pussy juice.

Dane’s balls lurched.

Everything went suddenly quiet, or relatively so—Sarah laid her head back on his shoulder, panting; Paige’s orgasm waned to a chorus of muted but satisfied moaning, and the sound of wet slapping sex had stopped.

Mitch had stopped.

“They heard us,” Dane breathed.

Sarah lifted her head and peered into the bedroom. “No. Look.”

At what? Mitch and Paige were an erotic still-life, frozen at the perigee of one of Mitch’s long, pounding strokes, Paige’s cunt lips stretched tight around his root.

Mitch groaned, long and loud. His balls lifted and tightened, then suddenly his cock, buried almost balls-deep, began twitching and throbbing, the thick vein on the underside bulging massively.

“He’s coming,” Sarah whispered.

In my wife. Dane couldn’t swallow, couldn’t breathe, and nothing on earth could tear his eyes from the spectacle of what was happening in Paige’s pussy. His own cock jerked in sympathy. His balls boiled. Sarah squeezed him down there in her thigh gap. It was too much; he stiffened, and with a quiet groan, he let go and came in his shorts.

“Oh, baby, yes,” she whispered, squeezing his heaving cock, milking him dry.

Mitch was groaning too, his balls still pumping. Paige uttered an erotic cry of mingled pleasure and pain. She arched in Mitch’s arms and then vocally gasped again as cum spilled out around his cock and trickled down her thigh.

When his balls had finished pumping, Mitch stroked his still fat cock inside her, both working his cum deeper and plunging it out in the same motion.

Sarah leaned back and kissed Dane’s cheek. “Enough,” she whispered. Then, picking up her robe and guiding him, they retreated down the hall.

Dane eyed the growing wet patch in his shorts. This was a first. At least, a first since he was a teenager.

Sarah stopped with him outside the bedroom. “You’d better get cleaned up.”

“Yeah, right.” He twisted the door handle to enter.

“Hey, Dane.”

He turned back to her. “Yeah?”

“Thank you.” She kissed him on the lips. “That was hot. You’re good with your hands.”

“And you’re good with…” He looked her naked body up and down. “Everything.”

“You’re so sweet.” She kissed him again. “Go clean up. I’ll get you a cold beer.”

A cold beer would be good. Maybe a couple. They might take his mind off things, like how it would feel to slide his cock inside Paige while she was still wet with his brother’s cum.

──────

When Dane came back out into the kitchen, Paige and Sarah were already there, champagne freshly topped up and a bowl of carrot sticks and hummus brought in from the patio.

“Hey,” Paige said. “No cheating. Where are your goggles?”

“I… oh…” Dane had forgotten. Then he saw them, still on the kitchen counter from when Sarah had taken them off him. He glanced at Paige’s crotch, hoping he’d see a wet patch where she was leaking.

“Did you work out who was who?” Paige asked, her cheeks pinkening beneath his scrutiny.

“No idea. Complete mystery.”

She and Sarah exchanged a gleeful look.

“Hey, wow, that was epic.” Mitch strode out into the kitchen, bare chested and wearing just his jeans and the goggles.

“You can take ‘em off now, Babe.” Sarah reached for the goggles and peeled them off his head.

“Whoa, it’s you!” He looked surprised to see her and gave her a kiss. “Welcome back.”

“You miss me, did you?”

“Babe, I miss you every time I turn around.”

Sarah kissed him back. “Sweet talker.”

Mitch levered his phone out of the front of the goggles and gave the framework to Dane. “Hey Bro, any chance we can get a download from those guys? I wouldn’t mind playing that one back.”

“Dude, there aren’t any copies. It’s all live-streamed.”

“Yeah? Cos I got shut out of your wi-fi last time you changed your password, and it’s just eaten up all my data. I got a warning signal near the end there. I’m gonna have to buy another gig.”

“Seriously?” Dane fired up the iPad on the kitchen bench and logged into his ISP dashboard. Two gigabytes uploaded today. That was just from his phone.

They’re watching us.

The question was: why? What on earth could Heaven Sent want with hours of…

Oh. Oh shit.

He wasn’t sure what excited him more about Paige’s video doing the rounds on the internet, that someone they know might find it, or that he might.

Definitely the latter. If he couldn’t track it down, he’d go to Heaven Sent and demand a copy. And if that failed, he’d have Mitch fuck her again. Next time he’d bring his own camera.

──────
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Dane had to close his eyes for a few seconds and remember to breathe. How many men in the bar? Fifty? Eighty? And every one of them could see his wife’s bare tits, the shape and peak of her nipples, the close-lipped curve of her pussy.

What if they knew she was his wife? What if Rose had worked it out and announced it over the sound system? All these men would turn and look at him, knowing exactly the kind of woman he’d married.

Slutwife. One word, not two. The wife of Dane’s fantasy was the kind who loved to fuck, the kind who thought too much dick was barely enough.

Carlos grinned and nudged Dane’s ribs. “Can you imagine being that chica’s husband?” He was glued to Paige, watching her take her very first lesbian strap-on. “You wouldn’t mind wetting your dick in that every night.”

“I wouldn’t mind at all.” Dane glanced around the room; they weren’t the only ones watching Paige. “But I think we’ll have to get in line.” His heart was beating so hard he felt dizzy. He imagined rolling on top of Paige in their marital bed at home, having her spread her legs for him, and then when he slipped inside, feeling the warmth of another man’s cum squirting out around the edges.

Sloppy seconds. On his laptop, he’d watched dozens of men come in his wife’s mouth, spray her breasts, ride her bareback and fire their load deep in her core. Yet until now, he’d never once imagined the consequences of going after them, fulfilling his husbandly duties while another man’s cum dripped from her chin or pooled between her breasts.

While another man’s cum warmed her guts.

What would it feel like pressing tentatively into her normally tight channel only to find her already stretched, already wet? Would he be able to tell someone had beaten him to it, loosened her up for him? Would Paige moan along like his was the first cock she’d had in months, even if she could still feel echoes of the guy deep inside where he’d stretched her, still feel the warmth of his seed nestled way up beyond Dane’s reach?

──────
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