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Their marriage is practically perfect – except when it comes to the bedroom.

For Edward MacIntyre, suburban family life couldn't be much more perfect. But when his friend Tomás opens up about cracks in his marriage with Ana, Edward realizes that the passion between him and his wife, Casey, has also dwindled over the years.

When Tomás says he would even be open to Ana having an affair to solve their marital problems, the stunning solution to all of their issues seems to present itself: What if Ana had an affair with Edward, while Tomás had an affair with Casey?
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PROLOGUE
EDWARD AND ANA (1)



Wednesday, October 18, 2017

The doorbell sounded. Edward’s heart leaped, almost out of his body.

Probably only Amazon delivering something else Casey had ordered online. She was addicted to online shopping. Every little idea she had meant an almost instant purchase. Thinking up birthday presents for her, or Christmas presents, was a nightmare every time.

He went to the door. Peered through the peep hole. He felt a jolt of electricity zap through his chest.

Not Amazon.

Ana.

Of course it was.

She was standing there waiting for him to open the door, invite her in. Brushing her hands through her long, dark brown—almost black— hair. Biting her lip nervously. Raising an eyebrow in mild confusion at why she was being left out on the doorstep, when they had all agreed on this particular time for her to arrive.

Edward caught his breath, just laying eyes on her. She looked just beautiful. Did she normally look this good? She was wearing a light overcoat that wasn’t exactly revealing—in fact, very much the opposite. It seemed that she was covering up, perhaps afraid that the neighbors would see this attractive woman being admitted into Edward’s house, knowing she wasn’t his wife.

Edward took a deep breath, and tried to suppress the last-minute anxiety, the lingering fears.

What if this is all a huge mistake?

What if I do this, and Casey has a change of heart about it all, and I don’t know that she’s changed her mind until after it’s all happened?

What if I’m ruining my marriage?

But he couldn’t leave Ana out there waiting. He felt the jangling nerves in his chest spread into the rest of his body—and yet, as they did so, he felt a warmth in his loins that seemed to spark a thickening of his manhood. God. Was this really happening? Were they really doing this?

He twisted the doorknob. The front door seemed unexpectedly heavy, as though the house itself was offering Edward one more opportunity to think this through, and decide on another, more conventional course.

But a conventional course, funnily enough, might have more chance of Casey and him ending up in the divorce courts, he thought. Wasn’t that what all this was about? Trying to head off problems in their marriage with a little excitement?

‘Ana?’

She was walking away as he opened the door. Taking slow steps, but even so, she must have thought he’d flaked out on her. But now here he was, and she turned to him with a big smile across her face, which was so bright it seemed to dazzle him for a moment.

‘Hey, Edward,’ she said, and it felt almost as though they were strangers—they’d never really said much to each other before. Not one-to-one. They’d talked to each other in the presence of other friends of his wife, of course, during house parties or dinner parties or barbecues or whatever. But her attention had never been solely on him, like it was now.

This was weird.

‘I… uh… was wondering if Casey was here…’ she said, her voice raised, sounding slightly stilted. It wasn’t something she genuinely meant, it wasn’t something she was really saying to him. It was a performance, designed to explain all this, in case one of the neighbors was watching.

‘Uh… she’ll be back any minute, I’m sure,’ he said, remembering his lines. ‘You want to come in and wait for her?’

‘Sure,’ she grinned, and bit her lip again, something that wasn’t really conscious, and yet thrilled Edward immensely, reminding him why she was really there.

He stepped aside to allow her to enter and, as she passed him, he drew in a chestful of her perfume. Date perfume, it smelled like. Not the kind of thing she wore while hanging out with Casey and the rest of them at a bar, or standing with them on the sidelines while their kids took part in a soccer match.

That coat of hers wasn’t exactly revealing, but it showed enough of her legs to prove alluring. She had very fine legs.

He closed the front door, taking a little glance at the street just before closing it, and at the houses around them, to check whether there were any obvious observers out there. When he turned away, he saw that Ana was already wandering through to the living room.

‘Jesus,’ he whispered to himself.

His phone was in his pocket, but as his hand dipped into his pocket, it so easily fell into his palm. He pulled out his phone. Peered at the screen. Drew up the last message Casey had sent him.

He needed to read it again.

Casey: I’m not going to change my mind. Just relax, enjoy yourself xx

Ana was standing at the front window, peering through the drawn curtains, spying the neighborhood to see if anyone was watching, if anyone had noticed her being there without her husband.

Edward felt awkward. He had no idea what he was supposed to do. He hadn’t been with anyone apart from Casey for years. For years, he hadn’t had to think about how to get into this kind of situation. Sex just happened, sometimes, when he and Casey went to bed after a long day, and she happened to be in the mood. Other times, when she came to bed wearing nothing but a suggestive smile.

But right now, even though he felt certain this was what he was supposed to do, he felt completely out of his depth. This wasn’t even a date—they hadn’t had the chance to just ease into it with a ton of alcohol to smooth the way.

He reminded himself that it was only for an hour. This initial meeting was only going to be short. To see if they liked each other, physically. To make sure that, if they really got into this thing, the chemistry wasn’t lacking.

Edward sat nervously on the couch, wondering if it might be easier if Ana changed her mind about this whole thing, if she had doubts, and decided that perhaps it wasn’t the best idea to sleep with her best friend’s husband…

But Ana closed the curtains tight, and when she turned around, she was already unbuttoning her coat, removing it to reveal her delicate shoulders, her shapely thighs, and a very short dress made of thin, black satin, which didn’t hide very much of her mouthwatering figure.

Was it even a dress? It looked like lingerie. One of those babydoll things.

‘You think this is a good idea?’ he asked her, giving her an easy opportunity to change her mind, to reveal her doubts, and perhaps smile and laugh about all this, making light of their foolishness at thinking they could all do this.

But she didn’t take the easy way out.

She said, ‘God, yes,’ quite emphatically, surprising him with how gung-ho she really felt. Quite taking him aback, in fact, with the spark of pure hunger he saw in her dark eyes.

She brushed a few rogue strands of her long, wavy hair back behind an ear, and stepped over to the couch.


PART I


THE ARRANGEMENT
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A FRIEND IN NEED


Saturday, October 7, 2017

The conversation had started on a very normal Saturday afternoon in early October. After dropping off the kids at the grandparents’ house after lunch, Edward MacIntyre headed over to hang out with his friend, Tomás Garcia, and watch college football, while his wife, Casey, continued her shopping expedition with Tomás’s wife, Ana, at the mall.

He really wasn’t expecting anything out of the ordinary.

While Casey and Ana shopped ’til they dropped, Tomás and Edward lounged about in front of a 60-inch screen at the Garcias’ house, sipping on a couple of beers while watching their USC Trojans take on Oregon State. This was 2017, a decent year for the Trojans, that would culminate in a conference championship, and, with a four-and-one start to the season, Edward wasn’t expecting any heartache that afternoon—certainly in terms of the football.

And yet, from the very start, after the old college buddies greeted each other with the usual man-hug, Edward could sense some kind of tension in Tomás.

What was wrong? He didn’t really like to ask. He didn’t want to pry. Was one of the kids dealing with something at school? Was something up with Tomás’s construction business? Had he and Ana had some kind of argument that morning?

Edward did his best to try and cheer up his friend with some fairly inane chatter about the Trojans, certain that whatever it was that was on Tom’s mind would probably go away of its own accord soon enough. Like the MacIntyres, the Garcias really had the perfect life going for themselves in the suburbs of San Diego. It wasn’t as though either of them had to worry financially about what their wives might be buying at the mall.

‘Another beer?’

‘Sure, why not?’

They talked a little about the Chargers, of course, since they had just abandoned San Diego for a move to the lucrative LA market. And they talked a little about the wildfires, since that was on everybody’s mind just then, even though the area around them had been mercifully spared so far. But it wasn’t the wildfires that seemed to have Tomás so unusually vexed.

Edward wasn’t getting any particular clues from his friend, and so he tried to keep their conversation generally upbeat and, wildfires aside, positive.

And then, out of the blue, without any warning whatsoever, Tomás came straight out and said, ‘Ana’s thinking about leaving me.’

It was like a bombshell, fired right into the middle of the room.

Edward had to stifle a gasp.

‘What’re you talking about, man?’ he said. ‘She’s never gonna leave you. You guys are perfect.’

He felt stupid even just saying that. Jesus, Tomás had been with Ana since forever. Like Edward and Casey, they’d been dating back in college. In fact, they’d already been dating before Edward had even met Casey in sophomore year. And even after all this time, they had always seemed fine together, never even seeming to piss each other off.

But Tomás hung his shoulders dejectedly as he sat there on the edge of the couch, and said, ‘She just seems… I don’t know… bored the whole time.’

‘Bored?’

Edward could understand bored. Life was boring, right? He spent the whole week at work, managing advertising on San Diego’s classic hits radio station, Sunny 98.1, and then at the weekend he was too tired to do anything much.

You worked like hell to put food on the table, and then when you got home, you had to help take care of the kids, who were so insanely draining the whole time. And, sure, you could go on vacation sometimes, maybe skiing occasionally in the winter. But this was the middle of the school semester. And while they were pretty comfortable, it wasn’t like they had all the money in the world.

But the thing was, they were all used to it.

Most of the time, even if things got a little dull now and again, it could be a lot worse. There was a roof over their heads, food on the table. A freaking pool in the yard. And they weren’t really in debt, they had no major health problems, no addiction issues, no particular worries about how the kids were getting on.

‘I just get this feeling…’ Tomás said. ‘You know… like she’s waiting for something. She’s antsy. She’s got itchy feet. She wants to get away from me, out the door.’

Edward tried to look pensive, even though he wasn’t exactly getting any real ideas, here.

‘Did she say anything to you?’

Tomás shrugged. ‘She doesn’t have to. I know her well enough.’

Edward found himself suddenly wondering if he knew Casey well enough to recognize the signs if she ever started thinking about leaving him. He wasn’t sure he would.

‘She’s not thinking of leaving you, man,’ Edward insisted.

‘The other day, I saw her looking at properties on Zillow.’

Edward laughed. ‘She’s just fantasizing about where you’d live if she suddenly won the lottery. Everyone does that. Casey does that.’

‘She’s thinking about moving out, getting her own place.’

Edward sighed. He wasn’t exactly versed in the problems of humanity. He wasn’t a professional therapist. He tried to think about how he’d feel if Casey was doing what Tomás believed Ana was. He supposed, sometimes, that his wife seemed a bit down, sure. She would give him certain looks from across the room, like she was hinting that he ought to be doing something else, something more productive. But what was he supposed to do?

‘It’s Thanksgiving coming up,’ Edward shrugged. ‘Maybe she’s just thinking about that. You know… nervous about her folks coming over, and all that. Your folks.’

But Tomás shook his head. ‘No—it’s not that. She’s been like this for a while. It’s like… she’s just not happy anymore. And there’s nothing I can do about it.’

‘I think everyone gets like that, every now and then, right?’

They sat in silence for a while, not really knowing what to say. Edward figured that Casey always just did stuff, if she was feeling antsy. She got up and tidied up the house, or sorted out some laundry, or whatever. Got her hands busy. Maybe she was bored, during the week. But that was the point of weekends, wasn’t it? She could look forward to going to the mall with Ana and having dinner later with both of the Garcias.

Edward quietly assessed Tomás. He didn’t actually seem all that worried. His tone hadn’t exactly been what you’d call fearful. It was as though he was pointing out something weird that he’d seen in Target the other day. If he really thought Ana was considering leaving him, he’d sound more put out than this, wouldn’t he? It felt to Edward as though Tomás didn’t really believe she’d actually go through with leaving him.

But now Edward was getting worried.

What if Tomás was being too complacent about Ana wanting to leave him? And then she’d really hurt him by actually going through with it.

Tomás said, ‘Maybe she’ll move out… and then later on, she’ll think better of it, and she’ll move back.’

Edward didn’t want to talk him out of being optimistic, but it sounded like he needed to do something if Ana wasn’t generally happy with their life together.

‘Maybe she wants another kid,’ he said. Actually, it was like Edward’s mouth said it, rather than he himself. The words leaked out of his thoughts without a lot of consideration.

There was a moment of uncomfortable silence. Edward felt suddenly ultra-bad for bringing up the thought of having more children. It wasn’t like having kids was an easy option.

Tomás said simply, ‘Two is enough. She doesn’t want more kids.’

‘Why don’t you just take her somewhere—you know, like for a weekend?’

‘Like, where?’

‘I don’t know… Palm Springs… Cabo...Puerto Vallarta…’

‘I don’t think that is what she needs.’

For a while, they just watched the football. The Trojans were up by 21 points to three by the end of the first half, bouncing back from the previous week’s loss at Washington State. Sam Darnold was giving a good account of himself, other than an interception or two.

It was about ten, fifteen minutes into the second half that Tomás suddenly said, ‘You and Casey…’

Edward looked over at him, and his eyes were all apologetic, like he’d just been forced to shoot Edward’s dog because it ate his chickens. Not that Edward had a dog. Not that Tomás had chickens.

‘Uh-huh?’ Edward prompted him.

‘How often do you guys… you know…’

‘What?’

Tomás sighed. ‘How often do you guys do it?’

‘‘Do it’?’

‘Have sex.’

Edward grinned. ‘I was just kidding, I knew that’s what you meant. I just wanted to make you say it.’

Well, it helped a little to take the edge off such a subject. Edward and Tomás didn’t exactly talk about sex very often. If at all. They hardly ever really discussed it with their wives, either, for that matter.

But at least the two of them could talk to each other plainly. They could bring up sensitive subjects if they needed to. Edward had told him about the mole he was worried about on his nut sack the previous summer, and that hadn’t been so bad. Tomás had urged him to get it checked out, and it had turned out to be nothing.

So Edward shrugged off the slight awkwardness and answered, ‘I don’t know… once a week or so?’

Actually, when he thought about it, he couldn’t even remember the last time he and Casey had fucked. There were definitely weeks where they went without.

‘A few times a month?’ Edward revised his initial answer.

Tomás nodded. Then he said, ‘Me and Ana… I don’t think we had sex since… I don’t know when. The summer? Spring?’

He sounded exasperated, but somehow resigned to it. It was shocking, and yet not.

‘You think that’s the problem for her?’ Edward asked him. He didn’t need to ask Tomás how he could possibly do without sex for so long, he didn’t ask him how he could possibly refrain from fucking someone as attractive as Ana. Edward knew well enough—he was just as married as Tomás was. Edward didn’t see Casey with the same lustful eyes as he had when they were dating, or before they were married.

Sex, these days, often felt more like an obligation than a need; something to get through, rather than something to be savored.

‘It’s just not a priority anymore,’ Edward suggested, when Tomás was unable to answer. ‘I mean… it’s like that for most people when they’ve been married a while. You know what sex is going to be like… so you don’t feel like you need to do it now. You can wait. And then… you keep on waiting. Doesn’t seem like much of an issue in the moment.’

‘Yeah, something like that.’

‘You’re tired from work… and from the kids… and then you end up going ages without actually having sex…’

Tomás smiled, as though relieved that it wasn’t just a problem unique to his marriage. He said, ‘Yeah, I guess it’s like that. You can do it any time you want, right? So why do it if there’s a game on? Or if American Idol’s on? Or if you just want to work on your bike.’

Edward nodded, but didn’t comment. Tomás had been trying to restore an old Harley for years, but had never really managed to get too far with it.

‘Anyway,’ Tomás said, ‘my point is—it isn’t my fault we stopped having sex. But then Ana gets all upset the other night, because she says I don’t ‘initiate’ anything anymore…’

‘Okay…’ Edward said, finding it interesting that they were only now coming to the crux of the issue. It had taken this long for Tomás to work up the nerve to tell him the real reason behind everything.

‘…I mean, how was I to know she wanted to do it right then? Or whenever?’

‘So what happened?’

He shrugged. ‘She just got mad, and when she gets mad, there’s no fucking way I’m gonna be in the mood to do it. So she just got even madder.’

Edward sighed. He figured Casey would probably have a case if she suddenly came out and accused him of never initiating anything between them. Or of rarely doing so, anyway. Would she suddenly think something weird was going on if he tried to initiate something later that night? Out of the blue? That was the problem with suddenly doing something you haven’t done for ages—she’d probably think he was acting all guilty. Like, maybe she’d start thinking he’d been cheating on her or something.

‘She’s not going to leave you, just because of that,’ Edward said, trying to get to a point. ‘Maybe you just… I don’t know… need couples therapy, or something.’

‘Couples therapy?’

‘You know… if she’s not happy about your intimacy issues…’

He gave Edward a dark look and shook his head. Apparently, couples therapy was a no-no for him.

They sat in silence for another few minutes—silence except for the blare of the game on the TV, of course.

Then Tomás said something that really surprised Edward—shocked him, in fact. And yet he said it in the most blasé tone. Like he was simply suggesting that they all order pizza that evening, when the wives returned from shopping.

He said, ‘Maybe she just needs to go get laid or something. I don’t know.’

‘Huh?’ Edward said.

And Tomás shrugged, then added, ‘And then she’ll come back to me, and she’ll be okay again.’

Edward was rendered speechless by that. He really didn’t know what to say. He could hardly believe that Tomás would even think something like that—and yet his old friend seemed serious about it. He wasn’t cracking a joke.
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After that, the front door opened, and there were Ana and Casey, each bearing an unbelievable number of shopping bags, both looking perfectly cheerful and unconcerned by anything whatsoever.

They asked how the game had gone, showed off a few of the dresses they’d bought, and Tomás brought out some wine, and everything seemed perfectly fine, and normal, and fun, and unremarkable, and then they were ordering pizza for dinner so that nobody would have to do any cooking.

But despite all the distractions, Edward couldn’t quite get Tomás’s strange suggestion out of his head.

Would he really just let his wife go out and get laid, and then come back to him as though nothing more significant had happened than if she’d gone out to get her hair done?
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THE SECRET IS OUT


Saturday, October 7, 2017

Later, past midnight, they were driving back home, and Edward was still thinking about it. He wondered how he would feel if Casey just went out to get laid. Like it was a spa appointment, or something. She’d get her nails done, her hair cut and styled, and then her pussy seen to by a guy with a huge cock. Would that have to be such a big deal?

It certainly felt like a big deal.

At the same time, he tried to consider how Tomás might feel about it. Tomás didn’t seem to care, particularly, that he wasn’t having much sex with Ana these days. He seemed to feel their life together was otherwise perfect, more or less? So who cared if she went away to spend an afternoon with an escort every now and then, to get her itch scratched and then returned to her normal life?

His thoughts, naturally, drifted to Casey.

He didn’t exactly feel compelled to initiate anything with her tonight—even though the kids were at their grandparents’ until the next day, and they had all the space in the world in which to make some noise. She was attractive, of course, with that long, golden hair and her large brown eyes. Petite, but trim. But as she rarely felt the need to dress up when they were only seeing the Garcias, she didn’t have any makeup on right now, and only a hint of perfume. He had never stopped loving her, but these days he didn’t get a hard on just because he happened to see her undress.

They were used to each other. If it seemed like they’d gone a long time without having sex, they found a moment to do it. But they didn’t feel desperate to do it at any point. They didn’t feel that urge that they’d once had for each other, before it gradually dissolved through years of familiarity.

If he was honest, sex could be a bit of a chore. Often it seemed easier to just not do it, these days. It was a shame, but there were other things within marriage that made it worthwhile, right?

But what if Casey really needed sex, and she just wasn’t showing it to her husband? What if she was starting to get antsy, only Edward just couldn’t recognize the signs? What if it got to the point where she felt she needed to leave her husband, because she deserved to have a decent sex life?

Could he say to her, why don’t you just go out and get laid, and then come back and everything will be fine?

Would Casey ever leave him, split up their family, just to seek out a genuinely perfect life?

‘What’s up?’ Casey said, breaking the silence as they left the Garcia’s neighborhood, five minutes away from their own.

‘Huh?’

‘You’re very quiet.’

‘Oh,’ he said.

‘You had a good time watching the game?’

‘Yes,’ he said, trying to sneak glances at his wife sitting beside him, as though attempting to develop sexual arousal so that he could try and ‘initiate’ something when they got home. She did look good, even in a hooded top and a pair of faded jeans. She might not have the classic hourglass figure of someone like Ana, but she was perky, bright, sweet.

She just didn’t ever flirt with him—and he supposed, he didn’t with her anymore. They didn’t feel the need to.

They had to consciously think about getting excited by each other, in order to actually go through and have sex with each other. But wasn’t that normal in a long-term marriage?

‘What’re you doing?’

‘What d’you mean? I’m driving us home…’

‘You keep looking at me.’

Busted.

Edward felt pressured to say what was on his mind—mainly because he couldn’t think of anything else to say to explain why he’d been staring at her from the corner of his eyes. But he couldn’t betray Tomás’s confidence, could he?

After a moment, he figured that Tomás hadn’t actually told him not to talk to Casey about any of this.

Edward felt his wife’s eyes burrowing into his face because he wasn’t explaining himself, so he said, ‘Would you ever leave me?’

He heard her gasp at that. She looked at him like he was crazy. ‘What? Of course not.’

Well, that was a relief, at least.

But now he was feeling the pressure to explain why he might wonder whether she would ever leave him. She was peering at him with eyes that could draw out any secret—it was like a superpower—and he wasn’t going to get away with not providing some kind of reasoning for his question.

He said, ‘Tomás told me he thinks Ana’s thinking of leaving him.’

After revealing it, he waited for Casey to give another little gasp, and then react with outrage. But his wife kept remarkably calm.

‘He said that?’ she asked.

Edward felt his stomach sink. The way she said it, it almost seemed to confirm that what Tomás feared was the truth.

He said, ‘He said he’s pretty sure she’s… you know… bored of their lives. But he doesn’t seem to know how to deal with it.

He turned his head and saw Casey nod in understanding.

Then she said, to Edward’s relief, ‘She’s not thinking about leaving him.’ Her tone of voice suggested that she’d been talking to Ana that afternoon about all this, while they’d been shopping. But she hadn’t refuted Tomás’s concerns.

Edward pried, ‘But… so she is bored with their lives?’

Casey sighed. ‘It’s just… normal, isn’t it? I mean… they’ve been married for years. Nothing’s new anymore…’

He saw her fold her arms in front of her chest, the classic defensive position, and it made her comment seem to apply to more than just Ana’s point of view about the Garcias’ marriage.

Edward asked her, ‘Are you bored with our lives?’

Casey said immediately, ‘No,’ but it sounded more like an automatic response, rather than from thinking about it. Then, after a moment, she added, ‘I’m just… I mean… you know… it’s how it is, isn’t it? When you’ve been married a while…?’

‘Well, you settle down…’ Edward said, and then had to deal with a slightly tricky intersection. After that, he tried to shift the conversation back to the Garcias, because that seemed easier to deal with for him. He said, ‘Tomás said they had an argument—because they hardly ever have sex anymore. And he said arguing with her about it only made it… you know… more difficult to actually have sex.’

‘She has been pretty bummed out about their sex life—that’s true,’ Casey said.

They were silent as Edward turned into their street and a little way further on, turned into their driveway.

But after they came to a halt in front of the house, and he killed the engine, he decided he needed to tell Casey everything that had happened with Tomás that afternoon, even if it was a little sensitive.

He said, ‘You know, Tomás ended up saying maybe Ana should just go out and get laid. That then she might just come back to him and be happy with life.’

Casey looked at her husband with genuine surprise.

‘He said that?’

Edward shrugged. ‘It’s like… their life is perfect, apart from this one thing: they don’t really have sex anymore. So, he figured… if she could just get that… somewhere else… she’d be happy with everything.’

‘Wow,’ Casey said, genuinely taken aback.

[image: ]


When they got inside, Edward was feeling the pressure to initiate something between Casey and himself, just to demonstrate to her that they were different, that they still had sex, that she didn’t need to feel there was some big piece of her life missing.

He kept taking surreptitious looks at her, trying to gear himself up, ready for something to happen. He looked at how pretty she was, considered that she didn’t even need makeup, that other men would kill for the chance to sleep with someone as pretty as Casey. He glanced at her when she removed her hooded top in the kitchen before taking a drink from the juice bottle in the fridge. Ran his eyes over the line of her small, but perky breasts pushing against the thin, white tank top she’d been wearing under her hooded top.

He took in the sight of her trim derriere as he followed her upstairs to the bedroom, even though it was covered by her jeans.

She was gorgeous, wasn’t she? Before they’d met, he would have moved mountains for the chance to date someone who looked like her. It was just that now… they were long married, so he didn’t need to move mountains…

He sat on his side of the bed to remove his clothes, and she went into the bathroom to change into her nightwear. But she did leave the bathroom door open—what was the point in sealing herself away from him? So he could see her, reflected in the mirrors on the doors of the built-in closet in front of him. He could see her taking off her remaining clothes, stripping down to her little, white panties, before putting on her pajamas.

He was at least semi-hard, seeing her like that.

A little touching, a few kisses, a moment or two of stroking would get him hard enough for sex, right?

But then she was cleaning her teeth, taking a pee, and really not worrying about rushing anything—and why should she? It was just a normal night for her. Only, by the time she came out into the bedroom in her pajamas, what there was of Edward’s stiffness had faded away, and he felt somewhat overcome by fatigue anyway. He got up to go clean his own teeth in the bathroom, and he felt that familiar sense of being able to wait to have sex, because there was never any urgency to it these days.

Then, when he emerged from the bathroom again, the lights in the bedroom were off, and Casey was already asleep.
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HAPPINESS


Saturday, October 14, 2017

The following weekend, once again Edward found himself taking care of the kids while Casey went out to the mall with Ana, and then after dropping them off at their grandparents’ house, he drove around to Tomás and Ana’s house to watch some more college football with his good friend.

It wasn’t necessarily every weekend that they would see the Garcias like this—although during the football season, it tended to be more weekends than not. This weekend, though, both Casey and Edward seemed to feel it was important to keep the Garcia’s company, to raise their spirits if they were feeling a bit bummed out by the whole long-term state of their marital sex.

Edward thought that if he was going to have to talk some more about it with Tomás, this time he’d be a little more empathetic about it. He and Casey hadn’t had sex since the previous weekend, which meant they hadn’t had sex since… well, it had been a while now.

Was their sex life going the same way as the Garcias?

Strangely enough, though, when he got to the Garcias’ house, and rang the bell, Tomás opened the door with a huge smile on his face. He seemed like a completely different person to the man with whom Edward had watched the Trojans blast past the Beavers the previous week.

Edward was naturally curious what had happened to improve his mood so much. And since the Trojans’ game didn’t start until 5pm, they put on the Colorado at Oregon State game, and had plenty of time to talk about other stuff.

He said, ‘So… you seem a lot happier than you were last week?’

Tomás laughed, ‘It’s that obvious?’

‘Yeah. Did you… and Ana… patch things up?’

He shrugged, and then said, ‘I think she might be cheating on me.’

Edward’s heart stopped for a moment.

He couldn’t believe it. Tomás seemed so cheerful about it.

‘Wh-what?’ Edward said, feeling like doing one of those double-take head movements that cartoon characters do when something weird happens.

‘I know,’ he laughed, ‘I should be mad, right? I mean, I should be furious. I should want to go out and find the guy and ram my fist down his throat.’

‘Uh… yeah.’

‘But I don’t. Ever since we talked last week, Ana’s seemed like a different person. Completely happy. I mean, really cheerful, man.’

‘So you think she… got laid?’ Edward didn’t like to say that, particularly about the wife of his good friend, but they had originally been Tomás’s words.

He nodded, and smiled. ‘What’s the big deal?’ he said. ‘It’s just sex, right? She has her itch scratched, and then she comes back and she’s happy. She’s not moody anymore, she’s always cheerful around the kids, she makes life a joy once again.’

‘That’s… nice.’

‘She still says she loves me. She’s not antsy anymore. She looks on the bright side of life.’

‘I guess that’s what you want, right?’

He nodded again. ‘I don’t know who it is… maybe it’s the dad of one of the kids at school, you know? She meets him at drop-off… they see each other a little, during the day while the kids are at school…’

It was startling how chilled out he was about it all. He didn’t seem at all threatened by the possibility that Ana was seeing another man. And Edward didn’t want to pop that particular balloon, so he didn’t cast any doubt. Tomás was probably right, wasn’t he? It was just sex. Just a physical thing.

‘It’s like she goes to the gym a few times a week,’ he said.

Edward said, ‘You think she’s seeing him a few times a week?’

Tomás shrugged. ‘I have no idea. But she’s happy. So I praise the heavens.’

They watched the game, and had a few beers, and Edward was surprised that Tomás didn’t just want to talk about Ana over and over. It seemed like such a big deal. She was cheating on him, for goodness’ sake. But for him, apparently it was nothing to worry about.

Then Tomás suddenly asked him, ‘Did you tell Casey… I mean, what we talked about last week?’

Edward felt dread and horror fill his stomach, like oil long past its use-by date. He flushed red with pure guilt. ‘Uh… I may have… said something to her…’ he stammered.

Tomás surprised him again, by smiling and patting him on the back as though he was grateful. ‘That’s probably it, then,’ he said. ‘You told Casey, didn’t you? That I’d said maybe Ana should just go out and get freaking laid. And then, I guess, she went right out and did that.’

Edward nodded, relieved that his friend wasn’t furious with him for betraying his confidence.

‘Maybe that’s what happened,’ he said, quietly, still feeling guilty.

Had Casey spoken to Ana about it? Of course she had. And Edward would have put money on the fact that the headline point had been the part about Tomás suggesting Ana go out and get laid in order to scratch her itch. It seemed entirely logical that was what had happened.

Tomás said, ‘So… the way I think of it, it isn’t really cheating at all, is it?’

‘Uh…’

‘Because I was the one who said she could do it, and she’s just doing what I suggested.’

Edward nodded. He had a point. ‘I guess so, I guess so.’

Tomás chuckled, ‘You know, it does make a difference that it’s not cheating. I trusted her before, I trust her now. And now… you know… our life is perfect.’

Edward was happy for him. Happy for them. He was a little surprised that Ana would do such a thing, even if she’d heard from Casey that Tomás was okay with it. She’d never seemed like the kind of woman who would cheat on her husband. But—well, maybe Tomás was right, and it wasn’t technically cheating.

When the Trojans game began, Tomás seemed so content with life that he focused entirely on the game. It turned out to be a much tougher game than the previous weekend, with the Trojans down by 21 points to seven at half-time, before rallying back to take the win by just one point, 28 to 27. But while the game was tense, Edward found himself thinking about Casey.

Tomás might have been completely content with the way his relationship problem had been solved, but Edward was now worrying that his own sex life with Casey had deteriorated in the same way as the Garcias’. Would Casey decide that she wanted to just go out and get laid, too?

How would Edward feel about his wife meeting up with one of the other dads from school, for an occasional tumble in the hay during the school day?

He was a little confused. He wasn’t quite sure how he felt about such a possibility.
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Then the wives came back at dinner time, bringing food with them from the California Pizza Kitchen.

And, even though she hadn’t seemed particularly miserable the previous weekend, Edward noticed that Ana did seem to be more up-beat and cheerful when she came back from shopping with Casey this evening.

Casey also seemed to be somewhat more bubbly than usual. Edward liked that.

All evening, they were drinking plenty—except for Edward, who was planning on driving himself and Casey back home at the end of proceedings—and in a strangely celebratory mood. Edward noticed how Ana was being around Tomás, and it was distinctly affectionate—lots of little touches, a hand on his shoulder here, an arm around his waist there, even the occasional little kiss.

The two of them appeared the picture of marital bliss.

Edward couldn’t rid himself of the thought that Ana had started an affair with someone. Would she really do that?

A few times while they were having dinner, Ana noticed Edward looking at her and trying to figure her out. When their eyes connected, she kept flashing him sweet smiles—in a way that she hadn’t ever really done before, despite how long they’d known each other. Edward suspected that she was trying to quietly show her gratitude to him, for talking to Tomás and for passing on details of his concerns to Casey, and thereby to her.

Was she grateful to him for what was happening?

It rather startled Edward, to feel responsible for Ana starting an affair.

At the same time, he rather liked the way she smiled at him that night. It made him feel warm inside—and, later on that evening, her glances became almost flirtatious. Perhaps that was because she thought he shared the secret of knowing that she was now sleeping with another man. It had the unintended consequence of opening Edward’s eyes to just how attractive Ana was. She was wearing a tight, red summer dress that really showed off her exquisite curves to great effect.

Edward thought that whoever she was having an affair with was a very lucky guy.
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Then he was driving Casey home, and it was late, and Casey had been drinking quite a lot—and was very giggly as a result.

‘Ana seemed much happier tonight,’ Edward said, as they turned out of the Garcias’ street.

‘Uh-huh, wasn’t she?’ Casey grinned. She sounded like she knew something that he didn’t.

‘Tomás thinks she might be having an affair.’

Casey turned to look at him with wide eyes. ‘He said that?’

Her flabbergasted tone suggested either that she was highly surprised that Tomás had already guessed that Ana was having an affair—or that Ana wasn’t having an affair at all, and she was surprised Tomás would believe that she was.

‘Yeah, he thinks that’s why she’s suddenly gotten a lot happier this week. He thinks it might be one of the other dads from school.’

Casey put a hand over her mouth and giggled. Then she asked, ‘Is he mad at her because he thinks she’s having an affair?’

Again, her tone of voice was highly informative—in this case, telling Edward that Ana wasn’t, in fact, having an affair, and that she thought Tomás a little ridiculous that he had jumped to that conclusion.

Edward said, ‘Well, no, actually. He’s kind of happy about it. He thinks it’s the reason she’s been so cheerful and up-beat this week, all of a sudden. And he seems in favor of anything that makes her happy.’

‘He is?’

He nodded. ‘He seems to think that if she just slips out during the day to get her little fix of… you know… that she’ll come back to him happy as anything—and their life will be just perfect.’

Casey raised a thoughtful eyebrow. ‘Interesting,’ she said. Then, she added, ‘She’s not been having an affair.’

Edward shrugged. ‘Ah well. So what’s made her so happy this week?’

Casey giggled. ‘Because I’ve been telling her all week she should have an affair. And that Tomás would be all right with it if she did. And slowly, she’s been getting used to the idea.’

Edward raised his eyebrows at that. For a moment, he considered whether Casey might be joking—but her tone was completely serious, and as he turned his head to glance at her, she looked totally for real, too.

‘Wow,’ he said. He actually felt his pulse quicken a little, and maybe even a little tingle of arousal. It was actually a little exciting that Casey was trying to talk Ana into an affair, though Edward wasn’t entirely sure why. Perhaps because he knew it was what Tomás wanted—that his friend hoped that Ana might take the initiative to seek out the only part of her perfect life that was missing.

‘Isn’t it wild?’ Casey smiled. She had her feet up on the dashboard, her thighs spread almost as though she was sitting cross-legged, though her feet were together. And she was casually stroking her legs. ‘Ana’s very wary of doing anything with anyone she didn’t really trust, she’s so paranoid about people finding out.’

‘Is there someone she likes?’ Edward asked her. ‘Maybe one of the other dads from school?’

Casey giggled. ‘Maybe, yeah.’

They were turning into their own neighborhood, now. Edward was feeling quite cheerful himself. Happy for Tomás, really. His friend was going to end up with exactly what he wanted—a happy wife, a perfect life. Even if it meant she was slipping out occasionally to have sex with another guy.

‘Tomás said he thought it would be just like she was going off to the gym a few times each week,’ he said to Casey, demonstrating how strangely fine Tomás was with the idea of Ana getting her sexual kicks elsewhere.

‘And he’s not at all jealous?’ Casey inquired.

Edward shook his head. ‘He’s really not. He kind of accepts that they don’t really have sex anymore, that things have faded between them because they’ve been married so long. Overfamiliarity, you know?’

She nodded.

Then Casey looked over at him, and said very seriously, ‘What do you think of the idea… that I might do the same as Ana?’
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Edward gasped. He felt his stomach churn, and fill with ice-cold dread.

Casey wanted to have an affair!

He suddenly felt a wave of fear—was she going to leave him? What was going to happen to their family? Would she take the kids with her? How on Earth was he going to cope on his own without her?

He felt like she was wrenching his heart out through his throat.

‘You want… to see someone else?’ He stammered.

She gave him a sympathetic smile. ‘Not… if you’re not okay with it…’

He felt confused at that. Of course he was going to say he wasn’t okay with it—who would want his wife to go out and have an affair? Well, apart from Tomás. That was different. Edward still had sex with his wife.

He looked over at Casey. Didn’t she love him anymore?

She said, ‘You have to admit, we are kind of like Ana and Tomás.’

‘We have sex,’ Edward declared.

Casey shrugged. ‘Not very often. And it’s… you know… never really a priority.’

‘But—’

‘It’s perfectly normal,’ she insisted. ‘We’ve been married for ages. We’re overfamiliar. We know exactly what we’re going to get when we do have sex, so we feel like there’s no great urgency to have it all that frequently.’

It sounded exactly like the thing he and Tomás had been talking about. Edward felt a bitter irony in the air.

They pulled into the driveway, and after stopping in front of the garage doors, Edward killed the engine.

‘Don’t you love me anymore?’

Casey sighed. ‘You know I love you. Of course I love you. And I’ll never stop. And,’ she said, with added emphasis, ‘this doesn’t mean I’m leaving you. We have the perfect life together. The perfect kids, the perfect home, the perfect everything. Except for sex.’

Edward groaned. ‘I can work at it.’

