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Chapter 1: Tell Me About Your Day
WHAT DO YOU MEAN HE SAW YOU?
“What?” I asked, mildly startled. I was confused. I couldn’t have heard correctly. My wife Susan was giving me a rundown of her day, but her delivery had become mysteriously vague. After delivering the usual daily catch-up, a coda suggested something unusual had occurred. We were enjoying an after work glass of wine on our new deck admiring our newly landscaped yard. I refreshed our glasses as I waited for her clarification.

She was hesitant to respond. I raised my voice a notch. “What do you mean Greg saw you? Saw you how?” Greg was our neighbor.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “He didn’t see me naked. I just mean I wasn’t dressed.”

“That’s not clarifying it much.” Susan was an obnoxiously beautiful, statuesque woman of impeccable taste, and was normally very bright and articulate. I loved her to death, but at times she could be exasperating. It was never willful, but more the effect of a reluctance to commit to whatever form of the truth she was formulating in her mind.

She remained hesitant.

“What the hell do you mean?” I asked again, exasperated.

“I mean, I wasn’t dressed.” She felt if she repeated herself enough I would get the message. It wasn’t working. I gave her a look to indicate my continuing lack of comprehension. Not dressed, not naked—this much I understood. What it meant exactly wasn’t so clear. Then there was the matter of why? But I was sure we’d get to that.

“I was in my underwear, Ryan. What else could I mean?” Now, she sounded exasperated. Clearly, I’d done something wrong by failing to grasp the situation in full.

“Why were you in your underwear?” It seemed like a logical follow-up question.

“Because I was warm.” It had been a hot, sultry day, so I couldn’t argue with that. I was beginning to follow the logic, but how could this relate to my neighbor’s having seen her in her underwear?

“Okay,” I said. “You were warm. But how did it work out that Greg saw you in your underwear? Did he sneak into the house? Has he bought a telescope?”

“Because he was right in front of me,” she said. “We were talking out in the yard.”

I wondered if I’d slipped into another dimension operating on alternate codes of decorum, one which permitted people to have neighborly chats in their underwear. I was feeling exasperated again, but also strangely aroused. I poured us another glass of wine.

“Susan, I’m trying my best here, but I’m still not following what happened today. Specifically, why were you talking to Greg in your underwear in our yard?”

“It’s like I said, Ryan. I couldn’t have been any more clear… I was warm. After you left for work, I went outside to look at the garden, saw some weeds, started pulling them, the sun was rising, I got warm, so I took off my robe. It was my winter robe, so... You know the one. I was wearing it when you left.”

This made sense. She went into the yard in her robe, picked some weeds, got warm, took off her robe. That all checked out. But the neighbor wouldn’t have been able to see her in her underwear thanks to our new high fencing.

“So how does Greg fit into all of this? He wouldn’t have been able to see you due to the fence.”

“Oh, no, he couldn’t see me over the fence. I opened the gate to let him because he knocked on it.”

“In your underwear? Why didn’t you put on your robe?”

“I forgot I wasn’t wearing it.”

“And you just stood there, in your underwear, talking to him?”

“Now you’re up to speed. Yes, it’s all like I said.”

I was now forced to imagine Greg, a handsome man, and recent divorcee, staring at my wife in her underwear in broad daylight. I wasn’t sure how I should feel about that. The images circulating through my brain were sending disruptive messages to my trousers, and my manhood had rearranged itself with a purpose in mind.

Why?

Shouldn’t I be upset? A violation of sorts had occurred. Another man had seen my wife nearly naked. According to all the more popular notions about marriage that was my privilege alone.

More importantly, how did Susan feel about the whole situation? On the surface, she didn’t seem too bothered, which bothered me. Though honestly, I also found this situation erotic, but in an unfashionable way.

“Susan, when you noticed you weren’t wearing anything, and by that I mean your clothes, why didn’t you put on your robe?”

“I didn’t realize I wasn’t wearing my robe until after he left. It was quite a shock when I did. I had to call Marci.”

“It was a shock?”

“Yeah.” She left it there. I thought it would have been a point upon which she would have naturally elaborated, but I was mistaken.

“You mean you were embarrassed, right?”

Susan stared into the yard to collect her thoughts. After a fat minute or two, she looked at me. She seemed both worried and cautious. I gave her a nudge:

“Well?” I said. “I asked you if you were embarrassed.”

“No, Ryan.” She hesitated a further moment before continuing. “It kind of got me excited.”

“What do you mean by
excited? Don’t you mean something else? Think about it. Isn’t ‘embarrassed’ the right word?”

“No. I mean excited, like hot. You know? Aroused?”

“You got aroused?”

“You know, Ryan, this is like pulling teeth getting you to understand… Yes. I got aroused. Thinking of Greg standing there looking at me in my underwear got me aroused. I’m sorry, but that’s the truth. We’re always honest with each other.”

“You got sexually aroused? For Greg?” I wasn’t sure if I was angry or getting more aroused myself. I felt very conflicted about the whole thing. I must have raised my voice a little as Susan was now frowning.

“Not for Greg, really…” she said. “I’m saying the ‘situation’ aroused me. I don’t know why, but it did. I sort of got caught in my underwear in public. You’ve had those dreams. We all have. They’re always a mix of panic and something else—eroticism? I don’t know for sure.”

I’d had those dreams. They usually involved high school and me standing at my locker in my tidy-whities. They did have conflicting, erotic energies about them. Imagining Susan in public in her underwear had the same mix of energy.

I couldn’t help but to grill Susan for more particulars as if each increment of detail was extremely necessary to dissect. I thought of Susan’s lingerie drawer. She owned a mix of practical and racy bras and panties. What was she wearing when I left that morning? I remembered—she was wearing a pretty light pink balconette bra and matching low-cut panties. Oh God, I thought. Those were my favorites! They were essentially see-thru.

Or maybe that was yesterday morning? I had no choice but to ask Susan to be specific on this point.

“What underwear were you wearing this morning?”

“How can that matter, Ryan? What I’m wearing now.”

“Show me,” I said this in the tone of a command. She smiled, seemingly enjoying the alpha side of my character.

She was still dressed from work. She unbuttoned her blouse and opened it wide enough to show me her bra. It was the pink balconette! I thought it was the most seductive one in her lingerie drawer. Its design lifted her up and out, like she was making an offering, or inviting you to caress them, or at a very minimum, admire them. That was for my private pleasure! Oh no! My only hope now was that she hadn’t worn the matching panties. After that thought crossed my mind, a conflicting hope negated it. I now hoped she had in fact been wearing the matching panties.

Why?

Susan stood, pulled up her skirt and revealed the matching pink panties. Its thin fabric revealed her other lovely smile, which showed beautifully through her light brown pubic hair. It meant Greg had enjoyed my wife at her most pre-nude intimate. This was bedroom attire intended for me alone!

Instead, Greg had gotten an eyeful in broad daylight during a neighborly chat involving numerous minutes at a minimum.

Susan fixed her skirt and sat. She left her blouse open and it was a lovely look. The mounds of her breasts above the low-cut bra were firm and dazzling in the way they quivered when she moved, a bit like Jello I thought. I was sure Greg had noticed.

Greg!

Susan seemed utterly calm now. I guessed any apprehension she may have felt before telling me was gone. Now that I had the physical aspects settled in my mind, meaning the exact underwear and general circumstances, I needed to revisit her arousal situation. Being seen in her underwear by our neighbor had excited her. We had to sort this out atom-by-atom. Any man would agree.

“Susan, when you say it excited you for Greg to see you that way, what are you really saying?”

“Oh Lord, how is that not clear to you? When you’re aroused you want to do something about it, don’t you?”

“You’re telling me you wanted to sleep with Greg?”

“No, Ryan, but it put me in the mood to make love. I didn’t say I wanted to with Greg.”

“Well, you have to admit you weren’t clear.”

“Okay.”

“Susan, let me ask this. If Greg had responded to you this morning—I mean, who the hell knows what he was thinking?—what would you have done?”

Susan thought about it. “I had to get to work, Ryan. I couldn’t have done anything. Today we had our performance reviews.”

That certainly sounded evasive to me. I was sure any jury would agree.

“Forget that you had to work! Let’s say you didn’t have to be anywhere. Greg makes a pass, you realize why, meaning because you’re standing there in your underwear, and it excites you. What then?”

“I wouldn’t have made love to him,” she said. “That’s a different question, though, isn’t it?”

“How do you mean?” My voice was now visiting its higher, girl-like registers.

“You could have asked if I would have made love to Greg, or did I want to make love Greg—those are two different questions. Also...”

“Susan!” I interrupted. “You’re making no sense. Just answer a single question then. Do you want to fuck Greg?”

She frowned at my language. “No! And especially not if it would hurt you. I love you, Ryan. I wouldn’t do that in a thousand years.”

Jesus, I thought. What did “Not if it would hurt you” mean? Didn’t it just mean yes, I want to fuck him, but won’t? Sometimes language was of no use in married life. There were too many places to hide behind the words. I didn’t really want to drill any deeper, but a bout of masochism descended from some unknown corner of the universe and forced my hand.

“Susan, that means you could see yourself sleeping with Greg if you knew it wouldn’t hurt me.”

“I’m sorry, Ryan. It doesn’t mean anything, really. I’m with you.”

“It’s okay,” I said. I felt the need to demonstrate a tone of empathy. “Look, it would be a lie if I said I didn’t occasionally see other women and feel attraction or desire. That’s all we’re really saying here, right? Greg’s an attractive guy. I get that. We never act on those desires.”

I expected an immediate “That’s right, honey” but instead Susan was silent. Her body English was indecipherable. She looked beautiful with her breasts exposed in that beautiful bra. I felt bad for putting her on the spot but knew we had to dig to the exact bottom of this situation before either of us could climb out.

Finally, she said, “Are we okay?”

Not really. I needed her to say exactly what she meant. Only then could I fully process what was going on here. We were a young married couple. Was the nature of our marriage changing? Were we breaking up? Would we be eating dinner together that night? I knew my thinking was becoming a little dramatic, but the only way to know the answers would be to ask the questions that needed to be asked.

“Susan, just let me summarize. You said you wouldn’t sleep with Greg if it would hurt me, correct?”

“Correct. It wasn’t even on my mind, really, until you brought it up.”

“But what about the arousal you mentioned? You said it got you excited for him to see you that way.”

“Being seen like that, you know, accidentally or generically speaking. That’s what excited me. It just happened to be Greg.”

That made it much clearer.

“Susan, do you think you’re an exhibitionist? Is that what this is about?”

“No, Ryan. It was accidental. I think exhibitionists do that sort of thing on purpose, don’t they?”





Chapter 2: Digging Deeper
SHOW AND TELL
I had to think about that. I didn’t know exactly. The strange thing was how much it excited me for her to be seen in her boudoir undergarments. The evidence was in my now attention hogging erection. Anyway, we didn’t need to label what happened. We just needed to understand our feelings about what happened.

“I’ll tell you the truth, Susan. After you told me about your underwear incident I got aroused, I mean, at the idea of you being exposed. It excited me too. It seems a bit strange.”

Susan’s face brightened. “That’s what Marci said. I mean, about what I experienced. It made me hot, like I’d been really naughty or something and got caught with my knickers down, except they weren’t down in this case.”

Marci would know, I guessed. On all things sexual she was extremely knowledgeable, this due to the large body of work comprising her sexual history. I would know as we used to date before I met Susan. I was sure there was nothing that Marci hadn’t tried in that area short of livestock.

“But what about sleeping with Greg? You more or less said you wouldn’t do it if it hurt me. You didn’t say you didn’t want to.”

“That’s really hypothetical, isn’t it?” she said. “You just said you see other women that attract you. It’s the same difference.”

“Okay.”

“Tell me this, Ryan. Does the idea of me being with another man make you angry or excite you, hypothetically I mean?”

I thought about it. It was too complicated to answer simply or with any conviction either way. Frankly, I could see Susan sleeping with Greg, and the idea excited me. But would it if it really happened? And what would it mean for our marriage?

“I can imagine you with Greg, and it doesn’t send shock waves through my body, not in the hypothetical, of course. But if I came home and discovered you’d been having a secret affair with Greg, I’d go insanely mad. I’d hate it.”

“I know. I’d feel that way too if the situation was reversed.”

“So what are we talking about, then?”

“I don’t know,” said Susan. “But there’s no harm in talking. I mean, in a hypothetical sense, right?”

“Agreed.” Staring at her boobs, which continued their dazzling animation as she shifted in her chair or reached for her wine, was working its magic. I kept imagining Greg having the same show.

“Susan, do something for me. I want you to strip to your underwear and reenact whatever you were doing in the yard this morning. What I mean is, just show me how you were walking around and stuff.”

“Okay.” Her eyes indicated she liked this idea. She stood and removed her shoes, skirt, and top. “What are you going to do? Just watch me?”

“That’s the idea.” My arousal approached fever.

Susan smiled, possibly assuming I was going to be Greg in this experiment peeping over the fence. That she liked this possibility was evident in her hasty movements.

While sitting on our deck I noticed we were completely visible to Greg’s raised deck and realized we could both see into each other’s back yards from our upstairs windows.

I watched Susan roam the lawn. Via miming, she pointed out where she’d been weeding and where she took off her robe, then walked over to the communal gate separating our yard from Greg’s. The gates were mandated by city ordinance. Our area was subject to wildfires, and firefighters needed easy access through yards in order to fight them.

Susan, once a theater major, stood at the gate pretending to have a conversation. I now envisioned Greg standing in front of her. He must have thought he’d gone to heaven. She was a stunning 5’ 11” in her bare feet, just an inch or two shorter than Greg. She was the type of beauty who drew stares when we entered restaurants. Anyone seeing her in her exquisite lingerie would have been moved to believe in higher powers, assuming they didn’t already. If they, did, it would have removed any doubt.

Susan returned to the deck with a broad smile on her face. She sat down without getting dressed and took a sip of wine. “That was fun. It made me a little tingly.”

“Susan, it just dawned on me that from our second-floor windows, we can both see into each other’s yards. Greg may have seen you in your underwear from his bedroom window and come down to, I don’t know, investigate? Anyway, why did he knock on the gate this morning? What did he want?”

“He said he was returning your edger, so I opened the gate so he could return it.”

“He borrowed it last October.”

“You didn’t really need it back until now. The grass is only now starting to grow.”

“That’s not the point,” I said. “He chose today to return it. Why not tomorrow? It’ll be Saturday.”

“He probably heard me in the yard.”

“How? Were you whistling or something? Talking to yourself?”

“Hey, I was on the phone to Marci at one point!”

“Had you stripped by then?”

“I don’t remember,” she said. “It doesn’t really matter, does it?”

“No. But I suspect he saw you from upstairs, you in your underwear, and thought, oh well, I’m feeling neighborly now.”

Susan laughed. “I hadn’t thought about him watching me from upstairs.”

“And now that you are thinking about it?”

“It feels kind of kinky, I guess.”

“You mean it makes you feel horny, right?”

Susan squeezed her left breast. It was one of her tells as her breasts were getting extra sensitive. “I guess that’s what I mean? Why, do you want to do something about that?”

I didn’t really have a choice now. All I could think about was making love to her without further ado. “Well,” I said. “I should do something about that. You’ve been a bad wife. You need to be taught a lesson.”

Susan laughed. “Oh, role playing… That kind of works. Yes, husband, I’ve been naughty. Teach me a lesson.” She laughed again as she got up. It looked like she meant to go into the house and upstairs to our bedroom.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

She looked confused. “I thought we were heading upstairs to, you know, make love.”

I looked over at our new Costco patio furniture. It was from their imprudently named and now discontinued “Plantation Collection”. It included a chaise lounger built for two. “Over there,” I said.

A panicked look widened her eyes and startled her eyebrows. “Not out here, Ryan. You just said the neighbors can see…”

“It’s almost dark now. They won’t know what they’re seeing if they happen to look over.”

“I doubt that.”

“Do you care?”

She thought for a moment, smiled in a naughty, conspiratorial way, then walked over to the chaise lounge and laid down. I followed and stood next to her to undress. It was a warm evening for late spring, still in the mid-eighties.

I dropped my briefs and my erection sprang free as if gasping for air. Susan laughed, took it in her hand and kissed the tip. “You’re all sticky. I have a feeling you’re already primed for this.” She laid back down, lifted her bottom and pulled off her panties, then reached around to undo her bra and shivered, which must have been due to her excitement and not the temperature. We were now both naked. “Ryan, you know I love you, don’t you? I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you.”

“I know. I love you too.”

From our low position, we could still see into Greg’s master bedroom window. There was no light on, which didn’t mean he wasn’t in there with a pair of binoculars. I suggested the possibility to Susan.

“What if Greg’s watching us right now?” I said.

She looked, smiled, then appeared unsure of what to say. She volleyed the question back to me. “What if he is? Would it bother you?”

It was truly dark enough to assume he wouldn’t notice us, or if he did, that he wouldn’t see much of anything. I mentioned this possibility to Susan.

She seemed disappointed by my observations and thought for a moment, then said, “Go turn on the lights in the living room.”

I knew that would pool light onto the deck and illuminate, if only minimally, what we were up to. I went and turned on the lights, then returned to Susan. She was clearly more visible now. The fact that she wanted to be more visible made me feel strangely virile. I wanted to ravage the hell out of my wife. I had always found her highly desirable, but this step into exhibitionism-lite was having a profound effect. I indeed felt savage.

Susan spread her legs and bent her knees while offering me a devilish grin. “Ryan, you know what to do. I’m aching to feel your tongue. You don’t mind, do you?”

“God no, I don’t mind. You know I love to...”

“Say you want to eat my pussy!”

My goodness! This language was entirely new. At first, I had trouble forming a properly delinquent sentence, but then it came.

“I want to eat your pussy.”

She smiled and seemed to swoon, a difficult thing to do when lying down.

We seldom if ever dirty-talked, so it was not an overused trope. She stroked herself, drawing her fingers up and down her glistening lips and finishing each pass with a little twirl at the top. As my head descended she put a hand over it and pressed. She spread her lips with the fingers of her free hand and started moaning as I licked up and own.

Being outdoors, I knew her moans would carry, and thought she would naturally tamp them down a notch. Instead, she went the other way. Her moans sounded genuine but also theatrical as if intended to reach the balcony and deliver a distinct message beyond into the twilight. I then thought, good. Let the bastard Greg know how much I pleased my wife. Let him hear her ecstasies! This was an “in the moment” decision on my part. As Susan got louder and began heaving her pelvis into my tongue, I couldn’t resist the urge to be inside her. I lifted off and forcefully flipped her over, pulling her up on her knees and back into my cock. I slipped in gently but then thrust forcefully. She gasped in a very satisfying way as our pace quickened and then became very vocal.

“OH GOD YES RYAN!!!… I LOVE IT!!!... Ryan… OH, HARDER!!! DO IT HARDER!!! I’VE BEEN A BAD NAUGHTY GIRL!!!”

I pulled her hair as we smacked into each other with noisy violence. There was no mistaking what was going on in the backyard at 2012 Tara Lane. I bent over Susan and grabbed her breasts. They filled my hands. I tweaked her nipples, and she yelled her approval. I pinched and pulled them. “OH, OH, OH, OH GOD YES!!! Ryan!!!”

I reached down to finger her clit. This sent her over the top. She got quiet, arched her back, and slammed her ass into my cock as hard as she could, grunting and spewing expletives into the night air. She was like a new woman, and this took me to the point of no return. We utterly drained ourselves into each other as if our lovemaking had created a vacuum and swallowed us whole. We became a momentary singularity.

Panting, I fell beside her. We were overheated and dripping with perspiration, unable to speak. I got up and fetched water from the kitchen. When I returned Susan was sitting up, smiling, looking both heavenly and exotic, like the most erotic creature on earth. I gave her the water and sat. She pointed over to Greg’s house.

“I think I saw him silhouetted in the window.” She had her knees raised with her legs spread. Was she intentionally giving Gregg a show?

“Are you sure?” I asked. “It looks pretty dark over there.”

“I think there was a hall light on before. That’s what silhouetted him, you know, from behind.”

“How do you feel about that? We just put on quite a display here. It would probably have been illegal in some southern states.”

Susan laughed. I was witnessing a side of her never apparent before and loved it. Her eyes were sparkling, even in the low light. This was all quite contrary to her stern, Lutheran upbringing. Her parents were real prigs.

“I don’t know, Ryan. Naughty? I feel naughty, I guess, and like you’re my bad boy and I like it. I mean, you feel safe, right? I’m being this way for you. Or you’re bringing it out of me. The way you made love to me just now, how long has it been since we both came like that?”

I hadn’t thought about it but she was right. Our lovemaking had just taken me to a very primitive zone, somewhere untamed but good. It was earthy, or something like that. Primal. My heart was still beating hard, and I felt more alive than I’d felt in a long time.

At first, I had felt threatened when Susan told me about her morning exhibitionism. It wasn’t intentional. I understood that. But the experience woke something up inside her, and then me. Was it our erotic passion for each other returning to life?

There was no question that we had just been naughty together, making love outdoors, in a suburban neighborhood, and so wantonly, so noisily. Fortunately, only Greg’s second floor presented a vantage over our deck. The neighbors on our other side were out of luck on that score though they could see the backyard well enough. They were a new couple, and we barely knew them, though I had noticed the wife was attractive.

Greg we knew much better, a consequence of having moved into the neighborhood about the same time. He had recently gotten divorced from his wife Kathy, a flight attendant, who we all thought was a bitch. She’d run off with a Southwest pilot for a weekend and Greg said enough already. She was also a tanning addict, and I often saw her sunbathing in their backyard. She’d always worn a bathing suit, but it didn’t cover much. It wasn’t the style a woman would wear to a family reunion beach holiday.

Susan and I cuddled a little more before going inside for a snack. We were too tired to bother with a proper meal. After a quick shower, we climbed into bed and fell asleep in each other’s arms, something we hadn’t done in some time. I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on.

Was our marriage entering a new phase? Had we opened a new door that evening? If so, I had no idea where it could lead.





Chapter 3: Marci Has A Plan
NAUGHTY GIRL (S)
I woke alone. Susan was an early riser by nature, whereas weekend sloth was one of my favorite hobbies, which included sleeping in. I did a few stretches in bed, climbed into the shower, dried off, slipped into gym trucks not bothering with underwear, and descended the stairs. I heard voices in the kitchen and found Susan and Marci chatting over croissants and coffee.

The funny thing with Marci and Susan is that I used to have a serious relationship with Marci. It was a passionate affair involving lots and lots of sex. This wasn’t a secret. Why Marci and I hadn’t made it remained a mystery to me. I’d met Susan through Marci during a time when the latter seemed to have drifted. She had been prone to moods, which were always in stark contrast to her general character, which was ebullient, even brassy.

Marci and Susan’s relationship extended through their childhoods, so there was no question about it continuing when Susan and I became an item. They were like sisters who got along extremely well. My own sisters couldn’t stand each other.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” said Marci. “I bought croissants. They’re dangerously good.”

“Thanks, Marci. How are you?” I joined them at the table after grabbing a coffee.

“Same as always,” she said. “Susan tells me you two had quite a night, you brute.” Susan smacked Marci’s arm, slightly more than just playfully, but smiled too.

“I’m sorry, Ryan. It just came out,” said Susan.

“That’s okay. Did you tell Marci why I was a brute? That sort of claim needs a story to support it.”

“I’m up to speed about your wife’s accidental exhibitionism,” said Marci, air quoting the ‘accidental’. “I’m the first one she told about it. She was pretty hysterical. I haven’t laughed that hard in a long time.”

That was an interesting comment, I thought. Susan’s initial response, given to Marci, was apparently more animated than the one she had given to me much later.

“Hysterical?” I said. “Susan seemed pretty calm when she told me.”

“She means ‘concerned’, Ryan,” said Susan. “Marci, I wasn’t hysterical. And it was an accident. I was just concerned about it.”

“Words,” said Marci. “Anyway, I’m not talking about your little exhibitionism escapade. I’m talking about your being so turned on by it. That’s what made you hysterical. You couldn’t understand why it made you so horny.”

“Jesus, Marci,” said Susan. “That was sort of between us, wasn’t it? Besides, I was just trying to figure out my feelings. I didn’t know how I really felt one way or the other. I told Ryan everything.”

“If you say so,” said Marci. “Anyway, I think it’s cool. You two talked it over and look at what happened. You said you had epic sex. What did you say you shouted out to the neighborhood? ‘FUCK ME. I’VE BEEN A BAD GIRL’.” Marci laughed. Susan did not.

“The things you two talk about always amaze me,” I said. “Anyway, that’s not what she said. It was more like ‘FUCK ME BECAUSE I WAS NAUGHTY’.”

“As I said, words,” said Marci. “The point is… well, there is no point, is there? Dirty talk is just dirty talk. It’s its own point. I’ve had men tell me I’ve been a naughty girl. Didn’t we dirty talk, Ryan? It’s a thing for a lot of women. Susan likes to be naughty too, clearly.”

“Would you two shut up about what I blabbed out please?” said Susan.  “I was in the throes of ecstasy. That’s all.” She was trying to feel light-hearted about it rather than embarrassed.

This talk was reanimating my private situation. I wished I’d worn briefs. Having Marci on the inside of my private life was both weird and slightly arousing and, of course, having a history with Marci complicated everything, at least emotionally. I wondered if Susan had held anything back the night before when she told me about her underwear incident. Marci made it sound like Susan’s initial reaction to her goof with Greg was more erotically charged than she’d indicated. What else had she told Marci?

“So, Marci,” I said. “What do you think about Susan’s reaction? The being turned on bit?” Susan didn’t seem to mind me posing the question to her best friend and confidant, who also happened to be a former lover of mine. Perhaps she wanted to hear her further perspectives as well.

“She’s a whore,” said Marci, sounding serious. She took a beat and laughed, but Susan and I both already knew she was joking.

“But seriously, folks,” Marci continued. “The question is, did she really forget she’d taken off the robe? Or was it intentional? This may go deeper than we initially thought.”

“Marci,” said Susan, somewhat sternly. “It was an accident. I would never have done that on purpose, and certainly not in that bra.”

“Ah,” said Marci. “And why did you pick out that bra? Maybe it was Ryan’s favorite, and you knew Greg would like it.”

“Nice try, Marci,” said Susan, now laughing. “Half my bras are like that. I have a girly side, I like girly, pretty things too.”

What if Marci had a point? Susan didn’t wear that panty and bra combination every day. She even once told me it was more for nights out, which is usually when we would come home and make love. It now dawned on me we hadn’t been going out much the past year. Damn it. When was the last time we’d made love before the night before? I couldn’t remember.

“Okay, but it was worth a shot.” Marci took a large bite of her croissant, smacked her lips, and took a sip of coffee. “But I think it’s interesting, don’t you? The underwear is key here, I think. When a woman gets dressed she’s also getting prepared, you know, for the day ahead? I go for support when I know no one is going to see me take off my clothes if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I’m not buying what you’re selling, Marci,” said Susan. “I always mix it up. Some days I feel extra girly. Other days I’m the power career woman and go for no-nonsense stuff. I like the variety.”

Marci took another bite of croissant, chewed thoughtfully, then resumed. “What’s this guy do anyway, your neighbor? You’ve never really said much about him. Doesn’t he have to go to work like normal people? That’s the chink in my theory. You didn’t expect him to be home, so of course, it was just an accident.”

Greg was a self-employed day trader. He’d made a bundle in tech, and his primary activity now was playing around with stocks. He seldom had to leave his house. I didn’t bring this up.

I did find Marci’s theory interesting but still believed Susan’s “exhibitionism” was an accident.

“Marci,” I said. “There’s no need to speculate about motive or intent. I’m sure it’s as Susan says. She simply forgot she was standing there in her underwear.”

“Good, because it’s the truth,” said Susan.

“Your reaction is interesting, though,” I said. “Inadvertently, you discovered something about yourself.”

“That’s sort of what I told her,” said Marci.

“Marci,” said Susan. “I think you used the word ‘whore’ didn’t you?”

“Yeah, but I was joking, kind of. What I mean is, you woke something up in your, well, erotic nature. See how you responded to Ryan last night? You said you were both like animals. You said it was the best fuck you ever had.”

I enjoyed this review and felt Marci was onto something. Something had woken in Susan and we’d both been the beneficiaries. If it meant Susan and I were now going to have a scorching sex life, I was all for it. I wanted to keep that fire going.

But how? And what summary were we drawing here? As everyone seemed comfortable discussing the matter I saw no point in not pursuing it into some form of conclusion.

Marci was ahead of me.

“What you guys need to do is experiment,” she said.

“How?” asked Susan.

“I’m not sure,” Marci said. “How about a reenactment? See if it has the same effect.”

“I’m not following,” I said. “Do you mean us making love on the deck again, or Susan’s ‘accidental’ exhibitionism?”

“Obviously, Susan has to expose herself again.”

My body, meaning my cock, responded favorably to this idea before my mind had a chance to speak. Why? Why did the word “expose” when associated with my wife have such power? It was an enigma for sure.

“I don’t want to do that, Marci!” said Susan. Her tone conveyed a notion that she wasn’t being sincere like it was a false protest begging me to egg her on. It would nonetheless require some tact to do so.

“I’m not suggesting anything too weird,” said Marci. “Something innocent, like sunbathing. It’s what people do on weekends in the suburbs in early summer. Everyone’s getting a jump on their tans now. We do it every year, but in our suits.”

“Ryan used to notice Greg’s wife Kathy when she sunbathed,” said Susan.

I hadn’t been aware she’d noticed.

“Was she nude?” asked Marci.

“No,” I said. “She just occasionally sunbathed in her suit. I may have looked over once or twice. This was before we had the high fence. It’s only natural for men to look at women sunbathing.”

“Right,” said Susan. “Once or twice.” She laughed.

“There ya go,” said Marci. “See, do something like that, but don’t wear a suit.”

“I couldn’t do that. It would be too weird, plus Ryan wouldn’t like it.”

Marci looked at me. “Well, Ryan, would it bother you?”

It wouldn’t. In fact, I was already responding covertly in my loose-fitting gym shorts, meaning I wouldn’t be able to rise from the table anytime soon. What Marci was suggesting was a test. Would Susan sunbathing nude and being seen by Greg have the same or even more powerful effect on us as the incident the day before?

In short, would it further fuel our erotic fires?

“I’m sorry,” said Susan, before I could reply to Marci. “I just can’t do it.”

She had been more than willing the night before to be naked on our deck making love. I pointed this out.

“It was dark, Ryan,” she said. “No one could really see.”

“You had me turn on the living room lights.”

“Jesus, Susan,” said Marci.

“I know,” said Susan. “But still, that only lit us up a little. It wasn’t like a spotlight or anything.”

“Don’t kid yourself,” said Marci. “Anyway, sunbathing nude now sounds kind of innocent. How about if I join you? We could do it today. Ryan won’t mind. He’s already seen every inch of me naked and then some.”

“Oh, thanks for pointing that out!” said Susan, not really sounding bothered.

The prospect of it happening that day jarred me. Without a precise date, there was no pressure and I could mull it over. A precise date such as today put it front and center. As a thinker, I tended to take my time making big decisions.

However, despite my panic, I was now feeling very excited by this proposal. But I wasn’t clear on how I would play into it.

“Marci,” I said. “What am I supposed to be doing while you two sunbathe?”

“Hmm,” she said. “Maybe you keep an eye out for Greg? See if he notices?”

“You could watch us from our bedroom window, Ryan. You’ll be able to see if Greg is watching us.” Susan was clearly now on board with the scheme.

She was right. I would be able to monitor the situation from our bedroom. It was starting to sound a bit creepy though I wasn’t sure why. It was an experiment, that’s all. We were investigating whether my wife’s exposure to other men would fuel our marital bliss or something of that nature. We were still speaking hypothetically so there was no harm in imagining it.

What if Greg wasn’t home? How long would the experiment run? Would I have to remain out of sight? There were details to consider, so I put them on the table.

“Don’t over think it, Ryan,” said Marci, responding to my concerns. “Let’s just hang out today, which means let’s spend it like we do most weekends. If we notice Greg is home, Susan and I will strip, you’ll go to the bedroom, see if Greg spies on us, then report. You can even join us, whatever. I don’t care. Do you, Susan?”

Susan thought about the question, then seemed confused. “Do I care about what? If Greg sees me nude? Or if Ryan sees you nude?”

“Both, I guess. Anyway, Ryan’s seen me naked tons.”

“Yeah, I think you mentioned it already. No, I don’t care either way.”

The real question was, how did Susan feel about Greg seeing her naked. The only way to know was to ask.

“Susan, how do you feel about Greg seeing you naked?”

A guarded expression tightened her facial muscles. She looked at Marci, then me, then back to Marci. “Marci,” she said. “How do you feel about Greg seeing you naked?”

That was an interesting twist. I hadn’t thought of asking Marci how she felt about it. I even felt a sense of ownership, thanks to our history, about who could see Marci naked. This was all very bizarre but also very exhilarating. The weekend was taking an interesting turn though I was wholly unprepared mentally for it to do so. I felt even more panic.

With the focus now on her, Marci seemed bashful.

“I’m kind of excited, I guess,” she said. “I mean, it’s a goofy idea and everything, but I’m game. But I have to warn you, Ryan.” She paused to cup her boobs. “My gals are hanging a little lower these days.”

“Nonsense! Your boobs are fine!” said Susan. “Now, do you mean ‘aroused’ when you say excited?”

“Are you?” asked Marci.

Susan didn’t hesitate. “Yeah, kind of. Is that okay, Ryan?”

“Yes, it’s fine. I think we all may be responding the same way. It’s a sexy idea, or naughty… I guess we’re just exploring how we’d feel about it, letting ourselves experiment. I’m using a lot of words to just say ‘yes’. So, Marci, what is it. Susan asked you a question. Are you aroused at the idea?”

Marci smiled and shivered slightly with what I guessed was nervous energy. “I’m kind of aroused by the idea too.” She bent over so she could see my lap and smiled. She looked at Susan. “Ryan is too.”

I looked down and noticed my erection tent-poling my gym shorts, and that it was leaking my excitement.

It was nothing Marci hadn’t seen before.

“Honey,” said Susan, in a tone that suggested delicacy but soon proved to be otherwise. “Do you have a boner?”

Marci laughed, most likely due to Susan’s use of “boner”. She seldom used truly vulgar words whereas Marci used them liberally as if they earned her bonus points she could later redeem for a new microwave.

“I don’t think there’s a good answer to that question, honey.”

“It’s okay. I’ve just said I’m a little excited too. So is Marci.”

The idea of Susan and Marci experiencing pre-coital wetness didn’t help my situation. These women were within three feet of me. Their pheromones were filling the airwaves. Of course, my body was responding. This talk, just mere speculation at this point, was ratcheting my libido up to eleven. It seldom went there anymore. I felt like a teenager moments away from fondling a nubile breast for the first time.

“So it’s settled,” said Marci.

Neither Susan nor I spoke. I was still stuck in the theoretical stages of this proposed endeavor. I assumed Susan was feeling the same way, and this thought was comforting. She wasn’t going to rush in without giving it some further thought.

“I’m in,” she said, proving my intuition to be completely out of whack. The idea of my wife lounging naked in broad daylight so Greg’s eyes could ravage her now ricocheted through my brain—not as a possibility, but as a probability. This was heavy stuff compared to my usual Saturday morning ruminations.

A loud crack of thunder signaled an approaching storm, confirmed by a sudden gust of wind. Both Marci and Susan looked outside and frowned. I felt only a slight disappointment, which confirmed I wasn’t there yet.

I wasn’t ready for the experiment to begin.





Chapter 4: Planus Interruptus
TELL ME WHAT YOU’RE REALLY THINKING
Soon, hail the size of acorns struck the awnings and deck sounding like Uzi fire. The storm had arrived in earnest. A quick look at my weather app confirmed it wouldn’t be passing over soon. So much for my wife’s exhibitionist ambitions. Marci’s as well. They both fell into a minor funk until they realized they had all summer to execute their experiment.

After a half hour, Marci left to take care of errands she’d been putting off, feeling the rain killed any other prospects. Before leaving, she said, “So, we’re doing this thing, right? I don’t want to get excited for nothing.”

We assured her we would think about it, which seemed to satisfy her need for having exciting prospects on the horizon. Why the idea struck her as a favorable one I wasn’t sure. Did she have ulterior motives?

Her departure gave us much needed private space. We needed to discuss our “feelings” without an audience, a good strategy for any couple, especially when exploring their love life. I also didn’t want Marci’s libertinism to influence Susan either way.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” asked Susan, as we cleaned up the breakfast dishes.

“I’m sure if you’re sure, but please don’t feel you have to do anything. Marci can be pushy at times.”

“I know, but I think she has a point. Well, you both do.”

“How so? I think I know what you mean, but go ahead and tell me what you’re thinking.”

Susan dried her hands, crossed her arms and leaned against the counter. “I can’t stop thinking about last night, Ryan, the way you took me on the chaise lounge. I get all perky just thinking about it. I’m not kidding.”

I was feeling the same way. “It was exciting. I don’t know why we slacked off as we did. When is the last time we made love?”

“A couple of weekends ago, I think. See, isn’t it strange that we don’t really remember? Sex used to be so important to us. I mean, we used to make love all the time.”

“I don’t think it’s that uncommon in marriage, Susan. We hear that all the time.”

“But does it have to be that way? Maybe there’s a way to always make it like it was last night.”

“You don’t think you’d get tired of it?”

“God no!” she said. “Would you?”

“No, I guess not.” I truly didn’t feel it could ever become tiresome.

“So, the question is, how do we keep it up—that fire?”

“You have to continue being naughty, I guess.” I smiled. I liked the idea of having a naughty wife. There, I said it.

“Okay.” Her eyes twinkled. “If you want me to be naughty, I mean. I like the idea if it makes you happy. I know it makes me really hot to think you like it.”

“How do you mean?”

“That you want me to explore myself? Like what we were planning today with Marci. I mean, women sunbathe naked in their backyards all the time, but not so the neighbors can see them do it. Not on purpose. You want Greg to see me naked too.”

“Too? It sounds strange when you put it that way, but I’d be lying if I said the prospect didn’t arouse me a little.”

“Just a little?” She seemed disappointed.

“A lot, then. It makes me very aroused to imagine it. Hell if I know why.” I wanted to make love to her right there in the kitchen.

Thinking of Marci in the picture seemed to amp everything up. I’d never thought of her being back in my life on those terms, though I wasn’t sure what those terms were. Seeing her naked again? Having her involved in my wife’s attempts to explore her fantasies? Is that what we were doing? Did Susan have a secret exhibitionist fantasy? I’d heard women had stripper daydreams. Maybe it was in that vein.

Hell if I really knew anything.

For no reason, I thought of Susan making love to Greg. No, not making love. Fucking. That too made me crazy hot. Deliriously hot. I put that thought aside, almost fearing what would be the probable implications of her making love to another man. We weren’t that kind of couple, anyway.

Or were we?

We embraced standing in the kitchen. My erection, not finding any support in my gym shorts, was more than apparent. It was in the way.

Susan felt it with her hand, then bent and tugged my gym shorts down to free the rascal. “Ah, that’s better,” she said, looking at my liberated cock. “Your poor thing. You’re weeping for attention.” She put it in her mouth, which felt like it was on fire. She sucked hard then released it, stood and kissed me. Having my cock in her mouth while in our kitchen was an uncharacteristic move. It was one area of the house that had never witnessed foreplay.

“I don’t think I’ve had you in my mouth in broad daylight in years,” she said. “Why is that? You don’t have to answer. Feel me now.”

I slipped my hand into her shorts and panties. She was soaked. I tenderly slipped a finger inside and she did a little jump and giggled, then squeezed her legs together and laughed. “I like this, Ryan. I like where we seem to be headed now, all because of a little accident.

Was it an accident?

“I’m going to go get cleaned up,” she said. “I haven’t showered yet. Do you want to come?”

“Of course, but I’ll finish here first.”

“Okay.”

Susan left and I finished tidying up. As I was doing so, there was a break in the rain, so I went on the deck to clean up from the previous evening’s debauchery. Our clothes were where we had left them, now soaked. Standing at the chaise lounge in daylight, it seemed impossible that two people would think of making love on it. I could see right into Greg’s kitchen. I bent over to check the view from a lower elevation. Yes, he could have clearly seen us going at it naked it if he’d looked, though of course, the lighting wouldn’t have revealed the finer details.

There’s no way if he was listening that he wouldn’t have heard the several volleys of “FUCK ME” serenading the neighborhood. Susan’s voice had a distinctive timbre, almost raspy when she was excited, and it projected well thanks to her theater studies in college.

As I was straightening up, Greg appeared on his deck and waved. At first, I thought I’d been caught misbehaving and needed to hide. Immediately, I realized how silly this was and waved back. It was an acknowledgment wave, the sort neighbors gave when there was no intention to carry it further, no desire to have a conversation.

As I entered our bedroom Susan was surveying herself naked in the mirror. Her hair was wet, meaning I’d missed the shower. I loved showering with her so I was disappointed, but seeing her naked took care of that.

She had a lovely body, which she kept finely tuned. Whereas I noticed the minor increments of aging on myself, there was no evidence she was in on that game. So far, she had defied aging in any noticeable way.





Chapter 5: That Was Hot
WHERE THERE’S SMOKE, THERE’S FIRE, ETC.
“Hi,” said Susan, when I entered. “I’ve been waiting for you.” She toweled her hair, then picked up a large-toothed comb from the dresser, bent her head to one side, and drew it through her luxuriant hair. Normally, after exiting the shower, she’d be wearing a towel or robe, so this casual nudity was a new twist. I liked it.

“Waiting for what?”

“You know. Waiting.” She smiled, put the comb down on the dresser, and moved to the bed. She crawled to the center and spread her legs. “I want to feel you inside me. I mean, if you’ve got a minute.”

I had no need to check my schedule. I dropped my gym shorts and joined her on the bed. My cock had fully tuned in and was thus already erect. I anticipated there would be foreplay, but she waved off my intentions in that area. I could see why.

“Just come inside me. I’m ready.”

I did as I was told and discovered that, indeed, she was more than ready to receive me. She wrapped her legs over my calves and put her palms over my buttocks. We kissed and, as was my normal routine, I began to thrust, first gently, then with increasing vigor.

“Honey, no. Go slow… I want to talk.”

“Talk?” We seldom used our lovemaking as an opportunity for conversation, so this form of multitasking was new. I felt I could manage it. I slowed my pace to a point approaching stillness with our breathing providing the only momentum. I admit it felt just as nice this way too. It also meant my cock had a chance to look around, so to speak. I’d read something about this technique in Tantra literature.

“That’s it,” she said. “Nice. Now, look at me too.”

I lifted my torso and peered into her eyes. They had a dreamy look.

“Tell me why you want Greg to see me naked.” Her breasts heaved as she said this and her eyelids quivered. Her question sent an instant pulse to my cock.

“I honestly don’t know, Susan.” I didn’t.

“You want him to see my naked boobs. He’s going to see them, Ryan. He’s going to look over and see me naked, all of me. My nipples, Ryan. He’s going to see my nipples...”

“Yes.” This dialogue couldn’t help but add some momentum to our slow boil lovemaking. My cock was demanding it.

“Slow, honey…”

“Okay.” I forced myself to slow down.

“You’re the only man with the right to see me naked, Ryan. But I’m going to let Greg see me naked now too.” These comments made her pelvis lift into me. The moist warmth of her center experienced in this slow-stroke fashion was beyond sublime. I’d never notice this heat before, this liquid fire.

I imagined Greg savoring her naked body.

“Marci too,” said Susan. “She’s going to let Greg see her naked. All of her.”

“Yes.”

“Greg’s going to watch us both naked. He’s going to see Marci the way you used to see her… She’s going to let him. She wants him to see her nude.”

“I know…”

“And then he’s going to see my... He’s going to see my pussy. I’m going to have my legs open so he can. Marci is going to let him too...”

“I know. Yes. He’ll see it…” I began to pant as Susan’s pelvis heaved into my cock. I couldn’t hold back now, not when she was speaking in this fashion. Nor could she.

“Greg’s going to grab his cock and masturbate as he looks at me.”

I imagined this. I could see it.

“He’s going to stroke his big cock while he looks at my naked tits and pussy and ass. I want him to, I want him to come while he sees me naked… And… And I want to see it. I want to watch him come… I want to see him come...”

“Yes…” We were both now up to full speed. I was thrusting aggressively. I kissed Susan’s nipples. This seemed to do it.

“Oh, God!” Susan now arched herself into me, then froze. “FUCKING HELL, RYAN!!! Oh God!!! YES!!!” I could feel her clenching down, begging me to release. I did. We convulsed together into a perfect spasm of bliss. I grunted like a mad warrior as Susan’s body jerked under me, violently clashing with my cock.

It seemed to last for an eternity.

Once we settled down from our epileptic spasms, we were panting like two cheetahs after a particularly challenging kill. Susan looked at me with eyes full of wonder. She hugged me in a death grip, then rocked me back and forth. It felt like we’d both been transported into some heaven-like realm.

What was going on here?

I fell beside her to catch my breath. Only minutes had passed since I had arrived in our bedroom and it now felt like I’d landed in a new century.

In short, what had just occurred in our marital bed was of epic proportion. The walls would still be shaking tomorrow. Somehow, the world felt different. The footprints we now left behind would reveal the extra weight of some new knowledge, a secret knowledge. A new, erotic awareness had descended upon us. It was both heavy and light and dazzling.

These were the thoughts now percolating through my brain in a most uncharacteristic fashion. I knew they were a bit over the top, but I couldn’t deny them. After lovemaking my mind was usually a blank.

“Jesus, Ryan… I just don’t know what to say.” Susan rolled to her side and kissed me. “Holy hell that was nice.”

“It was beyond that. I seemed to slip into some other plane of existence. I liked it.”

“Me too.”

Beyond these few words, we were speechless. We slipped into the shower to freshen up, dressed and began our usual Saturday routines. Susan left to run errands and I did our bookkeeping. There wasn’t much to do there as I kept the books up religiously.

The rain hadn’t abated, so I sat in the living room with a beer to review the past twenty-four hours. My earlier ruminations about having landed in a new world weren’t just errant thoughts wandering into my mind after our pyromantic lovemaking. They were accurate observations. Our love life had entered a new phase—or was it a new frontier?

A frontier suggests a place that already exists. You find it. Did this mean this frontier existed for other couples? Were there couples out there already familiar with its existence? If so, why had Susan and I been kept in the dark for so long? Or had we discovered it just as other couples did—by accident?

How many things had we discovered in life that we didn’t know we were looking for?

And what had we discovered exactly? It was hard to say.

By all accounts, when I’d left the house the day before, leaving my wife Susan standing in the kitchen in her robe, I was a happy man in a happy marriage. I loved Susan without question and knew she felt the same way.

I reflected. Shortly after I left the house, Susan had been caught in her underwear in our yard by our handsome neighbor. In normal circumstances, this act alone would have only resulted in a funny anecdote. We’ve all been caught in compromising circumstances. I recalled one involving my mother and me being rather familiar with an athletic sock in my bedroom, but that is beside the point. The point was, we’ve all been there in one way or another.

So, the fact of Susan’s being caught in her underwear in our yard is a funny anecdote and requires no further analysis. But how she felt about that fact is quite another thing.

It had excited her, thus leading her into a state of arousal. She’d already taken the stand on this point. Those were the plain facts. Perhaps it’s being an accident was the trigger to those feelings. In those underwear dreams we all have, we aren’t intentionally being caught in our underwear. There’s no culpability there. You’re a witness just as much as are those who witness the incident. Therefore, you’re also just a witness to the feelings that arise from incident—you’re not willing them.

I knew I was now treading too deeply and had probably trod deep enough. I had exonerated Susan, not that it was my intent to do so. I could see it plainly now. She had accidentally stepped into a new frontier and, beguiled by her feelings, had spoken openly to reconcile them to the facts of our marriage and bedroom.

Her honesty meant I had been dragged into this new frontier too, and I couldn’t be any happier for it. I was already a beneficiary. We’d made love twice in the past twenty-four hours, and both times were epic.

The cause? I still couldn’t be sure. Why would the idea of another man seeing my wife in her underwear or naked have such power? It was nonsensical.

And then there was the matter of Marci. Earlier in our bedroom, when we were “sex-talking”, she brought Marci into the picture. She and Susan would both be exposing themselves to Greg. It was at that moment that I felt a spike in my inability to continue “going slow”. I suspected Susan was simply keeping up the earlier theme of them sunbathing nude under the watchful eyes of Greg.

I decided to leave it there.

The kitchen door banged open announcing Susan’s return from errands. I helped her unload the car as another squall roamed through with some minor wind and fury.

We didn’t discuss her recent “accident” or points related to it, including our recent lovemaking. When bedtime rolled around, we were a little more frisky than was our usual routine. Without speaking we knew we were both too exhausted to make love, which didn’t keep me from having an erection. Susan held it gently as we fell asleep.

I felt I was in good hands.





Chapter 6: Revelations Over Lunch
RYAN GETS SCHOOLED
On all fronts Sunday was normal. We had prior activities planned which consumed the day, and Monday was a blur of work and meetings. A cool front followed the rains, and I didn’t once step onto the deck, though I did imagine it with two naked women sunbathing while my neighbor ogled them. Being a normal, red-blooded male, the prospect of two naked women on my deck still excited me.

There had been no further discussion about the underwear incident or Marci and Susan’s plan to expose themselves.

When lunch rolled around on Tuesday, I was nabbed by one of the few men left on the planet still named Harold. He was a senior partner like myself but a few years older. He’d been at the firm when my father was at the helm. He suggested we dine at his preferred steakhouse featuring “famous” filet mignons for a mere $40 each. They would include $10 worth of sizzling butter.

Harold, despite his name, was a handsome man already sporting a silver fox look and was much admired by women on our staff. As far as I knew, he kept to the straight and narrow and had been happily married for quite some time. He was one of the few men on our masthead with whom I could enjoy wide-ranging discussions and was my closest friend in the firm. Susan was very close to his wife, and we often spent time together as couples.

After a general conversation about work, news of the day and local gossip, we shifted into our personal lives.

“How’s Susan?” he asked.

“Fine. Thanks for asking. How’s Meg?”

“Same. Always happy.”

“Good.” His wife was very attractive and I considered her sexy. They made a handsome pair. It was his second marriage.

“How long have you and Susan been married now?” he asked.

“Six years, roundabouts.”

“Six years,” he repeated, somewhat whimsically. “You’re still newlyweds. The cement is still wet at six years.”

“How do you mean?”

