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    I had a threesome this morning. 
 
    It’s only been a few weeks since Dominic moved me kicking and screaming into the suburbs and onto Honeysuckle Court and already I’ve made friends – an unheard of phenomenon for me.  And not only have I made friends – I’ve fucked their husbands, too.  
 
    And then, this morning, I was invited over to Melissa’s for a little play time, because I just seem like that type of girl. 
 
    I don’t understand how I’ve ever given the impression I might be into something like that; the threesome scene. Sure, there was once back in university where I made out with a girl but I had been really drunk and she had been really quick with her hands. But I must have something about me that screams ‘adventurous’ and ‘willing to experiment’ because both Melissa and Mahak picked up on it, and thought it worth an invite. 
 
    Even though I hate to admit it, given the inconsistency of my relationship with Melissa – sometimes she annoys me; sometimes I let her go down on me – I thoroughly enjoyed myself this morning. I enjoyed it so much I found myself agreeing to participate again at a later date. This isn’t something for Tia’s. It’s Mahak’s opinion we keep the little arrangement to ourselves, for whatever reason. 
 
    I’m fine with keeping it quiet, but I have to tell Dominic. 
 
    I wait until later that night when the kids are asleep and we’re in bed. And then I tell him everything that happened with Melissa and Mahak that morning. 
 
    “So, they just called you over? You hadn’t planned this?” Dominic asks skeptically.   
 
    “No. I had no idea. I didn’t even think I’d…that I might want…you know...” 
 
    “That you’d want a threesome with the two of them?” he finishes for me. “But you did.” 
 
    “I guess.” Having sex with Mahak or Colin during one of Tia’s parties is one thing.  Everyone does it, which makes it sound like I’m some sort of kid justifying playing hooky from school with his buddies, but it’s true. Tia has key parties. It’s how the neighbours describe the evenings where they enjoy each other’s company. Dom enjoys Wendy and Melissa and Paige and Tia, and I enjoy Colin and Mahak. And Jackson, only I haven’t had a chance to fully enjoy him yet. I engaged in a little dry humping on his couch one night when we were over there for dinner, but that was it. 
 
    I should be feeling guilty about this. I do feel guilty, but I should have more guilt. I cheated on Dominic. But when you look at it, we’re both involved in an arrangement where we are intimate with other people, so have I really cheated? Have I just took our arrangement to another level and somehow left him out? I should be consumed with guilt, only I’m not. And so I feel guilty because I don’t feel as guilty as I should.  
 
    “Has anything ever happened between you and Melissa before?” he asks. I’m amazed; Dominic doesn’t seem angry, just curious. And slightly amused. 
 
    “No! Never! But she asked Tia about me, remember? And Mahak…” Now that I have opened up the can of true confessions, I better finish it off. “The other morning…I was out walking Frodo and I saw him leaving for work…” 
 
    “Mahak? And?” Dom prompted. 
 
    “And we kind of fooled around in his car,” I say in a rush. 
 
    “Really? What exactly does ‘fool around’ mean?” 
 
    “Well,” I pick at a loose thread on the blanket, feeling my cheeks redden. “He kind of went down on me. In the car. Frodo was in the back seat, so it wasn’t that bad…” I’m shocked into silence as Dom laughs. 
 
    “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Yes…I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to, it just happened!” 
 
    “Wow.” I glance at Dominic, who is staring across the room, a stunned expression on his face. “You’re really getting into this whole thing. Is it because of Mahak? Are you…do you…?” 
 
    “No! It’s Melissa too, and Jackson that night we went to their place for dinner…” I trail off. “It’s not just Mahak. It’s not like I’m just interested in him.” 
 
    “No, sounds like you’re interested in everyone. What’s this about Jackson?” 
 
    “We kind of fooled around when you and Wendy were putting the kids to bed,” I admit. Again I’m shocked with Dominic laughs. 
 
    “So did me and Wendy,” he tells me. “Well, she kissed me and grabbed my crouch.” 
 
    “And here I am feeling guilty!” I cry. “You’re doing the same thing!” 
 
    “Once,” he corrects, holding a finger for emphasis. “And it wasn’t in a car or with two of them.” 
 
    “That just happened! I didn’t mean –” 
 
    “I think things just happen with these people,” Dominic muses. “We need to make sure we’re okay with it. I’m pretty sure you are.” 
 
    “I need to know you are,” I say, omitting my agreement with whether I’m okay with it.  It doesn’t seem right telling your husband you want to have sex with other people. It doesn’t mean I love him any less. 
 
    “What was it like?” he asks, his voice noticeably thicker. “With Mahak in the car.  Did you like it?”  
 
    “I…” I meet Dominic’s eyes and know in an instant he’s okay with things. He seems somewhat excited by it, in fact. “He pulled my pajama pants down. I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Then he sort of lifted me up and um, started kissing and licking me…there…”  Usually, I’m pretty articulate when it came to describing my sexual exploits to Dom but not today. 
 
    “What was it like with Melissa?” he asks. 
 
    “Well – you know. You know what she’s like. They tied me to the bed.” 
 
    “We did that before. You liked it.” 
 
    “I did. And I liked it this time. They tied me up and then Melissa started touching my breasts and Mahak had his hand between my legs, teasing me.” 
 
    Dominic reaches out and cups my breast. “These breasts? She touched them?” 
 
    “Yes.” Dominic rubs his thumb over my nipple which springs to attention. Just like the rest of me. I’m not sure what I expected by telling Dominic, but I don’t think it was this. 
 
    “She put her mouth on your breasts? Your nipples? You liked it.” 
 
    “Yes.” And I also never thought I’d want sex tonight, not after the intensity of the scene with Mahak and Melissa, but here I am, getting excited by my husband’s touch again. 
 
    I’m glad he can make me so excited. 
 
    “What next?” 
 
    “They stopped touching me. Melissa said she needed Mahak – I had to watch. She was lying beside me. I could hear everything. She held my hand when she came.” 
 
    “Did you like that?” Dominic’s voice is husky now. I know that look in his eyes and I think I must have the same look in mine. 
 
    “Yes. After Melissa came, it was my turn…she knew what she was doing. She used her fingers while she licked me – it felt good. And then Mahak got behind her and was fucking her…” 
 
    “While she was doing you?” 
 
    “At the same time.” I’m conscious of Dom’s hand under the blanket and I want to know what he’s doing. His other hand is still on my breast.   
 
    “You liked it. Melissa made you come, didn’t she?” 
 
    “I did. She did.” 
 
    “Get on all fours,” Dominic suddenly orders. He doesn’t have to ask twice. 
 
    I pull off my nightshirt and my panties as quickly as I can and position myself on the bed with my ass towards him, thinking he’s going to take me fast and hard, just like I like it, just like I want it, but he doesn’t. Not right away. 
 
    Instead, he lies on his back on the bed under me, with his face just below my pussy. My hot, aching pussy. 
 
    Dom grabs my hips roughly and pulls me down to his waiting mouth. There’s nothing gentle about it – he plunges his tongue inside me. And then with a flick of his tongue against my clit, he sucks it hard. 
 
    I cry out. 
 
    I don’t know if he’s trying to compete with Mahak or Melissa but he works me like a man possessed. It’s like he’s trying to devour me; his tongue as firm as a finger against my clit, inside my lips, inside me. His fingers thrust inside me, his thumb caressing my ass. I begin to rock against him, pushing myself against his eager mouth, but he holds me still so I can’t move.   
 
    “You like this,” Dom mutters, his voice muffled. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I gasp. “Please…so good…” 
 
    It’s never been this good with Dom. Oral sex has always been good, but this…this is amazing. His tongue greedily laps against my clit, sending waves of sensation through my body, and making me quiver with pleasure. When he takes it in his mouth, sucking hard with his mouth, he thrusts his fingers inside me roughly, and slides his thumb up my ass, working it all in unison, forcing me to stifle my cries with my face against the pillow. I can’t stop myself from crying out, too loud, I know, but I can’t stop. It feels so good… 
 
    His tongue is back against my clit, circling teasingly before lapping it with firm strokes. I can feel my orgasm building, rushing through my body relentlessly and I’m shouting out his name, my face against the pillow. Just as he takes my clit in his mouth, I explode with a scream, grinding my pussy against his face, as he shoves his fingers inside me, his thumb still up my ass. 
 
    My climax seems to continue forever because Dominic doesn’t stop. I come, again and again, my body shuddering and shaking but I’m unable to move with one of his hands clamped against my bum, the other inside me… 
 
    Suddenly he stops and with one move, slides from underneath me to behind. He shoves himself inside me without any warning and I pitch forward. Then he’s fucking me so hard the bed slams against the wall. 
 
    “Is this how he fucked her? Is this what you want him to do to you?” Dominic cries harshly. 
 
    “No…I want you,” I say, my face still against the pillow. My body is limp from the orgasms but it feels so good to have him hammering at me like that. I hear the smack of bodies, Dom’s labored breathing. I didn’t think he could fuck me any harder, but he does, gripping my hips so hard there will be marks from his fingers. 
 
    And then he spanks me, once, twice. Right on my ass. 
 
    I gasp with pleasure. A few more thrusts and I climax around him once again, my cries mixing with his animal groan as he fills me. 
 
    There’s no gentle caressing as he pulls out of me and I collapse on the bed. “What…?” I manage as I crane my head to look at my backside. “I think you left a mark.” 
 
    “Then everyone will know you’re a bad girl,” he says smugly, lying on the bed beside me. 
 
    “I guess you’re okay with things, then…” 
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    I’m a little hesitant going to Melissa’s Monday morning for yoga. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to act around her now. It was one thing when I fucked her husband and she fucked mine, but now that she has technically fucked me and Dominic wasn’t even in the picture… 
 
    Things are becoming more complicated. 
 
    But do they have to be? Dominic seems – well he seems fine with the knowledge of my little scene with Melissa and Mahak. My interlude. My ménage a trois.   
 
    To quote Katy Perry, I kissed a girl. And I liked it. 
 
    I’m not sure if that makes me bisexual or what. I’m not even sure if it means I like Melissa because I’m still not convinced I do. But what happened between us was something different, an opportunity to explore my sexuality, and that’s what this whole arrangement is about, isn’t it? At first, I saw it as adding a little excitement to an already entertaining sex life, but now it’s become more like seeing what else I can experience. 
 
    As I head to Melissa’s after dropping Hannah off at school, I’m thinking there’s not much else I can experience. 
 
    I am wrong. 
 
    Wendy and Paige are already there as Melissa lets me in with a big smile. She waits until my coat and boots are off and Ben is settled in Wendy’s arms before she drops the bombshell. 
 
    “So, Jacey, are you going to tell them what happened yesterday or do you want me to?” 
 
    My jaw literally drops to the floor. And since I can’t seem to find any words that can possibly fix this, I stand gaping like a fish trying to acclimatize to the sudden gush of oxygen before it dies. 
 
    “What happened?” Wendy says slowly, noticing my supreme discomfort. 
 
    “We had a threesome!” Melissa trills happily. “With Mahak! It was amazing! Wasn’t it Jacey?” 
 
    Wendy and Paige whip their heads around to me so fast I worry about whiplash. They both have expressions similar to mine on their faces. 
 
    “Really?” Paige asks. 
 
    I don’t normally blush but under these circumstances, I can feel the heat rise up to my face. Part of me is screaming deny deny deny but part of me knows there’s no point. 
 
    “I told you before, I don’t like to kiss and tell,” I say as calmly as I can to Melissa. 
 
    “Yes, but I thought you’d gotten over that.” 
 
    “No, not really.” 
 
    “How did that…what made you…?”  Wendy’s awkward starts and stops make me even more self-conscious. 
 
    “It just happened,” I mutter. 
 
    “It did not. Mahak and I thought the whole thing out. We look at this as an opportunity to explore our sexuality and Jacey seemed to be the most willing participant. Except for Tia, of course.” 
 
    The fact that Melissa used the same justification as I did doesn’t make me feel any better. 
 
    “You don’t think I’d be into something like that?” Wendy asks, seemingly affronted by Melissa’s observation. “Either Paige or I?” 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she retorts. “But you could have thought of us.” 
 
    “You sound jealous!” Melissa laughs. 
 
    “Are we jealous?” Paige turns to Wendy with amazement. 
 
    “I don’t know. But…maybe…” 
 
    Now it’s my turn to be amazed. “Really?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Wendy says with frankness. “I wouldn’t know what to do with a woman.” 
 
    “Neither did I,” I admit. “I’m still not sure I do. She…Melissa…” 
 
    “Did everything,” Melissa finishes. “With Tia, it’s a little more give and take, but seeing it was your first time, I gave you a free ride.” 
 
    “Did you…enjoy it?” Paige asks hesitantly. 
 
    “Of course she did!” Melissa is quick to answer for me, but Wendy and Paige wait for me to concede.   
 
    “I did. It was – I did.” The intensity of my orgasm watching Mahak pound Melissa while her mouth sent delicious sensations through my body had been truly amazing. Melissa’s touch, so sure but still gentle, leaving no doubt it was a woman pleasuring me, was something I had never experienced before. I’m pretty sure it’s something I want to experience again. 
 
    I’m not going to tell Melissa that, however. 
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    I can tell Paige is curious. I wonder if I would be if the situation was reversed. Would I sound as put out as Wendy did, that Melissa didn’t approach me? Would I want to know how it went down? Would I be imagining the scene when I was alone? 
 
    “Why don’t we sit down? I’ll get some coffee,” Melissa cozily invites before heading off to the kitchen. “Maybe we’ll save our exercise for later.” 
 
    “Where are the kids?” I ask stupidly, noticing how quiet the house is.   
 
    “Xander and Noemie are at Lily’s for a play date,” Wendy tells me. 
 
    “Who’s Lily?” 
 
    “Ann and Bill’s daughter. They – don’t worry about it,” Wendy smiles at my blank expression. “The kids aren’t here.” 
 
    “Except for Ben,” Paige points out. Wendy is still holding him, and by the lolling of his head, he won’t be awake for long. “He can’t understand what we’re saying.” 
 
    “What are we saying?” Wendy wants to know. “Did you really do it with them? And you liked it?” 
 
    “I did. And -  I did.” 
 
    “Wow.” For the first time, Paige sounds impressed. I’m glad Melissa isn’t within hearing distance. But she soon returns, bustling into the living room with a tray of coffee, cream, milk, and sugar. She doesn’t even wait to give me a coffee. 
 
    “Did you love it?” she demands. 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d use the word love…” 
 
    “You loved it. You got off on the whole scene. I know, because I’ve been there. I remember my first time –” 
 
    “Let me just get one thing straight,” Wendy interrupts. “Are you a lesbian? Bi?” 
 
    “Who, me?” I cry. “It was just one time!” 
 
    “I enjoy women,” Melissa says as if I haven’t spoken. “I love men, but being with a woman is so different. Jacey’s the second woman I’ve been with. Her and Tia.” 
 