She put a hand on his thigh, as though trying to reassure him. And yet his whole body seemed to want to cry out: but you want to have an affair!

‘You shouldn’t have to work at it,’ she said. ‘It should just be something you want to do.’

God damn it. How could Tomás be so calm about this kind of thing?

Edward remembered Tomás saying it was only sex. It would be just as though Ana was slipping out during an evening to go to the gym. Then she’d be back, looking all fresh and cheerful, freshly showered, and happy to go on with her life with Tomás and the kids as if nothing had happened whatsoever.

Was that what Casey wanted?

He said, ‘So that’s it, is it? You’ve decided? You and Ana are going to go out and find some guys at a bar somewhere… or at the school gates…’

Casey said, ‘I don’t think we’ll have to look very far.’

Edward nodded. His insides seemed to be entirely liquid by now. And something was swimming around in there. He couldn’t believe what they were talking about. But to give Casey the benefit of the doubt, she did seem to be quite sober by this point. Her crazy idea wasn’t driven purely by alcohol.

Well, she’d been discussing it with Ana all week, hadn’t she?

He said, ‘Do we… tell the kids?’

She shook her head. ‘Nobody needs to know about this except us.’

‘And the Garcias,’ he pointed out.

‘And the Garcias,’ she agreed.

‘And whichever guys you end up sleeping with,’ he further pointed out.

Casey nodded.

He said, ‘We’d just better hope they’ll be the kind of guys who won’t tell anyone else who they’re sleeping with.’

Casey said, ‘Well, I’d hope so.’

They just sat in the dark in silence, stewing in the weirdness of all this. Edward was suddenly terrified that his wife was going to meet some guy for sex, and it would end up with her naked pictures shared all over the Internet. You heard some awful stories about poor women whose privacy was completely ruined by a spurned lover posting their pictures on porn sites.

Then Casey asked him quietly, ‘Do you like Ana?’

He said, ‘Sure. You know I do.’

‘Do you think she’s attractive?’

Edward smiled, thinking that Casey was trying to find out how easy it would be for Ana to attract the right guy for her affair. Trying to be reassuring, he said, ‘She’s completely gorgeous, you know that. She’s not going to have any problem⁠—’

But then Casey interrupted him, saying, ‘What would you think about… maybe sleeping with her, instead of me, for a while?’

Edward nearly choked at that.
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‘What the—?’

They went into the house and closed the front door securely behind them before they got into it any more than that. Neither of them wanted the neighbors to overhear anything.

Casey was trying to head off any potential anger from Edward, saying, ‘She really likes you… and she knows you, she trusts you…’

He said, ‘Did you talk her into this? Is this because you want to have an affair, too, so you thought you’d get me involved with Ana, so I couldn’t possibly refuse you doing the same thing?’

He didn’t like feeling manipulated.

Casey sat on the couch. ‘It’s not like that,’ she said. ‘We just talked about who would be the best possible guy for her, and she suggested you.’

‘So how’s Tomás going to feel about his wife sleeping with me?’

‘You said he was in favor of her seeing someone. You think he’d be upset if it was you? Someone he knows? Someone he trusts?’

Edward sighed. He was pacing the room.

Casey said, ‘Surely it would be better to do it this way, rather than involve any strangers?’

Edward stopped. ‘How do you mean, rather than involve any strangers?’

She sighed, as though she’d forgotten to tell him something. Then she said, ‘Well, if you went to see Ana… I could… maybe… see Tomás while you were busy.’

Edward gasped again.

‘You want to sleep with Tomás?’

‘It wouldn’t be about him. It would just be… you know… sex with somebody different. For all four of us. Like going to the gym… then once it’s done, we go back to our normal lives.’

Like going to the gym. That was going to become a constant refrain, he could tell.

It just seemed unbelievable.

‘You want me to have sex with your friend. And you’ll have sex with my friend?’ He said, as though the arrangement wasn’t entirely clear in her head.

‘Yes.’ Then, she added, ‘I think it would be good for us.’

Edward tried to picture Casey in Tomás’s arms. Casey going to bed with Tomás. Casey bouncing on Tomás’s cock. Strangely, he didn’t feel jealous. He didn’t feel threatened. He felt nervous, sure, but he didn’t feel quite the same terror he’d experienced when she’d first said she wanted an affair.

Perhaps it was because she’d explained it as being just like going to the gym. Going to the gym, and then once her ‘workout’ was complete, returning to their normal life. She’d feel energized, refreshed, and would happily go back to the rest of their perfect life without changing anything else.

‘You’re not going to fall in love with… the gym… are you?’

She giggled. ‘No. It’s just about having a workout… and then coming home.’

He laughed. ‘You might need to buy some new workout clothes.’

She flashed her eyes. ‘Maybe.’

They went upstairs. The tension between them seemed to have dissipated. A little light humor helped downplay the drama. Edward thought of how Tomás had accepted the idea of his wife having an affair as a way to solve the one flaw in their otherwise perfect life, and decided he needed to try and think like Tomás. No jealousy. Just acceptance. His sex life with Casey had faded, he couldn’t deny that. And maybe this was one way to keep everybody happy, without really risking anything.

It would stay between the four of them. Strictly between the four of them.

In the bedroom, Edward asked, ‘How does Tomás feel about all this? Are you going to tell him you want to sleep with him while I sleep with Ana?’

Casey said, ‘Ana’s telling him about the idea right now. I guess we’ll find out soon enough.’

Then they were getting undressed for bed. Edward felt unexpectedly calm. He found that he was beginning to get over the shock, beginning to accept what was being proposed. He wasn’t entirely sure how he’d feel when it actually came time to see Ana—and for Casey to see Tomás—but he was now thinking that it was probably better all around to do this with two people they trusted, rather than risk bringing in strangers.

He was pulling on his PJs now. Casey had gone into the bathroom to put on hers, but once again he could see through the doorway. He could see her strip down to her underwear. She was beautiful, but even now, he didn’t feel any urgency to try and persuade her to have sex tonight.

Maybe she was right that they just needed to have a little break from marital sex.


PART II


UNEXPECTED RELEASE
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He breathed in her perfume. She was just stunning. How could Tomás let her do this? How could he even let her out of his sight?

But now she was here, sitting with him, her knee just an inch away from his, Edward knew that just at that moment, Tomás was probably leading Casey through to his bedroom, and he wouldn’t be even thinking about what was going on with Ana.

‘You are okay with this?’ Ana said, suddenly concerned, as though she hadn’t imagined Edward would ever have doubts about what was going on.

Edward smiled, not wanting to scare her, if she was going to start having concerns. But it had the unintended consequence of making him seem more confident than he was, and to reassure her that this was all perfectly fine.

‘Uh… yeah,’ he said, his mind slipping back to what Casey had written in that last text. ‘I’m okay.’

‘It’s just a bit weird, isn’t it?’ she gave him an understanding, sympathetic smile and put her hand on his knee, reassuring him—or perhaps, claiming him. ‘I mean… we’ve known each other for years… and for years, I’ve only ever been with Tomás…’

‘Yeah.’

God, the way she leaned forward, he could see down her dress, or nightshirt, or whatever it was. He could see her beautiful breasts, or at least the parts her extravagant black lace bra allowed him to see. She had much more cleavage than Casey, it was hard not to compare.

‘And you’ve only been with Casey for years.’

‘That’s right.’

‘But that’s why it’s okay, isn’t it?’ she said, smiling sweetly at him, flashing that warm desire at him, bowling him over with the sense that she might be attracted to him, she might want him, and something crazy might just happen.

He hadn’t felt like this in a long time. Not since he’d started dating Casey. Flirtation. Uncertain desire. It was more thrilling than he even remembered.

She said, ‘We all trust each other… we’ve all consented to try this… and we know it’s just something between us.’

‘Yes, it is,’ he swallowed, feeling himself blush as he recognized her catching him staring at her breasts, and yet the way she smiled at him some more, and leaned into his gaze as though openly letting him stare, made him realize she was available to him. He didn’t have to avert his eyes for fear of offending someone, or for fear of making his wife jealous.

‘It’s not cheating,’ Ana said. ‘It’s just four close friends… enjoying being a little closer…’

‘Right…’

‘And… you know… enjoying sex from a different… perspective…’

He caught his breath as she said that. They might have all consented to this, but that didn’t make the reality of this arrangement any less shocking to someone who had assumed nothing like this would ever happen to him again. Now it was Ana’s turn to run her eyes all over him, her gaze lingering on his crotch, unafraid to be caught staring, perhaps even staking her claim to it.

Then her eyes flicked back up to his, and she grinned playfully at the whole naughtiness of this situation.

Sex… had she really just said that?

‘You think they’re okay?’ he asked her, not needing to explain to whom he was referring.

She laughed. ‘Of course. Why wouldn’t they be?’

She put her hand on his upper thigh—far too high on his leg to be anything other than a sexual overture. Just inches from the growing bulge in his pants.

‘You don’t have to think about them,’ she said, and perhaps she was right. But now the thought was there in his head—of Casey and Tomás doing the same kind of thing that he was doing with Ana right now—he couldn’t let go of it.

‘I know,’ he said, putting a hand on hers as she held it there on his thigh.

Was Casey as nervous right now as he was, as the moment neared when she would seduce Tomás? Or had the two of them simply dashed into the bedroom, tore off each other’s clothes, and immediately gone at it?

Were they already fucking each other?

Edward felt an unexpected surge of arousal at the thought of his wife in the throes of passion with their friend, Tomás. Was he jealous? It didn’t feel like it. Perhaps it was because, as Ana had just said, this was just something between the four of them. No big deal. Just two couples who trusted each other enjoying sex from a different perspective.

What did Casey think about Tomás? Was she pleased with what she had?

Ana leaned into him. Every breath he took was saturated with her fragrance, now. He could almost feel the heat radiating off her body.

‘It’s just us, now,’ she said, softly, and now her hand moved out from under his—and up to cup the hardness that was raising a tent in his overly tight pants.

They were really doing this. Edward felt his heart rate beginning to soar. And yet, though he recognized just how beautiful a woman Ana was—after years of mentally downgrading her because of her status as Casey’s best friend—he found his feelings were not straightforward about wanting to sleep with her.

Strangely, it wasn’t just simple desire that he felt for her. The straightforward lust to take her, and fuck her, and be done with it. It was more complicated than that. For some reason, he felt that if he did this, if he actually took Ana, if he kissed her, and touched her, and fucked her—oh my!—then it would almost confirm that Casey was definitely doing the same with Tomás.

And if Casey flaked out on this occasion, then perhaps if Edward and Ana actually went through with it, it would push Casey to do it for real with Tomás after she found out.

Gazing deep into his eyes, Ana slowly rose from the couch. She swung a knee over his, straddling his leg, her hands moving up to his collar as she leaned into him, as her head approached his, as she almost kissed his lips, and then moved to whisper something into his ear.

‘You wanna fuck me, Edward?’

He could hardly believe she’d said it. Almost thought he’d imagined it.

‘Uhh-huh,’ he said.

Then she whispered, ‘You ever fucked a Latina before?’ And she kissed his ear.

He chuckled, ‘You know I haven’t, Ana. You always used to tease me about it, before Casey and I got married.’

‘Well,’ she smiled sweetly, ‘Now you get to see what you missed out on.’

She tilted her head a little, and kissed his lips, and he was just overwhelmed with her scent, her softness, her warmth, her sweetness—with the reality of what was happening. Yet the thought at the forefront of his mind was this: now Casey had to do it. She had to sleep with Tomás. There was no going back.

And, most unexpectedly of all, he suddenly felt a whole new desire for his wife.

Maybe it was some kind of strange psychological response akin to jealousy. He knew his wife was with another man, and so his body was gearing itself up to fight back for her, to reclaim her—by suddenly increasing the level of lust it felt for her. The thought of Casey being with Tomás made Edward want her more than ever.

But this new feeling inside him also wanted Casey to have actually slept with Tomás. And for that to happen, it seemed like he’d have to go through with sleeping with Ana.

Maybe it all just came down to managing his thoughts. He was experiencing these feelings as a way for his own mind to deal with the guilt of infidelity. As a way for him to justify, in his head, being with Ana after he’d promised at the altar to be faithful to Casey.

Ana was staring quizzically at him, and he realized he’d zoned out. Their kiss had ended, but he had been thinking about Casey, about this whole deal. Rather than getting on with enjoying Ana.

He gave her a little smile, reassuring her that he was okay.

‘Just getting my head around this…’ he murmured.

She nodded, and kissed him again—including some tongue, which felt so very filthy, he couldn’t believe it.

Then she leaned back, and her hands moved to his crotch again—to his belt. She was working on unfastening it. She smiled, and said, ‘I think we need to… break the ice, don’t you?’

Oh Jesus, she was on the floor, kneeling between his legs, pulling open his belt, fumbling with his fly. She was rushing a little, as though struggling to start something properly sexual before one or other of them changed their minds. Or, perhaps, before either Casey or Tomás changed their minds, and called to stop her.

Was this really happening?

It all seemed so unexpected, so startlingly wrong.

And yet that was the whole point, wasn’t it? To disrupt the predictability, the routine, the tedium of their comfortable suburban lives.

Ana leaned back for a moment, and slipped off first one, and then the other strap of the babydoll dress off her shoulders. The thing floated down her body to reveal that sexy black lace bra, and her bare midriff. God, she looked good.

She smiled, noticing him admiring her.

Then her hands were on his crotch, forcing open his pants, and for the first time since he was in college, he suddenly wondered if his cock was big enough, what someone else might think of it—because he knew she would compare it to Tomás’s, she couldn’t fail to, being married to him.

Casey had never complained.

Ana, though, was used to someone else.

‘Mmmm….’ she moaned as he felt his manhood suddenly spring free, such a strange feeling in the presence of someone who was not his wife.

Was she happy with what she’d got?

Was that the moan of someone satisfied with the dick in her hands?

She gazed up at him with adoring eyes and licked the underside of his shaft as though it was the most wonderful frozen dessert.

She was so pretty.

She had such gorgeous eyes, such delightful lips.

But it was Ana; it was Tomás’s wife, Ana. It was Ana, who invited them to dinner parties and barbecues and Easter egg hunts and trips to the damn beach. Ana, who had the kids round for a sleepover sometimes, or dropped her kids off at theirs for a sleepover.

Ana, who was not his wife Casey, kneeling down on the floor and taking Edward’s big, hard cock in her mouth, ducking her head down to sink deep on his shaft.

God.

Ana tucking her hair back behind her ear again, forcing his pants all the way down to his ankles, and then sucking on his big dick, like it could somehow save her life.

He put his hands gently on her bobbing head, hardly believing at what he was seeing, what he was feeling. He brushed her soft hair back out of her face and moaned at the heat of her mouth engulfing his manhood.

Was Casey doing this with Tomás yet? She had to be. Did his wife have another man’s cock stuffed in her mouth?

Ana giggled, something amusing her as she continued to suck his cock. Her hands moved away from him, and then she was reaching back, to grab the black satin garment and push it down her body from her waist. She shuffled her hips, and then it was off, and as she sank down on his shaft again, he could see past her head to where her heart-shaped behind rose up. And he could see the whale-tail of her black lacy panties plunging down into the glorious roundness of her curvaceous bottom.

God, she was good at this. He loved how she looked up at him with those big, dark eyes. The way she smirked, amused at how naughty they were being, while obviously enjoying herself in doing it.

He loved the way she rubbed her pretty face all over his dick, like she was marking herself as his.

He loved how her platinum wedding ring glinted on her finger as she pumped his shaft with her hand.

Was Casey rubbing her face all over Tomás’s big dick in that very same moment? Flashing her wedding ring as she jacked his stiff shaft? Was she making happy slurping noises as she sucked on him, and lashed her tongue around his pole?

Leaning forward, Edward reached down, put his hands under her shoulders, urging her up. She went with it willingly, pushing herself up to kiss his mouth, smiling as she kissed him. It was wonderful how much she was enjoying this, how he was making her feel good. So often with Casey, it had gotten to the point where he didn’t even know if she liked doing it with him anymore. Her mouth was wet, and she tasted faintly of what she’d been sucking on. For some reason it didn’t put him off, it even seemed hot in a funny kind of way.

Somehow, it made Ana seem like a naughty girl, too. After all, she was stepping out on her marriage as well, wasn’t she? Thinking about her that way made her seem even hotter as well.

But thinking about Ana sucking his cock, and now kissing his mouth, made him think about whether Casey’s mouth might be the same right now. Tasting faintly of cock—another man’s cock.

God, he wanted Casey right now. How insane was that? He craved sex with his wife.

But that wasn’t the arrangement, now, was it?

That wasn’t what the women had talked about, all last week, and then finally revealed to their menfolk late on Saturday night. That wasn’t what had been agreed when Casey asked if Edward could take a long lunch on Wednesday and return home for a nice little hour-long visit from Ana.

So here it was, the kids were at school, and this afternoon Edward and Ana were making out like it was first year in college. Edward turning her so that she was the one sitting on the couch, with him on the floor in front of her, peeling off her black lacy panties to reveal the most beautiful pussy, already glistening with her arousal, with not a hint of fur between her legs.

Edward sank down between her trim thighs, breathing in the spicy scent of her excitement as he approached her sex. Ana gasped and then moaned as he gently touched his mouth over her slit, and Edward took his first taste of her pussy.

It was exciting, being with somebody different. And Ana was so gorgeous—to the point where he still had a hard time believing she and Tomás could possibly have any kind of sexual problems with each other. Casey was attractive, of course, or else he would never have married her, but after years together, it was not the same. You overlooked it. You took your partner for granted. It was a real shame, but he knew she felt the same way about him.

And now, he felt that buzz of new relationship energy, as he teased her a little by withdrawing from her pussy, to push himself up and kiss her mouth some more. He felt the butterflies fluttering in his stomach, and the blood fizzing in his veins as he reached around to remove her bra, and expose her stunning breasts.

She was different from Casey—brown hair, dark eyes, hairless pussy, large breasts and ample rear—and that did thrill him.

He kissed his way back down her stomach again and eased back between her thighs to slip his tongue into her slippery folds. Thinking, as he went how unexpected it was that the thrill was so much more than merely having sex with somebody else. There was the fact that this new lover was really responding to his efforts for once, and that she took excitement from being with him, from getting to see him like this, to touch him, to fuck him. But his thoughts kept on returning to what Casey must be doing with Tomás, at whether his wife was naked and sucking on cock, or perhaps already on her back getting plowed.

The most unexpected part of this whole arrangement was that he now wanted Casey like he hadn’t for a long while. He wanted her, in the knowledge that she’d just been a very wicked wife and had just slept with their friend.

He wanted her, fresh from having had sex with another man.

But that wasn’t the arrangement.

They’d agreed to use each other’s spouses for sex. To see if that made life complete for them all. Edward could get all of that business out of the way with a little visit from Ana. And Casey could get all of that done with a little visit to Tomás. And then they could just go back to being a happy married couple, taking care of the kids together, watching TV together in the evenings, heading to bed without all that angst about whether one of them might want sex that night, even if the other one was too tired, or not in the mood, or whatever.

This was pretty simple, wasn’t it?

It was just delightful, sucking on Ana’s tidy pussy. It wasn’t that he needed a woman to shave, or wax, or whatever. It was just different. She tasted good, and she smelled good, and she made such sexy little noises as he lapped up her copious juices, or gently teased her clit with his nose, and his lips.

It reminded him that he hadn’t done this with Casey for an absolute age. When had that kind of thing stopped between them? They’d been taking short cuts in sex for years, now. Maybe that was part of the problem.

Ana looked down at him with such surprise as he slid his tongue inside her—and then, since he wasn’t exactly Gene Simmons, replaced it with a finger, and then two, and focused on carefully sucking on her clit. It made him wonder if Tomás had neglected this aspect of foreplay recently, like he had.

She certainly seemed to enjoy it.

‘Yes… yes… yes… please… please… oh God…’

Edward felt good in obliging her. Covering his face with her wetness as he used everything he had available to coax pleasure into her shivering body. She was gasping, squealing, whimpering as he devoured her, her hands grasping the couch so hard, she might leave marks in the leather.

It was so sweet. He’d never heard Ana make noises like this, and he was doing it to her. It got to the point where he just hooked his arms under her thighs and pressed his face to her sex, and she was wriggling and writhing underneath him, doing the actual work to rub her pussy up against his mouth—she took control, and knew exactly how to get off on his face. Closing her legs around his head, working her hips, swearing like a trooper as her body began to shudder and twist and jerk, as the most almighty climax exploded between her legs.

‘Oh my God…’ she breathed, after that, as he moved up to kiss her mouth again, her body now sparkling with perspiration like she was a goddamn Twilight vampire.

She looked at him with unbridled astonishment, as though he’d just made the Statue of Liberty disappear or something.

He could get used to this.

A man always liked to be appreciated.

And then, quite suddenly, startling both of them, the air was split apart by a loud, electronic, bleeping alarm.

Ana’s eyes widened.

‘Oh my God… I’m so sorry…’ she said, sitting up, though she pulled Edward up for another slow, sensual kiss lubricated with her wetness. ‘I’ve got to go pick up the kids from school.’

Edward felt stunned. ‘What?’

Ana smiled and took hold of his hard cock in one hand, before her expression turned regretful that she couldn’t, apparently, make any more use of it that afternoon. ‘We said only an hour, this first time,’ she said. ‘Didn’t we?’

‘Yeah… but…’

‘So, unfortunately, that’s our hour up.’

She showed him her phone, and specifically the clock on her phone. Sure enough, time had flown by ridiculously fast. How on Earth had that happened? They’d made out a little… they’d explored each other a little, orally… but where had the hour gone?

‘We can do this again real soon, can’t we?’ She said, tugging on his cock, though still with that apologetic expression on her face. No time, even to make him come.

‘Yeah… uh… of course.’

She stood, and paused a moment, letting him drink in the sight of her blessedly naked form. ‘I mean… we said it would only be something brief today, right? So we could see if we really like each other…’

‘Yeah, we did,’ he nodded, though he still felt that pang of dissatisfaction, of disappointment at the abrupt end to their enjoyment.

‘Well,’ she ducked down to kiss his lips one more time, ‘I’d say we do really like each other, huh?’

‘Uh… Hell yeah.’

Ana giggled. ‘Then I’m sure we’ll be able to arrange another time soon, right?’ She stooped to pick up her underwear and stepped into her panties. ‘Oooo… maybe we should arrange some kind of date for Saturday night? The kids could stay with the Grandparents…’

She pulled on her babydoll dress, and then her coat, and glanced at the clock on her phone again. ‘I’ve just got time to get home and take a shower…’

He said, ‘You could take one here…’

She laughed, ‘I would love that… only, I need to change into some fresh clothes, and I didn’t bring them with me.’

He raised his eyebrows at that. Thinking about how sure Casey had been to take a little overnight bag to her liaison with Tomás, in which she had a full set of fresh clothes so that she could go straight on to collect the kids from school after the hour-long session agreed.

‘My house is on the way to school,’ Ana explained. ‘I figured it would be easy to just stop off there on my way to get the kids…’

He escorted her back to the front door, and they enjoyed another sweet and intimate kiss just before he opened the door for her. Once it was open, however, they had to pretend to be just good friends all over again, in case any neighbors were watching.

‘I’m sorry she couldn’t be here to see you,’ he said.

‘It’s okay,’ she said, ‘I know how solid the traffic gets sometimes… but I really have to go pick up the kids from school now…’

Then she was gone, in her little red Toyota Camry, leaving Edward to tidy up the living room, and open the windows to air out the place before the kids got home with mom. And despite being left hanging, he nevertheless felt the buzz of exhilaration for what had happened that afternoon.

Stepping into the shower, upstairs, however, even if his head was filled with the scorching memories of foreplay with Ana, his thoughts soon turned to Casey, wondering how far she had gone with Tomás.

Had they gone all the way?
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He was there when she came back from picking up the kids, feeling like he hadn’t seen her in months, the heart growing fonder with the whole absence thing, except that it had only been since lunch time that he hadn’t seen her.

It was like normal, except that he was there to open the door for the kids, giving them both a hug on their return from school. And while the children scurried off to watch TV, he had seen Casey come inside, carrying their schoolbags, and he’d scooped her up in his arms before planting a big kiss on her lips.

She’d been more than a little surprised at that, of course. She let him kiss her a moment or two, perhaps even enjoying it, but then she didn’t want him doing that in front of the children—more so, it seemed, because it was out of character for them, than because it was an inappropriate PDA.

‘Everything okay?’ she asked him, in a hushed voice.

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘You?’

‘Great,’ she said, her eyes saying to him: whatever it is, it should probably wait until later, when the kids are asleep.

He smiled at her awkwardness, and it only made her seem more awkward, because she couldn’t figure him out, couldn’t work out why he was looking at her like that, as though he had a monumental crush on her, and she’d come in wearing a bikini or something, instead of these jeans and a baggy t-shirt that was hardly flattering.

He wanted to ask her so many questions—at the very least, to get her to confirm how far things had gone between Tomás and her. But his gut feeling was that something significant had happened. Casey had a kind of glow about her, an energy that she didn’t normally have. Her eyes were bright, her movements were sharp, her demeanor was downright perky.

She’d had sex. He was sure of it. And it made her so unbelievably desirable in his eyes.

His Casey. Sex with another man.

God.

But he appreciated that his staring, and his lust for her, was unexpected and out of place. She didn’t know how to deal with it—particularly with the kids around.

‘Later,’ he said, nodding.

‘Later,’ she agreed, and moved past him to drop the kids’ bags off in the study nook, and head into the kitchen to begin preparing dinner.

‘You want me to cook tonight?’ he asked her, leaning against the kitchen doorway as she ducked down to pull the pans she needed from the cupboard beside the dishwasher.

Even in jeans, he could admire her figure as she reached for that bottom shelf.

‘No, it’s okay, it’s my turn,’ she said. ‘Go play with the kids.’

He did so, feeling a touch disappointed that she hadn’t seemed all that delighted to see him, after what they’d all done that afternoon. Maybe he was being paranoid or reading too much into things. He guessed she was just back in her mom mode, and couldn’t dwell on what had happened before picking the kids up from school.

He told himself she was really just treating him like normal. Either because she was much better at waiting until the kids were asleep to start thinking about what had happened that afternoon than he was, or because she was sticking to the letter of their agreement. For her, sex was now something she did with Tomás. Everything else in her home life, her married life, was the same as it ever had been.

Edward slipped out of the kitchen and went to play video games with Isla. Why was he feeling so anxious? His heart was skipping along as though he had been out on a first date with Casey and wasn’t sure whether she would want a second.

He had to try and calm down. He had to leave things until the kids were asleep.
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Later, when the kids were finally settled, he came downstairs after checking on them, and was itching to ask her all about her afternoon.

But he sat on the couch, at the opposite end to Casey, and couldn’t quite bring himself to distract her from the end of her show.

Jesus. He wanted to just jump on her.

Maybe it was because Ana hadn’t let him finish, because their hour had run out too quickly. Casey would probably think him crazy, or even worse—pathetic. He didn’t like that thought. If she thought they had taken the whole sex thing out of their marriage, albeit temporarily as they trialed this arrangement, and here he was, obsessed with it, she might think him a fucking loser.

So, he sat in silence as they figured out what to watch, and then when they started to watch a new Tom Cruise sci-fi thriller. He was thinking it might be better for her to raise the subject of their afternoon’s sojourn, if they were to discuss things. Then he wouldn’t seem desperate.

He tried not to let her catch him taking surreptitious glances at her, or outright staring at her, sitting there curled up on the couch in her pajamas. He had to be careful—thinking about her being with Tomás, noticing how graceful her curves were under those PJs, wondering if Tomás had seen her naked, if he had touched her between her thighs.

If he had entered her.

He had to be careful not to zone out while he was thinking about her infidelity, and be caught in a daze, staring at her. Or caught with an enormous erection while he sat on the couch gazing at her.

Thinking about how he’d kissed her at the door that afternoon after she’d come back with the kids. Thinking that, perhaps, those lips of hers had been around another man’s cock only minutes before that kiss. She’d had a shower in the intervening time, sure. He’d smelled the shampoo on her golden hair. But, still.

He wanted to ask her, right there and then, if she’d fucked him. And then tear off those pajamas and take her for himself. Devour her sullied, unfaithful body.

Only, then they were watching the movie. And then it was late, so it was time to go to bed—to go to sleep. And Casey hadn’t said anything about anything.

Edward was pretty disappointed.
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They were in the bedroom—or at least, Edward was in the bedroom, lounging back on the bed, trying to make it look as though he was reading his Elmore Leonard book. Casey was in the en suite bathroom, brushing her teeth.

Edward noticed her little overnight bag was lurking in a corner, beside the laundry basket. And it dawned on him that before she’d changed into her pajamas, she had definitely been wearing different clothes to the ones he had seen her in before she went out to see Tomás.

The realization made him catch his breath.

She’d put on fresh clothing. Something must have happened. If it hadn’t—or if there had been nothing more than a little kissing—then why would she have had a complete change of outfit before picking the girls up from school?

There must have been some kind of sexual activity.

His pulse raced. His manhood thickened in his sweatpants. He felt such a craving for his wife, as he couldn’t remember having for years. Perhaps even since before they were married.

She came back into the bedroom, turned her back on him, sat on her side of the bed—all completely as normal. As though nothing special had happened that day, whatsoever. She seemed so calm, so relaxed. So totally unfazed by anything.

It made him think she must have not only had sex, but had good sex. Tomás had given her an orgasm. She felt sexually fulfilled. That was why she was now so calm, so content. And, perhaps, why she’d been glowing all afternoon, since she’d got back.

And Edward, of course, had been stopped in his tracks.

No wonder he felt so on edge. So desperate.

And right now, he couldn’t stop himself from at least raising the subject.

‘So you had a good time this afternoon?’ he asked her.

‘This afternoon?’ she replied, as though unsure to what he could possibly be referring.

‘With Tomás,’ he clarified.

She twisted a little, turned her head so that she could see him, so that she could check out his expression, his body language. To assess whether he was annoyed with her, if he was jealous, if he had changed his mind about everything.

He smiled, trying to reassure her that everything was fine. That, if anything, he was merely being polite in asking after her wellbeing.

‘It was nice,’ she said. Nice. That meant sexual, didn’t it? ‘Yeah,’ she nodded, and smiled back at him cautiously. ‘I think it might all be okay.’

He nodded, breathed, pretended to be calm. Disappointed that she wasn’t telling him anything in detail.

She asked him, ’Everything was okay… with Ana?’

He nodded, and wondered if his heart was beating so hard that she might hear it. ‘Yeah, it was fine.’

‘Good,’ she smiled, but her tone was like he’d told her that he’d taken the car in for a service. Or that he’d taken his suit to the dry cleaners ready for an upcoming conference. Or that he’d paid this bill or that bill, or whatever.

Then she got into bed, under the covers, lying beside him, but facing away from him. She reached out to switch off her bedside lamp and then that was it. She was motionless. Going to sleep.

Did she not have any feelings about the fact that he’d had sex with her best friend that afternoon?

No. She was taking everything strictly as they had all agreed: they had removed the whole sex issue from their marriage. It was something they didn’t have to think about anymore, it was something that would never have to put a strain on their relationship again.

But Edward lay back against the pillow, his cock hard, his heart pumping fast, and he wanted to have sex with his wife. More than he had, perhaps, ever. He sighed, and reached over to his bedside table to switch out his lamp. He pulled himself down on the mattress, lying on his side, exactly as Casey was, except facing the other way.

For a while, he tried to keep calm. He even tried to go to sleep. But his pulse wasn’t slowing down, and his hard-on wasn’t going away.

He lay there and breathed deeply, inhaling the faint scent of Casey’s shampoo, the evidence of her post-coital shower, and that only made him think more about her fucking Tomás. Could he detect a remaining hint of her date perfume? The fragrance she’d bought especially for her meeting with Tomás, something she’d never worn for her husband. Maybe he was imagining it.

He turned in the bed—initially, because he was feeling restless, and therefore couldn’t lie in one position for too long. But then, he was turning to face her, and it made her scent that much stronger—and, in turn, his desire that much stronger.

He edged, very slowly, a little further over on the mattress, closer to her. Breathing her in. Had Casey really been with another man? It was insanely hot to think of it.

He couldn’t help himself—he gently pressed himself up against her.

It startled her.

She said, ‘hey, what’re you doing?’

Then she felt his hard-on grazing against her behind. She twisted herself, quite suddenly, until she was lying on her back, her head turned to him.

‘What’re you doing?’ She hissed.

‘What do you think I’m doing?’ he said, perfectly naturally, because this easing up to her while they were in bed had become the classic, go-to way for him to initiate sex, if he was pretty sure she might be in the mood, or if it had been a long time since they’d last done it, or if she’d had a glass or two of wine that evening.

She switched her lamp back on, and then lay there on her back, arms folded.

This was serious, her expression said.

She said, ‘I thought we’d all agreed…’

He said, ‘Well…’

‘You do all that with Ana now.’

‘And you with Tomás?’ he said, seeing it as an opportunity for her to confirm that it had happened with Tomás that afternoon.

She blushed faintly, and went on, ‘So we don’t have to worry about all that anymore.’

He leaned into her, kissed her upper arm, breathing in her scent, feeling that craving for her, relentless in his chest. ‘You’re still my wife.’

She sighed. ‘I thought you were okay with it. I thought you agreed it might be… good to try.’

‘I did,’ he said. ‘I do.’

‘So, then.’

He sighed. She was taking everything so simply. Life was black and white to her. They had agreed to outsource the sex from their marriage to other people. To her, that just meant she didn’t need to think about it when she was with Edward. To Edward, though, it meant he couldn’t stop thinking about it when he was with her. Because for some, strange reason, it turned him on like crazy that she was fucking another man.

‘Are you going to tell me how it was?’ he asked her.

‘What do you mean?’

‘With Tomás.’

‘Seriously?’ She seemed shocked that he would want to know anything about it. And then shock melted into suspicion. ‘Are you jealous? I thought you said you were okay with it⁠—’

‘I’m not jealous. And I am okay with it. I was just curious… how it went for you guys.’

Her brow wrinkled, as though she thought him a little nuts. ‘It was nice. I told you.’

‘Did you guys… do it?’ He said, feeling the awkwardness building between them. ‘Did you… you know… go all the way?’

She looked shocked at him again. A little outraged, even.

‘What?’ he asked. ‘I’m just… curious.’

She paused for a moment, as though considering this new information. Then she said, ‘If we were having dinner with Julia and Marshall, and you found yourself on your own with Julia for a little while⁠—’

‘Alone with Julia?’

‘Just hypothetically. Maybe I’m in the kitchen, looking for another bottle of wine. Marshall’s in the bathroom. Would you ask Julia if she had sex with Marshall the previous night?’

‘No, of course not⁠—’

‘So, then,’ Casey said, and her point shocked him.

Jesus.

She was basically saying she and Tomás were a couple. Sexually, at least. A different couple. Closed to all inquiries from him—or, presumably, Ana. It took his breath away.

After a moment, he said, ‘I don’t get… to know anything?’

She said, ‘It’s not really any of your business, is it? We agreed that as far as it goes concerning sex…’

‘I know what we agreed. But you’re still my wife.’

Casey turned in the bed, facing him. She said, gently, ‘Do you want to stop it all? I mean, if it makes you feel bad, if you’re jealous…’

‘No,’ he said, not needing time to consider her question.

And yet, strangely, it wasn’t because he was so desperate to have sex with Ana that he immediately quashed the thought of canceling the arrangement. As much as he’d enjoyed his hour with her so far. Oddly, the reason he didn’t want to go back to normal was that he rather wanted Casey to continue seeing Tomás. For sex.

God.

‘No,’ he said again, ‘I don’t want to stop.’

‘So, then.’

‘So I can’t know anything about you and Tomás?’ he said, his tone one of protest.

She smiled. ‘It was nice,’ she said, her expression changing to one of gratitude that he would take the time to check up on her wellbeing following her experience with their friend. ‘It was okay. He’s a really nice guy. You have nothing to worry about.’

He gave her a little nod, marveling at how little she could understand him in the circumstances, though it was probably good that she would assume he simply needed to know she was okay with everything, and that she’d felt safe and unthreatened and fully consensual with everything that was going on with Ana and Tomás.

But then, of course, she wouldn’t realize he wanted details of her meet-up with Tomás for any other reason. Why would a husband want to know about his wife having sex with someone else?

Why would a husband be turned on by knowing she had?

She turned back around, to lie on her side again, facing away from him. Her natural position for sleeping. But Edward was still lying there with an enormous hard-on.

He shuffled closer to her again. This time, he gently pushed his hips forward so there was no doubt she would feel his erection.

‘Hey!’ she exclaimed in a loud whisper and moved away from him.

She turned to lie on her front.

‘What’re you doing?’

‘What do you think I’m doing?’ he said.

‘We don’t—’ she seemed slightly angry. Totally confused. ‘You know what the arrangement is. You have Ana for⁠—’

‘Seriously?’ he said. Wondering if he’d really understood Casey was stopping all sexual activity between them, while they were doing this thing with Ana and Tomás. He’d probably been too distracted by the thought that she was actually letting him sleep with Ana.

He hadn’t even cared at the time about whether he would get to continue sexual activity with his wife.

She said, ‘Did you… have a good time with Ana today?’

‘Yeah, I did,’ he said, earnestly. ‘She’s great.’

‘So why do you suddenly need to do something with me?’