“Nothing, really.” Harold absently rolled bread crumbs into a ball, possibly thinking over what he really meant. “You’re still settling in. Six years isn’t so long these days.”

“Longer than a lot of marriages out there.”

“True.” He smiled, revealing an immaculate mouthful of bright, straight teeth. They looked almost unnatural. “Meg and I hit a rough patch around year seven. They say it’s normal.”

“I hope not.” I contemplated sharing my funny anecdote about Susan’s exhibitionism.

“It’s nothing to worry about. When seven years come around, you tend to know everything there is to know about the other person. Your familiarity with each other tends to dull the atmosphere. There are no more surprises.”

“I have no doubt that’s true, in a way, but usually something comes along to startle you.”

Harold brightened. “Explain.” He was now drawing geometric shapes in the tablecloth with a single tine of his fork.

“Well, some quirk or another, you know. Something you didn’t know about the other person, and then it comes up.”

“Like an old flame they never mentioned before.”

I felt I could run with that though I didn’t necessarily view old flames as a quirk. They were a nuisance.

“Those are always interesting conversations,” I said. Susan and I hadn’t actually shared much on that front aside from generalizations. I put it in my back pocket for later retrieval in case her exhibitionism grew old.

“There are two phases, of course,” said Harold. “The ones they tell you about at the beginning of your relationship, and the ones that come out later. Those are the ones that shock you. It’s like they just happened.”

I assumed I knew, at least numerically, the sum of Susan’s old flames. I could see how learning of one more could be a shock. I’d have to realign what I already knew about her, like the number of men who had enjoyed her carnally, particularly the oral aspects. Frankly, I had wondered if there were more men in her past than she had claimed.

In contrast, when I had challenged Marci’s plump ledger, feeling she was exaggerating, she instructed me to grow up while assuring me women liked sex just as much as men, if not more.

Our steaks arrived on molten, oversized platters bubbling with clarified butter. The waiter used mitts suitable for handling radioactive fuel to set them down, cautioning the plates shouldn’t be touched with bare fingers. I tested his theory with a naked forefinger and flinched.

“He said don’t touch it, Ryan.” Harold laughed while centering his plate with his napkin. I gripped my chilled water glass for relief before picking up my utensils.

“I can see that,” I said, resuming our earlier theme. “If Susan told me tonight about an old flame never mentioned before, it would take some getting used to.”

“Right. And there’s nothing you can do to stop your mind from imagining her with this new guy.”

When Harold said “new guy”, my mind, though having received no instruction to do so, conjured an image of Susan with Greg. This sent a message through my central nervous system that landed with a bit of fanfare in my trousers.

“That’s it,” I said. “You have to imagine it to process it.”

“To tell you the truth,” said Harold. “I mean, if we’re speaking honestly, I find it invigorating. Even after twelve years, Meg still drops a gem every now and then. She spent two years traveling in Europe after college. Out of the blue, she might remember a guy she’d met and mention it. They’re usually trifles, of course, a one-night stand in Prague or Amsterdam. In her mind, they hardly count. Of course, for a man, they all count.”

This put Meg in a new light. I could see how she must have been a real stunner in college. Marci also came to mind. She had enjoyed, in her own words, a rip-roaring, whoring year abroad, during which she padded the bulk of her ledger. I had no doubt what Harold meant by “invigorating”.

I wasn’t sure how to reply. Feigning shock would put Meg in a dim light. I couldn’t comment on his wife’s past behavior, which would involve a judgment. I couldn’t say, “Jesus, what a whore”. Nor did I feel she was, not if I was to believe Marci. Women liked sex just as much as men and looked for sexual opportunities.

My only option was to shift the conversation a few degrees.

“Speaking of wives,” I said. “Susan had a funny little incident the other day.”

Harold demonstrated he was all ears.

“She was gardening in her bathrobe and got a little warm, so she took off the robe. She’s was wearing underwear, of course, but the thing is, we have a new fence, and she was sure no one would see her.”

Harold leaned in, placing his elbows on the table.

“So, she continued gardening until she heard a knock on the gate. Without thinking, she went over and opened it. It was our neighbor, Greg. He was returning my edger. They chatted for a while and then after he left, Susan realized she’d been talking to him the whole time in her underwear.”

Harold smiled and nodded his head. “She must have been in shock. I can see Susan’s face now.”

“Oh, she was. She told me all about it when I got home.”

Harold took a bite of his steak and was either savoring its flavor or ruminating over Susan’s goof. He finally swallowed, took a sip of his water, and looked me in the eyes.

“How did you feel about your wife standing in her underwear talking to your neighbor?”

This put me in a tough spot. I thought he would just laugh and move on, but instead, he wanted to know my feelings about Susan’s incident. Of course, I’d been excited by it, but I didn’t feel it appropriate to put that fact on the table, especially knowing how Harold liked to dig deep into any subject’s core.

“I felt she handled it well,” I said, knowing this was evasive.

“I’ll tell you a story that’s sort of along those lines. You know Meg and I go skiing every winter in Europe?”

“Yes, it must be nice.”

“It is. I love the sport. But there’s more to it than skiing. About six years ago we found a hotel in Kitzbuhel that had a nice spa attached. The local folks used it too. One day after skiing, we decided we’d visit the sauna.”

“Sounds nice.”

“There’s nothing better after a day of skiing. Anyway, we put on our suits and robes, then went down the elevator and through a tunnel to the adjacent spa. We had to go through the changing area to get to the sauna. The first thing we noticed was the locker room was coed. There are boys and girls and men and women of all ages getting dressed or undressed. I looked at Meg. She couldn’t believe it.

“We found the sauna and put our robes on hooks and went in. It was huge. There were about twenty people in there, all nude of course. We were the only ones wearing suits. We felt pretty conspicuous.

“I thought about it all that night and all the next day. At dinner, I said, ‘Meg, how about we take another sauna and this time without our suits?’ I expected a protest, but instead she was all for it.

“This time, we stripped in our room and descended wearing only our robes. Right there it felt kind of funky, walking through a nice hotel in just your robe. When we got to the sauna area, there were loads more people milling around. Without a blink, Meg took off her robe and stood there stark naked, waiting for me to join her. This shocked the hell out of me. I mean, I knew it was coming, but when it happened, I wasn’t prepared for how I’d feel about it.

“I  removed my robe and we entered the sauna holding our towels and found a spot. I couldn’t believe my wife was sitting naked next to me—in public! The fact she was willing to be naked around people, and what I really mean is other men… Well, you can imagine the rest. It was very invigorating for both of us.”

His story was invigorating me. Plus, I now had to imagine Meg, still quite a looker, naked and mixing with other men. I put Susan in the picture and, well, it was invigorating.

“So, when I asked how you felt over Susan’s little incident, I was thinking of my experiences with Meg. For some reason, Meg being seen naked by other men had a tremendous effect on me. Of course, in your case, Susan was wearing her underwear. In some ways, that could be an even more potent situation.”

I got Harold’s point. There was no question his experiences with Meg and mine with Susan had interesting similarities in how we both felt about them.

Was there more to Harold’s story?

“I admit Susan’s predicament was not without a few overtones, or whatever, that strike a few of the same notes. I can say it enlivened things for us.”

“You fucked like horny teenagers after. Excuse my French.”

“That would be an accurate summary.” Surprisingly, I wasn’t shocked by his statement. It was spot on.

“I can say it changed things for us,” said Harold. “That happened right around the seven-year mark. It was like punching a reset button. We’d been drifting a little before then. Of course, I’m speaking about in the bedroom. We’d lost the spark. Her being naked like that in the sauna with a bunch of men reignited it. It’s been burning brightly ever since.”

“All thanks to your yearly trips to Europe.”

“Well, let’s say Europe is where we discovered how to keep the flame going. We’ve applied this knowledge elsewhere, but there’s no need to get into specifics.”

I took this to mean they broadened their experiences along lines that involved Meg’s being naked, and circumstances that would permit or require it. Harold was right. Specifics weren’t essential to my complete understanding. My intuition filled in the blanks.

“As we’re speaking frankly, Harold, I can add that Susan found her experience with the neighbor ‘invigorating’ too. She mentioned something about it feeling ‘naughty’ in a way, even though it wasn’t intentional. We joked about it.”

“Right. We’re taught to keep our clothes on. That was Meg’s theory. When she willfully went naked in the sauna, she was breaking the rules. Only husbands get to see their wives naked. We supposed that, when other men saw her, it triggered powerful carnal instincts in both of us.”

I didn’t follow exactly. “What sorts of primal instincts?”

“Take jealousy, for example. What’s really going on there? Let’s say your wife chooses to be with another man. You feel all sorts of agony if that happens. Also, your physical desire for her escalates into the stratosphere. You’re overcome with it. I mean, you’re losing your mate, and that threatens not only your happiness but the survival of your genes.

“So, what do you want to do most in that situation? You want to plant your seed. You want your seed in there before the other guy plants his. It’s as simple as that, mainly because there’s no other explanation. Why would you want to make love to someone who has cheated on you? Because it threatens your biological mandate.

“When I see Meg naked around other men, my limbic system is on overdrive. They call it our ‘lizard brain’, where all our primal instincts are still operating. This isn’t occurring consciously, of course, but your body responds nonetheless. Your other brain takes over, the one in your trousers.”

His summary made perfect sense. He’d clearly given it much thought, and I trusted his brain, the one sitting on his neck. He was a very bright guy.

“You’re saying when Susan told me about my neighbor seeing her in her underwear, my lizard brain kicked in.”

“That’s my theory.”

“What’s going on in a woman's mind in this scenario?”

Harold thought for a moment while the waiter cleared our plates.

“I believe in her case it’s a win-win. It’s in her interest to be attractive to potential mates for survival. She may be happily married and not want to attract other men, but her body and instincts have their own minds on the matter. Her heart might speed up and skin flush when meeting an attractive man. She’ll even lubricate—even if she’s not interested. Behaviorally, that sends her endorphins into overdrive. It’s a pleasant experience. We call that behavior flirting. Flirting, of course, is often a precursor to mating.

“There’s another thing to consider, and recent science supports it: Women lose interest in monogamous relationships far sooner than men. Evolutionarily speaking—and don’t repeat this to any woman—her job is to attract potential mates. A long-term husband is already in the bag, so it’s a done deal. But her biological mandate is a ticking time bomb. Her lizard brain compels her to seek new mates too. Hence the Seven-Year-Itch. In fact, this applies to women more than men.”

“Jesus,” I said. “I’m not sure if that’s comforting or worrisome.”

“It’s just information. How you respond to it is the thing.”

I guessed Harold and Meg responded by becoming sauna aficionados as well as all the rest he chose not to share. I could see how that worked. The key was to not bury the feelings rising from your primal instincts and use them constructively. You needed to find a way to vent that steam with no one getting hurt.

Susan’s experience had opened a trap door. The only way not to fall through it was to acknowledge its existence. There was no escaping our evolutionary past or the elemental instincts that propelled us into the current century.

Boys like girls.

Girls like boys.

Plural.

∞∞∞
 
“Hi, honey!” Susan’s voice arrived from our living room as I entered our foyer. “I’m in here!”

“Hi!” I tossed my keys onto the tray sitting on our entry credenza for that exact purpose. They slid across the tray and fell noisily to the floor behind it. I made a mental note on where to find them the following morning, went into the kitchen to grab a bottle of mineral water, and joined Susan in the living room.

“Good day?” she asked, as I removed my suit jacket and loosened my tie. “Ew, I like that look, a man in a suit undressing. Yum.” She smiled in a coyish, seductive way.

“Are you objectifying me? I quite like when you do that.” I sat next to her.

“No. Just appreciating my good luck.” She gave me a kiss. “I thought you were going to see your dad tonight.”

“That’s tomorrow night. His operation is tomorrow morning.”

“Poor guy.”

“Hip replacement is routine now, and it’s not even that, really. They’re fine-tuning the one they put in two summers ago. He told me it was nothing. How was your day?”

“Good. I had lunch with Marci.”

“You two hang out so much you should live together.”

“I know. What can I say? Your former lover is my bestie.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, she kept going on about what we talked about.”

“Well, I don’t know what you talked about, so…”

“I mean the other morning. You know. In our kitchen? Sunbathing nude on our deck? Greg?”

So, that plan was still on. I wasn’t sure as Susan, aside from our recent dirty talk during lovemaking, hadn’t brought it up again. It pleased me to think the two of them were planning to follow through though it almost felt unnecessary now. We were still getting mileage out of Susan’s underwear incident.

“Okay. I’m up to speed. What did Marci go on about about it?”

“She wanted to know if I was still game.”

“Are you?”

“I think so. Are you sure you won’t mind?”

“No. I mean, I’m sure I don’t mind.” She snuggled next to me like a happy child. Thinking of them sunbathing nude in the backyard gave me a surge of tropical warmth and early signs that my pumps were preparing to engage standby.

“Good,” she said.

“I had an interesting lunch.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, with Harold. He told me a story about he and Meg I found interesting. There were some parallels to your recent incident.”

Susan sat up straight to listen.

“I told him about your underwear escapade…”

“YOU DIDN’T!” Her interruption included a smack to my chest.

“Oh, don’t worry! I told him it was an accident.”

“Okay, but really. I don’t want you telling people about it. Don’t tell anyone else. Promise?”

“I promise… Anyway, he said he and Meg once visited a coed sauna in Austria. Initially, they kept their suits on, though everyone else was naked.”

“Meg never told me anything about that. I thought she told me everything.”

“So the next time they went, they removed their suits.”

“Meg went naked?”

“Yup.”

“And there were other people around? Other men?”

“Men and boys even. It was a community spa of some kind. Harold said it had saunas, pools, steam rooms, and everyone walked around nude like the whole village did it.”

I let Susan digest this information before bringing in the really interesting bit.

“I can see it. I mean, if everyone else is naked, why not?”

“That was their thinking. But there’s more.” I paused to sip my mineral water.

“What? You know you don’t need to tease me. Just tell me the whole story.”

“Harold said the idea of Meg being naked around other men got him excited. He didn’t use that word. He said invigorated.”

“You mean turned on?”

“Yes. It worked for Meg too.”

“Wait, are you saying he got an erection in the sauna?”

“No! Well, maybe he did, but he didn’t mention it… I’m saying it turned things around for them, you know, in the bedroom.”

Susan thought for a moment, churning the facts over in her head. I could almost see the wheels turning as her face brightened.

“Meg likes exposing herself too,” she said, summarizing.

What? I felt the “too” was significant. I hadn’t put Meg’s intentions in those terms, nor Susan’s, but of course, being “exposed” was the gist of it, if broken down to the essentials. Susan had just admitted she liked “exposing” herself. I thought of Harold’s proposition that a woman’s job, or least part of it, was to be attractive to potential mates. I could see how this fit, but it would take much more thought before mixing the mortar.

“That’s interesting,” I said.

“What?”

“You just said you liked exposing yourself.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“You said ‘Meg likes exposing herself too’.”

“Oh, right... Well, you know what I meant. I didn’t mind it, and it kind of excited me, you know—after.”

“I know. Me too.”

“So it’s kinda like Harold and Meg’s situation.”

“That’s about right.”

“Would you like me to do that, get naked in a sauna with other people?”

I didn’t have to speculate. I’d been thinking about it ever since lunch.

“Sure. But I’d be with you naked too, you know.”

“What if you weren’t?”

That was a twist. The idea of her enjoying a nude sauna with strangers, including men? It took a nanosecond to decide this prospect was also very “invigorating”.

Or maybe, we would go into the sauna separately like we didn’t know each other. I could watch how the other men responded to her. Just the idea of men staring at her naked body was turning the screws. Was I slipping into some grim alley of sleazy kinks thinking this way? As I was prone to judge myself harshly, it almost felt like it. Despite these feelings, I soldiered on.

“We could go in separately like we didn’t know each other.”

“And you’d watch me being there naked with the other people…” She gave it some thought. “Are we losing our minds? Do you think that’s what Meg and Harold were doing?”

“Good question, but I don’t think so.”

“You know, when they came back from Europe a couple years ago, Meg did say they’d met a nice couple, and that they would be getting together with them again. I wonder if they met in the sauna.”

“Harold said something about there being more there, but he didn’t tell me what it was.”

“God, maybe they’ve been with another couple!”

“I don’t know about that. I really don’t know what he could have referring to.”

“I admit, the idea of being naked in a sauna with other men kind of excites me. I mean, with them seeing me naked. Is there something wrong with me?”

“I doubt it. Maybe it’s just a kink.” I grabbed my phone from my jacket and Googled “kinky”. We looked at the screen together.

“Twisted?” she said. “I don’t like the sound of that.”

“No. That’s referring to a string or wire, as in ‘twisted’. This is what we’re looking for, slang. ‘Marked by unconventional sexual preferences’.”

“Hmm,” said Susan. “Unconventional doesn’t sound so bad, but is it a sexual preference? Isn’t it more like a pre-sex thing? Something to get your mojo going before you have sex?”

“Probably. You can do that with fantasies too. You don’t have to do anything there but imagine things.”

“Yeah. Do you have any fantasies you haven’t shared with me?”

“Gosh, I don’t know… Does the idea of someone watching us have sex do anything for you?”

Susan stared into the distance to give it a good think. “It’s not not working for me.”

“You could see it?” Her comment sent signals through my brain of a very peculiar nature. They were unfamiliar to me as if occurring in new chambers previously immune to my mental processes. Perhaps neurons were like movers, and they were shifting furniture out of my fantasy chambers into a more proactive zone.

“Kind of,” she said. “I mean, I could see it being something.”

“That you’d like to do?” I feared I put too much urgency in my voice with that one.

“Well, again, we’re speaking hypothetically, right? In that sense, sure, but would I ever do it? No. I mean, I don’t think so.” She grabbed my phone and tapped away.

“No… We’re okay,” she said, after tapping, scrolling, and reading.

“What did you find?”

“I looked up fetish. Neither of us has one as far as I can tell. We don’t need anything specific to get off, and I’m not an exhibitionist. I don’t need to do it. It’s not a compulsion. If I find it exciting, it doesn’t mean I have to do it, even if I like it. I guess finding a few things ‘kinky’ is okay. I mean, we all have fetishes, don’t we? When you got home and took off your suit jacket and loosened your tie, what did I say? Something like, ew, nice! It turns me on to see you undressing, especially when you’re wearing a suit. The idea of someone watching us make love—that turns me on a little. But I don’t have to do it. Do you see? We’re on safe ground here.”

She was making sense, and I felt better, as the idea that I could be slumming mentally wasn’t a comfortable one. We weren’t abnormal, we were just open to new ideas. If they worked, fine, and they were clearly optional. Neither of us suffered from compulsions to do anything.

That took the pressure off.

“Let’s do it,” said Susan.

“Do what?”

“Make love right here.” She stood and went to the curtains, which we closed at night for privacy, and opened them as wide as they would go. This meant Greg could look right into our living room. The lights were on in his own living room and kitchen.

Susan turned on all of our lamps and overhead spots. I didn’t realize we had so many lights. We seldom turned on more than one or two. She stood in front of the sofa and undressed completely. I stood and followed suit.

Whether Greg was watching us was now irrelevant. He clearly could if he wanted to, and this excited both of us. Susan pulled the coffee table away from the sofa so its accessories wouldn’t obscure his view, thus demonstrating she was really into this idea of being watched while making love.

Once that was done, she smiled at me, her face beaming as her eyes betrayed her excitement.

She turned me sideways to the window and bent in front of me. As she went to her knees, she took my cock in her mouth. Anyone looking in the window would have had no question about what was occurring in our living room. A woman was giving a man a blowjob. Unlike her usual routine, she was very animated, bobbing her head back and forth over my cock rather than focusing on just the tip. It was a lovely variation.

As she was taking me nearly to the brink, and in record time, I tapped her shoulder.

“Honey, this is going to be over soon if you don’t stop.”

She released me, stood, and gave me a protracted embrace with her arms around my neck as her warm belly pressed into my cock.

When we broke from our embrace, she directed me to the sofa and told me to sit. The next bit really surprised me. She stood over me on the sofa, put both knees on its cushioned back, and balanced herself in such a way as to land her puss directly on my face. Though this move occurred without accompanying instructions, I knew what to do. As soon as my tongue reached its target, she released heavenly moans and began rubbing herself back and forth over my tongue. She used the chest behind the sofa for leverage as she hastened her pace.

From Greg’s perspective, he would see my wife’s naked ass in front of my face as she gyrated over it. Also, he would see my naked cock standing alert and hungry for attention. The idea of Greg seeing my wife’s naked ass sent me into overdrive.

We were fully in sync. She pulled herself away, turned around, and sat on my cock with her back facing me. This angle meant I was going very deep, and her moans mixed in with her commentary.

“Oh, honey! Oh my God! Slow, oh, okay… Okay...”

Susan and I slipped into a zone. She shifted her legs so she could lift herself higher. I watched my cock sliding into her as her delicate lips rose rode up and down my shaft. Susan was facing Greg’s living room, her naked breasts in full view. This excited me beyond belief.

“Oh, God,” said Susan. “You’re going so deep this way.” She was panting now.

“Too much?” I quit lunging as she bounced her ass over me, a feat that required strong thighs and calves, of which she was in full possession.

“Maybe…” This was also delivered via pant. She lifted off and turned around, landing in a proper cowboy position. She re-inserted my cock and gently sat upon it. We slipped into a slower rhythm, pacing ourselves.

“You’re fun,” she said, now with more control over her breathing. “I like what’s happening to us… It’s…” She paused for breath. “It’s so… It’s so overpowering...”

“I know.” As I said this, I noticed movement in Greg’s kitchen. The light went off, and soon, the one in the living room was off too. From there he would have his best view into our living room.

“Stand up,” I said.

“What?”

“Stand up and bend over the coffee table.”

“Okay.” She lifted off, stood, and bent over the table. Her long legs meant she was in a perfect position to receive me. I slipped back in and she moaned. “I like it this way, so much… Oh, Ryan… God.”

“Greg’s watching. I saw him turn off the light in his living room.”

“Oh God… Really? Oh God, Ryan… fuck me, Oh God.”

Susan began gasping. I pulled her up so I could reach her breasts. I pinched a nipple and she wailed. I was banging into her ass and grunting like an uncouth caveman. Susan began to climax, her orgasm telegraphing the event throughout her body. She nearly collapsed but I held on.

She went rigid awaiting her final release, and soon bliss-filled spasms followed, accompanied by a chorus of moans and wails and expletives. She went momentarily limp, then stood and turned around. She knew I hadn't yet come. She kneeled and took my quivering cock into her mouth and pumped. Within thirty seconds, I was jetting onto her warm tongue. She gasped while trying to swallow. When I stop convulsing, she gave my cock a summary suck and released it. She hadn’t capture all of my ejaculate, some of which now lined her chin and cheeks.

She used her fingers to tidy herself, licking each one clean. She stood and we embraced, then we collapsed together on the sofa.

After several minutes lying quietly together, I saw Greg’s kitchen light flick on. The show was over. This timing—first his lights on, then off, and now on again—could only mean he’d witnessed the bright display of our lovemaking.

He’d watched my naked wife in action.





Chapter 7: Dear Old Dad
YOU LEARN SOMETHING NEW EVERY DAY
When I asked the duty nurse where to find my father’s room, she’d taken a deep breath as if preparing to deliver bad news. Instead, she smiled. She was on the plump side and wore thick-framed glasses meant to be ironic set-off by bright red lipstick. The combination conveyed an “I’m not worried about my weight issues” message.

“Are you a relative of Mr. Peterson?”

“Yes. His son. Ryan Peterson.”

She gave me a look over and gently shook her head, making me wonder what dad had been up to. He was a natural charmer and women tended to view him in a favorable light unless they didn’t. You never knew which way it would go. Women of the younger generations tended to give his chivalry mixed reviews.

“Room 206, that way,” she said, pointing. “You have a half-hour.” With this out of the way, she swiveled in her chair, thus terminating our interview. Though it felt abrupt, I decided not to read anything into it and followed her directions.

“Hi, Dad,” I said cheerfully, upon entering his room. He looked chipper for a man who just had his hip tinkered with. Perhaps it was the drugs.

“Did you bring it?” he asked, finding a preliminary greeting superfluous. I retrieved a flask of bourbon from my suit jacket.

“Are you sure you can drink this with your medication?”

“We’ll know soon enough. Have a seat.”

I sat and faced him sideways. He emptied the flask into his near empty water pitcher, filled a cup, and drank it in one gulp.

“That’s better,” he said. “How are things?”

“I’m fine. The question is, how are you?”

“I’ve already been up twice. It’s not so bad. I’m waiting for them to come and remove the catheter. I hate the damn thing.”

“That’s exciting. I don’t want to miss that.”

“Smartass… Your day will come.”

“I have no doubt.”

He brought me up to speed on his procedure, its relative success, his prospects for a quick recovery, and offered a review of the general state of medicine and health costs.

“Ten bucks for an aspirin. Can you believe it?”

“It’s obscene,” I said, truly believing it was. He took another generous swig of his drink.

“How’s work?”

“No problems there. All is good. We’re busting at the seams with new cases. Oh, Harold says hello. I had lunch with him yesterday.”

“How is Harry?”

“He hates that name.”

“That never bothered me.”

“He’s fine.”

“Good. I always liked him. He and Meg are an interesting couple.”

“Yes, they certainly are.” I had no idea what I was agreeing with. What did my father know about Harold and Meg that would make them interesting? I decided I didn’t want to know.

“Anyway, it was a smart move, son, becoming a lawyer. I told you it was a good life. You’ll be able to retire soon.”

“Someday, for sure.”

“It goes quick, believe me. It seems like yesterday your mother and I were packing you off to college. That was going to be ‘our time’, you know, after you left.”

“I know.”

“And then she died.”

“I am aware, Dad.”

“I’m just saying it goes faster than you know. How’s Susan?”

“Couldn’t be better. She’s sorry she couldn’t come.”

“Next time.” He refilled his cup and took another big swallow. “Susan’s a fine woman. If she’d had a sister, I would have rearranged my life’s trajectory. I have to make some use of this new hip.” He chuckled at that.

Coming from him, it was an uncharacteristic comment. I assumed the drugs were now shaking hands with the bourbon, and they were getting along. At sixty-three, he could still hold his liquor, but this might not be true with whatever drugs were strolling though his system.

“Thanks. She is a fine woman.”

“So was your mother.”

“I know, Dad… Listen, you had a good marriage, right? I mean, all along, right?”

“Why do you ask? Did you hear something?”

“No reason. I mean, I was talking with someone the other day about the Seven-Year-Itch. Well, Harold in fact. I don’t recall you and mom ever having any problems.”

He adjusted his posture to raise his back. This gave him a more dignified look as he refilled his cup.

“We had our problems, sure. All couples do.”

“Yeah, I’m sure they do.”

“Are you having problems with Susan? Does it involve Harry?”

“No, not at all. It’s just, well, we’re coming up on seven years.” Why would he wonder if it involved Harold? Several dots suggested themselves though I wasn’t sure where they might connect.

“The Seven-Year-Itch, that’s about infidelity. You’re not being unfaithful to Susan, are you? If you are, I’ll come over there and empty this bag over your head.” He nodded to the bag holding the stream from his catheter.

“No! Nothing like it.”

“Good. Doing things behind each other’s back is a sure sign of trouble. A couple has to be open about everything, even when it’s uncomfortable to do so.”

“Susan and I would never lie to each other.”

“That only happens when you’re doing something you don’t want the other person to know about. So, don’t do stuff you wouldn’t tell your wife you were doing.”

“What about feelings you’re having?”

“What the hell are you talking about?” He seemed impatient for me to be more specific.

“You know, thoughts?”

He took a beat.

“Like what?” He had now switched to his fatherly voice, which he used when putting his impatience aside to show empathy instead. I could almost hear my mother’s voice instructing him now. He continued in a more quiet voice: “I have a feeling you’re having trouble telling me what you want to say.”

“Well, the Seven-Year-Itch thing. Did you ever think about having an affair?”

“Oh, Christ. Sure I did. All the time. Hell, I’m human, son.”

“And you never acted on it? You never had an affair, in all those years?”

“For twenty-five years I never had an affair. Nor did your mother.”

“Okay. Sorry I asked. It was rude of me.”

He studied his hand and the tube running from his wrist to an IV drip, then took a deep breath.

“Look, son,” he said. “I know I’m running out of time here. Nothing imminent, of course—I’m only in here now because I played too much Goddamn tennis and wore out my joints. What I mean is, things aren’t always as they seem, and you should know this. Your mother and I had a good marriage, but it took work, you know. We had to adapt as we went along. All couples do.”

He paused to drink the rest of his bourbon and water before continuing.

“Your mother and I didn’t have affairs, but that doesn’t mean we never slept with other people.” The only way this could have come out was if the drugs and bourbon were now having a party.

This news caused my heart to race. I had been prepared for him to admit to an affair, but not this, and certainly not the “we” that included my mother in a sentence concluding with the prospect of extramarital affairs.

“Isn’t that the same thing? An affair is an affair.” I may have sounded like a frightened child just learning his parents were getting a divorce.

“Not by a long shot! You have affairs in secret, at least that was the case for my generation. What you people are up to who the hell knows? But I had your mother’s consent, and she had mine. It was the best thing we ever did for our marriage.”

“Jesus.”

“Jesus had nothing to do with it… And that’s all I’ll say on the matter, okay? I just thought you should know in case you and Susan find yourselves in the same place some day. You have to consider all the options. Sometimes you need to blow some steam, or reset the governor. There’s no reason to blow up a marriage because you suffer from natural instincts.”

“No, I suppose not... What do you mean by ‘same place’? What place were you two in?”

“The place where you’re still fully in love with each other, but physically you’re no longer feeling it. Do I need to spell it out?”

“NO! I mean, no. I get it.”

“Hell of a thing, isn’t it?”

“It’ll take me time to digest, I suppose. But I understand the words—I mean what you’re telling me. You and Mom did what you had to do to save the marriage.”

“No! Not ‘save’ the marriage. At no point was it in danger. We wanted it to thrive in every way possible. We found a way.”

“I think I get it.”

“Good.”

“You and mom were pretty progressive.”

“Not as much as you might think. My generation got up to all sorts of mischief. A lot of us viewed monogamy like Santa Claus—a matter of wishful thinking. Believing in stuff that isn’t true or healthy for you can lead to trouble. You’ve got to face the facts.”

“Boys like girls. Girls like boys.”

“And they thrive on variety.” He stared at his now empty cup. “Look, what do you think a man thinks about when he gets to be my age, say, when he’s reviewing his life?”

“I have no idea. His successes? His accomplishments?”

“Some of that, maybe. But those are never the highlights.”

“No? What then? Family?”

“Family, sure. For me, your mother of course. But the true highlights are those involving romance, you know, where you’ve been with your love life. I’m speaking of the women. Those are the memories you really cherish. Winning big judgments? Those pale in comparison. They were paychecks. They hardly mattered in the end.”

A sing-song voice announced the arrival of the duty nurse.

“It smells like booze in here, Mr. Peterson,” she said, with a grin suggesting she didn’t mind.

“That would be my son.” He pointed at me. “He has a problem with the stuff.”

The nurse gave me a wink, suggesting she wasn’t buying it. “It’s time for me to get up close and personal with you, Mr. Peterson.” She looked at me. “I suppose you’ll want to step outside for a minute, unless you want to see your father whimper like a child.”

I stood, feeling not sticking around for a catheter removal a good idea.

“Thanks for the talk, Dad.” We shook hands. The needle from his IV drip caused him to wince but he powered through the sting. “I guess I’ll take off now.”

“Don’t be a stranger.”

I left him with his nurse and walked to my car through the warm drizzle of an early summer rain. Fittingly, my mind was now swimming, my brain churning through the heavy wake of our discussion.

My mother and father had slept with other people. As much as I resisted the idea of them having an open marriage, there was no denying their happiness together.

A drunk driver had ended all that.

My father sued the guy into the poor house.





Chapter 8: The Fundraiser
RYAN AND SUSAN TRY SOMETHING NEW
The next evening was Marci’s charity auction. She’d picked up charity work after attending a seminar on being a better person, or some such thing, and Susan and I felt no reason not to support good causes. In this case, rather than raising money for a children’s hospital in Uganda or building new schools in Chad, the focus involved something to do with promoting holistic healing for sufferers of imaginary traumas. I wasn’t sure what that meant but didn’t grumble.

“Hey!” said Marci, standing in the receiving line. “Thanks so much for coming!” She gave us show business style hugs as if we were celebrities strolling a red carpet.

The ballroom was packed with the Who’s Who of our community, suggesting imaginary traumas were at the forefront of its concerns. When I’d asked Marci to clarify what exactly constituted an imaginary trauma, the best she could come up with were people suffering from past-life regression analysis. I suggested this added nothing in the way of offering a clarification. She gave me a snarky look and I let it go.

After shaking hands with local dignitaries, Susan and I headed to the cash bar. This involved shaking a lot more hands along the way, offering assurances to near strangers we were well while exchanging obligatory “And how are you?” inquiries. Once at the bar we were again alone. I ordered two bourbons neat.

“So, what are we hoping to score?” I said, looking at the brochure of items coming up for auction. “Oh, look. Randle Ford has contributed a ‘79 Mustang in mint condition.”

“Dream on,” said Susan.

“Okay. How about a trip for two to Tulum, Mexico, all-inclusive, except for the booze? It’s from that new travel app, Booked. It could be worth it.”

“Describe what you mean by worth it.”

“I don’t know. Five grand?”

“Two.”

“Maybe that could fly. How about three?”

“Okay.”

“Settled then.”

Marci joined us, arriving as she’d just landed from some turbulent journey and needed to restore her bearings.

“Drink?” I asked.

“I’ll have what you’re having,” she said. “God, why do I do this stuff? I hate these people.”

“Thanks,” said Susan.

“I don’t mean you guys.”

“You do it because you want to feel better about yourself,” I said. “Therefore, it’s an entirely selfish endeavor. See, it suits you.”

“Fuck off, Ryan.”

“Don’t mind if I do.” I saw Harold hovering nearby and went to say hello. He was standing with Meg, who looked very fine indeed. I’d forgotten she was much younger than Harold, possibly only two years my senior. I was now seeing her in a new light, meaning nude, envisioning her in a sauna.

“Hey, Ryan!” said Meg, brightly. She kissed my cheek. “Is Susan with you?”

“Of course,” I nodded in Susan’s direction. “Her friend Marci is an organizer of this event.”

“Maybe she can tell me what it’s all about,” said Harold. “I’m clueless.”

“Shush, Harold,” said Meg. She turned to me. “So, Susan had quite an adventure I hear.” Her eyes twinkled as she made her delivery. I wasn’t clueing in.

“Sorry?”

“Harold told me you had an interesting lunch this week.”

I clued in while giving Harold a look. I had assumed our conversation was a private one. Of course, I’d already shared it with Susan, so I didn’t really mind.

“Ah, yes. Right. The underwear incident. Talk about traumatic, though it wasn’t imaginary, of course.”

“Traumatic? Harold said it was, well... He said it wasn’t all bad, though I’m sure Susan was embarrassed.”

“I was joking about the ‘traumatic’ bit, fortunately.”

“Oh, I get you now. Good. Harold said he told you about our little experiment.”

He hadn’t framed it exactly as such, but I caught her drift. So, we were having an open discussion about the relative merits of wives exposing themselves to other men.

“He did mention something, yes.”

“Oh, there’s no need to be shy about it. We should all have a sauna together. You’ll see.” Her eyes now had a conspiratorial gaze, and I was no longer sure I was getting the right drift of the conversation. What did she really mean? Did she and Harold want to get naked with Susan and me? I admit I found the prospect pleasing, at least as it concerned Meg. She was looking better every minute. Would I mind if Harold saw Susan nude? I wasn’t sure.

Meg was wearing a low-cut dress of impeccable taste. Her body was slim and her legs seemed to go on forever. The prospect of actually seeing her naked became an increasingly pleasing one the more I studied her.

I had only managed a polite guffaw at her suggestion. It wasn’t the sort of thing I felt I should jump on with Harold present. If I had said, “Yes, let’s all get naked together”, it could have been construed in a number of ways, none of them appropriate in the midsts of a charity fundraiser.

A couple unknown to me circled into our orbit and I excused myself to return to Susan and Marci. They were chatting away in their usual cocoonish manner.

“There you are,” said Susan. “I saw you talking with Harold and Meg.”

“Yes. They say hello.”

“Did you give them an update?” She smiled at Marci as she said this.

“Yes. I mean no—what are you talking about?”

“Nothing. I need to hit the head. Excuse me.” Susan went off to the bathroom, leaving Marci and me alone.

“What was she talking about, Marci? What update?”

“Don’t be coy, Ryan. It doesn’t suit you.”

“Really. I don’t know what she means.”

“Susan said you told the guy about her underwear mishap, so she was joking you told them about your little show the other night for Greg. That was pretty cheeky. We never fucked for an audience.”

“It wasn’t exactly like that, and no, I didn’t mention it to Harold or Meg.” She rolled her eyes in response.

“Whatever,” she said. “Susan really loved it by the way. She said ‘epic’ again.”

“Really? Well, she was right.”

“She said you came on her face too.”

“Jesus... Did she tell you that? I didn’t, really. Let’s just say there was some spillage.”

“It got there somehow... So what’s next? You two going to invite Greg for a sleepover? I’m jealous.”

“No. That’s not on the agenda.”

“Like you’d know… Anyway. You two seem very happy. That makes me happy too.”

“Thanks. I think we are very happy. What did you mean when you said like you’d know?”

“I don’t know. Nothing.”

“Come on.”

“Okay, if you’re going to get all pushy and stuff… I think your wife is really opening up.”

“Clearly. So am I.”

“I mean, really opening up. She’s excited about this weekend, by the way.”

“The nude sunbathing is still on?”

“Of course. I can’t wait.”

“Why? What’s it going to do for you, anyway?”

“I don’t know, really. It just gets me going, you know, flashing your neighbor, you being in the picture. You may recall we used to be lovers, Ryan.”

“I know that.”

“Well, I still have feelings, you know…”

“I’ll be honest, I never really understood what happened there.” The bourbon, as well as the two drinks with Susan before leaving the house, had loosened me up. Otherwise, I never would have brought it up. As Marci was about to reply, Susan returned.

“I’m back!” she said, quite merrily. “I talked to Meg.”

“Good,” I said.

“She seemed very friendly.”

Why did she stress the “very”? I felt I might be on the cusp of losing control but I wasn’t quite sure of what. Before I could say anything, a bell instructed us to be seated for dinner and the auction.

∞∞∞
 
“Yay! You won!” said Marci, now a bit tipsy.

“I didn’t win anything,” I said. “I’ve just dropped four grand for a trip to Mexico.”

“Yeah, but you won the bid, right? So, which one of us are you going to take to Mexico?” Both Susan and Marci gave me pleading eyes which involved fluttering their eyelashes.

“I suppose I should give you two the tickets and stay home. I could use the rest.”

“Yay!” said Marci. “That works for me.”

“Honey, I could never leave you behind,” said Susan.

“He could go with me,” said Marci. “Then Susan can stay home and get some rest.”

“Would you like that, honey? A little memory lane trip with your old lover?”

“I’m not old,” protested Marci.

“And you wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

“Not if it would make you happy, dear,” she said, laughing. They were both pretty tipsy.

“There’s plenty of time to decide.” I did find the idea of flying off with Marci intriguing. A week ago this would have never entered my mind. Nor would have making love to my wife with the curtains open so our neighbor could watch us, or on the deck either for that matter.

I had noticed all evening Marci’s demeanor was of a different kind, much more chummy, even flirty. Once, she put her hand on my forearm while making a point, and then left it there after her point was made. It didn’t feel unnatural that she would be touching me in this way, but it was a wifely maneuver, like an I’m with him tag. Susan noticed and didn’t seem to mind.

Marci’s dress, much like Meg’s, showed a lot of cleavage and I had trouble not staring at her wonderful breasts. I had fond memories of spending many happy hours with them. During our brief cohabitation, she often went around in various states of undress. Susan was less inclined to though this seemed to be changing. That morning she had arrived in the kitchen wearing nothing but panties. It was a first.

“So,” said Marci, after concluding their reprised discussion of them leaving me to run off to Mexico together. “What’s next for you guys? Have you tried screwing in an elevator? They’ve got them here if you want to have a go. I’ll watch our things.”

“Oh, you have to come too, Marci. We can have a threesome.” Susan was definitely drunk now.

“Some other time, perhaps,” I said. Susan managed a frown and, surprisingly, it looked sincere. The function was winding down. Susan yawned and I took this as our cue to leave. We said goodbye to Marci and wandered off to the parking lot to find our car.

“Here it is,” I said, stating the obvious. I clicked the FOB to open the doors.

“Click it again,” said Susan. I did so without thinking, being the type to follow directions. The rear door locks popped up and Susan climbed into the back.

“What are you doing? Do you need to lay down? You can recline the front seat.”

“Join me.”

“Back there? Why?”

She gave me a look as she raised her bottom off the seat and pulled her panties down. She then pulled her dress off over her head. Why she did things in that order I didn’t know but the result was the same. She was now sitting in our car wearing only her bra, which she started to remove.

“Jesus, Susan. What the hell are you doing?”

“I want you to screw me, you fool.”

“Here?” There were people now circulating the parking lot looking for their own cars. There was a good chance the owners of the two on either side us would be along soon.

Susan laid across the backseat and lifted a leg over a headrest. There was no mistaking her wishes. She wanted to be fucked. My two brains concluded their brawl and within seconds my trousers were lowered to half-mast and I was on top of her. She guided me and I found no resistance. She was thoroughly wet and ready. She moaned triumphantly as I thrust, bucking herself into me. Due to the cramped circumstances, I couldn’t fondle her breasts, which looked beautiful, so she felt them herself, drawing on her nipples.

We heard a couple nearing us, their voices rising at a speed that suggested they were having a jog. I heard a car door open and looked. It was the car next to us on Susan’s side. I tried to get Susan to stifle her moans but she wasn’t in a mood to cooperate. Instead, she went the other way. I could tell she was about to climax. Hearing another batch of voices seem to do the trick. She jumped off the ledge and fell into a full-body orgasm.

I managed to get a hand over her mouth before the real howling commenced. She soon settled down and I lifted myself off and over while she straightened herself out on the seat beside me.

“Oh God, Ryan. We’re going to get arrested if this keeps up.” She laughed.

“It was your idea, honey. Don’t blame me when they cuff you.”

“I won’t… You didn’t come, did you?”

“No. I was too busy trying to keep you from repeating your performance from the other night. You know the one.”

“You mean in the backyard, right? The ‘fuck me, I’ve been naughty’ stuff?

“That’s right.”

“I am naughty, aren’t I? I’m a really bad girl.”

“I’m getting that impression.”

“You like it, right?” This talk was restoring my erection, so I assumed I was liking this having a bad girl, naughty wife.

“I do.”

“I’m going to give you a blow job, okay? It’ll be like high school. You know, in the car?”

“What? Here?” I was forced to wonder—how many blow jobs had she given to boys in cars in high school? I knew I’d never received one in a car, not from Susan or anyone else.

Feeling a reply wasn’t necessary, she descended on my cock. Watching her head bob over my crotch, and wondering how many other boys or men had enjoyed this very same view of Susan, was enough to bring me to a quick orgasm. Susan knew where I was and began sucking much harder. I was lifted off the planet for what seemed like several minutes. This orgasm was unlike any other. I felt it throughout my body, and particularly in my brain, which seemed to blow a fuse.

Susan wiped her lips. I was much tidier this time. She buried her head in my neck and held my cock in her hand as it settled into a recuperatory nap. I’d forgotten we were sitting in the middle of a parking lot with people filing all around us. Without the urgency of desire numbing my other senses, I became very aware we were basically out in public. I reached over for Susan’s dress and pulled in up around her shoulders. My trousers were still down around my knees.

“Hmm,” said Susan. “I like making you happy. You make me happy too.” She kissed my cheek.

“You do make me very happy.”

“You come a lot, did you know that?”

Now, that observation was a bit jarring, in that it involved comparisons.

“No, I didn’t know.”

She kissed me. “I should have been doing it more all along. I’m sorry. I promise to give you more blowjobs.”

“I haven’t felt shortchanged.”

“I mean, you always go down on me, but I don’t always go down on you all the way... Do you see what I mean?”

“Well, you’re making up for it now. That was terrific, by the way. It felt different, too. I can’t explain it.”

“Good.”

“I’m sleepy. Maybe we should go home now. Can you drive okay?”

“I’m fine, honey.” I pulled up my trousers. “You can stay here. We’ll be home in twenty minutes.”

“Okay.” She kissed me again. I got in the front seat and drove us home. She gently snored along the way but perked up when we pulled into the driveway. If was after one.

She started to pull her dress on properly and I told her not to bother.

“You sure?”

“No one’s going to see you.”

“Okay.”

She got out of the car and walked up to the house holding her dress in front of her. Her ass looked beautiful in the moonlight.

I felt like the luckiest man in the world.





Chapter 9: The Last Supper
ALL THINGS ORAL
“Honey,” said Susan, speaking through her phone. It was the day after the charity fundraiser and I was still recovering from our parking lot debaucheries. “We’re having drinks at Delizioso. Come join us!”

Driving home from work, I had looked forward to a quiet evening before the Day of Judgment. The next day, Marci and Susan would experiment with what now sounded like a vastly peculiar idea. Would Susan’s nude sunbathing give her a tingle? Would I get one as well? This summed it up, really, once one drilled to the core of her intentions.

But could it be that simple?

Susan had dismissed the idea of her being an exhibitionist. I now wondered if that dismissal had been hasty. During the past few days, we’d made love in our living room with the hope of being watched by our neighbor. A salacious romp in the car in a public parking lot followed. Both had been great, of course, and I wasn’t complaining.

But all things run a course. There’s always a beginning, a middle and, ultimately, an endpoint is reached. Susan’s underwear incident landed as the first brush stroke on the canvas. What would be the coup de grâce? In three months, would Susan be the featured attraction at the local strip club? I danced that thought around in my head and, surprisingly, found it not to be lacking in prurient interest—but only as a mental exercise of course.

To be honest, it wasn’t so dissimilar to what I felt imagining Greg ogling my naked wife. Scale was a negligible detail. The fact of the matter was I liked the idea of another man ogling my nude wife. Was this the sin of pride? It could be. The Seventh Commandment, the single one involving thought rather than actions, covered Greg’s end. He would be coveting my wife in that scenario. Religion had strong opinions on these matters.

“Honey! This is where you say something!” I had drifted from our conversation, and Susan had become impatient waiting for my response.

“Sorry. My mind slipped. Sure, I’ll see you there. Will we be having dinner?”

“Oh, at some point, I’m sure. See you!”

I arrived ten minutes later.

“Hey, you stud ball, you,” said Marci, when I joined them at their table. A half empty bottle of chianti sat between them, meaning they’d hardly touched it. I kissed the top of Susan’s head and sat. The waiter promptly saw this an opportunity to deliver another glass and filled it for me.

“Hello, Mr. Peterson!” he said, at a startling volume. “I’m so happy to see you!”

“Hello, Matteo. How’s the family?” I took a sip of my wine.

“Everyone is very happy! Thank you so much for asking! Will we be dining tonight?”

Susan looked at me and I nodded. “Yes, Matteo. You can bring us menus.”

“Excellent!” Matteo, having exercised his fulsome qualities quite sufficiently, went off and I turned to Marci.

“Stud ball? That’s new,” I said. “What have I done to warrant that moniker?”

“Susan told me about last night when you ravaged her in the parking lot, you bull.”

“Of course she did,” I said while looking at Susan. She shrugged and gave me a look to suggest she was not innocent. “So, what did she tell you exactly?”

“You banged her in the car.”

“I can’t deny it.”

“And then she gave you a blow job. You told her it was epic.”

“Jesus, Susan,” I said, not really bothered. “Is it a given that whatever happens between us, Marci will know all the details?”

“Pretty much,” said Susan, smiling.

“Maybe she should just move in with us. It’ll save her all the bother of you having to tell her later what we’ve been up to.”

“Hey, never say never, I say,” said Marci. “Will we all share your bed, or will I get my own room?”

Matteo arrived with our menus and we studied them.

“I’m going to have the Paglia E Pieno,” said Susan, closing hers.

“What’s that?” asked Marci. “I don’t speak the lingo.”

“The description is right on your menu, Marci,” I said. “It’s in English too.”

“Where?”

“How were you going to decide what to eat?” asked Susan, before I could respond.

“I just look at the names of the dishes in Italian. Like this one, Pappardelle Con Sugo Di Coniglio. With a name like that it’s got to be good, don’t you think?”

“It’s rabbit, Marci,” I said. “Do you like to eat bunny rabbits?”

“Gross! I guess I’ll have what you’re having, Ryan.”

“I’m going to have the Paglia E Pieno too.”

“Hey, you’re right! It’s right there in English on the other side of this thingie. Who would have thought to look there? Spinach tagliatelle. Cool.”

“Susan,” I said. “With Marci around, we can never have kids. She’s already too much of a handful.”

“Dick,” said Marci. “You’ll miss me when I find Mr. Right and move to his castle in Slovenia.”

“Oh, take me too!” said Susan. “I’d love to go there.”

“I doubt Marci knows where Slovenia is,” I said.

“Sure I do. It’s part of Europe somewhere, right?”

Matteo arrived to take our orders, assured us our selections were excellent and disappeared.

After some further discussion on the whereabouts of Slovenia, which was not, much to Susan’s surprise, in Eastern Europe but rather tucked between Italy, Austria and Croatia, I wanted to explore something Susan had said in the car the other night. As Marci apparently knew everything about my private life, I felt safe doing so.

“Marci,” I said, in a tone designed to get both of their attention. “Since you brought it up, Susan said something to me last night I found interesting.”

“Oh, God! What?” asked Susan.

“Go on,” said Marci, comically. She put her chin on her raised forearm and open palm.

“Susan said I come a lot.”

“Hey, thanks for sharing!” said Marci, laughing. “You do, you know.” She winked at Susan. “I mean, it’s quite a load you have there.”

I looked at Susan, who was smiling. She was clearly not bothered by my sexual history with Marci, and I was sure they often compared notes.

“Thanks, I guess,” I said. “Anyway, that’s not the point. Let me put it another way. What if a man went down on you and then said, oh, you taste different?”

Marci gave it a think, then frowned. “What are you telling me? Did I taste different? How could you even remember something like that? I mean, was it that bad?”

“I’m not talking about you!”

“Oh.” Marci reflected for a moment. “But I tasted okay, right? I mean, I wasn’t nasty was I?”