    “So Tia was your first?” I ask. 
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be smart. Yes, Tia was my first.” 
 
    “What happened? How did you and Tia…?” Paige asks. I’m not sure how I feel about the information Melissa is sharing, but I do know I have an uncontrollable urge to know more. From the expression on Paige’s face, she must feel the same way. 
 
    “It was just after we moved here,” Melissa began. “Tia’s second husband had died and she was seeing Joe off and on. I bumped into her on the street one night. I was upset because something Mahak had done – I don’t remember what it was. She invited me over to talk and I went. The girls weren’t there, and she poured me a glass of wine. We never ended up talking about what was bothering me, we just talked…you know how she is.  She’s so beautiful and –” 
 
    “Sexy,” I say before I can stop myself. 
 
    “Exactly. We drank a lot of wine and it was so easy to talk to her. It was so comfortable, and she kept touching me. Then she ran her fingers down my cheek and touched my lips.” Melissa mirrored the gesture I was picturing Tia making, tracing the outline of Melissa’s lips with a long finger. “Then she looked at me with those eyes, and told me how attractive she found me.” 
 
    “What did you say?” Wendy asks breathlessly. 
 
    “I thanked her. I didn’t know what else to say. This was before anything happened with all of us.  I didn’t know what to say. Then she asked if she could kiss me.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I nodded. What other option did I have? Just her touching my mouth had turned me on so much. There was a fire and the room was warm with only a lamp lit. The wine…you wouldn’t have been able to say no. No one could have.” 
 
    “No,” I say slowly.  I can see the scene in my head.  I wouldn’t have been able to refuse Tia anything.  “Then what?” 
 
    “She kissed me. It was – you know what it’s like to have a woman kiss you,” she turns to me. To all of us. 
 
    “Gentle.” 
 
    “Soft. But intense.” Paige agrees. 
 
    “It’s like she knew exactly what I wanted.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Melissa pulls back with a smile. “I thought you didn’t like to share stories.”   
 
    “I thought…” I stammer, flushing hotly. I hate to admit, but listening to Melissa and imagining the scene between the two women has got me more excited than I’m comfortable with. 
 
    “Her hand was under my shirt before I knew what was happening. I couldn’t concentrate. I was so tense and nervous because I didn’t know what to do. I was fine with her kissing me, and then she started rubbing her thumbs across my nipples.” 
 
    I had to fight to urge to touch my own nipples. Paige shifts in her seat. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe how turned on I was. When she touched me between my legs, I thought I was going to come on the spot.” 
 
    “What – what did she do?” Paige asks in a strangled voice. It might have been funny if I wasn’t so aroused myself. I can picture the two women touching each other. I can hear the sounds of their breath quickening, of little moans escaping. 
 
    That was Wendy. She sits rapt, listening to Melissa and I can tell she wants to touch herself. I know, because I do too. 
 
    “It was different than with Mahak,” Melissa continues in a dreamy voice. “Tia just didn’t put her fingers inside me; she explored me. It was like when I make myself come with my fingers. She knew exactly what to do. It was so quick, but I wanted it to last longer. I wanted to do it again.” 
 
    “Did you?” Paige wants to know. 
 
    “She let me do whatever I wanted, whatever I had wondered about. What a pussy tastes like, how a woman’s breasts feel, what it’s like when your fingers are inside when she comes. We played for hours.”  
 
    The room was quiet, broken only by me slurping my coffee. I had to do something or I was going to embarrass myself my rubbing myself into the quickest climax ever. 
 
    “So,” Melissa says, leaning back, her voice losing the dreaminess. Back to business. Please God, she isn’t going to suggest we start the yoga now, is she? “I have a proposition for you.” 
 
    “I think I’m afraid to hear it,” Wendy murmurs, but Melissa barrels on. 
 
    “I’m obviously more adventurous than you all are, which is good and bad. Good for me, because as amazing as Mahak is, I get the best orgasms when I’m with a woman. Bad though, because I only have Tia to play with. So, what I’m thinking is that I can teach you how to be with a woman. So we could all play.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “Of course.  Sexual satisfaction is extremely important to me. After denying myself for so long, I’ve become a very sexual person, and it’s time to make up for time wasted. I think it’s a great idea.” 
 
    “You would,” Paige says under her breath. 
 
    “You don’t think it’s a good idea?” Melissa turns to her. “Haven’t you ever wondered what it was like? Did you not ask Colin what Tia and I got up to?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” she admits. “But I never thought…” 
 
    “Because you don’t know what to do,” Wendy finishes. “Same as me. I thought maybe – Jackson loves the idea, so I thought it might be good – but I’m too scared to try.” 
 
    “I can teach you!” Melissa announces proudly. “I think it’s a great idea. It’s a win-win for us all! And even for the guys, because they get to experience it more often and let me tell you – they love it!” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Paige is reluctant. “When would this all happen?” 
 
    “What about now? The kids are gone. I’ll put Ben in the playpen in the other room. Jacey? You must like the idea.” 
 
    She doesn’t give me a chance to answer. That’s how we begin Melissa’s Monday Sex Class. 
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    “Let’s begin,” Melissa says with a huge smile after she safely tucks a sleeping Ben into the kids’ playroom off the kitchen. We are in the living room, so there’s a half a house between us. Plenty of space. 
 
    “Wait!” I have a last moment of clarity. “I don’t know what to do. I don’t know if I’ll be into it.” 
 
    “You’ll be into it,” says a confident Melissa. 
 
    “Now, though?” Paige is aghast. “It’s morning!” 
 
    “Haven’t you ever had morning sex?” asks Melissa. 
 
    “I quite like morning sex,” Wendy muses.   
 
    I’m uncomfortably aware I am the catalyst of this little lesson, so there’s no way I can refuse. Did I want to refuse? I’m not sure about that. I think Wendy and Paige are attractive but I’m not sure I’m attracted to them. Then again, I never thought of myself as attracted to Melissa and look what happened there. 
 
    “So what do we do?” Wendy asks.  I think she’s ready to skip down to her skivvies right then and there. 
 
    “Have you ever kissed a woman?” Melissa wants to know. 
 
    “Not a kiss kiss,” Wendy admits. 
 
    “We’ll start there. Wendy, come here. Paige, go to Jacey.”   
 
    Paige and I look at each other and I know both of us are fighting the urge to giggle. But Paige obeys and stands awkwardly in front of me.   
 
    “Will you still respect me later in the morning?” she asks with a deadpan expression. 
 
    “I’m only friends with you because of your body,” I retort and we both burst out laughing.   
 
    “Sex is not funny!” Melissa scolds. “You can have fun having sex, but sex is never funny!” 
 
    Instantly I sober up. For the first time, I notice Melissa has plugged in her iPod. An old Cheap Trick song is playing – I Want You to Want Me. 
 
    Appropriate. 
 
    “Ready?” Melissa chirps as if she’s about to pull the trigger on a starter gun. “Start kissing.” 
 
    “Then what?” Wendy wants to know.  
 
    “Start touching each other,” Melissa instructs. “I’ll let you know as we go along.” 
 
    I have an image of Melissa barking instructions as she’s going down on Wendy but I shut it off. I have to get into this because if I begin to crack jokes, it’s not going to happen and Wendy and Paige really seem to want it. 
 
    Since when do I care about what other people want? 
 
    Without another word, Melissa reaches out and gently touches Wendy’s cheek before she leans forward and kisses her. It’s a brief peck and catches Wendy off-guard because she doesn’t even have time to close her eyes before Melissa pulls away.  
 
    “Okay?” she asks Wendy. Wendy can only nod before Melissa leans in for another kiss. This one is deeper, mouth open and I can see Wendy is quick to get into it. Her hands press against the back of Melissa’s head. 
 
    “Are we really doing this?” Paige whispers as we watch Melissa and Wendy kiss. It’s well on its way to becoming a make-out session. It’s kind of hot. 
 
    I’ve never admitted it to anyone but watching girl-on-girl in porn has always excited me. It has something to do with the level of comfort women have with each other’s bodies, but I know that’s not the only reason. Seeing a woman become excited, enjoying herself, is a turn-on for me. 
 
    “I’m afraid of what she’ll do if we don’t,” I whisper. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can.”  
 
    Melissa’s hand has moved from Wendy’s waist to her breast, over her T-shirt, cupping it with a gentle squeeze, before moving underneath the thin fabric. 
 
    “The kissing is supposed to be the easy part.” My mouth is dry and I can’t take my eyes off Wendy. Now’s she’s stroking Melissa’s back, her hand sliding underneath her tank top. I can see Melissa’s hand under Wendy’s shirt. 
 
    “You really liked it? Being with her?” Paige wants to know. Needs to know, from the expression on her face. 
 
    I nod reluctantly, turning back to Paige. “Yeah.” 
 
    That makes up her mind. “Let’s do this then. I want to see what all the fuss is about.” 
 
    I have a moment of real fear but then she kisses me. It’s too hard and our noses bump at first, but we soon find a rhythm. Paige’s lips are soft, her mouth is wide and soon we’re really kissing. 
 
    I want to say it’s a revelation and that I’m amazed at how good the kiss is. But it’s not – not at first. I’m too conscious of standing in Melissa’s living room, kissing my good friend Paige. The same Paige, who is married to Colin, who I had anal sex with only two days ago. 
 
    But then… 
 
    Paige gets into it. We find our rhythm. And then her tongue softly, hesitantly, darts into my mouth and it’s like an arrow to the groin. I draw her close to me, my mind still whirling about what to do next, and then Melissa’s voice stops me.   
 
    “Let’s undress,” she suggests. “It’ll make it easier.” 
 
    “Really?” Wendy doesn’t look convinced. But Paige is all over it, and soon she’s stripping off her clothes and standing naked in front of me. 
 
    “Ok, then,” I mutter and follow suit, albeit a little slower. But as the last piece is shed, Paige begins to kiss me again. She covers my lips with her mouth, soft, gentle at first, then intense. Her tongue darts into my mouth. So intense. I find myself with my hand caressing the back of her neck as her fingers trail down my back. We stand kissing for long moments until I think my legs might give out. I pull back, but Paige pushes me back onto the couch and joins me. We continue kissing – I love necking and it seems even more exciting and erotic with a woman. I’m nervous and excited and more turned on that I could imagine I would be in such a strange situation. 
 
    I lay back against the couch cushions, with Paige leaning over me, leaving her ample opportunity to explore my breasts. Her touch is insistent, but not rough. And there’s no wasting time. She moves her mouth to my breasts and it’s a bittersweet moment – I was enjoying kissing her but the feel of her lips against my nipple is exquisite. I gasp as she takes my nipple in her mouth. She sucks it just as firmly as a man, but it’s different somehow. Not better, but different. Soft licks, tiny kisses, her hot breath against the sensitive skin, cradling my breast against her mouth with one hand as she teases my other nipple with her thumb.  
 
    Paige is quick to move onto my other breast, teasing and licking with brief periods of sucking. I can hear the sound of my breathing increase, the noise of the clock on the wall. I can feel the smoothness of the leather couch against my bare back as Paige slowly runs her hand down my stomach. 
 
    Oh, God, am I really going to let her do this? 
 
    I don’t think I can bring myself to stop her, even if I wanted to. 
 
    I’m enjoying this, but I’m also curious. I want to know what it would be like to touch Paige. My hands have already found her breasts – full and firm, with large rosy nipples. I play with them with my fingers as she licks mine with cat-like flickers of her tongue. It’s difficult to concentrate on what I want to do when she’s doing that – I wish I was more comfortable knowing what to do, where to touch and how – but I’m hesitant. Apparently, Paige has no such qualms. 
 
    I shift on the couch, looking up for a moment as I do so. I see Wendy sprawled on the chair, her legs spread and bent at the knees; Melissa’s face buried between them. Wendy’s eyes are closed and I can hear her little cries, as well as the lapping sounds of Melissa’s tongue against her wet pussy. 
 
    I could come just watching them. 
 
    This is what I thought it would be like at Tia’s, all of us having sex together in one room. I had been pleased we had separate rooms but I’ll have to rethink that because watching Wendy, seeing Melissa pleasure her right there across the room, is an incredible a turn-on.   
 
    I run my hand ran quickly down Paige’s stomach, my long arms and new position making it easy to reach between her legs. Just like if I was making myself come, I tell myself, as I probe between her lips with a finger. She’s wet – so wet and it’s warm. Her lips are slick as I awkwardly rub a finger between them, then I find the nub of her clit and she gasps. 
 
    Here we go, I tell myself.   
 
    Like Melissa said when she told us about Tia, I let myself explore Paige, not wanting her to come quickly, but learning from her gasps and shivers what she likes. She shifts on the couch, her hand still on my breast, but I can tell it could be anything she’s touching. Her entire focus in on what my fingers are doing between her legs. 
 
    I slide a finger inside her, first one then another, testing the spongy wetness with a few thrusts. She likes that, so I continue, a little harder, rubbing my thumb against her clit at the same time. Paige moans, her body reacting with little jerks as I increase the pressure.   
 
    Maybe I do want her to come quickly because I’m not going to be able to wait. Wendy’s moans and cries fill the room. Paige is quieter but making her own noises. Surprised at my dexterity, I thrust my fingers inside Paige, still rubbing her clit with my thumb. Her leg is caught between mine as we lay entwined on the couch, and I can’t help but push myself against it, rubbing my pussy against it. Part of me wants to stop, wants to try something else, but there’s no stopping Paige. I can tell she’s coming, coming hard, her eyes closed, her face contorted in an expression of pure pleasure.    
 
    She comes with a loud cry, her body jerking with spasms. I keep my fingers where they are because I don’t know when to stop, hoping she’ll tell me when she’s had enough. She doesn’t, and moments later, she comes again, her pussy tightening around my fingers, her hips jerking against me. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she finally says, and I take that as my signal to stop. Melissa is still going down on Wendy and Paige smiles at me. 
 
    “I want to try that,” she says, looking over at them. 
 
    I’m too surprised to say anything in response; Paige doesn’t give me time to. After two orgasms, she moves with surprising swiftness. I’d still be curled up in a happy ball. 
 
    Kneeling on the floor beside the couch, she runs her hands up my legs. “Is this okay?” 
 
    I can only nod, as she lifts one of my legs, leaving me exposed and wanting. Wanting her mouth on me, her fingers inside me. 
 
    She pushed my leg back and kisses my pussy. Firm kisses on my lips, her tongue darting quickly, slyly between them, tasting the wetness. I can feel how wet I’ve become. Suddenly she spreads my lips with her thumbs and licks me. It happens so fast, but it’s what I want, what I need. I don’t want to be teased right now. This is new for me and I don’t want to be teased. I want this to happen now.  
 
    “So this is what it tastes like,” Paige murmurs. 
 