Again, he was surprised she could be so completely cold about all this. Had her time with Tomás not made her even remotely horny after the fact? Did she not have any kind of response to the knowledge that her husband had been sexual with her best friend that afternoon?

He had to remind himself that other people probably didn’t feel this way about their spouse being with someone else.

He even started to wonder if there was something wrong with him for feeling that way.

But he couldn’t deny his feelings. He breathed in her scent, which tonight mostly comprised the floral scent of her shampoo, the hint of coconut from her conditioner—and it reminded him, every moment, that she’d showered that afternoon because she’d slept with another man.

He tried to nuzzle into her again, even kissed her upper arm, saying, ‘You’re not at all in the mood…?’

But she shut him down, saying, ‘I’m a little tired…’

And it sounded exactly as she did when he was in the mood for sex, and she wasn’t, and so she was making sure he wouldn’t try anything on her when they went to bed. And to be fair, it sounded like he did when he was telling her the same kind of thing because he’d had too much to drink during an evening, and on one of the increasingly rare nights that she was in the mood, when he felt unable to perform. It had, over the years, definitely taken two to tango as far as their faded sexual success together.

She turned back to lie on her side again, with the sense that all this silliness was now over. And, for sure, her saying that did render it all over. That was the unwritten rule in their marriage these days, wasn’t it? Even before all this with Ana and Tomás.

If one, or other of us says we’re tired, that means a hard ‘no’ to sex. It means, don’t feel bad, it’s not that I don’t love you, it’s not that I’m mad at you for some reason, it just means we’ve been married long enough, so sex can wait until we’re both ready, since we both know exactly what it will be like. It means that we don’t need to be worried about the state of our relationship, it’s just not a night where one of us will enjoy the sex. So why bother going through with it?

Only, that unwritten rule was devised before Edward had discovered this strange sexual fascination he had with the idea of his wife sleeping with Tomás.

Nevertheless, Casey’s tone sounded final. She wasn’t going to be persuaded another way.

Edward sighed and closed his eyes, thinking he might as well try and get some sleep, even though he felt completely awake, now. He wondered when he would get to see Ana next—she’d talked about a Saturday night date. Well, that was only a few days away. Did that mean he didn’t get sex for a few days?

He smiled. Yesterday, the thought that he wouldn’t have sex for a few days would have been no issue at all. He could be told that he wouldn’t have sex with his wife for weeks, and it wouldn’t have seemed all that bad, assuming there was a reason for it that didn’t involve her being pissed at him for something, or that there was something wrong with their marriage. But now, he was throbbing all over with sexual need, and to think that he couldn’t do something about it for a few days was appalling.

Maybe he could send Ana a text. Maybe they could meet up at lunchtime again, or something.

They could both fake some kind of meeting that they had to have with someone from another company.

Jesus.

It was like having an affair.

Casey talked about him having Ana for the sex part of what he needed in life, but it wasn’t quite like dealing with sex within a monogamous marriage. He couldn’t end the day with an evening of watching TV with his wife and then tumble into bed for a little light fumble with Ana before drifting off to sleep.

Maybe they’d have to engineer some occasional overnight stays?

Edward sighed. He did like the idea of getting to enjoy Ana. But that didn’t kill his strange craving for sex with Casey. Sex with his wife after she’d been with someone else.

His erection wasn’t going down right now.

He lay there on his back, gazing up at the ceiling in the dark, his heart thumping along without a hint of slowing down, his cock feeling big and heavy and hot against his abdomen, and he knew he was going to have to deal with it if he wanted any hope of getting some shut-eye.

As he tried to lie still, he could hear Casey’s calm, rhythmic breathing. She was asleep already. He could tell, well enough, when somebody was sleeping rather than slipping off into sleep. He’d spent enough hours with the kids, over the years, waiting for them to go to sleep— because until very recently they’d needed a parent in the room with them—to know when it was full sleep, rather than fragile drowsiness.

She was asleep already?

It made him certain she’d gone all the way with Tomás. It made him certain that Tomás had made her come. She was fully sexually satisfied—of course she wouldn’t feel the need for sex with her husband tonight—and now she was sleeping like a log.

She’d had sex with another man. She’d had another man’s hard cock inside her pussy.

Jesus.

She was, basically, having an affair. Cheating on him. Except that they had all agreed to the arrangement. The agreement took all the sourness out of it, the bad blood. But it left an incredibly powerful sensuality to the whole deal—at least as far as Edward thought about it.

It was, bizarrely, the hottest thing ever.

But, right now, he was left lying there on his back, unable to fully appreciate just how hot it was that his wife had started a sexual relationship with another man. His hands were naturally drawn to the hardness lurking beneath his pajama bottoms—particularly, since Casey had made it clear she was not going to help tend to it. He even slipped his hands under the waistband of his PJs, and curled the fingers of one of those hands around his stiff, warm shaft, and started gently tugging on it.

Thinking about how Casey must have been, arriving at Tomás’s house that afternoon. Had she been nervous? Thinking about how the two of them might have greeted each other, whether they had talked much before going up to Tomás’s bedroom.

Had they even done it in the bedroom?

Maybe it had been like he and Ana. On the couch in the living room.

The difference, he felt certain, was that Tomás had slid his big dick inside Casey—and though Edward had no idea what kind of dick Tomás had, he assumed it was big, or he liked to think that it was. It had been enough to make her come, hadn’t it? She’d been fully satisfied at the end of their hour together.

Casey made a sudden noise—it turned out to be a gentle snore, but it had startled Edward. She wasn’t waking up, but it made him suspect she could, at any moment.

He needed release.

It was too dangerous lying here to do it, though. Particularly as he was so keyed up—like he hadn’t been in years. There was a risk that he’d start stroking himself, and then accidentally lose himself in the moment, and as he made himself come, he’d shake the bed to the point that she would actually wake up and discover him.

There was also the small matter of what would happen if he did come doing that. Lying there in bed. It would get messy.

He sighed again, and very carefully pulled back the bedsheet from over him, then, after a brief pause to make sure Casey was still asleep, he eased his weight off the mattress, hauling himself from the bed, his feet on the carpeted floor.

Just before he crept out of the room, his eyes fell on Casey’s little overnight bag sitting there in the corner, by the laundry basket. It was just about visible as the light from the street lamp outside the house filtered into the bedroom. She hadn’t unpacked it, yet. Well, there hadn’t been any kind of rush.

It still contained the clothes she’d worn to meet up with Tomás.

The clothes she’d worn before taking them off to fuck him.

Edward shivered in the night.

He took the bag, and then tip-toed out of the room, and crept downstairs.
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Downstairs, the house was suitably quiet, other than the gentle hum of the air conditioning.

He took the little black overnight bag into the bathroom at the front of the house, away from the stairs and, thinking three-dimensionally, his sleeping family. He closed the bathroom door carefully—quietly—behind him, but left it unlocked, since he knew how loud that lock was when it snapped into place.

He was shaking a little as he knelt on the carpet and found the zip on the bag.

The moment he unfastened the bag, he was met with a waft of perfume—the perfume he remembered Casey applying just before she left the house to go see Tomás. Date perfume. Something she’d only bought recently. Something she’d never worn for him, her husband.

Then, pulling the zip down further, he was rewarded with a glimpse of the floral print that he recognized as the material of the dress she’d been wearing before leaving for her rendezvous with another man. Seeing it gave him the feeling of a punch in the stomach—as though it confirmed what Casey had done. Verified that she had, indeed, gone to see Tomás after leaving the house that lunchtime.

He remembered her showing the dress to him when she’d come downstairs after getting ready. Asking him if he thought it too short, too glamorous for their purposes. They were going for a fine balance here—she wanted to look her best, to attract Tomás, to make him want her; but at the same time, it was the middle of the day, and she didn’t want any potential witnesses in either neighborhood to catch her wearing something sexy. It had to look normal. She couldn’t dress up and make people think she was launching a new career as an escort while the kids were at school.

And here it was.

He pulled it out of the bag. Pressed it up against his face. It smelled of her, as well as of that date perfume of hers. Had she pressed herself up against Tomás while wearing this dress? He thought he could smell a hint of something else, along with the perfume, along with Casey’s personal smell. Perspiration?

Sexual arousal?

Along with the dress, there was a towel in the bag. A small one, suburban beige, recognizably one of theirs. It was dry, unused—he could tell, since it smelled faintly of laundry detergent, and did not have that damp towel smell as it would have done, balled up in an overnight bag after use. So she hadn’t had a shower after being with Tomás? But when he’d kissed her… when he’d tried to get close to her in bed, there had definitely been the aroma of shampoo… she must have used a towel from Tomás’s house.

He took the towel out of the bag too, dropping it on the floor by Casey’s dress.

After that, he peered inside the small, black overnight bag, and initially felt a pang of disappointment that there was nothing else in there. What had she done with her underwear? Had she left it behind? Had she thrown it in the trash?

Then he put his hand into the bag, and caught his breath as the tips of his fingers confirmed that there was something in the bag after all. He grabbed, and felt lacy material in his clutches.

Bringing it out of the bag, he found that it was a black lacy bra and panties—too dark to be seen in the bag, in the dim light of this downstairs bathroom.

His heart skipped a beat.

Jesus. She’d worn these to meet with Tomás. She’d been wearing sexy lingerie for another man. Lingerie that Edward had never seen before—well, she hadn’t worn anything especially sexy for her husband in years. And as he pulled them out of the bag, he was met with a fresh waft of that date perfume of hers—and more.

‘Jesus…’ he said aloud, in a hushed whisper, but still.

He dropped the bra, and focused on the panties. Thong. Since when had she ever worn one of these? It was so sexy. He could picture her wearing such a thing, he could imagine Tomás’s lustful expression as he first laid eyes on it.

Edward pressed the tiny garment to his face and took a deep breath, and very nearly gave himself a seizure. The scent was strong, but her perfume was only a part of that. He was nearly bowled over by the powerful aroma of female arousal.

She must have been seriously turned on before she’d removed these. Or else… had she removed them at all while she’d been with Tomás? What if he’d had sex with her, and she’d still been wearing this scrap of black lace?

What a thrill.

Edward pulled his hard cock out of his pajama pants and crushed it in a hand as he clamped those panties to his face. This was real, unassailable evidence of Casey’s infidelity. This was actual, undeniable proof that she had done it, she had had sex with another man that afternoon.

God. He would never have thought her capable of such a thing. He had always assumed she was as conventional as women got when it came to relationships, marriage, monogamy. And here he was, holding her lingerie, breathing in the lingering traces of her sexual liaison with their friend, Tomás.

He had never wanted her more.

How long was this trial supposed to go on for? A month? Would he get to have sex with his wife when it was over?

He rubbed that dirty black lace up over his lips and nose, inhaling deeply as he pumped his stiff shaft. Imagining now that it was not her panties he had pressed to his face, but her sex—he pictured burying his head between her thighs, breathing in that dark, spicy scent direct from the source, opening his mouth to taste her deliciously unfaithful pussy…

‘Uh… what are you doing?’

Oh God.

He’d been so wrapped up in his fantasy that he hadn’t seen Casey open the bathroom door to find him here. Edward glanced up, horror and shame detonating within his chest, flooding his entire system with the molten fire of shock and revulsion. His wife was standing there, looming over him, her arms folded across her chest, looking sternly down at her pathetic husband, who knelt there by the toilet with her underwear in one hand, his rapidly deflating dick in the other.

‘Uh… honey… I thought you were asleep,’ he said, averting his eyes from her gaze, too horrified to look at her expression.

‘Well, you woke me up when you got out of bed, when you came down here,’ she said. Her tone wasn’t angry, but he couldn’t tell what it was. It was just kind of neutral.

Was she so shocked by his behavior she didn’t know what to think?

Was she just working up the energy to shout at him?

Was she going to wake the whole house, and humiliate him in front of their children for this act of unabashed onanism in their own home?

He braced himself for the rage.

It didn’t come.

Instead, she said gently, ‘Did you not have a good time with Ana today?’

He looked up at her, surprised at her mild tone. Her hands had dropped to her sides, she didn’t look so militant anymore, didn’t look so put out, so defensive. It was almost as though she felt sorry for him.

‘I did,’ he said, not wanting to admit that Ana had left before he’d been fully satisfied. ‘I had a great time.’

‘So why… do you need… I mean… why… this?’

He saw her eyes flick down to his crotch, to his hands. He felt a surge of blistering embarrassment swamp his system again. She could see him holding her underwear, now, if she hadn’t before. There was no way he could hide it. The bag was there, the dress was there, the towel was there.

He said, ‘I don’t really know… I don’t really understand it…’

He was being honest, at least, even though what he said was hardly very helpful.

‘Did you take something?’ Casey asked, though she kept her voice soft, purposefully avoiding making it seem like an accusation. ‘Did you take one of those little blue pills before Ana came over?’

He shook his head. ‘No. I didn’t.’

Then Casey actually smiled, and it seemed like the sweetest thing ever. ‘You’ve just… had your libido woken up, is that it? Because you’re with someone new now.’

She didn’t seem annoyed that another woman might have sparked a sexual renaissance in her husband—she was just interested, it seemed.

‘No,’ he said, not really knowing how to explain himself, ‘it’s not really…’

She said, ‘I thought you would have just gone down to the basement to watch some porn on your phone.’

Jesus. Did she know he sometimes did that in the middle of the night? Her tone was far too knowing for it to be a guess. But he was far, far, far beyond such a thing making him feel more embarrassed. For Heaven’s sake, he was still kneeling there with her dirty panties in his hands.

She just stood there, and she wasn’t angry with him. She just didn’t understand him.

He took a deep breath and tried to put his thoughts into some kind of words.

‘Ever since you left to meet Tomás… ever since you came back… I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it…’

‘About me meeting him?’

He looked in her uncomprehending eyes. ‘I had a good time with Ana,’ he said, ‘but I couldn’t stop thinking about you.’

She smiled again, flattered. ‘Aww, you’re so sweet, honey.’

But he shook his head, signaling that it wasn’t simple husbandly devotion. He said, ‘I don’t know… something about you being with him… with another guy… it made me feel… I don’t know… I want you more than I’ve ever wanted you before…’

She crinkled her brow for a moment. ‘You want me because… you’re not supposed to have me anymore, is that it? You want something you can’t have?’

He felt a pang of pain in his chest, something to do with her telling him, again, that he couldn’t have her.

‘It’s not just because I don’t get to have you… something about you being with another guy… it’s sexy as hell. I don’t know why. It turns me on like nothing I’ve ever known.’

‘Oh,’ was all she said to that.

He sighed. ‘Maybe it is because I can’t have you. But it’s not because I want you to stop seeing Tomás. If anything, it’s the reverse of that—I want you to keep sleeping with Tomás. It makes you seem so unbelievably gorgeous…’

‘Makes me seem unbelievably gorgeous?’ She joked with a grin.

But he was being serious, and he was trying to get all the words out that had been whirling around his head—at least if they were out there, she might begin to understand him.

‘I want you to sleep with him, I want to know you are, and I want you to come home to me afterwards and let me have you. It drives me wild that you would do this, that you are doing this, that you did do this.’

She glanced down at his crotch, now, and caught her breath audibly.

He looked down to see what she’d seen. He was hard again, hard as a rock. Harder than ever.

She said, almost nervously, ‘It really… turns you on… that I was with him?’

Edward nodded.

‘That’s why you’re… with those…?’

Edward nodded again.

She gazed down between his thighs again, and said in an awed whisper, ‘You’re so hard, honey…’

He liked the way she was looking at him, the spark of renewed desire in her eyes. She hadn’t looked at him like that for a while. It made him feel emboldened.

He squeezed his cock, stroked it a couple of times, and saw the spark in her eyes somehow intensify.

‘Did you fuck him?’ he asked her, quietly, cautiously. ‘Did he make you come?’

He heard her catch her breath again at the words he used, and he silently conceded that it was hardly normal for him to talk like that with her. To use such harsh terms. Nevertheless, she was clearly intrigued, clearly taken by it, and without really thinking about it, one of her hands slipped down to lodge between her legs, to subtly rub at an itch that had arisen there.

Emboldened further, he said quietly, ‘Did you suck his cock, honey? Did you take him inside you?’

And now he held up her panties to his face again, drawing a deep breath laced with the scent of her arousal, of her sex.

She moaned quietly, quite obviously touching herself now, as she stood there watching him masturbate with her lingerie. So hot, she was so beautiful. Her beauty, of course, enhanced by what he knew of her, what he strongly suspected she’d done that afternoon with another man. Her long, blonde hair cascaded down over her shoulders, framing her pretty face. Her bright, blue eyes were almost black, her pupils dilated from her desire. Her gorgeous breasts strained against her pajama top, her nipples well defined as they pressed against the cream satin material. Her fingertips tracing little circles in the satin of her pajama bottoms both drew his eyes to her sex, and also revealed the shape of it through the material.

She gave another little moan, which was quite the sexiest thing he’d heard from her mouth in an age—but then she suddenly stopped, giving a little gasp, her expression changing to surprise and even mild embarrassment, her eyes seeming to refocus, sharpen. Her hand pulled away from her crotch.

‘No,’ she said softly. ‘I can’t…’

Edward froze. Then he said, ‘Honey?’

She shook her head. ‘It wouldn’t be right,’ she insisted. ‘We agreed. You have Ana for this. For sex. I have Tomás. That’s what we agreed.’

‘Honey, you don’t have to be⁠—’

But she took a step back, ‘He wouldn’t want me to…’ she said.

Edward was a little confused. A little disappointed after such an insanely hot sexual experience, the most memorable one he’d shared with his wife since they were married. ‘Honey, he’s not going to find out…’ he insisted, but the words seemed bizarre in his mouth. A husband telling his wife that her lover would not find out about them doing something together.

Strangely, Casey seemed hung up on the whole monogamy of the situation—even though this whole thing was about them each taking a different lover.

She said, ‘It’s not really fair to him. He’s supposed to have me, now. You’re supposed to have Ana. It’s not right to go behind his back…’

‘You’re my wife.’

‘It’s a breach of trust.’

Edward sighed. He supposed it wasn’t exactly breaking their monogamy—at least as Casey saw it. Only transferring that monogamy to outside agencies. He could understand why she felt she was wrong to be engaging with her husband in this kind of activity now, even if it seemed faintly ludicrous.

She took a step back, said, ‘I’m sorry…’

And then he heard her padding away across the carpet, and then head back upstairs.

Disappointment engulfed him. He tried to continue his masturbation for a few strokes, took another chestful of her wicked spice, but his manhood was softening from intense anti-climax.

Her words came back to him: ‘You have Ana for this…’

And he even tried to think about Ana, to remember his time with her that afternoon, the thrill of seeing her undress, the buzz of touching her, of kissing her, of wedging his face between her thighs. The intoxication, the elation of being with somebody new.

But it just wasn’t enough to sustain his hardness, not now. Not after Casey had shut him down like that.

He sat on his haunches, doing nothing but breathing for a few moments. Then he packed Casey’s things back into her overnight bag.

After that, he washed his hands in the bathroom sink, and then quietly went back upstairs himself.
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He slipped into bed again. Casey was already lying on her side, facing away from his side of the bed, resuming her normal sleeping position.

Was she asleep already?

He was a little taken aback at how quickly she’d managed to⁠—

‘Does it really turn you on… thinking about me… being with Tomás?’ she asked quietly, and he realized she was just lying there, after all. Of course she wasn’t asleep yet.

He lay on his back, and sighed. ‘Yes,’ he said. Then, after a long, slow breath, he added, ‘I didn’t ever think it would. Not until it started. Not until you showed me that dress, and then kissed me on the cheek, and then left the house…’

She said, ‘Is it because… you get to be with Ana? Is that it? You fantasize about getting to have two women…?’

He mulled over her suggestion for a moment, but said, ‘It’s not really anything to do with Ana… I think… even if I wasn’t seeing her… like that… I would feel this way if you were seeing somebody else. Like Tomás.’

At that, she turned onto her back, making it seem that she really found his answer surprising. ‘If I were having an affair, this is how you’d feel?’

He said, ‘I think so. I mean, if I found out you were having an affair. Obviously.’

‘It would turn you on?’

‘I think so.’

His heart was fluttering a little, just at talking about it.

‘I just don’t understand why,’ she said after a few moments of silence.

He sighed again, said, ‘I don’t think I do, entirely, either.’

But then, after a few moments more, he sensed that he needed to say something to her. To give her some kind of explanation. He said, ‘I think… when I saw you all dressed up… you really made the effort for him. It made me see how beautiful you are…’

‘Awww…’ she mewed, as though watching a cute kitty on YouTube.

‘I guess I’ve taken you for granted while we’ve been married…’

‘It’s only natural,’ she said, and not for the first time that evening surprised him with how rational she could be in such strange circumstances.

He said, ‘But it’s more than just that… I don’t know… just the fact that you would do it. That you would agree to see someone else. That you would go out there and sleep with another man… for some reason it turns me on. It makes me want you so much. I mean… it feels like we just started dating again…’

‘Awww…’ she mewed again, touched by his expression of desire.

There was a moment or two where he didn’t really know what to say next, and Casey just lay there.

Then she said, ‘I thought you didn’t find me attractive anymore.’

‘Of course I do.’

‘Well… okay… I mean… I thought we were too used to each other… that it would never be exciting for you anymore… not like it used to be.’

He said, ‘We are too used to each other… but when you chose to sleep with Tomás… it changed everything.’

‘It did?’

‘I mean… you’re still you, and I’m still me, but it’s like… I woke up. And now it’s like I’m seeing you for the first time…’

There was another one of those pregnant pauses. Edward even thought that Casey might have drifted off to sleep after all.

But after another moment or two, she said, ‘You know, you don’t have to sneak off downstairs to do… that.’

‘Huh?’

‘I know every guy does it. I know when you can’t sleep, you go down to the basement… look at porn…’

‘Uh…’ he felt a fresh surge of embarrassment at that. Even though she didn’t sound angry, didn’t sound even the slightest bit annoyed. Even though most guys look at porn.

She said, ‘I’m just saying… you don’t need to sneak away to do it…’

He wasn’t sure what she was saying.

Another pause. Then she said, ‘Is it hard… right now?’

It wasn’t. But now she’d said that, it was thickening. He said, ‘I thought I was supposed to have Ana for that. And you have Tomás…?’

She said, ‘Hey, everybody masturbates. Sometimes. That’s not sex, is it? I’m just saying… you don’t need to sneak away to do it. I mean… what’s the point? I know you do it. You know you do it. I know you do it when you can’t sleep. I know you do it, apparently, after I’ve been out with Tomás.’

He was confused about what she wanted, but her referring to it made him stiff as a board.

‘I’m just saying… if you wanted to do it… while we were in bed… I’d be okay.’

She moved, and he assumed she was going to face away from him again, so that she could sleep. But she didn’t—she lay on her side facing toward him.

She said, ‘You didn’t… finish yet, did you?’ She was looking at him. Even though the blinds were drawn, enough of the light from the street lamp outside filtered through for her to see him.

‘No, I didn’t,’ he said.

‘So… go ahead… don’t you want to?’

‘Okay…’ he said, warily. He felt a strange mix of mild embarrassment and arousal. They’d never talked about masturbation before, not really. They’d certainly never done it in each other’s presence. But there was something erotic about it, even though it was connected to deep shame in Edward’s mind. Something sexy, if she was encouraging him… and referring to the fact that she’d been out with Tomás that afternoon…

He slipped a hand into his pajama bottoms, under his boxer shorts. Grasped his hard cock, feeling its warmth in his hand.

‘Let me see,’ she whispered.

He liked that she was interested, that for some reason she really wanted this. Was she turned on right now, too?

He lifted his hips a little and pushed the waistband of his pants and his undershorts down, until his hardness sprang free.

‘Oh God…’ Casey moaned.

He took hold of his cock. ‘Isn’t this going behind his back?’ He asked her. ‘A breach of trust?’

She said, ‘We’re not even touching each other. You’re still my husband. I see you naked sometimes. We can get dressed in the same room, take a shower in each other’s company…’

He started stroking his cock. She didn’t move, just watched. He wasn’t sure if she wanted this to be over quickly, or not. His stroking turned to pumping, though not quite hard enough to force a speedy orgasm. He was enjoying the moment, strangely enough. Jacking his dick in front of his wife.

‘What are you thinking about?’ she asked him, after a while.

He hadn’t been thinking about much. He was thinking that if Tomás heard about this happening, would he be any more comfortable about it, than if he heard that Edward had had full sex with his wife, if Casey was supposed to be his for the month…?

Wasn’t this breaking his trust?

But apparently it was within the rules as Casey saw it. Edward wasn’t going to complain.

He said, ‘I’m remembering how you looked before you went out to see Tomás.’

‘Oh, yeah?’

‘Uh-huh,’ he said. ‘You looked so good… so sexy…’

She giggled. ‘It was only a dress.’

‘But you made yourself all sexy for him…’

‘That turns you on?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I knew you were going to go out and do naughty things with him. Sexy things.’ He inhaled deeply as he squeezed and stroked his shaft. Every breath was accented by her shower products, and her sweet, underlying feminine scent. Was he noticing it more because they were doing this? Because she’d been with another man?

‘What else are you thinking about?’ she asked him. It seemed slightly unfair that he was giving her details, while she was not giving him anything. But he supposed that he hadn’t said anything about Ana, about what he’d done with Ana.

He said, ‘About you… when you came back afterward.’

‘With the kids?’ She laughed.

‘Well… it doesn’t matter about them… you looked so happy, so… satisfied… I felt pretty sure you’d had a good time with him.’

‘I told you I did.’

‘I felt certain you’d had good sex with him.’

‘I’m… not complaining…’ she said, and it made Edward moan as he gripped his hard cock, since it was the closest she’d come to confirming that she’d had sex that afternoon, with another man.

She giggled at his response, and now shifted down the mattress so she could get a real close-up view of her husband pumping his manhood.

‘Don’t you think… if you were with another man… doing this with him…’ he said, not wanting to bring a halt to any of this, but confused how this fit in with her interpretation of the rules. ‘Wouldn’t it constitute cheating?’

‘Says a man who is apparently turned on by his wife sleeping with another man,’ she grinned. Then she said, seriously, ‘I’ve told you, I’m not doing anything. I just happen to be able to see my husband, when he’s naked… it’s just a normal married couple thing. Not sex.’

‘But—’

‘You want to stop?’

‘No,’ he admitted.

‘So then. Tell me why you took my bag with you down to the bathroom.’

He sighed, feeling the hot flush of embarrassment returning. He said, ‘You know…’

‘I don’t.’

‘Because… it was your clothes… when you went out…’

‘It turned you on, knowing what I was wearing when I saw Tomás?’

‘Because they smelled of you…’

‘Oh.’ Her tone seemed to have changed. Losing the amusement. She said, ‘You can smell me now, I suppose…’

Was it like some kind of weird fetish? Like being obsessed with women’s feet?

He said, ‘Yes, I can…’

She pointed out, ‘The clothes in the laundry hamper smell of me…’

Another sigh. It was difficult admitting all this. But he felt she needed to know, perhaps. To understand. He said, ‘they smelled of you… when you were with him…’

That made her catch her breath again. He was full of surprises, huh.

She said, quietly, ‘You like that?’

He said, ‘It was… proof… that you really did it. With him.’

She was silent for a few moments. He wasn’t entirely sure if he ought to keep on stroking his cock. He stopped. It was softening a little.

She said, ‘Don’t stop. Don’t you want to finish?’

He said, ‘Yeah, but… I don’t know… I’m getting a little tired, I guess…’

‘You’ll never get to sleep if you don’t… finish.’

He wondered if she wanted him to come for his benefit, or for hers. But he was willing to oblige her, if that was what she wanted. He started stroking his shaft again, and now Casey was pulling herself back up the mattress to lie beside him. She sat up, cross-legged. What was she doing? Unfastening her top.

She pulled it open, peeled it off, exposing her small but exquisite breasts. Edward wondered what Tomás must have made of them when he first laid eyes on them. He would have been used to Ana, of course, Ana’s fulsome cleavage. Was he disappointed in Casey? Or did he like the change, her small and perky tits, her little pink nipples?

‘What are you doing?’ he asked her.

‘I’m just cooling off a little,’ she said, seeming to enjoy how his eyes languished on her chest, on her bare breasts. ‘We’re married… it’s no big deal if my husband sees me naked occasionally…’

She was cupping her breasts. Fondling them a little. Squeezing her nipples between her fingers and thumbs. Enjoying it…

She leaned back for a moment, reached for her bedside table, switched on her bedside lamp. The light wasn’t bright, but it was a lot brighter than without it, bathing her topless form in a soft, warm glow—and illuminating his own bare waist, crotch, and thighs. His exposed manhood.

‘What are you thinking about?’ He asked her, turning the tables.

She smiled. ‘My husband.’

‘Aren’t you supposed to reserve your sexual thoughts for Tomás now?’

She laughed. ‘Do you reserve all of your sexual thoughts for Ana? Or… before today… for me?’

‘No…’ he said, knowing that she knew about his porn habit, apparently.

‘So, then. I can think about another man while I touch myself. Everybody does. It’s not cheating.’ One of her hands slipped down from her chest, over her stomach, and dipped under the waistband of her pajamas.

She was touching herself, then. Masturbating. She was turned on.

Things were getting really interesting. Even if she was refusing him sex.

She moaned, and then asked him, ‘What are you thinking about now?’

He smiled. ‘How Tomás must have been feeling when he saw you like this,’ he said. ‘How you must have enjoyed his attention…’

She beamed, certainly adoring her husband’s attention. The hand lodged in her panties seemed to freeze, and then she glanced down as though noticing, for the first time, what she was doing with it.

Then she looked up at Edward and pulled her hand out of her pajama bottoms entirely, much to his disappointment. Then she pulled herself off the bed, standing up by the mattress for a moment, until Edward was looking up at her, puzzled.

‘It’s a hot night,’ she said. ‘We should turn up the A/C, don’t you think?’

It felt cool enough to him. But he knew she was just making an excuse. Now he watched as she peeled down her pajama bottoms, and then after a moment in which his eyes took in her fine legs, and the plain pair of white panties covering her golden bush, she stooped again to peel her underwear down as well.

She seemed even trimmer than he remembered. A little more toned. Showed how much attention he’d been giving her recently. Had she stepped up her gym routine?

He gazed at the triangle of fur above her sex. Thought about how Tomás must have felt to see her like this. To take in the sight of her opening herself up for sex.

She smiled and gave him that slight flick of the eyes that urged him to continue what he was doing. He did so, squeezing his shaft, pumping it in one hand as he took in the sight of her. She stepped around the bed, and he wasn’t sure what she was up to. Stooped again. Picked up her overnight bag.

He watched her retrieve the little black lace panties from within it and look at them as though they were some curious artifact from a museum.

She pressed them up against her nose briefly, but then wrinkled her face.

‘This turns you on?’ she asked him.

He shrugged. Nodded. She threw the panties to him. ‘Go on, then.’

He put them to his own nose, breathed in that devilish scent.

When he took them off his face again, she was sitting back on the edge of the mattress, on her side of the bed. She turned to look at him as he continued jacking his hard cock, and then picked up her feet so that she was sitting on the bed properly—right up against the headboard, propped up by the pillows.

Now she had both hands between her thighs, and he could hear her moan as she began to touch herself. Her nearest hip was right beside his head, which meant that as she started stroking herself between her legs, he started to detect the fresh scent of her arousal. God, he wanted her.

He had to resist leaping between her thighs to bury his face in her fragrant pussy.

‘You should finish,’ she said, angling her hips now, so that he could actually see her stroking her pink pussy lips with her fingers. ‘You should finish so we can get some sleep?’

He said, ‘Don’t you need to finish now?’

She shrugged, ‘I don’t need to… I already came earlier today…’


PART III


INTERPRETATION OF THE RULES
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PREPARING HER FOR HIM


Friday, October 20, 2017

Friday night. It had been a fairly normal, routine evening after Edward got home from the radio station. He spent some time with the kids as Casey fixed dinner, and then after dinner and homework was out of the way, they all wound down toward the kids’ bedtime.

But by the time the kids were in bed, Edward was feeling a little anxiety.

He glanced over at Casey. She seemed fine. Cheerful as she had ever been, especially since she’d started sleeping with another man. She was wearing her usual hooded top—this one crimson, with a yellow University of Southern California logo on it, and skin-tight gray leggings that always made her look good.

Of course, the next day, she would be spending the night with Tomás. That was, naturally, on Edward’s mind. It would be the first time that the wives would be staying overnight with the ‘wrong’ husbands. Edward had thought about it a lot that evening, of course. But after the hour that Casey had already spent with Tomás, and after what had happened following that with Edward, Edward didn’t feel the same fear about her seeing Tomás again that he had felt when Casey had first mooted the idea of her sleeping with him.

He was excited about the idea that she would fuck Tomás all night. He was curious, and somewhat aroused, at perhaps seeing her when she returned home—even if she didn’t let him have sex with her.

He was also looking forward to seeing Ana again. Perhaps they would get to go all the way, this time, if they were spending the whole night together. And she was so beautiful.

But none of that was causing the real anxiety he was feeling that evening. He had to think a while before he could ascertain what it was that was making him feel that tickle of nerves inside his chest.

The answer came to him later in the evening, when Casey asked casually, ‘Are the Trojans playing tomorrow?’

Tomás.

Edward realized that the reason he felt nervous was that the following day he would be seeing Tomás after dropping off the kids—the two of them would be watching the game together, as usual. Only this particular time, it would be the first time they had seen each other since the revelation that Ana had wanted to sleep with Edward instead of Tomás.

It would also be the first time after Tomás had slept with Casey that the two of them would see each other.

‘Uh… yeah,’ he answered Casey. ‘Notre Dame.’

Casey nodded. ‘Tough game, huh?’

‘Yeah, should be.’

‘What time’s kick-off?’ she asked.

‘4.30.’

Then Casey said, ‘I think I’m going to go take a shower before bed…’

Edward said, ‘Oh, okay,’ and tried to sound unsurprised, even though Casey usually took her showers in the morning, not late at night.

She gave him a little smile, and then disappeared upstairs, leaving him buzzing at the thought that she was probably taking a shower because she wanted to shave her legs ready for seducing Tomás the next day. She didn’t want to do it in the morning because she’d feel rushed to get out in time to meet up with Ana at the mall.

Edward switched over to his Netflix profile, to watch one of his shows—Peaky Blinders, which wasn’t Casey’s kind of thing at all—since he didn’t feel entirely ready for bed.

But then he couldn’t stop thinking about Casey, and what she might do with Tomás the next evening, when they had all night to fuck each other in every manner possible. And with Casey in the shower at that moment, it only made it more difficult to stop his mind from straying to her, and her thrilling infidelity.

He sighed and switched off the TV. Then he went upstairs himself, hoping that he might catch a glance of Casey in the bathroom, assuming she’d left the door open again.

He was not disappointed when he ventured into their bedroom. Casey was in their walk-in shower at the end of the en-suite, soaping herself all over. She looked so good. He just wanted to sink to his knees in front of her and worship her.

Why did her infidelity bring out this desire in him?

It was so strange.

He changed into his PJs, and then got into bed, angling one of the closet doors so that he could see the reflection of Casey in the mirror as she took her shower. Once again, he tried to make it seem like he was reading, while he subtly cast his eye all over the fine lines of her naked body. As she started shaving her legs, he was less able to watch from the corner of his eye, rather than full-on.

In no time at all, he was erect, and starting to regret watching her—because now he had worked himself up into quite a state. Would he be able to calm down again, and actually sleep tonight? Or was he going to have to sneak downstairs after Casey was asleep, to tend to his hardness?

He lay down and tried to reach out with his foot to try to close the closet door, so that he would no longer see Casey in the shower looking in that direction.

But then he heard Casey call out, ‘Honey? Are you there?’

‘Uh… yeah…’

And she said, ‘Would you come in here and help me with something?’

Edward sighed again, but could hardly refuse to help her when she needed it. He pulled himself out of bed and tried to conceal the prominent bulge in his pajama bottoms as he stepped around the bed. He even peered around the doorway of the en-suite in such a way that his erection was concealed behind the wall.

‘Sweetheart?’ He prompted her.

She turned to face him, and he felt his pulse quicken at the sight of her, dripping wet and just stunning under the bright spotlights in the ceiling of the walk-in shower. Was she just displaying herself to him, to rub it in his face that she was Tomás’s now? But there was nothing negative about her demeanor.

She said, ‘Do you think Tomás would prefer it if I shaved?’

For a moment, he didn’t understand what she was saying. She’d already shaved her legs, hadn’t she? Then he realized the only place she could possibly mean to shave was between her legs.

‘Uh… I don’t know what he’d prefer…’ he said, perfectly reasonably.

‘Well… take into account what Ana does…’ she said, in a slightly patronizing tone that said she was trying to hint at something, without actually saying it.

‘Are you asking me if Ana shaves her pussy?’ he said, laughing at the strange awkwardness of this situation, which was totally predicated on the premise that he was Ana’s now, and Casey was Tomás’s, and to reveal secrets of their new sexual couplings would be, somehow, unethical.

Casey put on a look of melodramatic shock and outrage, and said, ‘I’m not stupid, you know, I know perfectly well she shaves.’

He nodded. Well, the two of them did go shopping at the mall together quite frequently. They were pretty close friends.

She said, ‘I just meant… do you think she does it because Tomás prefers it that way… or just… because…?’

Edward laughed. He was enjoying the way she was standing there, displaying herself to him, particularly showing off her pussy, and the triangle of golden fur above it, as they considered whether she should shave it off.