“Jesus, Marci. I said I’m not talking about you! Anyway, I don’t remember, I mean other than that you were fine.”

“Just fine?” She looked at Susan. “Do you douche? I heard that was bad for you but, you know. Should I be doing it, at least before sex?”

Marci’s mind had clearly moved onto a single track.

“No, I don’t douche,” said Susan. “I’m all natural. Do I taste funny, Ryan? Would you tell me if did?”

“I know it must be variable,” said Marci. “You know, when you’re in the spur-of-the-moment? You can’t always plan when someone is going to go down on you. Sometimes it just happens.”

“I know,” said Susan. “You might be able to squeeze in a little tidy-up, but not always.”

“Would you two stop it!” I said, genuinely frustrated. “This isn’t about how you women are down there.”

“You brought it up, Ryan,” said Marci.

“Women are really insecure about that stuff,” said Susan.

Marci concurred. “The first time I looked at myself in a mirror, you know, after I got pubes, I was, like, horrified. I didn’t want anyone to see my twat. I thought it was ugly.”

“I know,” said Susan. “Me too.”

“And now we call it our ‘flower’,” said Marci, whimsically. “Talk about a switcheroo.”

Matteo arrived with our food before the two of them could get into yeast infections or other matters related to their vaginal health. I assumed it would end the discussion before I got to my main point, which had now nearly escaped my mind. Susan’s deft oral manipulation of a tagliatelle noodle restored my focus. After several consoling mouthfuls of my excellent meal, my equanimity was restored.

“So, anyway, as I was saying, Marci… What the hell are you doing?” She had her finger to her nose.

“Nothing!”

“Why were you smelling your finger?”

“I don’t know. Just because?”

“Marci!” said Susan. “You’re not…”.

“Not what?” I asked her.

“Maybe I was. So what?” said Marci.

“What are you two talking about?” I asked, now losing my grip on my recently restored equanimity.

“She was testing whether she was okay, Ryan. Let it go.”

“Her finger?”

“No, dickwad,” said Marci. “My twat.”

“How would your finger tell you… Oh.” I figured it out. Surreptitiously, she must have fingered herself under the table, easy to do as she was wearing a short skirt. I now wondered if I was sitting with two women who should be kept under lock and key in an asylum. On the other hand, I knew I wasn’t above testing my own orderliness before an impromptu liaison, but never while dining.

“I wish men were as fastidious as we women are,” said Susan, having not quite read my mind.

“I know, right?” said Marci. “I mean, smegma? Talk about nasty.”

“What?” I asked, exasperated. “What’s ‘smegma’?”

“She’s talking about uncircumcised men, Ryan,” said Susan. “You don’t have anything to worry about.”

That was good to know. But what did Susan know about uncircumcised men that she wasn’t telling me? After our dating progressed into our sleeping together, I specifically remember asking if she’d ever been with an uncircumcised male. Every man in the world who is circumcised asks this question of new lovers. She had said no.

“Have you been with one?” asked Susan, speaking to Marci.

“Yup.”

“Been with what?” I asked.

“An uncut dude, Ryan,” said Marci. “I’m sure I told you about that.”

“I don’t recall.”

“How was it?” asked Susan.

“I couldn’t warm up to it,” said Marci. “It had no, I don’t know… Character? Plus it stunk.”

“Jesus.” I put down my fork.

“Recall, Ryan, you brought this all up talking about your load,” said Marci.

“I said I liked it, Ryan,” said Susan. “Don’t you remember?”

“Okay, now both of you,” I said, obviously now annoyed. “Could you two shut up now and let me get to the point I was trying to make?”

“Hey, no one’s stopping you big guy,” said Marci. “Settle down.”

“Recall earlier when I asked if a man went down on you and then told you you smelled different…”

“Okay, I’d tell him to go fu…”

“Wait! I’m not finished! If he told you that, what information is he really conveying with the question?”

“I don’t get it,” said Marci. “I mean, if he left it there, I wouldn’t know if he meant better or worse or what.”

“No. He’s saying he’d gone down on other women too because he had to of been making a comparison between you and some other woman.”

“Yeah. So what?” asked Marci. “I don’t pick up men thinking I’m the only one they’ve been to bed with. Anyway, it’s better if they’ve had some practice, you know?”

I was now unsure why I’d brought the whole thing up. Sitting in the car with Susan, after she offered to give me a blowjob and compared it to going back to highschool, and then afterward asking if I knew that I came a lot, I had wondered what this was telling me about her history. This is the point I meant to bring up, and now I felt like a fool for going there.

“Okay,” I said. “Never mind. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, Ryan,” said Susan. “What were you aiming for there? You started out by saying I said something interesting to you in the car that night.”

“Right, but really, we can let it go.”

“I’m really curious.”

“Okay… Look, when you asked if I knew that I came a lot, you were making a comparison, right?”

“Oh shit!” exclaimed Susan. “I get it now.”

“I don’t,” said Marci.

“When I said that, Ryan knew other men had come in my mouth.”

“Yeah? So?” said Marci. “He knows you’ve been with other men. It’s not like he hasn’t come in my mouth a zillion times.”

“I’m so happy for you,” said Susan.

“That was just part of it,” I said. “And really, I should have let it go, but since it’s gone this far, what struck me most was when she said giving me a blowjob in the car would be like going back to high school. No one ever gave me a blowjob in a car before, and certainly not in high school. But for Susan, it would be like going back to high school, so you see—I had to imagine her giving boys blowjobs in cars.”

“Boy,” said Marci. “You are one fucked-up dude.”

I wondered if she was right.

“Honey,” said Susan. “It’s not like I did it all the time. Maybe twice.”

“You only blew two guys in high school?” asked Marci. “What a priss.”

“What about you, Marci?” I asked. “Or do we need to give you time to think about it?”

“You’re a riot, Ryan.”

“Well?”

“How many girls did you go down on in high school?”

I didn’t have to think about it. “Two.”

“Did they come?” she asked. Her eyes brightened at the prospect.

“How would I remember something like that?”

“Then it’s a ‘no’. You’d remember if they had.”

“Honey,” said Susan, in case I was now feeling insecure. “You’re really good at it. Marci knows that.”

“No complaints here,” she said. “Okay, my turn. I think I blew maybe a dozen guys in high school. Most of them were one-offs.”

“One-offs?” asked Susan. “I didn’t have any of those.”

This was strangely comforting to hear. I realized there were actually two numbers in play here. One, the number of boys they entertained that way and, two, how many times they did it with each of them. I decided I would let the second number remain a mystery.

Susan had blown two boys in high school. That gave me enough information to formulate imaginary scenarios of my wife bent over boy’s laps in cars, palpitating cocks quivering in her mouth, the ensuing ejaculate and disposal thereof, either via a retching swallow or ejection into hand tissue. Was this why women always carried Kleenex in their purses? What had I learned here? As Harold had said, learning of a new paramour in your wife’s past felt like it had just happened, say, while you were out mowing the lawn. These thoughts produced an erection, but after this week, they almost felt normal.

After ruminating over Susan’s question about one-offs, Marci replied.

“I went through a really insecure period, so I guess I did it to feel wanted or desirable, something like that. Don’t ask me about handjobs.”

“Oh, those aren’t so special,” said Susan. “I mean, those are just a courtesy if you liked the boy. You don’t want them to suffer.”

I never expected to hear Susan say handjobs were a courtesy women offered men, like holding the door for them. In my opinion, handjobs were on the same tier as blowjobs.

“So those don’t really count, huh?” said Marci. “That’s good to know. Good talk.”

“I think so,” said Susan. “It was definitely interesting dinner conversation.”

“Ryan, have we covered everything?” asked Marci. “Do you have any other weird, demented stuff you want to dump on us?”

“I think we’ve covered everything. I can say I didn’t realize you two viewed it all so casually.”

“Viewed what so casually?” asked Susan.

“Handjobs, blowjobs.”

“Oh, that’s now how I view them.”

“Neither do I,” said Marci. “I’ve got to like the guy, at least most times. Sometimes you just want to get off, you know? So your standards might slip a little. But that’s later. In high school you’re just a bundle of hormones. You’re looking for affirmation anywhere you can find it.”

“That’s right,” said Susan.

Marci continued. “Being a girl makes you feel like you’ve got special powers too. You see a boner and think, I did that! So you’re real appreciative. It’s only later you learn a man can get one looking at produce.”

“I get it now,” I said. “Thanks for putting up with me.”

“Anytime,” said Marci. “I can talk about sex stuff all day.”

“Should we wrap this up?” I asked, after noticing most of the other tables were empty.

“Good idea,” said Marci. “Big day tomorrow.” She winked at Susan, who seemed to agree.

“That’s right! It’s Saturday, and the weather is supposed to be hot and clear.”

“So you two are going forward with your little scheme, eh?”

“Is it still okay, Ryan? We won’t if you don’t want us to.”

“You get to see me naked again, Ryan. Aren’t you excited?”

“Going all the way, huh?”

“Maybe,” said Susan. “We’ll see.”

“I’m sure Ryan’s already excited,” said Marci. To prove her point, she reached under the table and felt me up.

“Yup, hard as a rock,” she said.

I was.

“Did you just feel my husband’s cock?” Susan attempted to sound alarmed.

“If I’m going to be honest, then yes. I felt your husband cock.”

I looked at Susan, not sure what to expect.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” She laughed.

I would never have expected her to say that.





Chapter 10: Like Any Other Weekend
I’M DOING THIS FOR US, RIGHT?
Saturday broke with a distinct flavor of normalcy. Lying in bed, I heard the two-cycle chaos of a lawn mower competing with the sonic whine of a leaf blower at some further distance. The morning air felt fresh, but already a bit thick. Whoever invented humidity was no friend of mine. The sun was already high, suggesting I’d slept-in longer than usual. There was no sign of Susan.

After a quick fresher-up in the shower, I descended to the kitchen and made a double-barreled espresso. As it brewed, I noticed Greg making a pass through his yard, his arms full of clipped shrubbery. So, he was definitely home and perhaps for the day. This gave me a shiver as I remembered a scheme was afoot. It would not be one of our typical Saturdays.

I sat at the kitchen table. We’d canceled the morning paper, which I hated giving up, so I grabbed Susan’s iPad intending to scroll through the news.

When it flickered to life, the screen displayed an article from Psychology Today titled “Having An Affair? There Are Six Different Kinds”. Usually, when I borrowed Susan’s iPad, I’d see tabs open for recipes or travel pieces. I wasn’t the type to pry into her browser history or cache and never read her emails. I began to suspect they might be more interesting than previously assumed. Regardless, I opened a new tab and plugged in the New York Times.

As it loaded, the kitchen door banged opened and produced the unmistakable shape of Marci holding two bursting bags of groceries. I assumed it would have been Susan and was surprised. I hadn’t yet looked at a clock and wasn’t wearing my watch. According to the microwave, it was well after eleven, assuming we’d remember to switch it to Daylight Savings Time.

“Hi, Ryan!”

“Hey there. May I help?”

“There’s another bag in the car.”

I got it and put it on the counter. It held a large bottle of margarita mix, a small bag each of lemons and limes, and a half gallon of tequila. I was crumbling the now empty bag to put it in the trash when Susan joined us. She came over and took the crumpled bag, straightened it out, folded it, all while eyeing me as if I’d committed a crime against nature.

“We recycle those, Ryan,” she said. “Oh good, liquor. Are we having a drinking day?”

“I thought it’d be fun,” said Marci. “I didn’t know if you had tequila so I got some.”

“Great,” said Susan. She investigated the rest of Marci’s haul. “Good, you got the shrimp. Yummy.”

“Where have you been?” I asked Susan.

“I was weeding the front flower beds.”

“In your clothes?” She gave me a smirk.

Susan was in very bright spirits. She was wearing high-cut shorts and a sleeveless blouse, and her hair was in a cute, weekend ponytail, which made her look like a teenybopper.

As Marci and Susan were tall women and kept themselves trim, their height was somehow enhanced. They intimidated most men. At 6’3” I was immune to their intimidating height, but not to their charms. Marci was dressed similarly to Susan and having the two of them now fussing around the kitchen was a real treat.

Even though I’d seen both women naked, and plenty of times, I’d never seen them naked together. I still wasn’t sure full nudity was on the agenda. At least, it was hard to believe it was on the agenda. I assumed they really just meant to go topless, despite Susan’s earlier dirty-talk involving Greg seeing her nether bits.

Though I would be a beneficiary, they were doing it to see if Greg would notice, and whether his ‘noticing’ would spark a fire in Susan, perhaps even both of them—and me, of course. That thought caused a butterfly to stir in my belly.

It was my habit to over think things and I was tired of it. The only worthwhile analysis would come after all of their cards had been played.

“Should I make a pitcher now?” asked Marci, holding up the tequila. Feeling neutral on the subject, I let Susan helm the reply.

She drummed her fingers over her lips to indicate she was thinking. She had one hand on her waist and looked adorable in her short shorts. She glanced at the backyard and then back to Marci.

“Yeah. I think I’d better have a drink if we’re going to follow through with this. Maybe a couple.”

I didn’t mention seeing Greg earlier, and I didn’t see him now. Marci made a pitcher of margaritas and we sat at the kitchen table, saving any further outdoor appearances until we had a plan.

Marci started the conversation. “I think we should go out there like we usually do, chat for a while, then just casually take something off because we’re hot. It is hot out there, by the way.”

It was and also becoming oppressively humid.

“Should we be in our bathing suits?” asked Susan. “I can lend you one, Marci.”

“Why?” she said. “In fact, it would play better if we weren’t. We’ll be opting for clothing optional like we were too tired to go put on our suits.”

“Okay,” said Susan. She seemed to favor this idea, and I wondered if she was now planning her “striptease”, including what lingerie to wear and then remove. Facing the backyard, I saw Greg make a pass over his deck. I ignored it. I was getting aroused once more by hearing the women planning their adventure, but also feeling a little strange over my participation, like I was a pimp or some other form of low life. I shook it off.

We drained our first margaritas and Marci poured another round. Though not heavy with tequila, I felt the first one immediately, having only consumed espresso that morning. I went to the fridge and withdrew Susan’s leftover tagliatelle from Delizioso and ate it standing over the sink.

With my belly now somewhat sated, I was feeling impatient for the show to begin, though “show” wasn’t the right word.  It was an experiment, and this was science rather than some demented scheme formulated by three unscrupulous suburbanites.

I knew this was stretching it.

“Okay,” I said. “I guess you two can take the pitcher outside and start your little charade.”

Susan and Marci both now looked hesitant or as if they had stage fright.

“Just go out there like you two always do,” I said. “You spend half your summers out there drinking and chatting. Treat it like any other weekend. You don’t have to walk out there naked.”

They laughed. Before heading outside, Susan came over and gave me a kiss.

“Are you sure about this, Ryan?” she asked.

“I’m fine, as I keep saying. Just have fun. You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to.”

“Well, I’m doing this for us, right? To spice things up for us?”

“That’s the idea.”

She thought for a moment and frowned. “And seeing Marci naked again—is that going to make you, I don’t know…”

I interrupted her. “You’re worried I’ll get aroused by seeing her naked?”

“Well, I suppose it would be natural if you did.”

“You’re the only one I want to make love to, honey.”

“Me you too!”

Though she sounded genuine and sincere, my mind was already exploring a broader horizon. What if her new adventurous side escalated into someone more? More importantly, would she like it to? For example, she had as much as already said she could see making love to Greg when she first told me about her ‘incident’, the one that sparked all of this. But could she actually do it?

Why did this prospect excite me too? And why was I now looking at Marci differently? The evening before, when she reached under the table to feel my cock, I wasn’t shocked.

It had almost felt normal.





Chapter 11: Clothing Optional
INTO THE BREACH
I took one of the kitchen island stools to the bedroom, placed it by a window, and enjoyed a good view of our deck and backyard. I could also monitor Greg from this location. Susan and Marci had aligned the dual chaise lounger with the sun and were lying with the headrest raised. I saw their bodies from head to foot whereas Greg’s view would be from the side, foot to head.

They were wearing what they’d worn in the kitchen. Twenty minutes in, there was no further sign of Greg, and the women stayed as they were—fully clothed. This phase of the stakeout was unexciting and caused my mind to wander.

I noticed my rising anticipation over the prospect of seeing Marci nude again. It had been, what? Almost seven years? I remembered her body vividly. Most men probably did the same with any woman they’d made love to. It’s the sort of image men put in their memory banks for good, and they would reflect on these mental images into their old age. My father had more or less confirmed this during my hospital visit.

Marci had been aggressive in bed. Afterward, it always felt like I’d been pleasantly mauled. She was extremely casual with her nudity too. She’d sit naked and spread eagled on the bed, immodestly address an intimate itch, inspect a curious pimple, whatever, without an ounce of shame or embarrassment. It was true that I knew every inch of her naked body. It was impossible not to have been well acquainted.

The first time we had oral sex was the first time we had sex. That wasn’t how it usually went for me. The few other women I’d been with saved it for our three-month anniversary or New Years, occasions usually celebrated with alcohol. When Marci went down on me the first time, she said, “Don’t come in my mouth. I want to fuck you too.” I reviewed her instruction as meaning don’t come in her mouth this time, implying that on other occasions it would be fine.

I had no problem with her proposal, but she was so good at fellatio I found it difficult to comply.

Marci had also been casual about her sex drive. Once, standing in her kitchen, she was overcome with arousal and said, “Hey, could you finger me? I’ll come right away.” I did, and she did, and nearly at once. She was trigger happy that way. She once came half a dozen times during a particularly long session.

Susan was less orgasmic but her orgasms felt stronger. She didn’t perform oral sex until we were engaged and I was glad we’d saved it up. When I went down on her for the first time she was very shy. The lights had to be off (in contrast, Marci always insisted the lights be on). When my tongue landed for the first time, and ever so delicately, she jumped like a spooked horse. I licked earnestly, and it produced the same result. I asked if she was okay and she said something like, “Oh, God yes! You’re the first man to do this to me! I have to get used to it... Am I okay? I mean…” I insisted she was wonderful in every way and continued. Her musk was intoxicating. She adapted quickly enough. As with Marci, cunnilingus was one of the surefire ways to bring her happiness.

But had I really been the first man to please Susan that way?

And as with Marci, there was a cliff. In the beginning, Marci and I sometimes made love or gratified each other in other ways two or three times a day. After a while it became once a day, then every other day. By the time I was introduced to Susan, Marci and I were nearly on a once-a-week schedule. I didn’t leave Marci for Susan. We were already parting in a number of ways, none of them involving trauma or drama. Perhaps we had used each other up. I never really knew the exact reasons for parting and it hadn’t been my idea. We had coexisted in our own world, so I’d never seen much of Susan until Marci and I neared our amicable split.

The last time Marci and I made love was well before Susan and I crossed that threshold. Marci couldn’t have been happier for Susan or me when we declared ourselves a couple. If was almost as if Marci had engineered it.

Action on the deck stirred me from my reverie. Marci was now standing and pulling off her top. That done, she unhooked and removed her bra, gave her breasts a tiny massage, then laid back down. Susan remained as she was.

I looked at Marci’s breasts with the same admiration that would surely be coming from Greg, should he make another appearance. I was, in fact, eager for this to happen. The women were laughing now. Marci leaned forward and adjusted her cushion, then leaned back and lifted her bottom to remove her shorts. I felt like a kid peeping through a keyhole. I’d seen Marci naked a thousand times. That history didn’t matter. I was about to see her naked again and it felt like for the first time.

But she kept her panties on. They were simple, low-cut, white cotton briefs. Marci looked at the sun, said something to Susan, and they both stood to adjust the lounger. There was some discussion and laughter, and what looked like hesitation on Susan’s part, then she found her courage and took off her blouse and shorts. She didn’t take off her underwear before returning to the lounger.

The early afternoon was unraveling like a six-course meal but in the form of a languorous game of strip poker. I was glad for it. I liked the anticipation as each course was served or layer unraveled. There was more discussion between them, then Susan got up, grabbed the now empty pitcher of margaritas and headed for the kitchen.

I went downstairs to join her. She smiled and did a little dance to emphasize she was standing there in her underwear. Her bra and panty were lacy and very sexy, and it momentarily grieved me to think of sharing this view of Susan with Greg. Of course, he’d already seen her this way. I gave her a kiss and helped make another pitcher of drinks.

“Have you been watching? Or did you fall asleep? I’m sure we’re not exciting to you now since you’ve already…”

“Since I’ve slept with both of you?” I guessed.

“Seen us both naked before. I wasn’t thinking of the sex part.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. Marci’s telling me stories about you two.”

“Ah-ho.”

“No. It’s fine. I’m a big girl. I can handle it. We agreed you’re a hottie in bed.”

“Good to know,” I said. “So, Marci’s a little ahead of you on the striptease.”

“I know. I’m getting there.”

“You still don’t have to, you know,” I meant it, but also hoped she still wanted to. My strategy was not to push, knowing it was best to let her get there at her own pace, though I wasn’t sure if I was overplaying that hand.

“I know, I just need to ease into it,” she said, smiling. She paused for a moment, then continued. “I like this, having fun this way. Why not? I mean, it’s for us, right?”

“I’ll say it again. Yes, it’s for us.”

“Whatever happens?” She asked. That statement made me very curious, but Marci joined us before I could reply.

“Hey, Ryan, remember these puppies?” Marci held up her boobs and laughed. “You getting cold feet in here, Susan? I was afraid you weren’t coming back.”

“No, we’re just talking. The drinks are ready. Ryan, are you sure you don’t want to just join us now? Are we being silly? I’m not sure anymore.”

“Of course we’re being silly. That’s part of the fun, isn’t it? I’ll come out in a little bit. You two go ahead.”

They returned to the deck and I mounted the stairs with a fresh espresso.

Marci and Susan were having a great time. The drinks, though light, were a contributing factor. After a few more minutes, Susan unhooked her bra and tossed it to the deck. Not to be outdone, Marci lifted her bottom to pull off her panties. This gave me an immediate erection. It was frankly aching with appreciation. Seeing Marci fully nude, her nice, full bush, her lovely breasts—I couldn’t help but feel fortunate for having known them so intimately. For a good time, Marci’s treasure had been mine alone to enjoy. I hadn’t kept track of her dating life after our split and now felt jealous of anyone else now permitted to see her body, whoever they may be. The jab of a very tiny but also very sharp knife turned in my gut.

Susan being topless but still in her panties, rather than a suit bottom, also registered painfully. She had a lovely, full vulva and the way her panties curved over their mounds always struck me as deliciously erotic. To imagine Greg looking over and seeing this intimate aspect of my wife, the way her panties fit over her lovely center, her magical flower, filled me with a peculiar melange of lust and jealousy.

Marci leaned forward, pulled on the headrest to unhook it from its catch, then lowered it all the way down as Susan stood and removed her panties, thus removing the question of whether she’d go ‘all the way’. They both laid on their stomachs, exposing their beautiful and pert derrières, and I was starting to feel maniacally possessive of them both. Any other man seeing these two lovely naked women would be tempted to change his life trajectory, just as my father had said in the hospital.

I sipped my espresso musing on my luck, barely noticing the activity in my peripheral vision. A movement caught my attention. It was Greg, on his deck, sunbathing in shorts. The women were now pointed semi-sideways to his direction as they were following the sun across the deck. Susan would be able to see him in her peripheral vision too.

I felt a rush of adrenaline.

Suddenly, Marci was up again and crossing the deck naked. She disappeared into the house. I heard the guest bath door closing downstairs as my phone rang beside me. It was Susan. I hadn’t thought of that, of our having communication capabilities.

I picked up my phone.

“So, enjoying the view?” asked Susan, sounding mildly tipsy. She laughed. I was sure she was still unaware of Greg’s presence next door.

“Yes I am, honey. Congratulations. You’re a nudist.”

“It’s fun. You should join us.”

“What about our experiment?”

“I’ve been thinking about that.”

“Yeah?”

“It seems silly now, don’t you think?”

“I already acknowledged that in the kitchen. Anyway, there’s no point worrying about it now. Plus, who cares?”

“You’re right… Marci and I are having a blast. You really should come down.”

“In a bit.”

“Okay.” We hung up. I heard Marci leave the downstairs bath and head to the backyard, still naked of course. I watched Greg. As Marci moved across the deck, I saw his eyes following her, but she gave no sign of noticing him. She got to the chaise and laid down, this time on her back, and Susan rolled over. There was no question they had Greg’s attention. He seemed riveted. I could have drawn a straight line from his eyeballs to their backsides.

Now what?





Chapter 12: Oh My God
THINGS GET A LITTLE WEIRD
I went downstairs and made a gin and tonic. The pitcher of margaritas was with the women and I wasn’t ready to join them. I now knew Greg was enjoying his view of Susan and Marci naked and had to figure out how I felt about it. Theory only gets you so far, and facts are harder to come to terms with.

At that moment, my neighbor, recently divorced, was staring at my naked wife and naked ex-girlfriend. He was getting a twofer as it were. The week before he’d stood two feet from my wife in her underwear, which she earlier reprised before removing it. What could be going on in his head?

If it had been me, say, before Greg was divorced, meeting his wife in the backyard, she in her underwear, I would have been elated. I probably wouldn’t have surmised it was an accident. I would simply have felt his wife felt comfortable being with me that way. These days, why not? With the internet, everyone was vulnerable to being seen naked or in their underwear, and fewer and fewer seemed to mind. His then wife could have thought it was no big deal.

What would my final takeaway have been after seeing Greg’s wife in her bra and panties in broad daylight? I would probably have felt something like lucky me and have warm feelings towards our uninhibited age.

Or would I had read some intention into it? Would I think she was coming on to me? I decided that would not have been the case. Susan made no overt moves on Greg, at least as far as I knew. They’d merely chatted like neighbors.

Now, if a week later, I’d seen Greg’s then wife sunbathing nude in their backyard, and in plain view, what would I have thought? I admit, seeing her for real in her bathing suit, which was immodest, had given me a bit of a thrill. We’d even waved to each other, and she clearly didn’t mind me seeing her in a skimpy suit. Why would she? People sunbathed in their backyards all the time in their bathing suits. She wasn’t being lewd or unsavory. Far from it.

But naked? I’d actually seen other people sunbathing naked in their yards. They thought they were safe behind their fences but you could see through the slats if you wanted to look. Most fences offered just the pretense of privacy. It was an unspoken agreement that neighbors wouldn’t pause to look through the gaps.

I heard the women laughing, reminding me of the situation at hand. Right now my wife was sitting naked in plain view of a male neighbor who had recently divorced. I wanted that fact to bother me, but it didn’t. It worked the other way.

Human sexuality was indeed a strange beast. You think you know something, and then you don’t. When I was young and first heard about oral sex, the idea appalled me, like the first time you realized your parents had sex. Clearly, our sexuality did not exist in a fixed state. It was elastic. It grew in odd ways as we became more experienced and acclimated to new ideas.

Naturally, I was timid when it came to oral sex. I really had to warm up to the idea. Then one day, as if out of the blue, the idea excited me. I looked at a picture and thought, for the first time, yes. I got an erection just thinking about doing the act.

With my second serious girlfriend, before we’d had intercourse, I gave it a go. She was startled by the idea. With her consent, I pressed on, despite knowing my performance would be weak. I didn’t yet know about the clitoris or where I should focus. We’d all been there at some point in our lives. It’s a case of trial and error and practice makes perfect. By the third or fourth attempt my girlfriend clearly had a real orgasm, or at least the first one clearly induced by me. After that, she was creating opportunities for us to have as much sex as possible, including intercourse. By the time we got there, we were both thoroughly primed. It was a success. Most people report their first times weren’t that great, which made me feel like I had special qualities in that area.

The laughter continued outside. The margaritas were really kicking in, I conjectured, and loosening them both. I climbed the stairs and looked out the window. Greg remained stationed in his deck chair observing the women. He held a book, but it didn’t look convincing. He had a tall drink beside him.

All Susan had to do was to look in Greg’s direction to see he was there. Perhaps Marci and Susan were so fully absorbed in each other they were failing to notice his presence. The point of this experiment was to gauge Susan’s response to knowingly being seen naked by another man. Again, I had to wonder if more than that was going on here. The goal seemed less clear now.

What was clear was the fact that I was totally turned on. This energy, assuming ‘feelings’ were an energy of some kind, was extraordinarily potent. There was no doubt about this. Sexually, I was super-charged.

I decided to call Susan’s phone and inform her she was being ogled. I dialed and she picked up immediately.

“There you are, honey,” she said, sounding very cheerful. “Are you coming down? We need another pitcher!”

“Already? Well, I’ll be down in a bit. How are you two feeling? It sounds like you’re having fun.”

“I’m afraid we’re both getting a little drunk. We should probably eat a snack, you think?”

“I’ll take care of that,” I said. “Listen. Now, don’t look, but Greg has been watching you two for about twenty minutes. He’s sitting on his deck. Whatever you do, don’t look.”

Susan went silent. For thirty seconds I heard nothing but heavy breathing, then she whispered, “Oh my God. Really? Twenty minutes?”

I could barely hear her. “You don’t have to whisper, honey. He’s too far away to hear what you’re saying.”

She looked like she was going to reach for her towel, then re-decided. Her posture loosened up. I guessed she was done processing the information I’d given her. She turned and ratcheted up the headrest on the lounger and leaned back, then in a normal voice said, “Okay. What do I do? What’s supposed to happen?”

“I don’t know. Nothing, really. We haven’t discussed beyond this point. But I can tell you, Greg’s getting an eyeful. How does that make you feel?”

She was quiet for a long time. “I kind of like it, Ryan. I mean, I don’t mind. Should I?”

“Not if you like it. There’s nothing wrong with being admired.”

“Could you come down? I think I’m ready for you to be here now.”

“Okay.” I hung up and went downstairs. I fixed a fresh pitcher of margaritas and went out onto the deck. As I approached the women, I saw Greg leave. Perhaps I had scared him off.

“Hey there,” said Marci. “Oh goodie, a fresh pitcher.” She held up her glass. “I guess your neighbor’s a no-show, eh?”

I looked at Susan. “You didn’t tell her?”

“Marci,” she said, whispering. “Ryan just told me on the phone Greg’s been watching us for a half hour.”

“Oh God,” said Marci, also in a whisper. She shuddered with excitement. “Really, he’s watching us?”

“He’s gone inside,” I said, in a normal voice.

“Oh fuck,” said Marci, also in a normal voice now. “We did it, huh? Did he take pictures? I mean, what did you see, Ryan? What was he doing? Did he jack-off?” She laughed.

“He just sat on his deck pretending to read a book while he spied on you two. I didn’t see a camera.”

“He could still be watching us,” said Susan. “I’m not sure what to do now. Should we get dressed?”

“If you want to,” I said, hoping she wouldn’t. I was enjoying this close-up view of them naked.

“Well,” said Marci. “Ryan has to join us if we stay this way. It’s only fair.”

“Marci, you’re getting drunk,” said Susan. “I admit, so am I a little bit. It’s okay Ryan. It’s fun. I don’t mind if Marci sees you naked again.”

I was embarrassed to join them for obvious reasons.

“I bet he’s hard as a rock, Susan. What man wouldn’t be? Look at us! We’re two hot babes.”

“Honey, do you have an erection?” asked Susan, almost tenderly. “It’s okay. Marci’s seen it before. It’ll probably go away if you think of something else... I know. Remember when your dad told you about his polyps?”

Marci laughed at the ploy but, surprisingly, it worked. I felt some relief and removed my gym shorts, then sat with them covering my crotch.

“Ah gee,” said Marci. “Look at us now, suburban nudists. Maybe we’ll start a trend.”

“It is nice once you get used to it,” said Susan. “It feels kind of naughty, though.”

“So, it’s working for you,” I said. “You know, the naughty part.”

I felt comfortable enough now to remove the gym shorts from my lap. My cock was behaving, more or less. Maybe it had needed a rest. Marci was her usual, unashamed self. She was now sitting facing me in an open lotus position. I could see she was trimming herself more closely. She’d let things go kind of wild back in our day. Going down on her was like dipping your head into a kelp farm.

Susan remained more or less rigid. I wasn’t sure what was going through her mind. Maybe my nudity around Marci was making her uncomfortable. I was about to say something when she got up and walked naked into the house. All she said was, “Potty stop.” I was surprised that she didn’t wrap herself in her towel.

The temperature was rising by the minute and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky nor a breeze on the ground. We were starting to bake. It made absolute sense to be naked in this weather. The heat was coming earlier every year now.

Marci was now jamming her cuticles back into shape with a stick intended for that purpose. She looked very natural naked like she was meant to be that way. I was feeling comfortable now even though my cock was in full view. For a moment, I wondered if I still had the right to feel her breasts. It was strange how that goes once a relationship ended.

“So,” she said, without looking up. “How do you feel about this new side of your wife? Are you surprised?”

“I was initially. I’ve gotten used to it.”

“Do you think she wants to sleep with Greg?” She asked this offhandedly.

“That’s a bit of a jump, isn’t it?” I said, feeling it was indeed a jump, though it had now crossed my mind several times.

“Who knows? She’s been pretty giddy about all of this. She seems really happy. And she’s been really interested in hearing about us all of a sudden. We’d never talked much about you and me screwing.”

“You mean the details?” I was definitely curious.

“Like what you liked to do in bed, what we did, how risqué we got, that sort of thing.”

“Christ, what did you tell her?”

“The truth. I told her you were a complete pervert.”

“Thanks, Marci. I’m sure she was pleased to hear that.”

“I’m kidding. I told her we just did what couples do, regular stuff, and that you loved it when I sucked your cock. You did, you know.” She pushed her cheek out with her tongue in case I was confused on this point.

“You speak the truth. What can I say?” I wasn’t sure what to say but felt no harm in saying what I said. We were talking about the past.

“Have you ever thought of making love to me again?” So much for the past.

“No, Marci. I mean, not like it really happening again. But I was admiring you before when I was upstairs... Well, I’m admiring you now. You have a nice body. Susan knows that. You both do.” I felt my cock expanding. I wasn’t sure what to do about that.

“I’ve thought about it,” said Marci. “Lots. You’re in my Hall of Fame. Or is it infamy?”

“Well,” I said. “I guess it’s crossed my mind, at least the memory of making love to you. Sure. I’ve thought of it that way. Sometimes it feels strange to sit with you knowing you the way I do.”

“I know, right? I’ve swallowed your cum.” She licked her lips.

Susan returned with a bowl of dipping chips and salsa. She set it in front of Marci, who promptly dug in. Susan sat next to her, also in a lotus position, something I’d seldom if ever seen her do naked.

They were both ravenous. Chip crumbs were flying everywhere as they dipped and munched. A dollop of salsa landed on Marci’s breast and, when I pointed this out, Susan gamefully licked it off. They both laughed at that, and I wondered if the two of them were heading in a new direction. I hadn’t thought of that possibility, and I didn’t know what to think if it was a possibility.

Once they took the edge off their hunger, we refilled our glasses, emptying the second pitcher of margaritas. It didn’t matter, it was the weekend. There was no harm in a little celebration now and then, plus, we rarely drank during the week.

Facing the women, I didn’t have a direct line of sight to Greg’s backyard. I’d almost forgotten about that whole situation when I noticed a deer-in-the-headlights look on Susan’s face. I looked over my shoulder and saw Greg restored to his previous position on his deck, though he was now standing. It took a few seconds to digest the fact that he was now naked. He was stretching his arms with his head back like he was making an offering to the sun.

I had to admit he had an impressive cock. It hung rather far, I thought, and seemed thick, even from this distance. It didn’t look aroused, meaning it just hung straight down. He relaxed from his Sun God Worship pose, then sat in his chair and took a big gulp from a drink sitting beside his book, which he then picked up and pretended to read.

I looked at Susan. Her eyes were rigidly fixed on Greg and she seemed completely unaware of my presence. Marci remained clueless about the situation. She was now scraping crumbs through the remaining salsa and licking her fingers. She was covered anew with chip fragments and salsa drippings as you would imagine a kid might be who hadn’t been properly raised.

I leaned over to tap Susan’s knee, which startled her. She looked at me as her chest heaved, due to her drawing in a deep breath. Perhaps she’d forgotten to breathe while staring at Greg. I used a head gesture to indicate I was aware of what she had been looking at. She smiled and looked at Marci, who remained oblivious. I put a vertical finger to my lips, indicating Susan shouldn’t say anything about this new development in the adjoining yard.

“Marci,” I said. “Look at yourself, you’re a mess. We can’t take you anywhere.” She followed my eyes down to her boobs.

“I am a mess, aren’t I?” she said, laughing. She must have been fairly drunk now. “Where’s your hose? I could use a rinse.”

“We like to keep it in the yard.” I pointed to it on the lawn, coiled near the steps to the deck. She went to it, turned the faucet on, and pointed the end of the hose to her breasts. In a nanosecond, the water streamed and she screamed.

“Fuck that’s hot.” She pointed the hose to the yard to let the water heated by the sun escape. She tested the water and then ran it over herself, gently palming her breasts to rub off the stubborn crumbs. She turned off the hose and rejoined us, still oblivious to naked Greg next door.

Looking refreshed, she brushed off the chaise lounge, sat down, picked up her drink, and took a swig. Her breasts, now glistening from the water, looked utterly sublime. I’d truly forgotten how wonderful they were. She was more buxom than Susan, who was now leaning back in the lounge also looking as lovely as ever. Her posture was very open, almost like she was willing Greg to drink her in.

I decided to leave her to it, picked up the empty pitcher, tapped Marci’s knee and indicated she should follow me into the kitchen.

“What’s up?” she said, once there.

“Nothing. I just thought you could keep me company while I made another pitcher.  You can help. How are you feeling, by the way? Do you need anything more to eat? You seemed ravenous with those chips.”

“I know, right?” she laughed. “Sometimes I can be a slob. Plus I have a thing for chips and salsa.” She rinsed out the pitcher and handed it to me. “I’m not sure what else I can do to help here, buddy. It’s pretty simple. Add the mix, dunk in the tequila. Shake it up.”

“Got it,” I said.

“Hey, let’s do some shots!”

“No! I feel it plenty already,” I said.

“Hey, it’s Saturday. Plus, why not? The day’s already pretty much toast.” She cut a lime into wedges, got shot glasses from the cupboard and filled them up. She handed me a glass and a wedge. “Bottoms up!” We downed the shots.

“One more!” she said and produced another round. I knew she could hold her liquor, but she was pushing it.

She waved her hand in front of her face, indicating she was hot or that the tequila burned. Possibly both.

“So, this is pretty weird, isn’t it?” she said. “We’re standing naked in your kitchen. I didn’t see that coming when I got up this morning.”

“Weird, but I’m used to it now.”

“Me too. It’s fun, like old times. Plus, I like seeing this side of Susan. She seems to like it too. I was shocked when she licked my boob.”

“Yeah, me too.” Once again I felt my cock responding rather quickly to the situation at hand. I was standing naked in my kitchen with a beautiful woman who was also naked. I turned to face the counter and look out the window, but it was too late.

“Oh, look at you!” said Marci. “Is that for me?” In a split second, she had reached over and grabbed my cock. It instantly filled her hand. I jerked back and she let go.

“Sorry, Ryan,” she said. “Old habits, I guess.” She laughed. I wanted to bend her over the counter and have my way with her.

What the hell was I thinking?

“You know,” she said. “You could screw me if you wanted to. I’m beginning to think Susan wouldn’t even mind.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Am I? I don’t think so. Let’s do another shot!”

“I really don’t need it, Marci. I’m pretty buzzed already.”

“So am I. Who cares?” She poured herself a shot and drained it, then left the kitchen to join Susan on the deck. Susan’s eyes were closed. She’d spread her legs a bit with her knees raised. I felt like climbing aboard but resisted.

“Hey,” said Marci. “Fresh drinks!”

Susan opened her eyes and smiled, grabbed her empty glass and sat up. “You two took your time. Did you have a little quickie or something?” She laughed, but she said it in such a way that made me feel she wouldn’t have minded. Or perhaps it was wishful thinking on my part.

“Yeah,” said Marci. “He banged the hell out of me.” She sat down on the lounger somewhat tipsily, almost spilling the pitcher. I took it from her, refilled our glasses and sat down. I noticed Greg had put his book down and swiveled his chair. He was facing us with his head back, suggesting his earlier sun worshipping. His cock still looked on the large side. I considered myself average, which I used as a reference point.

Marci held up her glass and proposed a toast. “Hey, to happiness, guys!” Before we could acknowledge the toast, she took a drink. “It’s too bad your friend couldn’t join us.” She started to laugh as she looked over to Greg’s backyard, meaning to indicate which “friend” she was referring to. “OH FUCK!” she then said. “Look!”

“I know,” said Susan.

“He’s fucking naked!” said Marci, but in a raspy whisper.

“He’s been like that a while now, Marci,” I said.

“You knew?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, shit,” said Marci, almost slurring. “We should invite him over!” She was definitely drunk.

Before I could say anything Marci stood, waved, and hollered over to Greg. “Hey! Come join us!” She bent down to pick up the pitcher and held it up. “Come have a drink!”

This was a surprise. Susan looked at me with a very confused and horrified expression on her face. Marci hollered more encouragement to Greg. “Come Over!” Susan kicked Marci’s knee and mouthed a silent ‘What are you doing???’ Marci waved her off.

“Thanks. Give me a few minutes” we heard Greg shout back.

Yikes, I thought. Greg was coming over. What would we do now? Stay naked? Get dressed? I looked at Susan’s nudity in a whole new light. I wanted her to put on her clothes and of course, hoped she wouldn’t.

“He’s coming over,” said Marci, now sitting. She looked at Susan. “Did you see his cock?”

“I saw, Marci. I know,” said Susan. “What were you thinking? Jesus Christ!”

“What?” said Marci. “Didn’t we want him to come over? I’m confused now.”

Susan indicated she wanted me to respond to Marci’s question. That, or she needed my permission to respond positively. Maybe she wanted me to say out loud I was fine with Greg coming over as she laid there naked. My mind was doing backflips trying to sort it all out.

“There’s nothing we can do now,” I said. “He said he’d be over.”

“What should we do?” asked Susan. “Should I get dressed?”

“We could put on our bottoms,” thought Marci.

“That’s our underwear,” said Susan. “That’s no different, really. And what about our tits?”

They worked themselves into a naked frenzy. I didn’t have a clue as to what to do. Greg, with his monstrous cock, was coming over for a drink. I looked at my situation and felt a frenzy of my own.

There was nothing to do now but to grin and “bare” it.





Chapter 13: Calm Down!
GETTING TO KNOW YOU
“Ladies!” I said. “Calm down! He’s been looking at you naked all afternoon. Now he’s coming over. There’s no point in being worried about him seeing you close up. You both look great.”

They looked at each other, then became extremely preoccupied with how they looked. Susan let her hair down and shook it out while Marci reviewed her pubes like she was considering a quick trim. They resembled high schools getting ready for a date except they were naked, of course. For the moment I forgot about my own nudity.

“So, what do we do?” asked Susan once again, now that her hair was sorted out. “I mean, do we just act natural?” She drained her glass. “Ryan, are you sure you don’t want me to get dressed?”

“Just relax,” I said. “If you want to put your clothes on that’s okay. But you’re fine as you are. I don’t care either way.”

That was a lie.

This situation reengaged my cock’s attention. I didn’t want to greet Greg with an erection. I wanted our “naturism” to appear as something we enjoyed as a modern couple, or some such nonsense, and not like we were kids being naughty in the backyard.

Marci, unwisely, refilled her glass. Though it was true she held her liquor well enough, as with anyone, this was true only up to a point. I thought what the hell and had her refill my glass too.

There was a knock on our gate. The three of us looked at each other like spooked kids around a campfire ghost story competition. I hadn’t noticed Greg crossing his lawn to get to the gate, so I was unprepared for the knock, even though I knew it was coming. One of us had to go let him in. This fact hadn’t occurred to Susan or Marci, so I mentioned it.

“Oh,” said Marci. “I’ll go!” She got up rather excitedly and went to the gate which was out of our sight thanks to the shrubbery. I could hear Marci greeting him, some laughter, and then they came into view. Greg was wearing shorts with Marci walking nude beside him. It seemed unbalanced. I heard Susan release a sigh which sounded like disappointment.

I waved at Greg and said “Hello!” in a friendly, perfectly normal way. I’d never greeted another man while I was naked. It was weird. When they reached us, Susan said very naturally, “Hey Greg. How are you? I hope we didn’t shock you!”

He said, “Hey Susan. No. Not at all. I’m great. How are you?”

“Great.”

Good. We were all great, except the three of us were naked and he was wearing shorts.

I hadn’t thought of bringing another chair over. I didn’t really want to get up now and fetch one, so I suggested to Marci that she do it. She did so and then resumed her position on the lounger next to Susan. Greg and I sat on the side of it in deck chairs facing them.

The atmosphere felt a bit thick, and I wasn’t sure how to cut through it, so I stuck with normal social banter that might occur between neighbors when they’re all fully clothed.

“How’ve you been, Greg?” I asked, with a tone of sincere interest, a tone used when the person you’re addressing has been recently divorced.

“I’m well enough, Ryan. Thanks for asking,” he replied.

In case Marci wasn’t up to speed on Greg’s affairs, I mentioned his recent divorce.

“Oh, right,” said Marci. “Your wife ran off with a pilot.”

“Marci!” said Susan. “That’s not nice to say.”

I immediately thought, oh, look at Susan going to Greg’s defense! Then I put that six-year-old in my head away.

“It’s okay,” said Greg with a smile. “It’s true. It doesn’t bother me anymore. I’ve moved on.”

“Good,” I said.

“Was she the one who sunbathed in a skimpy suit?” asked Marci, demonstrating she hadn’t registered Susan’s earlier comment.

“That would be the one,” said Greg with another small laugh.

“Ryan probably enjoyed that,” said Marci.

I felt sheepish but nodded my head. It was true. It was also clear Marci wouldn’t let herself be reeled in.

“So, Greg, aren’t you going to join us?” asked Marci. She was referring to his shorts and the fact that they were still on.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t want to assume anything when I came over.”

“You’re fine either way,” I said.

“No he’s not!” said Marci. “Anyway, we already saw you naked over there.” She nodded over to Greg’s backyard.

Greg laughed. “I admit, I was surprised when I looked over earlier and saw you all, but also pleased. Kathy and I enjoyed going to nude beaches. We never thought of hanging out naked in the backyard, or socializing at home that way.”

“No one can see us, Greg, except you,” said Susan, implicitly indicating she didn’t mind if Greg saw her nude.

“And you don’t mind if I…”

“We don’t mind. You can take off your shorts. It’s fun!” said Susan, now sounding very eager. Marci laid crosswise on the lounger like an Egyptian princess might have done, supporting herself on her elbow. Greg’s view was now a direct line from Marci’s feet to her head. She looked alluring, to say the least. Susan now sat with her back slightly arched, which highlighted her bosom. Her legs were far enough apart to be suggestive.

Greg stood and dropped his shorts and underwear, stepped out of them and looked at his chair. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t bring a towel.”

Quite right, I thought. We should both have towels. I corralled the courage to get up and collect them for the men, which required going upstairs to the linen closet. When I came downstairs Marci was in the kitchen.

“Not more shots I hope,” I said.

“No. Greg needs a glass.”

“Right.”

“So, what do you think?” she asked.

“About Greg?”

“No. About Susan”

“What should I be thinking?”

“She’s making goo-goo eyes at Greg.”

“No. I hadn’t noticed. Maybe you’re imagining it.”

“Maybe… He is good looking, and he’s nice.”

“I suppose he is. Sure.”

“Did you see his cock? He’s a big boy.”

“Let me ask you, Marci. Is that a big turn on? They say size doesn’t matter and…”

“It matters,” she said. “But it can be too big too. It depends.”

“I see. So, you like his cock is what you’re saying.”

“Hmm. It’s nice to look at. Most men’s are kind of, I don’t know, not so nice. Anyway, cocks don't do much for me when I see them, you know, when I just see a cock. But Greg’s is nice looking. He doesn’t do much for me though. He’s not like you. You’re more my type, and I like your cock, but I have to admit seeing his cock was kind of exciting. It made me tingle a little.”

“Good to know. I can’t believe you invited him over. That wasn’t in the plan.”

“Did we have a plan? I forget.”

“Maybe it’s the booze… All that we intended to do was for you and Susan to sunbathe naked and see if Greg noticed. Then Susan was to decide if it turned her on to be seen naked by another man. It was pretty simple.”

“Oh, she likes it. Can’t you tell?”

“Tell? How?”

“She’s acting like a teenager with a crush, and she’s naked. That kind of dials it up.”

“Unlike for yourself, Marci, only a few men have seen her naked. Try to remember the first time you got naked with a man if you can think back that far.”

“You mean middle school? I can remember.” She laughed.

I laughed too. “So, for Susan, it’s still a little exciting. That’s my point.”

“I get it. Hey! It’s exciting for me, too. Women like being ogled by men. I mean, if they like them well enough. Greg seems okay, even if I don’t want to bang him. I wonder what they’re doing now. Should we leave them alone?”

“What the hell are you thinking? Of course not.”

What was she thinking? That they could be screwing?

We returned to Greg and Susan who, in fact, we’re not screwing but talking. He was leaning in with his elbows on his knees, and she was facing him. Her legs were even slightly more apart with her knees raised and drawn in tight. This posture emphasized her vulva, which looked especially full or ripe and ever so intimate. She was leaning back on her arms.

They were both laughing.

“What’s so funny?” asked Marci, as she sat next to Susan, who moved to make room for her.

“We were talking about last weekend,” said Susan. “When Greg caught me in my underwear.”

“Oh, that!” said Marci. “Did she tell you how horny it made her?” She laughed, but Susan’s face turned a deep red. No one said anything.

I left space for Susan to comment, but she seemed in shock over Marci’s remark. Feeling for her, I spoke. “Greg, what Marci means is  Susan was embarrassed, but then later thought the whole thing was kind of kinky too, and sort of arousing in that way.”

“I get it,” said Greg, smiling. “I’ve had dreams where I’m caught in my underwear or naked, like at the mall. Even though it’s frightening, there’s something erotic about it. This is just a case of a real life occurrence. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“Exactly,” I said. “That’s it. We’ve all viewed it that way too.”

“But I didn’t mind, Greg,” piped up Susan. “I mean, it was okay that you saw me that way. Well, clearly. You’re looking at me naked now.” She laughed. It seemed important to her that Greg understood she was fully aware of him now seeing her naked and that that was okay too.

“I understand,” said Greg. “I’m not reading anything into it. As I said, my ex and I went to nudist resorts. I was pleased to see you were all accustomed to it too.”