    She continues to explore me with her tongue and her fingers. Part of me wants to slow it down, to enjoy the sensations as long as I can, but I am so excited by Paige, by the sounds of Wendy, by the novelty of the whole experience that I just want to come. I can feel my orgasm building as Paige licks me, slowly, tasting every inch of me. Her tongue probes inside me, and I cry out. She replaces her tongue with her fingers, sliding two easily inside me, and I push against her, wanting more. Her mouth finds my clit again, licking quickly now, her tongue as firm as the fingers inside me.   
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moan, pushing her head against me. “Please…more.” 
 
    Paige takes my hard little clit, so swollen now, into her mouth and sucks it, thrusting deep with her fingers at the same time. I don’t want her to stop. She licks everywhere, not finding her rhythm, which drives me crazy in a good way. She licks me, with quick, firm touches of her tongue until I think I’m going to come, and then she starts with long, slow strokes, from my ass to my clit until I’m about to scream. I do cry out, unable to help myself. 
 
    That’s when she takes as much of me in her mouth as much as she can, sucking my clit, keeping her fingers moving inside me. Again and again, until I really can’t take it and I come with a harsh cry, thrusting myself against her, greedy for every last bit of her mouth. My orgasm roars through me, leaving me breathless and spent when Paige finally lifts her head. 
 
    “That was fun,” she says with a grin. 
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    But the teaching doesn't end there 
 
    I've just finished feeding Ben at Melissa’s when there is a knock on the door. After our girl on girl lesson was over, Wendy left to pick up Xander and I assume the knock was her bringing back Melissa's kids. Paige left as well. I wonder if she picked up on my sudden awkwardness with her. I'm sure it will pass but after Paige made me come, I wasn't exactly sure what to say to her. 
 
    Melissa has no such problems. She chatters away as I do my best to will Ben to eat faster so I can go home. I wince at the knock on the door, thinking it's Wendy, thinking about how not to comment on the way her face contorts when Melissa was between her legs and how the noises she made got me even more excited. 
 
    I can see things being awkward with at least three of us for a bit. 
 
    But it's not Wendy or kids at the door. It's Joe. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I blurt out as Melissa leads him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Melissa asked me,” Joe says, clearly as surprised as I am to see him. 
 
    I glance from Joe to Melissa. “Do you two have some arrangement I don't know about? Not that it matters whether I know or not. Or whatever you are doing together,” I say, tripping over my words in my haste not to let Joe know how the thought of them together is disconcerting to me. “But why am I here?” 
 
    Joe is clearly as uncomfortable with my question as I am. “I'm not sure,” he says slowly, looking at Melissa, who is wearing her usual self-satisfied smile. “Melissa asked for a favour. I didn’t know it had anything to do with you.” 
 
    “I called Joe over so I could practice my blow-job technique on him,” Melissa astounds me by announcing this so matter-of-factly. 
 
    “You’re joking! You don't do that? And… with Joe?” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to fix something,” Joe says, moving towards the door. Melissa grabs his arm before he moves away too far. 
 
    “Technically, I do need help fixing something. Come on. What guy is going to say no to a blowjob?” 
 
    “Me.” Joe looks at her still holding his arm and then at me. I’m stunned at Melissa’s new desire to be the blow-job queen. 
 
    “Please. I need to practice and you’re the only one around during the day. I thought today would work since I've already –” 
 
    “But you don't do that,” I quickly interrupt, before she gives away what the four of us had been up to. I'm not sure I want to broadcast that. 
 
    “You convinced me,” Melissa says. “I like the idea of the power of it. What do you say, Joe? You can help me improve my technique.” 
 
    “You're joking.” 
 
    Melissa looks affronted at my comment. “No. I'm not. I never joke about sex.” 
 
    “Maybe that's the problem,” I mutter. 
 
    “I need to know how to give a good blow job,” Melissa persists. “I want to do it for Mahak.” 
 
    “Why don't you practice on your husband then?” A very good question from Joe, and one I was about to ask as well. 
 
    “Because I want to be perfect for him. I'm probably pretty good already but I need to practice. That's where you come in. You're available, you have a penis –” 
 
    “So nice of you to notice.” 
 
    “Plus you have amazing control.” 
 
    Is that a blush suffusing across Joe's cheeks? “I think I'll go now,” I say. Ben is playing happily in the high chair and when I move to pick him up, Melissa stops me. 
 
    “No, you should stay.” 
 
    “No, I shouldn't. I'm not into watching,” I say even though that's not exactly true. 
 
    “You can help me. Tell me what to do. I gave you instructions this morning so it's only fair. You seemed suitably appreciative then.” 
 
    Joe raises his eyebrows. I think he knows she's not talking about yoga. 
 
    “Please,” Melissa tries again. “Both of you. It won't take long. Or maybe it will.” She attempts to wink at Joe but Melissa is clearly not a winker because it looks like her face is having a spasm. 
 
    I glance at Joe, who shrugs sheepishly. He’s a man – of course he's not going to refuse. 
 
    “Come into the living room,” Melissa instructs, leading the way. “Do you prefer to sit or stand?” 
 
    “I'll sit,” Joe says politely, turning to follow her like a dutiful Frodo.   
 
    “You're really going to let her...” 
 
    “The way I see it, I don't really have a choice,” he says. “If I don't, she'll never stop nagging me. Or you. Best just to get it over with.” 
 
    “My thought exactly,” Melissa says. “You’re both taking one for the team. Everyone will benefit from my expertise. Come on, Jacey, tell me where to start.” 
 
    I follow Joe into the next room, wishing I was anywhere but here.   
 
    Melissa is standing in front of the couch where Paige and I had enjoyed ourselves. As Joe moves towards her, Melissa reaches a hand out to the front of his jeans and gives it a rub.“We'll have to get you going,” she says with a smile. 
 
    “It's not always instantaneous,” he replies wryly. 
 
    “Do you need me to help you with that?” I can't help but ask sarcastically.    
 
    “No, I'm good with this.” With business like movements, Melissa undoes Joe’s belt, his jeans, tugging them over his hips. “Let's take these all the way off,” she says. “It's not a good look with pants around your ankles.” 
 
    I have a sudden sense of vindication as Joe is being undressed by Melissa. He looks so uncomfortable. I'm glad I'm not the only one.   
 
    I do notice he wears gray boxer briefs. 
 
    “Sit,” Melissa instructs and Joe sits dutifully on the edge of the couch before I can get a good glance at his package. And yes, I was trying to get a good look. Melissa kneels before him and pushes him back against the cushions. “Relax,” she says. “I'm not going to bite you.” She turns to me. “I'm not, am I?” 
 
    “I'm sure some might enjoy that,” I say archly and smile at the expression of fear on Joe's face.   
 
    “So what do I do?” Melissa asks. 
 
    “Put him in your mouth. You know, no one ever taught me how to give a blow-job. It was just something I figured out myself.”   
 
    “Yes, but you were what – fifteen?”   
 
    “Please. Seventeen. So?” 
 
    “So you've had years to perfect your technique. I don't want to wait that long. You told me to do it –”  
 
    “I don't remember telling you to do to this.” 
 
    “You all said I should try it. And so I'm trying it, but I don't want to do it half-assed. You're not hard yet,” she switches her attention to Joe's penis. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” she demands. 
 
    “Questions like that.” 
 
    She narrows her eyes at him. “Why don't you put him your mouth?” I suggest, standing off to the side. 
 
    “Sit,” she says to me as she grasps Joe with her hand, looking a little like she's about to manhandle a lobster out of a boiling pot. “You're making me nervous standing there.” 
 
    “I had no idea you knew what nervous even was,” I say under my breath and sit beside Joe. But I misjudged, and I'm too close to him on the couch, so close I can feel him exhale as Melissa takes him in her mouth. 
 
    I don't know where to look, what to do with my hands as I sit there. I can't look at Melissa, in case Joe thinks I’m trying to sneak a peek. And I can't look at Joe. I don't want to see him enjoying having Melissa's mouth on him. 
 
    “So what do I do?” Melissa pulls back to ask. I look down before I can stop myself and see Joe's penis rearing up. It's large - long and thick with a glistening head.   
 
    I can't stop the sudden throb between my legs when I see it. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “I – what?” I wrench my gaze away from Joe's penis and find his eyes on me.   
 
    “What do I do? Just suck it or what?” 
 
    “Haven't you ever done this before?” 
 
    “Not for a long time. And it was over so quick that I never had a chance to, you know.  Play with it.” 
 
    “Play?” Joe asks in a strangled voice. “It's not a toy.” 
 
    “Lick it,” I tell Melissa. “Use your tongue. Suck it some, but make it enjoy being in your mouth. And then pull it out, pretend it's an ice cream cone.” 
 
    “Like this?” Melissa licked the tip and the side of the shaft with long, languid strokes.   
 
    “I don't know.” I reluctantly turn to Joe. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Good.” From the strained sound of his voice, I take that to mean very good. 
 
    Melissa licks him for a few moments, before taking him back in her mouth. I watch her head bobs up and down. “Use your tongue when he's in your mouth,” I suggest despite myself. “Cup his balls.” 
 
    “I can taste it,” Melissa moans, her mouth full. 
 
    “Get over it. Look what you're doing to him.” 
 
    Melissa looks up with Joe still in her mouth, eyes widening as she sees the expression on Joe's face. That’s when she really gets into it. 
 
    I’ve never been able to watch a man before he comes. Sure, when Dom and I are having sex, I’ll look at him, but usually, I’m not really concentrating on his expression. I can tell when Dom’s about to come by his breathing or the noises he makes. Joe doesn’t make any noises. Or at least he’s trying very hard not to. His breathing is deep and even, and if I didn’t know better, I’d say he’s not enjoying himself. But then every so often, his nostrils flare and his eyelids flutter, so I think he’s into it. I’m sure he is. After a slow start, Melissa seems to be giving it all she has. 
 
    After watching them for a few minutes, I can’t stop the giggle that bubbles up from my chest. I can’t believe I’m here in the instructor role. Melissa seems to be doing just fine on her own. 
 
    “You think this is funny?” Joe growls.   
 
    “No, it’s actually very uncomfortable for me,” I tell him. 
 
    I’m expecting him to tell me to go when he does the unthinkable. As he is sitting on Melissa’s couch, his penis firmly ensconced in her mouth, Joe reaches out and pulls me towards him. And then he kisses me. 
 
    My mouth falls open as he draws me close, and he takes full advantage. His mouth is hot and ready, his tongue darting inside my mouth. When we kissed at Tia’s it was more tentative and exploratory. This kiss – wow. There’s nothing tentative about it. 
 
    I instinctively pull myself to him as we kiss, but can’t get closer, due to Melissa enjoying part of his anatomy. It’s a little awkward kissing like this, but then Joe’s hand slides onto my breast and it’s not that awkward anymore. There’s too much of me for him to cup gently, and I don’t think Joe is into being gentle. Almost as soon as he touches me, his hand moves under my shirt and he’s teasing my nipple with his fingers. Even with everything that happened this morning, I’m still excited by his touch.   
 
    Joe groans against my mouth. “Is that all right?” Melissa asks. “What the hell are you doing?” 
 
    I pull away from Joe to see Melissa’s head pop up with a surprised expression on her face. Without a word, Joe removes his hand from under my shirt, pushes Melissa’s head back down, and everyone resumes. By this time, I’ve become too excited from a simple make out session and want something more. I make a little moaning noise of my own, and change positions so I’m kneeling on the couch with half of my chest pressed up against Joe. Once more he takes his hand away, but this time repositions it between my legs, down the front of my pants. 
 
    A sigh escapes as his fingers find my wetness. I begin to rock back and forth and his fingers slide inside me. 
 
    “You’re so wet,” he murmurs, his mouth against the sensitive skin on my neck. He thrusts two fingers inside me, the ball of his thumb caressing my clit at the same time. It doesn’t take long for my orgasm to build, and I cry out as his fingers increase in speed and pressure. I press myself against his hand, my arms cradling his head, his mouth against my throat. The sound of my wordless cries and Joe’s breathing fill the room. 
 
    Suddenly Joe stiffens against me, and I can feel his hips thrusts upward as he comes. But his fingers don’t stop and I come quickly against his hand, with his mouth on mine again, muffling my cries. 
 
    When it’s over, I pull back and Joe withdrawals his hand. I smile shyly at him. 
 
    “So how was that?” Melissa demands.   
 
    I was so caught up with Joe I almost forgot what she was doing. 
 
    “It was great,” Joe tells her, looking at me. 
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    Based on Dominic’s reaction the last time I confessed to extra-sexual activities, I wait again until we are alone and in bed to tell him about Melissa’s morning sex class. He crawls into bed wearing boxers and a ragged Guns n’ Roses T-shirt, with minty fresh breath and two days worth of stubble. I don’t mind the stubble but tonight I can’t help compare his scratchy-looking cheeks with the smooth softness of Paige from earlier. 
 
    Which means nothing, I tell myself. 
 
    “I think I went to that concert,” I say to Dom, plucking at the worn fabric of his T-shirt with my fingers.   
 
    “Who’d you go with?” he asks. 
 
    “This guy I was dating. He liked getting blow jobs more than sex.” 
 
    “Strange guy. But you do give good blow jobs.” He wiggles his eyebrows suggestively. 
 
    “Speaking of blow jobs…sort of, I guess. It was interesting at Melissa’s today. She decided it would be fun if we learned how to play with each other.” 
 
    Dominic looks confused. “Play what?” 
 
    “With each other; me and Paige and Wendy and her. So we’d be more comfortable having threesomes.” 
 
    “You’re joke – really?”   
 
    I think his jaw is about to hit the blanket. “Really.” 
 
    “So the two of you –” 
 
    “Four. Wendy and Paige were there too.” 
 
    “You and…” 
 
    “Paige.” 
 
    “You’re serious.” Dom has an expression of part fear, part awe and wonder on his face. “You and the girls there, just going at it. Getting each other off.” 
 
    “Well, yes. Is that okay?” I ask hesitantly. 
 
    “It’s a little late to ask that!” He shifts in the bed beside me and I have a frisson of fear this confession time won’t be ending as enjoyable as the first one. 
 
    “You’re mad.” 
 
    “No.” He shakes his head. “No, I’m not mad. Hell, how can any man be mad at that? The thought of you and them, all together – shit, Jacey, I’m hard just thinking of it.” I let him gather his thoughts, although all I want to do is reach under the blanket and see how hard he is. 
 
    “Am I enough for you?” he surprises me by saying. 
 
    “Of course you are,” I tell him automatically.   
 
    “Are you sure? Because I thought I was and then now you’ve seemed to embrace this new lifestyle change rather…exuberantly. Makes me wonder.” 
 
    “No. No way.” I touch his arm, not his cock like I really want to. If I touch that, this conversation will be over a lot quicker, but things won’t be resolved. “I married you knowing you would be the last man I was going to have sex with. I’m still okay with that.” 
 