‘I really wouldn’t know,’ he said. ‘I guess… it’s up to you.’

Part of him found it a real turn-on that his wife would want to shave her pussy for another man. It felt a little wrong, but it was part of his general thrill at Casey really making the effort to look incredible for the benefit of having an affair.

At the same time, he’d always liked Casey having a little fur down there. Her collars and cuffs matched, and everything.

But now she said, ‘Okay…’ and the tone of her voice, and the way she now held her razor, suggested that she’d decided to shave her pussy. Ah well, it would grow back.

He took a step back, away from the bathroom, but then Casey called again, saying, ‘Wait a minute.’

He turned to look at her again. She was holding up a safety razor. He raised a quizzical eyebrow.

She said, ‘Would you be an angel and help me?’

Jesus.

He shrugged, and said, ‘Uh… sure. I’m not… I mean, I’ve never… you know… done that before.’

He felt the adrenaline surge around his body as he stepped into the bathroom, stooping slightly to try to cover up the ridiculous stiffness of his cock. He opened the glass door to the walk-in shower, thinking he’d be able to just reach in there and help her. But she stepped back and signaled him to come into the shower with her.

He straightened up, and she noticed his hard-on through his pajama bottoms. It made her giggle.

‘Take them off,’ she said, referring to his pajamas. ‘You’ll get soaking wet.’

Sheepishly, he nodded, and started pulling off his PJs. Revealing his rock-hard manhood to her. Her eyes widened, with surprise but mostly amusement.

‘You’re looking forward to seeing Ana tomorrow?’ she joked, as he stepped into the shower and closed the glass door behind him.

‘Yeah,’ he said.

She smiled sweetly at him, knowing full well that his hard on wasn’t about looking forward to seeing Ana the next day. It was quite clear that she enjoyed her husband reacting to her this way. She enjoyed turning him on, and the strange ease with which she could do so by simply reminding him that she was sleeping with another man.

She handed him the razor, and he said, ‘You can’t do this yourself?’

Wondering how he was going to do this in the shower. It would have made more sense to do it in the bath, right? She could sit on the edge of the bathtub.

She said, ‘I’m out of practice. And I really don’t want to nick myself… not just before tomorrow…’

At last, he decided he was probably better off kneeling in front of her. He did so, and gazed up at her divine form, getting the most sensational view of her petite frame. And her pussy was right there in front of him, even if it was off-limits, sexually.

He said, ‘Are you sure about this? I am going to have to touch you…’

She smiled, said, ‘It’s just like getting an appointment at the spa. Except that there I’d get a stranger to do it for me.’

‘And I’m better than a stranger?’

She agreed with that.

But again, he wasn’t complaining. If she was okay with it, according to her interpretation of the rules, then it was fine. He laid his hands carefully on her wet body and applied some shaving soap on the triangle of blonde fuzz that lay across her mound. He wasn’t exactly an expert, either. But he did things slowly, took great effort to be very careful, and, as he did so, enjoyed the opportunity to touch her in some very intimate places.

The bottom line was that it was another intensely erotic experience, shaving his wife’s pussy for the benefit of another man. In the end, he had her sit on the tiled floor of the shower, leaning back, her legs spread wide, so that he could easily access all parts between her thighs.

When it was done, it looked just breathtaking. He’d never seen her like this. It was yet one more way to disrupt the overfamiliarity they had experienced with each other. She had him rub lotion into her skin, all over the affected area—and then, body lotion all over her body; her legs, her hips, her behind, her midriff, her breasts, her shoulders.

Then they were getting out of the shower, drying off, and she pointed to his hard on, saying, ‘Are you going to be okay with that?’

He laughed. ‘That’s the trouble with this arrangement, isn’t it?’ He said. ‘We have the perfect life, except that sex gets taken care of by someone else. And she’s not necessarily around every time I need sex…’

Casey pointed out, ‘But when you’re in a relationship, there’s always going to be times you can’t have sex with your partner. When you’re not both in the mood. When one of you is too tired… when you don’t have time… when one of you is away on business…’

‘I suppose.’

‘I mean… it gets to a point where you have to make an appointment…’

‘We never made appointments.’

‘But I think we were nearly at the point where we needed to. Or else we’d never have sex again.’

Edward stepped out into the bedroom and went around to his side of the bed. ‘So I have to deal with this myself, is that what you’re saying?’

Casey grinned. ‘You could send Ana a text… maybe she could call you back… but it’s getting pretty late…’

‘And I am seeing her tomorrow.’

‘Uh-huh. You are seeing her tomorrow.’

Edward sighed and decided to try to let things cool down on their own. It took him a long while to get to sleep.
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SATURDAY NIGHT


Saturday, October 21, 2017

Saturday. Edward’s nerves were jangling from the moment he woke up in the morning. He tried to keep a lid on it, distracting himself with the normal routine of getting the kids breakfast, getting them ready for their overnight stay with the grandparents, and so on. Taking them over to Casey’s mom and dad.

Once the kids were dropped off, his anxiety was really pumping the gas.

He tried to tell himself Tomás was going to be fine about everything—he had agreed to the arrangement, after all, hadn’t he? It was just that Edward had heard about his agreement via Casey and Ana.

But he was shaking a little, by the time he got back from dropping the kids off, right up until the point where the doorbell rang, and he knew it was Tomás at the door, ready to hang out and watch football, like a normal Saturday afternoon.

The anxiety was so bad, he almost felt like puking.

He took a deep breath and went to answer the door.

‘Tomás!’

‘Hey, man!’

They hugged. Tomás was smiling, he seemed perfectly cheerful. There was nothing hidden underneath that broad grin of his, as far as Edward could tell.

‘How are you, man?’ Tomás said as they went inside.

‘Good. You?’

‘Wonderful. Couldn’t be better.’ Then the big man laughed. ‘That wife of yours—she’s a wildcat, right?’

Edward felt his insides churn. And yet, underneath it, he also felt a little explosion of sexual arousal deep down. Tomás had fucked Casey. And now, he was referring to it openly.

‘She is, she is,’ Edward said, leading the way through to the kitchen, where they could grab the customary beer from the fridge. ‘I take it you two got on like a house on fire, then?’

Tomás chuckled. ‘Don’t say something like that in wildfire season, my friend,’ he said. ‘But, yes, we had a very good time together. She is really sexy. Very passionate.’

Edward felt his manhood thickening up.

‘She can’t stop talking about you,’ he said to Tomás as they walked back to the living room to drop down onto the couch in front of the football game. ‘It’s like she’s got a whole new lease on life.’

Tomás beamed. ‘And you had a good time with Ana?’

Edward nodded. ‘Oh, yes. She’s very beautiful.’ It was strange talking to Tomás about Ana like that. But then, the whole arrangement was strange.

Tomás said, ‘I’m happy it could be you, my friend. I’m very happy.’

‘Great,’ Edward took a drink of beer, and felt relief wash through him. There was no doubt Tomás was being genuine. Edward was thoroughly grateful that he didn’t consider Edward some kind of threat, or that Edward’s hour of sexual fun with Ana hadn’t been done without Tomás’s explicit consent.

Tomás said, ‘It takes a load off my mind, knowing that she can be with someone we trust, someone we know so well.’

‘And for me, too, knowing Casey has you,’ Edward returned the compliment.

He laughed. ‘I really thought she was cheating, you know that?’ He said. ‘Last week, when we were watching the Utes. And all the time, she was just happy because she and Casey were talking about an arrangement like this.’

‘I suppose she was just happy something was going to happen.’

‘Yes. And it is great that she can find satisfaction in your bed, my friend.’

Edward was surprised at how Tomás seemed to refer to Ana sleeping with him without any kind of unease. He knew that this friend was supportive of the idea of Ana sleeping with him now, but at the same time he might have expected him to avoid mentioning the arrangement where possible. Instead, as they watched the game before the Trojans kicked off at 4:30—Oregon playing UCLA—Tomás told Edward quite openly how much Ana had been looking forward to spending the night with him.

‘You know, she’s started swimming laps of the pool every morning before the kids wake up,’ he grinned.

‘Oh, she is?’

Tomás laughed. ‘I tell her, she’s looking great, and that you already think she’s hot, but you know how it is. But she seems very happy. That’s the important thing, right?’

‘Right.’

It was a good job that Tomás was happy about how things had turned out with Ana and Casey, since the Trojans were trounced by Notre Dame during the early evening, with the Fighting Irish capitalizing on a fumble and an interception by Sam Darnold, along with a dropped punt.

Casey and Ana seemed to purposefully keep away until the game was over, knowing that Notre Dame was a good school for football. But then, when they returned from shopping, the sudden sexual tension in the air seemed to completely distract from the football.

Edward was fizzing all over at the sight of Ana, who looked stunning in a white summer dress that had a light floral motif on the front. His heart fluttered as she laid eyes on him, and smiled so sweetly, and her eyes flashed with the knowledge that they would get to spend the night together.

All evening, while they had dinner, Ana was flirting with Edward, and it made him feel all fiery inside. It was just wonderful having that kind of attention from an attractive woman. As much as he loved Casey, he recognized how the flirtation had long since evaporated from their marriage.

And at the same time, Edward found himself enjoying how Casey had glammed herself up for the benefit of Tomás, putting on a white blouse and a lively red skirt that almost had the look of a cheerleader. The frisson between Casey and Tomás was overt all night, and Edward found himself thrilled by the way they flirted together, the little touches between them now and then, the glances they gave each other that said in no uncertain terms that they couldn’t wait to go to bed with each other.

It was a funny sort of get together that night.

Normally, Edward found that when he and Casey went to a dinner party with other couples, the couples tended to mix fairly freely, without having to stick closely to each other. But that when things started getting late, that wives often found their way back to their husbands’ sides, and after a few glasses of wine here and there, married couples were often keen to put on a gentle display of togetherness, showing all those present that their relationships were in perfect health.

Edward often found that Casey would lock her arm in his, and start being all affectionate, demonstrating to all around them that she was his, and they loved each other, and they couldn’t be happier together. And yet, after the drive home, they would soon return to normal, which meant friendly but very rarely sexual.

Tonight, though, as the hour got later and later, and the wine bottles emptier and emptier, Edward noticed that Casey was being drawn to Tomás, not to her husband. And Ana, too, seemed to be moving closer to Edward.

By the time midnight came around, Casey was cuddled up on one couch with Tomás, while Ana was sitting up against Edward, and the flirting was going on openly, and there didn’t seem to be any need to hide away the fact that tonight Casey was sleeping with Tomás and Ana was sleeping with Edward.

It was a strange thrill, though Edward had to accept that it was perfectly logical—they all knew where things stood between them. There were no other witnesses they had to conceal their new sexual arrangement from.

But while Edward looked across at Casey and Tomás and experienced a little burst of excitement to see them together, and to know they would shortly be going to bed together, Tomás did not seem to look across at Ana in the same way. Edward’s eyes would connect with Casey, and he’d flash her a little smile, letting her know he was buzzed about her being with Tomás. And Casey would smile back, apparently thrilled to know he was turned on by the thought of her being with Tomás. Ana, though, seemed to focus her energy solely on Edward.

Maybe things were just simpler for Ana and Tomás, Edward figured. They needed to get their sex elsewhere, and that was what they were doing. Edward and Casey, on the other hand, had something unexpected developing between them while Casey was seeing Tomás and Edward was seeing Ana.

[image: ]


Then, at last, there was a yawn from Casey, and Ana was pulling herself up from the couch, saying, ‘Well, I think we had better be going…’

And it seemed like some strange dream was going on, a lucid dream where everything was like normal, and the surroundings very recognizably their house, but there was one particular detail that was changed from what might be expected. Edward was putting on his coat, and helping Ana to put on her coat, as though they were a couple, and then they were saying goodbye to Casey and Tomás, who were not putting on their coats, and were standing together as though they were a couple.

Then Casey was opening the front door, and Edward was escorting Ana out onto the driveway, leaving Casey and Tomás there on the doorstep, waving them farewell—briefly, so that the neighbors would have little time to notice. The flood lights were left off, to help with their concealed exit.

And then they were climbing into Tomás’s SUV, with Ana in the driver’s seat, backing out of the driveway.

Ana was driving them to her house.

Showing him in through the front door.

They were alone in the Garcia home.

She looked at him, there in the front hallway, and smiled at the strangeness of all this. ‘Welcome home,’ she said, only half-joking.

Edward thought Casey must have felt just as out of place when she came here for her first hour-long visit with Tomás. The difference was that now it was Edward’s turn to come to Ana’s house, and he would stay the night with her here.

He asked her, gently, ‘How’re you doing?’

She smiled again, grateful for his concern.

‘Good,’ she said, her expression silently stating the belief that she had to get used to this situation. ‘You want some wine?’

Well, she had been driving. She hadn’t had much of a drink yet tonight. Edward said, ‘Sure, that would be wonderful.’

He followed her into the kitchen, where she found a bottle of chilled white, and poured them a glass each.

‘They seem so good together, don’t they?’ Ana said after they’d clinked glasses in a silent toast.

Edward knew she was referring to the way they’d sat together toward the end of the evening, the way Casey and Tomás had seemed so much like a couple snuggling up on the couch together.

‘They do,’ he agreed, and enjoyed the coolness of the wine slipping down his throat. ‘But we’re pretty good together, too, aren’t we?’

She looked at him, her eyes flickering over his face, taking him in. Edward felt a little self-conscious—well, it wasn’t as though he was quite as athletic as Tomás. Ana was used to a man who had a fairly buff physique, not Edward’s kind of dad bod. But then she gave him the most wonderful, heart-melting smile, put her glass down on the counter, and then stepped up to him, before leaning in for the sweetest kiss on his lips.

He put his own glass down, and slipped his arms around her trim waist, responding tenderly to her kiss in the best way possible.

‘We’re great together,’ she said with a beaming smile when that initial kiss was over, their lips tingling with the joy of connecting.

They kissed again, sucking a little more urgently on each other’s lips, tangling their tongues, pulling their bodies together, demonstrating their burning need for each other. Edward breathed her in as he kissed her, intoxicated by her beauty, by her delicate fragrance, by her touch.

It was so sweet, so warm, so tender.

He tried not to think about Casey now, tried to dispel all thoughts of leaving her with Tomás, when he and Ana had driven here to the Garcia home—or of how Casey was dressed for him, of how she had shaved her pussy for him, of how she would undress for him now that they were alone in the house, of how the two of them would get into bed together.

Ana deserved his full attention. She was beautiful in her own right, it wasn’t fair to dwell on his own wife while Tomás was also showing her a complete lack of attention.

He kissed her back, trying to appreciate her sweetness, her pretty face, her soft, dark hair, the lust in her dark eyes. He wrapped his arms around her and melted into their kiss, feeling her relax into his embrace in return.

‘Mmm…’ she moaned softly as he sucked on her bottom lip, and his hands moved over her chest, taking in the shape of her perky breasts through her white dress.

He might be completely taken by the idea of his wife being with another man, but in the meantime, he might as well enjoy himself with Ana, as he was supposed to do. It was only fair to her.

‘You’re mine, now,’ she said, breaking away from their kiss, her hand moving down his chest, feeling out the muscles under his shirt.

‘All yours,’ he agreed.

She stepped back, grabbed his hand. ‘Come on,’ she said, leading him toward the stairs.
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INTERPRETATION OF THE RULES


Sunday, October 22, 2017

They went upstairs, Ana taking him by the hand, dragging him into the bedroom. She threw herself onto the bed, pulling him along with her. He lay over her and had no doubt she could feel his hardness between her legs as his weight spread on her, and they resumed their feverish kissing. She wiggled her hips under him, excited to feel his response to her.

‘I’m sorry… we didn’t finish… last time,’ she said, breathlessly, in between kisses.

She was clutching his face with her hands as she kissed him, clamping his waist between her knees.

‘It’s okay,’ he said, moving to kiss her neck, breathing in her sweet, vanilla perfume. ‘We only had an hour…’

‘Yes, we did,’ she breathed, running her fingers through his hair. ‘Didn’t we? We didn’t have time for much…’

Edward laughed. ‘I’m pretty sure Casey and Tomás had enough time.’

She gasped and pushed her head back to look at his face. ‘She told you?’

‘Nope,’ he shook his head, and she seemed to relax. ‘It’s just… you know, you can pick up on little signs… can’t you?’

She seemed impressed at him. ‘You could tell?’

He explained, ‘She had this… glow about her… when she came back. She seemed very… satisfied.’

Ana moaned as he kissed her upper chest, breathing in that sexy fragrance of hers, marveling at how incredibly soft her skin was. For a woman nearing her forties, she seemed to have the body of someone nearing her thirties.

She said, ‘I guess… Tomás seemed fairly content… all evening, after he saw Casey…’

Edward kissed her mouth a while, and she returned it eagerly. They were making out like teenagers, it was so frantic. He moved down to nuzzle into her neck again just to get his breath back.

‘How did you feel about it… when you got home to Tomás?’ He asked her.

‘Well, I had the kids with me…’ she said, but then, she added, ‘But I was so… I don’t know… curious about what he did with her…’

‘Yeah? You didn’t feel jealous? ’

‘Yeah,’ she smiled. ‘It’s… I wasn’t jealous. I didn’t feel bad that he’d been with her… it was like going to the gym, right?’

Edward nodded. He recognized Tomás’s words in her explanation. They’d obviously talked it through and had both come to accept this way of looking at their change of lovers. Like going to the gym. But Edward could see what they meant—it was a purely physical thing. Just sex. Not a romantic thing.

But then Ana gave him a wicked little grin, and added, ‘I suppose it’s a little more exciting than going to the gym, though, right?’

‘Right,’ he laughed.

‘I never thought I’d ever be with anyone else, like this, ever again. You know? After Tomás and I were married…’

She tilted her head back and moaned as his kisses descended to her upper chest again, and then he was pressing his face against her breasts—through the thin material of her dress. He didn’t think she was even wearing a bra. Her nipples were pushing ferociously against the soft white cotton.

He slipped the straps off her shoulders, again marveling at how soft, how smooth her skin was as he exposed more and more of it, uncovering her stunning breasts and her stiff, pale brown nipples.

‘Did anything… happen between you and Tomás… after he got back from seeing Casey?’ he asked her.

‘No,’ she said without even stopping to think. Then she moaned as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, and gently sucked. ‘I mean… I didn’t think anything was supposed to happen, you know? Isn’t that the arrangement?’

‘I think so.’

‘But… you know… I kind of wanted to,’ she admitted.

He moved up to kiss her mouth again, enjoying how sweet her lips tasted. He asked her, ‘You wanted to do something with Tomás?’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said. ‘At first… I think I was just curious… after being with you… and then going back to him… but after the kids went to bed… and we were watching TV together… I just couldn’t stop thinking about it all… and I looked at him… and I wanted him so badly. It was crazy.’

He smiled. ‘I felt something similar with Casey.’

She grinned, raised an eyebrow to say, without words, seriously?

He said, ‘Just thinking about her being with someone else… sleeping with Tomás… made me want her so much. I haven’t felt like that about her for ages.’

She looked at him with some kind of admiration in her eyes. She said, ‘I felt like that about Tomás. It was like I hadn’t seen him in weeks, and now I couldn’t stop thinking about tearing off his clothes, taking his big dick in my hands…’

Edward caught his breath at that. ‘He has a big one, huh?’ He said, trying to keep things sounding light, and full of amusement—and yet, this was a nugget of information that fed into his imagination regarding Casey and Tomás, and an important nugget at that.

Ana giggled and held her flat hand over her mouth to silently admit she’d made a mistake, she’d let something slip that she shouldn’t have.

He said, ‘I’m sorry you don’t get such a⁠—’

But she interrupted him by pulling his body down against hers, so that his hard cock pressed between her splayed thighs, and she said, ‘No, no… you have a perfect one… it’s really… very nice…’

He dry humped her gently, and she responded by circling her hips under him, moaning quietly.

‘Explains how he got Casey into bed, and made her come during an hour’s visit,’ he said with a grin. Strangely, though he didn’t fully understand the reasoning for his feelings, he felt pleased that Tomás had a large cock. That Casey was experiencing something ‘new’ like that while she was with him. Why did that add to his thrill?

He went back to sucking on Ana’s nipples, fondling her gorgeous breasts, kissing the soft skin there. She said, ‘Sometimes… Tomás feels too big. He makes me tired…and I don’t… you know…’ She stopped, and he could tell she felt bad about gossiping about her husband, she felt guilty about revealing personal details.

Taking a different tact, she said, ‘Last time we were together… I could enjoy taking yours into my mouth.’ Then she added, ‘You know… it didn’t make my jaw ache.’

‘I’m glad,’ he said. ‘I enjoyed it too.’

With an impish grin, she squirmed out from under him, and then moved to urge him over onto his back, as though desperate to get to his manhood. He let her do as she wanted. She pulled off his shirt and unfastened his belt. She rubbed her face down his chest, breathing deeply, as though savoring his smell. The smell of a different man, he supposed.

She straddled him, kissing his mouth again, taking his head in her hands, and now he felt her dry humping him—grazing her sex against his hardness, through his pants and her underwear.

In between kisses, she asked him, ‘When Casey got home after seeing Tomás… that night… did anything happen between you two?’

He sucked on her bottom lip a little longer, and then said, ‘No. I wanted it to. I really wanted it to. But she said ‘no’ to anything.’

Ana nodded. She didn’t seem annoyed that he’d been keen to try something with his wife when she was supposed to be his sexual partner now. She seemed to understand him. He wasn’t going to complicate matters by revealing that he’d made himself come in front of her that night, that she had stripped off to help him reach orgasm. But she’d asked about anything that had happened between them, meaning sex, as far as he was concerned.

Ana sat up, and then climbed off him, smiling sweetly at him. Then instead of rubbing her pussy against the bulge in his pants, she was rubbing her mouth against it, pressing one hand to his chest, the other on his thigh, and even opening her mouth as though trying to take his fully-clothed cock into it.

She didn’t seem disappointed in his size, that was for sure. Edward had never considered himself small in that department. Average, probably. That was why it was interesting to hear that Casey had her hands on a large one.

She said, ‘Did Casey… seem interested… even though she told you that you couldn’t have sex with her?’

He leaned back. ‘Maybe a little,’ he said, trying to be diplomatic, in case she might feel threatened, or offended by Casey feeling something toward her husband, when he was supposed to be with Ana. He continued, ‘I think she was surprised that I was… you know… interested in her. That I actually tried to initiate something. I guess that hasn’t really happened like that in a while.’

‘She liked that?’

‘I’m pretty sure she did. But she felt she couldn’t act on it.’

Ana sat up for a moment, giving him a superlative view of her bare breasts as she thought about things. Then she said, ‘I guess I just wanted Tomás to acknowledge that something happened, you know?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘I mean… maybe he could have asked me how it went… or tried to get some details out of me… or even, for the love of God, got jealous about it, or something. But instead… nothing. Absolutely nothing.’

She kissed his stomach, his abdomen, and massaged his bulge with her hands.

Edward said, ‘Maybe he was just… you know… respecting the rules as he saw them.’

‘Maybe.’

‘I mean… he did just spend an hour having sex with Casey. And she seems to have a fairly strict interpretation of the rules…’

‘Maybe,’ she said, and her tone of voice actually sounded as though he’d suggested something she hadn’t thought of before. Something that even made her feel slightly better about how her husband had behaved that night, after his first time having sex with Casey.

She kissed his mouth some more, rubbing her bare breasts against his chest, apparently enjoying the feeling of the soft hair sprinkled between his pecs, reminding Edward that when he’d seen Tomás in swim trunks, his chest had been entirely hair-free.

Then she was grinding her pussy against his cock again, through their clothes. She focused on that for a while, to the point where she was sitting up to do it.

She leaned down to kiss his mouth a little more, and then when she sat up again, she said, ‘So if Casey has a strict interpretation of the rules… what is your interpretation of the rules…?’

He smiled and moaned quietly as she continued to grind her sex against his hardness while waiting for him to answer.

He said, ‘I think… I’d probably be much looser in my interpretation of the rules…’ He craned his neck, so that he could suck on one of her breasts again, and his hands moved around to take in the exquisite shape of her rear, and then pull her body down to strengthen the pressure of her pussy crushing against his erect cock.

‘Looser?’ she said, breathless. ‘Meaning what?’

‘I don’t know… I guess I wouldn’t worry so much about spouses talking to each other about what happened…’

She nodded. ‘And you’d… be okay with spouses… having sex… when they weren’t with their lovers…?’

He shrugged. ‘Well, I wouldn’t have a problem with that. I mean… they’re spouses, right? No big deal… but it’s not up to me.’

Edward spread his hands over her rear, and as she pressed her tits against his mouth, actively seeking out his kisses there, urging him to suck her nipples, his fingers reached around, between her buttocks, running down the narrow band of thin cotton covering her there. He felt the heat where her underwear contained her pussy, felt the dampness seeping into the material.

She moaned again as he touched her there, through her panties. She kissed his lips, adding a little tongue, her breathing deepening. Her soft hair tumbled all over his face. He brushed it out of the way as they nibbled on each other’s mouths and saw that her hairline was beginning to dampen with perspiration.

‘If she let you, you’d have sex with Casey right after she’d been with Tomás?’ she asked him.

He said, ‘Sure. Why not?’

‘Even though she’s meant to be with him now?’

‘Well, that’s why Casey doesn’t let me. I suppose she’s right. You probably wouldn’t want me to sleep with her as well.’

‘Oh, I don’t care. She’s my friend. And you’re her husband!’

He smiled, and curled an arm around her waist, taking hold of her firmly before pulling her down onto the bed beside him, turning her onto her back while he was still kissing her mouth. She went willingly, sweeping her hair out of her face as she went, and opened her legs to allow him to lie over her.

He kissed her softly, just beneath her ear, and said, ‘This whole thing was meant to deal with the fact that none of us were particularly wild about sleeping with our spouses anymore, right? Like, we all still loved each other, but the passion had faded.’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said, and then giggled as he picked her up briefly, to move her to exactly where he wanted her, and then lay with his face between her splayed thighs.

He said, ‘Well, it seems to have worked, right? At least as far as I feel about Casey…’

‘I guess so,’ she said, and then moaned as his mouth pressed against the thin band of pink cotton covering her pussy.

‘I mean… Casey slept with Tomás, and when she came back, my need for her was back with a vengeance…’

She groaned as he sucked on her sodden panties, and on her sex through the thin material.

He went on, ‘And you went home to Tomás, and your passion for him was reawakened, too, right?’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said, craning her neck a little to look down her body at him, the expression on her face somehow tense, as though she was wondering if he was really going to do this, if he was really going to go down on her like he did before.

He nudged her panties aside to reveal the incredibly smooth flesh around her sex, and the glistening folds of her pussy. For a moment, it reminded him of when he’d helped Casey shave her pussy for Tomás earlier.

‘I’m fairly sure that Casey was getting a little heated when I was trying to persuade her to get into something with me, after she’d been with Tomás.’

‘You think she was? You think she wanted you, too?’ Ana asked him, and then let out a delighted little squeal as he draped his tongue over her exposed sex, coursing it along the slippery groove of her pussy.

Thinking of his wife lying there beside him in bed, naked, touching herself as she encouraged him to masturbate, he said, ‘Yeah, she wanted me. Maybe not because I’d been with you, but definitely because I suddenly wanted her really badly.’

‘Maybe… the thought of being with two guys… in one night… turned her on…’ Ana suggested, her hand briefly running through his hair, before moving to the side of her, to grasp the sheet covering the mattress.

She let out a long, low cry as he French-kissed her pussy. As he sucked on the lips of her vulva as though they were the lips of her mouth.

He took his time and enjoyed her flavor, his whole body fizzing with excitement at engaging so intimately with the center of her womanhood—and, yes, at getting to be with someone different to his wife. He enjoyed how she responded to him, as well, her moans and cries seeming to espouse surprise almost constantly, as though she had little experience with this kind of lovemaking.

Was Tomás not one to use his mouth to give her pleasure? Perhaps he’d been too distracted by the way she responded to his huge cock all these years.

Edward sank his tongue inside her, nudging her clit with his nose, and Ana was writhing underneath him, tilting her head back, closing her eyes and opening her mouth to wail out her intense pleasure, lifting her hips as he sucked on her pussy, trying to rub it against his eager mouth.

‘Oh God… oh God… oh fuck… oh fuck…’

She was really into what he was doing. He loved that. It was something about the attention, probably. An ego stroke. But all the same, it brought a whole new enjoyment to going down on her. There was no rush—they had all night this time—and she couldn’t seem to get enough of it, perhaps because she had a husband who didn’t get involved in such things.

She grabbed hold of his head and humped his face, he grabbed hold of her magnificent breasts while he feasted on her pussy. She lifted up her knees, pulling her legs together, while he flicked his tongue all over her sex. She split her legs apart and clutched the mattress with both hands as she ground her most intimate area against his willing mouth.

She went on all fours, and he made her come from behind with his mouth.

‘How do you do that?’ She asked breathlessly, after coming back down from her orgasm. ‘How do you make me feel this way without even…?’

‘Without having a big dick?’ He laughed.

‘That’s not what I mean,’ she insisted.

Ana shoved him over, urging him onto his back so that she could remove his pants and his boxers. She flicked her long, dark hair back over her shoulder and out of the way before taking his stiff rocket in her hands, and then in her mouth.

‘You don’t… need… a big dick… anyway,’ she said, in between mouthfuls.

‘Oh God…’ he moaned, as she took a surprising amount of his cock inside her mouth. Well, she was used to bigger things.

She looked up at him and smiled, her mouth full of his manhood. He held her hair out of her face, feeling the dampness of perspiration now throughout her hair. He watched her playing with his cock for a while—swirling it around her mouth, lashing her tongue around it, stroking it over her face. He could tell she was excited by being with a different guy, handling a different dick, even if it was smaller than her husband’s.

Again, there was no rush. They had all night. He let her enjoy herself toying with his equipment without pressuring her to get on with it, to let him fuck her. He couldn’t quite see, but he thought she was touching herself with the hand she wasn’t using to hold the base of his cock, really getting off on this situation, on disrupting the conventional norms of her marriage.

She didn’t suck on his cock as long as he’d gone down on her, but it got to the point where he wondered if this was as far as she meant to go with him—tonight, or perhaps all month. Maybe she didn’t want to go all the way, or she felt uncomfortable going as far as taking another man’s cock inside her pussy.

As she continued to bob down and up on his shaft, he pulled her hair out of her face again, and smiled down at her. She smiled in return, sweetly.

‘Do you wish it was Tomás’s right now?’ he asked her.

‘No!’ she insisted, but was amused at him suggesting it.

‘Are you thinking about Tomás’s right now?’

She laughed. ‘Only because you’ve put the idea in my head,’ she said.

He moaned as she sank far down on his manhood, surprisingly deep.

Then he asked her, ‘What do you think they’re doing right now?’

She just laughed.

‘Are you uncomfortable thinking about it? About Casey… being with him?’

She pulled up from Edward’s cock. ‘No, I’m not uncomfortable,’ she said, earnestly. ‘Actually… I like to think that Casey’s getting to enjoy his big dick. She’s my best friend. I like to know she’s getting to have that experience.’

A few moments later, he said, ‘Is Tomás… into the whole manscaping thing?’

‘Manscaping?’ That made her laugh.

‘You know… does he shave… or wax… down there?’

She nodded her understanding. ‘Oh. Yeah. He has no hair except on his head.’

She dipped her head, kissed the base of his shaft, then gently on his balls.

He said, ‘Do you prefer it that way?’ And then, ‘Would you want me… to… do that?’

She grinned and gave a short shake of her head. ‘I like that you are hairy,’ she giggled, and then briefly pressed her face to the short mat of fur above his cock. ‘It’s different to what I’m used to.’

With that, she pulled herself up, straddling his upper thighs, spreading her legs so that she could give him a view of her very exposed pussy. She said, ‘I know Casey doesn’t keep hers like this.’ She used her fingers to spread apart her pussy lips, exploring her wet folds, as though it might demonstrate to him how she kept herself completely hairless down there.

‘No, she doesn’t,’ he agreed. It was interesting that Ana knew whether Casey shaved or not, while he had no idea about Tomás. But then swimsuits probably made it more obvious, or the fact that Ana and Casey often went shopping together, and probably changed in front of one another, or perhaps gossiped about that kind of thing.

Ana said to him, ‘Do you like her having it that way? A little fur down there?’

He shrugged, and said, ‘Yeah, I do.’ As hot as it had been, shaving his wife’s pussy for another man to enjoy, when he thought about it, he liked Casey’s little patch of golden fur. But, not wanting to offend Ana, he added, ‘I don’t know… I like it both ways. All ways.’

She laughed again. ‘Maybe… now that I am yours… I should try it differently, yes?’

Then to his surprise, she lifted up, and maneuvered the tip of his cock to the searing entrance to her pussy—and then made him gasp as she sank down on him, taking his hardness deep inside her.

His eyes moved up to her face, and he saw that her expression was filled with brightness and the kind of delight that you just couldn’t fake.

‘God… it feels so nice…’ she said, sounding surprised.

‘Can you feel it at all?’ he joked.

But she merely smiled some more, saying, ‘Oh, yes, it feels just… perfect… oh yes…’ She moved her hips, drawing circles with them as she stirred his hardness inside her, feeling it within the hot, tightness of her sex.

She said, ‘With Tomás… I have to work myself up quite a bit… before he can be inside me… but with you… it’s just right…’

She started riding him, and then leaned down to kiss his mouth. Her skin was beginning to get a little clammy with perspiration, but it only made her seem more beautiful.

She was moaning, and it wasn’t fake. He was surprised. She put her hands down on the bed on either side of him, and then was fucking him, increasingly hard, pressing her mouth down on his, slipping in her tongue. Grinding her breasts against his chest.

‘Oh God… it feels good…’ she said, sitting up again after a while.

‘Really?’ He chuckled.

She smiled and nodded vigorously. She said, ‘Men get so hung up over who has the biggest dick… but really… there’s a reason why average guys are average, you know?’

‘There is?’

She grinned, ‘Because it feels the best for the average woman!’

Edward wasn’t sure that was true, but it was a nice sentiment. And he liked how much enthusiasm she had for his average-sized manhood.

And she was fucking him! He was inside her! He’d thought she might not want to go this far. It was a thrill, being inside another woman. After imagining that his marriage would forever limit it to Casey.

‘Oh yes… yes… yes… yes….’

She was really working up a sweat on him. He kissed her upper chest, and it was wet with her perspiration, her skin salty. She sat up on his pole, like she was riding a stallion, and bounced on him, giving him a nice view of her gorgeous body as she took him inside her. She leaned back, and gave him an even better view—he could see his hard shaft disappearing into her hairless pussy over and over.

He grabbed a hold of her and pulled her down onto her back, and then knelt up to pierce her with his manhood. Both of them gasping for breath, both of them sweaty, flushed pink with the effort.

He grabbed hold of her breasts and pounded her, and this time it wasn’t going to end until he came— as it happened, all over her chest.

It was wonderful how loud she was, how expressive she was, how responsive she was—at all times it was clear how she was feeling, and whether it was feeling good. It made it easy for him to try sliding into her in slightly different ways, from different angles, to see what worked best—her face, her moans, her cries gave him almost instant feedback on what was working for her.

Afterward, as they were lying there, side by side, recovering their breaths, he said, ‘It’s not so bad, is it? Being with me?’

She leaned over and kissed him. ‘Don’t be so hard on yourself,’ she grinned. ‘I love being with you. I can’t believe how good you make me feel…’

‘Seriously?’

‘With your cock…’ she giggled, then with a touch of seriousness, added, ‘with your mouth…’

Edward smiled. He could definitely get used to this.

‘You didn’t have to pull out, you know,’ Ana said.

‘Huh?’

She smiled, her eyes flicking down to her bare breasts, where one of her hands gently rubbed his come into her skin. ‘You can come inside me if you like—you and Tomás have both had vasectomies, right? There’s no risk…”

He nodded, and now she had him thinking about Tomás coming inside Casey…
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MORNING HAS BROKEN


Sunday, October 22, 2017

In the morning, Edward woke with the daylight, and rolled over to find that he was alone and naked in the Garcia’s sprawling bed. He sat up, wondering if Ana had slipped out to the bathroom—but the en-suite was empty.

When had she left him? Was she feeling bad about sleeping with someone who wasn’t her husband?

But then in the peace of this Sunday morning in suburbia, he heard the sound of water splashing and swirling outside the window—and when he went to look, he could see Ana down there in the pool, gliding underwater in a blue, one-piece swimsuit.

He watched her for a while, admiring her beauty, his eyes absorbed by her movement in the water, and the way her swimsuit seemed to emphasize the graceful curves of her body. He enjoyed gazing down at her, remembering their very recent lovemaking.

He was a lucky guy, wasn’t he? Married to someone like Casey. Sleeping with someone like Ana. He could hardly complain about Casey losing interest in him sexually if he could take a woman as gorgeous as Ana to bed instead.

He watched her until she was done with her workout, and just floated for a few moments on her back, cooling down. She noticed him at the window, and her pretty face broke out into a bright, delighted smile. She blew him a kiss, and he blew one back before she swam to the side of the pool, to pull herself out of the water.

She looked just mouthwatering, walking across the tiles, back toward the house, dripping as she went.

Edward felt certain she was coming in to see him and felt a little flutter of excitement inside as he thought about getting his hands on her in that sexy swimsuit—but he suddenly worried about his morning breath.