“Jesus it’s hot,” said Marci. She got up and went down to the hose. I decided to join her.

“Let me,” I said. “I’ll spray you and then you spray me.”

“Okay,” said Marci. She raised her arms and turned in slow circles like she was on a spit. God, she was attractive. It was my turn and I just stood assuming I could not match her grace. She turned off the hose and said, “Come with me.”

I followed her back into the kitchen. “What’s up?” I said.

“Okay, you have to have noticed something by now, Ryan.”

“What?”

“Like I said before. I think Susan’s a little gaga over Greg, don’t you see it?”

“No. I still haven’t picked up on that.”

“Come on. She’s posing for him. She’s putting herself on display. She’s almost shoving her pussy in his face. You didn’t see that?”

“Jesus, Marci. A few minutes ago you were sprawled out naked in front of him. You were wide open too.”

“Exactly, Ryan. I was ‘sprawled’. I wasn’t posing. I was just relaxing, not caring one wit what Greg thought. Well, when we go back, see if you notice anything.”

“Okay.” I had noted Susan’s lovely vulva smiling at Greg, but for reasons I couldn’t explain, I felt extremely focused on Marci. She suddenly seemed very exotic. Maybe she reopened a dormant channel in my brain, the one I used to use when we were a couple.  Anyway, whatever was up with Susan I was completely comfortable with, even if she was flirting with Greg. I felt safe. Maybe she was spreading her wings a bit. It didn’t mean she was about to fly away.

“Let’s do another shot!” said Marci. She seemed to be having a lot of fun and I was happy for her. It also felt like we were having a mini reunion. We hadn’t talked much about our mutual past since we broke up. As much as I loved Susan and felt completely happy with her, I was feeling very attracted to Marci.

She was leaning with her back to the sink, her arms slightly behind her on the counter, still dripping from the hose. The pose accented her perfect proportions. I felt my cock rising. She noted the fact, looked into my eyes, and smiled.

“Old times, heh?” she said. She got a dreamy look and turned to peer out onto the deck as if to see if anyone was coming.

“Ryan, just touch me. Please! For old times sake? Finger me. I’ll be quick! I always am!”





Chapter 14: You Know You Want To
WHAT ARE WE TALKING ABOUT NOW?
“You’re drunk, Marci.”

“Just a little. So what? I can see you want to touch me.”

“It wouldn’t be right.”

“I beginning to think it might be, Ryan. I think your wife wants to screw your neighbor.”

“What? Well, even so, and I doubt it, by the way, she hasn’t said anything about you and me having another go.”

“She asked me if I wanted to sleep with you again. That was before you joined us.”

“Really? What did you say?”

“Touch me and I’ll tell you,” she said.

“No. Don’t tell me then.”

“I told her I would, if the circumstances were right, and she was okay with it.”

“What did she say?” I asked.

“She kind of looked off into space. Then she smiled, but before she could speak you came out and joined us.”

Lord, I thought. Maybe Susan wouldn’t mind if Marci and I slept together again. Still, it wasn’t something I would consider on my own, however much I then very much wanted to bury my face in Marci’s breasts. I wanted nothing more than to bend her over the sink and have my way with her. I knew she would come in an instant. That’s just how she was.

We could hear Greg and Susan laughing.

“Let’s do a shot,” I said. “Then we’ll make a pitcher of daiquiris. I’ve got plenty of rum.”

“Great, but aren’t you going to finger me? You know you want to!” She smiled a wonderful smile.

“I can’t, Marci.”

“I understand, Ryan. Just give me a sec...” She bent over the sink and fingered herself. Within thirty seconds she was quietly moaning and in another ten seconds, her body was spasming out of control. It was the sort of thing you couldn’t not notice. Ten seconds later she straightened herself up and exhaled a great volume of air like she’d been holding her breath.

She smiled with droopy eyes. “Okay, that’ll hold me for a while. Let’s have those shots.”

Jesus, I thought. She really knew her body. I was almost envious. If she wanted to, she could give herself ten orgasms in a row. I poured us each a shot. We toasted, downed the shots, and I made a pitcher of daiquiris. We took it outside with four fresh glasses.

Greg was now lying next to Susan on the lounger, both face up and a proper distance apart. They weren’t touching, in other words, and they were discussing something that had them both amused. Marci and I sat next to each other in the chairs. I poured the daiquiris and passed them around.

“Thanks, honey,” said Susan, when I handed her the drink. “We were just talking about Kathy. Greg’s got some funny stories.”

“Who is Kathy?” asked Marci.

“Greg’s ex-wife,” I said.

“Oh, right. I met her,” said Marci. “What’s so funny?”

“She really put Greg through the wringer,” said Susan, smiling, like she was glad that Kathy had been a pill. We all knew that already.

“That’s not so funny,” I said. “I’m sure that was painful.”

“At the time, maybe,” said Greg. “Now it’s just stories. They don’t have any emotional impact. Well, actually, they do, in that it makes me happy that part of my life is over.”

“Well, tell us a story then,” said Marci. “I mean since it’ll make you feel better.” She smiled at Greg and then me.

I couldn’t help but notice Greg’s cock again. I didn’t think he was aroused, which made the fact that, as it was lying on his thigh, it could possibly be used as a weapon when erect. I wondered how Susan felt about that. Her posture was as open as ever.

“Okay,” said Greg. “I was just telling Susan that once Kathy came home from a trip and, as she was unpacking, I saw she had condoms. I knew they weren’t for me…”

“Because they were regular sized?” asked Marci, grinning. She thought her remark was witty, given the fact of Greg’s large naked cock was resting in full view on his thigh.

Greg blushed but continued.

“She said she didn’t know where they came from, then pretended to have the wrong bag. I looked through it and it was all her stuff. I pointed this out and she said someone must have pranked her.”

“Oh, well, that could have happened,” said Marci. “I’ve been there.”

“Sure, it was possible,” said Greg. “I didn’t argue with her. Then a month later an official notice came in the mail addressed to Kathy. Being curious, I opened it. It was from the Phoenix clerk of the court. It was a citation for public indecency. She had been arrested for public indecency. That was the gist of it, and at that moment she was laid over in Phoenix.

“I thought, okay, that’s it. Whatever she did, I didn’t want to know about it. I called a lawyer for advice. He said he’d dig into it and get back to me.

“The following day he called and said he hoped I was sitting down. I sat down. The citation in the mail was just one of many she’d received over the years. She even had one charge for prostitution. She had to pay a fine and do a week of community service. That was in Salt Lake of all places. I just thought she was on an extended trip when she served the sentence.”

“Holy Christ!” said Marci.

“I know, Marci,” said Susan. “I couldn’t believe it either.”

“So,” continued Greg. “When she got home, and before she could go upstairs, I mentioned there was a lawyer trying to reach her involving something in Phoenix. She turned pale. Then she collected herself and asked what the lawyer said. I was coy at first, then thought what the hell. I said, ‘Apparently you’ve been charged with public indecency’.

“She said I was crazy, so I showed her the notice that came in the mail. Kathy looked at it and said she could explain. I said, okay. Explain. She said she’d had too much to drink one night, and went to the pool to swim off the booze. She met a guy there and he forced himself on her.

“That would be a sad story except the truth was she had been with two men, and they were consensually fornicating in the hot tub. As they were all belligerent when security tried to stop them, they called the police and had them arrested. That’s what my lawyer dug up in the police report. So I laid it out to her and she knew she was beaten. Her stuff was already packed. She left that night.”

“Jesus,” said Marci. “Two guys. I’m so sorry, Greg. That had to be tough.”

“It was what it was,” he said. “But that and all the other stuff made it easy to let her go. That was only four months ago. It seems like years now.”

“You poor guy,” said Susan. She patted his leg within an inch of his impressive manhood.

“Jesus, I’ll say,” said Marci. “So I guess you’re still healing.”

“Not anymore. I feel great.”

“Good,” I said. I refreshed our drinks. As Susan reached over Greg with her glass, her left breast brushed his arm, an occurrence that seemed very familiar for a non-married couple. She’d even paused for a moment, letting it dangle on his bicep. There was no way he hadn’t noticed.

I decided it was time for Susan and I to review the situation privately. I asked her to help me in the kitchen. As she lifted off the lounger I felt a stab of jealousy, as her ass featured beautifully as it rose just feet away from Greg’s eyeballs.

We got to the kitchen and before I could say a word she put her arms around me and gave me a big kiss. Feeling her naked body against my own felt terrific, almost like it was coming home after a long separation. She was mine, of course, to have and hold. What was I worried about, if anything?

She looked into my eyes. “Are you having fun?” She said this with a broad smile on her face, clearly indicating she was. “You don’t mind, do you, having Greg here?”

“No. And you seem pretty comfortable.”

“I know. I’ve only been completely naked with five men. That includes you and now Greg.”

“I hadn’t looked at it that way,” I said. “So, you’re over last weekend’s little mishap in the yard.”

“Oh yeah. Definitely. I’m comfortable around Greg this way.”

“You are? You mean, right now, or in general?”

She looked perplexed. “How do you mean, in general?”

“I mean, just whenever, I guess. Like tomorrow, for example. If he comes over for a visit and it’s hot like it is today. Would you take your clothes off again?”

“I don’t know. What do you think? Is this something we’re doing now? Entertaining naked?”

I thought about it. I couldn’t think of a reason why that wouldn’t be okay but then one popped into my brain. “What if I wasn’t around?”

She thought for a moment. “I see your point. No, then I guess it wouldn’t be proper.”

“I guess that’s what we’re getting at,” I said. It sounded like we were in agreement. Watching her move about the kitchen naked as we made a fresh pitcher, and thinking of Greg outside and everyone else being naked made me very horny. Or, hornier than I’d been feeling all afternoon, which was already very horny.

She stood with her arm around me as I finished the daiquiris. I kissed her head and she gave me a squeeze. I felt we were okay.

Then she said this: “I’m so happy you’re letting me be free like this, Ryan. Most husbands wouldn’t.”

Wait, what? I wondered. What were we talking about now?

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said.

“Letting me be naked like this, around Greg. And, you know…”

Marci, of course, came into the kitchen before she could finish.

“Hey guys,” she said. “Potty.”

She went into the guest bath. Watching her naked ass move across the kitchen also made me ache. Why was I so enthralled with Marci? Well, I was seeing her naked again after a long drought. That must be it.

I turned back to Susan. “You were saying?”

“I wasn’t exactly, Ryan, I guess… I guess I’m saying thanks for letting be naked around Greg, thanks for letting us see where it goes. There, I said it.”

“Where it goes?”

“Where it goes, Ryan. Like, what if I end up sleeping with Greg? Would it bother you? You can sleep with Marci.”

What the hell had just happened? The way she phrased it, this was no longer a theoretical leap. It was a leap I wasn’t prepared for, regardless of how much it already brewed as a hypothetical possibility. This was as escalation of a now very possible situation. Was this the whole point of our living room display the other night? Had she been priming me? That could have been it. Did I mind the idea of her sleeping with Greg? She had just put it in black and white. What surprised me was the fact that I wasn’t actually shocked.

More than that, I thought I liked the idea. Both of them, actually. Marci was in the mix.

She looked at me like a teenager asking to borrow the family car. For a moment I didn’t know what the hell to say. The fact that she said it out loud meant she seriously liked the idea too. She wanted to sleep with Greg. We were abandoning theory now, aiming at execution.

“I wouldn’t do it if it would bother you,” Susan said.

“No,” I said. “It’s not that. I mean, you know we’ve kidded about it and I admitted it excited me to think about it. Jesus... And you want me to sleep with Marci? Won’t that trouble you? Christ. My head is spinning. I have to admit I wasn’t prepared for this mentally.”

As if on cue Marci emerged from the bathroom. “What are you guys talking about? You seem serious.” I could swear her breasts were begging me to touch them. Susan had just informed me this was a possibility now.

“I just told Ryan I might sleep with Greg.”

“Holy shit, Susan,” said Marci. “I guess that’s kind of out of the bag.” She laughed. “I told Ryan earlier you seemed to like him.”

“I told Ryan he could sleep with you too, Marci, if you still want to,” said Susan.

“Okay,” said Marci. “I don’t have any other plans.”

“Look,” said Susan. “None of us has to sleep with anybody. I just think it will be fun, you know? The variety? I don’t want to screw anything up here for any of us. Does that make sense? I love you, Ryan. You know that, don’t you honey?” I nodded. “So we’re all good? Hasn’t this already been on everyone’s mind anyway?”

“Kind of,” said Marci.

“Yes,” I said. “I guess we’ve all had it on our minds. I can admit to that. We’ve even kidded about it, as I said.”

“What if Greg doesn’t want to?” asked Marci.

“Oh, well. Then we won’t sleep together. But you can still sleep with Ryan. It’d be cruel to take that away now.”

“And you wouldn’t mind?” I asked. “I have to admit, this is all sounding pretty crazy now.”

“No. I’m still your wife. I’m not saying you can run off with Marci. But it’s only fair if I sleep with Greg that you sleep with Marci.”

“Greg,” said Marci. “We’ve kind of left him alone out there. He may have gone home.”

“I doubt that,” said Susan, with a wink. She left Marci and me alone to go join Greg.

“Well, big guy,” said Marci. “Didn’t see that coming, did ya?”

“No. As I said, my head is spinning.”

“Give my tits a squeeze. That’ll settle your mind down.” She came over emphasizing her breasts with her posture. I felt them. They were as I remembered. Full and firm and feeling lovely in my hands.

“Oh, that’s nice. You can finger me too. Your wife gave you permission.”

“Jesus, Marci, I’m not quite ready for that. Besides, let’s savor this. Who knows when she’ll feel this way again? And we still don’t know what’s on Greg’s mind.”

“You may have a point… Hey, let’s get dinner going. It’ll give them more time to get acquainted.”

That seemed like a good idea. We got everything out. I put the filets in a marinade. We chopped vegetables and prepared a salad. Fifteen minutes later we were done. I decided to make another batch of daiquiris before switching to wine. I noticed Marci and I were a perfect team getting everything done.

Still, my mind wouldn’t settle down.

Neither one of us doubted that I was happy with Susan and, as far as I knew, Marci enjoyed her status as a single woman. It meant she could do as she pleased. If that included sleeping with me again, Susan had just removed any barriers.

This prospect did please me, but I wasn’t sure I was there yet.





Chapter 15: This Is Different
WHAT’S GOING ON HERE?
We returned to the deck, which was now at risk of becoming the scene of the crime of marital infidelity. It was a few minutes after five. The sun, though waning, had been especially vigorous all day, and there were no signs of its heat letting up anytime soon. That’s sort of how you want it to go when you’re practicing nudism.

Susan and Greg where still lying on the lounger but now facing each other on their sides. They seemed rather close too, looking like two newlyweds on one of those beach side cabana beds you see in Mexico. When we returned, they arranged themselves into sitting-up positions. It would have been rude not to.

Marci refilled their glasses. I told them dinner would be ready soon and then wondered if anyone had bothered to invite Greg. I mentioned this and Susan said he was on board. She spoke for him like many women would do for their husbands. The glitch here was that she said, by way of confirmation, “We’re eating dinner together, aren’t we Greg?” I wondered if Susan had already informed him of her other plans.

“Oh God, it’s hot. Let’s rinse again, Ryan,” said Marci.

“I’ll join you if that’s okay,” said Greg.

“Me too,” said Susan.

We all went down to the lawn. The thing here was, the neighbors on our other side would see four naked adults if they bothered to look over from their upstairs windows. They couldn’t see the deck, but I didn’t mention this to the group. I turned on the hose and sprayed myself and then the three of them. Greg stood next to Susan, or maybe that’s just how it looked with Marci being off to herself. She repeated her twirling routine, and Susan joined her. They even held hands for a moment as they spun around, like two naked nymphs. I turned off the hose and we returned to the deck. It was now a given that Marci and I took the chairs while Greg and Susan resumed on the lounger.

Marci’s nipples had tightened from the cool water and she had gooseflesh on her breasts. I always liked that look. Marci saw my stare and followed it down to her boobs.

“Like my tits, eh Ryan?” she said, in a loud voice. “Do you want to cop a feel?” She jiggled her breasts and laughed.

Intended or not that took us to a new level in terms of things being out in the open. I still didn’t know if Greg was up to speed with Susan’s wishes and did not want to assume as much. As far as I was concerned, he was Susan’s project. It was up to her to determine the flow of that seduction. So, what did this mean in terms of shaping my response to Marci’s question? As far as Greg knew, she was simply a family friend with whom I had no personal or former intimate knowledge. Wouldn’t it seem odd for the host to compliment or fondle her boobs? Perhaps I was worrying too much.

Before I could say anything, Susan chimed in: “They look lovely, Marci. You’ve got great boobs.”

Damn if Greg didn’t smile and nod in agreement.

“You do have lovely boobs, Marci.” I said, in case anyone wondered how I truly felt about them.

“What about mine?” asked Susan, feigning a pout. She held them up, which made her hands look small in comparison. She laughed and let them go. Greg smiled again. Being right next to Susan meant a nod would be superfluous. His eyes spoke of his enthusiasm just fine.

Marci and I agreed that Susan’s boobs were lovely too.

Marci took a big swig of her drink. I looked at her and her eyes spoke of the mirth she was feeling inside. She was really enjoying whatever was unfolding between us. She put one foot over mine. It had the same effect as holding hands, but no one would notice foot action, though my cock did notice. I watched it grow an inch before behaving. As it put me nearer the ballpark of Greg’s flaccid cock, I felt better about it.

Marci and Susan started cross-talking about one of Marci’s old flames, someone she started up with after me and then abandoned. Susan had seen him recently and thought he looked distraught and felt Marci would be pleased with this information.

“He was a sulker,” Marci said. “He almost never smiled.”

“That gets dreary,” said Susan.

“He was pretty selfish in bed too,” said Marci. It seemed unnecessary to bring that up, and I guessed she did it to tease me.

“That would suck,” said Susan. “I would never put up with that.”

“You don’t want to have to ask, you know?” said Marci.

“Ask what?” I said. I felt I may as well join the conversation.

“You know, to do stuff you like,” said Marci. She was going to make me work for it, but Susan jumped in.

“Like what?” she asked, smiling. She knew she was putting Marci on the spot.

“Jesus, what do you think I mean? Oral,” said Marci.

“Oh,” said Susan. “Did he expect you to?”

“Bingo,” said Marci. “A girl wants reciprocation, you know?”

“It’s good you dumped him,” I said. “I would have.”

“You mean,” Marci said. “If he didn’t blow you too?”

She laughed.

“He means if the situation was reversed, Marci,” said Susan.

“Duh,” said Marci. “I was just kidding. Greg, you’re pretty quiet there. How do you feel about oral sex?”

“Marci!” said Susan. “Shut up!” I had no doubt that Susan, in fact, wanted to know how Greg felt about oral sex.

Greg smiled, proving he was a good sport, and said, “I’m in favor of it.”

“Hey, now that you’re a single guy,” said Marci. “How do you feel about a woman’s lady garden? Shaved or natural?”

“Isn’t there a third choice?” asked Greg.

This stumped Marci for a moment, then she thought of a third option. “You mean groomed?”

“Trimmed, groomed. Yeah,” he said. “Like yours and Susan’s.”

This was a direct reference to my wife’s pubic hair situation as well as my ex-girlfriend’s. It had a strange energy. I couldn’t fault him for having seen their pubic hair. It was right there in front of him.

“I see you shave,” said Susan. “So does Ryan.”

Now my wife was discussing my neighbor’s balls.

“Yeah,” said Greg. We all looked at Greg’s balls.

“Anyway,” I said. “I guess I’ll start the grill now. Is everyone hungry?”

“How about some wine first, Ryan? I’m not really hungry yet,” said Susan. “I can get it.”

“I’ll go with you,” said Marci.

Ah-oh, I thought. That would leave Greg and me alone for the first time, and we were both sitting there naked. I hadn’t thought of this happening in the mix. We were losing our buffers.

As the women left, I decided to nip any potential awkward silence in the bud.

“I can get you something else, Greg. Would you prefer a beer or a cocktail?”

“No, wine is great, thanks. I should probably have brought something.”

“No, you’re fine. Anyway, if we run out of anything you’re right next door.”

“Okay, sure,” he said.

“That’s terrible about Kathy,” I said. “I had no idea you were going through that sort of thing. I only talked to her a few times. I can’t say I really knew her.”

“Between you and me, Ryan, it wasn’t a good fit to begin with.”

“No?”

“No. She was hot as hell, and we hooked up before I was mature enough to know any better. It was a T&A situation. I wasn’t thinking long term there. I went for the hotness.”

“That can happen.” I didn’t know what else to say. Kathy didn’t seem to have much going on in the attic, but, as I said, I barely ever talked with her. She was a flight attendant and thus seldom around.

“Your wife is attractive,” said Greg. “So is your friend Marci.”

“Thanks. Susan and Marci are both also very bright. Sometimes it can get tiring. They never let you relax.”

Greg laughed. “It’s a nice problem to have.”

He became quiet, which kind of killed the roll I felt we were on. He turned to face me, dropping his feet to the deck which also meant his cock and balls were now hanging directly in front of me. I was glad his cock didn’t reach the deck.

“May I ask you something, Ryan?”

“Sure. Shoot.”

“What’s going on here?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s clear something is going on. Are you guys swingers? Is that what this is about?”

“No! Not at all, Greg.” I did my best to sound surprised at the question. “We’ve never done that.” This was true.

“Okay. Sorry. Now I feel foolish for asking.”

I now felt foolish too. How could I really explain it? I decided there was no graceful way to tell him what was going on. I rubbed my hands together to gather my thoughts, then just told him the facts.

“Look, Greg, I feel a little foolish myself. The fact is, when Susan talked with you last weekend on the lawn, I mean, in her underwear, she really had forgotten she’d taken off her robe. She was lost in her thoughts when you knocked on the gate. She opened it without thinking.”

“I know,” said Greg. “I didn’t think otherwise, really.”

“And then later she admitted that, reflecting back on the incident, she was aroused by it. And then she thought about that, and about how our sex life had been kind of, I don’t know, not that exciting lately. But that night she was fully charged up, I mean sexually, and it was because of what happened with you in the yard. Do you follow me so far?”

“Yeah. She played the incident over in her mind and it made her horny. I can see that. It’s like those dreams I mentioned, you know, when you’re caught naked.”

“Exactly. So, that got her thinking about how that little act of, let’s call it pseudo infidelity, got her excited. Me too, if I’m to be honest. And she started thinking about what would happen if you saw her naked—with my knowledge of course. If being seen in her underwear got her aroused, how would she feel to being seen naked by another man? That was her thinking… Well, our thinking, actually. Then the other night we made love in our living room with the curtains open. It was a kind of test. I don’t know if you noticed…”

“I would be lying to say I didn’t.”

“It was Susan’s idea. She liked the idea of us being watched while we made love. Again, it kind of worked for both of us, just the possibility that someone might be watching. I know it sounds sleazy on the surface.”

“No. I get it. Kathy and I had a similar experience, but it was accidental. After the fact, that’s when it worked, so I know what you mean.”

“Well, there’s more. We kidded about Susan being unfaithful and, to be honest, it got us both kind of hot. And then today made her think, or at least acknowledge, that she liked the idea, and mentioned you might be a candidate. That’s the sum of any premeditation.”

“You’re saying the idea of your wife sleeping with me has become something more than just speculative.”

I thought about it. He was right.

“That’s it more or less,” I said. “The fact is, we couldn’t deny how that small incident in the yard with you, when Susan was in her underwear, sparked something in us. Shortly after she told me about it, we were going at each other like sex-addicted teenagers. Right where you’re sitting, actually...”

“I kind of noticed that too, Ryan. I think the whole neighborhood noticed.”

“Well, I’m sorry about that. We…”

“No. Don’t be sorry. It was inspiring.”

“Thanks. Anyway, that all set the stage for today. It was to be like a test, you see, to test how Susan would feel about another man seeing her naked.”

Greg thought for a moment. “You weren’t planning on my coming over to join you.”

“No. That surprised us. Well, I was surprised when I noticed you were over there naked too. Was that the first time you’d done that?”

“Yes. You all inspired me. But I didn’t intend to crash your party.”

“That was Marci’s doing. She invited you over. But we’d never discussed a broader plan than just the two of them sunbathing. While that plan was germinating, I guess it grew in all of our minds to something more. There was never a plan to get you and Susan in bed together.”

“I get it now, I think.”

“There’s still a bit more for me to tell you,” I said. “You see, Marci and I have a past. I used to date her before Susan. Susan got it in her head that if I slept with Marci, I guess for old times sake or whatever, then she could sleep with you. She more or less said she wanted to sleep with you. I more or less said ‘okay’.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“Really? At first I felt mixed. But now I feel okay about it. Maybe later I’ll regret it, who knows? Susan and love each other. We don’t want to start swinging. Not at all. But we have a special situation here, I guess. That’s why it seems okay. Has Susan been giving you any signals?”

“I think so,” Greg said. “Or maybe it’s just the effect of being around her naked. She’s gorgeous. She puts Kathy to shame. Who wouldn’t want to sleep with your wife?”

“So you’re not opposed?”

“Honestly, I’m a little freaked out.”

“I can understand. It is definitely a weird situation. There’s no question about it.”

“Let’s say I wanted to sleep with your wife. How the hell would that work out?”

“None of us have thought that far, Greg.”

“Are we supposed to disappear together?”

“Hmm,” I said. “I really haven’t thought about that part either.”

We could hear the women returning with the wine.

“What do we do now?” asked Greg. It was a good question.

“Gosh, I don’t know. I have no idea. Maybe we pretend we haven’t had this discussion and we just see how the evening goes?”

Before he could answer, Marci and Susan were back. As often is the case, they continued whatever discussion they were having to its conclusion before acknowledging us.

“Hey,” said Marci. “You guys want wine? We opened two bottles.”

“Sure, thanks,” said Greg. He accepted a glass and Susan poured.

“So, what have you gals been gabbing about?” asked Marci. She scooted her chair closer to mine and sat down.

“The usual,” I said. “Recipes, fashion, trade balances with China.”

“Right,” said Marci.

“Speaking of recipes,” said Susan. “You can start the grill now, honey.”

Assuming I was still the “honey” in this equation, I stood to start the grill. It involved turning a knob, so I was back in a flash. Susan sat next to Greg, so they were both facing Marci and myself. Damn if Greg’s cock hadn’t grown another inch.

I took this as a sign of his increased interest in my wife.





Chapter 16: No Going Back
SUSAN’S MAKES A NEW FRIEND
I had now spoken in private though separately with Susan and Greg and learned they were both on the same track, or at least, Greg was now aiming in that direction with my consent. Susan wanted to sleep with him, and he with her. This knowledge had not been shared between them, though I was sure they were telegraphing their intentions with their eyes and body English.

Marci and I were on the same page, thanks to Susan’s generosity, which of course was self-serving. Marci sat close to me as a wife or girlfriend might do with company. If I had wanted to, I could have leaned over and fondled her breasts. Ironically, this would have only startled Susan, who didn’t know I’d told Greg everything, including her intentions for him.

Nor was Marci aware of this.

This put me in a unique situation. I could now sit back and watch my wife’s seduction of Greg unfold. He knew it was coming, and I knew he knew, but Susan didn’t. She was still operating with doubts circulating in her mind.

Apparently, they were not strong.

Within a few minutes, Susan’s hand landed on Greg’s thigh. She was making a point of some kind and putting her hand there added emphasis. I was no longer tracking their actual conversation. She leaned into him for a shoulder bump, further emphasizing some point, then resumed her normal position.

Marci quietly tapped my arm and directed me with her eyes to look at Greg’s cock. It was now half erect. It was so damn obvious I don’t know why I hadn’t noticed. Susan’s hand landed again on Greg’s thigh and her fingers grazed his erecting member. I noticed her steal at quick look down at the collision.

“Collision” was the right word because, as with train wrecks and other calamities, it was hard to look away from Susan’s fingers colliding with Greg’s cock. It drew my full focus, and to such an extent that I didn’t notice Susan was now talking to me.

“Ryan? Oh, Ryan?” she said, in a sing-song way.

“Yes!” I said. “What honey?”

“Could you please pour me some of that wine?” She turned to Greg. “Would you like more? Your glass is empty.”

“Sure, please,” he said, holding up his glass.

I filled their glasses and turned to Marci, holding up the bottle.

“Sure,” she said. “But, I’d better go make room.” She was commenting on the state of her bladder. I refilled her glass, set it down beside her chair, and set the bottle down next to me.

“Greg was just telling me he’s buying a condo in Mexico,” said Susan. “He said we could all visit.”

“Oh,” I said. “Where in Mexico?”

“Outside Tulum, on the Caribbean coast.”

“We just won a bid for a trip there,” said Susan. “Isn’t that where we’re going, honey?”

I was still a “honey”. That was good to know. “Yes, there or near there. I don’t have all the details yet. When do you close on the condo, Greg?”

“I’m going down next month. I just wired the money yesterday.”

“Great,” I said.

“What’s great?” asked Marci, who had returned.

“Greg’s bought a place in Mexico,” said Susan. “He said we’re all invited.”

“Oh, fun,” said Marci. “Can I bring a date?” She laughed.

Susan gave her a smile. “If you can find someone, sure.”

Susan was apparently now speaking for Greg.

“You can have Greg, Susan,” said Marci. “I’ll take Ryan.”

Susan blushed, then laughed, looked away in embarrassment, then turned to Greg. “What do you, think, Greg? Would that work for you?”

Now he blushed, looked at the ground, at me, and then back to Susan. “I think that could work.” A surge of courage rose through his spine and he leaned over and kissed Susan on the lips. She was very obviously startled, initially, and while still kissing him, looked over at me. I nodded back. She closed her eyes and put an arm across Greg, landing her hand on his shoulder. They kissed even more deeply before facing back to Marci and me. Greg now had a full-on erection. When I say full-on, I mean enormous.

“Ah, look, Ryan,” said Marci. “Susan’s made a new friend.”

We all laughed. Greg put his arm around Susan and gave her a squeeze, and Susan smiled like she was six years old and just been given a pony.

Or should I say a horse?

She must have thought Greg was extraordinarily courageous, not knowing he already knew his advances would be welcome. I debated whether I’d ever inform her of the fact. She could have thought she was so hot Greg couldn’t resist. This was almost true. That he had received my permission didn’t change the fact of her obvious attractiveness.

“I guess it’s okay now if I slobber over Ryan,” said Marci. She came over and sat on my lap, burying me under a big kiss. Having her naked ass on my lap sent all the proper signals to my cock. Marci jiggled her bottom around to accommodate the intrusion. I thought it might wander inside if we weren’t careful.

I noticed Susan watched us intently before leaning on Greg’s shoulder. He kissed the top of her head and her hand freely roamed his thigh. His cock bobbed as her fingers brushed its side.

“So, what about dinner?” asked Marci. She got up, which I hadn’t expected, thus exposing my full erection. She looked at it and laughed, looked over to Susan, got a why not? expression on her face and leaned down to kiss the tip of my weeping cock. She stood and laughed. “No need to rush, is there?”

She was right, though I was sure we could have all jumped each other at that point, happy to forget about dinner.

“Come with me,” said Marci. “Let’s get things started.”

“Can I help?” asked Susan, in a way to suggest she hoped her help wouldn’t be required.

“We’ve got it,” said Marci. “I’m thinking we’ll skip the full meal, maybe just cook the meat and shrimp so we have something to nosh on?”

“That sounds great,” said Susan.

I walked into the kitchen with Marci and, once inside, she gave me a deep and powerful embrace. We kissed like it was our first time, but with more assurance.

“Can you believe this is happening?” she asked. “I mean, God, Ryan. Your wife is about to bang your neighbor and we have permission to screw each other too. It’s crazy!”

“I know.”

“Finger me now, or just touch me. Christ, something.”

I cupped her in my hand and she melted as her arms came around my shoulders. I let a finger slide into her just a touch and she swooned.

She sensed I was starting to pull away.

“Oh, just little more, Ryan, Just a…”

“Okay.” I said. I let my fingers continuing exploring. She was as wet as she’d ever been and had probably been ready all afternoon. Well, she’d proven that once already standing over the sink.

She shuddered in my arms. I guessed she was having one of her mini-climaxes. She calmed down, gave me a kiss and laughed.

“That should keep me for a while.” She smiled. “I can’t wait to feel your dick in me again. I thought you were about to slide in when I was sitting on your lap. I was on the edge hoping you would.”

“I know. I thought that might happen too.”

“And it would have been okay.”

“Yes, but maybe a bit early?” I said.

“Right, though hell if I know how this should go. Are we pacing ourselves? Do you get what I mean?”

“Kind of. It’s new territory.”

“So, what do we do?” asked Marci. “Should we just disappear upstairs?”

“Somehow that doesn’t feel right, not yet at least.”

“Okay.” Marci contemplated the situation. “Then let’s cook up the meat, put it on a platter and just give everyone a fork. I don’t think I can handle a sit-down dinner.”

“I agree.” I took the meat to the grill and tossed it on. Once one side of the steaks had their two minutes to sear, I flipped them over and added the shrimp to the cooler side of the grill. In another few minutes it was all ready. I took it to the kitchen for some slice and dice action, then put it on a platter with melted butter and took it outside with plates and forks. Marci organized a small table for the platter.

Susan and Greg were lying facing each other on the chaise. He was fondling her breasts as she gazed into his eyes approvingly. They were speaking in mere whispers.

Only slowly did they acknowledge our presence as if reluctant to break whatever spell they’d fallen into. She and Greg rearranged themselves on the lounger to face us and we all dug in.

It was surprisingly tasty. I didn’t realize how hungry I’d become, which is always the case when one hasn’t eaten much all day. Alcohol calories didn’t really eat the spot though they do make you forget about food. We engaged in small talk between bites. Greg told us more about his condo in Mexico, offered up another story about his ex-wife involving a drunk pilot, and Marci shared a couple dating nightmare anecdotes that were indeed funny, including one about a “pencil dick” disappointment that also featured premature ejaculation.

Within twenty minutes there was no sign of steak or shrimp on the premises, it having all been hungrily consumed. Greg expressed the need for a rest break. By now his cock was behaving. He walked without embarrassment into the house to use the bathroom. This gave the remaining three of us a chance to speak alone. We’d finished several bottles of wine by this point which, along with the daiquiris and margaritas, meant we were pretty loosened up.

Not that Marci needed loosening up to say what was on her mind.

“Jesus, Susan,” she said. “Wow. Nice catch!”

“I’m right here, Marci,” I said.

“Oh, no offense, Ryan!” she said, not really worried she’d hurt my feelings. “I mean, come on, he’s gorgeous and nice!”

Susan just smiled, which I felt was a prudent move, seeing as how I was in fact right there.

“I don’t know about the cock situation, though,” Marci continued. “I mean, do you think can handle that thing?” She laughed.

“I’m still right here, Marci,” I said again.

I admit I was curious to know what Susan felt about his cock though she may have viewed my look as being of the anxious variety.

“Honey,” said Susan. “That sort of thing doesn’t matter. Anyway, I know he looks big, but they say it’s what they do with it that counts, right? You always hit all the right spots, Ryan. You know me so well.”

This was perhaps the oddest conversation I’d ever had. In the next several hours or less the cock in question would be inside my wife, and she was openly speculating about what he would be doing with it—hitting or not hitting the right spots in my wife’s vagina—though under these circumstances “pussy” was probably the better word.

“That’s right,” said Marci. “I’ve had big cocks that were duds, and aside from the pencil-dick guy, smallish cocks that were miraculous. You never know.”

Regardless, I was feeling a little envious of Greg’s, but pushed it out of my mind. Marci and I cleaned up the deck from our meal, various potty stops were made, and by the time we all returned the sun had firmly set and perhaps an hour of twilight remained.

Susan and Greg again assumed prone positions on the lounger. I wasn’t sure how they’d gotten dibs. She was on her back and Greg was on his side. He was fondling Susan’s breasts and didn’t stop when Marci and I resumed our seats. Seeing Susan’s breasts in Greg’s hands meant all of my neurons were now involved in processing the situation.

Marci leaned over and kissed me, then dropped her hand to my cock. It was already responding to the situation unfolding in front of us, this spectacle of my wife being fondled by our neighbor. My head was back to spinning. I wanted to jump Susan and make love to her, but also pull Marci on top of me and make love to her too.

At no prior point in my life was I as erotically charged or more in the moment. I wanted to savor it. We all knew where the evening was headed. Why rush? As we watched Susan and Greg, Marci started gently stroking my cock. As she did so, and with perfect timing, Susan’s hand reached for Greg’s. He scooted closer to her and she started pumping his cock as they kissed.

For the first time in my life I was watching my wife fondle another man’s dick and balls. She was being so familiar with it, her moves mimicking her moves when she fondled my cock. Of course they were the same moves. How could they not be?

It struck me that Susan was now adding to her erotic ledger. I’d been with Marci many times. For Susan, Greg was all new. Was my being with Marci again really balancing the scale? Regardless, this vision of Susan holding another man’s cock was the sort of thing I was likely to remember forever, right up there with 9/11.

Greg displayed no reserve. I wondered if he now viewed our earlier private discussion as a pep-talk. His mouth slipped from her lips to her breasts. He alternated between nipples and Susan moaned per approval, sounding almost delirious. Her nipples were her starter buttons.

Marci’s hand stopped moving. I looked to see she was now fully mesmerized by the escalating foreplay between Susan and Greg.

So was I.

I took a long sip of wine. Marci did the same, then scooted her chair to eliminate the final inch remaining between us. Her head leaned on my shoulder as her hand returned to my cock. I was as hard as I’d ever been and leaking precum down her fingers. She played with it, drawing it down over my shaft.

I kissed her, and her lips felt wonderful, being so full and moist and familiar. She smiled and pulled my ear down to her mouth. “I want to watch them first, then we’ll make love.” She gave me another kiss and I nodded.

It sounded like a very good plan.





Chapter 17: What’s Mine Is Yours
WHAT ARE WE TALKING ABOUT NOW?
Susan shot me a glance and smiled. Our eyes connected. She blew me an air kiss which I returned, even though it looks silly when a man does it. She saw Marci’s hand on my cock. It stumped her for a second, then she smiled again. She turned back to Greg, gave him a kiss, and push him down on his back.

I thought, this is it. They’re going to make love now.

But she wasn’t there yet. Susan leaned over his cock, which stretched to his navel, wrapped her delicate fingers around it, and put the tip in her mouth. She was laying perpendicular to him with her face facing us. This provided a clear and unrelenting view of the action.

Susan was slow and deliberate. She didn’t pump his shaft. Her method was to escalate in miniscule steps and, at that moment, I knew her tongue was circling his entombed tip in a leisurely fashion. Experience with me had taught her it drove me nuts with desire. Her cheeks budged with each pass of her tongue around his cock. This wasn’t the sort of observation a husband typically makes of his wife.

Greg’s left hand moved to her head. He didn’t push down. He just let his hand ride her motions. I wanted to mount Susan from behind but resisted. Marci, only reflexively I’m sure, squeezed my cock hard when Susan’s mouth descended on Greg. She still hadn’t relaxed her grip.

She tightened it even more when Susan’s face descended to Greg’s balls. She inhaled one, then the other, into her mouth. My brain quietly shrieked at this action. A dick is one thing. Balls were something else entirely. She followed by liberally licking his scrotum, curling it up under her tongue, then drawing her tongue up along his shaft until reaching its tip. She then put his cock deep into her mouth.

Watching her lips encircling and descending his cock was driving me beyond mad. I was suffering an erotic hurricane, and it was shifting everything around in my brain. As far as I could recall, I’d never received the entire sum of the performance Susan now demonstrated using the prone Greg. Had she been watching porn to bone up her skills? I felt another tsunami of desire at the thought. My wife wanted to excel at cock sucking, and not just for me!

He was now arching his pelvis into Susan’s mouth action, and she began stroking him. She could have wrapped her hands around him four times with room to spare. I could not imagine that cock fitting into my wife. She took a break from sucking and again dipped her mouth to his balls, tenderly fondling them with her tongue while her hand stroked his shaft. As her tongue took another leisurely stroll around his sack, she looked at me, then her eyes closed. She was utterly devoted to pleasing Greg and nothing was out of bounds.

Her eyes had said: “Watch me, husband”.

This vision posited me exactly on the edge of so many emotions. I felt torment and bliss, desire and revulsion.

Greg sat up and kissed Susan as she continued to stroke him. He gently pushed her down to the lounger, onto her back, and she spread her legs and raised her knees. He kissed her breasts, then slowly descended to her open legs leaving a trail of light kisses. He repositioned and began licking her up and down, but teasingly, it seemed, proving he was no novice. He inserted a finger and Susan moaned, its sound like something rising from the earth’s core. He went deeper with his tongue, and Susan responded with “Oh, yes, Greg… OH GOD YES!”

I felt a shiver run through Marci’s body. Her left hand now stroked my chest as her other remained on my cock.

Susan lifted herself into each penetration of Greg’s tongue and ramped up her vocalizing. “OH GOD!!! OH, LICK ME HARDER GREG.... YES… RIGHT THERE!!!... OH JESUS, I’M GOING TO COME IF YOU DON’T STOP!!! OH GREG STOP!!! I WANT YOU INSIDE ME!!!”

She wanted Gregg to fuck her now.

He lifted off and climbed over Susan. His cock looked enormous. Marci tensed when she saw it again. Susan put her hands on Greg’s shoulders and looked at him, waiting. She was preparing herself. He slowly lowered into position. His hand rubbed his cock up and down her slit as a preliminary introduction. I could see her nails digging into his flesh.

She nodded and Greg slowly lowered himself, sinking his cock into my wife. Her face looked tense, and when it appeared he was halfway inside, she said, “OH GOD, GREG… WAIT... OH, OKAY. NO WAIT...NO! NO!...WAIT!...” Then she relaxed again. “Okay, Greg, more, OH GOD! OKAY, MORE IS OKAY… HOLD IT...OKAY… GOD YES. OKAY… GREG… OH GOD!!!”

As Susan was nearly yelling her instructions, there was no way neighbors for blocks around weren’t enjoying this. That, or calling the cops. Initially, Susan had almost sounded panicked, like she was under attack, though if her exact words arrived into their listener’s ears, they would have deduced it was an agreeable assault.

She kept vocalizing and Greg went deeper and deeper. It now seemed he was sinking his cock fully inside her, which was almost inconceivable. Susan was panting and moaning. Greg judiciously held back, knowing from experience, I guessed, that his cock might be too much for some women.

But not Susan. Now acclimated to his size, she began to buck into his thrusts, forcing him to go deeper still.

Marci continued to tense and relax and repeat. At one point when Susan was saying “WAIT!!!” I sensed Marci was identifying with some prior experiences of her own.

“OH GOD!!!” Susan erupted again. “I’M GOING TO COME!!! OH YES… FUCK ME… OH GOD…”

Convulsions rippled through Susan body. She let go of Greg’s shoulders and grabbed his ass to ride the storm. Her expression was one of horrifying pain and enormous pleasure, supreme bliss and utter shock.

After some final spasms her body went completely slack. Greg began slipping out, provoking a “OH… Slow Greg… Go slowly” from Susan. He gently finished withdrawing. His cocked flipped up once free, still fully erect, and he laid it on her belly as he leaned over to kiss Susan.

Marci leaned to my ear and said, “God, I need to fuck you… What do we do?”

I shook my head. I didn’t know what to do. Marci gave me a kiss and put her head back on my shoulder, reconsidered, and returned her mouth to my ear and whispered. “How do you think she’ll finish him off? I think she’s going to swallow.” She snickered quietly.

Susan and Greg were quiet now, gently petting and kissing. After another few minutes, she pushed Greg down and returned to his cock, took it in her mouth, gave it a good suck, then ran her lips up and down his shaft. When she reached the tip, she would suck it each time, and as I saw her lips envelope his cock I was shocked anew. Her hand started pumping, first holding his cock tight then letting her fingers move up and down.

She put him back in her mouth and continued sucking and pumped harder with her hand. Greg now moaned and bucked into her and Susan held on, stroking him violently now. She whimpered too, frantic to produce an orgasm which seconds later she did. He was now coming hard. Susan whimpered more as she swallowed. She had to come up for air, and cum streamed from Greg’s cock onto her face. Susan put him back in her mouth and sucked and gagged. Cum spilled out of her mouth and ran down his shaft. She sucked more and more cum escaped—and I was told I had a “big load”. She swallowed hard as Greg’s body went limp under her. She licked his shaft and then his belly to clean him up. When she was done, she rested her head on his chest.

For now, it was over.

Until next time then? I had no idea.





Chapter 18: Marci Revisited
OH GOD YES
Marci stood and grabbed my hand. “Let’s go!”

This startled Susan, now bathing in the afterglow from making savage love to our neighbor Greg. “Where are you going, Marci?”

“I have to sleep with your husband now,” she said. “Remember, we had a deal?” She laughed and gave me a squeeze. “I’m going to give him the Susan treatment.”

“But, where are you going?” Susan asked.

“Upstairs? To your room, I guess.”

“Oh,” said Susan. “I was just telling Greg we needed to give up the chaise lounge for you two now.”

“I didn’t hear anything,” I said. “We’ve been right here the whole time,” I said.

“I whispered it to him, Ryan.”

“I know what she means,” said Marci, laughing. “Post-coital sweet-talk, like ‘Let’s let my husband fuck my best friend’ now.”

“Well, kind of,” said Susan.

“I don’t know,” said Marci. “Really? Are we just supposed to change positions here? We take the lounger and you two watch us?”

I didn’t want to force the issue either way so I remained mute.

“Yeah,” said Susan. “We want to watch you two now.” I noted she was speaking for Greg again. Couples are like that.

Marci looked unconvinced but persuadable. I had just shared my wife with another man. Did I want to share my lovemaking with Marci too, meaning the spectacle? This struck me as a curious concern and I had to give it some thought. Did Susan want to see me with another woman? Seeing the act in person versus simply knowing it occurred were two very different things as I’d just learned. I decided fair was fair. I would now make love to Marci in front of my wife and her—her what? New lover? Boyfriend?

I stood next to Marci.

“Oh, yeah,” said Susan. “I guess we have to get out of your way, huh?” She and Greg moved off the lounger and for a moment the four of us were standing facing each other, two of us post-coital, two of us aching to be.

Marci sat on the edge of the chaise and patted it, indicating I should sit next to her.

“Could we hold on a minute?” she asked. “I need another drink. Something strong. I’ve never performed for an audience before.”

“Oh,” said Susan. “I didn’t mind you watching us. I liked knowing you two were there.”

“Hey, anytime!” said Marci. “Anyway, it’s not the nudity. Greg and I have been looking at each other naked for half a day now. But fucking sort of ratchets things up a bit, don’t you think?”

“What do you want to drink?” I asked. “I’ll go make us a round of whatever you want.”

“One of your super martinis, the kind where you don’t actually open the vermouth.”

“Does that sound good to everybody? I’ll make a pitcher.”

“Yummy,” said Sue. Greg only managed a nod. I suspected he was still spent from fucking my wife.

Marci went to the restroom as I made the drinks. I was glad she followed me in. I needed to discuss what was about to happen. She returned looking lovelier than ever and put her elbow on my shoulder as she leaned into it.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Me? I can’t wait to feel you inside me again.” She paused to feel my cock. “The question is, how are you? That was quite a show they put on. Could you believe it when he shot off like that? That was a first.”

“You’ve never seen a man come like that?”

“No, not like that.” She mimed a swallow. “Talk about a load.”

“I noticed that. Let’s have a shot of tequila. I could use it.”

“A little performance anxiety, huh? You seem ready to go.” Her fondling had restored my erection. I poured us two shots.

“Hey, let’s drink this down and pour another. It’ll be our secret.”

We drained our glasses and I refilled them. As I did so, she bent and kissed my cock while producing a loud smooching noise.

“I’m glad you’re you, Ryan.”

“You mean…”

“I’m glad your cock is the way it is. Did you see Susan jump when Greg was, you know, going in?”

“Yeah. I thought it might be too much.”

“Are you really, really okay with what happened out there?”

“For some reason, I really am, Marci.”

“Good,” she said. “Now let’s go take our turn!”

Susan and Greg had assumed our former positions. They were talking about general things from the sound of it, in warm, congenial tones not unlike newlyweds. They were also holding hands, which was fine with me. We handed them their drinks and toasted. Marci drained her glass and set it down. She then laid on the lounger with a clear objective in mind.

“Hurry up Ryan,” she said, kiddingly.

I drained my martini and laid next to Marci on my side. We kissed as her hand stroked my side, then went down to my cock. She felt my balls and held them playfully in her fingers. It was like having them felt for the first ever time by a new girl even though she’d done it a thousand times before. Soon, we were kissing like teenagers suddenly overcome with heat for each other. She moaned when I touched her breasts, a familiar sound once, and now once again, its memory perfectly refreshed. We knew each other’s bodies well and I felt no need to rush.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “I love when you touch my titties. They’ve missed you!” She put a leg over me and rocked us as I fondled her. “Ryan!” she urged. “Kiss them too, dammit!” I kissed and sucked her nipples. I bit one gently and she moaned. “Fuck yes!” She spanked my bottom and said, “Ok, lie down!” I didn’t resist the suggestion. She climbed over me while offering a salacious grin, and shimmied until her wet center hovered directly over my face, upon which it descended. This was one of her favorite moves.

She moved her moist lips back and forth over my tongue with her luxuriant bush bathing my face in her musk. At first, I just flirted with my tongue, teasing until she released an impatient moan, then penetrated as deeply as I could, catching her unawares for this swift change of tact. She responded with force, pressing ever harder on my face, rubbing herself into it. I squeezed her buttocks and put a finger in her ass. She shrieked, then covered my hand while pressing it in.

“Oh God! Ryan… God, you know me… Oh fuck… YES!!!” She ground into me aggressively and I was barely able to breathe. I knew what this meant. She erupted in her usual, expressive manner. “GOD FUCKING YES!!! OH RYAN. OH GOD!!!

Under the right circumstances, Marci was never more than a minute or two away from suffering an orgasm.

She climaxed brutally, drenching me in the process. I’d forgotten how liberally she self-lubricated and how hard I had to swallow to keep up. I loved this about her—this exuberant, aquatic response. There was no other way to put it.

She gave her pelvis a final jerk and laid over me after aligning our faces. Her soaked center rested over my cock as she rocked us back and forth. After a minute or two, she reached down and slipped my cock inside for the first time in seven years. It felt just as I’d remembered. Wonderful. She sat up, fully revived and eager for another climax. I knew to hold back. She would have several climaxes before the grand finale.