    “But I won’t be. Maybe I’ll be the last but I won’t be the only one.” 
 
    “I thought you were okay with that. You wanted it too. This is an opportunity to explore our sexuality.” Oh, God, am I really quoting Melissa?   
 
    “You just seem to be doing a little more exploring than I am.” 
 
    “Are you mad at that?” 
 
    “I think more jealous,” he says slowly.   
 
    “You can have a foursome with the guys if you want,” I try and joke and Dom is quick to shake his head. 
 
    “Thanks, but that’s never been my thing.” 
 
    “Other stuff,” I say slowly, not really wanting to give him permission to behave like I’m doing, which makes me feel like a hypocrite. “If you want…” 
 
    “I don’t think I want,” he says and I breathe a sigh of relief. “You seem to be really getting into this – with Mahak, and now this girl stuff. You obviously have fantasies that you want to act on.” 
 
    “You’re my fantasy too,” I tell him in a small voice. “I want to do stuff with you, too.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Dom, this can go away if you’re not good with it. I won’t go near anyone, I’ll stop with the yoga, we’ll never talk to Tia again…” 
 
    “I don’t think we have to go overboard,” he smiles reassuringly. I’m shocked with how relieved I feel. “I’m okay with things – with the stuff at Tia’s and, I guess, even the stuff you’re doing on the side. Acting on your fantasies.” 
 
    “Do you have fantasies you want to act out on?” I ask carefully, thinking he’s going to tell he wants to do something with Tia. 
 
    “Being a fly on the wall when the four of you get together again!” he jokes. “I think all the husbands would agree on that.” 
 
    “I’m not sure if it would be the same,” I tell him coyly. I move slowly to him. “So, what do you want?  What’s your fantasy? And with who?” 
 
    The smile Dominic gives me melts my heart. “Well, with you, of course.” 
 
    “You’re just saying that.” 
 
    Dominic looks serious. “Jace, we started this thing with the neighbours and I’m pretty confident I could get anything I wanted from the wives, especially Melissa and Tia. But I love you and I want to be with you, before any of them. You really need to remember that.” 
 
    “I know that,” I tell him quickly, deciding against commenting on his inclusion of Tia. “And so do you. You’re always first on my list.” I lean over and kiss him briefly on the lips, then again, my hand lingering on his cheek, feeling the stubble. 
 
    “So what’s your fantasy?” I ask in a low voice. 
 
    Now he smiles his sexy smile, the same one that first got me into bed with him so long ago. “You’ve been a bad, bad girl.” 
 
    “I have. Are you going to punish me?” 
 
    “I’d like to.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” There had been a few spanks administered over the years but nothing close to BDSM. I can’t help but wonder how far Dominic wants to take this when he jumps out of bed. I watch him as he takes the belt from my robe hanging on the bathroom door. Then he grabs one of my scarves from the closet. 
 
    “Wanna try?” he asks suggestively, pulling the belt tight between his hands.   
 
    Dominic is right. No matter who I’m with, and what I do with them, I always want him the most. I hold out my wrists in response, a curl of anticipation beginning between my legs.  
 
    “Lay down.” He kisses me before taking my hands and pulling them over my head, tying the belt around my wrists and to one of the thick four posters on the corner of the bed. Then he gently places the scarf over my eyes and ties it as well. I’m lying down diagonally across the bed with my arms stretched over my head. The position isn’t uncomfortable but it takes me back to the scene with Mahak and Melissa. The belt is tight and I’m unable to move my arms and unable to see. I’m completely at Dominic’s mercy. Whatever he wants to do with me… 
 
    “Where’s your vibrator?” Dom surprises me by asking. 
 
    “My underwear drawer. Why?” He doesn’t answer. “What are you doing?” I ask. “I want you, not that.” 
 
    “It’s not up to you.  Looks like you have no say in the matter.”   
 
    I can’t see, but I can hear the drawer open and his moving back to the bed. I can feel his weight on the bed. “Dominic.” 
 
    “Don’t be nervous,” he tells me, pulling up my nightshirt and putting his hand on my pussy. “We need to take these off,” he says, flicking the elastic of my underwear with his finger. 
 
    “You’ll have to do it. I’m all tied up,” I try to joke. What’s he planning? The anticipation is making me even more excited and I push my hips up into his hand. 
 
    “You like being tied up?” he asks in a low voice, slowly pulling my panties down my legs. “You have no control of what’s going to happen.”  
 
    “No,” I breathlessly, as he puts his hand back between my legs. His fingers caress the cleft between my legs, never dipping deep enough to touch between the folds, but teasing my outer lips. 
 
    “You let Paige touch you here? Did you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper.   
 
    “Did she use her mouth?” His fingers are teasing my pussy, darting close enough for me to feel pressure on my clit but not touching it. I nod. “Did you like it? Do you want me to use my mouth?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” I open my legs shamelessly for him, aching for him to touch me. Being unable to move, unable to see has increased the sensations in the rest of my body. 
 
    Or maybe it’s just really turned me on. I like being teased. 
 
    Dominic’s fingers open my outer lips and I feel his breath against my wetness before his tongue flickers against my clit. Then it stops. “I don’t think I’m going to use my mouth right now.” 
 
    “Dominic…” His name is more of a moan and I push my hips upward, hungry for more. 
 
    “I love how easily you get excited,” he says in a low voice, closing my legs firmly and straddles my legs, effectively preventing me from them the way I want to, to allow him full access. I want him to touch me, with his fingers and tongue, to fuck me with the penis I can never get enough of.  
 
    “Do you like me teasing you?” he asks now, still cupping my pussy with his shy fingers, the other hand wandering up my bare stomach towards my breasts. They are still covered by my night shirt and Dom stops at the fabric, trailing his fingers along my rib cage but not going any further. “It feels good but it’s frustrating, isn’t it? It’s like when you tell me what it’s like with you and the others. I can picture what it was like with you and the girls. I can imagine what it was like with Melissa and Paige going down on you. I know how much you like it. I know you must have liked them doing it to you. I can imagine your face when you came with them, what you sounded like, and it gets me so hot, Jacey, I just have to fuck you, but it’s frustrating because I’m not there.” 
 
    I’m lying perfectly still now, hypnotized by Dom’s voice and the feel of his hands against my body. 
 
    “I’d like to have been there,” he continues. “I’d like to see you with their hands on you, the look on your face as you come with their tongue in your pussy. Right there,” he says as he flicks his finger against my clit, making my breath catch. “Licking right there, because I know you like that. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    “Do you want me to lick you there?” he asks conversationally. My legs are still closed tightly, and only one of his fingers can slide between my lips. He strokes my clit carelessly. 
 
    “Yes.”    
 
    “I might. Later. But not now. You can see what it’s like to be frustrated. Is this driving you crazy, Jacey?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    He leans over me and kisses my lips. “Not nearly enough.” 
 
    “Dom…”  
 
    He shifts so he’s no longer straddling me, and pushes my legs apart. I hear the sudden buzz of my vibrator. “This’ll be good, but it’s not what you want, is it? Let’s see how you feel about that.” 
 
    Before I can say anything, he opens me with his fingers, touching the tip of the vibrator directly on my clit. It’s turned up high, so the vibrations nearly make me jump off the bed. When I use it, I build up the speed slowly, I like to tease myself, letting the anticipation build. 
 
    This isn’t about what I want though. 
 
    Dom moves the tip around my clit, moving it in fast, tight circles, adding to the sensations from the vibrations. This isn’t what I’m used to but it’s good. I move my hips off the bed, and a moan escapes my lips.   
 
    “You’re going to come, aren’t you?” 
 
    I am. “Don’t stop!” The teasing has worked on me. I can feel the orgasm building so quickly, rushing up my legs as Dominic quickens his movements, rubbing the vibrator so fast against my engorged clit it’s almost painful. I don’t want to come this fast, but I have no choice. I climax with a loud cry, harsh shudders racking my body as the vibrator continues relentlessly.   
 
    “No! Please!” I gasp, as the sensations grip my body. Dom doesn’t stop and neither does my orgasm. 
 
    “You should make up your mind what you want,” he says. Suddenly, he thrusts the vibrator inside me and starts fucking me hard with it. The vibrations fill me, and my climax quickly begins building into another one. My hands pull against the belt, and I’m unable to see which only heightens the sensations. Dom continues to fuck me with the vibrator, pulling it almost out until the tip is teasing my opening, before thrusting it roughly back inside me. He does it again and again, picking up his pace and my hips begin moving on their own accord, meeting each thrust. I can’t stop my cries as my entire body strains upward towards him.   
 
    “I’m going to come,” I cry. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    But he stops for a brief moment, stops with the tip barely inside me, before pulling it out completely and rubbing it along my clit.   
 
    That touch sends my climax crashing through me, so intense that I scream, as Dom thrusts the vibrator back inside me.   
 
    He fucks me with it, again and again, my orgasm continuing and I keep coming, my body shaking. I lose track of how many times I come. I lose track of everything but the feeling of the vibrations and the hard smoothness inside me.   
 
    Suddenly it stops. Dom stops and pulls it out. The buzz vanishes, and the only sounds I hear are my ragged breathing and Dom’s breaths sounding harsh in the now-quiet room. I lay spent. 
 
    “That enough for you?”  
 
    I can tell from his voice he’s amused, that’s he’s enjoying himself. But I can’t summon the energy for a pithy response. 
 
    He doesn’t really give me a chance. He moves up the bed and grasps the back of my head, pulling it up. I can feel the tip of his penis against my mouth and I open it, taking him in, licking and sucking, like it’s the first taste of water after a long drought.  
 
    I can feel him thrusting his hips against my mouth and I take as much of him in as I can, using my tongue against his tip with no finesse but wanting to make him come as quick as I can. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before he fills my mouth his salty come as he cries out with a final thrust. 
 
    I swallow it as he pulls out, and then gently removes my bindings, rubbing my hands to bring back the circulation. 
 
    “Love you,” he says as he drops a kiss on my lips. 
 
    “Me too,” I tell him, but my eyes are closed and I’m almost asleep.   
 
    I forgot to tell him about Joe.
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    It appears my husband has no issue with my little extra-curricular activities with the neighbours. I didn’t really expect that, but then again, I never really expected to become involved with any extracurricular activities, let alone with the neighbours. I never even expected to like them, let alone like having sex with them. 
 
    And I do. I can admit it. I’m enjoying this. I should feel like a slut but instead, I’ve never felt so desirable in my life. 
 
    I get a phone call from Tia Wednesday night during dinner, asking if I would mind dropping by after the kids were in bed.   
 
    “I feel like I’ve been summoned to the principal’s office,” I say to Dominic as I relay the request. “Have I done something wrong?” 
 
    He raises his eyebrows. “I wonder what Tia would classify as something wrong.” 
 
    “Do you think she knows?” I mouth since Hanna is at the table with us. 
 
    “I’m sure there’s not much around here that Tia doesn’t know about. Don’t stress, Jacey. She probably wants to have a glass of wine and get to know you better.” The gleam in his eyes suggests he doesn’t think the request is as innocent as it came across. And given my recent activities, I’m inclined to believe him. 
 
    I walk across to Tia’s house as Dominic is putting Hanna to bed. 
 
    “It’s lovely to see you,” Tia is all smiles as she opens the door for me. We’re wearing the same outfit – yoga pants and a loose long sleeve T-shirt, only it looks much more flattering on Tia. She really has an amazing figure, long and lean with just the right amount of curves. 
 
    I should stop thinking about her curves, I tell myself. But as I follow her into the house, I can’t help but check out her bum. 
 
    She takes me into the little den attached to the kitchen, which is good because I’m not exactly comfortable sitting on the couch where I had sex with Colin last Saturday.  It seems so long since then and so much has happened.   
 
    Actually, not much has happened – just a fair amount of sex. Different kinds of sex. A lot of sex.  
 
    Tia makes small talk as she pours me a glass of wine. I think my small talk is getting better these days. I guess moving here has helped with my socialization skills as well my sex skills.   
 
    Did I just think that? Is that what this has come too? Is it like a job resume – yes, I’m fairly proficient now with girl-on-girl action, comfortable with anal as long as I get the proper advance notice, but I am expert in blow jobs and most basic positions of intercourse. 
 
    I give my head a shake as Tia’s hands me a glass of chilled white wine. “We haven’t had much time to spend together,” she begins. “I hope you and Dominic will be able to join us next Saturday night.” 
 
    “It’s my birthday,” I blurt out. “Well, the Sunday is.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that,” she says with sincere delight. “Do you have plans?” 
 
    “Not really. I’m not much for birthdays.” 
 
    “Why don’t I get one of my girls to babysit for you on Sunday night and Dominic can take you to dinner?” 
 
    “Sure,” I say, surprisingly touched by her offer. “That would be nice.” 
 
    “I’ll text him, give him some restaurant suggestions and set up a time. I’m so glad! Do you know, Jacey, I’m so jealous of Melissa and the other girls getting to know you so well.” 
 
    My jaw drops. 
 
    “The morning yoga,” she continues.    
 
    “Yes, yoga,” I stammer, thinking I’ve covered my surprise. “I’ve never done that before.” 
 
    “Melissa told me all about the things you’ve tried. She’s very impressed with how quick you’ve taken to it.” 
 
    “Are we still talking yoga?” I have to ask.   
 
    Tia smiles. “Well, I was, but if there’s something else you’d like to discuss…” 
 
    “I’m assuming Melissa told you what happened.” 
 
    “She did. Does that bother you?” 
 
    “Other than the fact you seem to know everything that goes on around here? No, why should it?” I ask wryly. 
 
    “Jacey.” Tia smiles indulgently at me. “We’re all friends. Open and honest communication is how this arrangement works.” 
 
    “Okay then. Can you tell me something?” 
 
    “Of course. Anything.” Tia settles against the cushions. “Ask away.” 
 
    “What’s with you and Joe?” I don’t know I’m going to ask until the words pop out of my mouth. I don’t regret the question.   
 
    “Are you asking if I’m in a relationship with him?” 
 
    “No. Yes. I mean, I don’t think you are but there’s something there…” 
 
    “Are you attracted to Joe?” 
 
    “I’m asking the questions for now.” 
 
    “You are, and I think you are attracted to him. Joe is a wonderful man. Your observations are correct. I was in a relationship with him at one time. After my second husband passed away, I became involved with Joe.” I think that’s it until Tia drops the bombshell. “And his wife.” 
 
    “His…wife? Oh! Really?” 
 
    “They liked to play. I don’t think it was Joe’s choice, but at the time, he was willing to do anything for Michelle. She could be quite demanding.” 
 
    “I thought she cheated on him. Was that with you?” I ask, unable to temper my rudeness. 
 
    “No, it wasn’t. The three of us shared a consensual relationship for some time. There was no cheating. I was…Michelle called me her unicorn.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Unicorns are mythical creatures, believed not to exist. I was a single woman, able to give myself to both Joe and Michelle equally without the need of more of an emotional attachment. Michelle always said she never thought such a woman existed.” 
 