He was in the bathroom, brushing his teeth, when she came in, stepping up behind him, laughing. ‘It feels like we’re in college again,’ she said, ‘except… boys in college never did anything about their morning breath.’

He smiled as she put her arms around him, pressing her wet body against him, the chill of the pool water feeling so good on his skin. ‘With age comes wisdom,’ he said, his eyes connecting with hers in the mirror above the sink as her hands roamed all over his chest.

She kissed the back of his neck, and then he turned to face her, and she reached to curl her arms around his shoulders before they tilted heads and kissed.

‘Good morning,’ she breathed, as they pulled briefly apart from each other, before quickly melting into another kiss.

‘Good morning,’ he said, when he could manage to get it out. Breathing in the scent of chlorinated water from her damp skin.

She smiled as she kissed him, as his hands moved over her wet body, taking in the sumptuous shape of her body under that swimsuit, hardly quite believing that he got to touch her like that.

‘Mmm…’ she moaned as his hands moved over her breasts, and when one of his hands sank down to explore the warmth between her legs.

‘Am I going to have to wait all week for more of this?’ She asked him.

He chuckled. ‘You’ve been married—how long? And you’re expecting sex more than once a week?’

She grinned. ‘The whole point of this…’ she said, as he kissed her neck, and his hand began to press against her sex through her swimsuit, ‘…is that our sex lives are now separate from our marriages…’

‘That’s right,’ he said, turning her so that she was leaning against the counter, and he could duck down to kiss the soft skin along the neckline of her swimsuit, taking in the swell of her flesh and the part of her breasts left exposed by the tight, wet material.

She moaned as his fingers caressed her between her thighs, and said, ‘We shouldn’t have to wait until Saturday night to have sex now.’

‘No, we shouldn’t.’

‘If we were having an affair… we would sneak away to see each other sometimes, wouldn’t we?’

‘Yes, I suppose we would,’ he said, kissing her mouth again, his gaze taking in the rear view of her in the mirror.

God—it wasn’t just that she was beautiful, that she looked incredible. It was how she moved, too, as he touched her, that was just exquisite. She was so graceful, lithe, and feminine in how she carried herself.

He felt bewitched.

He said, ‘I really wanted to see you on Friday night. I guess I was just looking forward to seeing you the next day, but…’

She smiled, delighted that he had thought of her. ‘You should have just sent me a text or something,’ she said, ‘We could have… I don’t know… got together.’

‘In the middle of the night?’ He laughed. ‘I’d worry about waking up your kids. Or mine.’

‘Our kids sleep like logs.’

‘Ours don’t,’ he said, running his hands down her body, adoring her hourglass figure. ‘But how would Tomás feel if we were fooling around under the same roof as him?’

Ana smiled with mild regret. ‘He probably wouldn’t care. He’d probably sleep like a log, too.’ Then she had a thought. ‘Or maybe… he’d want to go see Casey, while you came to me.’

‘I think Casey would be worried about waking the kids.’

‘Hmm…’ she said, and then let out a delighted little squeal when he put his hands down underneath her thighs and lifted her up onto the edge of the counter.

She was beaming brightly as he sank to his knees in front of her, and parted her thighs so that he could lean in and plant little kisses around the little triangular section of blue lycra covering her pussy.

‘Oh yes… please…’ she sighed as he began to press his lips against the material of her swimsuit, dabbing her pussy with slow kisses.

He could feel the warmth through the lycra, he could smell the alluring spice of her arousal.

‘Oh my God…’ she groaned as he tugged aside her swimsuit, and his mouth nudged against her bare pussy lips.

It felt positively wicked, going down on her straight after she’d come from the pool. Because how many times had he and Casey hung out with the Garcias by their pool? All of them in swimsuits, with no thoughts ever that Edward might someday do this kind of thing with Ana, or that Casey would sleep with Tomás.

He sucked on her pussy lips, indulging in her tangy flavor, inhaling that heady mix of her arousal and the sharp scent of the chlorine, and she was gasping under him, holding his head with both, appreciative hands, running her fingers through his hair.

‘Maybe…’ she said, breathless as he gently slipped his tongue up against her clit, and eased a finger inside her slippery folds, ‘…we could just sneak out of our houses… and meet somewhere in the middle…?’

‘Maybe,’ he grinned up at her. ‘There’s the Motel 6 at La Mesa.’

She giggled and leaned back as his tongue lapped at her juicy sex. ‘The one by the highway?’

‘It’s not quite between our houses.’

‘Probably safe, though. No neighbors to worry about.’

She sat up, and then stood. Edward took a step back to give her space, and she knelt down, taking his hard cock in her hands.

‘You think Casey would be okay if you… sneaked out of the house sometimes…?’ She asked him, her eyes taking in the shape of his hardness as though it were some precious artifact to be treasured.

He groaned as she took it into her hot mouth. ‘I think Casey would want to sneak out sometimes, too.’

‘We’ll all have to take it in turns,’ Ana laughed.

After that, Ana was on her feet, Edward helping her out of her swimsuit as the shower water heated up, and then they were stepping under the flow of the water, Ana facing toward the flow of the water, away from Edward. Offering her delicious rear to him, leaning forward to place her hands on the tiled wall in front of them as Edward guided his stiff cock between her rounded cheeks, and inside her beautifully tight pussy.

He couldn’t remember the last time he and Casey had had sex in a shower. Or, for that matter, in a bathroom. Or even, during the morning after they’d just got up.


PART IV


THE BOOTY CALL
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NORMAL LIFE RESUMES


Sunday, October 22, 2017

Then she was driving him back home, pulling up into the driveway behind his own SUV. Slipping inside the house quickly and quietly so that the neighbors didn’t see that it was Edward with Ana on the way in, instead of simply Tomás and Ana visiting for brunch.

And there was Casey waiting for them inside to welcome them, looking just ravishing in a pair of jeans and a strappy scarlet tank top.

Looking positively radiant, in fact; her bright smile and glow of post-coital contentment informing Edward that she had enjoyed a night of carnal indulgence, and perhaps also a morning reprise, that had left her feeling both refreshed and revitalized.

Sexy as hell, too, of course.

But as Edward leaned in for a simple kiss on the cheek, taking a deep breath as he did so, to fill his chest with her freshly-showered fragrance, her eyes flashed a brief warning at him that he didn’t need her to clarify.

Tomás was standing right there next to her. And sexually, she belonged to Tomás—even if this crazy arrangement of theirs had awakened an unexpected desire in him for his wife.

At the same time, however, as he moved on to shake his friend warmly by the hand, Edward caught another little glimpse from his wife’s eyes before his gaze left them—both amusement that he couldn’t entirely conceal his rekindled desire for her, and also quite clear delight that he should feel this way about her.

Casey seemed almost as intrigued by this turn of fate as he was, though she wasn’t letting either Tomás or Ana know of it.

‘Hey, how you doing? How you doing?’

‘Good to see you, buddy. You had a good night?’

‘Oh, yeah. You?’

Again, as they all reconnected, and went through to the kitchen, and then out onto the deck to eat brunch together, there was that strange openness between them all. That they were sleeping with each other’s spouses. That it was perfectly all right. That it was, almost, completely natural to be doing so at this stage in their lives, at this stage in their marriages.

Tomás quite clearly had no problem whatsoever with Edward sleeping with Ana. But the vibes he gave off seemed, to Edward, to be of a man who saw Ana as his ex. She wasn’t his sexual partner anymore. Even if they were, in all other matters, still soulmates.

But Edward didn’t see Casey like she was now an ex.

Could Tomás tell that the vibe was different for each of them?

Once the eating was done, they all helped out, clearing the table, getting things into the kitchen again, the dishes into the dishwasher. And through the hustle and bustle, another subtle realignment came, so that when all was done, Casey was standing with Edward, while Ana had gravitated more toward Tomás.

And when the time came to say goodbye, they had returned to their spouses, normal life resuming.

‘I guess we’ll see you next week, huh?’ Tomás said to them on the way out.

‘If not before,’ Ana said to Edward, a little comment Tomás seemed to miss, or overlook, but which Edward knew to refer to the suggestion that, perhaps, they needed to be able to see each other more than just on Saturday nights.

Things were perfectly friendly between them all as the MacIntyres waved the Garcias farewell from their doorstep, and watched them drive away in their crimson SUV.

‘So how was it?’ Casey asked him, as she closed the front door, sealing them both into their house, and their marriage again.

‘Good,’ he smiled, and stepped up to her, claiming a little kiss on her lips—though that was all she was permitting him. ‘Ana said we should be able to see each other more than just at the weekends.’

Casey nodded. ‘Makes sense. She really likes you, huh?’ she grinned knowingly as she stepped back from him.

Edward shrugged, feeling pleased to know that Casey was probably right.

‘It’s a new relationship,’ he said, following her through to the living room. ‘You know how it is.’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said. ‘Can’t beat that new relationship buzz, huh?’

Her smile had an ironically raised eyebrow added to it, which made it seem to Edward that she was subtly hinting at the fact that for some reason, the new relationship buzz had extended to their own relationship.

‘You’d want to be able to see Tomás during the week, right? If you were in the mood…?’ he asked her.

She dropped down onto the couch, her eyes flicking up, contemplating the possibility of a mid-week booty call. ‘Sure,’ she said. ‘I’m sure that would be very… nice.’

He nodded, taking a seat opposite her.

‘But we wouldn’t be able to do anything here,’ she pointed out—and he knew she was referring to their light-sleeping kids.

‘No.’

‘And it wouldn’t be fair to assume we could just go over to Ana and Tomás’s house.’

‘No.’

‘So how would it work?’

Edward shrugged. ‘A motel. Or something like that.’

Casey laughed. ‘Like a real affair, huh?’

She put on the TV, though he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. He wanted her so badly. She looked just delicious. Freshly fucked by another man. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The way her tank top clung to her body emphasized her breasts, even if they were on the small size compared to Ana.

She caught him staring at her chest and gave him the kind of smile that encouraged it.

She liked his attention, even if she was refusing him the chance to act on it.

Would she ever let him take her again?

‘We’d have to take it in turns,’ she said, and when he looked briefly confused about what she was talking about, she added, ‘if we wanted to sneak out for sex.’

He nodded. ‘You’d go out one night. I’d go out another.’

‘And you’d be okay with that?’

‘Sure. And you?’

‘Of course.’

They didn’t have much time after that before they had to go out again, to collect the girls from their grandparents. Ava and Isla were none the wiser at the big changes happening within their parents’ relationship. It was the best way.

When they got home, normal life resumed as though nothing unusual had happened at all.
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BOOTY CALL


Tuesday, October 24, 2017

Edward spent a few nights trying to accept their new situation, and avoid thinking sexually about his wife, or the fact that she’d spent the weekend in the arms of another man. He was with Ana now, wasn’t he? Sexually, at least.

By Tuesday he was finding it difficult to avoid sexual thoughts, however, and while he felt a solution would be to slip out of the house and visit Ana at the Motel 6, he worried that Casey might think him a little desperate.

And what if they did it tonight, and then by Thursday or Friday night, Edward was desperate again for another round of full-contact sex with a certain gorgeous Latina?

Ana might think him desperate, too, although she had to be feeling this new relationship energy as well.

He thought it better to wait until the next night. Wednesday. Right in the middle of the week. But then, on that Tuesday night, when he had checked on the girls to see that they were asleep, he came downstairs to find that Casey was putting on her coat and her shoes.

‘Tomás wants to see me tonight,’ she said, glancing over at Edward as though to silently ask his permission.

Edward felt a little surprise that this had come so soon, but there was undoubtedly a little warm flush of excitement deep inside him to know that his wife was slipping out to sleep with their friend.

‘Great,’ he said, trying not to seem overly excited about it—fearing that she would think him weird to be so turned on by all this right now. ‘Motel 6?’

She grinned. ‘Uh-huh. I’ll let you know if it’s a nice place.’

Edward felt a little shiver of excitement at her hint that he would soon see Ana for a booty call of their own. It was exciting, thinking that he could see Ana on a spur-of-the-moment occasion like this.

But it couldn’t quite take his mind off Casey, and what she was about to do tonight.

He noticed that she’d put on makeup while he’d been upstairs checking on the girls. She had also changed outfits, unless he was very much mistaken—although her coat covered her up, he could tell she was no longer wearing jeans. A skirt, it seemed.

‘Don’t be too late,’ he advised her, as he opened the front door for her, taking a deep breath laced with her date perfume as he briefly kissed her cheek by way of goodbye.

‘I won’t,’ she promised, offering him another little smile in gratitude at his understanding, and perhaps at how he couldn’t quite hide his excitement at her doing this.

Once again, they kept the driveway lights extinguished. Casey slipped away quietly in her little red Toyota Camry, and he watched her go from the front window, rather than keeping the front door open. All to minimize the chance of neighbors witnessing strange goings-on at the MacIntyre house in the middle of the night.

And then she was gone, leaving him buzzing with the thrill of knowing what she was up to.

[image: ]


About ten minutes after Casey left the house, Edward was still on the living room couch, watching TV, when he received a text message from Ana.

Ana: So I was gonna wait until tomorrow to ask if you wanted to meet me for some fun :-) I guess Casey and hubby got in there first tonight, huh?

Edward smiled, and sent back a reply fairly promptly:

Edward: I was going to suggest tomorrow, too! Thought it best to try the middle of the week. Pace ourselves :-)

It was a buzz, exchanging text messages with Ana like this. It reminded Edward that he hadn’t sent any even slightly naughty text messages to Casey in years.

Ana: Great minds, huh ;-) So how you feeling about Casey being gone right now?

Edward: I guess it feels pretty exciting that she’s gone away to have sex.

Ana: Even though it’s not with you?

Edward: Because it’s not with me. It makes me feel she must be really looking forward to it, and when it happens, that it’s a real thrill for her.

Ana: That’s sweet. I wish Tomás felt about me the way you feel about Casey

Edward felt a little bad for Ana, that Tomás was giving her no additional attention in the wake of this new arrangement of theirs. At the same time, there hadn’t been anything agreed within the arrangement for the original married couples to continue their marital sexual relations while the spouses all went with new lovers.

After a moment’s thought, Edward texted her back:

Edward: You realize Tomás is probably showing more of a normal response to what we’re all doing than I am? I would think most guys out there would act more like him than me. In a normal situation, I’d probably act more like he is.

Ana: I guess so. I just thought maybe some day, once we’ve had our fun with this, we’d go back to trying to be normal married couples again. But even though it seems like you and Casey could be a normal married couple again whenever you want, I get the feeling Tomás has moved on from me, sexually.

There was a big sigh from Edward after that one. He got the feeling he was contributing to the decline of Ana and Tomás’s marriage. Was that how it was?

He was a little surprised that Ana was already thinking about how things would be after this whole arrangement of theirs played out. Edward accepted her assumption that this probably wouldn’t last forever. But what would happen then? Would he and Casey go back to ‘normal’?

As he was thinking about this, Ana sent another message:

Ana: I guess I have to realize that Tomás had moved on from me sexually even before we decided on this new arrangement. That at least we have all the other parts of our marriage.

Edward felt a little pang of unease at what she said—because her tone seemed to suggest she wasn’t going to be happy with only those parts of her marriage going forward.

Edward: Maybe if we all decide this arrangement of ours has run its course… we’d all have to figure out some other kind of arrangement.

Ana: But you and Casey would just go back to sleeping with each other?

Edward pondered that question for a moment before answering.

Edward: Maybe after all this, I’d be happy for her to see someone else? But I’d want her too :-)

Ana: You’d let her date another guy?

Edward felt his manhood thicken up quite extensively at that particular suggestion.

Edward: Sure, if she wanted to. It would be really hot :-)

Ana: lol. I wish you were my husband ;-)
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HER RETURN


Tuesday, October 24, 2017

He heard the engine of her little red Toyota as it pulled into the driveway shortly after midnight.

Casey had been out a little longer than he had expected, but he supposed that there hadn’t really been any agreed ‘limit’ on how long she was able to be out with Tomás. The only limit was her need to be back at home when the girls woke up in the morning, or else they might be a little freaked out.

As he heard her car door close, his heart was already beating at twice its normal speed. He was also gaining a hard-on fairly rapidly.

The front door opened, and there she was, looking just divine. A goddess in human form.

‘Hey,’ she said, quietly, trying to seem calm as she hung up her coat. God, she looked so good in that little skirt, the white blouse.

‘Hey,’ he smiled, already up from the couch to greet her. ‘You have a good time?’

She flashed him a naughty smile. ‘Uh… yeah, I did.’

As he approached her, he saw a questioning look in her eyes, silently inquiring whether he still loved her, after she’d gone out in the middle of the week to fuck another man. Whether he was still excited by the thought of her doing such a thing. Whether he still had that strange desire for her because of her infidelity.

He didn’t have to say anything to answer all these questions, or to demonstrate his burning need for her. He couldn’t resist her, the way she was standing there fresh from bedding their friend. Glowing with sexual satisfaction. Wearing the same clothes she’d gone out in to seduce Tomás. Her hair a little mussed, her makeup a little smeared.

He swept her up in his arms and kissed her mouth, long and slow.

At first, she melted into it, giving in to temptation to suck on his lips, to slip her tongue inside his mouth. To make out like they hadn’t in years. So tenderly, so affectionately, so erotically. Reminding each other how it could be.

As he kissed her, he breathed her in, and hid his surprise and delight that she did not smell of shampoo and shower products, of a freshness that revealed her post-coital shower. He detected lingering traces of her date perfume, and a hint of perspiration, along with the undeniable mustiness of sex.

It was exhilarating, experiencing her so fresh from sex with another man. He pulled her against him, making her moan as she felt how hard he was for her.

But then she pulled back from him, breathless, and shook her head.

‘No,’ she insisted, regretfully. ‘We can’t. I belong to Tomás now. At least as far as… you know…’

Edward felt his insides churn, and both his heart and his manhood crave her continued touch. But he accepted what she said and took a little step back from her. Thinking: was Ana right? When this arrangement came to an end, could he just go straight back to full sexual relations with Casey?

He said, ‘Of course,’ and offered her a smile to reassure her of his acceptance, and that he didn’t blame her. That he loved her.

She smiled back. ‘I guess… I should go upstairs and step in the shower.’

He nodded, though he adored the way she was now, displaying all the evidence of her tryst with another man. ‘The motel room didn’t have a shower?’

She laughed. ‘It did, but you know… I thought you might like it if I came back like this…’

She stepped past him, toward the bottom of the stairs, and he was afforded another chestful of her alluring, post-coital scent. God. As if she wasn’t desirable enough after being with another man.

He said, ‘You wanted to come back and… get me all excited…?’

She shrugged. ‘Of course. It’s kinda exciting for me… that you get all horny for me when I come back from Tomás.’

With that, she reached for her waist, twisting to pull down the zipper on her skirt, and then she slowly removed it, revealing a purple lacy thong underneath, along with the pleasing shape of her derriere. She handed the skirt to her stunned husband and smirked at how he took in the sight of her like that, her underwear exposed.

‘Are you gonna stay down here, or do you want to keep me company while I shower?’ she asked him softly.

He didn’t need time to consider his answer.

He followed her upstairs, his eyes fixed on her cute ass as they went, breathing her in like he was under her spell.

When they got to the bedroom, he closed the door behind them while she ducked into the en-suite to switch on the shower. Then he sat on the end of the bed, hoping to catch sight of her in the bathroom taking her shower.

To his surprise, as soon as she had switched on the shower, she came back out to him. She stood right in front of him and started unfastening the buttons on her blouse, close enough to him that he could fill his chest with her wicked scent.

‘So are you all nice and hard for me right now?’ she asked, with a naughty glint in her eyes.

‘Maybe,’ he grinned, and sat back so that she could get a glimpse of the bulge in his sweatpants.

She removed her blouse to reveal a matching lacy purple bra.

‘Maybe you’d feel better… giving it a little air…’ she said, reaching behind her back to unfasten her bra.

He raised a quizzical eyebrow.

She smiled. ‘You are my husband, right? There’s nothing weird going on if I happen to see you… naked…’

Her tone was implicit. He stood briefly, and slipped down his sweatpants and his underwear, letting his hard-on bounce free. She moaned at the sight of it.

‘You’re so hard…’ she breathed, and he could see a slight pink flush in her cheeks and her upper chest. When she slid the straps of her bra off her shoulders, and allowed the garment to fall to the floor, it revealed stiff little pink nipples underneath. She was aroused, there could be no doubting it.

He started stroking his hardness while she checked it out. While she stood there in just a little purple lace thong.

She smiled with pure delight, and after a few moments, her eyes rose up to connect with his again. She tucked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, and said, ‘I guess I should take these off before I hit the shower.’

He said, ‘You probably should.’

Slowly, making a real show of it, she shimmied out of her panties. Then she held them up and dropped them in his lap.

‘Oops,’ she grinned. ‘I dropped them.’

He took the little scrap of purple lace and lifted it to his nose, taking a deep breath full of the strong scent of female arousal and sex.

‘You really like that?’ she asked.

‘Uh-huh,’ he moaned.

She stepped closer to him, standing between his legs, though just about managing to avoid touching him. He leaned into her body, so that his face was just half an inch from her breasts, breathing in the scent of sex from her smooth, soft skin.

‘Stroke it,’ she encouraged him, though he needed no real encouragement at that particular moment.

He did as she asked. She pushed her hips a little forward, flaunting her hairless pussy in front of him, one hand moving down to stroke her mound, and gently pull on her flesh to open her pink lips for him to see.

‘You want this?’ She teased him. ‘You want this little pussy of mine?’

‘Uh-huh,’ he moaned and stroked his shaft.

She grinned. ‘What would you do with it if I let you have it?’

He looked up at her blazing eyes. ‘I’d suck on it,’ he said. ‘I’d lick you until you’re screaming.’

‘Mmm…’ she groaned expressively. ‘You haven’t done that in a while…’

She began to press her hand down against her clit, at the apex of her pussy, her fingers held together, forming circles as she clamped them to her sex. ‘Ohh…’ she breathed.

‘You want to get a little more comfortable?’ He asked her, moving back on the bed. She smiled, and moved to the side, and then climbed onto the mattress beside him, to lie down on her back on her side of the bed.

She pushed her shoulders up to rest against the pillows, parted her thighs and continued her exploration of her reddened pussy with her fingers, beaming at him as he watched her.

‘I love it when you watch me,’ she said.

He sat up a little more, gazing down at her as she played with herself, and he resumed stroking his hardness as she watched him. ‘I love watching you,’ he murmured.

‘Even when I’ve just been with Tomás?’ She laughed.

‘Especially when you’ve just been with Tomás.’

She was stroking her breasts as she continued tracing circles over her pussy. He moved a little closer to her, nudging up to her so that his upper arm touched hers. So close that he could inhale that strange scent of her recent infidelity with every breath.

‘What are you doing?’ She said, a touch defensively, though she did not try to move away.

‘Nothing,’ he said. ‘I’m just in bed with my wife.’

‘Oh…’ she said, and it was almost just a moan in response to her fingers rather than a reply.

‘You can’t expect a man to share a bed with his wife and not accidentally touch her occasionally,’ he added.

‘I don’t think Tomás would be happy about you touching me,’ she said.

He heard her fingers working inside her pussy. The wetness as she delved, as she penetrated, as she warmed herself up. Sitting there, almost touching him, the scent of her arousal strengthened the more she touched herself.

‘We’re married, that’s all,’ Edward insisted, gently putting a hand down on her thigh, as though to reassure her about something. ‘You have Tomás for sex, and you have me for everything else, that’s all. If you needed a back rub, that wouldn’t be sex, but it would be normal for a husband to do for his wife…’

‘I suppose so…’ she said, a little breathless. Her eyes remained fixed on his hard cock as he stroked it.

He said, ‘So are you going to tell me anything about it?’

‘About what?’ she said, though she knew exactly what he meant.

‘About fucking Tomás.’

‘I’ve told you, haven’t I? I can’t betray his confidence.’

He moved his hand over her thigh, enjoying the feeling of her smooth, soft skin, appreciating her body now that he couldn’t have her. Wondering how he could have taken such a beautiful woman for granted all these years.

‘You like fucking another guy, honey?’

‘Mmm…’ she moaned—an answer, though with deniability.

‘I bet you like how big he is, right? How strong he is, what big muscles he has. How huge his cock is…’

She flashed her eyes with surprise and delight that he would refer to such a thing.

‘Something Ana said gave the impression that Tomás has a really big cock… is that true, honey?’ he asked her.

She giggled, ‘I wouldn’t have ever believed you would be threatened by a guy having a bigger dick…’

‘So he is bigger,’ Edward laughed.

Casey flashed her eyes as though he had tricked her into revealing a secret.

He said, ‘Does it feel good inside you, honey? Does he stretch you when he slides that thing inside you?’

She moaned again, but the way her fingers worked more quickly more frantically between her thighs was more of an answer to that particular question.

Then he asked her, ‘Do you like them big, honey? You like the big ones…?’

She turned to him and grinned, and said, breathlessly, ‘Oh, yes, honey. I love having a big cock inside me…ohhh… it satisfies me like nothing else… the way it fills me up… oh… fuck…’

He couldn’t last long after she started talking like that.
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RETURN FIXTURE


Wednesday, October 25, 2017

Wednesday night. Tonight, Edward was going to visit Ana at a Motel 6 room, and he was buzzing about it all day. When it got to the end of the night, however, and he mentioned it to Casey just before she went upstairs to check that the kids were asleep, his wife just said, ‘yeah, okay’, apparently without a care in the world about it.

She wasn’t opposed to it, but she wasn’t particularly interested in it either, her tone seemed to suggest. It was just something that was going on that night.

He knew Casey wasn’t like him, wasn’t turned on by the fact that he was sleeping with Ana now. She was just tolerating it, since she got to sleep with Tomás.

All the same, her slightly cool tone toward it seemed disappointing to Edward. She seemed excited enough that he was turned on by her sleeping with Tomás. But as far as he could see, his sleeping with Ana was not such a big deal to her.

So while Casey checked on the kids, Edward was in the downstairs bathroom, dressing in a smart shirt and even a tie, and splashing on a hint of cologne. When Casey came downstairs, she kissed his cheek and told him to have a good time, but she didn’t really seem excited about it. It was like when he was going out for a drink with people from the radio station, or with the group of guys from college that he and Tomás sometimes hung out with. Casey was fine about him going out, but she didn’t feel involved in that aspect of this arrangement.

Ah well. He was looking forward to seeing Ana. It seemed like the more he saw her, the better it was. The nerves had been too much at first, but now he was getting more comfortable being with her.

He felt differently about Ana, of course. There wasn’t the same kind of weird thrill about her as there was about Casey, in terms of her being his wife and also sleeping with someone else. His interest in seeing Ana was more straightforward—because she was someone new, very attractive and different from any girl he’d dated before.

Edward arrived at the motel first, and got a room for the night. He texted Ana the room number, and there was a knock on the door not too long after that.

Here she was, wearing a long-sleeve crimson top and jeans, very smiley. Beautiful, though not wearing anything particularly sexy. Her top hugged her figure a little, which was nice. And she seemed delighted to be there.

‘Hey!’ She said, throwing her arms around him as she came in the room.

They kissed briefly, she brushed a strand of her dark brown hair back behind her ear, and said, ‘I had to come like this… I don’t think Tomás wants to see me leave the house wearing anything too… you know… sexy. Do you mind if I step in the bathroom a moment to change?’

‘Uh… sure,’ he laughed. ‘But you know you look good in jeans, too.’

She smiled, but slipped into the bathroom nevertheless.

He felt a little nervous as he sat on the end of the bed and waited for her. Was it just excitement? Anticipation, certainly. Ana was so beautiful, and he was going to get to sleep with her. She was in the bathroom dolling herself up for him. That was pretty exciting. So why was he nervous? Was it his subconscious afraid for his marriage? His paranoia certain that going through this would make Casey love him less?

Was he afraid he didn’t compare well with Tomás sexually? That he might not show Ana a good time, compared with what she was used to? He had to take a few deep breaths and remind himself that Tomás wasn’t having sex with Ana, at all. That anything compared to that would be a good thing for her.

He had to try to keep positive.

That bathroom door opened and Ana stepped out wearing bright scarlet lingerie—panties, bra, and a garter belt supporting thigh-high scarlet fishnet stockings.

‘Wow,’ he said, as she walked out to him.

‘You like it?’ She grinned, adoring his obvious appreciation.

‘You look incredible.’ She stepped in front of him and gave him a slow twirl to show him all sides of her in the hottest lingerie he’d ever laid eyes on. ‘Casey never wore anything like that for me.’

‘No?’ Ana beamed. ‘I ordered it after our first time together. I thought you’d like it.’

‘You ordered it?’

She laughed. ‘Got it delivered during the day, when Tomás wasn’t around to see.’

‘You didn’t want to buy something while you were out shopping with Casey, then?’

She smiled, ‘No. She’s not so interested in what I might wear for you.’

‘Figures,’ Edward said, nodding, his hands touching down on Ana’s gorgeous behind as she showed him the rear view of her lingerie, the thong she wore was practically a g-string, the band of scarlet dividing her cheeks scandalously thin, raising the pulse just to lay eyes on it.

‘I can suggest something to her, to wear for Tomás, of course, but it doesn’t work the other way around so much. I say to her maybe I should wear this or that for you, and her eyes just seem to glaze over.’

Edward said, ‘She’s just not… particularly interested in me seeing someone else.’

‘Not like you’re interested by her seeing someone else?’ Ana grinned and turned back to face him.

‘No.’

Standing between his legs, she bent at the waist to kiss his mouth briefly—once, twice, sweet and tender on the lips—and then turned to face away from him again, to present him with her exquisite posterior some more, like a stripper about to give him a lap dance.

‘But you like the idea of Tomás being with Casey?’ he asked her.

‘I do…’ she said cautiously.

Gently, she perched down on his lap, and he felt her press against the hardness in his pants, then circle her hips to wiggle her body over it.

‘At first,’ she said, ‘I was a little scared. And maybe a little jealous—why does she get to enjoy him like that, and I don’t anymore?’

‘You still feel that way?’

She shrugged. ‘I do miss it. Him,’ she said, quickly correcting herself.

But her rapid correction made Edward laugh. ‘You miss ‘it’? His big cock?’

She laughed. ‘Yes, okay? I miss his big cock. I mean, I like yours…’

She leaned back, using him as an armchair, pushing herself down on his hardness as she wrapped an arm around him, twisting so that she could kiss his mouth again.

Then she stood up again, slowly, facing him, enjoying how he gazed at her, how clearly taken he was with her beauty, particularly in that sexy lingerie. ‘I guess… when we started seeing each other, I was curious about Tomás being with her…’

He stood, wanting her. He pulled her to him, kissed her sweet lips.

‘…but I think… talking with you… you make me feel all right with it…’

‘All right? With what?’

‘With… you know… thinking about her being with him. Wanting her to be with him.’

‘Even though he might not want you anymore?’

She pushed him back down onto the end of the bed. Knelt on the mattress between his thighs. Leaning over to kiss him some more. They made out. It was just hot, kissing someone like that again. When the kissing was part of the foreplay, when it was part of the excitement, rather than something you just did to reassure someone that you still loved them.

She said, ‘I guess… I still have hopes that someday, he’ll want me…?’

‘Okay. Well, you shouldn’t give up hope.’

‘Yesterday, I liked that he was going out to see her. He got dressed up nicely for her. I wanted to help him make himself look as good as possible…’

Edward smiled, recognizing how he had felt about Casey going out to see Tomás. ‘It was the first time they were seeing each other, and we weren’t seeing each other at the same time,’ he pointed out.

Ana slid down his body, until she was kneeling on the floor in front of him, her hands moving to his thighs as she laid her eyes on his prominent bulge. ‘I start thinking about what she’s going to see, what she’s going to get,’ she said, moving to unfasten Edward’s belt now, open his fly, and then pull his pants down. Edward lifted his hips to let her remove his clothing. ‘I think about them meeting up, about them kissing. I imagine how she feels when she takes his clothes off…’

She sighed with clear delight as she pulled his clothing down to his knees and exposed his stiff manhood.

‘I think about her eyes when they see his big cock. How she feels enjoying his beautiful body. How hard he would be for her…’

She flicked her hair back over her shoulders and out of her face, and ducked down to place a kiss on Edward’s hard cock.

‘And you… like thinking about that? About him being with her?’ Edward asked her.

She gave him a long, leisurely lick from the base to the tip of his shaft. ‘Yes,’ she said at last, as though finally admitting it to herself. ‘It turns me on. My man making my friend come like crazy.’

She held his shaft in her hand, and pumped it a couple of times, and then opened her mouth to take it inside.

‘God that feels good,’ he moaned.

Ana smiled. ‘I can take you much deeper than I can take him.’

With that, she sank down on his shaft so deep he could hardly believe it was anatomically possible. It felt incredible.

‘Oh Jesus…’ he groaned.

She was all smiles when she came up for air again. ‘I love having you in my mouth,’ she said. ‘Making you feel good…’

She was so sweet. He felt that inner glow, that warmth of wellbeing that comes with lust rewarded by an attractive partner. The feeling that, when young, can so easily be confused with love. Edward was under no uncertain view that he could, if he let himself, fall for Ana. He knew her so well, and yet she was unfamiliar to him sexually, because he had closed his mind off to her sexually for virtually all of the time he’d known her, because she was married to Tomás. He knew her character was desirable—her kindness, her thoughtfulness, her intelligence, her playfulness. And now he had been opened up to her sexual attraction.

Of course, it made him feel certain that it was possible Casey could fall for Tomás. Wasn’t that part of the risk in all this?

He just had to trust in her emotional maturity. Like him, he hoped she would be able to tell the difference between lust and love, that she could control her feelings about Tomás. He had to trust that she could—there was no point in doing this otherwise.

Ana had a hand between her thighs as she sucked on Edward’s hard cock. Stroking herself as she bobbed down on his cock. He liked that. She was getting off on having his manhood in her mouth and getting herself off with her hand.

‘Does that feel good?’ She said, flicking her tongue around the tip of his cock for a few moments.

He saw her hand stray up his thigh, and he took hold of her wrist, guiding her fingers up to his mouth, where he could taste them after they had been inside her sweet pussy.

She grinned as he showed his appreciation of her flavor, still apparently surprised that a man would like that sort of thing. Tomás, it seemed, was not a fan. Edward laughed, and pulled her up from the floor, standing up to guide her to the bed, where he could stand in front of her and peel off her panties.

‘Please…’ she moaned quietly, lifting her fishnet-clad legs up to let him easily remove her panties.

‘Mmmm…’ he moaned, making his desire for her glistening pussy perfectly clear.

She held her thighs apart as he knelt in front of her, offering herself to him completely, her eyes pleading for him. She groaned, low and long as he kissed her there, as his hot mouth connected with her sensitive folds, as he sucked gently on her sex, as he tasted her tangy goodness.

‘Oh my God… that feels amazing… how do you do that?’ She murmured as he lapped at her pussy, which was getting wetter by the minute.

He smiled. ‘You never had a guy do this with you?’ he asked her.

She shrugged. ‘A few times, maybe. I can’t really remember.’

‘You can’t remember?’ He chuckled.

She took hold of his head in her hands, and pulled him firmly against her, tilting her head back on the bed to moan loudly. ‘God…’

For a few moments, he was sucking and nibbling on her pussy lips, and she was just writhing under him, as though barely holding on. Then, after a little while longer, she seemed to stabilize.

‘You like doing that?’ She asked him.

‘Oh yes,’ he said. ‘You taste divine.’

She giggled. ‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’

He laughed. ‘You know… before you came along, I hadn’t done this for a while.’

‘Seriously?’

‘It’s true.’

‘You don’t like doing it with Casey?’

He shrugged. ‘I don’t know… we just fell out of the habit, I guess. You know… after a while you find short-cuts to get through sex. Like, for some reason it’s not important that the sex is good, more that you just did it… or you could say you did it if anyone happens to ask…’

‘It’s like me and Tomás,’ she nodded. Stroking his hair, running her fingers through it as he slipped his tongue inside her, and nudged his nose against her clit. ‘I used to go down on him all the time…’

‘And he never returned the favor?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know… when we started dating… it was all about his big dick. You know, it was impressive. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. When we were together, I just wanted to get it out in the open, wrap my hands around it, get it in my mouth. In my pussy.’

‘And he was happy to put it there…’

‘Exactly.’

Edward switched his focus to her clit, sucking gently on it, engulfing it with the heat of his mouth. She groaned, and then as he slipped his fingers inside her as well, she began to whimper and shake and gasp for breath.

‘Fuck… yes… oh please…’

He loved to make her feel good with his mouth. And she made such sexy noises as he slipped his tongue around her clit and slid it into her pussy. But it did make him feel a longing to do this with Casey, particularly now that she was having a full-fledged affair. It also made him feel a touch of regret—that this intimacy had fallen out of their repertoire, that he didn’t do this for his wife anymore.

But then, after a while, Ana was thrashing about under him so much there just wasn’t space for thinking about anyone else. He could just about hold on as her hands clamped him to her sex, as her hips rocked under him, grinding her soaking pussy against his mouth. She came, forcefully, whimpering as her body shuddered under him, her strong thighs slamming shut around his head, locking him in place.

Afterward, when she had recovered a little of her breath, she asked him, ‘Would you do that for Casey if she asked?’

He said, ‘Sure, of course. If she didn’t have this thing about not upsetting Tomás.’

Ana smiled. ‘She doesn’t want to cheat on the guy she’s cheating on you with?’