She rocked over my cocked and groaned magnificently. She had always made me feel like a heroic lover. As I lifted into her she pressed down, and each lift produced another earthy moan of satisfaction. It was exactly like old times but felt as fresh as the first time we made love. Marci leaned over me, brushing her breasts against my chest, and I knew she was close to another orgasm. This extra tactile contact would do the trick.

“OH FUUUCCKKK!!! She bellowed her rapturous delight into the night, possibly even into the next zip code. I had never witnessed a similar orgasm with her or anyone else. At the end of it, she whimpered like a small child recovering from a great shock. 

She laid beside me and we hugged. She held my cock and whispered in my ear. I nodded yes. She got up on her forearms and knees, her ass in the air, and I mounted her. She had told me what she wanted. I gently sunk a finger into her ass as my cock entered her warm and wet lips. She literally yelped. As I played with her ass and thrust with my cock, she once again leaped into orgasm, this one even more convulsive than the last one. “GODDAMMIT!!! OH FUCKING HELL, Ryan!!! YES!!! OOOOH SHIT YES!!!” She banged her ass into me, into my cock and fingers. One final spasm took her to her Neverland, which is what she called “the Big One.” After a few final tremors she collapsed on the lounger and I fell on top of her. We were both panting. When our bodies recovered she whispered in my ear, “So damn good, Ryan. So good… God, I’ve missed you.” She kissed my cheek and closed her eyes. A minute later they opened, she kissed me again and whispered: “I want you to come now.” I nodded. We sat up.

Marci leaned over and grabbed a towel from the deck. She wiped herself dry and laughed. “You get me so damn wet.” She wiped my cock and balls and bent down to kiss them, then laid down and spread her legs. I got between them and slipped in. She lifted her pelvis and I thrust as she cooed in my ear. “Oh, that’s nice baby. Just like that. Oh, you feel so good. I love you inside me. Oh, Ryan.”

Her fingertips stroked my sides, ass, and back. In contrast to everything else we’d just done, this was gentle. Her banter in my ear, her sweetness, her heat, took me right where she intended me to go. I gasped, lifting myself up to see her breasts, to see her beauty, as my cock pulsed and I came in waves of true ecstasy. Her legs curled over my back as I thrust into her, her body quaking beneath in response. Unfathomable desire had been building all day, and this was the release. Marci pulled me down as I succumbed to a final last spasm. She cooed in my ear, “There, there Ryan.” She then whispered delicately. “Oh, that felt so good. I love your cock. I love that it’s you again. It’s been so long. I love how you feel there...” She held my head and kissed my cheeks and lips and squeezed me into her.

Marci stroked me tenderly as I settled down, lying on top of her cheek to cheek. I remembered this was how it always went, her tenderness in the end, once her orgasms had spooled her body into a knot and then released it with a bang.

It felt like I had come home, and therefore I couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to us. Why hadn’t it worked before? I was happy with Susan, as happy as any man had a right to be, but this mystery from the past hovered over me regardless. Why had Marci let me go?

Maybe someday I would know the whole truth.





Chapter 19: Sleeping Together
THAT WAS AMAZING
After several minutes of drifting in post coital bliss, I was startled when a third hand began stroking my ass. I prayed it wasn’t Greg’s. I looked and saw Susan sitting on the edge of the lounger. She smiled warmly.

“Boy, talk about knowing each other’s buttons,” she said, before laughing sincerely. “You two don’t kid around.”

Marci came out of her daze. “Oh, hi Susan.”

“Hey, you,” she said. “That was amazing.”

Marci snickered, tapped my back, and I rolled off. Marci stretched her legs, yawning. “Oh my,” she said. “This girl is tired.”

Susan smiled. “You look fucked.”

Marci laughed. “You too, sister.”

“Come here, Greg,” Susan said. “Sit with us.”

Greg came over and sat next to Susan.

“So, are we all okay?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yes, I’m fine. Are you okay?”

Susan leaned across Marci and kissed me. “Yeah, I’m fine. You two were inspiring.” She laughed again. “I think I’ve learned a few new tricks.”

Marci smiled sheepishly. “Ryan and I got pretty well acquainted in the past. He really does know where my buttons are.”

“I saw that,” said Susan. “He knows mine too.” She looked at Greg. “Are you okay? You’re quiet.”

Greg smiled. He really did have a handsome face. “Yeah, I’m fine. A little weirded-out, maybe. This has been quite an evening.”

“I think we’re all a little weirded-out, Greg,” I said. “I’d be concerned if we weren’t.”

“I agree,” he said.

“Listen,” said Susan. She smiled at Marci, then at me. “Listen, Marci’s going to sleep with you tonight, Ryan, and I’m going to go over to Greg’s and sleep there. Is that okay?”

This stunned me. It felt peculiar to hear my wife say she was going to spend the night with another man. I felt panicky but wasn’t sure why. How could that be any more shocking than what had occurred earlier? Was it an escalation? Or was it simply a logical extension of the evening’s activities?

“Oh goodie,” said Marci, before I could say a word. “It’ll be sort of an adult sleepover thingie.” She grinned, clearly pleased with Susan’s idea. Marci was, of course, a single woman with no strings attached. Frankly, I liked the idea of spending the full night with her. I liked the idea of waking up with Marci in the morning.

“That’s fine, Susan. I’m okay with it,” I said. I smiled at Greg. “Your day has probably turned out differently from what you expected this morning.”

He released a manly chuckle which I didn’t know was possible. Susan gave me a kiss and said good night to Marci, and she and Greg went off into the night. After they were through the gate and out of earshot, Marci sat up and hugged me.

“Wow,” she said. “I didn’t see that coming.”

“Neither did I. At first I was a little stunned.”

“I felt that vibe coming out of you, but I’m sure it’s fine, Ryan. She’s not leaving you. I think she’s just having a ball. So am I. Let’s have another drink.”

We went to the kitchen and looked at the liquor situation. “What’s your most precious beverage here? What cost you a mint? Let’s drink that!”

“I’m not sure.” I had to think about this. I opened a deep drawer under the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle tucked in a blue velvet sleeve. “This, I guess. It’s probably $500 a bottle. It hasn’t been opened. I’ve been saving it for a special occasion.”

“Where did you get it?”

“Duty-Free, Heathrow Airport.”

“Can we drink it?”

“Sure. I’d say this is a special occasion.” I peeled off the wax and foil and opened the bottle. It smelled heavenly. “Sniff this.”

She sniffed. “Oh yeah.”

I got two snifters. “Where should we drink it?”

Marci thought for a moment. “How about in your bedroom? I’m kind of tired of the deck. I think I’m done with the nudism for the day.”

I looked around the kitchen and didn’t see anything that couldn’t wait for the morning. I flicked off the lights and we headed upstairs. It was warm in the bedroom. “I never turned on the AC today.”

“Oh, that’s okay. Let’s just open the windows and turn on the fan. Maybe we’ll hear Susan howling in ecstasy later.

“Ouch.”

“Oh, you know they’re going to screw all night, Ryan. Why not?”

I got on my usual side of the bed and poured the cognac.

“Here,” I said. “Swirl it around a little.”

“I know the routine, professor.” She swirled and took a sip. “Oh, nice. Sip some and kiss me.”

I did as instructed.

“Would it burn if I put some on your cock?”

“It’s $500 a bottle, Marci. I’m sure we’ve got some Cool Whip…”

Before I could finish, she’d taken another sip and was now sucking my cock. It burned a little but in a pleasant way.

“Okay, that’s nice,” I said.

“Do me!” She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs. I took a good sip, swallowed, and licked her.

“Ooh, that does burn a little, but it’s nice. It’s different, huh?”

“Different. It’s a nice combo.” I sat up

“You mean the mixed flavors, don’t you? Hey, did I say you could stop?”

I laughed. “There’s the old Marci.”

She smiled and leaned over for a kiss.

“This is fun, Ryan. You’re married and I still get to play with your dick and let you lick my pussy with cognac on your tongue. What more could a girl want?”

“I don’t know. Tell me.”

She thought for a minute. “I never thought I’d sleep with you again. I did think about it, and I missed you. But I never thought it would happen.”

“Me either.”

“Did we learn anything today?” Marci’s eyes conveyed it was a sincere question.

“I think so. I’ll know better tomorrow. This sort of thing takes time to digest. What do you think you’ve learned?”

“That forever doesn’t mean forever?” The lift in her voice meant she was still searching. “I really thought I’d never make love to you again. We now know how that worked out. It’s like we’ve picked up where we left off. Well, before that, really. I mean, when we were a new couple. God, we used to go mad in the bedroom. We couldn’t leave each other alone.”

“I know.”

“And it felt like that tonight.”

“Maybe we’re at a new beginning, then. Not a restart, but something more than that.”

“I know Susan loves you. I think this only happened because she feels safe with you. You’re letting her get stuff out of her system. She hasn’t really been with that many men, you know.”

“I know. How many have you been with since we split as a couple?” I looked at the alarm clock’s second-hand to time her response, but she took no time at all.

“I don’t know. Five? One was that sulky guy. Two others were kind of one-night stands, including pencil dick... To tell you the truth, I’ve been lonely.” She got that look people get when they have a bright idea and are eager to share it. “If Susan will let me have you once a month, I won’t bother with other men.”

“Once a month? We used to make love three times a day.”

“Things change. I’m not on that schedule anymore.”

“You didn’t seem any different tonight. You were your usual self.”

“I’m my usual self with you, Ryan. With you, I’m really orgasmic. Most of the time with other men I’m just going through the motions. I can come, but not like with you. Hell if I know what the hell you do to me. I guess it’s because I really do love you. I mean, in a special way.”

I gave her a kiss which she had to break for a yawn.

“So, now you’re bored with me,” I said.

“No. But I’m exhausted. I haven’t come like that in forever, plus the booze. I haven’t drunk like this since college.” She put her glass on the nightstand, grabbed mine and put it there as well, and turned off the light.

Marci pulled me over on top of her. “Come inside me and we’ll go to sleep that way, just like we used to do.” Her fingers guided me in though it was hardly necessary. There was no where else it really wanted to be.

Yes, like we used to do. Even near the end, Marci liked having me inside her when she fell asleep. Sometimes, she would have a quiet orgasm and then whisper in my ear. She’d fall asleep, and we’d wake up eight hours later, still in a cuddle, sometimes with my cock right where I’d left it. She’d wiggle her bottom and moments later she’d have her wake-up orgasm.

It was a thing with her.





Chapter 20: Some Tears
BREAKFAST OF CHAMPIONS
I woke with an erection and immediately noticed it was occupied. As my consciousness shifted further into its daytime duties, I felt smooth, wet lips sliding up and down my shaft and fingers fondling my balls. There was also strong evidence of a warm tongue in the mix, now swirling over the tip of my cock. I looked down expecting to see Marci.

It was Susan.

“Hi,” I said.

She looked up. “Good morning. You taste like you’ve been having fun with another woman.”

“Imagine that… How are you?”

“Great! Sore? Mostly great though.”

“Did you get much sleep?”

She gave me a naughty look. “Not really. You?”

“Yes. You witnessed our grand finale. After that, we came up here and went to sleep.”

“Marci went to get McMuffins. She was starving. You wore her out.” Susan smiled but managed a pout at the same time like she had been left out.

“Aren’t you worn out?”

“Want to see?” She removed her light robe revealing she was naked underneath. The result was invigorating, despite my feeling completely sated.

“Sure.”

“Lie down.”

“I am lying down.”

“I mean scoot down then.” She chuckled. I scooted away from the headboard. She climbed over my upper torso and shimmied until her lovely, already swollen flower was over my face, upon which it descended. My tongue responded with haste, and she began riding my face as Marci had done the night before.

“OH GOD!” She moved faster and pressed down harder. I put my hands on her ass and played with it, letting my fingers explore. “OH HELL YES!!! JESUS CHRIST!!!” With unusual efficiency, she exhibited all the usual signs of climax, but I’d never experienced her climaxing this way. It wasn’t one of our routine positions.

She really seemed to enjoy it.

Her body went into suspended animation and then she bucked, driving herself hard over my extended tongue. After a few final jerks and gasps, she relaxed.

She laid over my chest and kissed me ruthlessly. I hugged her while rolling her to my side. She spread her legs and I slipped my cock in and pumped, and within several minutes came with unusual vigor. It was a complicated orgasm, full of all sorts of emotions as if they’d been knotted up and were now untying in a violent burst.

Susan stroked my back and kissed my cheek. Once my breathing recovered, I rolled off and leaned against the headboard. Marci was sitting on the foot of the bed eating an Egg McMuffin.

“That was pretty hot,” she said. “I would have joined you but I’m starving.” She laughed. A dollop of melted cheese graced her chin. She really enjoyed her food.

Susan sat up and smiled, wiping hair from her face. “How long have you been sitting there?”

“I came in right when your puss landed on his face. I said ‘Hi’ but you guys seemed busy.”

“Oh, great,” said Susan. “Well, why not? I guess, now that we’re all having sex out in the open. I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“Thanks,” said Marci. “You guys want an Egg McMuffin? I got like ten.”

“Sure,” I said. She handed one over. “Thanks.”

“You want juice with that? I got juice too.” She handed me juice. Susan went to the bath and turned on the shower.

“Are you guys okay?” asked Marci.

“I think so. We haven’t actually talked much.”

“We talked.”

“When?” I asked.

“I heard her come home. You were spooning me with your dick between my legs. I didn’t know if she’d want to walk in and see that, so I went downstairs. I expected to see Greg, but he wasn’t there.”

“Oh.”

“She gave me a big hug and asked me if I had a good time. She was bubbly and happy herself. I mean, really beaming, you know?”

“Good.”

“So I asked her where Greg was. She said he was still asleep, but she was eager to see you. She was concerned you might be freaked out. I told her you seemed okay.”

“That was thoughtful of her.”

“Yeah. Anyway, she said she was glad for what happened. She now knows she loves you more than ever.”

I was tremendously relieved to hear this. I didn’t fully realize until that moment I was harboring doubts. Making love to Susan just moments earlier had been intense, but in the back of my mind were feelings of insecurity. How that fervor could coexist with doubt was beyond my comprehension.

A tear rolled down Marci’s cheek as she bit her bottom lip. “I’m glad for you guys, really, Ryan.”

I hugged her and she sobbed quietly. I heard the shower stop, and a minute later Susan was on the bed wearing a towel. She didn’t say anything but hugged Marci too. We sat like that while Marci quietly pulled herself together. Susan reached for a tissue and Marci blew her nose like an obedient child and smiled.

“I was so afraid…” she sobbed again, then resumed. “I was so afraid I was fucking things up for you guys. That’s why I got out of the bed this morning. I woke up thinking, ‘What the hell am I doing?’.”

“No, no, Marci, you haven’t fucked anything up, “ said Susan. “I can promise you that.”

“I mean, I slept with your husband, Susan. I love Ryan. I know we can’t work as a couple, but you two do. I didn’t want to mess that up but I slept with him anyway.”

“Marci, I told you it was okay,” said Susan. “I wanted you to, and Ryan wanted you to. It was lovely watching you guys together. I could see how you really connected. I felt so glad you both still had that chemistry.”

“I’m just being stupid. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, Marci,” I said. “There’s nothing to be sorry about. I have no regrets over what happened.”

“Neither do I,” said Susan.

We hugged again, then Marci smiled and laughed.

“Okay. We got that out of the way.” She blew her nose again. “I feel all better now.”

“Good,” said Susan. “Now let’s think about our trip.”

“What trip?” I asked.

“Yeah. What trip?”

“We’re going to Mexico! Don’t you remember? Well, maybe not… We talked about it last night. I mean, Greg and I discussed it after we left. We planned all sorts of stuff.”

“Jesus,” said Marci. “I don’t get it. What are you saying?”

“I’m a little perplexed too, honey.”

“We’re all going to go to Mexico for a week and, well, Marci is going to be your vacation wife, and I’ll be Greg’s vacation wife.”

I once again wasn’t sure what to think. I was, in fact, clueless, but I didn’t dislike the idea. I knew Marci and I were not heading back into our former life together, or any shape or form of coupledom, but where were we headed? Maybe getting away would help us sort it all out.

“Jesus, Susan, are you sure?” asked Marci. “What do you think, Ryan?”

“I’m not sure. Again, just what are you really saying Susan?”

“Okay, I know I’m moving kind of quickly here. Greg and I had time to discuss it. We weren’t really fucking all night, Ryan. Just a little bit, and then this morning... Anyway, we talked about what was going on and both agreed I was your wife, and that would never change. Greg doesn’t want to be another relationship right now—you know, not a real relationship, but he doesn’t want to be lonely either.

“And I’m in a weird place where I want to experiment—or something like that—but I know I don’t want to have an affair. I mean, I didn’t just have an affair with Greg, did I? That’s not how it feels. We all know you and Marci love each other, but you didn’t work as a couple, so…”

“So I’m going to be Ryan’s part-time wife,” said Marci, smiling. “You’re going to be Greg’s part-time wife.”

“Right. Just for fun, you know? We’ll be vacation wives, me for Greg, and you for Ryan, until we get it all out of our systems.”

“What if you fall in love with Greg?” I asked. “Isn’t that a risk?”

“God no,” said Susan. “He’s not even my type. You are. See how it works? Greg’s safe. You’re safe, Marci and I are safe. Greg and I agreed we weren’t interested in being a true couple. But we liked making love... Boy, that was for sure, but we know the novelty plays a big part there... And you and Marci like it. That’s for sure. So…”

“So, we’re going to Mexico,” I said, once I concluded wincing over the ‘we liked making love’ in reference to Greg.

Marci gave us each a hug. “This is fun! God, Susan, let’s shop for the trip! We’ll get really sexy stuff, stuff we’d never wear around here. What do you think, Ryan?”

Before I could respond, Marci and Susan fell into a fury of planning and speculation. After a few minutes of listening,  I got up to shower. Marci asked where I was going.

“Can I take a shower with Ryan, Susan? Is that okay?”

“Sure,” she said. “But you can’t keep him!”

With a big smile on her face, Marci stood and took my hand, swinging it back and forth like we were school children.

I walked to the shower with my new vacation wife.

What could go wrong there?





Chapter 21: Come Fly Away
SIX WEEKS LATER
“What’s say we get this vacation going with some drinks,” said Marci. We’d barely taken our seats in first class, and she was fussing like a fidgety child with the armrest buttons and screen controls on the seat-back ahead of her.

“It’s not even eight am. We’re still at the gate.”

“What’s with the early flight anyway? I hate getting up so early.”

“This way we’ll get into Tulum around two pm, assuming we don’t crash or end up hijacked.” The flight attendant arrived with complementary champagne. Marci took a big gulp, draining her glass, then took possession of mine while suppressing a burp.

“Bubbly,” she said.

“Champagne is often like that.”

The plane quickly filled with fellow vacationers, most of whom dressed like they were heading to a mall’s food court. On the other hand, Marci was wearing a lovely green floral print midi dress that wrapped and tied in front. It was quite open at the top and bottom. When she crossed her legs, her thigh was bared nearly to her panties, a feature I much admired. She looked sexily elegant, in other words, like she was heading off to Europe for a movie premiere.

Instead of Europe, our flight’s destination was Cancun. From there we’d drive an hour and a half to reach Tulum.

“So, hubby,” said Marci, fully stepping into vacation wife mode. “What are your hopes and dreams for this little escapade?”

Susan and Greg had flown down two days earlier to get his new condo settled. They would stay there while Marci and I took up residence in a hotel on the beach, the one I had scored at the charity auction. We agreed we were having separate vacations insofar as the day-to-day but were scheduled to rendezvous with them that evening at the condo, and then for dinner midweek and one beach day. This was all Susan’s idea, who felt the “vacation wife” scheme wouldn’t really work if we spent all of our time together.

“Ryan?”

“Ah, yes. Hopes and dreams. I can’t say I’ve have any, really, other than hanging out together, following our whims.”

“Like old times, eh?”

“Right.”

“We used to have a lot of fun hanging out.”

“Still do.”

“Let’s bang a lot, okay? I have to make up for six years of us not banging.”

I felt I could manage that.

∞∞∞
 
In the six weeks since that tawdry weekend, when Susan first slept with Greg and I enjoyed my reunion with Marci, we hadn’t fallen into a sordid frenzy of lovemaking. Far from it. Our lives resumed their normal pace and texture, though there were a couple of exceptions, plus the two days Marci and I had just spent together after Susan and Greg’s early departure.

Of course, Susan and I had talked about that weekend endlessly, especially when we were making love. The topic couldn’t come up without us both soon mauling each other. Normally, we’d always taken our time when we occasionally made love. Now, we were exploring every possible time-frame, from impromptu quickies virtually anywhere in the house to marathon sessions in bed.

Every time I caught a glimpse of Susan naked, which was occurring much more frequently than before her “fling” with Greg, I simply had to have her. Once, she came into the kitchen wearing only panties, and I thought of her maneuvering around Greg’s house in the same condition, meaning in this form of wifely casual nudity, and I couldn’t help myself.

Without offering a preliminary clue of what I was about to do, I bent her over a counter, pulled off her panties in a brutish way, and had my way with her. Her response had been agreeable. “Oh fuck yes, Ryan! God YES!!!”

There was a lot of that, including once more in the yard in broad daylight, and at much risk of our other neighbors having a show.

Without a doubt, our experiment had dialed things up considerably.

I wasn’t with Marci again until Greg’s birthday arrived. This was three weeks after that fateful weekend. I arrived home after work one day and, while enjoying a glass of wine with Susan, she delivered some news.

“Oh, I almost forgot. Friday is Greg’s birthday,” she said. “We’re all going out for dinner.”

“All meaning with Marci?”

“Right. Is that okay?”

“Sure. I’ll look forward to it.”

“And after, I’ll be going home with Greg. I’ll sleep with him that night.”

There was no “okay?” appended to her statement. She was giving me the facts. It would be a lie to say it didn’t sting. I envisioned our dinner ending and the bill paid, and Susan and Greg getting up from the table with the clear intent of going to his place to have sex. There was no need to spell it out, but my mind went there anyway, and I felt the same spark and fury of desire that accompanied the first time I imagined Susan making love to another man.

It was potent stuff.

On the occasion of his birthday, surely the least I could do would be to let Greg take my wife home and have sex with her. It would be selfishly rude of me to think otherwise.

“And you’ll be with Marci that night, okay?”

There was the aforementioned missing “okay?”. It seemed like a fair bargain, and I felt no need for further negotiation.

“Is Marci up to speed?”

“Oh, yeah. She’s excited.”

When the evening came, Marci and I were both so full of anticipation we rushed through Greg’s birthday dinner. It would have been bad-mannered of us if it weren’t for Susan and Greg’s sharing similar ambitions.

That night didn’t fit the “vacation wife” scheme. It was Susan’s idea to keep our extracurricular marital activities away from home, but she appeared flexible on this point. I never thought we’d completely adhere to it anyway. It was a good idea, but only if it permitted exceptions for special occasions like birthdays and the occasional long weekend.

That stab to the gut I felt when Susan said, “I’ll be sleeping with Greg that night”, was really just a cupid’s arrow sting signaling the pains of love and the joyful agonies of desire. I liked that pain and agony. It said, “God, I love this woman. This torture is the proof.”

“I am so up for this,” said Marci, when we arrived home after the dinner. “God, just fuck me right now, Ryan.” She led me to the living room, tore off my clothes, and descended on my cock like it was an oxygen hose and we were at 50,000’. After a few minutes she was sated, her panic of desire briefly quenched, and she stood and removed her clothes.

“Wait a minute,” she said, once naked. She went into the kitchen and returned with a bottle of wine and two glasses. She set them down and moved to the curtains, which she opened before returning to the sofa. She filled the glasses, then sat, leaning back with her legs spread and knees raised while holding a glass of wine. It was an extremely naughty and suggestive posture.

“Eat me,” she instructed. She took a sip of wine. “Eat me for a while, and then fuck me, Ryan.”

I descended and licked her languorously, dipping my tongue in here and there, purposely holding back, knowing she loved this teasing. When I looked up at her face, I saw her eyes acquiring a half-lidded, blissful look. She smiled, took a sip of her wine, then closed her eyes. I knew she would come in no time.

She did. The signs were always clear. Her hand would push my head down as her pelvis heaved into it, then she would grind herself into my tongue as epileptic fits seized her body. It was quite a ride from my perspective. Having her orgasm telegraphed through my tongue was a sensational experience. Her swollen lips would caress my face as they slid up and down, soaking me with her appreciation.

For sure, nothing strokes a man’s ego more than being with an orgasmic woman.

After orgasming again during intercourse, she pulled herself away, told me to stand, and took me in her mouth. After no more than a minute I couldn’t hold back any longer. Her technique was out of this world. Sensing I was there, she released me from her mouth and pumped purposefully while aiming my cock at her face.

“Jesus, Marci, what…”

“Just come on my face!”

“I don’t want to…” I was having trouble speaking. “It’s not a thing for me….”

“Just do it, Ryan. I want you to!!! Come on my face dammit!”

I could resist no longer. My cum jetted over her cheeks and eyebrows, into her hair, down her chin, and onto her breast. Blinking heavily, she looked into my eyes as the final streams cascaded over her beautiful, willing face.

It was true this wasn’t a thing for me. It wasn’t on my wishlist, but boy, it was hot. A woman willing you to come on her face, wanting you to, insisting that you do so—it was beyond description. I felt both dirty, like I’d done a terrible thing to this woman, but also exhilarated. It was a strange mix.

I sat back on the sofa as Marci used my discarded shirt to wipe her face. Once she’d done as good a job as she could under the circumstances, she sat on top of me and gave me the grandest kiss of our entire relationship, like she was inhaling my soul.

“Bet you didn’t see that coming,” she said while sitting up.

“No. I can’t believe you wanted to go there.”

“I know, right? Swallowing is much tidier. You’ve got cum all over me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I asked for it.”

“Why?”

She gave it considerable thought before replying.

“I wanted to shock you.”

“You did,” I said. “Job done.”

“I’ve never done that before.”

“Nor will you have to again. But I get it, I think... I think I know why you did it.”

“I wanted you to know how special you are to me, and that anything is okay. Really, Ryan, anything you want, I’ll do it.”

“I think you’ve just convinced me.”

“And you see, I’m not really your wife. I’m your ‘other woman’. I’m the one you can do things with because I’m not your wife. Do you get it?”

“I think so.”

“You’ll see.”

∞∞∞
 
The pilot, not fully on his game, landed our plane a few feet beneath the runway. Marci was startled awake just as I was startled out of my revery.

“What the fuck?” she said.

“We’ve landed in Cancun.”

“Are you sure we didn’t just crash?”

“Look out the window. We’re in one piece.”

She stretched and looked out the window, drawing her dress wide open at the crotch thus revealing her lovely panties. For the week ahead, she, along with everything else about her, was all mine. I felt giddy. Who was it that said marriage was the death of all hope? They were greatly mistaken. My hopes and dreams were quickly taking new forms, in addition to all of their other existing forms.

“It looks like Miami,” she said, making an accurate observation. It had that look flying in.

“A bit. Plus, the Yucatan and Quintana Roo are flat like Florida, except where we’re headed. There’s a slight rise there where it meets the sea and Mayan ruins.”

“Quintana what?”

“Think of it as a county. Tulum is in Quintana Roo like Miami is in Dade County.”

“Gee,” she said, mockingly. “You must be the smartest person I know on this plane.”

We followed signs to immigration which, once there, involved being waved through by several sleepy officials. I could have been carrying a bazooka without being bothered. Within another hour we were exiting Alamo Car Rentals, heading south on the 307 for Tulum.

“Where’s the ocean?” asked Marci while examining the horizons.

“You missed it when we were flying in. It looked gorgeous. It’s a few miles to the east.” I pointed left in case her north-south bearings were off.

“Okay. Hey, I’m hungry.”

“You also missed the meal service on the plane.”

“And what’s your point?”

“Nothing, really. I’m just saying you slept through it.”

“Ply a girl with champagne and that can happen.”

After twenty miles or so, I exited the highway and headed into Puerto Morelos to get Marci sustenance. I knew the beaches were beautiful there and would become even more so the closer we got to Tulum.

“Holy Fuck!” said Marci, when I parked at the beach by the small harbor. “Look at that water!” She bolted out of the car exhibiting great enthusiasm, which included leaving the door open.

I double-timed to catch up with her. “Let’s get our feet wet.”

Once we reached the water line, we slipped off our shoes and stepped into the water.

“This is warmer than a bath. Look! There’s little fishies.” Marci bunched her dress nearly up to her waist and waded out up to mid-thigh. “Let’s just stay here!”

“Just wait. The beaches get even better further south.”

“I can’t wait to see them... Hey, I’ve got to pee. That happens every time I get into a hot bathtub.”

“There’s probably a restroom over there,” I said, pointing to a restaurant at the foot of a short pier. Being Marci, she ignored my suggestion, pulled her dress up and waded out up to her navel, soaking her panties.

“Jesus, Marci. You really are a child.”

“What? Hey, don’t watch me!”

With admirable efficiency, she concluded her pee and joined me at the waterline. Still holding up her dress, I could see her panties were now transparent and revealed her lovely bush. I nodded at her situation.

“Oh, yeah.” She let the dress drop to its normal length.

Within a hundred yards we scored fish tacos from a street vendor and ate them sitting on a bench overlooking the water.

“I love Mexico,” said Marci. “We should buy a place here like Greg.”

“You’ve only been here less than a couple hours.”

“I’m a quick study. Look at that ocean!”

“I know. I’ve never seen water that color before.”

“I could buy a place. Then you could come stay with me and Susan could stay at Greg’s. It could be a thing.”

“Anything is possible.”

“Is it Ryan? I’m not kidding.”

I wasn’t sure. When Marci first said “I could buy a place” it made perfect sense. Then I reminded myself I was married, at which point it made less sense. But Greg already had a place. Why shouldn’t Marci have one as well?

We finished our tacos and regained our rent-a-car. Before getting in, Marci somewhat stealthily, though not entirely, removed her panties, then threw them in the backseat when she got in.

“That’s better,” she said. “I hate wearing wet bottoms.”

“Are you sure you don’t need to pee again?” I pointed to the ocean. “We’ll be a least another hour on the road.”

“I’m good. But if I need to go again, you can just pull over. I’m not real picky about peeing. Pretty much anywhere will do.” She laughed, even though I knew she was serious. As we pulled onto the highway south, she opened her dress, completely exposing herself to evaporate any remaining moisture from her discarded panties. She looked especially tidy, having cut her pubic hair very short.

“Had a little trim this morning, huh?” I said, indicating her lap. She looked at herself and opened her legs.

“You like it? I thought I should put in a little effort since you were flying me down to Mexico for a vacation.”

“I like it any way you have it.”

“Ah, you’re so sweet... But I’m not waxing down there. I have limits.”

“I’d never ask you to.”

“Have you seen men who shave everything? They look like little boys.”

“Not in person, no. Not your thing I guess.”

“Christ no! I’m not into little boys.”

“Good to know.”

Marci fumbled in her purse, pulled out two scrunchies and, struggling against the breeze spilling in through her window, fussed with her hair until she had arranged it into two messy pigtails.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I looked but didn’t quite get what she was going for. “What?”

“Pigtails.” She looked in her visor mirror. “Well, kinda. The scrunchies aren’t really working so well.”

“I see that. Why?”

“High school. I’m trying to look younger.”

“It’s definitely a different look on you. Will you keep it?”

“Don’t be a dick. Remember Susan’s giving you a blowjob in your car, after saying it would be like in high school?”

“Yeah.”

“Well... Pigtails? We’re in a car?”

“I’m still not following.”

“Jesus, Ryan. I’m trying to look like a high school girl. I’m going to give you a blowjob.”

I caught on, but the pigtails were hardly necessary. She leaned over, unbuttoned my shorts, and pulled down the zipper. I was fully erect by this point, which she discovered when she reached into my briefs.

“Ah, there it is!” She pulled it out and went down, her lips feeling as silky as ever, her mouth as warm as her intimate treasure elsewhere. She started sucking and stroking, then paused, lifting her face.

“Is it okay if I just swallow? I mean, if you want to come on my face okay, but in the car, it might be a little messy. It’ll probably get all over your shorts too.” She gave me a naughty grin followed by a kiss, then resumed on my cock.

She was truly an expert. Cars were passing and their drivers were giving me looks, like men in vehicles getting blowjobs sent out a special signal they could pick up. That, or Marci’s pigtailed, bobbing head over my crotch offered a sufficient clue.

In short order, I streamed into Marci’s mouth, which she highlighted by making appreciative “hmm” sounds with each pulse. After a few more deep inhalations, she released my cock with a pop, licked her lips, and gave my cheek a kiss.

“Has anyone ever mentioned you pack quite a load?” She laughed. “I’m not kidding, you know. I won’t need dinner now. It’s like a pint or something.”

I tried to restore my dignity, but it was tough to do while driving. Marci assisted as best she could.

“That was lovely,” I said. “Thank you. The pigtails were hardly necessary.”

“Oh, yeah. I forgot about those.” She removed the scrunchies and stuck her head out the window to blow out her hair. Her dress was nearly completely undone, but she left it as it was. I felt like I was already recovering.

“You know,” said Marci, introducing a new topic. “Just call me pretty and I’ll come and keep coming until you stop. How many times do you think you could come in a single day?”

I wasn’t entirely sure as I’d never tested it. At the height of my “self-discovery” phase, when I first discovered masturbation, I might have a go several times a day. More than that seemed improbable though not impossible.

“I’m not sure. Three or four times.”

“We’re up to two so far.” We’d made love early that morning before either of us was truly awake.

“This morning feels like it was yesterday.”

“Still counts.”

“What’s the most you’ve ever orgasmed in a day?”

“With men? Or alone? Or both?”

“Men.”

She thought for a moment. “It was with you. Eight times. Remember when we stayed up all night screwing. That night.”

“That was the night we moved in together.”

“You’re right.”

Marci was quiet for the next thirty miles and seemed to doze. Feeling sleepy myself after Marci’s deft demonstration of her oral skills, I stopped for coffee and a pee. She stayed in the car and by the time I’d returned, she’d straightened out her dress. brushed her hair properly, and even applied makeup, something she usually never bothered with. I handed her a coffee and we set out again.

“This is better, isn’t it,” she said, once underway. She didn’t say this in the form of a question. She was making a statement.

“What?”

“Doing it this way. I’m talking about us. This works. The other way didn’t.” I knew what she was referring to. As a couple, she didn’t get the space she needed. At heart, she was a true introvert, and much more than myself. That she gave the opposite impression to most people spoke of her determination to appear otherwise. The truth was, it exhausted her to do so, and she would need alone time to recalibrate.

“You’re talking about being a full-time couple, versus a part-time couple.”

“Kinda. I mean, I loved our time together, but...”

“The twenty-four/seven was hard for you. You told me you needed a lot of space. Some people are like that. I’m like that too occasionally. I understood.”

“Right.”

“This way we can just enjoy each other,” I said. “There’s nothing more implied. We’re not locked into spending the next forty years together. We get to choose when we want to be a couple.”

“The difference between us is, you need to have someone like Susan in your life. I don’t need a Susan. I’m not like that.”

“I’m not sure ‘need’ is the right word, but I get your point.”

“I may never get married. Not in a traditional sense. It’s just not in my DNA. That’s why I feel so liberated with you. You know that already, so I’m not going to let you down. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, it does… You don’t have to get married if you don’t want to. Plenty of women choose not to.”

“I’ll always need someone like you though, Ryan. I didn’t feel whole after we split. Now I feel whole again.”

“You’re worried about how long this will last. I wouldn’t be.”

“No? Good.” She leaned over and kissed me. “I’ll be your vacation wife as long as you’ll have me.” She settled back into her seat and slipped into a brief meditation, then held my hand, lacing our fingers.

“What happens if Susan gets tired of Greg?”

I didn’t know what would happen if Susan tired of Greg. As I was giving it a think we arrived in Tulum, which wasn’t so much a town as a riot of color poured into the surrounding jungle. At least, I think it was surrounded by jungle. I knew it contained fierce, black jaguars, and that was jungly enough for me. Within a few turns, we gained the road to the hotel which had billed itself as bohemian-chic in the brochure.

“I don’t know, Marci. Susan told both of us something about ‘getting it out of our systems’, meaning she being with Greg and you with me, but without giving it a specific time-frame. That’s as far as the discussion went.”

“I don’t want to get you out of my system, Ryan. I love you. You know it. As long as you’re with Susan we’re safe. Do you get that?”

“I do.”

A lucid sense of panic tickled my gut. Marci was absolutely right to wonder about us, about where we could possibly be headed, and for how long. That I couldn’t say outright bothered me. I simply didn’t know. For that matter, and despite feeling all was well, I wondered what was going through Susan’s head at that moment. Did she miss me? Was she even thinking about me when she was with Greg? Or when he made love to her?

I chased these matters out of my head. We pulled into the hotel which indeed had a bohemian air. Inside, it looked like a Moroccan palace decorated by traveling gypsies who had acquired their influences during the Spanish colonial period. It was a mish-mash of contrasting colors and textures that, surprisingly, went quite well together. A strutting peacock passed through the lobby without raising an eyebrow.

The other guests, by way of their dress, seemed to have tuned into the general ambiance. A few were in their bathing suits, milling through the lobby on their way to the pool or beach. I sensed there were many Europeans and only a few Americans. Our fellow passengers on the plane down had been a motley crew, and I was pleased not to see them represented here.

We found our way to our room with the help of a hotel clerk, Chloe, the woman who checked us in. She was definitely a European but of uncertain nationality though her coloring suggested a Mediterranean climate. She was pleasant and if I was not mistaken, particularly taken by Marci. She opened our balcony doors to reveal an ocean of otherworldly hues foaming and tossing just a short hike away. After asking Marci if she needed help to unpack, who declined, she left us in peace, after giving Marci a flirty smile highlighted by excellent dental work.

“I think she digs women,” said Marci, after the door closed. “Plus, I think she was high. She’s kind of pretty though.”

A beautiful ocean, drugged lesbians, a full week of Marci ahead of me—it felt like I had landed in paradise.

But had we? That last bit of conversation with Marci in the car had challenged my equanimity even though I knew it was a trifle. It was normal for Marci to wonder about things, about us. I wondered too.

“Let’s have a swim!” she said, excitedly. Before I could concur she was naked and rummaging through her bag for her suit. Of course, she looked wonderful naked, and the sight of her this way fully restored my peace of mind.

For the next week, she would be my loving wife, and we were on vacation.





Chapter 22: An Ocean Frolic
RYAN AND MARCI GET WET
Marci found her suit and instructed me to look away while she put it on. As she was naked when she said this, it sounded like an odd request. A few seconds later she gave me the all clear. I turned and was utterly blown away. The suit was not what I had expected—something tiny and possibly age-inappropriate. That wouldn’t have bothered me because of the tiny bit. But, instead, she had chosen what a movie starlet of the ‘50s might have selected, a full brief but with high-cut legs, and a balconette bikini top showing a lot of boob. Miter striping elegantly highlighted her curves, and the whole effect was stunning.

“Wow,” I said, momentarily at a loss for further words.

“I know, huh?”

“I mean, can you wear it all the time? Can you fly home in it? It’s sexy as hell.”

“It’s all yours, babe. Did you bring a suit? You should be going through the motions of, you know, putting it on and stuff.”

I found my suit though it was difficult to do as I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. As I was thus occupied, she strolled onto the balcony to scope out the grounds.

“Jesus, there’s a shower out here. Do you think people use it as their shower shower?”

I joined her to investigate. The curvature of the hotel meant all the guests could see into each other’s balconies. A couple at the far end of the hotel seemed to be enjoying au-natural sunbathing.

“Well, we could. There’s a sort of privacy wall around it.”

“It only goes up to my waist, Ryan. That’s only, like, half private, plus, it’s open on one side.”

“I’m sure there’s a shower inside too.”

“Oh, I don’t really mind. How do we get there?” She was now staring at the ocean.

“The beach? I guess we go through the lobby.” She returned to her bag and extracted a sheer cover-up. When she put it on, she looked even sexier. I pulled on a T-shirt and we left the room.

Once through the lobby, we passed a pool surrounded by luxurious chaise loungers with a tiki style bar at one end. Neither the pool nor bar was crowded. Most of the guests were women, or at least women were disproportionately represented, and many seemed to be paired off.

Further on, we came to the hotel’s Mojito Bar, named after a drink I generally viewed as Cuban. It was more crowded and again, there were far more women than men. Though open-aired, it had an enclosed feeling. When you looked up and saw the sky you were surprised by it.

The path to the beach was short and once there, we couldn’t believe the softness of the white sands nor the bejeweled ocean waters lapping at the shore. It was dazzlingly bright and almost surreal. To our left were open cabanas and what looked like another tiki bar and to our right mostly empty beach.

We headed straight to the water, passing two attractive women sunbathing topless. Once out of their earshot, Marci offered her first impressions.

“I think we’re staying at a dyke hotel.” She removed her cover-up and tossed it on the sand. Neither of us had thought to bring towels. “God, let’s get in that fucking ocean already!” She skipped into the water like an excited child, high-stepping the waves and shrieking with delight. It was a graceful performance. I followed at a more leisurely pace.

After flopping around like two drunk dolphins, we came together for a movie-style embrace, standing waist-deep in the warm Caribbean. I tasted her salty lips as we kissed and pressed into each other.

We were both brilliantly happy.

After more swimming and diving we settled at the shoreline to catch our breath. Marci looked dazzling in her suit which, now wet, clung to her more intimately. Her nipples were alert and cast shadows and, along with everything else about Marci, I felt proud as hell to be her vacation husband.

“So, what do you think?” she asked.

“It’s gorgeous. I think you’re right. We should move here.”

“No, I mean about the dykes.”

“Oh. Yeah, maybe there are a few. Why? Do you feel the need to clutch your pearls? Read the Bible?”

“You’re hilarious, you know.”

“Sorry.”

“Did you see those topless women?”

“I noticed, yeah.”

“Is that legal here?”

“Probably not generally, no. Why? Do you feel the need to remove your top?”

“I don’t have good walking-around tits. They’re too big. Those women were small.” She reached around and unhooked her top, pulled it off, and then jiggled her boobs. “See?”

“They’re lovely. They’re not too big. How does it feel to give them fresh air on a public beach?”

“Kind of nice.” She looked both ways over her shoulders. “Touch me, husband.”

I felt her breasts. She seemed to like this and pulled me along as she laid on the beach. As we kissed she fondled me indecently, which I truly enjoyed. Frustrated by my suit, she pushed it down to liberate my cock. Though shocked by the bright sun, it enjoyed the attention. We were far enough away from other beachgoers so as not to be much of a spectacle, and could have possibly even made love if we were strategic about it. I sensed Marci was having a similar thought, but prudence won the day.

“We need to make love on the beach sometime,” she said. “Maybe tonight.”

“That would be nice.”

“We could probably do it now if we wanted to. Do you think the dykes would mind?”

“I’m not so sure of that. Anyway, I don’t think ‘dykes’ is politically correct. You don’t mind them, do you?”

“Not at all. I can see it.”

“You mean, being with a woman?”

“Can you see being with a man?”

“Never,” I said, without missing a beat.

“I could be with a woman.”

“I’ll keep that in mind if I see one. I’ll let you know.”

“Dick.”

“I love you too.” This pronouncement gave her pause. I delivered this in a neutral manner, neither jokey nor serious. She pushed me over and laid on top of me. A small wave lapped at my ears. Any bigger and I would have been submerged and gasping for air.

She gave me a movie-grade lingering kiss. It was deep and roaming, her tongue hungry for a mingle. I rolled her to her side and she lifted a leg over my skyward thigh. My hand slipped into her suit bottoms and explored. She responded immodestly, and for a moment I reconsidered going all the way. It was like I was becoming as orgasmic as she was, which I would have viewed as a real plus. Who wouldn’t enjoy orgasm after orgasm?

After what could have been a mini orgasm—she seemed to have one appropriate to suit any occasion—she rolled herself flat onto the beach and sat up. She looked around to confirm no one was watching, then slipped off her bottoms and ran into the ocean. I followed suit after removing my trunks.

We frolicked like a young couple in love. The warm water streaming around our now naked private areas felt like intimate caresses which, along with our earnest embraces and general fondling of each other, almost delivered a sensory overload.

I wasn’t sure I could cope with any more happiness.

Once sufficiently waterlogged, we recovered our suits and, before returning to our room, made a stop at the Mojito Bar. Chloe, who must have had a roaming position at the hotel, was tending bar.

She gave Marci a buttery greeting while all I received was a nod of acknowledgment.

“Did you enjoy the beach?” asked Chloe, speaking to Marci. “You look so beautiful in your suit. It’s so elegant.”

Chloe expressed no opinion on my trunks. Marci ordered two bottles of water and two mojitos. Once Chloe was out of earshot, I openly speculated about her favorable disposition towards Marci.

“I think she wants to take you to bed.”

Marci didn’t seem startled by my comment.

“Would you like that? I can see if she’s free tonight.”

“Not necessarily, but I’ll keep an open mind.”

“If I were going that way, I’m not sure she would be my type, though she is kind of exotic looking. I bet she waxes her bush.”

Chloe delivered our drinks and apparently felt no reason to leave us alone. “Are you staying long?” she asked. She was speaking to Marci again, making me feel like I wasn’t there.

“Just for the week,” I said before Marci could reply. “My wife and I are having a short holiday.”

“You’re married? You don’t seem like a married couple.”

“That’s because we’re so in love,” said Marci. “Isn’t that right, honey?”

I signaled an affirmation.

“I like happy couples too,” said Chloe, proving she was not the type to be easily put off. I wasn’t sure what the “too” was meant to imply. In a pinch, she would sleep with the husband if necessary to get the wife in bed? I gave her a more careful review. She was indeed attractive despite her cool demeanor towards me. Regardless, she wasn’t Marci’s type, not that Marci had one as far as women were concerned, or at least not yet.

“Did you catch that?” asked Marci, after Chloe left to serve other customers.

“I think I did. She’s saying she’s flexible.”

Marci laughed. “There’s a lot of that going around.”

If our current situation was an example of flexible arrangements, I couldn’t disagree, though I was sure it didn’t include inviting Chloe to our bed.

“So, what sort of woman is your type?” I asked. “I’m thinking butch.”

“Yeah, a biker chick!” She gave me a wink. I frankly didn’t know if she was kidding.

“Preferably with lots of tattoos,” I said. “Also, a Marine haircut, and she’d have a wallet rather than a purse, and it would be chained to her jeans.”

“Oh, baby…”

“And fat as hell.”

“You’re getting me so hot, Ryan…” She laughed. “No, really. Gross! I don’t think ‘butch’ is my cup of tea. Someone more like Susan would be better.”

While this comment was out of the blue and possibly a jest, the idea was intriguing, to say the least. I reflected on Susan’s licking salsa off Marci’s breast the day of their nude sunbathing experiment. I had frankly re-imagined that moment several times since when making love to Susan. Her tongue had lingered rather than opted for efficiency. From landing on Marci’s breast to scoring the small dollop of salsa, several inches of distance were involved, meaning much more than required to get the job done.

Chloe returned hoping we would order another round. We declined, assuring her we’d be back later, to which she replied she was on duty until midnight. As we left the bar, I noticed several women staring at Marci, and in such a way to suggest they all hoped she would be back soon.

“When are we expected tonight?” asked Marci, now peeling off her suit even before the door to our room was closed. “Hey, give me your suit. I’ll hang it outside.”

I removed my suit and handed it to her. Unabashedly, she walked out onto the balcony naked and hung our suits over a chair.

“Around eight,” I said, joining her on the balcony. There were now other couples, many of them both women, enjoying their balconies too. Marci aimed for the outdoor shower, turned the nozzles, and stepped into it.

“Want to join me?”

The water was lukewarm, which was fine. We rinsed the accumulated sand and salt and dried off sitting at the small cafe-style table which looked suitable for breakfast dining.

“I could definitely live like this,” she said. “I think I’m serious about finding a place down here.”

“We’ll see what Greg scored tonight.”

“Is he rich?”

“I think he’s well off. You do okay yourself.”

“Yeah, so do you.”

“Lucky us.”

“Right. Lucky us… I think I need a nap.” She yawned broadly and stretched beautifully. This caused me to yawn and recognize my own fatigue, no doubt due to the early rising, the flight, the drive to Tulum, and our exertions on the beach.

“We have plenty of time.”

Feeling sufficiently dry, Marci stood and aimed for our bed. It was covered in rich looking white sheets. She laid on her stomach nude and cuddled a pillow while raising one leg, bent at the knee, into a perpendicular position. There was zero modesty in this pose, and she still looked angelic. I laid facing her back. She reached a hand around and pulled me in, aligning my cock between her buttocks. Once there, she wiggled her bottom and moaned approvingly.

Within minutes her gentle snores mingled with sounds of waves curling over the shore and the palms chafing in the breeze. Before I could join her in blissful sleep, I contemplated seeing Susan in a few short hours. I would be happy to see her but also conflicted. I wasn’t sure why.

All I really knew was, in that moment, I existed between two worlds, and in one of them quite more than the other.





Chapter 23: Home Away From Home
GREG PROVES HIS COURAGE
We found Greg’s condo with only minor difficulty. The rental car’s GPS was convinced we were in Turin, Italy, so it wasn’t helpful. Fortunately, a few locals were familiar with the Vista Marítima Condominiums. They progressively provided a consensus that it was “that way”.

“Honey!” said Susan gleefully, once we’d arrived. She was wearing one of Greg’s t-shirts and nothing else. She gave me a long hug and offered a lingering kiss. I was almost worried about what Greg would think of it. “God, I’ve missed you so much!” She sounded sincere, and this made me happy. I had missed her too but hadn’t realized it until she gave me the warm welcome.

Greg was similarly ebullient. “Good to see you! Did you find us okay?” He offered a firm handshake.

“You’re right where you said you’d be,” I said. He smiled and gave Marci a hug.

Driving in, I had already noticed Vista Marítima Condominiums were upmarket. Standing inside Greg’s unit offered conclusive proof. It looked like an Architectural Digest featured property. Its only shortcoming was the heat. It was like an oven.

“Gee, Susan,” said Marci. “I’m feeling overdressed here.” I had earlier learned Marci shopped especially for this trip and was now wearing a nice V-necked, mermaid style sundress. It showed wonderful taste as well as bountiful cleavage. It was also cut high up the middle and exposed the upper ranges of her thighs when she walked. Susan’s t-shirt provided a stark contrast.