    I’m not sure what I felt about the image of Joe, his unknown wife, and Tia in bed together.  
 
    “Cute,” I say uneasily. “So what happened?”   
 
    “I thought the arrangement was satisfactory for us all, but unbeknownst to us, Michelle became involved with another man, someone from her work. Joe couldn’t forgive her, and she ultimately left him. It wasn’t a happy time for him.” 
 
    “I can’t see why it would be.” 
 
    “After Michelle left him, we found comfort with each other, but nothing more. We’re friends.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    “You are attracted to him.” 
 
    “So what if I am?” 
 
    “Jacey, there’s no need to be hostile. I’m not judging you. But I must ask; does Dominic know about Melissa and…?” 
 
    “Do you know everything?” I ask with an exasperated laugh. 
 
    “There’s not much you can hide on this street,” Tia says with a smile and I feel some of my hostility vanish. I take a sip of my wine. 
 
    “Dominic knows everything,” I tell her reluctantly. “And he’s fine with it.” 
 
    “Is he?” 
 
    “Yes. He’s…it’s helped us discover some things about our relationship,” I say, remembering how it felt to be tied to the bed the other night. 
 
    “Are you looking for someone?” Tia asks, this time surprising me with her bluntness. 
 
    “Are you offering?” 
 
    “Actually, I might be.” For the first time, I caught sight of Tia losing her poise. “I care a great deal about you and Dominic, and I’ve made no secret that I find your husband attractive.” 
 
    “So I didn’t imagine that.” 
 
    “No. But I’m sure you’re used to it by now. And you – you intrigue me.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “There’s an untouched well of sensuality inside you, Jacey. You’ve only begun to tap into it. I would love to help you explore it.” 
 
    I can’t seem to look away from Tia’s dark eyes. And I’m not sure what to say to her. “I don’t know,” I finally manage. “I don’t know if we would be into that.” 
 
    “Dominic seemed to enjoy it.”   
 
    I have no idea how she can say that without the least bit of smugness, but somehow she manages it. 
 
    “It was his first time. It’s every man’s fantasy but it’s not mine. I’d rather two men, actually. And I don’t think we need that in our marriage, either another man or a woman. No offense, but I don’t think I’d want it. Once in a while maybe…” 
 
    “Did you enjoy being with Melissa and Mahak?” 
 
    “I did.” The words come out in a whisper. Tia’s eyes seem to be searching my insides. “Why aren’t you a unicorn for them?” 
 
    “I don’t think such an arrangement would work, based on our personalities. It might be difficult since the three of us are all quite dominant in the bedroom. And Paige? Did you enjoy being with her?” 
 
    “Yes. This is why you know everything,” I try frantically to break the spell Tia seems to be casting on me. “People just tell you things, things they don’t mean to.” 
 
    “But I’m very interested in knowing about you. Did being with a woman excite you?” 
 
    “Yes.” The word comes out so quietly that I’m not sure Tia hears me, but then she places a warm hand on my knee and I’m sure she did.   
 
    “It excites me,” Tia says in a low voice. “I enjoy men as well, but the feel of a woman’s body, being able to provide enjoyment for her...” I nod, not wanting to speak or I might blurt out how much I want her to be giving me enjoyment right now. “Jacey?” I can’t take my eyes off her hand.  It’s moved to my thigh. “Can I kiss you?” Tia asks. 
 
    “Where – your girls?” 
 
    “They won’t be home for hours.” She moves closer, her dark eyes never leaving my face. Smoothly she takes the glass of wine out of my hand. “You can stop me at any time.” 
 
    I nod dumbly, knowing I’m not going to stop her or be able to, even if I wanted to. This must be how it happened with her and Melissa. And then I put any thoughts of Melissa firmly out of my mind. 
 
    Tia cups my face in her hands and presses her lips against mine. Her lips are dry and soft, and it’s me who opens my mouth first and who darts my tongue into her mouth. As soon I do that, Tia’s hands find my breasts and we’re off and running. 
 
    Once again, I’m into exploring. 
 
    Paige was almost clumsy in her inexperience, and Melissa was almost too experienced and seemed to be showing off. With Tia, every move is natural; the way her hand tangles in my curls to pull my head closer and the way her thumb brushes my nipple. Her hands are constantly moving as if they’re trying to reassure me. Her lips move from my mouth to my neck, and back.  It puts me into a dreamlike state, with her gentle caresses, the taste of wine on her lips and the warmth of the fire. Soon, she is undressing me, pulling my T-shirt over my head, unhooking my bra, tugging my pants down. I’m lying back on her leather couch, wearing only my panties when Tia stands before me and begins undressing.   
 
    I watch with half-closed eyes, admiring her breasts, which seem much fuller naked, and her flat stomach. Suddenly I reach out and trail my fingers across her taut skin, sending a shiver through her. “I’ve never…” I stammer.   
 
    “You don’t have to do anything,” Tia whispers as I sit up. 
 
    “I think I might want to.” I place my hands on her hips and pull her towards me, and then touch her pussy with a finger. She’s wet and warm as I stroke her gently, opening her lips with my fingers. I lean forward. Tia is a tall woman and her pussy is at the perfect height for me. I begin to tongue her tentatively, unsure of what I’m doing, but really wanting to try. I used my fingers with Paige but I want to give Tia the sensation I’m craving.     
 
    Tia opens her legs wider and I think I can hear her sigh as I press my face between her legs. I find her clit easily, and begin to lick her with cat-like strokes until I’m comfortable. Then I add a little wiggle, longer strokes of my tongue and find her opening.  I thrust in my tongue and smile as she moans.   
 
    By listening to her breathing and her soft moans, I can figure out what she likes. She likes me to lick her clit quickly, and then tease her by slowing it down. She likes it when I use my fingers, thrusting two of them inside her as she rocks her hips towards me. And when I suck her clit into my mouth, she cries out and pushes my head so I can take her deeper in my mouth.   
 
    That’s when she comes and I lick her gently until she stops quivering.   
 
    “That was…unexpected,” she says as I lift my head. “I never thought…” 
 
    “I wanted to try.” 
 
    “Amazing job,” she tells me with a smile, dropping to her knees in front of me. “And time for me to return the favour.” I lay back as she spreads my legs gently, bending one of my knees and pushes it up against my chest. Then I feel her tongue against me and close my eyes. 
 
    Mahak might have been a master at cunnilingus but Tia is a goddess. With Mahak, it was like he was trying to devour me all at once. With Tia, she’s savouring me like I’m her last meal and she wants it to last for all time. 
 
    I’m going to stop comparing them and just enjoy the sensations.   
 
    Tia explores my pussy like it’s a treasure map, leaving no stone unturned, using her fingers to carve her path, rubbing my clit with her thumb as she slips two fingers inside me, before exchanging her thumb with her tongue. She keeps her fingers moving inside me, even pressing her pinky against my anus as she tongues me, teasing my clit until I think I’m going to explode and then she changes, thrusting her tongue inside me, and using her thumb to rub my clit.   
 
    There are so many different sensations and Tia hits nerve endings that I didn’t even know I had. She strokes the length of my pussy, beginning with my anus, twirling her tongue, and then her finger around the puckered hole until I moan with delight that something that seems so wicked should feel so good. She focuses on my outer lips, kissing and sucking them, using her fingers to spread them open, leaving my clit unprotected and vulnerable before she attacks it with her tongue – probing and teasing and licking and sucking until I can’t take any more.  
 
    Her fingers are back inside me, thrusting deeply as she circles my clit with her tongue. I can’t help my cries, and I push her head down as I feel my climax building. Tia licks me with hard probes of her tongue and as she begins to suck my clit again, I explode around her mouth, coming again and again, the sensations crashing through my body. I don’t realize I’m screaming until it’s over. I also don’t realize Tia has her hand between her legs, rubbing herself to an orgasm just as mine subsides. 
 
    “Oh. My. God,” I manage weakly as Tia lifts her head, leaving me spent and boneless against the cushions. She smiles down at me and hands me my wine glass.   
 
    “Aren’t you glad we became friends?” 
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    “What happened?” Dominic asks as soon as I come in the door. He takes in my rumpled clothes and general disheveled appearance and laughs. “I think I know.” 
 
    “Why does everyone on this street want to have sex with me?” I demand. 
 
    Dominic gets up to wrap his arms around me, burying his face in my neck. “You’re irresistible. Umm, you even smell like her.” 
 
    “I do not! How do you know what she smells like?” 
 
    “Her perfume, Jacey. So? How was it?” 
 
    “I’m not telling you.” 
 
    “What happened?” he asks with concern. 
 
    “Honestly? It was like nothing I’ve ever experienced and if I start to tell you about it, all you’re going to want to do is fuck me and I just need a little rest right now, okay?” I say indignantly. For the first time, I can remember I absolutely do not need to have sex right now.   
 
    “I still want to fuck you even if you don’t tell me about it,” Dominic smiles at me. 
 
    “You really want me to tell you?” I sigh.  
 
    “Of course. But we can save it for another night if you like. You look all done in.” I let him lead me to the couch and sink into it. 
 
    “How did you survive a night with the two of them?” I shake my head in wonder and Dominic begins to laugh. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You. You didn’t even want to move here, you freaked out when they asked us to play with them and started talking about church and divorce and cheating. Now, you can’t seem to get enough.” 
 
    “It’s their fault,” I whine.   
 
    “You could say no.” 
 
    “Why would I want to do that?” I grin, happy when he pulls me close. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” my husband wonders, dropping a kiss on my head. I cuddle up to him, content as always in his arms. 
 
    “Obviously, whatever you want. But just not right now. Maybe later, though.” I could possibly handle later. 
 
    “You’re insatiable!” Dominic laughs. “Were you always like this or did moving here bring it on? Is there something in the air?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. It’s always been like this with you.” 
 
    We sit quietly for a while, watching a rerun of Big Bang Theory, with Dom’s arms around me until the phone rings. “It’s Joe,” he says, checking caller id.   
 
    “You get it,” I say, comfortably nestled into his chest. 
 
    He doesn’t wait for a response before picking up the phone. I’m focused on what Sheldon is doing on the T.V. and only half-listening to Dom is saying to Joe, and jump when he says my name. “Jacey! Is that okay?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Joe made us a new shelf for the bedroom. He wants you to go check it out in his workshop tomorrow before he paints it.” 
 
    “Okay.” I completely forgot he was making us a shelf. But I hadn’t forgotten the day I pulled it off the wall, and Joe kissed my shoulder. And I didn’t forget that I haven’t told Dominic about what happened with Joe when Melissa was practicing with him. 
 
    I know I didn’t forget about that, but I have been trying to put it out of my mind.   
 
    “Sure, tomorrow afternoon. I’ll tell her.” He hangs up the phone and I can feel him look at me as I sit up. 
 
    “Go see the shelf at Joe’s tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ok,” I agree hesitantly. 
 
    “You’re not going to have sex with him too, are you?” He sounds resigned, but not angry. 
 
    “I have no plans to do so,” I tell him, which is the truth. 
 
    “Did you plan on having sex with everyone else?” he asks reasonably. 
 
    Good point. 
 
    “Don’t mess with Joe,” Dominic continues. “He’s a good guy. Not that Jackson and Colin aren’t good guys, but I always wonder how Joe came to be involved in this thing. He doesn’t seem the type.” 
 
    “Tia used to have threesomes with Joe and his wife on a regular basis,” I report.     
 
    “Really?” Dominic asks with amazement. “Never pictured that.” 
 
    “Neither did I.” I didn’t tell Dominic that I don’t really like that picture. Dominic’s right about Joe seeming different than the others, more stoic and honourable and focused. “I guess good guys need kinky sex, too.”     
 
      “You’re not planning on having sex with him, are you?” Dominic asks again. 
 
    “I told you I wasn’t. Do you not want me to have sex with him?” I counter. Maybe that would stop things, knowing Dominic isn’t accepting of this thing with Joe. Maybe if he had a problem with my behaviour with the others, I’d been able to say no, or at least avoid the situations I keep finding myself into. I mean, I went over to Tia’s for a glass of wine. And yoga at Melissa’s. I was walking the dog when Mahak intercepted me, for God’s sake! 
 
    “All I need to know,” Dominic says seriously, “is that you love me and that I’m enough for you.” 
 
    I kiss his lips. “I love you and I would happily have you as the last person I have sex with for the rest of my life if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “But that’s not what you want?” 
 
    I think about what to say for a moment, and finally, use what Tia said to me. “I’m tapping my inner well of sensuality. I’m exploring my sexuality. I didn’t know I wanted or needed to do this, but now it’s happening, I’d maybe like to continue. If you’re okay with things?” I finish, with a hesitant glance at my husband. 
 
    He kisses me back. “As long as you come back to me when you’re finished.” 
 
    “I always will.”        
 
    How did I end up with a man like him? 
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    The next day I leave Ben with Wendy after yoga as I went to check out my new shelf.  I tell myself it’s because a workshop isn’t the place for a baby rather than the fact I wanted to be alone with Joe. 
 
    I don’t want to be alone with him. 
 
    I don’t not want to be alone with him. 
 
    I’m not sure what I want when it comes to Joe. Yes, I am attracted to him, but I like him too. He is more of a friend than either Jackson or Colin. Mahak – I’m not sure how I consider him other than a sex god. But Joe – I liked him first as well as finding him attractive, where the others were about the sex, with the added bonus of friendship coming second if that makes sense. Dominic must sense that about Joe. Tia too, but she knows everything. I don’t think Dom is threatened by Joe, but he must know I’m a little confused. 
 
    It would be easier if I just stay away from Joe.   
 
    But here I am, knocking on the side door of the garage, where I know Joe’s workshop is, and tell myself nothing is going to happen. It would be better for everyone. 
 
    But it wouldn’t be as much fun. 
 
    The door opens. “Morning,” Joe says, holding it open for me.   
 
    As soon as I see him, all I think about is how it felt when he was kissing me with his hand between my legs. I know I’m in trouble. “Hi,” I manage.   
 
    Joe barely looks at me. “How are you?” he asks formally.   
 
    “That’s all you’re going to say?” I blurt. 
 
    “What would you like me to say?” he counters. “Is there something bothering you that you’d like to talk about?” 
 
    “Apparently you don’t,” I mutter. I didn’t know what to expect, but it’s not this. Did I think I’d fall into his arms and we’d continue what we started at Melissa’s, without the addition of Melissa? Maybe. Did I plan on having sex with him? No, I told Dominic the truth – I’m not planning on it, but based on my track record around here, I kind of thought Joe and I might end up horizontal at some point. Or vertical. Or something.  And, yes, I admit; I want that.  
 
    “Your shelf is over here,” Joe says, clearly not wanting to discuss the elephant in the room. Fine. If that’s the way he wants it, that’s fine with me.  
 