‘Something like that.’

‘I don’t think it would cause problems, do you? I mean, you are married. We know you love your wife. And it’s not like you’re sleeping around much. There’s no danger of… you know… infections…’

She pulled herself further up the mattress and urged him up onto the bed with her.

He said, ‘And you’d be all right with me doing that with her?’

She shrugged. ‘You’re her husband. Who am I? I wouldn’t have a problem with it. Besides, she’s my friend.’ She smiled. ‘In fact, I would want her to have that experience with you. I mean… I can’t believe she doesn’t force you to do that to her every night.’

‘I can’t believe Tomás has never done that with you,’ he said.

She shrugged and straddled him. She looked incredible riding his thighs, wearing those fishnet stockings, the garter belt. She reached up and behind herself to remove her bra, and then gave him a wonderful view of her fulsome breasts.

‘I don’t think you can teach the old dog new tricks,’ she laughed, and tossed her hair back over her shoulders as Edward reached up to plant his hands over her bare breasts.

‘But you can probably get him to play ball,’ Edward said.

‘How so?’

She was enjoying his touch, enjoying his hands on her breasts. His fingers toying with her nipples. Again, she gave him the impression that this didn’t normally happen for her. Perhaps it really had been so long since she’d had a real sex life before this arrangement.

Edward said, ‘You’re more like me when it comes to this whole arrangement, aren’t you? And Casey sees it like Tomás does.’

‘I guess so. Casey’s not so interested in hearing about what you do with me, is she?’

He shook his head. ‘Doesn’t want to know,’ he said firmly.

Ana sat down on him, quite forcefully, and rather surprised him by taking his hard cock deep in her hot, wet pussy. He gasped at the sudden sensation, and at the sight he had of such a beautiful woman impaling herself on his cock.

‘Tomás is the same,’ she said, her breasts jiggling as she began to move on his shaft.

‘The thing is…’ Edward said, ‘When I make it all about her… she’s suddenly interested in me again.’

‘When you… make it about her?’

He nodded. ‘When I told her how much it turns me on… that she’s been with Tomás. When I show her how much I want her now, now that she’s come back to me…’

‘And you think if I did that with Tomás…?’

She paused a moment, and he shrugged. ‘Maybe. If you ask him all about his time with Casey. Let him know how… turned on it gets you to think about him with her…’

She nodded, her face brightening with the potential of the idea. ‘Make it… all about him…’ she said.

Then she was moving off him, onto all fours, urging him to take her from behind. ‘Like this,’ she said. ‘It’ll feel good like this…’

He fucked her like that, and she coached him to take hold of her hips and really pound her, and it did feel good. She had such an incredible body, the most sensational curves, taking her from behind was just thrilling.

And then he came, hard, pumping his thick cream inside her. It felt so incredible, he felt the border between lust and love blurring once again, and even though he could ride out those feelings and realize what was going on, it did feel dangerous.

He had the thought: well, if Casey decides she wants Tomás long-term, I’d be just fine being with Ana instead.

Perhaps the danger in such feelings helped boost his orgasm.

Perhaps it was just all that new relationship energy.

But then it was getting late, and after the two of them caught their breaths again, it was time for both of them to shower—which they did together, which was nice, even affectionate, helping each other scrub away any trace of infidelity, so that each of them could return to their partners who did not want to know.

Changing into fresh clothes.

Packing their old clothes into their overnight bags.

Edward taking her panties, slipping them into his overnight bag.

‘Oh, really?’ she grinned.

‘Oh, really,’ he said.

She seemed delighted that he would want them. A memento, a reminder. Something for those quiet times when she could not be with him.

Then, they were out of the door, resisting the temptation to give each other a little goodbye kiss outside of the privacy of the room.

You never know who might be watching.

And they were in separate cars, heading to different neighborhoods, each feeling very content.
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Edward slipped silently into their house. All the lights were off. Everything was silent. He went to the kitchen for a drink before quietly sneaking upstairs, where he found everyone asleep, including Casey.

He shrugged. He hadn’t been expecting a welcoming committee—and certainly not any kind of show of lust, like he had given her on her return from seeing Tomás the night before—but it still seemed, somehow, brutal. Casey was completely ignoring his adventures with Ana. It didn’t interest her in the slightest—and it certainly didn’t get her going sexually, as her adventures with Tomás got him going.

In the darkness of the bedroom, gazing down at the sleeping form of his wife, Edward appreciated a little more how Ana felt about her husband losing sexual interest in her.

He sighed. Then he went into the bathroom to brush his teeth. He tried to accept that he couldn’t possibly expect Casey to think the same way he did about all this. Everyone was different.

At least she didn’t actively object to his seeing Ana. She didn’t try to pretend it wasn’t happening. It was just that, to Casey, anything he did with Ana simply wasn’t relevant to her.

It was a shame. Funnily enough, Edward seemed to think that Casey might be missing out on the full pleasure possible from this new arrangement they had with the Garcias. After all, he got to enjoy his time with Ana and also Casey’s time spent with Tomás. Casey only got to enjoy her time with Tomás.

The big plus point, of course, was that Casey seemed to like teasing her husband regarding her sex with Tomás. She was interested in how turned on he was by her infidelity. That was very much relevant to her, since she was actively involved.


PART V


FELLOWSHIP OF THE RING
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GETTING READY FOR A PARTY


Saturday, October 28, 2017

The following Saturday, Casey went out shopping with Ana at the mall as usual, after Edward had dropped the kids off with their grandparents—his parents, this weekend. But that evening, they were all invited to a house party by some other friends, Julia and Marshall Clifford. Naturally, the Garcias were invited as well—Edward and Tomás had been at college with Marshall.

Since the Trojans game was kicking off at 7.45pm, Edward stayed home that afternoon, rather than hanging out with Tomás. He probably could have gone over to see his friend and watch the UCLA game at Washington, and then Utah at Oregon, but it seemed like a rare afternoon in which he actually had time to spend by himself.

He opened a beer, settled down on the couch, and relaxed.

But then a little after 2pm, he received an unexpected text message from Ana, which seemed to instantly change the course of his afternoon.

Ana: That beautiful wife of yours is letting me pick out some lingerie for her to wear when she sleeps with my husband tonight :-)

Edward’s heart rate was already picking up as he read that message, imagining Ana and Casey wandering around the lingerie section of some department store, Ana suggesting sexy items for Casey to wear to seduce Tomás later that night.

And then Ana sent a picture of Casey wearing a bodysuit made of black lace, which was transparent enough to show most of her breasts and her nipples, as well as make it clear she shaved her pussy, although the design did conceal her pussy itself. The picture appeared taken within a department store dressing room.

Edward felt his manhood thicken up almost immediately on seeing it. It wasn’t just the possibility that Casey would wear such a thing to sleep with Tomás—but also the fact that she was collaborating with Ana to choose something to wear for another man.

But it did all seem a turn of face considering that Casey hadn’t wanted to discuss any of the new arrangements with Ana before.

Edward texted Ana back:

Edward: Very sexy outfit! But I thought Casey didn’t want to talk about any of that stuff with you? Has she changed her mind?

While he continued to savor the image she’d sent of Casey in that black lace bodysuit, Ana sent him a reply:

Ana: She’s still not really interested in talking about me and you—but it turns out she quite enjoys talking about her being with Tomás! And I seem to like talking about Tomás being with her!

Edward nodded as he read that. It made some kind of sense: Casey just wasn’t emotionally involved in anything in which she wasn’t taking part herself. But she was thrilled about being with Tomás, and the renewed attention she got from Edward as a result of that. Apparently she wasn’t beyond talking to Ana about it, either.

It was interesting that Ana was happy talking about her husband being with Casey to Casey herself.

Edward replied: Is she not worried about betraying Tomás’s confidence? She was reluctant to talk to me about all that!

And then Ana replied:

Ana: I told her that since I’m married to Tomás, there shouldn’t really be any secrets between him and me. So it’s all right for us to talk about it.

Edward laughed at that. Ana was clever, putting it that way. He started wondering if he could put a similar argument to Casey, regarding her telling him details of her time with Tomás. But then Ana sent another message:

Ana: I think I might have persuaded her that she shouldn’t keep secrets from her husband, either. Especially if he is happy for her to enjoy herself with other men ;-)

Edward felt a wave of excitement. Would Casey really open up to him about what she did with Tomás? There was hope.

Edward: That’s wonderful—hopefully she’ll share some details next time she’s been with him!

Ana sent him another picture of Casey. This time, his wife was wearing a long-sleeved white top that was cut-off so that it showed off her midriff, and a pair of white lacy panties—a g-string, in fact. Very sexy, very small.

Ana: She seems to have a lot more confidence changing in front of me now she is with Tomás.

There were several more lingerie options that Ana showed him that afternoon. The interesting thing to him, though, was how his wife was apparently opening up to her friend about her new relationship with Tomás.

And then, once he’d seen all of the possible outfits, Ana sent him a message saying:

Ana: Your beautiful wife would like to know which lingerie makes your cock the hardest when you imagine her wearing it for Tomás?

It seemed that Edward was not going to get a quiet afternoon after all.
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Later, once daylight had faded, Casey returned from her shopping excursion with the usual multitude of carrier bags in hand, boasting an array of purchases.

Just about the first thing she said to him was, ‘Would you go up and run a bath for me?’

‘Of course,’ he said, and went up to the family bathroom to do just that.

As he was waiting for the tub to fill, Casey stepped into the room wearing only a black-and-white floral bra and panties. ‘It’s going to be a fun party, I think,’ she said, with a blazing smile. ‘Everybody’s going to be there apparently.’

Perched on the side of the bathtub, Edward smiled, ‘And you’re looking forward to going home with Tomás at the end of the party?’

Casey grinned. ‘Of course.’

She stood in front of him and peeled off her bra, to reveal her beautiful breasts and a set of very stiff nipples.

‘You gonna help me with my bath?’ She asked him, and then slowly stripped off her panties, giving him a real show.

‘Sure,’ he said, switching off the water, and rising to his feet.

He stepped up to her, standing close, a hand reaching out so that he was almost touching her breast. She didn’t withdraw from him, and perhaps he could have touched her, but he refrained. She smiled, enjoying his attention, enjoying how his eyes ran all over her body, taking in her beauty like a starving man eyeing up a banquet.

God, she looked good. She’d been working out, stepping up her usual routine since she’d been seeing Tomás, and it showed.

He leaned into her, as though to kiss her neck, and she looked as though she was preparing herself for him to do that—but then he simply paused there, breathing her in.

‘You look so beautiful,’ he said. ‘All the guys at the party are going to want you.’

She smiled. ‘But only one man gets me, right?’

‘Tomás,’ Edward laughed wryly.

He offered her a hand to help her climb into the bath, and she accepted his assistance as she stepped into the water.

‘So you had a good time with Ana?’ He asked her as she sat back in the water, the bubbles surrounding her as she moaned in appreciation of the warmth of the bath.

‘Oh yes,’ she said. ‘It was… different from normal.’

Edward knelt beside her bath. ‘Different?’

Casey shrugged. ‘She seemed to want to talk about Tomás. She wanted to know all about how much fun I’ve been having with him.’

‘Is that right?’

She nodded. ‘I mean… I guess I always assumed she wouldn’t be comfortable talking about something like that. You know—that she’d just want to ignore it.’

‘You thought she might be jealous?’

‘I don’t know if I thought she’d be jealous… I mean, she’s always been perfectly happy doing this, letting me see her husband, and so on… but today she wanted to help me pick out the perfect date perfume to make him crazy about me… and… well, you saw how she wanted us to buy the hottest lingerie…’

‘Oh yes, I saw,’ he grinned.

She started soaping her shoulders, but then paused a moment, her eyes shifting to him. Then she reached out to offer him the soap. Edward took it, a touch surprised, a touch puzzled, but then she held out her arm for him to apply soap, and it was clear what she wanted.

He felt a little flutter of warm excitement inside as he began soaping her smooth, wet skin.

‘At first, I almost wondered if she was attempting to sabotage things between Tomás and me—you know, pick out a fragrance he’ll really detest, choose some kind of really unflattering clothes for me to wear.’

She leaned forward, and arched her back, signaling clearly that she wanted him to apply soap to her chest, her breasts. He willingly did so.

‘But it quickly became clear she wasn’t—I mean, we found some gorgeous perfume. And as for the clothes… well, you saw the lingerie we chose.’

‘You looked incredible in it,’ Edward said, feeling honored and elated and aroused to be gently soaping her breasts.

‘Well, then she was telling me this thing she does with her tongue…’ Casey giggled, and cast a glance at her husband to double-check he wasn’t offended by her talking about having sex with Tomás—he wasn’t, of course, but even that still surprised her. ‘…you know… while she’s going down on him. I mean… I was pretty surprised she’d want to go there, but, you know… she seems to like talking about it…’

As she recounted Ana sharing her tips for pleasuring Tomás and his large cock, she stood to allow Edward to soap the rest of her body—her stomach, her hips, her bottom, her thighs, between her legs. She was distracted, of course, and aroused by what she was discussing, and that was why, it seemed to Edward, she was dropping intimate details about her sex with Tomás even though she’d previously stated her aversion to ‘betraying his confidence’.

‘Having sex with him…’ she moaned as Edward began focusing his hand and the bar of moisturizing soap between her legs, using it almost as some kind of sex toy to caress her pussy. ‘…It’s almost like losing your virginity every time… his cock is so huge, you have to go really carefully to start with, really slow… but then… when you’re ready… it’s just to die for…’

But when he slipped a finger inside her, she did shoot him a sharp little look, and mouthed a silent, ‘Hey!’ to chide him.

He grinned. ‘Just checking your shave didn’t need a touch-up.’

She gave him an eye-roll. ‘I’ll let you know when it does.’

But, hey, this was progress in Edward’s eyes. She was sharing details with him of her personal time with another man, and it turned him on like nothing else.

And perhaps it was progress that she was able to talk about this stuff with Ana, too.

‘I even told her how much you like watching when it goes in,’ Casey grinned, startling Edward that she would discuss sex with him with Ana. It also surprised him that she highlighted how much it turned him on when they had sex in a position in which he could see his hardness penetrating her. He’d never said anything about it to her—it must have been something she’d picked up along the way. Surprising, particularly since they hadn’t had much sex recently.

‘Yeah, I like watching,’ he grinned.

When she stepped out and he was starting to dry her off with a towel, she reached out to touch the bulge in his pants. ‘She’s like you, you know that?’ She said to him. ‘Ana. She gets turned on by thinking about her husband being with someone else. Like you do when I’m with Tomás.’

Edward smiled. ‘And you’re more like Tomás?’ he suggested. ‘You’re more focused on the pleasure of sleeping with another man.’

‘Am I?’ She said. ‘It seems so very selfish of me. But I suppose it doesn’t really turn me on to think about you sleeping with her… I mean… I am okay with it, I’m not jealous. I’m perfectly happy that you’re with my friend…but…’

He smiled. ‘You do seem interested in how I react to you, though. After you’ve been with Tomás.’

She giggled, and reached out to his pants, to unfasten his fly and pull out his hard cock. ‘I do like how hard you get for me after I’ve been with him,’ she said, leaning in to kiss his mouth as her fingers curled around his exposed shaft. She grinned and pumped his shaft slowly a few times. ‘I suppose that’s just me being selfish again…’

Edward moaned, but said to her, ‘Careful… Tomás might get jealous of you doing that…’

But Casey only smiled and continued stroking her husband’s cock a little more. ‘Ana said there was no way he could object… I mean, we are married. He knows that. And none of us actively stated that we wouldn’t ever have sex with our original spouses.’

‘It was just… implied?’

Casey shrugged. ‘I think it might have been assumed… since we were all starting to see sex with our spouses as… you know… deprioritized…’

She kissed his mouth again, slow and sensual. So unbelievably sexy. How could a simple kiss with your wife be so sensational?

Then she broke away playfully. ‘I don’t know… I guess Ana just made me see things differently…’

Edward felt a surge of raw excitement at the possibility that Casey might begin to think differently about refusing him sex after she’d been with another man. But he tried his best not to reveal his reaction. He wanted her to think he was calm, not some depraved sex maniac.

He didn’t want to devalue himself in her eyes by appearing desperate, begging for sex with her now that she was beginning to see things in a different light.

He calmly escorted her through to the bedroom, where he watched her put on a little black transparent g-string, which had red satin ties on her hips, and then a sexy red and black lace bra, which showed enough of her breasts through the sheer material to make it seem completely scandalous. Then she just about blew him away by putting on thigh-high stockings and a garter belt to match.

He’d seen the outfit on the screen of his phone, of course, but seeing it on her in the flesh was just stunning.

‘You think he’ll like it?’ She teased, turning to model her lingerie.

‘God, yes,’ he nodded. ‘No doubt about it.’

She went up on tip toes to kiss him, and then said quietly, conspiratorially, ‘We picked something nice for Ana to wear for you, too, you know.’

And then she flashed him a little knowing smile that really surprised him. Casey had never shown any interest in him being with Ana. And now she had helped choose an outfit for her friend to wear when they slept together?

Well, that was unexpected.

‘Come on,’ she said, patting his behind. ‘You’d better get ready, we’ll have to go soon.’

He took a shower while she was applying her makeup, and when he stepped out of their en-suite, she had put on a sexy little black dress, and was spritzing with the perfume Ana had helped her pick out—and she was right that it was just exquisite. It somehow had a blend of the innocent and the downright wicked to make her seem both insanely desirable and devilishly wanton at the same time.

‘Are you sure you want to wear this at tonight’s party?’ he asked her. ‘I mean… all of the guys are going to want you, not just Tomás.’

She giggled. ‘Don’t you like that idea?’

He shrugged. ‘But maybe Tomás will think differently…?’
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THE PARTY


Saturday, October 28, 2017

Driving over to Julia and Marshall’s house, Edward couldn’t believe what a turn-on it was, having Casey sitting next to him in a dress barely long enough to cover the tops of her stockings, knowing what kind of lingerie she was wearing underneath it, and breathing in that ultra-sexy scent the whole time. He had a hard-on most of the way and had to practically meditate when they neared their destination in order to get it to fade a little.

And then he was parking on the street in front of the house, escorting her up the driveway trying not to keep checking her out as she walked along in high-heeled shoes.

Then they were at the door, being let inside, a little overwhelmed at how many people were there already—everybody they knew in Southern California, it seemed, and then a whole load more. Lots of air kisses and smiles and nods and how-you-doing small talk. Most people were talking about the wildfires, of course, and the heat wave that was making the situation so terrible. But the mood was surprisingly good at the party—people wanted a distraction from the awful scenes they saw on the news, and from the black smoke they saw in the sky.

Casey was causing a great deal of distraction as she circled the party. Each time they greeted another couple, Edward felt a little flutter of enjoyment when he quietly noticed the guy checking Casey out, their eyes dipping down to her low neckline, taking in her trim figure in that clingy dress, breathing deeply to take in the seriously sexy scent she wore.

Casey seemed to be lighting up the room. Edward loved it. And of course, Casey adored all that attention.

But then Ana and Tomás arrived. Boy. Ana looked like a million dollars. A billion dollars. If he’d thought she was beautiful before, then this was just a whole different level. Gazing upon her, it felt like he’d had his eyes opened for the first time as to her true beauty. She was wearing a dress that was every bit as short and clingy as Casey’s—but it was also somewhat sheer. It wasn’t quite sheer enough to make it look as though she was naked, but you could certainly see that she was wearing sexy black lace underwear beneath.

It drew practically every male gaze in the house, along with every female’s astonishment.

Edward found himself taking notice of all the guys ogling Ana, and strangely enough he was having similar feelings to those that he’d had when they’d been gawking at Casey. Well, it was a fact that while they looked at her, wishing they could have her, he would be the one to go home with her at the end of the night.

After the initial furor around their entrance, Ana and Tomás came over to say hello to Edward and Casey. There were knowing looks in their eyes as they all greeted each other, but they had to try to pretend there wasn’t something unusual going on between them.

Once the alcohol had started flowing freely, Edward found it a little more difficult to pretend to have nothing to do with Ana. While he was circulating the party free of Casey, he found himself gravitating to where Ana was standing. And on a few occasions, when he was tempted to chat with groups of people in which Ana was also present, he found himself drifting to her side, his body language starting to adopt signals that they were a couple.

‘You should go be with Casey a little more,’ Ana had to whisper to him at one point that night. ‘People might start to get suspicious.’

Edward gave a nod and went to find Casey and try to put out body language that would confirm them as a couple to any casual observers.

But then it came time for the football to start, and Tomás came to let Edward know that the game was being put on the giant TV screen down in the basement. A load of people from the party—mostly guys, but not exclusively—went down there to watch the Trojans hammer Arizona State, and Edward found it a good break from the confusion of dealing with Casey and Ana at the party.

Once the football was over, Edward and Tomás, along with most of those still watching the tail end of the game, resurfaced in the party, but the numbers had thinned somewhat since the start.

Edward went into the kitchen to fetch another beer, and through the hatchway into the living room area, he overhead someone—female—saying, ‘What’s gotten into Ana and Casey?’

Someone else, another woman, replied, ‘I know. Jesus. I’ll have a little of whatever they’re taking.’

And the first one said, ‘No, no. It’s more like… they’re getting laid for the first time in ages.’

Edward’s eyes widened as he heard this, and he started worrying that everyone they knew would, somehow, work out what was going on between Ana, himself, Casey and Tomás.

The first woman said, ‘Maybe Edward and Tomás just discovered Viagra, bless their hearts.’

Someone else, also female, sniggered, ‘Maybe Ana and Casey just discovered Tinder. I doubt Edward or Tomás know anything about it.’

Then another guy who had been watching the game downstairs came into the kitchen to get a beer, and Edward had to vacate his eavesdropping location, despite how entertaining it had been.

Edward found Casey again and fitted himself in beside her to try to give people around the party some additional evidence that there was nothing strange going on with their marriage whatsoever.

Nevertheless, as things got later and later, it turned out to be the most enjoyable party he’d been to in ages. No matter what was going on, he was constantly accompanied by the underlying sense that he was secretly dating someone gorgeous, and that any time they decided to leave the party, they could disappear off together and boink like rabbits in the spring.

And, perhaps, knowing that they could just disappear and have some incredible sex any time they wanted to, ended up giving Edward a burst of real energy late on in the party. Normally as things started getting past midnight, he would find his reserves beginning to deplete, and he’d start to count the minutes before he could escape without people thinking he was a loser. Tonight, though, he was happy to stick around and chat and drink and make merry.

As the numbers thinned even further, deep into the early hours of the morning, Edward found himself in a group of remaining guys sitting around the couches of the living room discussing the Trojans, and whether they could get another championship that year after winning seven games and losing two. But while the guys talked football, Edward found he could look out onto the deck outside, at the group of remaining women, who were chatting about God-knew-what, and he could admire how gorgeous Ana and Casey were.

He and Tomás were on the sodas by that point, since they were planning on driving once the party was done. The women, however, were looking a little inebriated.

Edward didn’t want to say anything to anyone, but he didn’t really want Ana or Casey to be too worse the wear from alcohol at the end of the party.

Fetching another drink from the kitchen, Edward found he could hear part of another conversation out on the patio. Julia was saying something about the wildfires—that even though they lived in what had been a fairly safe part of San Diego, that there was always the danger that they could lose everything at any moment.

Edward wondered if she and Marshall were thinking of moving, perhaps even out of state. The way climate change was going, there were increasingly fewer and fewer safe places anywhere in California these days.

Julia said, ‘Marshall’s parents want us to come up to Oregon, of course, but this is our home. And Marshall’s done so well building up his landscaping business here…’

Someone else was saying something that he couldn’t quite hear.

But then Julia was saying, ‘I just want to live a little, you know? Do something a bit different. We’ve only got a limited time on this Earth, don’t we?’
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Things finally wound down around 3am. Edward and Tomás had been in the garage as Marshall showed them his brand new truck, but as they wandered back into the house, they found that all the other guests had gone home, other than the wives of the three of them—Julia, of course, was host of the party.

Julia, Casey and Ana were in the living room, giggling and cackling like a coven of witches the night after Halloween. The three of them had smeared makeup, their dresses were riding up to show the tops of stockings, and even, in Julia’s case, her underwear. They looked more than a little sozzled.

‘I guess it’s probably time to get going, huh?’ Tomás said, amused at the state of the women.

Ana, who looked a touch more sober than the other two, nevertheless picked herself up off the nearest couch and wandered over toward them—and then to Edward’s horror, she draped herself all over him, telling him, ‘You ready to take me away, honey?’

Edward looked over at Casey, who shrugged, and said, ‘It’s okay—Julia knows everything.’

Now Edward looked at Tomás to gauge his big friend’s reaction to this, but Tomás merely shrugged.

Then Ana giggled, and said, ‘Julia wants in.’

‘What?’ Edward asked her.

He glanced at Marshall, who seemed completely clueless about anything, and seemed to be dismissing it all as drunken ramblings about nothing.

But Casey said, ‘Julia knows. And Julia wants her and Marshall to join.’

‘Yes,’ said Julia, trying to show that she was serious. ‘God, life’s boring. I can’t believe you guys have all been doing something exciting without letting us know.’

‘Join?’ Edward was baffled. ‘How?’

Tomás was silent. He just stood there and put his hands on his hips as though inviting the women to explain what on Earth was going on.

Casey stood up and brushed down her little black dress.

‘We’ve been thinking about it,’ she said, glancing at Ana, who gave her a little nod as though to reassure her that she was on board. ‘And we think, maybe, things should be more flexible between us all. So, if Tomás feels like spending a little time with Julia, so be it. If he wants a night with me, then fine. If I feel like a little Marshall, then great. If I’d like some of what Tomás has going… wonderful.’

Edward looked at Casey, and then at Marshall. He would be joining the arrangement too? With Julia? His first thought was that it would be seriously hot if Casey ended up sleeping with another man. Casey quietly tilted her head as her eyes connected with her husband’s, asking him if he would be okay with the idea of expanding the arrangement. Edward shrugged and gave a little nod of support.

He looked over at Tomás, who seemed to be doing something similar with Ana.

‘So what does this all mean for tonight?’ Tomás asked.

Casey said to him, ‘Perhaps you’d like to take Julia home with you tonight?’

Tomás said, ‘Sure,’ and garnered a broad smile from Julia.

‘I’ll go upstairs with Marshall…’ Casey said.

‘And I’m with Edward,’ Ana said, and Edward realized that his plans for the night had not changed. Was there a moment of disappointment for him that he would not get someone completely new? Julia was quite attractive, sure, with her fiery red hair. But he knew he’d be in for a good time with Ana. Ana gave him a smile that warmed everything up inside, and Edward wasn’t feeling a hint of disappointment after that.

Tomás turned to pat Edward on the back, offering him an unexpected smile. ‘She’ll enjoy that,’ he said, and Edward was quite taken aback by the approval Tomás was giving them. But then perhaps Tomás still viewed Ana as an ‘ex’, in terms of their sexual relationship.

Marshall, who hadn’t switched to sodas at any point in the night, since he lived here, and didn’t need to drive anywhere, was still completely perplexed as to what was going on. He said, ‘I’m sorry… what the hell are you guys all talking about?’

Casey laughed, and wandered over to him, saying, ‘Julia says you guys haven’t had sex for three years…’

Marshall looked horrified at this sudden, unexpected exposé. He glared at Julia, who simply smiled, and said, ‘Not since Katie came along, honey.’

Marshall was protesting that it wasn’t his fault, and Julia didn’t disagree. ‘We were trying so long for Katie… having sex, like all the time… it was hard work… and then, I was pregnant, and we didn’t need to do that anymore…’

Casey stepped right in front of him and put her arms around him, reassuringly, affectionately. ‘It’s all right, Marshall, dear, it happens for a lot of married people.’

‘But—?’

Then Edward watched as his wife kissed Marshall plum on the lips—long, slow, and tender. When she finally released him, he looked shocked, gazing over to Julia as though to plead innocence, to persuade her it was all Casey’s fault.

Julia smiled, and said to him, ‘Casey’s been sleeping with Tomás, honey. Ana’s been sleeping with Edward. You know, to relieve the boredom a little?’

Marshall said, ‘Oh. Really?’

Julia pulled herself up from the couch, and now wandered over toward Tomás. ‘So I thought we could have a little fun, too. I mean, why not?’

‘You’ve been having an affair?’ Marshall asked Edward.

Edward shrugged. ‘It’s not really an affair. All of us know about it. It’s just a little sex every now and then. Everything else in our marriages remains the same.’

Casey said, ‘It’s just that… you know… when we feel like fucking someone, we can slip out and see someone who isn’t our husband.’

‘Oh,’ Marshall said again.

Casey kissed him again. This time, he wasn’t so reluctant. It was clear he was attracted to her. Edward felt a little ripple of arousal as he watched Marshall get into the kiss with Casey. Ana looked over at Edward and smiled, flicking her eyes to urge Edward to take a look at Tomás, who was now in mid-embrace with Julia.

Ana picked herself up, and now walked over toward Edward. He was checking her out in that semi-sheer dress as she approached him.

Casey finally let Marshall get some more air, once Ana had reached Edward, and pulled him in for a sweet little kiss. She said to Marshall, ‘We thought tonight you might like to take me to bed.’

Marshall, sounding a little flustered with excitement, said, ‘Uh… sure… if Julia…’

But Julia was making out with Tomás like they were under the bleachers in high school.

Casey wandered over to Edward and said to him quietly, ‘You’re okay with this?’

Edward shrugged. ‘Sure. Why not?’ he smiled. Casey smiled back, and then leaned in to kiss him with gratitude—and, certainly, some affection.

‘I’m going to take Marshall upstairs, then,’ she said, stepping away. Grabbing Marshall by the hand.

‘Okay…’ he said. Ana pulled him close to her.

Julia pulled apart from Tomás and gazed at him with unbridled awe. Tomás said, ‘So you’re coming home with me tonight?’

The redhead grinned. ‘Uh… yeah… I guess so?’

And that left Edward there with Ana.
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They heard the front door bang shut, and then they were alone in the living room—just Ana and Edward.

‘I feel like some kind of consolation prize,’ Edward joked.

‘Prize, yes. Consolation? No,’ Ana said. She smiled. ‘You know Julia wanted her first time to be with you?’

Edward laughed. ’What?’

Ana shrugged. ‘I think she has a little crush on you. You know… now she’s allowed to. But Casey wanted to be with Marshall… and they didn’t want me to end up with my husband… so… here we are…’

‘You and Casey are just drunk,’ Edward said.

‘Not at all,’ Ana insisted, though she took a step back, unsteadily, and then nearly took a tumble. ‘I’m just happy I ended up with you, Edward.’

‘Here…’ Edward slipped an arm around her waist and helped her over to the couch. ‘Maybe you just need a sit down for a little while. Catch your breath back.’

Edward sat in the opposite corner of the couch, giving her space. ‘You need a drink of water?’ he asked her.

‘No, I don’t need water,’ she grinned, putting her feet up onto the couch, lifting her knees so that Edward could see up her dress, her stocking tops and semi-sheer panties exposed. ‘You want a drink of this?’ she joked and brushed a stray strand of hair out of her face. Then her hand slipped down to cover her pussy, and she added, ‘It’s really wet…’

Edward smiled. ‘We don’t have to, you know. Not if you’ve had a little too much⁠—’

But she shook her head. ‘I told you, I’m fine.’

He nodded but kept back. Watching, but not yet wanting to get involved. Was she too drunk to properly consent?

He watched her touching herself a while, flaunting herself for him. Thinking that any delay might help her head to clear a little, and then she could make decisions a little more rationally. He just didn’t like to be in a position to get involved with someone properly intoxicated.

‘Do you need to use the rest room before I drive you… back to my place?’ he asked her, again thinking of ways to distract her, to keep her from just throwing herself at him in this state.

She grinned, and sat up, and now peeled her dress up and off over her head. ‘I don’t need the rest room right now,’ she said.

‘Okay…’

‘And you don’t need to drive us anywhere.’

‘Huh?’

She laughed. ‘It’s a big house. You don’t think they have guest bedrooms?’

‘Oh…’ Edward felt unsure that staying here was part of the plan for the group as a whole.

‘What are you worried about? It’s just us here…’ Ana said. ‘Oh… and Casey… and Marshall…’

He watched her reach behind her back to remove her bra, and free up her gorgeous breasts, which she now took hold of in her hands.

‘Isn’t it hot… thinking that she’s here in the house… with another guy?’ Ana asked him. ‘Only just upstairs… your wife fucking another man…’

Edward had to admit, it was hot thinking about that. What was Casey up to right now? He could probably sneak halfway up the stairs and hear something going on up there.

He asked her, ‘Why are you trying to get me thinking about her? Don’t you want us to go somewhere to have fun? Just us?’

‘I just think it’s so cute you’re so obsessed with your wife, now she’s started sleeping with other guys.’

He laughed, ‘Because that’s how you are about your husband?’

She shrugged, ‘It means I understand what you’re going through.’

‘But you’re distracting me from… you know… you…’

She smiled. ‘I’m just having fun. Come on…’

He couldn’t work Ana out, and yet as she scampered over to the bottom of the stairs, he couldn’t deny being interested. The buxom brunette paused there, listening, and then glanced back at him, her eyes flashing to urge him to come over.

He strained his ears but wasn’t sure he heard much more than the air conditioning.

‘Go up there,’ she whispered.

‘Are you kidding?’ He whispered back.

She had her hand between her legs again, touching herself as she urged him to go up and try to hear evidence of his wife being unfaithful. Was she turned on by all this? How did that work? Somehow, she was living vicariously through him—she wasn’t able to enjoy her husband’s infidelity firsthand, so she was trying to help Edward do so instead.

‘She’ll never know. She’ll be way too focused on Marshall,’ Ana pointed out.

Edward was so very tempted by the idea, though. To actually get to hear Casey enjoying another man—it sent shivers of excitement through his body just to contemplate. And Ana was right—why would Casey discover him? She’d be caught up in the charms of their friend Marshall. She wouldn’t want to come out of the master bedroom—and wouldn’t need to until the morning, since it boasted a sumptuous en-suite bathroom, from what Edward remembered.

He took a couple of steps upward. Ana smiled, and gestured at him to keep going. God, she looked good, standing there in nothing but her panties, garter belt and stockings. But she’d be here when he was done upstairs listening in on his wife’s infidelity. And by then⁠—

He smiled. Maybe that was Ana’s agenda: she wanted to get Edward so revved up, so unbelievably turned on having heard his wife fucking another guy that he would come down and give Ana the most vigorous seeing-to ever. He’d be hard as a rock and all juiced up with adrenaline, and he’d probably want to pound her until they were both coming like crazy.

Well, it was a theory.

He continued upward—he couldn’t really hear anything from the middle of the stairs.

Up, further. Could he detect a slight hint of Casey’s date perfume? Possibly. Even imagining that he could had his manhood hard and throbbing. What did Marshall think of her? How was Marshall responding to the first time he was able to sleep with another woman since he’d married Julia?

Edward reached the top of the stairs. He glanced down. Ana flashed him an enormous smile. He turned back to face the direction of the master bedroom. It was just yards away, now.

He heard Casey laughing. It was a flirtatious laugh. Sexy, seductive. It set Edward on edge.

He leaned closer, feeling his heartbeat thudding heavy and quick in his chest. He leaned in so much that his head was almost around the corner, which would give him a direct line of sight to the doorway of the master bedroom.

She laughed again. It wasn’t loud, but it sounded oddly clear. As though it wasn’t being muffled by any kind of barrier—like a closed door.

Edward felt his manhood stiffen further still, if that was even possible. He glanced down at Ana, who had one hand resting on the banister at the bottom of the stairs, while her other stroked her pussy as she stood there. She gave him another encouraging flash of her eyes.

He climbed to the very top of the stairs, so that he was standing on the upper-floor landing. He ducked his head very slightly so that one of his eyes moved beyond that last corner shielding the master bedroom…

And there she was.

Jesus.

His heart nearly stopped. He caught his breath.

He could see Casey perched on the end of the bed in the master suite—and she wasn’t wearing a thing. It was so strange to see her like that, in someone else’s bedroom, sitting on someone else’s bed, looking at another man.

She was smiling and playing with her breasts with both hands. He couldn’t see Marshall, but from the way she was looking, the guy had to be standing over by the door to the en-suite, or perhaps he was sitting in a chair in that direction, watching her.

Edward watched his wife close her eyes as she fondled her breasts, moaning quietly. She bit her lip, in that sexy, seductive way, and then one of her hands slipped down to dip between her thighs.

She was just stunning to watch. The lighting in that room was strong—quality spotlights, flooding the place with light—and it made Casey’s blonde hair shine, made her smooth skin radiant, made her smile brilliant. Was she helping Marshall get comfortable with the idea of being with somebody new? Giving him a sexy little show to coax him into this new arrangement, into an affair his wife had encouraged?

Edward saw Casey reach behind her for something on the bed, and then he heard an electronic humming sound. Casey lifted a knee to give Marshall a better view—and in doing so, gave Edward a better view—as she began to use a vibrator on herself.

Jesus.

She had a naughty smile on her face as she played with the sex toy.

Edward was just stunned to see it. She’d never used anything like that in his presence, at any point during their relationship, even before they married—and here was her first time with Marshall, and she was performing with it like a seasoned pro. Was it even Casey’s?

But he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife playing with that buzzing thing. He was gently stroking his hardness through his jeans while he watched her, ignoring the danger that anyone else might somehow catch him, if someone came back because they’d lost their keys, or something. If someone hadn’t left the party when everyone thought they had.