Susan laughed. “I know! You look wonderful! What a lucky man!” She said that last bit looking at me. “You may have noticed it’s hot in here. The AC hasn’t been working. Hence…” She surveyed her attire to complete her sentence.

“It should be running by tomorrow,” said Greg. “Sorry. We should have warned you.”

I noted the “we”.

“But hey!” said Susan. “You won’t believe this. We’ve got a balcony over there, but the roof is really where we hang out. It’s like our outdoor living room. There’s even a bar up there. You’ll see!”

I again noted the “we” and the addition of an “our”.

Susan led us to a spiral staircase that rose from the balcony to the roof. As she was leading the way, it was clear she was going commando, something Marci felt compelled to point out.

“You forget something there, girl?” she asked.

Susan paused and turned. “What? Do you need something? I said there’s a full bar up here.”

“Not that. It’s just that my mother told me to always be wearing panties.”

Susan blushed. “Oh, God! I’m sorry! I wasn’t thinking of that!” She gathered the hem of her T-shirt tightly around her thighs and continued.

“Hey, no problem. You’ve got a pretty bottom. Later if you want, I’ll show you mine.”

We arrived on the roof which was indeed spectacular. There was an outdoor living area nicer than most people’s indoor living rooms, a raised deck for sunbathing, a small pool or jacuzzi, or both, with an infinity edge on one side, all topped off by a sleek bar as you might find in modern European boutique hotels.

“Jesus. Talk about being blown away,” said Marci. “I love it. It’s so decadent. What do you do when it rains?”

“Everything’s waterproof, even the cushions.”

“Nice.”

“Drinks?” asked Greg. He went to the bar, pushed a button, and from the bare-topped credenza behind him rose a complete selection of booze. It was lit from the bottom through its glass shelves which produced a warm, ethereal glow.

“Wow,” said Marci. “This is all so great! You don’t have to go anywhere.”

“Oh, there’s the beach too,” said Greg. “You can’t see it now. It’s a short hike to get to, but it’s private and usually empty.”

It was all very nice and upscale and it pleased me that Greg had been so successful. After all, I wouldn’t want my wife hitching up with a starving, no-talent artist. That would have really twisted the knife, but not this. Susan had selected a fine target.

This isn’t to say she had been in any way aware of Greg’s broader successes in life. Or was she? Our neighborhood was upmarket, our homes uselessly large, our property taxes through the roof, all proof that Greg had money. But aside from him, I knew most of our neighbors were in hock up to their hairlines. Greg didn’t give that impression.

Plus, he was a nice guy. It was true I still barely knew him, but the few times we’d now spent socially I’d come to view him in a favorable light. I genuinely liked him. He was well spoken, bright, and had an overall pleasant demeanor. Above all, he showed Susan great respect.

“What are you in the mood for, honey?” This was Susan, wondering what I’d like to drink. She had joined Greg behind the bar. I was surprised at the honey and knew Marci would pick up on it. She didn’t disappoint.

“Yeah, honey, what are you having?” she asked, stressing the honey.

“Oh, right,” said Susan. “We’re going to be getting the ‘honeys’ mixed up, aren’t we?” She laughed, then further to my surprise, put her arms around Greg and gave him a big smooch. Not to be outdone, Marci demonstrated her end of the bargain, giving me a slobbering kiss.

“A bourbon would be nice,” I said, once Marci released me. It was a bit anticlimactic.

“Marci?” asked Greg.

“The same, thanks.” We settled on the stools while Susan and Greg faced us from the other side of the bar.

“So,” I said. “How were your first two days here?”

“Oh, that’s right,” said Susan. “You two just got here!” She looked at Greg, which is what couples do when they’re about to speak for each other. He let Susan continue.

“There wasn’t much to do here, actually. The condo was completely furnished. We drove up to the Walmart in Playa del Carmen—can you believe they have a Walmart here?—and stocked up on groceries and sundries. What else, Greg? I can’t think.”

“Not much. We’ve hung out on the beach, explored the town. There’s not a lot there. We’ve found a few nice restaurants. We thought we’d try a new one tonight.”

“You won’t believe the beach,” said Susan.

“I know...” said Marci.

“We’ve been twice already,” I interjected. “We had some lovely fish tacos in Puerto Morelos on the way down. Marci peed in the ocean there.”

She gave me a swat.

“That’s nice,” said Susan.

“Then we drove down here, got to the hotel, went to the beach there, had a drink in the bar and napped. That’s it so far.”

“Yeah,” said Marci. “That reminds me. We haven’t eaten since those tacos.”

“We’ll go right after these drinks,” said Greg. “It’s just a short drive. It’s on the beach.”

“I should get dressed then,” said Susan. She looked at Greg and then me. “Ryan, you can come with me. Do you mind, Marci?”

“What? No, that’s fine. I’ll chat with Greg here. You don’t mind, do you, Greg?”

“Not at all.”

Susan gave Greg a kiss, came around the bar, took my arm, and led us to the spiral staircase. Once in her and Greg’s bedroom, or what I assumed to be their room, she lunged. She gripped me fervently and smothered me with kisses. When she exhausted the kissing, she pulled off her T-shirt, unbuttoned my shorts, pulled down my zipper, and pulled me over to the bed, upon which we both fell.

“God, I want you to make love to me, Ryan. I’ve been waiting all day for this!” She slipped me inside and within thirty seconds we had completed ninety-five percent of our usual intercourse repertoire. We came at the same time, which spiraled the orgasm to new heights.

“I wasn’t expecting this,” I said afterward, panting.

Susan sprung from the bed as if elevated by supernatural forces and began dressing for dinner.

“I’m surprised too. I wasn’t really planning it, but once I saw you I knew I had to have you.”

“I’m glad. That was out of this world.”

“I know. Isn’t this all so great?”

“You mean… Well, I’m not sure what you mean exactly.”

“Ryan, this whole ‘vacation wife’ thing is what I mean. Don’t you agree? Aren’t you enjoying Marci?”

“Yes, I am. There’s no question there. How are you and Greg getting along?” When she pounced on me, my first thought was to wonder if she and Greg weren’t working out as well as she had hoped.

“We’re great! But when he makes love to me, I’m always thinking of you! I mean, I imagine you watching us. It makes me feel like such a bad girl!”

“And that works for you.”

She thought for a moment. “Do you think of me when you make love to Marci?”

I had to think about this. Did I? I supposed I did think of Susan when I was with Marci, but in a general way. The fact that I was married to someone else played into it.

“I don’t so much think of you watching us, but I am aware of everything else. I mean, you know, I’m sleeping with her, and you’re my wife, and that factors into it. I’ll have to give it more thought before I can really explain it.”

“That’s okay. I think I know what you mean.”

“So, we’re good? You’re having a good time? Susan, if ever you’re not, or you want to change your mind, that’s fine with me.”

“God no. I’m great as long as you’re great too!”

“So all is good,” I said. I felt relieved.

She finished dressing and looked wonderful. It was hot as blazes in that room, and I needed to pee. Susan directed me to their bath where I saw her lingerie hanging over the shower rod. I felt a little sting seeing it, and reflected over the “we” and “us” and “our” statements both Greg and Susan had used earlier. I decided it was a good “sting”, a bald recognition that my wife was now involved with another man. It coexisted with our marriage, as did my new situation with Marci, and best of all, it strengthened our marriage.

Marci had said she and I would be fine as long as I had Susan—who seemed to love me more than ever—and we’d just made love. Later, I may be making love to Marci too, possibly on the beach.

Indeed, everything was fine.

∞∞∞
 
“What are you having?” asked Marci, once our food arrived. “It looks like fried alien.”

“Fried octopus, actually.”

“Gross.” The waiter delivered her shrimp and chorizo kebabs without fanfare, and Marci dug into them like a ravenous lioness.

Greg, who had earlier demonstrated his fluency with Spanish, engaged the waiter in a broad discussion over his pozole. Susan beamed at him, marveling over his multilingual talents.

“I studied it for three years in high school,” said Marci, noting Greg’s conversation with the waiter. “I can’t say squat.”

“That would be agacharse, Marci,” said Greg, whose hearing proved to be excellent. “But that’s referring to actual squatting rather than a null property.”

“Huh?” replied Marci. The waiter seemed similarly confused, and Greg, while pointing at Marci, explained he was giving her a vocabulary lesson. The waiter nodded and left.

“So, Greg,” said Marci. “How much did that condo set you back?”

“Marci!” exclaimed Susan protectively.

“She’s thinking of buying a place here too,” I said.

“Half a million U.S.,” said Greg. “It’s an investment. I’ll use it during low-season, which is now, and rent it out the rest of the year. It’s basically a wash financially, plus it’s free lodging when I’m here.”

“You’re pretty smart with that stuff,” said Marci. “I need to manage my money better.”

“What do you do? It’s funny I don’t know that yet.”

“I own a string of meth labs.”

“A cash business, then. I’m sure it’s booming.”

“She’s an orthodontist, Greg,” said Susan. “She makes tons.”

“Ryan likes me to wear my lab coat when we ball, don’t you honey?” Marci gave me a naughty grin. I actually thought it was a good idea.

“That’s nice,” said Susan.

After a further discussion of real estate, with a brief detour into role-playing during sex, and Marci’s account of having put her hair into pigtails during our drive from Cancun, and her reason for doing so, our dinner was complete. This was quite a new world we were living in. There was no need for innuendo.

Susan suggested a short walk to a beach-side bar to top things off. It was a lively place. I felt there were more Americans than was really necessary, and the atmosphere was rowdy. It was nearing eleven, which is often a dangerous hour to engage a watering hole, especially when full of vacationers brimming with alcohol-induced free will. We scored a table near the stand-up bar and ordered a round of drinks.

“To vacations!” toasted Susan. We all drank. Both Susan and Marci represented the high-end of the women present, most of whom looked like they’d fallen through a wormhole connected to the Jersey Shore. One guy, who later proved to be a bloke because he was from Britain, proved to be obnoxious. Greg caught on to this too.

After a few more rounds I went to the restroom which involved a trek through black-leopard territory behind the bar, and when I returned, I couldn’t help but notice Greg kneeling over the obnoxious bloke, now on the floor. Greg’s knee was situated on his neck, suggesting I’d missed a brawl.

“Fuck, Ryan,” said Marci. “You missed it.”

“What?” It was clear enough I’d missed something.

“This guy came over and grabbed my tits. Greg nailed him. It was amazing!”

Several other bar patrons stepped in to assist Greg, who was now standing. The bloke, also now erect, was escorted forcefully out of the bar.

“Are you okay?” asked Greg, once he’d come over.

“Fuck yeah,” said Marci. “Jesus, you had that guy on the ground in no time. You’re my hero.”

“You wouldn’t have believed it, Ryan,” said Susan, now alongside. “Greg was like Superman. That guy was big.”

“It’s nothing,” said Greg, blushing boyishly. “He was too drunk to do anything.”

“What was that move, anyway?” asked Marci. “You, like, flipped him through mid-air.”

“Modified jiu-jitsu, I guess,” said Greg. “I was improvising.”

We regained our table and the waiter, full of apologies, cleaned up the mess caused by the scuffle and replenished our drinks “on the house”.

“You know jiu-jitsu?” I asked. “That takes a lot of training.”

“I’ve had my black belt for about five years now. I never thought I’d have to use it.”

“Jesus,” said Susan fawningly. “I’ve never seen anything like it outside of a movie.”

“I know,” said Marci. “I’m fucking impressed!”

I was sorry to have missed it. The multilingual, quite well off and handsome Greg, who possessed a large penis, was also a jiu-jitsu black belt and superhero. I felt diminished by these facts but elected not to get moody as well.

“I’m beat,” said Marci, after we finished our complimentary beverages. “It’s so tiring being the heroine in a bawdy bar brawl.”

We escape without further molestation to anyone in our party. After dropping Susan and Greg off at his fancy-pants, Vista Marítima condominium, we drove back to the hotel.

As was customary for any vacationing couple, one more top-off before bed sounded like a good idea, so we headed to the Mojito Bar for a nightcap. Chloe was seated on the customer side of the bar. In front of her was a frosty cocktail which hinted at being strongly flavored with rum. I thought it might be fun to tempt her with a fresh dose of Marci, so I steered us to the two empty stools beside her.

At first, Chloe didn’t recognize her good fortune, which suggested she was drunk. I’d never before encountered a drunk lesbian and thought it could be interesting. After some further non-recognition, I extended a greeting.

“Oh, there you are,” said Chloe. Her English was now heavily accented.

“Hi,” said Marci, thus compounding my greeting.

“You came back,” said Chloe, stating the obvious. “Oh, I mean—you looked so good in that suit! And here you are!”

“Thanks!” said Marci. She gave me a glance, assuring me she was up to speed on Chloe’s condition. “My husband loves it too. He said it makes him crazy.” This was true.

Chloe attempted to sort through whatever image my presence presented to her. “Oh, him.” She pointed with her index finger. “He looks okay.”

“Thank you so much for saying so!” said Marci, using a mock Southern Belle accent.

“He’s okay, I guess,” affirmed Chloe. She emptied her glass and twirled a finger in the air to suggest a refill was in order. The bartender, a young blonde woman, nodded. After some quick mixing and shaking, a fresh drink appeared. The bartender took our orders and was back in no time as we’d order mojitos.

“So,” asked Chloe. “Vacation, huh? I like...” She drifted before completing her sentence.

“Yes,” I said. “And you? You work here?”

“Me?” she asked, as if someone else had joined our conversation. “No. I’m off now. See? I’m sitting here now.”

“I see.”

“She’s so pretty,” said Chloe, who then looked at me. “Is she your wife? That’s okay.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Do you like girls?” She was now speaking to Marci. “I look at you and I’m thinking, oh yeah… You know?”

“Love ‘em,” said Marci. She turned to offer me a private wide-eyed look. I interpreted it as a “Can you believe this?” gesture.

“Me too,” said Chloe. “But he’s okay. I like men sometimes.”

After a few more volleys of increasingly severe miscomprehension, Marci and I stood to leave. Chloe, feeling she was now part of our party, also stood.

“Just give me a sec, okay?” She downed the rest of her drink. “Okay.”

“We’re just going to bed now,” I said.

“Okay.”

“I mean, we’re going alone.”

“Alone?”

“I mean, just the two of us.”

“Am I coming too?”

“No. But thanks anyway.”

“I don’t mind. You can fuck me too.”

“No, really. It’s not necessary.”

“Maybe later?” She regained her stool and waved for the bartender. “I’ll be here.”

∞∞∞
 
“That was crazy,” said Marci, once out of the bar area. “What a loon.”

“I know. I feel bad now. I shouldn’t have teased her.”

“I wondered what you were aiming for there.”

“Nothing, really. I just thought it would be fun. I’m sorry. It was a bit low-life of me.”

“Hey, I’m not complaining.”

“It was an interesting evening. First, you’re mauled in a bar, and then hit on by a lesbian. What’s it like being so popular?”

“You get used to it.”

Once in the room, Marci began tidying up. Neither of us had unpacked. Without asking, she aimed for my suitcase, emptied its contents into drawers and onto hangers, then took care of her own bag. It wasn’t her job to take care of my stuff, but I loved that she did. She truly was like a vacation wife. Susan would have done this too. She had probably unpacked for Greg.

Once satisfied with her tidy-up, Marci removed her dress and bra. She briefly massaged her breasts to welcome them to their new freedom and then looked indecisive.

“What?” I asked. “You seem suspended in thought.”

“I’m not sure which side of the bed you’ll want here.”

“I usually sleep on the right.”

“Yeah, that’s the door side.”

“You can have it.”

“That’s not it. You see, the balcony is on the other side.”

“So?” I wasn’t tuning into her dilemma. “What of it?”

“If someone breaks in, are they more likely to come through the door or the balcony?”

“I give up.”

“Seriously, Ryan! If I’m in a hotel, I can’t sleep on the intruder-side of the bed.”

“I’d say it’s a toss-up. If I were breaking in to rape someone, I’d probably come through the window, or in this case, the balcony.”

“That’s what I was thinking.”

“If you want, I’m sure I can get Chloe up here. Then you can have the middle. While the intruder is raping her, or me for that matter, you can escape.”

“You’re so funny, you know it? You should see what I put in my diary about you.”

“Take the balcony side. We’re two floors up.”

Marci pulled down the top sheet and paused. “I’m sexed out. Is that okay? Anyway, I know you banged your other wife tonight.”

I wondered if she would have assumed as much though we were only separated for fifteen minutes at best. For many married couples, five minutes would often suffice.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I asked. “It was unexpected.”

“God no. She’s your wife... Hey, do you care if I sleep in my panties? I wasn’t kidding when I said mom told us to always be wearing our panties. She didn’t let us sleep nude. She said only ‘racy’ girls slept that way.”

“I don’t mind at all.” I truly didn’t. I loved women in their panties, and perhaps even more than I loved them naked. It was definitely a thing for me.

She climbed into bed, laid flat on her back, and pulled the top-sheet to her waist. With a few final adjustments, she was set for the night, and padded the bed next to her, indicating I should join her.

“My mother told me to always brush my teeth before bed,” I said this in a holier-than-thou tone.

“Fuck, Ryan. Really? I just got settled.”

I went into the bathroom and she padded in behind me with her toiletry kit. “I’m not flossing.” She challenged me for sink space, even though there were two of them, and commenced brushing her teeth. She was rather robust in her movements, which set her breasts to swinging back and forth. Noticing my stare, she crossed an arm over herself feigning modesty, spit, and returned to the bed. I tidied up the sink and joined her in bed, leaving my briefs on.

As I settled in she leaned over me and exhaled a large volume of peppermint flavored vapors.

“See,” she said. “I’ve been a good girl, Daddy.”

“Oh, please. Don’t go there... I already feel a bit slummy after that scene with Chloe.”

She returned her head to her pillow. “God, I know. I feel sorry for her.”

“Why?”

“Living that kind of life, scoring lonely women she’ll never see again. It gives me the creeps. Plus, her mouth is probably a nursery for  trichomonas, that and a dozen other STDs.”

“Yikes.”

“I know.”

“Again, I’m sorry I engaged her. It was my fault.”

“She started it.” I knew Marci was referring to our first stop at the bar that afternoon.

“I guess so.”

“To be honest, I was afraid you wanted me to hook up with her.”

“No, that wasn’t where I was aiming at all.” It really wasn’t, though the idea of her with another woman was not void of interest, and by “another woman”, I knew I meant Susan. My mind retreated to the tongue/salsa incident for a quick refresher. Yes, there was something about her being with Susan that excited me.

“I’m not saying I wouldn’t do it, I mean, for you, if you really wanted me to. But please, not some barfly.”

“I would never propose such a thing.”

“Do you mean a barfly or another woman?”

“Neither, not that I mind the idea of you being with another woman. I wouldn’t feel threatened. But certainly not a pickup in a bar.”

“What about Susan?”

That caught me off guard even though it had just been on my mind. I wasn’t sure how to respond so I let it hang in the air.

“I mean, I could see it with Susan,” continued Marci. “I think there’s something there.”

“How do you mean?”

“Like, when she gives me a hug, it’s always more than a hug. She really leans in with her whole body. It makes me feel tingly, and like I don’t want her to stop.”

This conversation formed images in my mind over which I had no control. My penis, which had been relaxing between my legs, possibly anticipating a long rest, was now climbing my thigh. Nude, this wasn’t a problem, but wearing briefs meant there was a struggle in play, said briefs being on the snug side. It was uncomfortable. I made an adjustment that did not go unnoticed.

“You’re getting a little turned on, huh?” I felt no need to offer a confirmation either way. She reached over and tested her theory.

“Poor baby wants to breathe, Ryan.” She reached into my briefs and straightened me out. I admit it felt much better that way. Of course, my cock commenced executing a full erection, which Marci tenderly fondled. Her head now rested on my shoulder as she watched her hand play with my cock. A nearly full moon along with the exterior resort lights offered sufficient illumination.

“You like the idea of me being with Susan, don’t you?”

“It’s crossed my mind.”

“Mine too. God, I’d love for her to touch me, feel my pussy.” She started pumping my cock. At first, I thought she was making a general statement, but soon realized she was fantasizing aloud for my benefit.

“If she stuck a finger inside me I don’t know what I’d do. I’d probably explode. You know me. I would come right on her hand.” My cock was now as firm as it had ever been.

Marci swung herself down and took me in her mouth. Its warmth was again intoxicating. She released it and continued to stroke my shaft.

“God, if she ate me out, I don’t know... Just seeing her head over my pussy, her tongue sliding up and down my slit, slipping inside me, curling over my clit. God, I would just die.” She gave my cock another tour of her mouth. “Then I would eat her out too, as you fucked me doggy style…” She pumped harder. “I can feel it, Ryan, your cock in my pussy, hard and throbbing, her pussy in my mouth, oh, God, I want it so much.”

I couldn’t hold back. I put a hand on her head as my pelvis lurched. She took me back into her mouth and I came with fierce, primal energy. She held on and sucked harder, like a powerful vacuum. As I settled down she released me, gave my cock a few summary kisses along the shaft, then moved up to offer a proper kiss.

When my normal breathing returned, I gave her a proper embrace. She felt warm and delicious, and still a bit pepperminty. She laid back on her pillow and emitted a gratifying sigh.

“That’s four,” she said.

“What’s ‘four’?”

“You’ve come four times today, at least that I know of. Three times with me and once with your wife. You should be feeling pretty sated there, cowboy.”

Indeed, I did feel sated. I felt wonderful.

“And you?” I asked.

“Oh, don’t worry about me. Anyway, I just came a little too. It tends to happen when my mouth is filling with cum. That must be a thing for me too... I mean, with you, of course.”

It struck me as highly fortunate that this was the case, and I was happy for it. She was saying it wasn’t an imposition. It excited her.

And now turning in my mind was the prospect of Marci and Susan making love to each other. I could see it clearly, and less now as a fantasy and more than a possibility.

Though it still seemed improbable. But so did everything else that had happened that summer, all thanks to a simple underwear incident.





Chapter 24: La Dulce Vida
LOS DOS AMIGOS
The next two days were overcast. As we were both the types to make the best of it, we sallied forth with several driving tours of our surroundings. We explored Mayan ruins and learned much about their culture before it was ravaged by conquistadors and, much later, tourists. We found it fascinating but quickly had our fill. It was the same when I visited the Louvre in Paris. Several hours of total absorption, then a quick slide into overkill wrapped by a visit to the gift shop. This would include purchasing postcards which, in this day in age, were never actually sent to anyone.

Marci was a dream companion. She always looked wonderful and was forever up for anything. She viewed the world with the eyes of a wondrous child and commented excitedly about this or that thing that amused her. We ate from the street vendor carts with zero disappointment. Nothing outside the bedroom excited her more than trying exotic dishes and experiencing curious flavors. Having known people who viewed everything with a disapproving vision and general cynicism, Marci was pure joy.

On the second day, we returned to the hotel in the late afternoon and enjoyed a nap, both of us managing to keep our hands off each other aside from general cuddling. Couples become in sync that way when both are generous with their affections and physical demonstrations thereof. Of course, we were both always in the mood but also enjoyed pacing ourselves. I viewed Marci’s near-naked body as she laid next to me with both reverence and desire. Just having her there was enough, knowing at other times I would truly have her in other ways involving closer contact, heat, and bliss.

I dozed peacefully. Perhaps an hour passed before Marci rose to life and went onto the balcony. I heard a brief conversation, then she was beside me on the bed.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” she said, tenderly stroking my arm, as a mother might do waking her precious child for school. “Let’s go for a walk on the beach.”

“What time is it?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“Hell if I know. Near sunset?”

I nodded and rose from the bed. My suit was outside, so I went there to grab it. I was startled to see two women on the next balcony over. They were dressed whereas I was standing in my briefs.

“Hi!” said the woman closest to me. “We just met your wife. She’s lovely.”

“Hello.” I picked up my suit. “Yes, she is. Thanks.” It occurred to me Marci had just been out there wearing only her panties, and that being seen in one’s underwear was definitely the theme of the summer.

“She said we’d meet for drinks later.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll look forward to it.” I returned to the room where Marci was already suited.

“You met the neighbors, huh?”

“Yes. One of them said we were meeting later for drinks.”

“You don’t mind, do you? They seemed nice. I think they’re a couple.”

Once on the beach, we headed right and, as was the case each day before, it was void of tourists. We strolled in silence holding hands looking like any other couple on vacation. The overcast was gone, and as the sun was setting over the peninsula it produced a spectacular display. The heat and humidity, however, remained oppressive.

“Let’s swim!” said Marci after some distance, removing her suit. I scanned the shoreline in both directions before removing my own. The water felt terrific. This part the Caribbean was especially salty, and it reminded me of my first ever dip into a warm ocean. This would have been during summer trips to Florida when I was a kid. Those days were bleached with sunshine and happiness, and I remembered them like they were yesterday.

“I LOVE THIS!” said Marci, surfacing from a dive with water streaming down her face. She rubbed her eyes then opened them wide as if to abate the sting from the salt. She pinched her nose, smiled, then put her arms around me as her legs curled around my hips. She gave me a lovers kiss.

“It is nice,” I said, failing to mimic her exuberance. I had difficulty expressing strong emotions.

“Have you ever made love in the water?”

“Not successfully,” I said. It was true. It proved to be a great distraction.

“Same here.” She dropped her legs from around my hips and we returned to the shore. After a short riparian chat, we stood and headed back to the hotel holding our suits until we dried off.

“This feels funky,” said Marci. “But I like it.”

“Being naked?”

“Yeah. How far should we go like this?”

“I don’t know. If you want, you can walk all the way to our room this way.”

“Are you daring me?”

“I know better than to do that. Anyway, if Chloe sees you she’ll probably attack.”

“Right. Chloe. I wonder how she’s feeling today.”

“I suspect her days just sort of blend into one another.”

“That’s sad.” We could now see a couple walking in our direction. Marci laughed, which seemed out of tune with her last statement.

“What’s so funny?”

“Your dick.”

“Gee, thanks.” I looked at my dick.

“No, I mean the way it flops around when you walk. Your balls too. I don’t know how you guys walk around with those things.”

“Practice?”

“Don’t get me wrong. I like it. It’s primal. I like hanging out with you naked. We should plan a day like this. No clothes allowed.”

“That could be fun.”

She stopped walking and grabbed my hand. As I turned to face her, she moved it between her legs, now slightly separated. She was swollen and wet, and not from our swim. My middle finger was drawn into her as if by some magical force. She swooned, leaning into me, her head resting on my chin. Apparently, she hadn’t noticed the approaching couple.

The spell broke and we resumed our walk.

“I’m always ready around you, Ryan. I can’t believe we haven’t made love today.”

“It’s good to space things out, don’t you think? Anyway, there’s plenty of the day left.”

“What did you think of those women?”

“Which women?”

“The two women on the balcony next to us.”

“I didn’t really get a good look.”

“They were pretty hot.”

“If you like, I can give you some space…”

“You wish… No. Not hot for me. For you, maybe.”

“You said you thought they were a couple.”

We were now within fifty yards of crossing paths with the approaching couple. They were both wearing suits. Marci made no move to put her’s on and this was beginning to tantalize me.

“Probably. I think we nailed it about our hotel. It’s for lesbos.”

“You mean gay women.”

“Jesus, Ryan. It’s just the two of us here. You know what I mean.”

“Right. Sorry. You can be as politically incorrect as you like when it’s just us.” We were now within twenty yards of the approaching couple and closing.

“Well, they seemed nice. I think I got a vibe from one of them.”

“You mean the balcony women?”

“Right. Who else are we talking about?”

As we passed the couple, Marci gave them a bright greeting, which they returned.

“You surprise me,” I said, after another few yards.

“Why?”

“You didn’t put your suit on before they reached us.”

“What?” She stopped walking and looked down. “Fuck, Ryan. Why didn’t you say something?”

“I thought you didn’t care.”

“Jesus Christ.” She stepped into her suit bottoms and then put on her top. “I forgot I was naked.”

“How is that possible? A few minutes ago you said how much you like being naked with me. Anyway, I think you gave the guy a thrill. His eyes were all over you.”

“I just forgot… Hey, you didn’t put your suit on.”

“I was waiting to see what you would do.”

“If I’d realized I was naked, I would have put on my suit. You could've just told me, you know.”

“I didn’t think of that.”

Marci smiled, looked back at the receding couple, and laughed again.

“I don’t really mind. I actually feel a little tingly, like Susan felt when Greg saw her in her underwear.”

That observation certainly tightened the bow on the summer’s theme. Maybe those dreams we all shared of being caught naked or in our underwear were actually premonitions.

After freshening up in our room we headed for the Mojito Bar. Nearly always when I traveled, the hotel’s bar, if of sufficient character and quality, became the focal point around which other activities either commenced or ended. This spoke to its convenience and soon, its familiarity. Travel was tiring, and it was best to keep things simple.

Marci saw the two women from the balcony and steered us in their direction. There was no sign of Chloe, who may have been sleeping it off in the jungle for all anyone knew.

“Hi!” said Marci. I offered a friendly hello and we sat.

“I’m Ryan, by the way.”

“I’m Gail and this is Emily,” said the one claiming to be Gail. They were both attractive, athletic looking women, possibly in their low-thirties.

“Nice to meet you.” A waitress took our order and we settled in.

“We’re from Atlanta,” said Emily. “Where are you guys from?”

Marci responded with our coordinates, and from there we were off. Knowing each other’s personal geographies filled in most of the blanks. For example, I knew about life in Atlanta, its climate and so forth, where to eat, where not to eat, etc. Seasoned travelers didn’t get bogged down in those types of details.

Marci, feeling no need not to cut to the chase, asked if they were a couple. I silently agreed it was best not to make assumptions in those areas.

“Yes, a married couple,” said Gail, with a nice smile. “We have a son back home. He’s three. Emily’s old sweetheart is the father.”

“That must be nice,” I said. “I guess it also means he’s involved with the child.”

“So is his wife,” said Emily. “We used to be a threesome. They have a girl, also three. You would think they’re twins.”

“We were a foursome for a while,” said Gail, with a bit of a snicker.

“That’s nice,” said Marci, apparently having no trouble imagining or digesting the information we’d just received. “Do you all still get together?”

Though I thought that might be stepping out of bounds, no one else seemed to.

“Not as much,” said Emily, almost wistfully. “It’s a bit of a chore now with the kids, plus we all work. They’re watching our son while we’re here.”

Our drinks arrived and Gail toasted our new friendship. As I set my drink down, I noticed Chloe slithering in behind the bar in an awkward, crab-like fashion.

“So what’s your story?” asked Emily. “I don’t think there’s any more to know about us.” She laughed and gave her partner a wink. I interpreted this to mean there was, in fact, a lot more to know about them.

“I’m his vacation wife,” said Marci. “We’re not really married. His real wife is shacking up with their neighbor. He has a condo here. It’s really magnificent.”

That pretty well summed it up though I probably wouldn't have mentioned this aspect of our relationship. For a brief moment, I felt sleazy, but it passed. I was sitting with two gay women who were also variously part of a threesome or foursome, depending on their work schedules. As children were in the mix, and therefore a male, it meant at least two of the women were bisexual or at least flexible. I would have needed a pencil and paper to give it a more proper analysis.

“My,” said Gail. “We’re a table of progressives here.” She took a sip of her drink while surveying the bar. “That’s probably true of everyone here.”

“I know,” said Marci. “At least, we got that impression. One of the waitresses hit on me last night.”

“Chloe?” asked Emily.

“If we’re naming names, that’s the name I would choose.”

Emily laughed. “Join the club.”

I saw a woman with spiky hair, a sheer top and severe make-up amble up to the bar. Her arms were running out of real estate for her abundant tattoos. Chloe was on her like a moth to a flame.

“So, how does it work when you’re back home?” asked Gail, speaking to Marci. “If you’re a vacation wife here, what are you there?”

Marci gave me a look before responding. All I could think to do was nod my head, meaning I’d go along with whatever she said.

“This is all kind of new. I used to live with Ryan before he married his wife. In fact, I introduced them, and I’ve known her forever.”

“That’s nice,” said Emily. “Just see where it goes. That’s how we look at it. We have friends like us too, but Gail and I are—well, I don’t know what to call us. We’re a primary couple?”

“That’s close enough,” said Gail. “We’re a forever couple, regardless of who else we let into our relationship.” She paused for a sip of her drink. “In fact, we’re meeting another couple here later. They’re from the States too, but we met them abroad. They’re a little older. Emily came out with an older woman, so she’s got a thing for them.” Gail laughed. “I’m kidding. She’s a lovely woman, as is her husband.”

So, they were a couple, but also part of a foursome, and what sounded like a possible secondary foursome, but perhaps only during vacations. I imagined Christmas shopping could be a challenge. My first impression was it all seemed kind of loose, but who was I to judge? Having Susan and Marci on my plate, to put it crudely, was already nearly more than I could handle. I wasn’t sure I had the strength to broaden this palette, let alone the will. Regardless, no one would look at our arrangement and call it normal unless compared to Gail and Emily’s situation.

With our sex lives sorted, we drifted into a general and lively conversation until Marci shared news of her increasing hunger. After agreeing we might catch up later, she and I left to gamble on a restaurant in town. Its cuisine was billed as “micro-fusion”, and as neither of us knew what that meant, we were eager to try it.





Chapter 25: This Was Unexpected
WHAT A SMALL WORLD
The micro-fusion restaurant proved popular, but as a party of two we had no trouble scoring a table. The crowd was lively, on the young side and, if I was not mistaken, largely European. Perhaps they were part of a crowd that roamed the earth seeking new adventures and experimental living arrangements. Today, Tulum, tomorrow Mykonos, or some unpronounceable beach in Thailand.

Unlike the Mojito Bar, it was brightly lit, and I could more clearly examine Marci’s chosen outfit for the night. It was an all-white, bohemian style dress of embroidered mesh lace. It barely concealed her fine lingerie, which I could plainly see through the open weave. If I was reading the crowd correctly it approved. Her skin had darkened from the Mexican sun, even through the recent overcast, and she looked lovely.

After giving our order we were immediately served, and without request, a quail-egg sized dollop of sorbet as a palette cleanser. The waitress said it was oxygen infused, which to me only suggested there was air in it. It in fact tasted like lime flavored vapor and was delicious. One didn’t need to swallow as it evaporated on your tongue.

“That was weird,” said Marci, her tongue searching her mouth for the evaporated sorbet. “Hey! My mouth does taste fresh. I won’t need to brush tonight.”

My Zen Roll followed, providing a second clue about micro-fusion. The “micro” meant tiny portions. On an unnecessarily large, rectangular plate I’d received two small portions of spicy tuna mixed with lobster, cucumber and cilantro. Marci, deciding I could get by with just one, sampled the other one.

Immediately, her fist pounded the table as her eyes watered. It looked like they were trying to escape their sockets. She put her index finger under her nose to suppress I don’t know what, then emptied her water glass.

“Fuck, that was hot,” she said. “I think I came a little.”

“You might want to have that checked.”

Without receiving a proper invitation, I dug into her balsamic beef filet, which must have come from a very small cow. This too was delicious.

“This is fun,” said Marci, her temple glistening, as was her nicely revealed cleavage. I judged the exquisite line formed by the central collision of her breasts to be two inches. “So, what did you think?”

“It’s very good, but the portions are kind of small.”

“Not that! I’m talking about Gail and Emily.”

Marci had a habit of thinking you knew what was going on in her shifting mind at all times.

“Oh. They seemed nice.”

“I think Gail is the butch one. Emily kind of deferred to her. Did you notice?”

I thought about it and concurred. “I think you’re right there. Plus, Gail’s haircut was on the boyish side, and she looked like she lifted weights.”

“It’s a pixie cut.”

“What? Oh, you mean her hair. It looked good on her.”

“Should I try it?”

“I like your hair the way it is.”

More food arrived and Marci, as before, sampled mine before digging into hers.

“I liked Emily. I could see it.”

“See what?” I wasn’t playing dumb. I really didn’t know what she meant.

“Doing her, or her doing me. I thought about it when we were sitting with them. I think I got another vibe from her too.”

I hadn’t received a vibe of any kind though I didn’t mind. My thoughts hadn’t gone there when we were sitting with them. But now that I did think of the possibility of Emily and Marci having a go, I could see why Emily might appeal to her.

“That’s interesting,” I said. My hope was Marci would fill in the blanks I hadn’t thought of yet.

“I’m not saying anything, really. But it’s strange, isn’t it? I’m totally into men.”

“Good to know.”

“I mean you, of course.”

“I was just kidding.”

“But if I was going to sleep with a woman, she’d have to be like Susan or Emily.”

“You barely know Emily.”

“Have you ever slept with a woman you barely knew?”

“We already know each other’s histories. We’ve both had one-night stands. Everyone has.”

As far as I knew, both Susan and I, and Marci too, really, hadn’t slept around that much. But as Harold had indicated, men and women counted their conquests differently. For a man, they all counted. For a woman, a one-night stand may or may not enter the permanent record, as they tended to dismiss the ones that weren’t remarkable.

“I wonder who they’re hooking up with,” said Marci. “They said they were meeting up with a couple later, a man and a woman. I feel like spying.”

“We’ll probably see who it is around the hotel if they’re all staying there. You won’t have to spy.”

In the broader picture, I wondered what was opening up for us. The fact that we were discussing these things meant we hadn’t totally dismissed them. I would swear on my grave I had no interest in “swinging” with other couples, and certainly not as a lifestyle. But what if Susan and I met a nice couple down the road? Would our experiences with Greg and Marci bleed into other possibilities? I couldn’t imagine it, but this accidental meeting with Gail and Emily, both seemingly open to foursomes, was jiggling the knobs in my brain that kept those doors closed.

After sampling another dozen small servings of micro-fusion cuisine, we concluded our meal and stepped out to find a food cart. We were still hungry. Within fifty paces we were greeted by a cheerful, elderly Mexican who serviced our needs and sat on a bench to eat our score.

“Fuck, these are so delicious!” said Marci, cruising through her taco like a knife through butter. I sped through mine as well out of fear she would steal it. When she was hungry, it was each man for himself.

We walked until we ran of places to walk to, the clue being the absence of street lights and the encroachment of jungle. We found our car and headed back to the hotel.

“Let’s check out the bar,” said Marci. “I want to see if their friends arrived. As I was curious too I didn’t object though I was dying to get Marci out of her dress. It had been teasing me all night with its peek-a-boo features.

“There they are,” I said. Gail and Emily were facing us, sitting with another couple, a man and a woman. Gail saw us and waved us over. Though I saw only the backs of the couple’s heads, they seemed familiar. How that worked I didn’t know. Marci and I walked over and as we came up to their table, I couldn’t believe my eyes.

“Hey there!” said Gail. She was extremely cheerful. “Let me introduce you!”

It was hardly necessary. In front of me sat Harold and Meg. They both had rather surprised looks on their faces.

“Ryan!” said Meg. “We never expected to see you here!” She stood and gave me a hug.

“Hi, and hello Harold,” I said.

“You all know each other?” asked Emily, which was a reasonable surmise given that we already knew each other’s names.

“Yes, we do,” I said. “Harold and I work together.” I turned to Marci. “You remember Harold and Meg, don’t you? I know you’ve met each other a couple of times.”

“At the charity auction!” said Meg. “Hi, Marci. It’s nice to see you again.” Meg turned to me, but her eyes were surveying the bar. “Where’s Susan?”

This stumped me. Marci, being less stumped, said Susan was still in her room. “She’ll be down later,” she added, proving she could lie through her teeth.

“Oh, nice!” said Meg.

We all sat, with me wondering what the hell everyone knew about each other. Marci and I knew Gail and Emily were meeting “another couple” that evening, having framed it in such a way as to suggest a foursome was in the works, a foursome which apparently included Harold and Meg. Meanwhile, Gail and Emily knew Marci was my vacation wife, and my real wife was shacked up with another man somewhere in town.

Harold and Meg didn’t know we knew they were the “other couple”, there to engage in a foursome with Emily and Gail, or that Marci was posing as my wife.

What was I missing? Emily and Gail didn’t know Harold and Meg didn’t also know Marci was posing as my wife. That was the sum of it. If anything, I felt the next few minutes would prove interesting.

“Who’s Susan?” asked Emily.

“Ryan’s wife,” said Meg.

“Oh,” said Emily, unprepared with further thoughts on the matter. Gail was.

“So, your wife is here too, at the hotel?” she asked. I detected mischief in her tone of voice.

“Yes, of course!” said Marci, gaily.

Showing surprising vigilance, Chloe appeared to take our orders, her eyes once again betraying no sign of recognition. As I assumed she hit on everyone she met, there was no need for her to keep a mental record. I ordered two mojitos, knowing they were lined up on the bar ready for quick delivery. In less than a minute Chloe returned with our drinks.

“Are you all together?” she asked.

“Just put it on our room,” said Marci. She signed the receipt and gave it back. Now Chloe was reacquainted with our room number, but more than that, Marci had said “our room”.

Meg gave me a look.

“Cheers!” said Marci. We all toasted.

“Have you just arrived?” I ask, speaking to Harold. It was a logical place to begin a discussion, and much better than “What the hell is going on here?”.

“This morning, yes. We drove down from Cancun.”

“I saw that you’d put in for vacation time,” I said. “I didn’t think to ask where you were headed.”

“Same here,” say Harold. “It’s a funny coincidence, really, with Marci here. I didn’t know Tulum existed before that charity auction. I saw it in the brochure. Meg said I should bid, but we left before it came up.”

“I won that bid,” I said.

“That is funny,” said Meg. “I told Harold I wanted to visit, and next thing I knew he booked a trip. Then Emily and Gail decided to join us.”

Okay, that was out of the bag now. Harold and Meg were definitely the couple Emily and Gail had spoken about.

“I wonder what’s keeping Susan,” asked Meg.

“I thought she was staying somewhere else,” said Emily, proving her memory was working.

“Oh,” said Meg. “Where’s that?”

“Say,” I said before anyone could reply. “I wonder if I might have a word with Harold. It’s business related.” I stood and Harold followed me to the bar.

“I have a feeling this isn’t about business,” he said, once we gained two stools. Chloe, not recognizing us from the table, which must have been only minutes ago, welcomed us to the Mojito Bar. I ordered two double bourbons neat.

“No.” I said. “It’s not about business.” Chloe slid the two bourbons across the bar and I took a sip. “It’s about Susan.”

“I wondered about that.”

“There’s no need to wonder. I’ll tell you. She’s not here. She’s staying with a friend of ours. He has a condo here.”

“And you’re here with Marci. She’s a fine looking woman. So is Susan.”

“Thanks. That’s the sum of if. Do I need to say any more?”

“Of course not. I won’t say a word.”

“What about Meg?”

“I’ll tell her,” he said. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks.”

“Listen,” said Harold. “You’re being kind not to ask. I suspect you know what’s going on.”

“Frankly, I have a good idea. We talked with Emily and Gail earlier this evening. They said a couple would be joining them tonight. Prior to that, they’d mention a bit of their history. We had a wide ranging discussion, if you know what I mean. It was clear what ‘joining them’ meant.”

“I see. Well, you’ve got the gist of it. It looks like we’re all here under peculiar circumstances.”

“I’ll drink to that,” I ordered us another round.

“You remember the conversation we had over lunch that day back home?”

“Like it was yesterday.”

“Meg and I met Gail and Emily in Europe.”

“Let me guess. It was in the sauna.”

“You remember well. Yes, they stayed at that same hotel I mentioned, the one in Austria. This was much later, of course, after Meg and I had been there a few times. It was a couple years ago.”

“And you made a connection. I get it. They’re both lovely women.” I imagined them naked in a sauna.

“It was Meg’s idea. She and Gail really hit it off. In fact, a little too well. Then Emily got involved. That evened things out.”

“As I said, they’re both lovely women. There’s no judgment here.”

“Right, no judgment.” Harold emptied his second bourbon and ordered us another round.

“If you don’t mind me asking,” I said. “How does it work?”

“With Emily and Gail? Meg pairs up with Gail. She’s not really into men at all. Emily, on the other hand, goes both ways.”

“So you’re with Emily. She’s very nice. Marci liked her too. We thought Gail was a little butch.”

Harold laughed. “That’s about right. She doesn’t mind if Emily is with a guy. If she went for another woman alone, she would combust.” He took a deep gulp of his bourbon before continuing. “Since we’re speaking more openly now, how does it work with Marci and Susan?”

“You remember Susan’s ‘underwear’ incident early this summer? I mentioned it during that lunch.”

“Of course I remember.”

“You could say it was the inciting incident. It blossomed from there.”

“I think I can fill in the blanks.”

“And I used to be with Marci. We lived together before I was with Susan, and they’ve always been good friends.”

“Very good friends I’d say.”

This whole time Chloe had been listening intently while making no show of pretending otherwise. The bourbon put me in a mood to tease her.

“Did you get that?” I asked, speaking to Chloe. “If you have any questions, just pipe up.” This barely registered, so I abandoned the irony and ordered two more drinks. This she did register.

“So,” I continued. “After the initial deed was done, Susan came up with the idea of her being our neighbor’s vacation wife, and Marci being mine. It turned out he’d just purchased a condo here, and I’d won the bid for the trip to Tulum, and here we are.”

“It all makes sense.”

“It’s funny how it all seems to fit now.”

“And you and Susan?”

“We’ve never been better.”

“That’s what I was trying to say but didn’t over that lunch. For us, it all began with Meg exposing herself naked to other men in the sauna, like Susan in her underwear with your neighbor. Meg discovered later she also liked women. That was quite a twist at the time. Gail was her first.”

“You’re right. The circumstances are very similar.” I wondered what he meant by “Gail was her first”. I was feeling the bourbon more than just a little and becoming very loose-tongued. “You could say our love-life has really blossomed. It seems Susan and I can’t leave each other alone.”

“Meg and I have never loved each other more.”

“It’s odd how that all works out.” A tap on my shoulder indicated the arrival of Marci.

“Hey, you two,” she said.

“Hi,” I said. “Drink?”

“Golly, how many have you had? You sound slurry. Sure.” I ordered a mojito, which meant Chloe had to scurry to the other end of the bar.

“What are you two talking about? It looked deep from over there.”

“Harold knows everything,” I said. Marci looked at Harold, smiled, then turned back to me.

“Everything?”

Harold laughed. “Well, enough, Mrs. Peterson. I have to say I admire Ryan’s taste in wives.”

Marci blushed and put an arm around me. I gave her a kiss to make it official.

“Meg kind of knows too. I think she figured it out when Susan never came down.”

I looked at our table. Meg was now holding Gail’s hand as they made moon-eyes at each other. Harold had followed my eyes.

“I should get back there.” He stood. “I guess we’ll being seeing each other around the hotel. Funny thing is, Gail and Emily will be gone overnight tomorrow. They booked a quick diving trip down to Belize. Meg hates open water. Maybe we could all have dinner.”

“You mean with Susan too?” Marci asked.

“Well, sure. If she wants to,” said Harold. “I suppose you’ll be telling her about all of this.”

That thought hadn’t occurred to me. We had no contingencies for being “outed” in this or any other way. And what exactly could we be outed as? Swingers? That didn’t fit. Having an open marriage? That didn’t not fit. I would have to give it more thought when I had less bourbon flowing through my systems.

I nodded and Harold left to join Meg, Emily and Gail. Marci sat on the stool Harold vacated. For reasons I would sort out later, I was glad things were out in the open between those of us present at the hotel. When I first saw Harold and Meg, I thought that was it. My “wife vacation” with Marci was over.

“Do you want to fill me in?” asked Marci. “I’m still a little in the dark here.”

“Harold and Meg met Gail and Emily in Europe. It turns out Meg likes women too.”

Marci glanced at the four of them, now appearing especially cozy.

“That sort of fits,” she said. “After you two left, Meg zoomed in on Gail, so I chatted with Emily.”

“Gail’s hot,” said Chloe, to no one in particular. I’d forgotten she was hovering.

“Chloe,” I said. “What’s your deal?”

“Boy, you really are drunk, aren’t you?” said Marci, surprised by my direct dialogue with the help.

“I work, I listen, I play,” said Chloe. “Why? You two want to play?”

“No, but thanks,” I said. Chloe nodded and left us to serve other customers.

“How many of these have you had?” asked Marci, tapping my glass.

“Possibly one too many. I’m afraid our micro dining didn’t provide sufficient sustenance to ward off later alcohol abuse. I think I also went into shock seeing Harold and Meg here. I wasn’t prepared.”

“I know. Neither was I, and I wasn’t even sure I knew them.”

“Well, we managed it in the end.” I gave Marci the full backstory on my lunch with Harold, including their sauna experiment in Austria, noting the parallels with Susan’s underwear incident.

“I can see it,” said Marci.

I wasn’t sure what she saw.

“See what?”

“His wife being seen naked in the sauna, Susan being seen in her underwear—everyone responding the same way. When I went on the balcony in my panties earlier, I felt a little naughty. When Gail and Emily saw me, they really gave me the eyeballs, so I could tell something was there. I felt a tingle… Maybe we’re all exhibitionists.”

I wasn’t comfortable with the label. I thought of Susan’s Googling and discovering that, technically, she was not an exhibitionist. She didn’t have to do it. It was optional. I explained this to Marci.

“That’s probably it. It’s just fun in a naughty way. When I was a kid, my sister and I would run around the backyard in our underwear. We had no clue why it was so exciting but we knew it was.”

“Naughty little girls.”

“That’s it.” She laughed. “Let’s make love.”

“Here?”

“No, you goof. Let’s do it on the beach.”

“Are you sure? I have to admit I am feeling a little drunk here.”

“It’ll sober you up.”

I put an arm around her as she led us out of the bar and onto the beach. The tiki bar was crowded and there were groups and couples occupying the cabanas, but the general beach was empty. We aimed about one hundred yards down the shoreline. Marci flicked off her shoes and stepped into the water.

“Oh, it’s still so warm. Can you believe this?” I removed my sandals to join her, noticing how unsteady I was without her support. Excessive bourbon had that effect. She was up to her calves in ocean. When I reached her we embraced.

After the embrace ran its course, she deftly maneuvered one leg behind my ankles and gave me the heave-ho. I tumbled backward into the surf. Had it been any shallower I could have been injured. As it was, I was merely shocked.

Marci pulled off her dress, flung it to dry sand, and dove in beyond my reach. I followed her out before contemplating the odds of menacing sea creatures being present. When I did, I stood to find I was still only waist deep.

“What was that for?” I asked, alluding to the recent dunking. I felt my wallet and phone were still secure in my shorts, which was only somewhat good news. I hadn’t lost them.