    His workshop is warm with sawdust on the floor and smells of fresh wood. I follow Joe, looking at everything he points out to me, unable to stop glancing at his ass. He’s wearing a flannel shirt tucked into faded jeans, form-fitting enough to hug his bottom without being tight.  I’m so tempted to grab it.   
 
    “Thank you for making us a new shelf,” I tell him politely after the tour.   
 
    “You’re welcome,” he replies just as polite, just as if he never brought me to orgasm with his fingers while getting a blowjob. As always, I’m unable to tell what he’s thinking. “I’ll paint it and put it up tomorrow if you like.”   
 
    “Thank you,” I repeat, shaking my head to stop thinking about being alone with him in my bedroom. Or the fact I’m alone with him now.  “You’re very talented.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I admire how you can do things with your hands,” I continue. “Your fingers are very talented.” 
 
    A smile tugs at the edge of his mouth, indicating that maybe he is thinking about it too. “Glad you approve.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean the other day,” I say in a rush.   
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You obviously don’t want to talk about it, so that’s fine. Fine with me,” I tell, him, everything in my tone suggesting the opposite. 
 
    “I don’t exactly believe you.” 
 
    “We – you…you and Melissa and then…” I stammer, not sure what I want to say. 
 
    “Jacey. It was an unusual situation and I acted on an impulse. Should I apologize about that? I really didn’t mean to upset you.” Joe seems sincere.   
 
    “No,” I mutter. “You didn’t upset me. You confuse me.” 
 
    “I honestly don’t mean to.” 
 
    “I don’t like being confused. I need to be able to figure out problems, clearly and rationally.” 
 
    “Am I a problem?” Joe asks. 
 
    “I don’t know. This arrangement – it’s logical when you think about it. It’s not unheard of for couples to look for excitement in their relationships and with the close friendships of those living on the street, it’s reasonable for them to turn to each other for this excitement.” 
 
    “Good to know,” he says when I pause to collect my thoughts. 
 
    “But you,” I continue. “I don’t understand why I feel this way. It’s not like I need more sex. I’m getting enough. I was getting enough, even before this started.” 
 
    “Not sure I needed to know that.” 
 
    “See? You don’t like the thought of me having sex with someone else, do you?” 
 
    “It’s not that. You can do what you like with your husband. Or anyone else. It’s none of my concern.” 
 
    I stare at Joe, wondering if I should believe him, but not sure if I do. “So it’s just me,” I say finally. “This makes things awkward. Not that they weren’t already heading that way. Most times when you get a girl off and then refuse to acknowledge the fact, it makes things a little uncomfortable.”  
 
    Joe winces. “Jacey,” he begins. “I don’t know what you want to hear.” 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want me,” I beg. “Then I can go home and lick my wounds and forget this ever happened.” 
 
    “I can’t tell you that.” Just as a wave of hope and anticipation begins to build, Joe crushes it. “But I can tell you nothing else is going to happen.” 
 
    “Why?” I ask stupidly, pathetically. 
 
    “You’re a smart girl. I don’t think you’ve thought of the consequences.” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” I tell him, touching him for the first time, feeling the firmness of his arm under my palm. “There wouldn’t be any consequences.” 
 
    “What you do mean by that?” 
 
    “My husband is very understanding. And very accepting.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “He realizes this arrangement has opened a side of me I’d like to explore. And he’s fine with it. He knows at the end of the day, I belong to him and I go back to him.” 
 
    Joe looks searchingly at me with his blue eyes. I can see the hesitation in his face as he contemplates my words. But I can also see the hunger in his eyes. I’m wrong about that. What’s going to win out? 
 
    I don’t wait for him to decide. I kiss him before he can make up his mind before he can say anything. I kiss him with all the longing I’ve had for him since I first met him.   
 
    But I’m not getting it from him. I pull back, my hands falling from his shoulders to his chest and toy with the buttons on his flannel shirt. 
 
    “I can't,” he says simply. But he doesn't push me away. I stand for a long moment, my hands on his chest waiting for him to continue, to explain or to kiss me but I get neither. 
 
    “Then what happened yesterday?” I finally ask, stepping away from him and from what is not going to happen. “You kissed me. You …” 
 
    “There were some extenuating circumstances yesterday.”  
 
    “I can't believe you went along with that,” I marvel. Sure I want to discover the reasoning behind his I can't comment but I also want to discover why he allowed Melissa to practice on him. But I’m not getting anything, only a shrug of those shoulders. “Come on. You must have a reason. Or is there some secret arrangement between the two of you that no one knows about?”  
 
    “That’s the second time you’ve asked about it.” 
 
    “I know you like secret arrangements.” I regret the words as soon as they’re out of my mouth. 
 
    “You’ve been talking to Tia,” Joe says flatly. 
 
    “She asked me if we’d be interested in something like that,” I admit, hoping the truth would defuse his displeasure of being talked about.  “I told her I didn’t think it was for us.” 
 
    “But everything else…that’s for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I whisper. “But I thought…I don’t know what I thought.”  I stare into his blue eyes.  I see his face relax, and for a moment I think he’s going to make a move, and I lean forward.  Then it passes. 
 
    Joe takes a step away from me and clears his throat. I try to keep my face blank but I'm not sure I'm successful. “Don’t know much, do you?” 
 
    “Apparently not about you.  Usually, I can tell when a man is interested in me. Now I’m not too sure.” 
 
    Joe’s face softens when I say that and he reaches out to touch my arm. “Jacey, it’s not because there’s no interest. It’s not that at all. It’s because I don’t want to share you. It’s one thing if something happens at Tia’s – there’s nothing we can do about that. But for times like this – no. I don’t want you to be with me and leave and then I’d thinking you’re doing the same with the others.” 
 
    I don’t deny it. I can’t. “You want exclusivity?” 
 
    “Your husband might be understanding but I’m not. What happens at Tia’s is one thing. This,” he waves his hand around his workshop, “is another. And if things started with us, it would have to stop with everyone else. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “You would want me to be faithful to you? While I’m cheating on my husband with you?” I ask incredulously. 
 
    “Never said it made sense. And it doesn’t sound like you consider it cheating.” 
 
    “Is this because of what your wife did?” Joe’s face hardens again. “I asked, okay? I was curious about you.” 
 
    “You know that curiousity killed the cat.” 
 
    “Curiousity is the desire to learn or know more about something or someone. I never understood how that could kill a cat. Besides, I don’t have a cat and neither do you.” 
 
    Joe shakes his head at my logic, a faint smile hinting at the corners of his mouth. “Here’s your shelf. Like it?” 
 
    “So we’re done here?” 
 
    “I wanted to show you the shelf before I paint it.” 
 
    “And that’s the only reason I’m here.” It’s a statement, not a question and Joe’s back is towards me so I can’t see his face. I watch as he shrugs his shoulders. 
 
    “It’s not going to happen, Jacey. Maybe at Tia’s, if I’m lucky, but not here. And it shouldn’t have happened the other day.” He finally turns to face me, his face set and stoic. 
 
    “Extenuating circumstances and all.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “If I’m lucky. If you’re lucky? So you do want me?” 
 
    “Isn’t it enough that every other person on the street wants you?” 
 
    “No.” I manage to say that without breaking a smile. 
 
    “Would it make you happy if I admit that?” 
 
    “It would.” 
 
    “Then, yes, Jacey, I want you very much. But it’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Except at Tia’s.” 
 
    “Except at Tia’s.” 
 
    I nod my head sagely like I’m actually agreeing with what he’s saying. Then I reach up and kiss him. For a glorious moment, he kisses me back. His arms wrap around me and he pulls me close. Our bodies meld together and I’m tempted, so tempted to take it further.   
 
    Then I pull away and untangle myself from his arms. “I think that’s a silly and unreasonable rule when we both want the same thing. You might enjoy denying yourself but I don’t see the point. I hope that ties you over until I’m allowed to pull out your key some night at Tia’s.” I head for the door, putting an extra wiggle in my walk because I know he’s watching. And wanting. 
 
    “The shelf looks great. Thanks.” 
 
    And then I leave. 
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    I don’t have sex with anyone else for the rest of the week because I’m saving myself for Tia’s. 
 
    I think it’s going to be Joe Saturday night. 
 
    I don’t have to know for sure, but he’s the only one I haven’t been with. Well, Jackson too, but after talking to Tia, I’m sure she’ll pull out Joe’s keys out of that crystal bowl for me. I can’t stop the tingle of anticipation in my stomach as Dominic and I walk over to Tia’s Saturday night after leaving Talia with the kids. 
 
    We meet Jackson and Wendy on the way. “Happy birthday!” she cries, giving me a hug in the middle of the snowy street. 
 
    “It’s not until tomorrow,” I protest as Jackson gives me a kiss full on the lips. 
 
    “But we’ll celebrate tonight,” he winks. 
 
    Once again Tia has a spread of food and drinks waiting for us. Tonight it’s a variety of savory appetizers that are making my mouth water. Tia greets us with glasses of pink champagne in her hands. 
 
    “I thought we’d like a treat since we’re celebrating tonight,” she says with a smile on her lovely face. “Happy birthday, Jacey!” 
 
    “It’s not until tomorrow,” I tell her, embarrassed as everyone holds their glasses up to me.  
 
    “But we’re celebrating tonight,” she says, echoing Jackson’s words with a knowing smile. 
 
    One by one, everyone comes over to give me a hug and a kiss and to wish me a happy birthday. I quickly tire of telling them it’s not until tomorrow and accept their best wishes with a murmur of thanks. 
 
    “You look lovely tonight.” Mahak is the last to come to me and holds me around the waist longer than he needs to. “Not a day over twenty-five.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I’m happy with the comment because I’m pleased to have finally lost enough of the post-baby weight to fit into my little black pencil skirt that hugs my bum. And I can’t help but be pleased by the way Mahak’s hand slides down my back to the body part in question either. I’ve paired the skirt with a sheer green patterned blouse and Mahak’s eyes linger on my lacy bra which you can see through the thin fabric. 
 
    “Lovely,” he repeats. “I’ve missed our morning visits.” 
 
    “Visits?” I parrot. 
 
    “Interludes,” he corrects in a low voice. “I found them to be very enjoyable.” 
 
    “Does Melissa know?” I wonder. “About the car?” 
 
    “No,” Mahak says. “I thought it might upset her. She might be jealous.” He grins wolfishly, easily reading my expression of surprise. “You don’t think I made the suggestion about the three of us, do you? As much as I enjoy…enjoying you… I must defer in this matter to my wife. I value my masculinity too much to make suggestions.” 
 
    “You think she’d cut off your balls?” I say with a smile. 
 
    Mahak flashes one in return. “I’m afraid to find out. I love her deeply but…” 
 
    “I know what’s she’s like,” I finish for him. 
 
    “In more ways than one. Regardless of her reaction, I would be perfectly happy if you were to pull out my keys tonight. I’d make it a very enjoyable birthday for you.” 
 
    “My birthday isn’t until tomorrow,” I explain impatiently.   
 
    Mahak makes a point of glancing at his watch. “I’m quite certain I could make it last until midnight. Think about it.”  
 
    I can’t do anything but think about it as I move away to refresh my drink. Tia joins me with the bottle. “You look like you could use this. Is Mahak being over-attentive?” 
 
    “I think he’s just being himself.” I take a sip of the champagne and the bubbles tickle as I swallow.  
 
    “So you’d rather not select him tonight?” she asks in a low voice. 
 
    “Do I have a choice?” 
 
    “Of course you have a choice, Jacey. It’s just that we’ve found it easier if it’s a more random selection, rather than intentional. Less hurt feelings that way.” 
 
    “I can see how that might be awkward.” 
 
    “Exactly. Like tonight, I’ve had several requests for your company and rather than burden you with having to make the decision, I’ll make it a random decision.” 
 
    “It’s not going to be random, is it, Tia?” I ask shrewdly. 
 
    Tia grins almost as wolfishly as Mahak. “I know you’ll enjoy yourself.” 
 
    So maybe it won’t be Joe. From the look on her face, I’m almost expecting to pull out Tia’s keys. Or maybe Dominic’s, and have Tia join us like she did with Dom that first night. But that was because there was an uneven amount of participants. Joe is here tonight.  
 
    Who is he going to be with? And why do I have a violent surge of envy towards whomever than might be? 
 
    Dominic slips beside me unawares. “You okay, Jace?” 
 
    “Fine. Why?” 
 
    “Expression on your face isn’t one I would expect at a celebration.” 
 
    “Tia wants a threesome with us,” I blurt out and watch a myriad of emotions cross Dominic’s face. Surprise, worry, excitement and a rather pathetic attempt at blasé.   
 
    “Really? She said that.” 
 
    “I told her I didn’t think we’d want something like that but I think she was thinking about here.” 
 
    “And you told her no…” 
 
    “I should have spoken to you first. Is that something you’d be interested in?” 
 
    “You don’t sound like you would be.” 
 
    “No. I don’t think it would interest me. Maybe the novelty of it –” 
 
    “And yet on Sunday…” Dominic comments wryly. 
 
    “I know. That was different. I’m not sure I could watch you with someone else. Do you think you could?” 
 
    “I hadn’t really thought of it that way,” Dominic muses. “I never really thought of it as an option.” 
 
    “I think it might be tonight,” I tell him. “I wouldn’t be surprised if Tia’s planning a trial run.” 
 
    “You don’t want that?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I want.” I do my best to avoid glancing over at Joe, but as soon as Dominic turns to greet Colin, my eyes stray to the other side of the room where Joe is standing talking to Paige. 
 
    Not long after, conversations are interrupted by Tia clinking her glass with a spoon to get our attention. “I’ll get on with the key selection in a moment, but I wanted to take a moment to wish Jacey a very happy birthday!” 
 
    “Even though it’s not until tomorrow,” Paige adds from behind me as they begin a chorus of Happy Birthday. I grin at her. “Tia decided against cake. Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    “I don’t need cake. I barely fit into this skirt as it is.” 
 
    “It looks great. I, myself, don’t like to be too active after cake, so I think it’s a good idea. So, Wendy and I were wondering what to get you for your birthday,” she adds conspiratorially. 
 
    “You don’t have to get me anything,” I say automatically, even though I love presents. 
 
    “We wanted to. So we decided on something we thought you’ll enjoy doing. At least I really hope you will. You should really enjoy it.” 
 
    “I’m sure I will.” I look at Paige expectantly, waiting to find out what this enjoyable thing is. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll get it soon enough,” she laughs and nods toward Tia holding the crystal bowl aloft. 
 
    “Time for the keys,” Tia sings and thrusts her hand into the bowl. “First, we have Paige, with Dominic.” 
 
    Paige turns to me with a grin.  “Do you mind if I go have sex with your husband?” 
 
    “Have fun.” I wave to Dominic as he moves towards us, with a fresh glass of champagne in his hand for her. 
 