Somebody downstairs did see him.

While he watched Casey performing for Marshall, he was startled by a hand that slid around his hip—and as he quietly gasped at the surprise, another hand suddenly clamped over his mouth to prevent him from making any kind of noise.

It was Ana.

She gave him a reassuring smile, and the hand she did not have clamped over his mouth worked expertly to open his fly—and pull out his hard cock.

He couldn’t believe she would come up here like this. It was so risky. He couldn’t believe Ana would do this, and he would let her. She curled her fingers around his exposed shaft and started stroking it, her broad smile revealing her enjoyment at his surprise, at his shock, and at his arousal. He tried to relax, and smiled back at her, though his eyes flashed to warn her of the obvious dangers.

But then he slipped an arm around her, his hand finding its way to the firm roundness of her behind, which he stroked as she stroked him.

And now they were both watching Casey from around that corner. Edward was alarmed at how Ana leaned out as well—that she would be easily spotted by Casey, from down the hallway in the master bedroom. But he noticed how dark it was, now, around them. Ana had switched off the lights downstairs. In the brightness of the master bedroom, it would be difficult to spot anything out in the darkness of this hallway.

Edward leaned back to give Ana a little kiss on the mouth while she pumped his hard cock in her hand—but after an initial little peck on the lips, she moved her head to decline a further attempt—flicking her eyes to urge him to continue watching Casey instead.

Focus on the real show, she was telling him.

They watched Casey getting off with that buzzing little purple vibrator, and Edward found himself wondering how Marshall could possibly resist such a beautiful woman flaunting herself before him. Was he ever going to work up the courage to actually do something with her?

But then they saw Casey lie down on the bed, flat on her back, her head pointing toward Marshall, hanging over the end of the mattress a little, as she played with that toy, her golden hair hanging down to the floor. She paused in her exploration with the vibrator and looked over at Marshall. Then she gave him a beckoning signal with her forefinger.

Edward caught his breath for the umpteenth time that night.

There was Marshall.

He stepped up to her, as naked as she was. Edward saw him holding something with both hands, and then as he approached her, Edward could see it was his cock, already hard as granite.

Casey beamed up at him from the bed, the brightest smile.

Edward gasped as he saw Marshall crouch slightly, bringing the tip of his cock to Casey’s welcoming smile. She giggled and kissed the tip of the guy’s cock. Then Marshall was lifting a knee onto the mattress beside Casey’s head, and Edward could see her eagerly opening her mouth to take that big, fat cock inside.

Edward stared with wide eyes as he saw his wife stretch her lips around another man’s cock, letting out a joyous moan as she took him into her mouth—just thrilled to be enjoying yet another man’s dick. Reveling in the wickedness of this whole situation.

God, it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. Marshall had one hand on her breasts as he gently worked his hips to fuck her mouth. Casey had her hands between her thighs, touching herself, as this friend of theirs started penetrating her lips.

Edward was so hard to see the obscenity of another man’s hard cock entering his wife’s mouth. And the way she moaned in pleasure to be doing it just made him fizz all over…

And then Edward was surprised to find his own cock enveloped by a warm, eager mouth. He glanced down to find Ana kneeling in front of him, taking his cock in her mouth while Casey took Marshall’s in hers. He flashed his eyes at her again, warning her of the risks she was taking—but Ana merely grinned up at him, apparently as ecstatic to be sucking his cock as Casey was to be servicing Marshall.

Edward stifled a moan. It was so hot. It was so strange. This whole arrangement. They were swapping spouses among the six of them? This was crazy.

You heard about scurrilous things happening in the suburbs sometimes, as the comfortably off reacted to the humdrum nature that modern life could fall into. You heard rumors about people having key parties, people putting on swinging clubs, people jetting off to clothing-optional resorts for hedonistic adults-only vacations. You never expected something like this to happen to you.

And here they were, the three guys from USC, all of them getting laid tonight, and none of them with the person they’d married.

Perhaps the strangest thing was that it was all happening with the wives’ active approval. The wives were all taking part willingly, even orchestrating it. There was no tragic cheating going on at all.

Marshall seemed to be building his confidence. Fucking Casey’s mouth with a little more force now, only encouraged by her sexy noises. He didn’t have a huge cock—certainly nothing like Edward imagined Tomás to wield, judging by what Ana and Casey had suggested—but Casey seemed to be enjoying it. Marshall also had a bit of a dad bod going for himself—much more so than Edward, and a far cry from Tomás’s toned physique. But Casey didn’t seem to mind.

As Ana continued to suck Edward’s cock, he watched as Marshall pulled back from Casey in the bedroom, and now she turned around, to kneel down in front of him at the foot of the bed.

Edward stifled another gasp as he saw Marshall line up behind his wife’s petite body, and then as she lay there and pressed her top half down on the mattress, he eased himself against her, his hard cock disappearing between her trim buttocks.

Marshall was fucking Edward’s wife. And Edward could see it all.

It was just incredible to behold. Casey’s moans grew louder, deeper, her mouth opening wide as Marshall slid inside her, and then slowly withdrew, before sliding inside her again.

Jesus.

He was fucking her!

Edward had never seen anything as hot as this.

And he had never wanted Casey more than this. She was like some goddess, all bathed in golden light, the most desirable creature he had ever seen. His beautiful wife—and she had another man’s cock buried in her pussy.

The emotions he felt as he watched it were completely unexpected—he didn’t feel prepared for how powerful an experience it was. It was just shocking to see—it was something Edward never in a million years thought he’d ever witness—and yet it was the most thrilling thing at the same time. As he watched Marshall thrusting his fat cock into her most intimate place, time and time again, Edward felt wonder and fascination and horror and dread and arousal and elation and panic all at the same time.

He felt his stomach churning, his heart fluttering, his breathing all over the place.

And he almost lost his balance.

A touch embarrassed at nearly falling over, he gazed down at Ana, who was amused at how he was reacting to the sight of Casey being plowed by another man. Ana was smiling sweetly up at him as she knelt there, still wearing only panties, stockings and her garter belt, using her hands to rub his hard cock all over her pretty face—she was really delighting in this wickedness, relishing the chance to play with this cock that under ordinary circumstances would be unavailable to her, and amused that they were being naughty enough to do this so close to Casey and Marshall.

But Edward’s gaze did not dwell on Ana for long. His attention was seized by the sight of Marshall sitting on the end of that huge bed in the master bedroom, Casey now sitting in his lap, working her hips to fuck him like that.

Ana rose to her feet, and stood with Edward as he watched, one hand on his hardness, pumping him as Marshall continued to fuck his wife in the bedroom.

Edward looked at Ana and she grinned at him, and he mouthed ‘You’re crazy!’ at her, which she seemed to appreciate. She kissed him, long and slow, sweet and tender, and he gave her the time even though it meant tearing his eyes away from his gorgeous wife as she now lay on the bed, another man lying over her to slide his manhood deep into her willing sex.

The next time he gazed into the master bedroom, he saw Marshall kneeling up between Casey’s thighs, his hard cock in his hands, jacking his shaft hard and fast.

He saw Julia’s husband sweating and red-faced, grunting as he beat his piece, not long before his body shook, and he was spurting thick streaks of white cream all over Casey’s pale stomach, her breasts, and her pussy.

Edward very nearly came himself at the sight of it.

And yet he felt Ana’s hand clamp the end of his cock tight—tighter than tight. Really squeezing him, so that there was even a little pain.

‘Hey!’ he nearly exclaimed, but then her other hand was covering his mouth again to silence him.

Ana flashed her eyes and flicked her head to signal that they should leave, right now. They should be somewhere else, because Casey and Marshall were finished, and might want to do anything now they were done. Maybe they’d go downstairs to watch TV. Maybe one of them would want a drink from the kitchen. They would come out of the bedroom and catch Ana and Edward being very lewd there out on the landing.

‘Come on!’ Ana mouthed at him and took his hand.

But instead of leading him back downstairs, where he expected them to go, and pick up their clothes, and head for the car, and drive away back to his house, Ana pulled him past the top of the stairs, along the landing, and then to the door of another bedroom.
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It was a guest bedroom, and thankfully had a double bed. Ana carefully closed the door behind them, sealing them in the room, and then she burst into laughter.

‘Wasn’t that wild?’ she asked him, leaning back against the door as though she needed to use her full weight to make sure it was closed properly.

‘But don’t you wish it was your husband we were watching?’ He asked her.

She tilted her head. ‘Maybe. But… Casey is a beautiful woman…’

‘She is.’

Edward perched down on the end of the bed, and Ana took two strides toward him until she was standing between his knees, gazing down at him, her magnificent breasts poised, her nipples stiff and pointed at him.

‘We’re safe now,’ she said, cupping her breasts as though he needed a little hint to take notice of them.

‘We’re still only yards away from them,’ Edward pointed out.

Ana smiled. ‘But now we’re in our own space—we’re allowed to be here.’

‘We are?’

‘Nobody said we had to drive home to fuck,’ she said.

He reached for her hips, hooking his fingers in the waistband of her black lace panties, and tugged them downward on her thighs, exposing her hairless mound, and the top of her sex.

‘What if they hear us?’ he asked her, pulling her panties down past her knees.

‘Does it matter? They know we’re together tonight. There’s nothing untoward going on here.’

She stepped out of her panties, and stooped to pick them up, before handing them to him. He took them from her, pressing them to his face briefly, enjoying a deep chestful of her personal scent. He looked up at her, and she smiled, apparently enchanted by his obvious thrill at taking in the dampness of her underwear.

He took hold of her waist, and hauled her down onto the bed beside him. She went very willingly, squealing with delight as he now picked himself up, and started removing his shirt. He pulled back to remove his pants and his underwear, and her eyes widened, and her mouth opened in silent gasp as she lay her eyes on his cock.

Then he was swooping down on her, making her giggle as he parted her thighs and knelt down between her knees.

‘Please…’ she whispered, as he stroked his nose along her smooth, warm flesh at the top of her legs, breathing in that sexy fragrance from the source, enjoying the close-up sight of her dewy pussy, teasing her a little as he prepared himself to enjoy her intimately with his mouth.

She held her breath as his head dropped down a little⁠—

But then there was a little knock on the door.
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Ana called out, ‘Yes?’

Edward froze in complete surprise—Ana wasn’t even moving from where she lay on the bed. Someone was knocking on their door, and Ana was inviting them in without even trying to cover up, to conceal their obscene state, their lewd behavior.

But then the door was opening, and Edward himself did not have time to do anything to cover himself up, or his companion.

He froze like the proverbial deer in headlamps.

Jesus.

Then he let out a little gasp as he twisted his body to see none other than Casey’s head peek through the door.

Ana just smiled broadly as the petite blonde looked over at them, and after a fraction of a second seemed to focus and realize what—and who—she was looking at.

‘You guys are here?’ she asked, without feeling the need to apologize for butting in while they were clearly in the middle of something. Even while Ana and Edward were both naked.

Ana said, ‘It’s pretty late… or early… or whatever… we didn’t feel like wasting time driving somewhere else…’

Casey didn’t look horrified at catching her husband going down on her friend, none of it seemed to faze her in the slightest. Edward was beginning to feel the initial tinges of embarrassment—but then he suddenly saw things from a different angle. He and Ana didn’t need to feel embarrassed—everyone knew they were together tonight, just as she’d said. But this was the first time Casey was actually facing the reality that Edward was with another woman.

Suddenly, Edward wanted Casey to see. He wanted her to take in the sight of him with another woman, with her friend. It wasn’t even necessarily that he hoped it might turn Casey on, it was just that he wanted her to see that he could make other women feel good, that he had value as a lover beyond simply being there to stoke Casey’s ego yet further after she had been with another man.

Edward ducked down and pressed his mouth to Ana’s pussy, and kissed her there, long and slow, even allowing his tongue to slip inside her.

Ana moaned, and placed her hands onto Edward’s head, encouraging him, appreciating him, perhaps even flaunting him in front of his wife.

‘Everything okay with Marshall?’ Ana asked Casey. Edward was impressed at how unfazed she was at what they were doing in front of Casey.

‘He’s asleep,’ Casey said.

‘Already?’

Casey shrugged. ‘He’s a sweet guy. But he’s pretty drunk…’

Ana moaned again, as Edward sucked on her pussy lips. She lay back, head pressed against the mattress, eyes closing.

Edward expected Casey to just quietly slip away and leave them to it. But she just stayed there.

Then Ana said, ‘Why don’t you hang out with us?’

And Casey surprised her husband further, by coming fully into the room, smiling her acceptance of her invitation. She was wearing a black tank top now, and a pair of fairly simple black panties. Edward wanted her so badly—and yet, at the same time, he wanted to show her how good he was with Ana, and perhaps even make her a little jealous.

Was he thinking rationally? Were the women thinking entirely rationally? They still seemed to be acting as though their inhibitions had been tamped down by the night’s alcohol consumption.

But Edward was too caught up in the moment to stop now. This was a whole new level of sexual arousal—going down on a beautiful woman, having her responding so blissfully and sensually to his mouth on her sex—while another beautiful woman watched from the sidelines, apparently getting turned on herself.

Ana didn’t display any coyness or embarrassment being so exposed in front of Casey, and that seemed to work both ways. Edward glanced to the side to catch sight of Casey making herself comfortable in the armchair by the bed, watching them intently. And, while he continued to kiss and lick and suck on Ana’s soaking pussy, Casey had her hand down the front of her panties and was beginning to stroke her own as she watched.

For a while, Edward focused on Ana and her ever-delicious pussy, loving how responsive she was to his mouth, his tongue, his lips. Her sighs, her little sensual moans, the way she screwed her eyes tight shut to cope with the powerful feelings flowing through her, the way she opened her mouth wide to gasp for air, the way her beautifully curvaceous torso rose and fell, undulating with her deep breathing, peaked by her gorgeous breasts, her hard nipples pointing straight up.

They all focused on their own little thing: Edward on the thrill of devouring Ana, Ana on the euphoria he was engineering between her thighs, Casey on the burning need between her legs, which Marshall had awoken but had not, yet, been fully satisfied.

‘Oh yes… oh… mmm…’

And then Ana was arching her back, tilting her head back, squeezing her breasts with both hands, and Edward felt her entire body shiver, then shake, then shudder.

‘Oh… oh… oh…’

She jerked once, twice, lifting her shoulders to gaze down at him as though she could hardly believe what was going on down there, her hands moving down to press against his head, to clamp his mouth to her pussy so that there was no possible way he could stop before she was through.

‘Oh… fuck… fuck…’

And then as a faint pink flush pervaded through her upper chest and her cheeks, she lay back, gasped, and trembled like someone had plugged her into the mains.

Only when the energy from the moment had faded, and Ana released him from her double-handed grip, did Edward realize quite how ferociously she had been pulling his face to her sex. He smiled up at her, his face cool with her wetness, and she lifted her shoulders again to gaze down at him—before promptly bursting out into a fit of the giggles at how her orgasm had just seized her, and how she had temporarily lost control.

Casey was touching herself fairly seriously by now, one hand stuffed into her panties, the other invading her black tank top to fondle her breasts. Edward got the sense that this was merely an extension of the way they had started playing together after her adventures with Tomás. Mutual masturbation had started to become their thing, since she was apparently uncomfortable with the ethics of sleeping with two men at once. This, he realized, was simply more of that, except that Ana was with them at the same time.

Now, Edward was kneeling up between Ana’s splayed thighs, his hard-on jutting upward until he laid it down over her moistened slit. Ana’s expression was encouraging, but so was Casey’s. As his blonde wife continued playing with herself over on the armchair, she seemed both amazed and thrilled to see real people having sex right in front of her.

It seemed strange to Edward, to be between another woman’s legs, about to slide his manhood inside her, right in front of his wife. It felt as though the natural thing would be for Casey to realize what was about to happen and suddenly demand a halt to the whole proceeding. He kept expecting her to suddenly stand up and yell, ‘Stop!’ at the top of her lungs, before breaking into floods of tears and babbling about how he couldn’t possibly do this to her.

But she didn’t. She just sat there riveted to the edge of the armchair, one hand working hard inside her panties while the other cupped and squeezed a breast inside her tank top. She watched, fascinated, bewitched, tantalized by what she was seeing, and she smiled, and she sighed, and she moaned, and she seemed absolutely delighted that her husband was making love to her friend, right in front of her.

Ana beamed up at Edward and helped him guide the tip of his cock to her entrance. Then he leaned into her a little, and slid slowly inside, his full hardness disappearing into her sweet pussy, while all three of them gazed on.

They heard Casey quietly gasp, as Edward slid his full length inside Ana, but as they turned to check on her, they saw that she was thrilled by what she saw, rather than horrified. She had pulled up her tank top to expose her small but exquisite breasts, and make it easier for her hand to tend to her stiff little nipples, and now as Edward began to thrust his hardness into Ana, Casey was lifting her hips from the chair so that she might tug her panties down her legs.

‘You had… a good time… with Marshall…?’ Ana asked her, as Edward got into a steady, and wonderful, rhythm.

‘Oh yes,’ Casey grinned, her fingers making audibly wet sounds as they strummed her exposed sex.

‘So he’s a good addition to our little arrangement? Ana giggled.

‘Definitely,’ Casey said, her face full of brightness. ‘He might not be as big as Tomás, but he knows how to use it…’

Edward felt his heart rate soar, and his hard cock throb inside Ana as he listened to his wife talking about another man fucking her.

‘I think he was quite shocked by it all, at first,’ Casey laughed, and as both hands moved to fondle her breasts, Edward could see her dripping wet pussy, entirely free of hair these days, and rosy red from a night of excessive use.

Another man had taken her there, just minutes before.

Edward had to control himself to keep from tipping into an explosive orgasm overly early.

‘…he couldn’t believe I was just taking him upstairs to fuck…’

Ana laughed, and Edward felt her laughter through the walls of her pussy as he fucked her. ‘It wasn’t exactly something he was expecting,’ she pointed out.

‘I think he kept thinking it was some kind of trap we’d devised so that Julia could punish him for wanting another woman.’

‘God…’ Ana said, and Edward couldn’t entirely tell if she was responding to Casey’s conversation, or his hard cock gliding in and out of her hot, wet pussy.

‘I had to go easy with him,’ Casey said, her eyes connecting with Edward’s with the most wonderful affection and desire within them, as though she was saying this to turn him on, rather than to answer Ana’s questions. ‘We stripped off and just touched each other for a while… and then he finally let me go down on him…’

Edward watched Casey as one of her hands resumed stroking her pussy, her thighs parted wide so that he could see everything.

On the bed, Ana was pulling herself up onto all fours, before presenting her delectable rear for Edward to slide back inside her. He saw Casey smile sweetly as she watched him enter her friend once again, this time from behind.

‘How do you think Julia is getting on with Tomás?’ Ana asked Casey.

‘Oh, very nicely, I should imagine,’ Casey replied. ‘Although, you know, it’s been so long since she actually slept with anyone… it’s a wonder her pussy hasn’t closed up.’

Ana giggled. ‘Poor Julia.’

Casey said, ‘We should have tried this years ago.’

Ana groaned, and arched her back as Edward ramped up his thrusting. Her breathing deepened into a loud panting, and it only spurred Edward on to pound into her more forcefully. At the same time, Casey seemed to be moving more vigorously over on the armchair, her expression taking on a serious edge as she focused on her masturbation.

It felt so incredible, pounding into Ana, her hips working on him at the same time to maximize the force of their union. Ana kept glancing over at Casey, but it didn’t seem to be, as Edward first suspected, that she was seeking constant approval from Edward’s wife. She was actively turned on by Casey being there, by her watching them.

Did she come again?

It seemed that way, the way her body shook under him, the noises she made. Perhaps only a small one, but something definite. Edward nearly let himself go there and then, though managed to catch himself.

He didn’t want any of this to end.

Her skin now glistening with perspiration, Ana pulled herself up from the mattress, and now urged Edward down onto the bed. He went as directed, to lie on his back, gazing up at her as she straddled his thighs. Boy, was she beautiful. Staring up at her as she sat up on him, her breasts magnificent, her body trim, her eyes so pretty and dark, her smile just blazing with brightness.

He let out a long groan as she sank down on his hardness, taking his full length inside her tight, hot sex.

Casey smiled at him as he turned her way.

‘You like watching him?’ Ana asked her.

‘I do,’ Casey said, making Edward feel all warm and elated inside. Then she added, ‘I didn’t think I would. I thought I’d be bothered by it. But it’s so… nice… so… sexy…’

‘It’s fun to watch,’ Ana grinned.

‘It is, isn’t it?’ Casey laughed. ‘And it’s fun to be watched.’

Ana said, ‘Is that why you left the door to the master bedroom open?’

‘Of course.’

Edward found himself laughing at that. At the tone of her voice, which made it so obvious that she knew they were there, watching her fuck Marshall.

‘I didn’t think anyone would stick around…’ Casey said. ‘Tomás and Julia sprinted away so quickly to get home…’

‘Edward wanted to stay and see if he could hear you guys,’ Ana said.

Casey gave him a beaming smile. ‘I hoped he might.’

Now she was up on her feet, stepping over to the bed. Saying to Edward, ‘Did you like watching him fucking me, honey?’

‘Yes,’ Edward said, without hesitation, although his voice sounded a little hoarse all of a sudden.

‘Did you like seeing his big dick slide inside me?’ Casey stood by the mattress, just a foot or two away from his head, slipping her fingers into her pussy before bringing them out, to hold them up to her husband’s mouth and nose.

He breathed in the strong scent of her arousal, and of her recent sex.

Ana giggled as she felt his hardness throbbing in response.

She said, ‘I think he wants a little more of that…’

Casey smiled at Ana’s suggestion.

Then she surprised Edward by climbing up onto the mattress, standing over him briefly, before crouching over his head—bringing her pussy down to his mouth. Edward was stunned by the sight of her like this, of her well-used sex just a few inches above his face.

Just minutes after she’d used it to fuck another man.

She said, ‘Can you smell him on me, honey?’

And he took in a deep breath, and of course he could detect the scent of sex, of her arousal—and the suggestion of a man on her pussy.

She lowered herself a little, her pink pussy lips skirting over his lips, his nose. ‘Can you tell he fucked me, honey? That he pushed his fat dick inside me? That he came all over me? I mopped it up with a towel, but…’

Then she was on him, her hot flesh connecting with his mouth. Edward felt a burst of adrenaline flood his system. He could hardly believe what a thrill this was. He’d thought she would never let him connect with her like this, now they were seeing other people. He opened his mouth and kissed her there, breathing in that strange, earthy, musky smell of recent sex. He sucked on her slippery folds and tasted her, marveling at the weird taboo of sucking on her pussy after another man’s cock had been inside her.

He could hear Casey moan as he sucked on her, as he nibbled on her pussy lips, though increasingly all sounds were muffled as his head was enclosed by her thighs.

At the same time, he could feel Ana riding his hips, working his hard cock inside her, taking advantage of how incredibly turned on he was by his wife riding his face. It was wild, and it seemed that all three of them lost each other in the triangle, the women as they used Edward, and Edward as he was overwhelmed by two soaking wet pussies.

He didn’t last long after that, although it wasn’t entirely because Ana’s tight pussy felt so good on his cock. It was also the way Casey worked her sex all over his face that took him over the edge, the way he could connect with her adulterous pussy so intimately, the way she made herself come on her dutiful husband’s mouth.
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After that, Ana lay with Edward, the two of them recovering their breaths. Casey went into the en suite bathroom to take a shower, but left the door to the bathroom open so that they could watch her.

Ana got up from the bed and went to lean in the doorway of the en suite.

She asked Casey, ‘So is Marshall… more like Edward… or Tomás?’

Casey smiled as she continued to soap herself. ‘I don’t know… I mean… he didn’t last a great long time, after all he’d had to drink…’

Ana said, ‘Was he wondering about Julia, at all, while he was with you?’

‘He was wondering if she was going to punish him for sleeping with me,’ Casey laughed.

‘But was he thinking about her… you know… sleeping with Tomás?’

Casey shrugged. ‘I don’t think so.’

‘You think it turns him on, that Julia would fuck someone else?’

‘He didn’t show signs of it. Did Edward... think about me… the first time he was with you?’

Ana smiled. ‘I think he did. Although, it wasn’t until the second time that he really confirmed it.’

‘Aww… he’s so sweet.’

Then Edward was up, slipping into the bathroom, still naked, although his cock seemed to be thickening up again. ‘Are you girls talking about me behind my back?’

Casey giggled. ‘Of course not. And if we were… we were saying how sweet you are.’

Edward stepped into the shower, and took the soap from Casey’s hands, taking over the duty of soaping her petite frame.

‘We think you’re the only guy in our group who gets turned on by his wife sleeping with someone else,’ Ana said, one of her hands casually slipping between her thighs as she watched Edward rubbing soap all over his wife’s body.

‘I guess it’s not hugely common,’ Edward said, ‘Wanting your wife to sleep with other guys.’

Ana said, ‘How do you feel about her sleeping with Tomás and Marshall?’

Edward leaned down and kissed Casey on the base of her neck, one hand moving around her hip to reach her pussy, ostensibly to rub soap over it. ‘She can sleep with whoever she likes,’ he said.

‘Mmm…’ Casey said, ‘I like the sound of that…’

‘As long as she comes back to me afterward and tells me all about it,’ he said, and Casey wiggled her butt against his hard cock, urging him to slip it inside her.

Ana came into the bathroom, and now perched up against the counter to watch as Edward slid his hardness deep into Casey from behind. Now it was her turn to play with herself while she watched Edward with Casey.


PART VI


THAT SPECIAL KISS
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The MacIntyre kids were having a special sleepover at Julia and Marshall’s house, along with the Garcia kids. It was a school night, but Julia and Marshall’s older kid, Theo, was turning 10, so it had been decided long in advance that there would be a special sleepover to celebrate the day.

Casey and Edward were fine with it. It meant a night without worrying about the girls. Julia had been insistent that everything would be fine—that all the children would be able to sleep over, there was more than enough space for everybody in that huge house, and then in the morning, they would get all ready for school together, and be dropped off at the school gates.

Edward dropped the girls off at Julia and Marshall’s house, and then they had tickets to see a movie that evening—the new Bladerunner sequel. They had time before the movie for a nice dinner at an Italian place, the Antica Trattoria, and that set them up well for a movie Edward had been waiting to see for decades.

It turned out to be a good film—even Casey enjoyed it, and she wasn’t usually one for science fiction.

When they got home, the house did seem very empty.

‘Are you tired?’ Edward asked her. It was 11pm—it felt a little early to be going to bed, especially when they had this evening to themselves; but, somehow, it was a little late to be settling down in front of the TV to start a movie on Netflix, or even a TV show. Edward only meant, purely innocently, to ask his wife whether she was ready for sleep, or if she wanted to watch TV for a while first.

But the way Casey replied, ‘No,’ with one raised eyebrow, and her back arched as though to emphasize her breasts, sounded distinctly less than innocent. ‘Are you?’

Edward smiled, and felt a flicker of arousal stoked up between his legs. Well, Casey had enjoyed a few glasses of wine over dinner. That had been known, in the past, to get her in the mood for a little something saucy. He said, ‘Not particularly.’

She stepped up to him, a seductive smile on her pretty face. ‘We should make the most of having the house to ourselves,’ she said, and planted a sweet little kiss on his lips.

‘Uh-huh,’ he said, pulling her to him for a stronger kiss.

She moaned as she pressed her body to him and felt his thickening manhood through his pants. ‘Maybe you should be going over to see Ana,’ Casey suggested. ‘I mean… if you’re feeling a little horny.’

He smiled and kissed her again. ‘It’s you that’s making me feel a little horny.’

She giggled. ‘Your boring old wife?’

He slipped a hand under her long, white skirt, and slid it up her pleasingly smooth thigh. ‘I don’t have a boring, old wife,’ he said, and she caught her breath as his fingers lightly touched against the front of her panties, finding them already damp. ‘Maybe you meant my gorgeous, sex-pot of a wife?’

‘‘Sex-pot’?’ she grinned.

‘Oh yes,’ he said, his finger slipping inside her panties, finding her hot, slick pussy ready for his attention. ‘My wife is sleeping with three different men. And that makes her sexy as hell.’

She kissed him, ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’

‘I don’t feel crazy,’ he said, retrieving his finger from beneath her skirt, before slipping it in his mouth to sample her flavor. ‘Actually, I’ve been doing a little research on the Internet, and I reckon it’s a lot more normal than you think…’

‘‘Reckon’?’ She laughed. ‘You’ve been watching too many British shows on Netflix.’

He was about to give her a Peaky Blinders quote in a poor English accent, when her phone bleeped loudly, making them jump.

‘Jesus. You should turn your phone volume down.’

‘I have to have it loud, or I miss things,’ she said, seeking her phone within the unfathomable depths of her purse.

Once she’d found it, she peered at its screen to read her text message.

‘Ana wants to know if I’d like to see Tomás tonight,’ she said, with mild surprise.

‘Oh.’

Casey gave him an apologetic look, and he knew she felt torn by Ana’s proposal. She said, ‘I guess they have a free house as well, tonight. You want me to ask if she wants to see you?’

‘I don’t know…’ Edward said, feeling a touch of disappointment since he had his heart set on a night alone with Casey. ‘I suppose you should…’

At the same time, it was good to think Casey could be fucking another man tonight. And he wasn’t going to complain if he had to see Ana, either…

But then Casey said, ‘She says she has to have an early night tonight, because she has a doctor’s appointment first thing.’

Edward nodded. Thinking, it made sense that Tomás would want to do something with Casey, if Ana was going to bed early on a night like this. ‘I’ll just… go out for a while,’ he said. ‘He can come here to see you—then you won’t have to go to a motel.’

‘I’d rather have fun with you,’ she said, surprising him a little, although the way her hand slipped between his legs, lightly brushing over the bulge in his pants, made it seem genuine. She wasn’t simply trying to flatter her husband.

He leaned in to kiss his wife’s mouth, and now felt her cupping his bulge, her hand pressing against his growing stiffness.

This whole wife-swapping adventure had really rekindled their passion for each other. And it worked both ways, much to Edward’s surprise. At the same time, the prospect of Casey sleeping with Tomás again was very enticing, even now.

Edward said, ‘Why don’t you just let him come over… you can have a little fun with him… and then we can have our fun straight after that.’

He saw her eyes flash with excitement, and that was enough to know she wanted that to happen.

‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’ she asked him, her hands stroking his hard cock through his pants. ‘If I fucked Tomás… and then as soon as we were done, you could do whatever you wanted with me?’

Edward moaned. ‘Yes. That would be so hot…’

She gave him another little kiss, and then wrote Ana a message back, inviting Tomás over to their house.
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She went up to do her makeup, and came back downstairs accompanied by the scent of her date perfume—something that increasingly seemed to trigger Edward’s arousal by itself. Smells had always been very evocative to him, and this one was intricately connected to Casey’s infidelity—and so it could make him harder than Viagra to detect it.

There wasn’t time enough for her to change, but then she had been wearing nice clothes for her dinner and movie night with her husband.

The doorbell sounded, and Edward went over to the stairs to head down into the basement. But Casey stopped him before he went down there.

‘Wait,’ she said, grabbing hold of his shirt. ‘Stay with me.’

‘Huh?’

She smiled, and Edward froze to the spot as she went to answer the door, unsure what she quite meant for him to do. He watched her take a deep breath, nervous even though she knew it was only Tomás out there on the doorstep. Then she put a hand on the handle to open the door.

Edward felt her flutter of anxiety. What was he doing there? Why did she want him to wait?

It wasn’t supposed to happen this way. They might have bent the rules at the weekend when Casey had joined him while he had been with Ana, but this was something else entirely. This was another guy coming over to sleep with Casey—Edward wasn’t supposed to be here to greet him on his arrival.

But he had run out of time to disappear down to the basement before Tomás came in. Here he was, as Casey opened the door for him, all smiles and hugs and so on.

‘What’s up, man?’

‘Hey, Edward! How’s it going?’

There was definitely a hint of uncertainty in Tomás’s eyes as he greeted Edward. Well, he can’t have expected Edward to be here when he came over.

‘I’m sorry all this is so… short notice…’ Tomás said, no doubt attributing the lack of notice to Edward’s being here.

Edward felt certain he needed to get out of here, otherwise things were going to get seriously awkward. But first, he felt like reassuring his friend. He said, ‘Hey, no problem. That’s the way it’s supposed to be, isn’t it, now? If you get the urge… you give Casey… or Julia… a call…’

Tomás nodded, a touch sheepishly. ‘You are going… to see Julia?’ he asked Edward.

Edward felt a little guilty, strangely, that he wasn’t going out to see Julia at this time. The truth was, he was more focused on waiting for Casey to be ready for him to reclaim, after Tomás’s visit, than on the possibility that he might just text Julia, and seek some kind of midnight rendezvous.

‘Well… no,’ he said, ‘but I’m going⁠—’

Then Casey interrupted her husband, saying, ‘Edward’s going to stay here with us.’

‘You’re going to stay?’ Tomás was confused.

Edward was a little stunned by what his wife had declared. What was she doing? He felt himself flush with mild embarrassment that Casey might blurt out to Tomás that he was going to hide in the basement while they fucked.

Casey smiled, and stroked Tomás along the top of his shoulders. ‘Edward’s going to stay and watch you fuck me,’ she said, and Edward gasped in utter shock.


22


PERSUADING TOMÁS


Wednesday, November 1, 2017

Tomás sat on the couch, as though there was a danger his legs were going to collapse if he didn’t. He was distinctly uncomfortable, his eyes wide and startled. Edward thought he looked as though a doctor had stuck a finger up his butt without any warning during a medical.

Casey sat with him, curling up against him, a hand stroking his chest through his shirt to try to calm him.

‘It’s nothing to worry about,’ she said in a very soothing voice. ‘You get to have me… just like you were expecting…’

‘Yes,’ Edward said, perching on the other end of the couch, trying to seem entirely casual about all this, even though his wife had shocked him through and through with her outburst.

‘It’s just that he wants… to watch us… you know?’ Casey said.

‘Why… would you want to watch?’ Tomás asked Edward.

Edward shrugged, and sighed, and had no idea how to answer.

Casey leaned in to place a soft little kiss on Tomás’s cheek. ‘My husband thinks it’s sexy that I sleep with other guys,’ she said quietly. ‘It turns him on that I get to be with other men.’

‘Oh, it does?’ Tomás said.

Edward felt panic seizing his heart. Was this going to destroy his long, long friendship with Tomás? He said, trying not to sound pathetic and whiny, ‘It’s actually… really common. A lot of guys…’

Casey said, ‘Loads of men fantasize about watching their wives have sex with other guys, did you know that? It’s like one of the top male fantasies, according to the Internet.’

Tomás said, ‘Oh, it is?’

She shrugged. ‘I think a lot of guys watch porn, and they like the idea… that maybe someone they know should be in the porn that they watch.’

‘Porn?’ Tomás sounded terrified. Edward sympathized.

Casey laughed, ‘Oh, we’re not making a video, or anything, you don’t have to worry about that! We just wanted to let Edward try… you know… watching. And we trust you so much, Tomás…’

‘Right,’ he nodded, and suddenly his expression changed from one of horror and confusion to one of solemn responsibility and a strange kind of respect.

It seemed to Edward almost that Tomás felt honored that they would trust him enough to want him to be the man to fuck Casey in front of Edward.

Then Tomás said cautiously, ‘Well… I suppose if you have the fantasy… it’s a good idea to try it out… in a safe environment, right? With people you trust…’

‘Exactly,’ Casey said, climbing onto the big man’s lap, draping herself over him, which he quite clearly responded to with overt desire for her. ‘This is our safe environment,’ she pointed out.

Tomás glanced over at Edward, a silent question on his face that asked his friend if this was really all right with him.

Edward smiled and nodded.

Casey closed her eyes and kissed Tomás on the mouth, melting into him as he opened up to her, and the possibility of doing this in front of her husband. Edward watched, transfixed, as his friend kissed his wife, his hands moving to her behind as she sat there in his lap, pulling up her white skirt to reveal the delightful form of her bottom, and the narrow strip of white lace that divided her buttocks.

Was he hard for her already? She seemed to be pushing herself down on his lap, grinding her hips as though she could feel it.

For a moment or two, Tomás seemed to relax, and enjoy Casey’s kiss, and her body. But then Edward heard her murmur into Tomás’s ear, ‘I’m going to suck your cock…’

And suddenly, Tomás looked startled all over again.

Casey withdrew from him and slipped off his lap to kneel on the floor in front of him. Then she was working his belt loose, and the fly of his pants, and he was looking quite conflicted over what was going on.

He glanced over at Edward, another question on his face—silently asking him, is this all right? Is this what you really want?

Edward nodded again and tried to appear calm and unfazed by any of this. As though it was all perfectly normal, perfectly natural. Despite the fact he could feel his heart hammering hard in his chest, and his cock pressing hard in his pants.

‘Don’t you ever fantasize about watching Ana… when she’s with someone else?’ Casey asked Tomás.

Tomás looked puzzled. ‘No, I…’ he said, as though he’d never even considered the thought of Ana actually being with someone else. ‘It is… none of my business…’

Casey managed to free Tomás’s cock from his fly, and a broad smile grew across her face as it emerged in her hands. Edward had to stop himself from reacting—it was huge. No wonder his friend had always worn baggy swim trunks whenever they’d had a pool party, or barbecue around the pool.