“Surprised you, huh?” Marci laughed from her belly. “You should have seen your face as you went down.”

“I can well imagine.”

She returned to the shore, grabbing my hand along the way. In her dripping bra and panties she looked sexy as hell. I, on the other hand, looked like damp laundry.

Marci shivered, even though it was still very warm.

“Hold me,” she said. When I did she jumped. “You’re freezing.”

“What did you expect? I’m wearing wet clothes. Next time, give me some warning and I’ll take them off.”

“I wanted to sober you up. That required surprise.”

“Yeah. I think your plan worked.”

“Good, because I want you to fuck me now. Take off your clothes.”

“You know, I can see people from here.” I looked at the beach tiki bar, a hundred yards away.

“I know!” She gave me a mischievous look, then laid on the beach out of the water’s reach and removed her panties.

“Just a quickie, Ryan. All you have to do is come inside me. I’m already there, really. Or I could do it myself if you’re busy.” She began twirling her finger over her clit. “Oh, yeah. Forget it. I’m good here.” She laughed.

I removed my clothes, not so easy to do when they were wet, and kneeled in front of Marci. Her legs were wide open with her knees raised.

“Careful! Don’t get any sand on your dick.”

I didn’t. She was gorgeously wet and especially warm inside. There was no poetic way to describe how it felt that would do it justice.

“Oh God!” she said. “So perfect!” I started thrusting. She put her hands on my back, encouraging me. “Oh fuck! Ryan!!!” She heaved herself into my cock, lifting her bottom off the sand. “FUCKING HELL!!!” She came with no further encouragement. I was about to join her when I heard voices closing in. One of them was equipped with a flashlight. Fortunately, the voices turned to go in another direction, but it was enough of an intrusion to throttle my earlier intention of coming wildly inside Marci, who was now sitting up and staring at the receding intruders.

“Jesus,” she said. “Do you think they saw us?”

“No clue. Probably not.”

We both dipped into the ocean to rinse the sand, then put on our clothes.

“Yuck. This doesn’t feel so great, and it’s not concealing much now, is it?” Her wet underwear was bleeding through the fabric.

“It’s late. I wouldn’t worry about it.”

Once back in our room, we stripped and laid our clothes over the rail on the balcony. We slipped into the outdoor shower for a final rinse, then air dried in the fragrant Caribbean breeze. I was feeling much more sober, and therefore alert to the fact that I could hear Harold’s voice blending into the airwaves from next door. It sounded like he and Emily were engaged in the pursuit of orgasmic bliss in one form or other.

We could also hear laughter and shrieks from the pool area as well as from the other rooms surrounding us. As much as one could assume sordid activities were afoot, it all sounded wholesome to me. How couples stuck their bargains with Eros was a varied thing. There was no point in having adverse opinions about any of them.

Marci took my hand and led me to bed and, once there, held my cock tenderly. It sprouted to life.

“You didn’t come on the beach. Are you okay?”

I couldn’t have felt better. “I’m great,” I said. We kissed.

“I’ll do anything you want me to, Ryan. Just tell me what to do.”

“This.” I turned her so her back was facing me, then cuddled into it, with one hand holding her breast.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “I like this too.”

So did I.

As I was falling asleep, I could hear Harold and Emily erupting next door. Elsewhere in the hotel, Meg and Gail would be rousing themselves into lesbian orgasms. No doubt Chloe had found a victim for the night, and across town, Greg and Susan would likely be in the grips of their mutual attraction.

Eros was having a good night.





Chapter 26: Susan’s Surprise
ROOM SERVICE, MARCI SHOWS HER BOTTOM, SUSAN IS SURPRISED
Once again, I woke with a distinct feeling someone was playing with my man bits. Either a critter had climbed over the balcony during the night and joined us in bed, or Marci was feeling frisky or, at a minimum, playful. I looked down to discover it was neither a critter nor Marci. It was Susan.

“Hello there,” she said, noticing I was awake.

“Hi.”

“I’m not disturbing you am I? Marci said you really tied one on last night.”

“That’s not what I said!” said Marci, calling from the bathroom.

“Well, maybe she said you had a bit much to drink.” Susan winked and took my cock into her mouth. She let it go with a comical pop. Marci joined us in the room toweling her hair.

“How are you feeling, champ?” she asked. She smiled at Susan, who was still holding my cock.

I actually felt fine, which surprised me. The ocean dip must have straightened me out.

“I’m okay.” I reached for a glass of orange juice that had been strategically placed on the nightstand, drained it, and scooted up the bed to rest my noggin on the headboard. Susan’s hand followed and was now flipping my cock back and forth like it was a magic wand. Needless to say, it made me hard, so I was sitting there with a full erection talking to two women. For a full twenty seconds the three of us were silent while we stared at it.

My head cleared enough to realize Susan’s presence was unexpected. I worried if there may have been trouble on her secondary home front.

“I didn’t expect to see you this morning,” I said. “What’s up?”

“Greg got tired of waiting for the AC to be fixed. He ran up to Playa del Carmen to buy tools. He dropped me off here on the way. I missed you guys.”

“What time is it?”

“Close to noon,” said Marci. “Hey, there are some rolls and stuff on the balcony. Are you hungry?”

“I could use coffee.”

“Me too. I’ll order a fresh pot.”

“So, how long have you been here?” I asked Susan. She was still playing with my cock, but her mind was no longer present in the activity.

“About an hour. I ate brunch with Marci on the balcony. You needed your sleep.”

I wondered if Marci had filled Susan in on Harold and Meg. There was no way to bring it up without outright bringing it up, but I was sure Susan would have said something by now if she knew.

We discussed the day ahead and decided to hang close to he hotel and take it easy, maybe lay on the beach or by the pool. That sounded fine to me. The sun was out and I could hear medium-sized breakers on the shore.

Susan finally went to the bathroom, giving me a chance to check in with Marci, still fussing with her hair.

“Does she know about Harold and Meg?”

“I haven’t said a thing.”

“Good, I guess. I wondered if maybe he’d made an appearance on the balcony while you two were brunching.”

“That would have been a hoot… No, it’s been quiet next door.”

A knock on the door indicated room service had arrived. I covered myself as Marci went to answer the knock holding a towel in front of herself. A young Mexican lad came in with a tray and followed Marci to a table by the balcony doors where he put it down. She hadn’t attempted to cover her ass during this exercise. She signed the receipt and he left.

“You showed him your ass, Marci. I hope you didn’t bother with a tip.”

“I know, right? Aren’t I a bad girl?”

Susan emerged from the bathroom. “Who’s a bad girl?”

“Marci just showed her ass to the room service boy,” I said.

Susan laughed. “So, he didn’t need a tip.”

“I already covered that,” I said.

“Oh.” She laughed again.

“Hey, wait until you see this, Susan!” Marci went to the balcony and returned holding her suit. “I found it at Zooms.” She put it on, adjusted it here and there, and posed.

“Wow! That’s hot! And it’s so elegant and sexy!”

“Ryan likes it, don’t you honey?”

I nodded and Susan smiled. “You must be in heaven.” She pulled my sheet down. Of course, my cock had responded to Marci’s gymnastics getting into her suit.

“I’ll show you mine.” Susan reached in her bag and pulled out a suit. She removed her cute sundress, her underwear, and stepped into a one-piece that plunged in front and rose high on her leg with a very slim back. After fidgeting here and there and aligning her boobs perfectly, she looked at me expectantly.

“Amazing,” I said. “It’s perfect.”

“That’s really you, Susan, and classy! Neither one of us opted for slutty.”

They both looked amazing. I rose from the bed, took a quick shower, and hunted for my suit. It was hiding on the balcony where I’d left it. As I slipped it on, I heard activity next door and dodged back into the room. I still faced the dilemma of what to tell Susan about our neighbors. Marci was sitting on the bed lathering her legs with lotion as Susan filed her nails. They were chatting like two high school girls getting ready for prom.

“Listen,” I said, to get their attention. “I thought we should tell Susan…”

Before I could finish, Emily’s voice hailed for Marci from outside. Susan looked at Marci. “Someone’s calling you.”

Marci rose from the bed just as there was a knock on the door. She hesitated, perhaps feeling pulled in two directions or, possibly, too overdressed to open the door. I motioned towards it, thus relieving her of this duty, and she went to the balcony, but only after we faced off for a moment deciding who would go to the left or right while passing.

The room service boy had returned looking much sharper than before. He was here to collect the meal service cart brought up earlier for the women’s brunch. I nodded to the balcony and he went to retrieve it.

I could hear Marci laughing and talking. This made Susan curious as women were wont to become so when not included in a tête-à-tête. Before I could speak, she rose from the bed to join Marci and the room service boy on the balcony. This left me alone in the room holding the door which actually didn’t need my to help stay open.

My greatest wish at that moment was I wouldn’t hear Harold’s voice soon added to those of the women. But rather than Harold’s voice I heard Susan shriek. This was followed by an “Oh my God!” and then Harold’s voice. So much for the power of a wish.

I went onto the balcony to find Emily, topless, standing next to Harold, who was outfitted in black Calvin Klein briefs. They looked good on him. Susan, who really did look lovely in her suit, turned to me.

“Harold’s here!”

“Hello Harold, Emily,” I said. Emily looked completely comfortable topless, having made no gesture to cover her breasts.

“You knew?” asked Susan. Her voice sounded incredulous, which I viewed as understandable.

“I’m guessing you two haven’t talked,” said Harold.

“Actually, no, Harold.” I put my arm around Susan. “Harold and Meg are in Tulum too, honey. We ran into them last night in the bar.”

“Oh,” said Susan. “Meg’s here too?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, and in such a way as to suggest it was a silly question.

“And who is…” She nodded to Emily to complete her sentence.

“This is Emily,” said Marci.

Emily said hello while reaching over the balcony wall to shake Susan’s hand. I noticed Emily’s breasts hardly moved, but I had no doubt they were real.

“Hi, Emily.”

“Emily is going diving today, off Belize,” said Marci. “Doesn’t that sound exciting?”

“I didn’t know you scuba dived,” said Susan, speaking to Harold.

“No, I don’t. My ears can’t handle it.” Harold turned to Emily. “I guess you should get going. Gail’s probably already in the lobby.”

“Gail?” said Susan.

“Susan,” I said, finally getting back to where I meant to go earlier before Emily interrupted. “Let’s go grab a coffee downstairs. They make excellent espresso here.”

“What about Marci?”

“I’ll catch up with you guys,” she said.

∞∞∞
 
“Wow,” said Susan. “I can hardly believe it.”

I had just given her the full background on Meg and Harold’s adventures, or at least what I knew of them, and she’d listened wide-eyed throughout. She was now gulping her way through a rum daiquiri to calm down.

“At first I thought you, Marci and Harold were shacking up with whoever that Emily was.”

“No. That wasn’t a possibility.”

“I know. I’m just saying at first I didn’t know what to think.”

“I understand completely.”

“So where’s Meg?”

“I’m sure she’ll pop up. They’re husband and wife today. Emily and Gail will be gone until late tomorrow.”

Susan thought for a minute. “We should have planned some time together.”

“It’s not too late.”

“Well, we’re together right now. We’re still okay, right?”

“Perfectly okay. Look, we’re new at this. We’ll fine-tune as we go.”

“I know. I have missed you.”

“Me you too.” We kissed remembering that we were, in fact, truly man and wife. Her lips felt terrific, and I wanted to make love to her right there. I didn’t think Chloe would mind who, of course, was now on duty in the lobby bar.

“So, Meg likes women,” said Susan. “I always wondered about her.” This reminded me Marci wondered about Susan too.

“She likes men and women.”

“Have they been with other couples, I mean, male and female couples?”

“That hasn’t come up. I would be surprised if they were though.”

“Surprised by what?” This was Marci, who leaned in to give us each a kiss on the cheek. “Hey, no chair for me?”

I rose and grabbed one from another table. She’d done something with her hair which had doubled its volume.

“Where have you been?” asked Susan.

“I visited the salon for a blow dry. My timing was off this morning.”

“Your hair looks pretty.”

“So, here’s the plan,” said Marci. “I reserved one of those bed canopy thingies on the beach. They’ll ply us with drinks and snacks all afternoon. We’ll swim, talk, sun, sleep, whatever we want.”

“Sounds like a true vacation,” I said. “When do we start?”

“Hmm… how about now? Do you need anything from the room, Susan? I need to run up there first.”

“I’ll go with you.”

The women left. I ordered a Tom Collins, having been a good boy and waited until noon before having a hair-of-the-dog that bit me. It wasn’t my normal drink, but I was in the mood for something sweet and lemony.

Watching the two women cross the lobby was a true delight. They drew stares and deservedly so. That I was in a relationship with both of them blew me away. I was glad to hear Susan missed me. I missed her too, but Marci was the type of woman who was all-consuming. She only opened up to a few people, and being an introvert at heart, when she did open up there was a lot of pent-up life waiting to be lived. It came at you in a rush. When she went the other way, she was still good company, but you knew she needed her alone time too.

“Who was that?” asked Chloe, delivering my drink. She was sober, which was like seeing her with a new look.

“My wife.” I knew she knew who Marci was.

“She’s pretty. How many women do you have?”

I laughed but didn’t reply.

Chloe left and, having nothing better to do, I studied her. She was tall and small busted, slim but not gaunt. Her hair was jet black and layered with crisp bangs, and she wore light makeup, perhaps a little too dark around the eyes. She was in that zone where you didn’t know if she was twenty or thirty though certainly not younger and possibly older. I guessed she was exercising her carefree years, working in posh hotels around the world, drinking and drugging perhaps too much. At some later point she’d settle down, though I wondered if this included sexually. For now, she was ambidextrous as far as that went, willing to go in any direction.

I knew I was solid as to preferences. I had no interest in men.

I was all in with women, so having two wives was a real boon. When I said “I do” with Susan, I was all on board with her being the last woman I would ever make love to. I truly believed it. And now I was sleeping with two women and loving them both. I knew I should be thinking the love was different for each of them, unique in its own way, but that wasn’t how it felt, at least not at that moment. But I did love them for different reasons. That was the difference, and I felt comfortable with that analysis.

Could there ever be a third “wife”?

I had no yearnings for three, but a couple of months earlier I was quite happy having just the one. 





Chapter 27: On The Beach
GOING TOPLESS,, SUN, ALCOHOL
“She’s such a kid at heart,” said Susan. “I just adore her.” We were watching Marci, who had galloped off to jump into the ocean. Part of the galloping was due to the temperature of the sand, which rivaled the surface of the sun.

“Marci is wholly without inhibition,” I said.

“You never pronounce that correctly. It’s ‘hoh-lee’.”

“Aren’t you the good wife.”

“I try. Don’t get me started on ‘plethora’.”

Our canopy bed provided an excellent platform to enjoy the beach. After stealing pillows from the other cabanas, Susan arranged herself Cleopatra style raised on one elbow, and delivered a steady stream of grapes and pineapples chunks to her smacking lips from an elaborate fruit tray. The breeze kept us cool, and all was delightful.

Our fellow hotel guests were not the boisterous types. There was also no DJ spinning Euro electro synth pop or drunks trolling bimbos, or man-boys with monstrous tattoos such as you would find now on Ibiza. All the canopies were occupied, and all we heard were the soft murmurs of small talk and occasional laughter. At last count, I’d spotted five topless women. I suspected they were European.

Marci scampered up from the shore and, because why not?, she squeezed the water from her hair using my back as a target. I stifled a shriek as Susan laughed.

“That didn’t last long,” said Susan.

“What didn’t last long?” asked Marci.

“The blow-dry.”

“Oh, right.” Marci frowned, then brightened. “But this is so great, isn’t it?” She reached for a coconut which contained her rum concoction and took a long draw on its straw. She scrunched her nose. “I don’t think I’ll get another one of these. It tastes kind of armpity.”

“Lovely,” said Susan, who had ordered us a pitcher of daiquiris, having found her first daiquiri in the lobby irresistible. She handed Marci her drink. “Try this. It’ll refresh your mouth.”

Marci took a drink. “Yummy.” She arranged herself so she was half lying on me. Her wet, cool suit provided a stark contrast to her warm skin. Her angle made her boobs spill over their containment.

“There’s another one,” said Marci, looking several canopies over.

I looked. A new woman, a fresh arrival, had removed her top.

Marci sat up and removed her own. She gave her breasts a handshake before settling back over me.

“Those women are small breasted,” said Susan.

“That woman over there isn’t,” I said, pointing. Susan gave me a look. I had just demonstrated I was ogling other women.

“Go ahead, Susan,” said Marci. “Show us your tits!”

“I’m wearing a one-piece.”

“You can pull it down… Hey! Pretend one of your neighbors is watching. That’ll put you in the mood!”

Susan feigned a hilarious laugh, then sat up and pulled her suit off her shoulders and down to her waist.

“There ya go. I’m sure Ryan is happy, aren’t you honey?”

Indeed I was. I’d never been in public with either of them topless. It produced the normal effects on my anatomy.

“Oh, by the way, Harold and Meg might join us,” said Marci.

Susan looked alarmed and scoured the beach with her eyes. Instinctively, she had covered her boobs with her hands.

“How do you know?” I asked.

“When you guys left to have your talk, I kind of invited them. I was already planning this.”

“That’s fine. We’re good friends, after all. That hasn’t changed.”

“But shouldn’t I cover up?” asked Susan. “I mean, don’t you care if Harold sees my boobs?”

I thought about it. I didn’t care.

“No, of course not. We’re on a beach. Other women are topless. It’s permitted, obviously.”

“Chill, Susan,” said Marci. “They’re just tits.”

“Okay.” Susan didn’t really seem troubled by the prospect of Harold seeing her naked boobs. Quite to the contrary, probably.

Though I wasn’t troubled, I did wonder if Harold seeing Susan’s naked breasts would somehow change the dynamics between us. At the charity auction, when Meg said we should all have a sauna, I had wondered about them. Would they take communal nudity as a sign we might be up for other things as well? With this new knowledge of Gail and Emily I felt this could in fact be the case.

“Harold’s pretty handsome,” said Marci, out of the blue.

“He is,” said Susan. “He’s already got that silver fox look. Meg is a hottie too.”

“Lucky Gail,” said Marci. “That’s a picture worth a thousand words.”

“I know.”

“What picture is that?” I asked.

“Think of it, Ryan.” She sat up and placed her legs in a lotus position. “If you imagine them together, what are they doing?”

“That’s what I can’t figure out,” said Susan. “Are they sixty-nining? Using strap-ons?”

“They probably do what we do,” I said. “A little bit of everything.”

“Sixty-nining? I don’t know,” said Marci. “I never got that. One of you has to enjoy it, right? You can’t if you’re both doing it to each other.”

“I like it,” said Susan. “There’s something wicked about it.”

This was something upon which Susan had never shared her views. We had done it, of course, during the early years, but it was no longer on our program.

“Do you do it with Greg?” asked Marci.

“Marci!” I noted that she hadn’t jump right in with a “No!”.

“Ryan and I don’t. I don’t think we ever have.”

She was mistaken, but it wasn’t the sort of thing I could easily correct for the record. I remembered it well. We were in Chicago, and the weather had been horrible. We’d stayed in bed for an entire day doing all sorts of things.

“Ryan knows you and Greg have sex, Susan.”

“I know, but…”

“It’s okay, honey,” I said. “I can take it.”

“Well, kinda, and only once. It just sort of happened.”

“Kinda?” said Marci. “Like, you climbed into bed wrong, and landed that way?”

Susan laughed. “No! I mean it was different.” She looked at me before continuing. “It was on the sofa at the condo. He was sitting, and I kind of sat backwards on his face and then, you know, bent over to do my thing for him.”

“That is different,” said Marci. “What do you think, Ryan? Should we give it go?”

“Not here,” I said. I was stuck on the image of my naked wife sitting backwards on Greg’s face while she went down on him. It was both a tormenting and an exhilarating vision.

“That could work for women too,” said Marci. “I think it’d be better that way, actually. Lying in bed, one of you gets a really sucky view.”

“It’s still the same view for both of you,” I said. “You’re not imagining it correctly.”

She gave it further thought. “Oh, yeah. I guess you’re right.”

In general, I tried not to think of the view she was referring to. I was sure it was why the good Lord gave us eyelids.

“This discussion sure took a turn,” said Susan, with a chuckle.

“I think we were talking about Meg and Gail,” said Marci. “We got sidetracked.”

“Is Gail pretty?” asked Susan.

“She’s attractive,” I said. “Maybe a little butch.”

“It’s the hair,” said Marci. “She’s got a pixie cut.”

“Those can be cute,” said Susan. “Meg’s girly. I bet she lets Gail run the show.”

“I can’t imagine Gail eating me out,” said Marci. “It makes me think of the first person who ever ate a snail. I mean, that took some balls. Then again, I do like snails. I think it’s the garlic, though.”

Susan laughed.

“Marci,” I said. “You’re taking things out of context, like the view during oral sex. Thinking about that stuff subjectively in broad daylight is a lot different from when you’re with someone you love, and in the moment. You want to give the other person pleasure. You put the other stuff out of mind.”

“Oh, that’s sweet, honey,” said Susan. “That’s exactly right.”

“Yeah,” said Marci. “I guess so. But I not sure I could eat a woman.” I noted the uncertainty. She could have just said she couldn’t do it.

“I’m disappointed, Marci,” said Susan, sighing.

Though I knew she was joking that was also an interesting comment.

“We need another pitcher, honey,” Susan held up the empty one. “All this sex talk dries a woman out… Oh, that sounded funny!” She giggled at her comment. “You know what I mean.”

Not seeing an attendant to hail, I walked over to the tiki bar to get the refill. As I approached it, I saw Harold and Meg aiming in my direction and waited for them to catch up.

“Hey there,” said Harold. “Looks like you’re thirsty.”

“Hi! We’re in the cabana over there.” I pointed and saw Marci wave a hello. For no good reason, I was startled to see she was topless. I’d forgotten they both removed their tops. Meg waved and went to join them.

“So we’re all up to speed then?” asked Harold.

“Yes. Susan knows everything.”

“Was she surprised?”

“Not that much actually. She knew about the sauna business already, and we connected the dots from there.”

“Good.”

“Are daiquiris okay with you?”

“Sure. I should get a pitcher too.”

We returned well stocked with beverages and poured fresh drinks all around. Two topless women returning from a swim gave us nice smiles and said hello. The sky was clear, the sea beautiful, the breeze perfect, plus Susan and Marci were also topless.

It was a nice atmosphere all around.

With some minor fuss, we arranged ourselves so could all sit in the cabana and face each other. It was taking some effort for my mind to get a grip on Susan’s naked breasts being so close to Harold, who seemed entirely cool. Meg, wearing a sexy two-piece, left her top on. Of course, I was eager for her to take it off, proving I was at heart still a young teenage boy with a surfeit of hormones. As it was, she looked very sexy in her two-piece. She was smaller busted than Marci and Susan, and though several years older, looked just as firm of flesh.

The women fell into a discussion about a shop in town Meg had taken a fancy to, and from there it drifted into their preferred boutiques back home. I was mesmerized by the jiggling naked breasts and immense suspense of waiting for Meg to remove her top.

Harold and I listened as we sipped our daiquiris, both content for the lovely company and our general good fortune. As our second pitcher neared empty, I noted Chloe had shifted to beach duty and caught her attention. Unlike the other female attendant, Chloe was now topless and wearing tiny suit bottoms, having possibly realized this combination could augment tips. Her breasts were very small but intriguing nonetheless.

When she reached our cabana she managed a warm smile. Susan ordered another pitcher. I knew I needed to pace myself so I ordered a Coke. Chloe nodded and retreated, giving me a view of her bikini bottom from behind. It comprised no more than several square inches of fabric.

“Jesus, get a room!” whispered Marci, noting my momentary obsession. Fortunately, she laughed.

I wasn’t attracted to Chloe, at least not to her personally. But generally speaking, I couldn’t deny my attraction to women, Chloe included, but purely as a sample form. This attraction wasn’t an option. I didn’t select it—it was an essential part of nature’s plan. When God designed Eve, he was right on the money, and this attraction informed the energy that populated the planet.

For me, only two women held the key to releasing that energy—Susan and Marci. Could Meg possibly hold the key too? I didn’t know, and the fact that I didn’t know troubled me. I didn’t even know why that question came to mind. I liked Meg well enough, but I had never wondered about her sexually. Now, I faced the prospect of seeing her topless, and this prospect filled me with a warming anticipation despite my best efforts to ignore it.





Chapter 28: This Is Fun
ADULTS AT PLAY
“Hey everybody, let’s swim!” said Marci, during a lull in their conversation.

“I’m not ready yet,” said Susan. “Ryan will go with you. He loves to swim.”

“I’ll stay with Susan,” said Meg. “You boys can go.”

Boys?

Harold seemed agreeable to the idea, and I knew it would help clear my mind of residual fumes from the prior night’s drinking as well as the current day’s consumption. Marci sat up on her knees.

“What do you think?” she asked of no one particular. “Can I go like this?” She was referring to her naked breasts.

“Other women are walking around topless,” said Susan. “So is our waitress.”

“Gosh,” said Meg. “You two are topless! I didn’t even notice!” She untied her top and tossed it at Harold. “You don’t mind, do you Harold?”

I now felt like sticking around.

“Not at all,” said Harold. He removed his T-shirt, revealing an admirably trim and taut physique. I removed mine as well, which meant we were all now topless. Meg’s breasts were surprisingly pert and I had trouble not looking at them.

“You’ll need your sandals,” said Marci. “The sand is hot as fuck.”

Harold and I followed Marci to the water and we all dove in. It felt wonderful, and I was instantly revived. Marci went under for a long time before surfacing like a graceful dolphin, the water streaming beautifully over her lovely breasts. She gave me a soulful kiss then laughed.

“This feels funny around your friend here.” She smiled at Harold. “You don’t mind, do you, Harold?”

“Not at all.”

“It’s too bad Emily left for the day,” she said. “It sounded like you two had fun last night.”

“Marci,” I said. “I’m not sure that’s the right thing to say.”

Harold smiled but didn’t respond.

“I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“I knew what you meant,” said Harold. “It was an astute observation. Anyway, Meg and I are happy spending time with you all. I’m not sure that would have happened with Gail and Emily still around.”

I couldn’t disagree. If Emily and Gail had remained, it would be even weirder than it already was, plus we would have exceeded the cabana’s capacity. Still missing from our party was Greg. Susan said he would be joining us later.

As for Gail and Emily, I knew I wasn’t interested in an orgy, and their absence mitigated that possibility. For the balance of the day, these were the known knowns: I was with Marci, Susan with Greg, and Harold with his wife. That wouldn’t change until Gail and Emily returned the next day. In the meantime, would Harold and Meg feel put out, being the only real couple still sleeping with each other?

I wondered if that fact would somehow shift the day’s dynamics, and the wonder led to imagining several scenarios, none of which appeared inconceivable. I pictured Harold with Susan and Marci, and it intrigued me in a most beguiling way.

“Let’s walk the beach,” said Marci, after we’d tread water for all of five minutes. “I love doing that.”

We followed her out of the water.

“Let’s go that way,” she said, pointing north. “We went the other way before.”

“It looks the same both ways,” I said.

“Then it doesn’t matter.” I was sure I would see the logic in that comment at some later point. Marci got between us as we started our walk. Her being topless in public along with this mobility was beginning to excite me. Fortunately, my trunks had built in support and were generously cut. A Speedo would have been disastrous.

“So, Harold,” she said. “How do you like being with a younger woman?”

“Marci, really,” I said.

“You mean Emily,” he said. “It’s okay, Ryan. I see her point. She’s maybe twelve years younger than myself. I’d never thought of it that way.”

“Does Meg let you sleep with anybody?”

Harold laughed. “No. It’s not like that.”

Marci’s prying was putting me on edge, not that I wasn’t interested in her questions. For his part, Harold kept pretty tight lipped which didn’t surprise me. He wasn’t the type to boast or highlight his ability to “bang young chicks”. In this regard, both Harold and I were unlike most men I knew, including many in our own firm.

Marci’s swinging breasts, which could not possibly be overemphasized, were now driving me nuts. She was nearly naked and talking to one of my closest friends in broad daylight. I struggled not with these plain facts, but with the idea she was permitting Harold to see her this way. Somehow, it seemed unbalanced, but then I remembered Meg had removed her top and settled down.

“You haven’t met Greg yet,” said Marci, for no reason in particular.

“No.”

“He’s nice. Ryan likes him.”

“I’m sure he does. This sort of thing wouldn’t work if you didn’t all like and respect each other.”

“You mean the screwing around?” asked Marci.

“That’s not how I look at it,” said Harold. “None of us is looking around hoping to get laid. Meg and I both really like Gail and Emily. There’s a relationship there aside from what goes on in the bedroom. We enjoy spending time together.”

We passed two teenage boys fishing in the surf. Marci gave them a bright Hola and smiled. Had I been one of these boys I would have thought I’d won the lottery.

“That felt weird,” said Marci, after a few more paces. “I forgot my tits were out.”

That was a reasonable response, in that she felt it may have been inappropriate. Had Harold and I been naked passing two teenage girls, I would have felt creepy. I pointed this out.

“If they had been girls and Harold and I were naked, I’d feel the same.”

“You guys would be okay,” said Marci. “I would have been happy to see you guys naked.”

“You mean, before we were arrested… Maybe we should turn around. I think we’re nearing the public beaches. The hotel’s beach is restricted.”

Marci crossed her arms over her breasts as we passed the boys on our return. They didn’t seem interested in us either way.

“Ah, this feels better anyway,” she said. “It’s not that comfortable walking around with loose big tits.”

“I can imagine.”

“Can you really? Here, stand behind me and hold them up.” She stood still, and I did as instructed, accidentally pressing my otherwise stealthy erection into her bottom.

“Whoa, what is that?” she said, laughing. I let go of her breasts. They were heavy when held that way, and I could imagine the strain. “Oh, don’t let go!”

“It makes walking difficult,” I said.

“I’m sure Harold wouldn't mind holding them, would you, Harold?”

He laughed and Marci recrossed her arms. The idea of Harold holding Marci’s breasts put my mind in a tizzy.

As we regained the cabana Susan was receiving a back massage from Meg, who was sitting low on her rump. She had pulled Susan’s suit halfway down her buttcrack, which struck me as peculiarly erotic. We sat around them just as Chloe reprised her role as a waitress. It startled me anew to see her topless.

“Another round?” she asked. If I wasn’t mistaken, she was still entirely sober.

“Hey!” said Marci. “Let’s get champagne! Doesn’t that sound really decadent?”

“On the beach?” asked Susan, lifting herself onto her elbows. Her breasts dangled beneath her in a flirty way and I could see a nipple was perky and taut, something I wouldn’t have expected in this heat. What sort of massage was Meg giving her?

“Why not?” asked Harold. “We’re on vacation, aren’t we?”

“Chloe,” I said. “Do you even have champagne out here?”

“We have Cristal and Dom Perignon, but Americans never order those.”

I thought there might be more to that sentence, but she proved me wrong. “Well, what do Americans order?”

“We have a Napa Brut for $40.”

“And how much are those other two?” asked Harold.

“$259, either one.”

Harold turned to me. “Ryan, where are we on that litigation with Foster & Oswald?”

“The last I heard Ben was ready to file any day now.”

“Good. That concludes our business. We can write this off. Chloe, bring us two bottles each of Cristal and Dom Perignon.”

Chloe gave us what I often referred to as a “Millennial Shrug” and left.

“Aren’t ethically grey areas fun!” said Marci.

“Harold, you can’t do that,” said Meg.

“What? It’s a legitimate deduction if we discuss business.”

No one else chimed in so we let the order stand. Peterson, Joffrees & Bauch would pay for the champagne. I didn’t mention that the $4000 bid paying for our trip and already slipped into the company’s records as a charity donation.

“Now me you,” said Susan, referring to the afternoon massage session. She got on her knees while Meg laid down to receive her massage. Susan pulled Meg’s bottoms to half-mast and dribbled oil up and down her back, then sat on her rump. Susan’s suit remained as before, also at half-mast. All of our eyes were naturally drawn to the action. Only when Meg began to moan did we feel we should shift our attention elsewhere.

“Me next!” said Marci. As we didn’t have backgammon. and no one had thought to bring along a chess set, massages were the next best thing.

Four fully dressed waiters from the hotel dining room appeared, each holding a bucket with an attached stand. Our champagne had arrived. Chloe appeared with a tray holding five champagne flutes and the drinks were served, thus halting the massage. It truly did feel decadent to be sitting in a beach cabana in Mexico drinking expensive champagne with three topless women.

“Fuck that’s good,” said Marci. Normally, she wasn’t so prolific with the “fucks”, but in this case, it was the just word for emphasis. The champagne was delectable.

Meg and Susan were now sitting next to each other, and Meg’s hand was resting on Susan’s thigh, gently stroking it. Perhaps they’d formed a bond through their massages. Marci was leaning against me, her bare breast rubbing my arm as she moved. I had one knee bent over the canopy bed and one stretched to the sand beneath. If her nipples could be judged reliably, the champagne was making Marci amorous. She kissed my cheek and clinked my glass, then kissed me on the lips. We disappeared into our own little world for a moment, then rejoined the group.

Harold was off by himself but seemed intrigue by his wife’s interactions with Susan, which were becoming chummier. I didn’t know what to think of that, and as no one said, “Hey! What’s going on here?” I felt no need to worry about it.

The three of them were chatting about European health spas. Meg described her first experiences with coed saunas, and Susan chimed in several times with “I know”, showing she could empathize with Meg’s anecdotes. It was a light, first-world chat. At no point did they slip into their concerns over North Korea or refugees drowning in the Mediterranean.

As Harold tipped the third bottle of champagne upside down into its bucket, Greg arrived. Susan jumped up to give him a warm, topless embrace, Harold stood to shake his hand, and Meg beamed her approval, her eyes taking a quick and appreciative inventory. Greg sat next to Susan and Meg shifted to lean into Harold’s lap. Chloe arrived with a fresh glass for Greg, and Harold poured from the last bottle of champagne, then requested two more from Chloe.

Greg filled us in on his AC repairs, stating all was well back at the condo, and Susan applauded his handiness.

“Oh, it was so hot, really. We couldn’t wear any clothes.”

This led to Marci’s account of Greg the superhero at the cantina where the bloke fondled her boobs. I felt she was embellishing the whole thing but didn’t mind. Had I not been in the restroom I could have been the hero. Some things were simply a question of timing.

“I could really use a swim,” said Greg.

“Me too!” said Susan. “Meg? You haven’t been yet.”

“Okay!” The three of them headed for the water. Marci took this as an opportunity to stretch out when she realized she still wanted her massage. She tossed me the bottle of lotion Meg and Susan had been using and laid on her tummy. I understood what she was aiming for, sat on her rump, and dribbled oil up and down her spine without warming it up.

“That’s cold!”

“Nonsense. It’s room temperature. It’s ninety-degrees.”

She moaned her approval once I commence kneading her back.

“Harold,” she said. “You can do my legs!”

I wasn’t expecting this. Perhaps she worried Harold might feel left out. He didn’t protest. He situated himself alongside Marci’s lower half, picked up the lotion, and rubbed a fair amount between his palms to warm it up, thus highlighting my prior failure to do so.

I couldn’t actually see what
he was doing. I kept working Marci’s back, neck, and sides, but when she moaned once more, I wasn’t sure which of us she was responding to. Harold or me?

I loved Marci’s long legs and was suddenly feeling possessive, but, of course, I didn’t want to switch. I was sitting on her bottom and had control of her upper half. Harold had only her legs. Just as I consoled myself with this outlook, I felt Harold’s hand reaching into the upper reaches of Marci’s thighs, encroaching on their terminus.

Marci moaned afresh and this time it sounded deeper and more intimate. Though this confounded me, I was also excited in that now familiar and beguiling way. Did she want to have Harold’s hands on the upper reaches of her thighs? Was she hoping he would perform a meet and greet where they met? Or was she simply responding to the massage, meaning generically?

“That was great!” she said, summarily ending the posterior portion of her massage. She lifted her torso, twisted and gave my knee a tap. “Let me turn over.” I gave her room to maneuver and she laid on her back mimicking Leonardo da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man. I wasn’t sure what she was expecting. I didn’t think a breast massage was on the table, so to speak. We were surrounded by people who might view such a thing as inappropriate. Even I was on the fence.

A quick survey indicated no one had their eyeballs on us, and the pillows, now mounted around the perimeter of the canopy bed, did provide some cover. I re-straddled Marci with my bum sitting on her mons veneris, dribbled lotion over her torso, and commenced to massage her tummy, sides and between but not over her breasts.

Now working the topside of Marci’s legs, Harold’s hand bumped my bum as he massaged the insides of her thighs, meaning he was once more becoming familiar with that part of her body often referred to as her “private parts”. She moaned, and as I was temporarily occupied with getting more lotion, I knew she was responding to Harold’s hands. There could be no doubt about this.

Knowing Marci’s love of having her breasts fondled, I put caution aside and zeroed in. This startled her. She opened her eyes and lifted her head so she could look around, then relaxed and put her head down.

“You naughty boy,” she said.

“What? You said you wanted your front massaged.”

“I didn’t think you’d do my tits. I thought you’d do my arms and stuff. We’re kind of in public here.”

“Sorry.”

“No, I like it. Just do it a little more. Maybe I’ll come.” She gave me a devilish grin and laughed.

As Harold was within earshot, I wondered if he would take this as a cue to slip a finger inside her suit, but before that could happen we were interrupted.

“Oh, that looks fun!” said Meg, now dripping beside us. Susan followed and then Greg. Marci sat up, gave me a kiss, and swung her legs over the edge.

“That was great, boys!” She smiled at Harold. “Ryan, let's have a  swim. I want to rinse the lotion.” She slipped into her sandals and I followed her to the water.





Chapter 29: What Was That?
NO JUDGMENTS
We dove in the water and separated to take care of our urgent bladder needs, swam out until we couldn’t touch the bottom, treaded water for a few minutes, then returned to shore and sat. As we were quiet, I knew we both had stuff on our minds. The silence was always a clue.

We leaned back on our arms with our toes sipping the waves. The sun was beginning its descent and a strong breeze licked up whitecaps beyond the cresting waves.

“So,” I finally said. “What was that all about?”

“What?”

“You know.”

“The massage? I know. That was crazy.”

“You surprised me when you invited Harold to join in.”

“I thought that might get your attention. I don’t know... I thought it might inspire you.”

Marci reflected some more. She was piling sand on her leg with her toe. Her wet hair curled around her breasts and taut nipples which made her look like a beached mermaid.

“Ryan, I don’t understand anything, really. I mean, you excite the hell out of me, and it’s not just that you’re you. You know how to push my buttons like no other man I’ve known. Plus, you let me be myself, and that makes me want to please you. I would do anything for you.”

“Have you felt this way since we split up?”

“No. It took awhile for me to realize everything. When this summer came and the thing with Susan and Greg, and me sunbathing naked in your yard... It woke everything up I’d kept buried. I saw you in a new way. I could have you and not have you. Do you know what I mean?”

“So you’re happy with the way things turned out.”

“I’m really scared it won’t last.”

“Don’t be. I have a feeling this isn’t some temporary glitch in the space-time continuum. It’s not a passing fad.”

I realized I wasn’t looking at this “vacation wife” scheme as a temporary arrangement. I wanted Marci and Susan to be a part of my life forever. Whatever else happened, I wanted them to be there. That made me feel safe. Wherever this journey took us, I wasn’t afraid we might destroy what we had already built.

Marci pulled me down for a long embrace. We rolled back and forth on the wet sand, kissing and hugging until a wave splashed over us, filling her nostrils.

“Oh, that sucked!” She sat up and cleared her nose. “Pretty, huh?”

“I don’t think it’s possible for me to view you any other way.”

“You really are sweet, but snot kind of turns me off.”

I laughed. I really loved her earthiness. In contrast, Susan was almost delicately prim.

“So, tell me,” I said. “During the massage, did Harold touch you intimately?”

“My puss?”

“I guess that’s what I mean.”

“What do you want me to say?” She gave me a half-lidded smile.

“The truth.”

“Kind of.”

I felt a rush of adrenaline, which then landed in my nether regions. I imagined Harold’s hands caressing her, which was hardly necessary as I’d just seen him do it in person. I’d felt his hand up between her legs.

“But Ryan, it wasn’t really like that. The side of his hand just kind of brushed it. It was like for a split second. It can happen during normal massages too.”

“I know, but tell me, how did it feel when it happened?”

Marci looked at her toes, dug them deeper into the sand, and flicked the sand off.

“It excited me. You were touching me too. The combination kind of clicked. Plus, laying out in public like that, on a beach, with people around me, my tits are out, two men are fondling me, we’re drinking champagne... Tell me when you get the picture, okay?”

“Got it.”

“And I know you liked it, just like you liked watching Susan make love to Greg. You fucked the hell out of me after that. I know. I was there, Ryan. Fuck this vacation wife thing. I feel like I’m your wife too, like, for real. I knew how you would respond if Harold touched me. That’s why I told him to massage my legs. I did it for you.”

I now felt a spooling mass of warmth flood my body, filling my head with unimaginable happiness. I knew it was pointless to pretend what she was telling me couldn’t be true. She meant every word. What she did, she did for me. She loved me unconditionally. I felt the same way.

“That was pretty powerful. If this were a movie, the camera would pull away now as we fell into each other’s arms in a mad embrace, rolling around in the surf.”

“You fuck. That’s what I was going to say.” She kissed me and we fell into a true embrace.

“Tell me something,” I said as I came up for air. I took a beat.

“Am I supposed to say go on? Or are you going to tell me?”

“Would you like to sleep with Harold? Maybe even Greg?”

“No.”

I felt disappointment but would have also felt it if she’d said yes. It landed me in no man’s land. I didn’t want Marci to want anyone else, and I wanted her to feel that way about me. But the idea of watching her with another man filled me with an inexpressible excitement—for her. It was the same with Susan. Maybe this is what Marci meant by “real wife”. She wanted me to feel for her what I felt for Susan, and what I felt for Susan was a love that was stronger than ever. When she made love to Greg, it made it even
stronger.

We were all either losing our minds or onto to something that would eventually save mankind, which was frankly in a rut at that moment. I wouldn’t have shared this view with a professional, but I felt there was something there.

“Okay,” I said, after ruminating for several minutes.

“Ryan, if it would excite you for me to sleep with either of them, I’d do it. You want me to suck Greg’s dick? I’ll do it. Harold’s? Ditto. Do you see what I mean? If it excites you, then it excites me to do it for you. You’re the one that matters to me. Not them.”

Marci’s frankness and the imagery it spun made everything make sense. Though I didn’t fully understand the energies that sparked like wildfires between Susan and myself, hearing Marci say those words sparked the same fires. It was all coming together. There were mysterious energies or forces at play here. That I couldn’t give them a name didn’t negate their existence.

As we were about to embrace again, a pile of wet sand landed on both of our foreheads. We turned to see Susan standing behind us, smiling like a mischievous child.

“What are you two talking about? Sounds serious.”

“Ryan was telling me about his colonoscopy.”

“Oh, that’s nice.” After Marci and I rinsed our heads, Susan sat on the sand in front of us with her back to the surf. A small wave crested her shoulders. “Hey, back up, you two.”

We relocated a few feet further from the shore.

“Listen,” Susan said. “We’re all going back to our place for a barbeque. Does that sound okay?”

“Sure,” I said, noting the possessive pronoun, so I offered one of my own. “Can we bring anything?”

“Actually, we’re just getting a bunch of take-out. There’s not a word for that, so I said ‘barbeque’.”

“You could have said what you just said,” I noted.

“Oh, you’re right. Anyway, that’s the plan.” Susan was now playing footsie with both of us.

“What’s going on with Meg?” asked Marci.

“How do you mean?”

“You two seem kind of chummy,” I said. “That’s what Marci is referring to.”

“Gee, thanks, Ryan. You saved me from having to say all those words myself.”

Susan laughed. “I think she likes me. When she was giving me a massage, it got kind of personal.”

Marci’s face exhibited excitement at this prospect.

“Explain. We’ve got a minute.”

“She slipped her hand into my suit over my rump and massaged my bottom, then she went down all the way and gave me a little massage there.”

“You mean your pussy?” asked Marci. “She just did it out of the blue?”

“That was the general area, yeah.”

“Fuck. What did you do?”

“Well, before that, when she was massaging my ass, I may have moaned a bit, like I was really enjoying it. I was, actually, but that move did surprise me.”

“Did she finger you?”

Susan looked at me before replying. “Yeah.”

“And you liked it?” Marci now sounded incredulous.

“Kind of. I mean, it was all right.”

Marci looked for my reaction. I doubted “dumbfounded” provided a useful telltale facial expression.

“Gee, I’m jealous,” said Marci. “I always wanted to be the first woman to finger you.”

“Who said Meg was the first?” said Susan, with a coy smile.

“What?” said Marci. “You’re kidding.”

“I’m not actually, but it hardly counts.”

“Now you have to tell us,” I said. I turned to Marci. “This is news to me.”

“Ryan, it was just playing around. It barely even counts. Otherwise, I would have told you.”

“Who was playing around?”

“Me and a girlfriend. I’d known her since grade school. This was before we’d had sex with boys. We touched each other, that’s all.”

“And that was it?” asked Marci, sounding disappointed.

“It was enough. After that, I figured out masturbation.”

“It’s got to start somewhere.” Marci looked at me. “Did you ever touch a boy’s dick?”

“Never.”

“I think girls have more fun. I let a girl finger me in college.”

“You’ve been holding back,” said Susan. “You never told me about that.”

“So, now we’re even.”

“Did it work?”

“Did I come? Kind of. You know me. I have all sorts of orgasms.”

“I could listen to you two talk all day,” I said. “But now I’m thirsty.”

I stood, expecting to set a trend, but the women stayed put. I left them to discuss their early, experimental sexual experiences with playmates and returned to the cabana. Greg was nowhere in sight.

“How’s that champagne doing?” I asked, letting Meg or Harold decide between them who would respond.

“I’m afraid Meg drank it,” said Harold, suppressing a burp.

“Right,” said Meg, still delightfully topless. “You know me, Ryan. I’m a lush.”

“Where’s Greg?”

“He just went to the restroom,” said Harold. “He drank a bit too. Nice guy. He gave me some investment tips.”

I guessed Greg wasn’t familiar with the liquid properties of the ocean which were much handier than the restrooms. I got Chloe’s eye. She too remained topless as were most of the women remaining on the beach. The crowd had thinned since our arrival.

Chloe arrived before I was ready to order. Perhaps she had shifted me to her preferred client list.

“Give me a minute, Chloe.”

“Hi, Chloe,” said Meg, with extreme friendliness. Chloe gave her what looked to me like a secret-sisterhood nod reserved for lesbians.

“I know we all like bourbon, right?”

“It’s not very summery,” said Meg. “I want something tropical. I could go back to daiquiris.”

“Bourbon sounds good,” said Harold. “Let’s get a bottle.”

“Okay. Say, Chloe, what’s your best bourbon?” She consulted her tablet.

“Woodford Reserve.”

“How much is it?”

“$499 a bottle.”

“Harold, any word from the office on that litigation?”

“Not a peep.”

“Good meeting… Okay, Chloe, one bottle of Woodford Reserve, a few liters of water and lots of ice, plus a pitcher of daiquiris, and maybe some extra glasses.”

As she left, I scooped ice water from a champagne bucket and rubbed it over my face. The afternoon had become oppressively muggy and I was feeling it.

“Oh, that looks refreshing,” said Meg. “Hand me some ice.”

“There’s hardly any left. Let me bring you the bucket.” I pitched the empty champagne bottle and handed it to her. She dipped her hands in and rubbed cool water over her face and, after another dip, over her breasts and tummy.

“That’s better.”

Meg looked at Susan and Marci, still chatting by the seashore.

“We like Marci. She’s sort of like Susan’s alter ego.” I knew she meant it in a kind way.

“Yes, that’s about right,” I said.

“I think Harold’s jealous.”

“Why do you say that?” he asked.

“Oh, I’m kidding, really. It’s just that Marci has been Susan’s friend forever, plus, she lives in town.”

“That’s all true,” I said.

“Harold and I agreed we wouldn’t get involved with anyone where we lived.”

“I see your point now,” said Harold. “She’s right. We felt it would be best to keep it separate from our—well, from our normal lives.”

“I know what you mean.” I wondered if their open marriage had ever led to trouble, and this was the reason Meg brought it up. Under normal circumstances, it wasn’t the sort of thing I’d pursue in conversation, but these weren’t normal circumstances.

“I don’t mean to sound indelicate, but have you and Harold ever had a bad experience with someone outside your marriage?”

“No,” said Harold. “The situation with Gail and Emily was purely accidental, and it’s been perfect all around. Meg and I weren’t looking for it. It just happened. But it hasn’t gone beyond there.”

“You can tell him the truth, honey,” said Meg. Harold gave her a look.

“Meg had an affair with an old college sweetheart. This was after we’d met Emily and Gail.”

“It was before we really talked it over, Ryan,” said Meg. “I’m talking about Emily and Gail. Neither one of us really understood what that was all about, so my affair forced our hand. I guess I was thinking, well, anything goes now. I didn’t really enjoy it.”

“I didn’t mind the affair,” said Harold. “In fact, it got me kind of hot, if you know what I mean. But she had done it in secret, and I didn’t know the guy, so it wasn’t at all the same as what happened with those two women.”

“And so you set up some parameters,” I said. What they were telling me made sense. I felt Susan, Marci, Greg, and I had covered that ground.

“I’m glad you know our secret, Ryan,” said Meg. “There’s no one else back home who would understand. We didn’t think you and Susan would until we saw you last night with Marci.”

I chuckled. “That was a tight spot, wasn’t it? Talk about having one’s hand forced.”

“Marci was cute. Susan will be right down. I felt sorry for her later when I thought about what must have been going through her mind.”

“And here you sit today topless with Ryan present,” said Harold. “We wouldn’t have thought that possible two days ago.”

“You don’t mind, do you, Ryan?” asked Meg.

“Not at all. You’re lovely.” What else could I have said?

“I kind of like it. I feel freer this way.” Meg smiled at Harold. “It’s kind of bonding too, now that you’ve seen me like this. Not that many men have that I’ve known personally.”

Chloe and her fellow attendants arrived with our drinks order. Harold mixed us both hefty bourbons and waters and, as we were about to toast, Greg returned. Harold mixed him a drink and we all toasted.

“I understand we’re gathering at your place tonight,” I said.

“That’ll be fun,” said Meg. “I can’t wait to see it!”

“If everyone is up for it, Susan and I would be glad to have you all over.” This produced a minor sting.