    “Wendy,” Tia calls out, wiggling her fingers inside the bowl. “And Joe.” 
 
    Wendy and Joe. If it couldn’t have been me, I’m fine with Joe being with Wendy, as much as I’m okay with him being with anyone. I wouldn’t have wanted him to be with Melissa tonight. 
 
    “And Melissa will join them!” 
 
    I glance over at Paige as my heart sinks a little. “Monday lessons paying off?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “But who –” A threesome would make it an odd number, I’m about to say. 
 
    “For Jacey’s birthday evening,” Tia begins, drawing it out teasingly. “Who should be entertaining her?” 
 
    “Me!” calls Colin from across the room. 
 
    “No, you’ve had your turn. It’s my turn tonight,” says Jackson. 
 
    “How about both of you?” Tia suggests, holding up both their keys. 
 
    “You once said you wanted two guys,” Paige says to me with a grin. “Happy birthday!” 
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    “You seem kind of surprised,” Colin says after the door shuts behind us. I haven’t been in this room before. There’s a wide, queen size bed with a chocolate brown duvet spread across it, and pillows heaped along the wrought iron headboard. 
 
    “Well, yes,” I admit, not confessing to the fact I’m more surprised about who wasn’t selected for me, rather than who was. 
 
    “It was Paige’s idea,” Jackson says, making himself comfortable on the bed. He brought in an open bottle of champagne along with his glass and sets it on the table beside the bed. “She thought you needed something special for your big day. Her and Wendy came to us.” He raises his glass to Colin. “I’m glad they didn’t go to Mahak.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d feel comfortable sharing with Mahak,” Colin admits. He grins at Jackson. “I’m still not sure how I feel about you here…” 
 
    “”We’ve obviously never done this before,” Jackson laughs. The alcohol he’s drunk gives his cheeks a warm glow. “But I’m up for anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” I say suggestively, looking between Colin and Jackson. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want…”Colin quickly pipes up and I laugh. 
 
    “I don’t. I’m too selfish – if this is for my birthday, then I want it all for me!” I spread my arms wide. Jackson laughs as he reaches out to grab me, pulling me so I’m standing between his legs. 
 
    “This is all for you,” he assures me, before burying his face between my breasts. “But I think we’ll enjoy it too.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah.” Colin is behind me, his hands on my shoulders, running down my back.   
 
    “Let’s get her out of these clothes,” Jackson suggests, working the buttons on my blouse. 
 
    “I don’t want to be the only one naked,” I protest weakly. 
 
    “Oh, you won’t be, but gives us a chance to enjoy looking at you before we start feeling awkward seeing each other naked,” Colin says, helping Jackson take off my blouse. 
 
    “You’ve never seen each other naked before?” 
 
    “I think I’ve seen you in your underwear,” Jackson says to Colin. 
 
    “No – remember the hot tub that year Tia rented a cottage for New Years?”  
 
    “How could I forget that?” Jackson says appreciatively. 
 
    “I wasn’t there, so you’re not allowed to talk about it,” I tell them primly, as Colin unfastens my bra. 
 
    “Is that how you want to play this?” Colin asks. “You want to be the boss, tell us what to do?” 
 
    “No,” I say decisively.  “You’re both in charge.” 
 
    “You want to be our little play toy?” Jackson asks with a gleam in his eye. I nod. “That’s how we’ll do it, then.  Do you want us to be rough?” 
 
    “Not too much,” I say slowly, recalling how it felt when Dominic spanked me. “But I can do a little rough.” 
 
    Jackson nods and reaches around to unzip my skirt. He and Colin pull it off me, along with my lace underwear. As soon as I step out of it, Jackson cups my pussy. “I’ve waited a long time to see this, you know.” 
 
    Colin moves around to my side and turns my head towards him, just as Jackson slips a finger between my lips. “I love that you’re such a dirty girl,” Jackson says in a low voice, spreading my wetness around. They’ve only undressed me and already I’m excited. “You’ve made me wait to get a piece of this, and you’re going to have to pay for that.” He slides a finger inside me as Colin leans to kiss me. 
 
    Was this what it was like for Joe when he was kissing me and Melissa was giving him a blow job?  
 
    I don’t get much of a chance to think about Joe after that. 
 
    My body is twisted between the two. Colin moves so he’s in front of me, but off to the side as he kisses me on and on, one arm holding me close the other roaming freely across my breasts. His mouth trails down my neck and I take the opportunity to catch my breath, which is coming in quick little gasps from the attention of Jackson’s hand between my legs. He has two fingers burrowed inside me, thrusting rhythmically, while he rubs the nub of my clit with his thumb. I push my hips towards his hand as I grab the back of Colin’s head as his mouth moves to my breast.  
 
    I’m enjoying this – Jackson’s finger fucking and Colin’s gently nuzzling my breasts, but it doesn’t last long. Jackson stops abruptly. Before I can ask why, Colin pulls my naked body against him and I feel his hardness under his pants as we resume kissing, tongues darting into our mouths. I run my hands down his back, as he cups my buttocks with both hands. His arms are just long enough so that he can reach between my legs with his fingers.   
 
    I feel another hard penis, this time against my back. I reach around and feel Jackson’s naked thigh. One arm wraps around my waist and the other dips into my pussy again. Both of them have a hand between my legs and I can’t tell what fingers belong to who.  
 
    Nor do I care. 
 
    Jackson presses himself against me. “Should we fuck her like this?” he asks Colin roughly, as Colin’s lips move to my neck again. I gasp as both thrust a finger inside me. “Or get her on the bed?” 
 
    Colin steps back, leaving his hand against my pussy with Jackson’s. “We’ll fuck her in lots of ways,” he says with a wicked gleam in his eye.  
 
    With a sudden movement, Jackson pushes me onto the bed and I land on my stomach. Before I can roll over, Jackson grabs my legs and pulls me so that my knees are at the edge of the bed. Then he positions me so that my ass is in the air, legs stuck out over the edge.   
 
    “She has a nice ass, doesn’t she?” he comments. He lightly smacks me on my cheek before running a finger between my cleft into the wetness between my legs. “She’s all excited. Feel how wet she is.” 
 
    I crane my neck to look behind me. Colin has shed his clothes and is also standing behind me. His penis juts towards me, hard and ready. He fondles my ass as well, his fingers delving between my legs, rubbing, caressing. His fingers are still exploring when he leans down and puts his mouth on me. It’s sudden and unexpected; one second his hands are on my ass then his thumbs spread my lips and his tongue plunges between them, swirling and licking. 
 
    I gasp with surprise and pleasure. Suddenly Jackson is on the bed with me, on his knees in front of me. His penis is in his hand. 
 
    “Come on,” he says with a smile. “I know you want it.” 
 
    He moves so that I can take him in my mouth. He’s wide rather than long and I prop myself on my hands as I whirl my tongue around the tip. Behind me, Colin spreads my cheeks with his hands so he can take more of me in his mouth; I press my ass in the air and against him. His tongue is everywhere, teasing my clit, inside me, licking the length of me. My moans are muffled by Jackson’s cock in my mouth, and I bob my head as I take more of him in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so good, baby,” Jackson groans, with one hand on the back of my head.   
 
    I barely hear what he is saying as I’m so consumed with what Colin is doing to me. He slides a finger inside me, two, then three, thrusting deeper, faster, while his mouth moves to my anus. He swirls his tongue around the puckered opening, pressing against it. It feels so good, and his fingers are moving harder, I can’t help but cry out.   
 
    “You like it. You like having both of us, don’t you? I can’t wait to fuck you.” I think it was Jackson who speaks but I can’t be sure. Colin’s mouth returns to my clit, licking and sucking incessantly, and I press back against his face. 
 
    “Please don’t stop,” I try to say, but it’s garbled. Jackson has a firm grasp of my head now and I can only move my head, up and down, sucking him hard as I start to come.   
 
    “Come on, baby,” Jackson urges. I don’t know if he’s speaking to me or himself, because as I erupt, Jackson comes in my mouth in jerky spurts. I swallow, even as my body shakes like I’m having convulsions from my orgasm.   
 
    Colin lifts his head and smoothes the curve of my ass with his hand.  
 
    “She’s got a mouth on her like a vacuum,” Jackson exclaims as he withdrawals from my mouth. 
 
    “Is that what you wanted?” Colin asks me. 
 
    “We’re not done with her,” Jackson protests.  He’s sitting on his haunches on the bed, still naked, still erect. I flop onto my stomach. 
 
    “Don’t I have a say when we’re finished?” I ask. 
 
    Both laugh. “Oh, Jacey,” Jackson admonishes. “I thought there was more to you than that!” 
 
    “She’s good for more. Aren’t you?” Colin turns me over on my back, running his hands over my stomach to my breasts. He is stiff and standing to attention. There’s no way I could say this is finished even if I wanted to.  And I don’t, not by a long shot. 
 
    Colin helps me shifts along the bed so my legs aren’t dangling over the edge. Jackson moves so I’m lying between him and Colin, who has crawled up beside me. Colin leans over and kisses me again. I can taste myself on his mouth. His hands find my breasts as we kiss; at least I think they’re his hands. It could be Jackson, but as I feel fingers caressing my inner thighs, I decide Colin is on my breasts.   
 
    I’m kissing Colin as Jackson traces patterns on my thighs and through my pubic hair and the sensation of having two men touch me is incredible. I’ve never really given much thought to the logistics of having a threesome, but I knew I wanted to experience two men touching me at the same time. And it’s not like one man isn’t enough for me – God knows, Dominic has proven to be too much for me to handle on more than one occasion – but it’s something I’ve always wanted to try it. And now I am. 
 
    Colin moves from my lips down along my neck, dropping little kisses until he reaches my breasts. He goes straight for the nipple, rolling it with his tongue, his fingers teasing the other until he takes it in his mouth. I give a little cry as he gently bites it, before sucking it. 
 
    Meanwhile, down below, Jackson’s fingers are exploring my pussy. As fond as I am of them, neither Colin or Jackson has the smoothness of Mahak, but at least Colin showed a little more gentleness. Jackson’s fingers have no finesse as he thrusts inside me, rotating like some sort of screwdriver, which is strangely pleasurable. I reach down and grasp Colin’s cock as Jackson’s thumb finds my nub. He circles it while his fingers thrust inside me. 
 
    “Ah, I need to fuck you,” I hear Jackson say.   
 
    His fingers disappear and I hear the rip of a condom wrapper. Colin has moved to my other breast as Jackson takes my legs, bends them at the knee and pushes them apart so he can enter me. I knew he was big when I had him in my mouth, but can’t help but let out a gasp at his size when he pushes inside me. He’s thicker than I’m used to and there is nothing gentle about that first thrust. Or the consecutive ones. He pushes my legs farther apart, holding onto the sides of my ass and begins to fuck me. Hard. Again, there’s not much finesse but it feels so good and I’m not complaining. 
 
    “Just like that,” I groan, holding onto Colin’s head as he tongues my nipples and manhandles my breasts. 
 
    Jackson stands between my legs fucking me hard and fast, all the while keeping up a running commentary. “Oh, yeah. Your pussy is so hot. I could fuck you all day. I can’t believe how –” 
 
    “Do you always talk so much?” Colin wonders, lifting his head from my breast. 
 
    “I’m a talkative guy. I find it helps the performance. What do you think, Jace?  Should I keep talking?” 
 
    “Don’t stop…anything…” I manage to get out. Despite the weight of two people on the bed, Jackson’s thrusts are so fierce the bed is hitting the wall. 
 
    “You like it like this, don’t you? I knew you were a dirty girl. Colin, get her to suck your dick while I fuck her.” 
 
    “I want to fuck her.” 
 
    “Wait your turn. I want to make her come.” 
 
    Colin snakes a hand down my stomach, easily finding my clit with his finger. He begins rubbing it in slow circles without Jackson noticing. The pressure of his finger adds to what Jackson is doing to me with his cock…it feels incredible.   
 
    I don’t think I ever want to go back to just one man! 
 
    “Stop it,” Jackson cries, finally noticing what Colin is doing. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” Colin asks me. 
 
    “No! Please, don’t…oh God.” I can’t stifle my cries as incredibly Jackson begins to fuck me even harder. Colin moves, keeping his finger where it is, and Jackson pushes my legs to my shoulders, bending me in half and leaving my pussy wide open for Colin’s fingers. I’m grabbing Colin’s cock like a lifeline, trying to rub along the shaft with my fingers, but so distracted I can’t manage more than a few strokes at a time. He continues to move his fingers around my clit with no rhyme nor reason, just trying to stay out of Jackson’s way. 
 
    The orgasm hits me before I’m even aware of its approach. I cry out as my muscles clench and waves of sensation fill every inch of me. 
 
    “Your turn,” Jackson says, sliding out of me even as I’m still gripped with shudders. He hands Colin a condom. “I want to do her ass while you fuck her. Get her on top of you.” 
 
    I end up being maneuvered to straddle Colin who lies on his back, and instantly his cock is inside me. I need a minute, I want to say, but the two of them are so busy with the how and the what of it, that I get my moment of reprieve.   
 
    Jackson pushes me down so I’m chest to chest with Colin and my ass is slightly elevated, which is the position he needs. Using my wetness, he uses it as a lubricant on my ass, massaging it in, slowly working a finger inside me and then two. When I offer no resistance, he removes his fingers, pressing his cock against my puckered opening. Slowly, almost gently he pushes inside me, ever so slowly. He’s so thick, it’s a little uncomfortable at first but Colin rubs my back as he continues his own thrusts upward and I do my best to concentrate on that. With a final grunt of effort, Jackson is inside me and feeling of fullness is added to the uncomfortableness. It’s not unpleasant. 
 
    I do my best to remain still as both men thrust inside me, or rather Jackson does. He’s gentle – for him – but insistent, with both hands holding my hips. Colin moves slightly, which is frustrating because all I want to do is grind into him. Jackson increases his speed and I gasp as a wave of pain mixed with pleasure washes over me. But it’s not long; with a final thrust, Jackson comes with a groan.   
 
    “She’s all yours,” Jackson says as he pulls out, giving me a pat on my ass.   
 
    As soon as he’s out, I sit up and start to move, using my muscles to give Colin the ride of his life. 
 
    “Ah, yeah,” he moans. His eyes are half closed and he’s got such a smile of satisfaction on his face, I start feeling a little smug. As I really start to move, Jackson cups my breasts from beside, teasing my nipples with his fingers. This is what I wanted – this was the fantasy I’d hoped for. I reach down and put a finger on my clit and start rubbing myself.   
 
    Colin’s cock feels so good inside me, as does Jackson’s hands on me, but I want it harder.   
 
    “You go on top,” I instruct suddenly. 
 
    “From behind?” 
 
    I nod and dismount. “What do I do?” Jackson wonders as I position on all fours again. 
 