‘But she’s so beautiful,’ Casey cooed as she took his big shaft in her hands and leaned in to touch the tip of her tongue to it, and then plant a little kiss at its end. ‘Don’t you think it would be so stunning to watch her actually having sex? How she moves that gorgeous body of hers, how she responds to a man’s touch, a man’s kiss, a man entering her…?’

Edward watched as Casey took his friend’s cock into her mouth. Tomás groaned, obviously enjoying the sensation of her lips stretching around his shaft, engulfing it in her heat. But at the same time, he had a somewhat troubled expression on his face.

Casey lifted off his cock for a moment, and said, ‘Don’t you watch her after she’s been out to see Edward? Don’t you watch her undress and see how beautiful she is, fresh from fucking another man?’

Tomás was shocked by what Casey was saying, and yet he couldn’t resist her mouth on his manhood.

‘But…’ he said, ‘But… a man shouldn’t…’

Casey smacked her lips as she took his cock out again, to say, ‘Isn’t she so beautiful… just glowing… after she’s had amazing sex with another guy?’

Edward was worried that his wife was trying to push Tomás in a direction that he just wasn’t ready to accept. If he really couldn’t deal with the mental image of the mother of his children having a sex life, Casey was going to end up scaring him away tonight.

‘She is beautiful, but it is not for me to know anything about… what she does in her own time…’ Tomás stammered.

Casey pumped his huge shaft in her hands, and said, ‘You’re her husband. You can know whatever you want about what she does in her own time…’

‘Oh… oh…’ Tomás moaned.

For a while, Casey worked at the big man’s hard cock, pleasing him with her mouth, jacking him with a hand, gently tending to his balls.

‘You like that, honey?’ Edward asked her quietly, and she was gazing at her husband as she sucked on his friend’s cock, smiling, nodding enthusiastically while her mouth was full.

Tomás leaned back on the couch, looking up at the ceiling, although his eyes were tight shut, as though he wanted to focus on the feelings Casey was provoking in him, without having to think about what she’d been saying about Ana.

‘Mmmm…’ Casey moaned, enjoying the sensation of this other cock in her mouth—a cock that was plainly not her husband’s.

After a while, she knelt up, and said, ‘Maybe we should go upstairs, Tomás. Would you like to take me upstairs to the bedroom?’

Tomás groaned from mild disappointment at the potential interruption, but then he gazed up at Casey, and looked suddenly willing to do whatever she wanted him to do, for the opportunity to fuck her. Edward looked up from his friend to see that his blonde wife had slipped her floral top up and over her head, to reveal her bare chest—she hadn’t been wearing a bra tonight.

Casey stood up, knowing that the eyes of both men were fixed on her. She smiled, welcoming their gaze, and then slipped her skirt down and off her hips, pushing it down her thighs until it could drop to the floor.

‘Are you saying it wouldn’t be hot to watch Ana doing this?’ She asked Tomás. ‘To see her getting ready to fuck another guy? To see how excited she is by it, how wonderful it feels for her?’

Tomás moaned, sitting up, his hands reaching for Casey’s waist.

She stepped back, a playful expression on her face. ‘Come on,’ she grinned. ‘Let’s go upstairs. I’ll bet Edward is desperate for you to fuck me, Tomás.’

Tomás turned to Edward, who grinned a touch bashfully, but then he felt like he needed to act more forthrightly, rather than feeling any kind of shame at what was going on.

‘You have no idea how hot it is seeing your wife when she’s allowed the freedom to sleep with someone else,’ he said to Tomás, believing that he owed it to his friend to open up about this. ‘How wonderful it is to see her so excited, so happy, so sexy…’

Casey turned and went over to the stairs, and now Tomás pulled himself up from the couch. He said to Edward, ‘Yes, but… a man is not supposed…’

Edward said, ‘That’s the great thing about all this, isn’t it? Nobody knows what’s going on except us.’

Casey beckoned them over, and then scampered up the stairs.

‘But… you’re watching her… you know… doing stuff…’

Edward laughed. ‘You never use porn?’

‘That is a different⁠—’

‘Sure. But this is Ana. She’s so beautiful you married her. And to get to see her as nature intended…’

‘As nature intended?’ Tomás frowned.

Edward said, ‘I looked it up on Google. It’s a natural thing. We’re wired to get aroused by seeing our woman sleep with another man, because thousands of years ago it was nature’s way of pushing us to take her after she’d been with someone else.’

‘Seriously?’

‘You know… so she gets pregnant by your seed, and not the other guy’s.’

‘Yes, but…’

From the stairs, Casey said, ‘You guys coming?’

Edward led the way.

Tomás was a moment or two behind—he walked slowly up the stairs, collecting his thoughts. When he arrived in the bedroom, Edward was standing in front of Casey, and she appeared to be refusing his wish for a kiss.

‘You have to wait,’ she said, looking so joyous that her husband wanted her so badly.

Tomás said to Edward, ‘You would… sleep with her… after she’s been with another guy?’

Edward shrugged, and smiled. ‘Why not? It’s only sex.’

Tomás sighed. He watched as Casey stooped, and removed her thong. Then she pressed them against her husband’s face, and he inhaled a deep breath through the damp lace. Something changed in his expression as he gauged how deeply Edward obviously felt about Casey.

It seemed to get him really thinking.

But he was still battling something in his head. He said, ‘She has Edward now… she has Marshall, too, right?’

Casey faced Tomás and started pulling open the buttons on his shirt as Edward made himself comfortable in the armchair in the corner. ‘She does have them, sure,’ Casey said. ‘But you know she’s just like Edward? She can’t stop thinking about you getting to sleep with Julia and me…’

‘She thinks about me?’

‘All the time,’ Casey said, slipping Tomás’s shirt off, before helping him remove his pants and underwear.

Then she urged him down onto the bed, and she climbed onto the mattress between his legs. ‘I’ll bet she’s home right now, thinking about what you might be doing with me.’

‘You think so?’

She took hold of his huge cock, stretching her lips around its tip before ducking down to take a few inches in her mouth. Tomás moaned, and so did Casey, taking pleasure in giving it, excited by her chance at having another man—and, perhaps, by having her husband there to watch.

And Edward was watching intently. Sitting in the chair, he had been initially reluctant to expose himself, despite the fact that his friend was completely naked there on the bed with his wife. After watching Casey take that big dick in her mouth again, however, Edward felt that his friend was hardly even aware he was still in the room. His focus was entirely on Casey.

‘Mmm…’ Casey withdrew from his cock, and gave it a long, leisurely lick. ‘You know how much Ana loves this cock?’

‘Mmm?’ Tomás could only moan in reply.

‘It turns her on to think how much pleasure you can give to other women with it,’ Casey said, smiling up at Tomás, pumping his thick shaft with both her hands. ‘You know… I didn’t understand her, really. The way she still wanted you so badly, even though she had two other hunky men to please her now…’

Edward slipped his hardness free of the confines of his pants and began stroking it as he watched them.

Casey squeezed his cock in her hands and continued, ‘…but then after the party at Julia’s house… I watched Ana fucking my husband… and it was the hottest thing I ever saw…’

Edward felt surprised at this, even though he knew Casey had enjoyed watching him sleep with Ana. At the time, he hadn’t quite known whether she was turned on just because she’d had sex with Marshall, and needed further release, or because she was really thrilled by the sight of her husband seeing to Ana.

‘Mmm-hmmm?’ Tomás said, also surprised by what Casey said.

‘I don’t know why… at first, I felt I just didn’t want to know anything about what Edward did with Ana. It was nothing to do with me.’

She was crawling up Tomás’s body now, though one hand still gripped his cock. She kissed his abdomen, his stomach, his chest. Edward noticed how hair-free it was.

‘But that night… seeing him with Ana… it opened my eyes,’ she said. ‘It surprised me. I wasn’t jealous, I didn’t feel threatened—because I knew how much Edward wanted me, even though he got to have Ana, and Julia, I suppose, whenever he wants.’

She kissed Tomás on the mouth.

‘And then I saw him with Ana… and it was just so sexy… how much pleasure he gave her… the sounds she made when he went down on her… when he fucked her…’

Tomás sat up, shocked, and yet intrigued. Casey moved to the side, presenting herself for him on all fours, and Tomás picked himself up to respond.

Casey smiled as Tomás lined up behind her sweet derriere. He knelt there, pausing, holding up his pole of a cock ready to sink inside her, but then he glanced over at Edward, a question on his lips.

Edward smiled, and said, ‘Isn’t she beautiful? Most guys don’t get to see their wives like this, from a completely different perspective.’

Tomás nodded, understanding, his hand moving to Casey’s rear, feeling out the pleasing roundness of her behind, hardly believing that he was allowed to do this, and with her husband just feet away.

Edward pulled himself up from the armchair, and moved to the bed, up by the headboard. He perched down on the mattress in front of Casey, and leaned in to kiss her mouth, as she waited on all fours for another man to enter her.

The kiss was so tender, so affectionate. It was the most loving thing Tomás had seen in a long time, and yet here was he, another man, about to slide his hard cock inside Casey, from behind.

Tomás couldn’t hold back. He felt an irresistible urge to test the strange bond between this unfaithful wife and her husband. He eased forward, and entered her, stretching her tight pussy with his hardness as he leaned into her. Casey only moaned, loudly, without even interrupting her kiss with Edward. She moaned, and smiled mid-kiss as Tomás filled her pussy entirely.

And then he was thrusting into her, fucking her, while she kissed Edward mouth-to-mouth.

After a while, however, his thrusting proved too distracting from their marital kiss. Casey pushed herself up, and Edward sat back to watch as Tomás held onto her hips and worked his cock inside her dripping-wet pussy.

‘Oh God… it feels so good…’ Casey said, but Tomás was taken by the way she said it to Edward, not really so much to him, even though he was the one fucking her.

‘You love his big cock, honey?’ Edward asked her.

‘Oh yes… sweetie… it feels incredible…’

Tomás smiled. He might have felt weirded out by all this, and yet Edward and Casey made the atmosphere seem so comfortable. They were all friends. They were all in this together. There didn’t need to be any tensions. It wasn’t like Edward was trying to seduce Tomás. He was just enjoying the sight of his wife being fucked by Tomás.

They all trusted each other.

They all knew where each other stood.

Tomás fucked Casey, and it was just a sensational, highly adult show for her husband to see. Tomás didn’t even care that his friend had his cock out, and was stroking it as he watched them. It wasn’t like he’d never seen one before.

And, prompted by Casey’s talking, Tomás did find himself imagining how it would be if this was Ana on the bed, being fucked by Edward, and he was there watching while he stroked his own cock. It wouldn’t freak him out, would it? Why would it need to? He could see how much Edward loved his wife, how strong their bond was—Edward wasn’t trying to usurp his own position with Ana instead. This was all non-threatening. This arrangement was just a bit of fun.

And Ana was so beautiful. Tomás liked to think how impressed his friend was at seeing her all dolled up and ready for sex. He liked to think Ana made Edward feel unbelievable. She was so damn hot in bed—even if Tomás hadn’t been in the mood for sex with her in absolutely ages.

Casey collapsed under the onslaught of Tomás’s increasingly powerful pounding, and Edward did shift off the bed again, to give them space. He returned to his armchair to watch them really shake the bed.

Then the beautiful blonde was turning under him, lying on her back, her pale skin beginning to shine with perspiration, her cheeks and her chest beginning to flush faintly pink with the effort of wild sex with Tomás.

Tomás entered her like this, missionary-style, but he was still thinking about how Edward felt doing this with Ana. How Ana would feel taking a new lover. How excited they both would be.

‘Oh Jesus… slow down a little…’ Casey said, softly, although she was smiling up at him. ‘You’re so hard… you need to slow down a little…’

Tomás smiled, feeling his cock throbbing inside her. Why did it make him so hard to think of Ana lying with another man? It was all wrong. It was against all standards of decency—not just allowing your wife to be with another man, but actively wanting her to be. Growing aroused at the thought of her infidelity.

‘Oh… you’re gonna make me come…’ Casey was whimpering, gazing up at him with awe, as he continued to piston his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

Edward was up on his feet, standing to watch them as Casey’s entire body rocked with the force of Tomás powering into her again and again. She was gasping for breath, her small breasts jiggling as he fucked her increasingly hard. Her whimpers became cries, and then her eyes widened, and she suddenly held her breath.

And then Edward watched as his wife came ferociously, spasming, seizing, shivering and shaking as Tomás slowed to a halt on top of her.

Edward watched as his friend was gripped by an unseen force, and knew that his orgasm had approached, too. Tomás seemed uncertain for a moment, as though he didn’t quite know the protocol for coming while fucking a man’s wife in front of him. He pulled out of her, and groaned as though he wasn’t sure what he wanted to do.

But then it was too late. His climax was upon him, there was no stopping it now. His huge cock was jerking and bucking in his hand, firing thick spurts of his cream all over Casey’s body. He couldn’t do anything to control it, he just knelt there and let loose, firing jets of come all over her hairless mound, her stomach, her breasts, even her face.

Casey just smiled, ear-to-ear, as she let him empty himself all over her, even moaning with satisfaction to see his huge cock firing off everywhere.

Tomás froze for a moment or two, not knowing what to do next, feeling self-conscious at coming all over his friend’s wife like this. After a few moments, he pulled himself up, muttering apologies.

Edward didn’t seem at all put out by the mess his friend had made all over his wife. In fact, it was quite the contrary. Edward seemed buzzed by it all, elated.

Tomás picked himself up off the bed, still saying, ‘God… I didn’t mean… I mean… I wasn’t sure…’

Casey said to her husband, ‘That felt so unbelievably good… was that good for you, honey?’

Tomás was surprised to see Edward move to the bed, not at all grossed out by another man’s come all over his wife. He climbed onto the mattress and then just lay between her legs, draping himself all over her sticky body. Kissing her deeply, lovingly, adoringly.

Tomás grabbed his clothes from the floor, now feeling somewhat out of place.

But his cock was still hard. It wasn’t going down. He watched as Edward made out with Casey, as though it was their first date. Was he really going to fuck her right after she’d had Tomás?

Edward looked like some devoted acolyte, worshipping Casey like a goddess.

She was so beautiful and did look so completely happy.

Tomás thought of Ana, lying in bed at home, on her own.

Ana was just as beautiful.

Was she thinking about him fucking Casey right now?

Tomás squeezed his hard cock, surprised at the fact that his erection was not going down. He wanted to see Ana fucking another guy, to see what that would be like. He wanted what Casey and Edward had.

‘I… I should get back to Ana…’ he said, retreating from the room.

Edward had already entered Casey by now. Tomás was shocked, and yet somehow not surprised all at the same time. The two of them craned their necks to look at Tomás and wish him well before he left.

And then just before he did leave, Casey said, ‘Go tell your beautiful wife you want to watch her fucking Edward.’

And to his own surprise, Tomás smiled, and said, ‘Yes… I think I will…’
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NEW YEAR'S


Sunday, December 31, 2017

New Year was something different again. The kids were all staying with grandparents, as usual for a New Year celebration, so that the adults could get together and drink and party. But this time, it was only the six of them who met at Julia and Marshall’s house to welcome in 2018. Instead of the usual gathering of friends from around Southern California, it was just Casey and Edward, Ana and Tomás, Julia and Marshall.

It started out relatively normally, by the standards of parties around that neck of the woods. They all had a very nice dinner together—poolside barbecue, with plenty of superb wine, as provided by Marshall.

They all discussed the usual kind of things—relief at getting through this terrible wildfire season intact, things they could do to their properties to help protect them from future blazes; another fairly successful season for the Trojans, including taking the Pac-12 championship, although the Cotton Bowl game against Ohio State was lost; and the usual tales of family events and achievements gone by.

But the whole time, there was this added level of intensity to the whole proceedings. Edward could tell from the get-go what it stemmed from: from the fact that they were all lovers. The men had been with all of the women, and the women had been with all of the men. The past couple of months had been wild.

And here they were, all dressed up very nicely—tuxedos for the guys, making them all seem very debonair, even Marshall; and beautiful, though somewhat short, dresses for the women. And all evening, whichever husband and whichever wife, they all felt entirely permitted to check each other out, to flirt with each other, to make eyes at each other, even to steal a little kiss here and there, during moments where it could be contained safely without becoming too much of a PDA. All the kinds of things that were strictly forbidden from ordinary suburban dinner parties.

Well, they were all lovers.

And underlying the whole, wonderful evening together, was the wondering of who might end up with whom at the end of the night.

Who did you kiss when the ball dropped at midnight on New Year’s Eve if you had three different lovers?

Well, Edward suspected the answer to that was probably your spouse. But the question about what came next was still open. Would he end up in bed with Julia, or with Ana? Would he get to have Casey after she enjoyed one of the other guys?

And would anyone get to watch?

Things started boiling over much sooner than anyone entirely expected.

It was Julia who accidentally spilled dessert down her little black dress. There were a few jokes about spurting cream all over her chest, of course, but Julia groaned, and went off to try to clean it, since she was wearing one of her favorite dresses. When she came back to the party, however, she hadn’t put her dress back on after scrubbing out the cream. She was wearing only her lingerie—black and crimson lace bra, panties and matching black stockings and garter belt.

She caused quite a stir, returning to the gathering in her underwear.

But then it seemed like the thing to do—and both Ana and Casey peeled off their dresses to reveal their lingerie.

‘You guys can stay in your tuxedos a little longer,’ Casey told the men. ‘You look so good like that.’

With the women milling around in only their underwear, it seemed only a matter of time before decisions would be made about who might be sleeping with whom that night. But there was the small matter of midnight to wait for before they felt they could leave the party, and so there was the slightly strange situation of six people growing increasingly horny, with three of them wearing only lingerie.

The thing to do seemed to be to try to talk about anything except sex, in order to distract each other from their growing need for it, until they could see in the New Year together.

It wasn’t exactly easy, though, and as the evening wound on toward 11 o’clock, the women started finding it fun to try to tease the men as they attempted to talk about work, or home renovations, or possible vacation destinations, or whatever else they found to talk about other than their newfound joy of sex.

Edward was sitting at the dinner table with Ana, talking about where they would decide to move, hypothetically, if the wildfire risk around San Diego became too great to stay. But Ana was quietly twirling a strand of her long, dark hair around a finger perilously close to her chest, making it look almost as though she was toying with her nipple through her scandalously sheer black bra.

He glanced over to see Julia sitting with Tomás on the couch by the fireplace, talking about God knew what. Julia quickly noticed him looking at her, and subtly parted her thighs so that he could catch a little view of her crimson-and-black lacy panties.

Casey and Marshall weren’t even in the room at 11 o’clock, which made Edward wonder if they’d both given in to temptation, and opted for a quickie in a bedroom—or even a closet—to tide them over until 2018 was ushered in.

At least Edward had the dinner table there to help conceal his rather obvious erection. His smart suit pants were getting a little tight these days.

But then Casey returned from the kitchen, leading Marshall by the hand—and she had such a determined looking expression on her face as she walked in wearing her little black satin bra and matching g-string, that she instantly drew the attention of everyone else. They all wanted to know what was up.

Casey led Marshall to the middle of the floor, in between the dining table and the living room area, where he stood stock still, like some kind of statue. What was going on?

Casey stepped to the side of him, as though she was displaying him to them, as some kind of exhibit.

‘Marshall and I think it’s time we tried something,’ Casey said.

Edward sat up straight on his dining chair, his heart rate picking up immediately. What was going on?

Casey removed Marshall’s jacket, and his black bow tie, and then started slowly unfastening the studs on his shirt as he just stood there. They all watched her slip off one stud at a time, gradually letting his shirt fall open to reveal a hairless chest beneath.

Edward saw that even Julia was watching avidly.

Casey looked gorgeous in her tiny g-string and matching bra, and Edward found himself a touch breathless at the thought that she intended to do something with Marshall right in front of them.

When Casey pulled open Marshall’s shirt, Edward noticed that not only had he had his chest properly waxed—to be like Tomás, perhaps?—but that he had also been working out recently. He’d lost a fair amount of weight, and there was a definite muscle tone in his chest that hadn’t been there when Edward had watched him having sex with Casey back in October.

Well, he was probably more motivated to get to the gym these days, since he was sleeping with three different women.

Casey stood behind Marshall, to slowly tear his shirt from his shoulders and back, and they heard her cooing over what good shape he was in. ‘Marshall, you’ve really gotten in shape…’ she said, in case anyone had any doubts that she was attracted to him.

Julia gazed on with clear pride—and no small helping of attraction herself, even though he was her husband. The two of them had rekindled their marital sex life, in a similar way to Casey and Edward, as the new arrangement between the six of them had become established.

Casey looked over at Julia and flashed her a wicked smile as she stepped to Marshall’s side, and slipped her hand into the waist of Marshall’s pants, to cop a feel of his equipment.

‘Mmm....’ she moaned, and shared a look with Ana, that seemed to say you should come check out this monster.

Marshall just stood there, a little grin on his face at the pleasure of having someone as attractive as Casey fawning all over him. He just left her to work open the fly of his pants, and then let them drop to the floor, before her hands were inside his underwear again, pulling his hard cock free.

Casey grabbed his shaft in her hand and gazed around at the rest of them, checking that they were watching—which, of course, they were.

Then she said, ‘Marshall and I were talking… and we think maybe things have been going so well between us all… it might be time for something to happen that hasn’t happened before…’

Edward felt his own hardness throbbing at the sight of his wife pumping the cock of another man right in the middle of the group. What was she saying hadn’t happened yet? Because Casey had done all kinds of things with Marshall already. And Edward had watched her have sex with him.

Sure, they’d never all been involved in something at once. Things had always happened behind closed doors.

Casey looked over toward the couch, and said, ‘Tomás… you and Ana have come a long way since we all started this little arrangement of ours…’

Tomás glanced over at Ana and the two of them smiled sweetly at each other. Edward thought Ana had become much more chilled out, obviously more content with life and, as a result, all the more beautiful because Tomás had resumed sexual relations with her ever since that night when he’d had sex with Casey while Edward watched.

Casey continued slowly jacking Marshall’s hard cock as she said, ‘You guys have come so far, Tomás… we think maybe you’re ready for the next step…’

Edward wondered what Casey could be talking about. But then she looked over at Ana and invited the beautiful Latina over to take hold of Marshall’s cock. What was this next step?

Ana smiled, and turned to look over at her husband, as though checking he was all right with this. He raised his eyebrows but offered an approving smile. Then Ana pulled herself up from her chair, and approached Marshall, before slowly kneeling down in front of him.

Of course, Edward thought. The next step is for Tomás to watch Ana with another man.

Casey held out Marshall’s cock for her to take, and then Ana was stroking it, getting herself comfortable, eyeing it up ready to use her mouth on it. She turned for a quick last-minute check with Tomás, who seemed captivated by the sight of her with another man’s cock in her hands. And then she gave Marshall’s shaft a long, leisurely lick, from the base to the tip.

It was all done very slowly, as though to give Tomás plenty of time to object.

But Tomás did not object. He simply watched, avidly, from where he sat on the couch with Julia.

Ana licked Marshall’s hardness, and planted little kisses on it. Then she let the tip sit on her tongue a moment, before she leaned into him, and took it into her mouth.

Edward was fascinated by Tomás’s reaction. At first as he watched, he seemed really tense, as though he was gearing himself up for a really gruesome scene in a horror movie. But as Ana started to work Marshall’s cock with her lips and a hand, Tomás seemed to get accustomed to the sight, and even started to relax.

Marshall groaned, and suddenly felt a touch self-conscious for being forced into making such a noise, but his eyes connected with Julia’s and his wife offered him a half-amused, half-aroused grin that seemed to settle him again. Julia was loving this—and Edward got the sense that it was because it was breaking the normality of their lives in the suburbs, defying all the conventions, bringing a little surprise and disruption to their experiences.

But Edward was most interested by Tomás, who had been on something of an emotional journey since re-discovering his attraction toward his wife. Here she was, sucking another man’s cock right in front of them all, and Tomás wasn’t jealous, he wasn’t disgusted—he was… excited.

He even started looking at the reactions of the others watching Ana taking Marshall’s cock in her mouth, and the sight of Edward and Julia and Casey enjoying the show seemed to make him relax further, and perhaps see this as nothing to be ashamed of at all.

After a while, Casey moved around to kneel beside Ana in front of Marshall, and Ana cheerfully offered her a turn slurping down Marshall’s big dick.

Edward watched as the two beautiful women took turns servicing Marshall with their eager and talented mouths. So he almost failed to notice that Julia was now sitting on the couch beside Tomás, her hand busily working at the big man’s hardness, which she had deftly freed from his pants.

Edward felt a little isolated, all of a sudden, but the way things were going, at least he felt comfortable enough that he could pull out his own erection, and stroke it as he watched his wife take turns sucking Marshall’s cock, and it didn’t seem at all inappropriate.

It wasn’t long before Julia had her head in Tomás’s lap, taking his cock into her mouth, while he watched his wife gulping down Marshall’s manhood.

Edward went over to the other couch to watch them all, where it was more comfortable than the dining chair. He saw Ana pull herself up from the floor, and then walk over to her husband, before leaning over to whisper something into his ear—while Julia continued to bob her head up and down on his lap.

What was she saying to him?

Was Tomás okay with what was going on?

Ana kissed her husband gently on the lips—but then Tomás pulled her into a deeper kiss, his hand supporting her head as he drew her in for a long, slow, sensual entanglement—even though she had just been using her mouth on another man’s cock.

It was a signal that Tomás was very definitely okay with this. He had been converted to the attractions of a promiscuous wife, Edward thought.

But then Ana surprised him by stepping back from her husband, before turning to come over to Edward. She smiled down at Edward, seated on the couch with his cock in his hands, and, standing in front of him, turned to face her husband before dropping down to sit on Edward’s lap.

Edward was, naturally, very happy to oblige. But as Ana positioned herself over his crotch, and then sank down on him with his manhood engulfed by her hot, tight pussy, it was clear from the get-go that this was all for the benefit of her husband.

Tomás watched, mesmerized, as his wife took another man’s cock inside her pussy, right in front of him. His eyes widened, his jaw dropped, but he didn’t move from the couch as he watched Ana part her thighs to show him everything as she took Edward inside her, and slowly began to move on his shaft.

Then Julia was moving, pulling herself up from the couch, standing in front of Tomás exactly as Ana had stood in front of Edward. And now she sank, taking Tomás’s huge dick inside her too—moving gradually to give herself time to accommodate his massive girth. Edward glanced across to see Marshall’s excitement at this latest development, as Casey continued to suck on his hardness right there in the middle of the floor.

Edward was enjoying Ana, as she bounced on his lap, and even more so when she turned around, to face him and continued fucking him like that—which still offered Tomás a superlative view of their copulation. Trying to delay his orgasm—in the face of ridiculous stimulation—he tried to distract himself by thinking about how much longer Casey could go without taking Marshall inside her. And when she finally snapped, how would she take him? And where?

But as he watched, and she finally withdrew from Marshall’s cock, Edward was disappointed to see Marshall walk away from her. What was he doing?

He was approaching Edward and Ana. Now he stood by the arm of the couch where Ana was riding Edward—so that Ana could shift her upper body to the right, and actually take Marshall’s cock in her mouth once again, while she continued to fuck Edward.

Two men at once.

This was a real show for Tomás, along with everyone else. Had Casey suggested this to Marshall? Edward suspected so. He peered over Ana’s heart-shaped behind to see what Casey was up to. His eyes connected with his wife’s gaze, and she flashed him a mischievous grin, sharing amusement with him at what an outrageous situation she had managed to conceive.

She stood for a moment, watching her husband taking part in a threesome with Ana and Marshall, her hand slipping down between her thighs to tend to her own arousal.

Then Casey walked over to where Julia was riding Tomás, and Marshall’s red-haired wife lifted herself off Ana’s powerfully-built husband, and gave way for Casey to sink down on Tomás’s big cock. Edward gasped at the sight of his wife taking such a huge dick inside her petite frame. It was still a shocking sight, even if he’d seen it before.

Now he had a really difficult time keeping from triggering an orgasm. As Ana fucked him, and he watched his wife fucking Tomás.

He watched Julia sit on the couch beside Tomas, as though to make sure they were both having a good time, and apparently enjoying the sight of Casey riding that huge cock. Then Julia gazed across the room at Edward and smiled with amusement at how he couldn’t take his eyes off his wife, even though he himself was in the middle of a threesome with another woman.

Julia slipped the strap of Casey’s bra off her shoulder as she continued riding Tomás. The redhead glanced over at Edward again, to make sure he was still watching, and then slipped off Casey’s other bra strap, and unfastened the thing at the back, so she could remove it entirely.

Now Julia was fondling Casey’s small, delectable breasts, as though trying to tease Edward further—trying to force him into prematurely exploding in Ana’s exquisite pussy.

But after a while, Julia was no longer looking across at Edward, trying to gauge his reaction to her fooling around with Tomás and Casey. She seemed to be genuinely enjoying the feel of Casey’s body, of her breasts, of her nipples. Casey wasn’t really noticing what Julia was doing—but then, suddenly, Julia had her mouth on Casey’s nipples, sucking on them while the blonde continued fucking Tomás.

Jesus. That was something new, too.

Casey seemed a little startled by this, by her friend—a woman—sucking on her tits. But she didn’t stop her.

Now Ana was pulling herself off Edward, and he was distracted by the movement. It was time to offer Marshall a turn at her pussy. Edward was fine with it, of course. They all shifted around—Ana was now on all fours on the couch, Marshall sliding into her from behind. Edward moved to the arm of the couch, where she could lean over and take his cock in her mouth.

Tomás was still riveted by the sight of his wife being fucked by two men at once. Edward smiled down at Ana, and she smiled up at him with obvious joy—though Edward knew that her happiness was more about the fact that things had been rekindled with her husband so well, than by the fact that she was actually being fucked by two men at once.

By the time Edward was ready to look over to check up on his own wife, things had moved on surprisingly between Casey, Julia and Tomás. Tomás was still happily watching his wife fucking Edward and Marshall, of course. But now Julia and Casey were naked, other than their thigh-high stockings, and while Julia was now sitting on Tomás’s lap, riding his cock, Casey was beside them—making out with Julia, while the redhead had her hand lodged between the blonde’s thighs.

Edward tried to hide his astonishment.

He tried not to overreact to the sight of his wife being touched like that by another woman.

And now, suitable distraction presented itself a little nearer to him: with a grunt and a groan, Marshall was unable to contain himself any longer. His body shook, and spasmed, and then he came inside Ana, without much warning. Ana seemed to enjoy it—as did Tomás, it seemed, who never took his eyes off his wife as another man emptied his balls inside her.

Marshall collapsed down onto the couch, gasping for breath, and Ana also turned to sit back on the couch, but then she parted her legs to offer herself to Edward. Edward paused, not really wanting to stop watching whatever was going on with Casey. But at the same time, he couldn’t resist Ana’s sweet pussy.

Perhaps it was the little patch of soft, dark hair that she’d cultivated over her mound, which she’d done for Edward’s benefit.

Perhaps it was just the taboo sense that he was breaking all the rules by sliding his cock inside her immediately after another man had filled her with come, all while her husband watched…

But, God, it felt amazing. Her pussy felt tight on him, but very well-lubricated, and he just glided inside her with ease.

‘Please… come inside me… come inside me…’ Ana was begging him, fairly soon when he got started.

Again, Edward knew it was for the benefit of her watching husband. He was already close to orgasm, having been holding it back for a while. He thought about how thrilled Tomás would be to watch this, how he would feel in Tomás’s place, and his orgasm was beginning to explode inside him.

But at the final moments, as his hard cock began to throb and buck within Ana’s shivering pussy, Edward’s thoughts turned instead to the sight of Julia making out with Casey, while her fingers worked on Casey’s hairless pussy.

Then, Edward was also shooting his thick come deep within Ana’s pussy, tipping Ana herself into an orgasm, as she no doubt thought about two different men coming inside her within minutes, all under the watchful gaze of her husband.

Only at that point did they hear the television, and the broadcast of the crowd in Times Square—thousands of people bellowing ’TEN… NINE… EIGHT… SEVEN… SIX…’

Everything between the six of them had screeched to a halt, and now Julia and Casey were scurrying away to fetch Champagne and the Champagne glasses from the kitchen.
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THAT SPECIAL KISS


Monday, January 1, 2018

As New Year arrived, spouses returned to spouses for that special kiss to celebrate the actual turning of the clock past midnight. Champagne glasses were clinked, and the bubbly consumed.

And then Tomás pulled Ana away rather hurriedly. The two of them gathered their clothes, said rushed goodbyes to the others, and then were away in the night. Ana looked positively triumphant as she gave Edward a little farewell peck on the cheek, elated that her husband was so desperate to drag her away to ravish her.

‘Well, Tomás is the only one of us who hasn’t come yet tonight,’ Julia noted, when the front door closed, and it was only the four of them left there.

Casey and Edward offered to help Julia and Marshall clean up after the evening’s dinner, but Julia waved away their offer. ‘We can do it in the morning,’ she said. ‘There’s actually not a huge amount of mess anyway—not like the usual New Year party.’

Julia knelt down in front of her husband, who was still crashed out in the corner of one of the couches. She said to him, ‘Ana gave you guys a nice workout, didn’t she?’

Then the redhead leaned into her husband’s lap, taking his cock in her mouth, apparently aiming to get him hard again.

Casey had Edward sit down on the couch beside Marshall, and now she went down on him, taking his softened cock in her eager mouth, working on him until things started to stir again.

‘Mmmm… I can taste her on you,’ Julia said to her husband.

Edward glanced down at Casey, and the question was on his lips, which she answered without him having to ask it. She smirked, and said, ‘Uh-huh.’

He asked her, ‘You don’t mind it?’

Casey smiled and laughed, ‘No, I don’t mind the taste of a woman.’

Julia glanced over, and said, ‘No, she doesn’t mind at all…’ And then the redhead, who had been stroking her pussy, while she sucked on her husband’s stiffening cock, now held up her hand in front of Casey. And to Edward’s surprise, Casey took it, and gently slipped Julia’s moistened fingers in her mouth.

Well, that seemed to get the two men hard, but then Casey and Julia rose from the floor, and it was Casey who climbed onto Marshall’s lap, while Julia straddled Edward.

‘Oh…’ Julia moaned as she took Edward’s hardness inside her.

‘You like my husband’s cock?’ Casey asked her.

‘Oh, Jesus, yes,’ she said, as she started to move on Edward’s shaft. ‘I feel like Goldilocks… I’ve tried the huge cock, I’ve tried the little one… and now I get the one that’s just right…’

Casey giggled, and then kissed Marshall on the lips, saying, ‘Awww… you know yours isn’t really that little…?’

But Marshall wasn’t offended, he just smiled and continued enjoying the sensational sight of the petite blonde as she rode him like a stallion.

A little later, the women picked themselves up off Edward and Marshall, and presented themselves on all fours, for the menfolk to slide into them from behind. As much as Edward cherished the experience of holding onto Julia’s gorgeous rear as he entered her phenomenal pussy, what turned him on even more was the sight of Marshall taking hold of Casey, and thrusting into her from the opposite end of the couch.

The men got into their rhythm, plowing into Casey and Julia, making their bare bodies rock with each thrust. And then Edward found himself in real danger of coming before he was ready, when Casey and Julia leaned into each other, and their lips came together in a long, deep, sensual kiss.

Wow.

They were really going at it, sucking on each other’s lips, slipping their tongues into the mix.

And Marshall couldn’t take the sight of that for very long either. Julia and Casey giggled as he came for a second time that night, this time filling Casey. After that, the guy was done for the night on all counts and Julia had to help him get upstairs to bed.

‘Did you come as well?’ Casey asked her husband, as he perched on the sofa beside her, and the two of them watched Julia supporting her husband as he went upstairs.

Edward shook his head. ‘I was saving myself for you,’ he smiled.

She took him in her arms and kissed him deeply. It was still the biggest thrill of all, to have her after she’d been with another man. Or other men, as it had been tonight.

When they pulled apart again, Edward grinned. ‘So,’ he said, ‘You and Julia, huh? Wouldn’t have predicted that…’

Casey shrugged. ‘Me neither. I think she might be more into it than I am… but it’s nice… she’s so soft… it’s so sweet, kissing her. Touching her. I guess… there’s a lot more possibilities to be tried, huh?’

Edward smiled. ‘I guess there are.’


AUTHOR’S NOTE



This one was just meant to be a bit of fun, some distraction from the whole pandemic thing. I may have mentioned climate change once, but I think I got away with it.

I’d just like to say a quick thanks, dear reader, for honoring me with your time. In this day and age, when there’s so much content available all over the place to distract you from modern life, I really appreciate that you chose to spend time with my words.

If you’d like a little tip-off every time I have more words newly available, then I would urge you to get onto my mailing list, via my website at MaxSebastian.net/free. I promise you won’t get annoying quantities of email from me, since I don’t put out a mail shot unless I’ve put out a new story—and sadly, I can’t manage to put out new stories too often these days.

Anyway.

I’d also like to say a quick ta-very-much to my esteemed beta readers—Andrew, Anjali, Dan, Nick and Robert—who have once again come to my aid to iron out the little hiccups, flubs and outright blunders that inevitably occur as I write stories involving multiple characters and tens of thousands of words (‘wait, she still has her jeans and t-shirt on… so how did she just take off her underwear?’). If you’re a speedy reader, with a love of these filthy tales, and would also like to be a beta reader, by all means let me know!

Take care,

Max Sebastian

London, July 16, 2021
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