    “Watch,” Colin says with a grin in his voice as he gets behind me. 
 
    “It won’t take long,” Jackson grumbles. 
 
    “Not for me,” I tell him happily as Colin once more slides inside. “Hard, please.” 
 
    “I thought we were supposed to be in charge?” Colin complains teasingly. 
 
    “I want a turn.” 
 
    “Give the lady what she wants,” Jackson instructs. 
 
    This time Jackson begins rubbing my clit as Colin takes me from behind, both hands on my hips, thrusting as hard as he can, just like I like it. I’ve already come twice, but I can feel another orgasm build instantly, slowly but surely. I can only hope Colin can hold out that long. 
 
    And he rises to the challenge like a master, giving me exactly what I need while Jackson’s hand rubs my pussy. I close my eyes and cry out as it’s harder, faster, more than I can handle.   
 
    “I’m coming,” I gasp. “Don’t stop – more, more…” 
 
    I cry out then, as it hits me, wave after wave of pure pleasure, of the best sensation, making me shiver and shake, every muscle in my body clenching. 
 
    Colin comes at the same time, with a low grunt as the only indication. “Holy shit,” he gasps, still but remaining inside me. 
 
    “Happy birthday, baby!” Jackson laughs as Colin slides out and I collapse on the bed.  “Hope you had fun!” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    The night is clear and cold as I take Frodo out for a final walk before bed. I take my usual route, not expecting to see Joe, not knowing what to say to him if I do. 
 
    There’s no snow to shovel, and he’s not out. I can see lights in his house, a warm glow from Tia’s as well. Melissa’s is still lit up as well, but there are only a few lights on a Wendy’s. Paige’s house is in darkness. 
 
    Who would have thought I would be interested in whether my neighbours were sleeping? Who would have thought I would ever care? 
 
    They are more than just neighbours now – they are my friends. I’ve shared something totally unexpected with each and every one of them and I can honestly say I’m truly glad we moved here. I know Dominic is happy with our arrangement and I am too. 
 
    As I move past Wendy’s house, I see a fresh sign stuck in the snow in the front yard of the house next to hers, where the Demato’s live. 
 
    Lived. It’s a For Sale sign. 
 
    New neighbours. 
 
    I smile. 
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    Join my mailing list!  
 
      
 
    If you liked The Wives, then I can’t wait until you try some of my other books! 
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Checking on an overnight guest brings new excitement to Hettie and Jay's marriage in A New Friend.
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    Anna Ellis likes to writes about happily married couples having sex with other happily married couples. There's no werewolves or vampires, shapeshifters or tentacles involved - just good, old-fashioned sex. And maybe a little tying up. Or a spanking or two. 
 
      
 
    In the Husbands and Wives series, follow new neighbours Jacey and Dominic as they learn to navigate the slippery sidewalks of suburban swinger lifestyle. Being a good neighbour has never been so much fun!  
 
      
 
    Her series, One, returns to the swinger lifestyle with three married couples looking to spice up their marriages. One Summer, One Week, and One Night, all coming soon!  
 
      
 
    Her Office Plays series takes you to the workplace to meet the most excitable group of office employees you would ever want to work with. They give coffee breaks a new meaning. 
 
      
 
    The series Touch is an unconventional love story about a woman who falls in love with a man...and his wife. All nine books are available now, Touch, Caress, and Embrace. Each has three separate points of view from Kenna, Iliya, and Del.  
 
      
 
    Adults Only follows Morena and Lorde, who run a B&B especially for swingers. The four book series includes characters from other series—Jacey and Dominic from Husbands and Wives, Callie, from Office Plays, and Iliya from Touch. While you don’t need to read the other series first, it would improve your pleasure!  
 
      
 
    And her latest series, Fantasies Book Club, brings back a few favourites as a book club reads dirty stories that seem to mirror their own lives.  
 
      
 
    Anna also writes women's fiction/chick lit under the name Holly Kerr. If you're looking for something a little less steamy (but still hot!) check out her books.www.hollykerr.ca 
 
      
 
    Visit Anna at www.annaellis.ca or Facebook  
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    If I look close enough, I can see the pearly white button trembling, fighting the urge to burst from the restraints of the button hole. But I will not allow myself to look because Shelli is only seventeen, albeit a seventeen year old high school junior with the focus of a forty-seven year old sex-deprived cougar. Add in the chest measurements of a professional porn star and being alone with the girl is pretty scary. 
 
    How is she allowed out of the house looking the way she does? Tiny T-shirts with inches of midriff on display, buttons straining on too-tight tops, a movement away from bursting and encompassing all into a Grand Canyon of cleavage. If this was back in the day of Greeks and Romans, men would go to war for that body. But we’re not living in the Roman age, and Shelli’s body is displayed all over Instagram; selfies in various poses and stages of undress, with the common factor of the duck lips of the millennials. 
 
    I’m not on Instagram, but fellow teacher and across the school hall neighbour Bruce routinely checks out the students’ pictures and makes a point of showing me the worst ones. 
 
    But the thing about Shelli, the thing that drives me absolutely crazy, is that she thinks her body and her face are all she has going for her. She’s actually very intelligent as well as a sweet girl, but prefers to let her breasts do the talking for her. She thinks it’s acceptable to pretend to be as dumb as a post. 
 
    “But I just can’t understand what they’re saying,” she complains for the fifth time this afternoon. I’m not sure what she expects me to do; I’m not translating the damn book for her. She’s asked for extra help every day after school this week but nothing I’ve told her has sunk in. 
 
    “It’s not Shakespeare, Shelli – it’s Jane Austen.” 
 
    “But they talk so old!” A quick glance at her plate sized phone even though I’ve told her countless times to put it away. 
 
    “Your phone isn’t going to help you translate,” I remind her and she flashes me a guilty smile, lips glistening with a fresh application of gloss. 
 
    “Maybe it will help if you watch the movie with me,” she suggests coyly. Her voice makes my skin crawl because if I wasn’t such a nice guy, it’s obvious this girl is up for whatever I want to do with her. 
 
    I don’t want to do anything with her. She’s seventeen! 
 
    That button is going to burst if she takes another deep breath. 
 
    I take a deep breath and try and reclaim my hard-fought patience. “Shelli, this is third year English, not film studies. Unfortunately we don’t have time to watch the movie in class. But I think it would be a good idea for you watch one of the Pride and Prejudice movies to get the gist of what they’re saying. There should be one on Netflix. Try that and see how it goes. Now look at chapter five and tell me what Mrs. Bennett is trying to say.”  
 
    As she stumbles through, I let my mind drift to a time and a place where I’m not a high school English teacher, but instead can spend my days writing and having no contact with over-developed and under-witted teenagers. 
 
    I love teaching – most of the time. But lately I’ve had my share of trying days. 
 
    Shelli leans her elbows on the desk as she reads, pressing her chest up and out even further and I avert my eyes with difficulty, my gaze ending up at the clock high on the wall. “Ok, Shelli, that’s it for the day. I’ve got to get home.” I carefully bookmark my dog-eared copy and stand up. Shelli heaves a sigh and I cringe, fully expecting the button to fly across the room.  
 
    “I don’t like watching movies by myself,” she pouts as she stands up. 
 
    “Watch it with a friend.” I move out from the safety of my desk, wanting to escort her from my office, but for once, she’s not moving very fast. 
 
    “I’d rather watch it with you…Del.” Is she really doing this? Does she not learn? I’ve given her no encouragement whatsoever. How many grown men does she try this with? 
 
    “It’s Mr. Ecker, Shelli,” I point out firmly, gesturing to the door. I don’t mind the students calling me by my first name while in class but not in the way Shelli says it. She rolls my name around her mouth like it’s a fruit flavoured candy she’s happy to suck. 
 
    “Oh, c’mon. We’re both adults and no one is here…” She slides her gaze around the cramped office, on my desk covered with books and papers and finally my face, dropping hungrily to my mouth. 
 
    I swallow uneasily. I shouldn’t feel self-conscious of a seventeen year old girl looking at me! “We’re still at school, Shelli, and you’re still my student.” Not to mention underage.  
 
    “If we weren’t at school? I could pretend not to be your student. I could pretend…anything you want…” 
 
    She moves closer, so close that I smell her perfume. I close my eyes, wishing I could make her vanish with a simple blink of an eye. I’d also like my image of her in private school outfit leaning seductively over my desk, to disappear from my mind as well. “That’s very flattering, but I think you should go now.” 
 
    “I might need a ride home,” she continues relentlessly. She touches my arm and I fight not to flinch. This girl is too much and I’m only a man. My cock gives an interested twitch. 
 
    “Then call an Uber.” I push past her rudely, doing my best ignore how she sticks her chest out. Last year, when Lacey Sims pulled something like this, I gave her a terse lecture on the necessity of having self-respect. I haven’t been able to bring myself to repeat it with Shelli. She’s too far gone, those breasts too distracting.  
 
    I lock the door after she flounces down the hall, but not before she gives me a long and lingering glance over her shoulder, the kind of look no self-respecting seventeen year old should be capable of making. 
 
    I’ll tell Iliya about Shelli. She says she’s not jealous but I like the way her voice pitches up an octave when I tell her about female attention. 
 
    It could be excitement. Iliya would love it if I brought a woman home. 
 
    How many men have wives like that? Most women would deny their husbands sex for a week if they suggested a threesome; not only does Iliya propose the idea, she actually has brought someone home for me to meet. 
 
    Amy. The three of us shared a very healthy relationship. I had a wife and a girlfriend for almost three years. Not many men can say that. 
 
    Lucky me. 
 
    I glance down the hall at Shelli. Her hips sway like a burlesque dancer and I mask a sigh. Even though I want nothing to do with Shelli, it might be nice if Iliya admitted to being a little jealous now and again. 
 
    But Iliya always says, with marriages like ours, jealousy is the one thing that would destroy it. That and dishonesty. 
 
    We had two for two with Amy, and so she had to go. 
 
    Not that it was easy to end things. Some days I wish Iliya and I could have a regular marriage. 
 
    “That should be illegal,” Bruce says, leaning against the doorframe and watching Shelli undulate down the hall. “I kept my door open the whole time in case you called for help.” 
 
    “I was tempted,” I admit.  
 
    “Really?” Bruce is google-eyed with surprise. 
 
    “To call for help, not because I’m tempted by her! Please! When I was that age, girls didn’t look like that. And they wore more clothes!” 
 
    Bruce laughs, locking his own classroom door as he joins me in the hall. The history and English departments share a corridor in the school, which works for us since Bruce is my closest friend at the school. He’s a few years younger than I am, married to a nice woman named Clare. 
 
    I’ve met Clare and Bruce has met Iliya and the unspoken consensus is that because the wives have absolutely nothing in common, we won’t bother with trying to socialize as couples. 
 
    It’s probably a good thing. Most of society wouldn’t understand our marriage. I don’t know if we’re technically polyamorous or just swingers. Iliya says we have an open marriage, but I disagree because Iliya is the only one who is open about it. I’m sure if I went home and told Iliya I wanted to fuck Shelli or Shelli’s mother or even Shelli and her mother together, my wife would tell me to go for it. 
 
    But I don’t want to. Iliya is the only woman I want.  
 
    Except for Amy. 
 
    “Things change, my friend. We grew up back in the dinosaur age. At least the kids think so. Hey, what have got on tonight?” Bruce continues eagerly. “Want to grab a beer?” 
 
    “It’s four-thirty!” 
 
    “And I’ve been thirsty for hours. You can’t tell me you don’t need one after that? After Shelli shack-a-boom-boom?” 
 
    “What?” I laugh, falling into step with Bruce as he walks down the hall. 
 
    Bruce waves his hand like he’s keeping a beat. “You know, that old 70s porno music. “BOOM-chic-a-Bow-Wow. That’s how it went.” 
 
    I can only imagine what Bruce would say if he knew about some of the things Iliya and I have done.  
 
    “Make sure you don’t bring that up during parent-teacher interviews with Shelli’s parents,” I suggest. “Can’t see it going over well.” 
 
    “Wonder what the mother looks like,” Bruce muses as he shoulders open the door. The warm air hits us like a gentle slap, and suggests spring may truly be on its way. 
 
    “I think I’d be afraid to find out. I’m doing okay keeping Shelli at arm’s length, but who can tell with an older woman?” 
 
    Bruce glances at me with admiration. “Does she really come on to you? Geez, it’s been so long since I’ve had a woman come on to me, I think I forget what it feels like.” 
 
    “Trust me, it’s not all it’s cut out to me. At least when it comes to girls like Shelli.” 
 
    “But what if it was the girl’s mother…” Bruce trails off, rubbing his hands with anticipation. I laugh but while part of me is proud that at forty-two, I can still attract a few of the female species, part of me wants to tell Bruce it’s more trouble than it’s worth. 
 
    Thanks to my wife, I will never want for female attention. 
 
    “So? Beer?” Bruce asks as we hesitate on the sidewalk outside the school.  
 
    I can’t deny Bruce’s logic. While I don’t approve my body’s reaction to Shelli’s closeness, I can’t deny it. A cold beer would fix things up. 
 
    Especially since Iliya is out tonight. 
 
    “Sounds good,” I tell him. 
 
    The best way to relieve the sudden tension would be with my wife. Unfortunately, tonight, she’ll be otherwise occupied. And while I have no qualms about the solo act, I think I might save it for later. 
 
    Bruce and I head to a pub some of the teachers frequent a few blocks from the school. I should say, Bruce frequents with whomever he can convince to share a few pints after a long day in the trenches. Bruce is a natural teacher and popular with the students, but six hours with teenagers is enough to make anyone need a drink. 
 
    Bruce is also very social and so we settle at the bar with our pints and Avery Meadows, a biology teacher who looks more frazzled than usual.  
 
    “Ah. This hits the spot,” Bruce says after a lengthy pull of his beer. “If I go home too early, the wife expects me to get dinner ready. It’s not that I don’t like to, but it’s that I like eating her cooking more than I like my own. She says that’s just an excuse and gets all pissy, but it’s the truth! She’s a really good cook!” 
 
    I wonder what it would be like to be in a marriage like Bruce’s. Where conflicts are over who makes dinner or takes out the trash, not whether or not I’m bothered by the fact that my wife is going to a swingers’ party this evening without me.  
 
    A few beers might help me forget about that fact as well. 
 
    “Wish I could say the same,” I grimace. “I think we’d both starve if Iliya did the cooking.” 
 
    “I remember Iliya’s cooking,” says a female voice behind me. 
 
    I freeze, crouched over my beer, hand clutching the glass.  
 
    “Hello, Del,” Amy says. “It’s been a while.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hope you enjoyed meeting Del! 
 
    Check out Touch – Del’s Story,  
 
    available everywhere 
 
    

  

 
   
    This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and incidents are products of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance to actual persons is entirely coincidental.   
 
    Intended for readers age 18+ because of sexual situations. 
 
      
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
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