“Sounds great,” said Harold. “I wouldn’t mind having a place down here too, though I do like this hotel.”

“It’s funky,” said Meg. “I like it too.”

“What’s funky?” asked Marci, who had silently joined us. I turned to see her and Susan looking like two Sirens hell-bent on mischief. Once again, I was momentarily shocked by their toplessness. It was funny how that worked. Each fresh sighting was as refreshing as the first.

“The hotel,” replied Meg.

“You mean the Lesbo Inn,” said Marci. “They should have a sign over the entrance saying ‘All You Can Eat’.”

I really wished she hadn’t said that but everyone laughed, and Meg most of all, while she and Susan exchanged glances.

Meg moved toward Harold so Susan and Greg could sit together. Marci gave me a comical smooch and sat on my lap before I’d had time to make arrangements. Fortunately, she wiggled her bottom, and that helped. She then gave me a long, proper kiss, and that seemed to set the mood for everyone. Susan and Greg shared an intimate moment while Harold and Meg cuddled, which included an appreciative fondling of her breasts. Seeing Meg’s boobs in Harold’s hands didn’t seem inappropriate, so I let my hand cup Marci’s breast as well. As it was in the vicinity anyway, it made sense. She responded with another kiss.

With territorial matters settled, we slipped into genial conversation, laughed a lot, and managed to empty the bourbon in a tie-finish with the last drop of daiquiri. We also managed to consume two large platters of plump shrimp and lobster rolls. Surprisingly, not a drop of cocktail sauce landed on either of Marci’s boobs, possibly much to the chagrin of Susan.

Susan got up on her knees and patted her stomach. “I’m stuffed, but we should probably get food for tonight, honey.” She put an arm around Greg, who put an arm around her waist and kissed the side of her breast. It was right there so that made sense as well.

The sun had begun its descent into overnight oblivion, the breeze had died completely, and the tropical night was nearly upon us. We all bore the bodily sheen common to inhabitants of this latitude during the torrid summer months. Along with the perspiration, I wondered if human pheromones were more active in this type of atmosphere. The air felt sexually charged as if with sufficient heavy breathing one might suffer an orgasm.

Or perhaps it was the alcohol. Either way, sitting all afternoon in proximity to three lovely topless women made me feel heroically hormonal, and I sensed I wasn’t alone. The entire afternoon had felt like foreplay, the first course in a mystery menu of titillating prospects.

Prurient tensions between Meg and Susan had reached a near fever pitch. This was evident from their increased though outwardly innocent physical gestures—a stroking of a thigh here, a pat of a knee that lingered there, a shared whisper. It was trivial stuff, remarkable only in that never before had they enjoyed a touchy-feely relationship. Marci had noticed too, according to her stealthy whispers.

We stood and stretched. The women restored their tops and cover-ups, the men put on their T-shirts, and we headed for the hotel after leaving the cabana which now looked like the scene of a sordid bacchanal.

On the path to the hotel, one of the hotel’s decorative peacocks was holding its ground. It made an aggressive gesture towards Susan, who shrieked and jumped backed.

“Maybe it’s mating season,” said Greg. The bird was putting on a bright display, one could even say “cocky”.

“He wants to see your tits, Susan,” said Marci. “He likes you.”

We managed to get around the peacock without injury and reached the hotel’s lobby. Greg and Susan took off after we agreed to meet in one hour, which would give us time to freshen up.

I climbed the stairs to our second story room with anticipation beating in my heart but for what I didn’t know. An evening of transgressive sexual encounters? Even the lobby had brimmed with sexual overtones. Our fellow hotel guests all looked tanned and healthy and enviably fit. The women, overly equipped with natural allurements, looked “naked dressed”, their clothing suggesting an extreme lack of modesty. A dense fog of pheromones hung above them all. Most of the couples, many both female, overtly displayed their affections, and this registered as especially erotic. It was an atmosphere of anything goes.

No judgments.

Marci, among the best looking of the women, was leading us to our room. Her now darkened skin contrasted beautifully with her white suit, and to such a degree I felt nearly breathless.

Had she suggested we stay in I would have said fine, but I knew we were both curious about the evening ahead. Neither of us knew where it would end.





Chapter 30: The More You Know
BETTER LIVING THROUGH HONESTY
Once in our room, I ordered a fresh pot of coffee, was advised it would take ten minutes and stepped into the shower with Marci. I thought we would be satisfied with a rinse, but she said she had “lady stuff” to do so I left her to it. I put on a hospitality robe and laid on the bed to wait for room service. It was ten minutes to the second when I heard a knock.

After room service left, I poured a cup of coffee for Marci and took it into the bathroom. She had one foot on the rim of the tub with a razor in her hand.

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing!” She put her foot down.

“Well, it looked like you were doing something. Here.” I handed her the coffee. She took a sip, then a big gulp, draining the cup.

“As I said, I wasn’t doing anything.”

“Okay.” I turned to leave.

“Well, if you have to know, I’m shaving my toe.”

I looked at her toes, plural, not knowing which one she had singled out for a quick shave. “Why? They look fine.”

“That’s because I just shaved it, ninny. It’s just the big toe. When we were sitting in the sun, I noticed a gnarly hair growing out of it.”

“Jesus, the stuff you women worry about…”

“Hey! We don’t just pop out of a box looking beautiful, you know. It takes work.”

“Well, I’m sorry I didn’t knock first.”

“It’s okay. Maybe later I’ll let you watch while I wax my lip.”

“I’ll look forward to it.”

“Hey! I do have a surprise for you. Do you want to see it?”

“I’m afraid to say yes.” She gave me a face, then turned and bent over while spreading her buttocks.

“Jesus, Marci!”

“No, look!”

“I looked. Thanks.”

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“I had my butt waxed and bleached.”

“What are you talking about? When?” She turned around to face me.

“Remember? I went to the salon this morning. They had a special. I thought, well, I’ve got a minute. I guess it’s a lesbo thing.”

“That must have hurt like hell.”

“It did sting a little. I don’t think I’ll make it a habit.” She’d left her pubic hair intact for which I was grateful.

She rinsed her foot and followed me out to the balcony. I brought the coffee tray along and refilled our cups.

“I bet Meg will like it,” she said, which sounded vague.

“Like what?”

“I’m kidding, Ryan. You know, my butthole?”

“I don’t even like that word.”

“I’m not married to it.”

“Good.”

“So, do you think Meg will make a play for Susan tonight?”

It had crossed my mind, and it didn’t seem beyond the realm of possibility. Three months earlier this question would have never crossed my mind. Now, I was sitting with Marci, who had remained naked, on a balcony in Mexico discussing whether Susan was on the cusp of her first bisexual encounter, a discussion which followed the debut of Marci’s now bleached and hairless rectum. Life was full of unexpected turns.

Before I could respond, Marci stepped inside and returned with two airline bottles of Tanqueray and two glasses.

“I stole these from the plane when I went to the restroom.” She poured two drinks and handed me one. “I don’t want to lose the beach buzz.”

I drank it in one swallow. It burned without the tonic to smooth things out.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” I said, referring to Meg and Susan.

“You kind of want it to happen, don’t you? I do.”

“I don’t know. Maybe. I’m not sure how it could unless they disappeared somewhere.”

“I hope not. I hope they go for it right in front of us.”

Why?”

“I think it would be hot.”

“And would you want to join them if they did?”

“If you wanted me to.”

“And if Harold or Greg joined in too?

She gave it some thought. “Again, if you wanted me to. I told you that on the beach. Do I want you to want me to? Ryan, I really don’t know. It’s like one of those Möbius strips. What I want is what you want. It’s circular. But I know it couldn’t happen anywhere else, or with anyone else, and it could only happen with you there.”

My penis caught up with images forming in my mind even before I knew how I really felt about them and the other possibilities they represented. I re-imagined Susan’s acrobatic sixty-nining with Greg, then put Meg in the picture. The idea of my wife’s face buried in Meg made my cock ache. I no longer wondered about the “why?”. Its answer laid buried in an indecipherable labyrinth, sealed in a vault without combination or key.

“I don’t mind if you fuck Meg,” said Marci in an offhand manner.

“Thanks so much for making that clear.”

“I’m not kidding. I know it would make you happy, and probably Susan too.”

Until this point, Meg had seemed peripheral, like a character with a minor part in a major play, the seductress whose duty was to obliged my wife’s bi-curiosity, perhaps Marci’s as well, and then move off. But this scenario lacked symmetry. I was thinking of earlier that summer. When Susan slept with Greg, I slept with Marci. There was a balance there. We had both stepped out of our marital vows an equal distance. If Susan slept with Meg where was the balance? If I slept with Meg too, would equilibrium be restored? Did it even matter?

“You know,” said Marci. “I’m sure all of us are having this exact same discussion right now.”

“Or they’re relying on their instincts.”

“Those were pretty much out in the open all day. We just spent six hours half naked with those people. Didn’t you once look at Meg and think, well, maybe?”

“It crossed my mind. How about you?”

“With Meg?”

“No. Any of them, all of them.”

“Honestly?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve imagined being with you and Greg, you and Harold, being with the three of you all at once. I’ve thought about you and Meg and Susan and me doing it. I think I’ve covered all the bases.”

“Jesus.”

“I’ve got to be prepared for what you want to do. That’s why I imagined it. I don’t want to be with any of them unless you want me to... I bet you have a hard-on right now thinking about all this.”

She came over, opened my robe and settled between my legs.

“I’m just going to have a taste.” She licked around my crown before taking me into her mouth. This sight of Marci’s tongue, leisurely and tenderly licking my cock, savoring me in this way, completely emptied my mind of any doubt or foreboding. She lingered for a few moments, then rose and kissed my lips.

“We need to get dressed,” she said.

I followed her into the room. She put on a lovely bra and panty, then a low-cut, bell-sleeved peasant top with exposed shoulders. It was short cropped and exposed her midriff. Once she had the top sorted, she slipped into super tight jeans, which involved jumping up and down. She looked magnificent, but I was surprised by the jeans and mentioned it.

“Well, look!” She turned and shown me her backside. I could see why she bought them. The jeans fit her perfectly.

“You look terrific.”

“Your kind of just standing there. Aren’t you going to get dressed?”

With the show over, I put on a polo shirt and shorts, upon which she felt no need to comment, though she did fondle my erect cock once I secured it in my briefs.

“There, there,” she had said. “Just be patient.” She kissed it through the fabric and then kissed my lips.

As we descended to the lobby to meet Harold and Meg, she offered a few final words while it was still just the two of us.

“Ryan, let’s just go with the flow, okay? And anytime you want to leave, just say so. I’m with you. Whatever you want to do is okay.”

I gave her a final kiss and we continued to the lobby. Harold and Meg were standing by a central fountain. As a water feature, it didn’t sound much different from a leaking urinal. I put that thought aside and gave Meg a once-over. I noticed she was giving Marci the same treatment. They both looked great.





Chapter 31: Into The Night
LAUGHTER, GAIETY, EARNEST CONVERSATION
I knew the evening was headed to a peculiar destination right off the bat. When Susan greeted us at the door, and after giving Marci, Harold and me a brief hug, she planted a kiss on Meg’s lips and it wasn’t a peck. Whether Susan or Meg instigated it I wasn’t sure, but neither of them seemed in a hurry for it to end.

The condo was sufficiently chilled to keep fresh fish from spoiling. Marci noted the fact and shivered. Susan opened the doors to the balcony and turned down the thermostat after assuring us she had told Greg it was too cool. As he was proud of his recent repairs to the AC, he was no doubt keen to put on a demonstration of his success. Soon the warm Mexican night intruded and Marci was once again within her comfort zone.

A nice bounty of food was displayed on their large kitchen island. Susan was proud of her selections and gave me a tour.

“Look, Ryan, there’s three types of tostada. Shrimp, eggplant, and chicken mole—Greg likes those. There’s mini tamale pies, papas rellenas and I know you like churro nachos, so I got those for dessert. Plus, I got the dips you like, see?” She waved a hand over the selection of dips.

“It looks wonderful,” I said. She had proven it was no strain shopping for two husband’s tastes. Greg offered a selection of wines or drinks and we all dug in. It was to be a stand-up meal as their dining table still lacked chairs.

On the surface, we would have looked like any gathering of suburbanite couples enjoying an evening together. The women all looked terrific and their admiring men of adequate comportment to be their mates. There were no disparities between us. There was much laughter and genuine gaiety, and why not? We were all successful in our careers and were enjoying a hard earned break.

Greg had been pouring freely since our arrival. I was feeling buzzed by the final course and stepped onto the balcony for a helping of fresh air.

So far, the three women had behaved like sorority sisters, with Meg and Susan being particularly amused by anything either of them said. Marci kept up though I wondered if she might be feeling like a third wheel. This was probably just a case of me over thinking the situation.

Harold and Greg were getting along well and seemed genuine in their like for each other. All around, our social interactions were seamless. No one was behaving as if they didn’t belong and this created a very warm feeling between us all.

Still, I was a true husband of one of these women. The vacation wife scheme remained on the surface, but it took a conscious effort to keep it alive when socializing with numerous people, especially when you knew them from your “other life”.

Once, when Susan leaned over the island counter, her low-cut dress meant she was revealing a lot of boob and to the extent that a nipple made an appearance. This was in plain view of both Harold and Greg. My first thought was to help her register this fact. Then I thought no, Greg was on point for pointing out any possible wardrobe mishaps. Besides that, she’d been topless all afternoon.

When Susan straightened, she gave Greg a kiss on his cheek before offering him a bite of her tamale pie. This firmly reset my mind. I looked at Marci in her wonderful top and slim jeans and found this sight rejuvenating. She was talking to Harold in between licking her fingers, having not enjoyed complete success transferring food to her mouth.

She and Harold were getting along especially well. I thought of her being with him and felt a distinct absence of ease along with a profound excitement. She had said she would do it for me. I looked at Meg. She hadn’t purposely “sexed herself up” for the evening, but she did look especially sexy. She was wearing a tight top and there was a hint of nipple shadow. In addition, her tight, white Capri pants fit her perfectly, exposing slim calves and delicate ankles. Her sandals were high-heeled, and her whole effect was strikingly feminine as well as provocative.

Harold appeared on the balcony and I wondered if he knew I was having lascivious thoughts about his wife.

“Hey there,” he said.

I nodded an acknowledgment. We looked into the surrounding darkness. The ocean was visible and contrasted with the darker shoreline wandering north and south. There were few exterior lights at this end of the condo development.

“Look,” he said. “I thought we should talk.”

I turned to face him, leaning one elbow on the balcony railing.

“I know you’re a brooder, Ryan. That’s one of the reasons why I like you. You’re a thinker too.”

“Thanks.”

“But don’t over think this. I’m sure you’re picking up that Meg and Susan are getting along notably well.”

“In fact, I have noticed.”

“Well, Meg told me she thought something was there. Now that Susan knew of Gail, she was opening up to her.”

“And Meg is opening up to Susan. That’s the picture I got.”

“And you’re okay with it?”

“I am. I trust Susan. If it’s what she wants, I want her to have it.”

“Okay.”

“How do you feel about it?”

“The same. I trust Meg completely. What she wants is okay with me.”

“It’s definitely a unique situation,” I said. “Do you ever worry about where it could lead?”

“Not really. We’re smart now. We’ve agreed on everything that is or isn’t possible. That talk came after Meg’s affair. I’m thankful it happened for that reason alone. It forced us to be honest with each other.”

“I think we’re good there too,” I said. “We’ve all discussed it, and we keep discussing it.”

“There’s really no other way. You have to know what each other is thinking as you go. Things evolve and you can’t always anticipate how you’ll feel with each twist and turn, like this thing between Susan and Meg. It may just be something they have to get out of their systems, or it may take their relationship to a new level. Either way, they’ll know. They’ve got the freedom to find out.”

“They won’t have to sit and wonder about the ‘what if?’.”

“To tell you the truth, I think having an open marriage like this is the secret to a long, happy life together. It takes the pressure off and keeps it lively. Meg couldn’t wait to hear about my night with Emily, just like I couldn’t wait to hear about her night with Gail. We made love like teenagers as we shared our stories. It was passionate as hell. You can’t buy that passion in bottle form, or through marriage counseling.”

“Hey guys!” said Marci, joining us on the balcony. Her timing was perfect. I had sensed I was on the verge of asking Harold if he wanted to sleep with Susan. I already knew the answer, and there was no point in asking the question.

“Boy talk?” She put her arm around me.

“Hi, Marci,” said Harold. “No, just talk.”

“I think your wives want to bang,” she said.

“A consensus seems to be forming to support that assumption,” I said. “We were just discussing it.”

“So, boy talk after all.”

“In a fashion,” said Harold. “We’re were also saying how lucky we are to have such attractive wives. Well, Ryan has two attractive wives.”

“Oh, thanks, Harold! You did mean me, right?”

“I did.”

Marci gave him a peck on the cheek. “Hey, you have Emily too. She’s hot.”

“I won’t deny it. But so far we’re not calling her my vacation wife.”

“Ryan and I have moved beyond that. Is bigamy legal anywhere?”

Harold laughed. “I think you’d be fine in Saudi Arabia. We could open a branch there for Ryan.”

“See,” said Marci. “Everything always works out one way or another.”

Meg, Susan, and Greg appeared on the balcony.

“We’re going up to the roof!” said Meg. “They’ve got a hot tub up there!”

I looked at Marci and imagined her undressing in front of Harold and Greg. The image stirred in my mind and excited me. I knew Greg had already seen her naked, and Harold had seen her topless, but neither of them had seen her undress.

I looked into Marci’s eyes. They smiled at me. They said, “Whatever you want, I want too”.

We followed the others up the spiral staircase.





Chapter 32: Room For Everyone
NIGHT MOVES
Greg opened the roof bar and mixed us all drinks. He was a natural and unstumpable bartender. I ordered a rusty nail and he didn’t flinch. Fully stocked bars made for good neighbors, especially when they followed them on the road.

Not that we needed any more to drink. We were all feeling quite loose, and Meg and Susan had become noticeably more frisky.

The rooftop lighting was low-key and perfect for setting an intimate mood. No one dashed for the hot tub. Greg said it was custom-built and was really almost a heated pool due to its size. I noticed clean white towels already stacked conveniently for their guests, and new throw pillows on the U-shaped outdoor sofa, which itself had extra deep cushions suitable for sleeping upon or lounging. Susan was going through another throw pillow phase, so I knew she was responsible for their addition. They contrasted nicely with the sofa.

Lively conversation resumed as before when we were dining. The still night and high humidity were once again giving everyone a fine sheen. It gave the women an exotic look whereas the men just looked sweaty.

Before a half-hour passed, Meg was up from her barstool and removing her top. Beneath it was a very pretty bra, which she left on while she removed her sandals and Capri pants. The men, of course, fell silent watching the striptease while Susan and Marci chatted, only slowly taking notice of Meg’s disrobing. Once down to her underwear, Meg looked around to see all eyes were upon her.

“Is anyone going to join me?” she asked, removing her bra. “I thought it would be fun to get in the pool.”

This inspired Susan, who began undressing, thus drawing the men’s attention to her. She stripped to her panties and looked around. Marci, sitting on the stool next to me, hadn’t made a move. I rubbed her back which drew her attention. She gave me a look indicating I should bend an ear.

“Let’s hold back,” she whispered, then kissed my cheek.

I nodded.

Greg, feeling it would be rude not to do so, moved around the bar and, standing next to Susan, took off all of his clothes. It had been some time since I had seen him naked, and I’d forgotten the size of his penis. As he organized his clothes next to Susan’s on top of the bar, his cock swung back and forth, hanging at least seven inches from where it began. It was impossible not to look at it.

Its girth was overkill. No one had spoken since it appeared though I thought I had heard Meg gasp. She and Susan, encouraged by Greg’s complete nudity, removed their panties and did so as if a prize would go to whichever of them completed the task first.

Once the three of them were completely naked, they walked over to the pool and climbed in.

“Oh, this is perfect!” said Meg. “Hey, you all! Come join us!”

“In a minute,” said Harold. He held up his drink to provide a reason for the delay.

Greg activated the pool’s jacuzzi function and, though not loud, it muted their voices.

Harold turned his back to the pool to face Marci and me. He gave us a wide-eyed look.

Marci laughed, then leaned into Harold’s ear to whisper. He nodded and laughed.

“What?” I asked, being out of hearing range. Marci whispered into my ear.

“I asked Harold if he noticed Greg’s dick.”

I looked at Harold and nodded.

“I wouldn’t have believed it if you told me,” he said while smiling and using his normal voice.

“Oh, I’m sure you have a nice dick, Harold,” said Marci, also smiling. Hearing her comment about his penis gave my own a stir. It had already responded to Meg’s striptease, and I began the worry cycle that I might embarrass myself.

Marci patted my knee. “Let’s have one more drink!”

She moved behind the bar and Harold and I turned to face her.

“Do you want another one of those thingies?” She pointed to my empty rusty nail.

“No, just bourbon with a splash, please.”

“Same,” said Harold.

I looked at the pool. Susan and Meg were on either side of Greg, who had his arms resting on the pool’s edge behind them. They appeared to be cuddling him. Activity beneath the water-line was anyone’s guess.

“Here ya go,” said Marci, referring to our drinks. She poured one for herself and we toasted. She looked over Harold’s shoulder. “I think your wife and Greg are getting along.”

“They do look like they’re getting chummier,” I said. “But nothing too sordid seems to be occupying them.”

We chatted a good ten minutes before Marci sounded another alarm, her eyes emphasizing we should have another look.

Meg had turned to face Greg and it appeared her hand was busy. We could see Greg had an erection, which was obvious as it had periscoped above the water line. Meg’s hand rose over the tip before re-submerging. It was impossible to interpret this action as anything other than an aquatic handjob.

The evening had taken a decided turn into the lascivious. Seeing Meg thus occupied assured me anything could now happen between the three of them in the pool. It was affecting me too. The stirrings I felt focused on possibilities between the three of us now at the bar. The air between us had become less dense like there were fewer atoms keeping us apart, and it felt like we were falling into a spell.

But only Marci was in a position to lead us.

“They seem happy,” said Harold, unperturbed.

“She’s very friendly,” said Marci. “It’s nice of Susan to share Greg like that.”

Susan and Greg kissed as Meg continued to stroke him. I wondered how Harold really felt, but he seemed fine on the surface. I turned to Marci, whose eyes were fixated.

“Don’t let us hold you back,” I said. “There seems to be plenty of Greg to go around.”

“I’m good,” she said. “I’ve got the two of you.”

Harold laughed as Meg called out.

“Aren’t you guys coming?”

“In a minute,” said Marci. She removed her top to indicate she was on her way. Adjusting her boobs in her bra, she said: “I think my gals are pining to be free.”

“Don’t let us stop you,” I said.

“Okay.” She removed the bra. She was now topless while wearing tight jeans, and this sight left me brimming with pride and desperate hunger. I wanted to replay the last few minutes. The way Marci filled a bra was inspiring enough. Her naked breasts took that inspiration to another level entirely.

As she poured us another round, I watched Susan rise from the water and sit on the edge of the pool. Even in this heat, steam rose from her naked body into the ethereal night. She gave her breasts a squeeze then cupped them from underneath. Greg rose from the water and sat beside her. His cock had slightly detumesced but still looked record worthy.

“Aren’t you guys going to strip?” asked Marci. “I’m half naked here.”

Harold and I stood to undress. It felt silly doing it in tandem with another man, but I got over it. Much to my relief, Harold and I were similarly equipped. In fact, our cock and ball arrangements were nearly mirrored images.

Marci pushed her drink to our side of the bar, came around and stood in front of us. She unbuttoned her jeans, undid their zipper, and began a slow shimmie to push her jeans down, which pulled her panties down as well. Once her jeans fell to her feet she stepped out of them and finished removing her panties in one graceful motion. The effect on Harold and myself was similar.

“Oh, look at you guys! Thanks!” She laughed. “Hey, gimme some room.” She got a towel from the end of the bar, put it on the stool between us, and sat facing outward from the bar. We were now flanking her with semi erect cocks which, at this point, seemed entirely natural.

While this was going on, Meg had moved between Susan’s legs and they were talking, though we couldn’t hear the words. Susan laughed. She hunched her shoulders and shook her head, like she was protesting something, which drew Meg out of the water and into an embrace. She put her arms around Susan and kissed her. At first, the latter protested, but soon they were both embracing hungrily. Meg’s exceptional buttocks tensed as Susan’s hands gripped them. I’d never seen Susan fondling another woman’s ass and knew this sighting would land in the permanent record as a cherished memory.

Meg dipped back into the water and, with her hands curling over Susan’s thighs, kissed them in a delicate progression towards Susan’s swelling masterpiece. Susan protested, her hand landing on Meg’s head to push it away, but Meg persisted.

We could now clearly hear what Susan said. “Oh, Meg! Oh God! I CAN’T LET YOU DO THIS TO ME!” It was her final protest.

Susan’s back arched as her facial expressions assumed a blend of pain and pleasure. A woman’s tongue was now exploring her intimate center for the first time, and her shock was demonstrated in the staccato manner of her gasps. Meg freed a hand and reached for Greg’s cock. It quickly filled her hand. After several minutes, Meg shifted her body to take Greg’s cock into her mouth. Susan leaned over to kiss his lips. He put one arm around her and squeezed her breast and rested his free hand on Meg’s head, now bobbing over his cock.

“Wow,” said Marci, almost in a whisper. “That sure didn’t take long!” She leaned over and kissed me, then sat up. Both Harold and I had full erections. Marci looked me in the eyes, her expression indecipherable. Her shoulders rose as she inhaled deeply, perhaps preparing herself for her next move. With our eyes still fixed, she reached down to hold my cock. She held it gently, then turned to aim her other hand to hold Harold’s cock too. She looked back and forth at each of her hands, disbelieving her eyes. She was holding two men’s cocks.

I was momentarily in shock. I looked at the hand holding Harold’s cock and saw his balls dangling beneath, swinging as she gently stroked us both. I felt dizzy with desire.

“Aren’t you guys going to feel my titties?”

Harold waited for me to acknowledge my feelings on the matter. I gave him a nod which said I was permitting him to touch Marci’s tits. He reached over and cupped her left breast. Marci gasped, then leaned over to kiss him. She was now stroking both of us, her breast was in his hand, and they were kissing. I grabbed her right breast and lifted her nipple into my mouth. I sucked hard and she gasped again, then switched to kiss me. Harold sucked her nipple and she moaned. Instinctively, she went back and forth between us. Her legs spread slightly as her pelvis undulated over the stool. It wasn’t equipped to give her satisfaction, and her actions became urgent. She pumped our cocks with even more fervor as we kissed her mouth and sucked on her nipples and fondled her breasts. I wondered if she might climax.

She came up for air nearly panting. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen her this excited before. Her eyes were glazed over. She released our cocks and stood, her body shaking, as if in the grips of a minor orgasm, or perhaps it was a reverse echo of what was to come. She collected herself and turned to her drink, which she sipped and then gulped.

“That was different,” she said, breathing heavily and also smiling. “I’ve never held two cocks before.” She gave us each a kiss. “I think I need to cool down.”

Holding each of our hands, she led us to the pool. After we climbed in, Susan came over and gave me a hug. Her eyes were beaming with excitement. “We watched you” she whispered. “I was almost jealous of Marci.” She reached for my cock, which was firm. “Good,” she said, as she sat beside me. Marci, who had slipped to the other end of the pool to further collect herself, returned and sat on my other side, which put her next to Harold too. Meg and Greg were sitting on the edge of the pool across from us.

We were silent processing what had occurred, all wondering what could possibly follow. I was surprised when Marci had held Harold’s cock. I knew she did this to shock me. It worked. I wasn’t sure if it would escalate from there. She couldn’t possibly be thinking of going any further—or could she?

After a few minutes Susan stood. “I think I’m getting waterlogged. Who wants to move to the sectional?”

As we were all rising to leave the pool, Marci tapped my leg and mouthed that I should wait with her. The rest of them headed to the stack of towels on the bar to dry off.

“So,” I said. “Are you okay?”

“What I want to know is, are you okay?”

“Yes. I’m fine.”

“Fuck, Ryan. I was just holding Harold’s dick, and he was sucking on my tits, and I kissed him. God, I’ve never held two dicks at once before, and…”

“I completely understand, Marci. It’s okay.” Her stress on kiss put it higher on a scale of intimacy than holding a man’s cock, which I found interesting.

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. When I saw you holding his cock I couldn’t believe how much I wanted you. I don’t have the words.”

“God,” she said. “What’s happening here?”

“I don’t think any of us knows for sure.”

“It would never have happened without you, Ryan. Never.”

“I know,” I said, then took a beat. “Marci, what was it like to hold two men’s cocks at the same time?”

She thought about it. “I felt powerful and really naughty, and I wanted to get even naughtier. I wanted to get down and lick your balls, both yours and Harold’s. I wanted you both to fuck me right there. For a second, I almost climbed up on the bar so you could, taking turns…”

“Jesus.”

“I know. I was almost right there.”

“That would have been something.” I quickly imagined it. I could see Harold pounding into her while she gasped and moaned deliriously. My cock, which had been on break, quickly conformed to its primary mandate. It now ached. The idea of Harold fucking Marci with me right there watching placed me right on the edge. I wanted to make love to Marci on the spot.

“I want you to fuck Meg,” she said, in the tone of an afterthought.

Earlier that evening, she said she wouldn’t mind if I slept with Meg. Now she was instructing me to. Was this a strategic suggestion meant to balance the ledger? Did she mean to soften the earlier blow of saying she wanted to fuck Harold right on the bar? Would it excite her to see me making love to Meg? I wasn’t sure of anything.

“I don’t know if that’s in the cards.”

“Ryan, I think I’m going to fuck Greg tonight, and then Harold. I want both of them to fuck me, and I want you to watch me do it. I want to look you right in the eye as they’re fucking me. Then I want all three of you to fuck me.”

“God, Marci.” I didn’t really believe her. I couldn’t believe her. I also knew I wanted to believe her.

“Let’s just do this, okay?” she said. “Let’s do this and get it out of our system and then after, it’ll just be us and Susan again.”

“And Greg.”

“But it’ll always be us, right? You, me and Susan. Tell me that.”

“There’ll always be the three of us.”

We kissed like I was going off to war. It lasted until we were interrupted by Susan.

“Hey, you two. Are you ever getting out of there?”

“We were just having a word,” I said. “We’re coming.”





Chapter 33: Escalation Of Desire
PLEUROTHALLIS ASERA
As a young teen, I came across a selection of prints from a collection entitled “Roman Baths”. Under siege by the hormonal hurricane of puberty, I was fascinated by the communal nudity, the women lying naked on a bench, or loosely and poorly concealed by the hazardous wardrobe properties of togas. In many of the images, the women were completely nude and undeterred by modest intentions. Sitting in languid pools or sprawled over what looked like Roman daybeds, they socialized without inhibition.

I was reminded of these puerile obsessions reviewing the rooftop scene. Harold was loosely wrapped in a towel sitting on the outdoor sofa next to Susan, whose own towel had fallen from her breasts. Greg, equipped like Harold, was sitting next to Meg, who hadn’t bothered with a towel at all. The two couples sat on opposing ends of the U-shaped sectional. As sectionals go, it was small, so it was a cozy scene. A gas fire pit in the center was lit for effect, not heat, and cast a flickering light.

Marci and I stood by the bar drying off. Once dry, we grabbed fresh towels and wrapped them around our waists. They really had done a good job providing a surfeit of high-grade linens.

Marci looked at the sofa but opted to sit at the bar. I went around it to make us fresh drinks.

“What are you in the mood for?” I asked.

She surveyed the blue-green glow of booze stacked on the two glass shelves behind me. “Hey, how about something cognacky?”

“Like, say, cognac?”

“Yeah, that’ll work.”

I opened a bottle of Grand Marnier, found Greg had supplied proper snifters under the bar and poured us two cognacs.

Having cooled down from the pool, Marci’s nipples looked taut. It was hard not to notice as they were right there. Beyond her, I could see Susan had moved over to Greg and Meg. Harold was nowhere in sight. A restroom break no doubt.

Rather than sitting on the other side of Greg, Susan was next to Meg, whose right hand was now occupied in his crotch. There was evidence of a grand erection in progress.

“This is yummy. Is it expensive?” asked Marci.

“It’s not cheap. Maybe $300 a bottle, less in duty free. Why? Would you like to steal it?”

“We could take it back to our room. I could pour some on your cock and lick it off.”

“I could do the same with your lady parts.”

“Ew. That might sting a little.”

“We could just drink it out of glasses too.”

She laughed.

Harold reappeared and joined us at the bar.

“Cognac?” I inquired.

“Sure, great. Thanks.” I poured him a drink. He glanced at his wife, who was now kissing my wife. Susan’s hand was on Meg’s breast. Meg’s right-hand action with Greg continued and was clearly in view now. It looked like she was holding a baton.

Marci followed Harold’s eyes. “Oh, that’s nice. They’re all getting along so well.”

Harold laughed and sipped his cognac. Marci and I had drained our snifters and I refilled them.

The three of us at the bar had trouble keeping our eyes off the action on the sofa. During a pause between Susan and Meg, the latter said something to Greg, who nodded and moved to the other side of Susan. Meg stood and swung Susan’s legs onto the sofa and separated them. Compliant now, Susan rested the back of her head on Greg’s lap after navigating around his erection. It now rested against her cheek. Susan turned her head and acknowledged it with her lips before adjusting to take it into her mouth.

Meg raised Susan’s knees and descended between them. She kissed her inner thighs, progressing slowly to Susan’s center then, inches from arrival, lifted herself over Susan and began gently kissing and sucking her breasts. She went back and forth, dragging her tongue over Susan’s very pert nipples, which elevated when the latter failed to resist the urge to arch her back. She heaved her bosom into Meg’s kisses, seemingly chasing her lips each time they drew away.

Marci reached across the bar and tapped my arm. She signaled without words that we were moving to the sofa, then did the same with Harold. I grabbed the cognac bottle and followed them.

Meg, Susan, and Greg were occupying the center of the U-shaped sectional, so we sat diagonally from them to watch the spiraling situation between Meg and Susan. Greg was now retired to the wings though of course, his cock remained alongside Susan’s cheek.

Meg elevated the tension by moving to Susan’s neck, the side not facing Greg’s cock, and gave her butterfly kisses there. This drove Susan mad, who was now bucking her pelvis into the air. Meg shifted her attention to Greg’s cock, and Susan saw no reason not to join in. Meg sucked on Greg’s crown while Susan licked his shaft and journeyed to his balls. For a moment, they landed on her face as she licked his perineum. It was a sight I would never have predicted seeing in this or any other lifetime.

Marci, sitting between us, leaned her head onto my shoulder as her right hand fell onto my cock over the towel. I alerted my peripheral vision to investigate if Harold was receiving the same attention. So far, he wasn’t, perhaps an oversight. I kissed the top of her head and she lifted her mouth to my ear.

“I want to watch,” she said, breathlessly. I put my arm around her shoulder and she pressed into me.

Meg shifted down Susan’s torso, stopping here and there along the way, leaving footprints of more butterfly kisses to which Susan responded with gasping attention. When Meg’s face landed between Susan’s legs, she dragged her tongue with delicate pressure up and down Susan’s slit, circled around it, then narrowed each revolution while moving her focus upward. When her tongue reached the clit, Susan erupted. “OH MEG! OH, GOD!” Her body undulated as if moved by succeeding shock waves. Her hands caressed Meg’s cheeks.

Once they synced their rhythms, Susan began looking at Marci, and it wasn’t just a glance. It was as if she was in a play and had broken character to engage the audience. Her face looked pained as her body bucked into Meg’s deft attention. Marci, now frozen beside me, met Susan’s stare. There was a telepathic exchange between them. Marci’s body language, though invisible from where I sat, somehow communicated to Susan, who nodded before closing her eyes to fall off into a sapphic orgasm. She wailed as Meg’s tongue delivered the final push, the exact right touch, that lifted Susan into orbit.

It was quite a scene.

Marci exhaled a deep breath and squeezed my thigh. I looked to see tears had lined her cheeks. I kissed her head as she nuzzled into me, then drew my hand between her now opened legs and pulled it up to her crotch. She was soaked. She rubbed my hand over her pussy then held it there, squeezing it between her legs.

I withdrew my hand and pulled her in for a true kiss. Her towel fell off completely. She opened mine and dipped her head to my cock and gave it loving attention, then sat up and shivered her shoulders. She whispered something in my ear I didn’t catch, then leaned over to Harold. Perhaps she worried he might be feeling like a third wheel, or possibly a sixth wheel. She opened his towel to reveal an erection. She held it in her hand and gave his cheek a kiss, then whispered in his ear. He must have understood as he nodded and smiled.

Meg and Susan were sharing a one-sided post-coital moment, gently caressing each other and kissing. Their whispers didn’t reach us. Susan sat up and swung her legs around. She leaned over and kissed Greg, then stood and came over to me. She reached for my hand and directed me to the pool. I followed her and we climbed in.

After a few moments, she broke the silence.

“I can’t tell you what that was like, Ryan.”

“I think I got the picture.”

“You couldn’t. You’re not a woman.”

“Okay.”

“Meg is a genius down there.” She laughed.

“She knows all the ropes.”

“So do you, Ryan.” She kissed my cheek. “It’s just different. I can’t explain it.”

“And now you know.”

She looked at me earnestly. “I’m not a lesbian. I know that. This is something else. I love being loved by a woman, but I’m not craving women.”

“Maybe you’re bi.”

“No. I don’t think it’s that… Oh, I don’t know, really. I don’t generically have a thing for other women. Meg and I just connect on all sorts of levels…” She hesitated.

“Is there more?”

“I feel it for Marci too. I always have.”

“That’s okay.” I was surprised that I wasn’t surprised to hear this.

“I’m afraid.”

“Of what?” I put my arm around her.

“That Marci won’t want that, what Meg and I just shared.”

“Are you sure you’ll want it? I mean, aside from tonight?”

She thought about it. “I’ve wanted it for a long time with Marci. I’ve been jealous of you. I’ve wanted what you had all summer. The three of us really connect, but only you two connect in that other way.”

“You want to be intimate with Marci too.”

“Do you care?”

“Not at all.”

“Do you think she would be receptive?”

“I can’t answer that. Only she can. She’s right over there. Find out.”

“As I said, I’m afraid to.”

“Then don’t. Maybe another time. Listen, she’s worried. She’s afraid this thing between us is just a fad. She doesn’t want it to be.”

“I don’t either. I wish you could marry her too. I wish I could.”

These comments dazzled me. There was no other way to put it. I had had the same wish but put it out of my mind. At least, I’d tried to. It kept coming back. Could a man have two full time wives? It was a ridiculous idea. I dismissed the thought, but knew it would come back.

“Susan, I think we’re okay here. I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”

She took this as good news, and we kissed like lovers, not a man and wife, and I felt not just a maddening desire for her and for Marci, but for the entire world. Susan’s next comment, therefore, landed like a non sequitur.

“I want you to sleep with Meg.”

“That’s what Marci told me earlier this evening.”

Susan laughed.

“Tell me why you want me to sleep with Meg.”

“Because I know you probably want to. I don’t mind. I mean I already did. And I might sleep with Harold.”

This conversation, along with my earlier conversations with Marci, were really beginning to tie my head in knots. My wife had just indicated she would marry Marci if it were allowed, and oh, by the way, she might sleep with Harold, and I may as well have a go with Meg.

“Don’t worry,” said Susan, noticing I was drifting. “I’ve talked with Meg. We both agreed. We don’t want to take this home with us, but while we’re here, and everyone is being so open about what’s going on, we may as well all bang each other.” She laughed, then kissed me as she mounted my submerged cock, which apparently had been standing at the ready.

“Ah, that’s nice! I’ve missed you!”

“I’ve missed you too.”

After a long kiss she dismounted and we exited the pool. We both knew we were having just a taste of each other, a quick reminder of how well we fit together both in marriage and body. We dried off by the bar. I fixed her a drink, and we joined Marci and Harold on the sofa. They were both naked as were we. Marci’s hand was on his thigh within inches of his semi-erect cock which, once again, appeared as it could double for my own.

A moment of indecision delayed where we sat. Greg and Meg still occupied the central area of the sofa and were quietly petting each other. I waited for Susan to determine where to place herself first. She elected to sit on the carpet in front of Harold, leaning on his left knee with her arm over its thigh, the one not occupied by Marci’s hand and his cock. It was a reasonable selection. I sat next to Marci. She acknowledged me with a kiss.

“Did you two have a nice chat?” she asked.

“We did,” said Susan, returning to the wifely role of answering for her husband. “I told Ryan I wanted him to sleep with Meg.”

“That’s what I told him,” said Marci.

“You won’t mind, will you Harold?” asked Susan. It wasn’t a fair question as she also picked up his cock. She held it as she’d held mine that morning, like a wand. We all watched it grow.

Harold smiled. “I think if Meg wants to sleep with your husband, she should.”

“That worked out,” said Marci. “Now you and Harold can bang too.”

“But first,” said Susan. “I’ve got something else on my mind.” She stood and smiled at me, then knelt in front of Marci. She separated her legs before Marci realized her intentions.

“God! Susan! What are you doing?!”

Susan kissed one knee, then the other, while her hands softly stroked Marci’s outer thighs. She looked at her.

“Nothing,” she said coyly with half-lidded eyes. She continued kissing Marci’s thighs, slowly moving up. Marci fidgeted, but not in any useful way. She looked at me with eyes wider than I would have thought possible.

“Fuck Susan! You’re not going to eat me? Oh fuck… Ryan!”

I kissed her lips. She was hesitant at first, then suddenly ravenous for my tongue. It calmed her down. Susan was progressing slowly, letting Marci adjust to what was going on. She looked at Susan, her expression disbelieving.

Susan looked into her eyes as her tongue made it first strategic lick. It was dead center, just slightly depressing Marci’s pubic hair. I watch with rapt attention as did Harold and Marci.

Marci gasped and moaned. “Oh God, Oh God, Oh God!!!” Susan’s tongue continued to roam. It circled Marci’s lovely plump vulva, then moved increasingly toward the center up to the clitoral hood. Susan lifted it with her tongue. It flicked Marci’s clit, and this sent the ball out of the park. I knew it wouldn’t take much now.

Marci convulsed. “FUCK SUSAN!!! OH GOD!!! YOU CAN’T BE DOING THIS!!! OH FUCK!!!” Her pelvis rolled into Susan, now licking and probing aggressively.

I pinched Marci’s right nipple and she wailed. Harold’s mouth descended on her left nipple and she wailed again. Susan inserted two curved fingers, knowing exactly where they should land. She stroked Marci’s G-spot as she licked her clit.

Marci exploded. Every muscle of her body filled with fever, contracting and expanding. She turned her body over to unseen forces which took control of her limbs. Susan stayed with her, divinely attentive, knowing where and how to maximize Marci’s orgasm.

As she settled down, Marci whimpered, then a new fever took over. She lunged towards Susan, taking her in her arms. They fell back and rolled on the carpet kissing, hugging, and stroking each other. It was an epic display of love and lust and eros. Harold and I, now alone on the sofa, watched these two naked women rolling on the floor, both of us incapable of movement or thought. We could see their inflamed lips and pink centers as their legs wandered over each other. I was sure this spectacle rivaled the Big Bang. Much later, I thought that was a pretty clever comparison.

Susan and Marci settled down and made cooing sounds at each other, whispering sweet nothings. I only caught snippets, like “When did you know?” and “I’ve always wanted this”. I wasn’t sure what to do with myself and felt a fresh drink might tide me over until I figured it out. I tapped Harold’s knee, making sure it wasn’t suggestive, and nodded to the bar.

“I think they’ve got that sorted out,” said Harold, as I handed him a stout bourbon and water.

“I agree with you, but I’m not sure what I’m agreeing with.”

Harold laughed. “Yeah, that was a bit vague. Sorry. What I mean is, they’ve sorted out how they really feel about each other. Their love now has a physical dimension. They no longer have to pretend otherwise.”

“Does Meg love Gail?”

“She does. The first time they made love I was there. Meg was Marci in that case. She’d never been with a woman. Gail took her to the other side, as it were. If Gail hadn’t been married to Emily, she might have moved in with us. But Gail truly loves Emily too, plus they have a son. You know that story.”

I watched Susan and Marci climb into the pool. They had held hands walking over and looked lovely together. They enjoyed a quick rinse and joined us at the bar.

“Hey guys!” said Marci. “I guess you know I’m a dyke now.”

“Marci!” said Susan, toweling off. “We’re not dykes!”

“You could have fooled me. I could swear you just had your tongue in my twat.” She laughed and Susan gave her snarky eyes.

“Drink?” I offered.

“One more can’t hurt,” said Marci. “How about a gin and tonic?”

“That sounds good,” said Susan. “And some water please.”

I was enjoying the bartending and wondered if I should install a proper bar at home before remembering we didn’t really drink much there. I felt this elective probity was cause for celebration and poured everyone doubles.

“Jesus,” said Marci, taking a sip.

Susan stood next to Harold and put an arm around him.

“How are you doing, Harold? You boys must feel left out.”

“Not at all,” he said.

I glanced at Meg and Greg on the sofa. They were now lying next to each other naked. The back cushions had been tossed over the side, and it was like they were on a proper bed.

“I think Meg and Greg are warming up,” said Marci. “What’s it say on the program? Are they next?”

I thought that was funny. It was true, without a program, it was difficult to keep track of who had been with whom.

“Let’s move back to the sofa, guys,” said Susan. As we approached, she took Harold’s hand and led him over to Greg and Meg. A discussion ensued, then Greg and Meg were standing. He moved into mover mode, rearranging several sectional pieces into what appeared like a super-sized bed. I now understood why people bought sectionals.

There was room for four to lay on the result without congestion, but this wasn’t where they were headed.

Susan whispered into Meg’s ear, then called Marci over. She gave me a look, and I gave her a shrug meaning to convey she could go with the flow, whatever that flow was. She conferenced briefly with Susan, then Marci laid on the bed. Greg crawled over to lay beside her.

A ping of terror crept into my spine. There was no else in my body for a ping of this nature to go. I gathered all my resources to assess the situation. Marci was about to make love to Greg. This only momentarily obscured the fact that Susan was about to make love to Harold.

Once they were all lined up properly on the bed, Meg came over, took my hand, and gave it a squeeze. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have known what my hand was doing. She leaned in my ear. “Let’s just watch.”

I was glad to hear this. We sat next to each other on the remaining piece of sectional not employed in the bed setup. I handed her the remains of Susan’s drink, which had barely been touched, and took a big sip of my double bourbon.

I didn’t know where to look. Susan was holding Harold’s cock as he fondled her breasts. They were whispering and quietly laughing, breaking only for intermittent kisses. Susan raised a leg over Harold’s thigh, turning on her side. I saw his hand descend between her legs as he began to finger her. Her rump started to respond, moving back and forth over his hand. From our angle, I could clearly see his fingers disappear, reappear, and so on. They were now kissing intently, and, by the looks of her elbow, she was pumping his cock with more purpose.

On stage left, Marci and Greg were taking their time. She was lying on her back. Her legs were raised and separated but absent the digital action Susan was receiving. Greg was fondling her breasts as she held, but did not stroke, his cock. In her hand, it didn’t look like it could possibly belong to a human. He was kissing her neck and cheeks and, frankly, she seemed to be enjoying it. I could see she was breathing heavily.

Meg’s hand reached for my cock. She gave it a squeeze and then asked, in a whisper, if I was okay. I kissed her instead of replying. Her tongue was warm and sweet, and her gentleness was soothing. We leaned into the sofa and cuddled. She put my hand on her breast, gave me another kiss, and we turned back to the others.

Greg’s hand moved down Marci’s torso to her center. I noticed her toes curl as his fingers separated her lips before slipping inside. Meg’s breasts heaved in response as if she were connected by wire to what both Marci and Susan were experiencing. Greg moved down and planted his face over Marci’s slit. She pressed on his head as her breasts rose, thanks to her arching back. She began to moan. She looked at it and for a moment watched Susan and Harold. Susan had climbed over him and was slowly moving her body up his chest. His fingers continued their probing as her rump continued to accent his strokes. She noticed Marci’s stare and smiled.

In a flash, Susan had moved her bottom over Harold’s face. He adjusted himself as she lowered her pussy over his tongue. This caused Meg to grip me more firmly as her breasts heaved sympathetically. I felt heat rising through my cock and precum escaping my shaft. Meg rubbed it with her thumb.

Susan was now rolling herself over Harold’s face, which set his body in motion. His cock was straining for attention. Marci, now moaning exuberantly, and beguiled by Susan’s hovering over Harold’s face, tapped Greg and whispered an instruction. He got up on his knees and positioned himself, his cock stiff and wondrously long and thick. Marci prepared herself to receive it. She willed him on, her hands, waving him in. I could see the tension rising on her face. It escalated to a state of fear. He bent over Marci and her hands reached down to guide his cock. She rubbed it up and down her slit, then heaved herself into the tip. He entered slowly. Marci looked at me, watching my face as he began to fuck her. Suddenly startled, she winced and pushed on his shoulders.

“Fuck Greg! Slow! Jesus. You’re so fucking big!” He slowed, but she continued to wince. “Okay… Slow, Greg… Just a little more… Oh, Fuck! Greg, just like this now.”

Only very slowly could she accommodate him. Bit by bit, I watched his cock disappear into Marci. It really didn’t look like it could fit. How Susan could manage it so easily I didn’t know.

“OH! OH! OH! STOP!!!” Marci pushed on his shoulders again. “I don’t know… Oh, Fuck!” She gritted her teeth but her face relaxed. A slow rhythm commenced. She was now taking him all the way in. “Oh Jesus! Oh fuck, Greg…. Okay… This, just like this now…. Okay… Oh, fuck!  I’m going to come! Greg! Oh shit… Greg, don’t push too hard now… Oh Shit… I’m coming!!! FUCK!!! OH GOD!!!”

A combination of pain and bliss erupted over Marci from head to toe. She alternated between heaving herself into Greg as hard as she could, then wincing and wailing in pain. Her fingernails dug into his flesh and left marks.

“Greg! Come in me! You have to come too! Oh God!!! Are you coming? Yes! YES! I can feel it! Oh, fuck! Greg! YOU’RE COMING INSIDE ME!” Marci looked at me as she said this, her face a mix of agony, defeat, and a euphoric disbelief.

I couldn’t believe it. The words, “Come in me” pierced like a longbow. Psychic pain ricocheted through my brain. I envisioned jets of cum streaming from his submerged cock and pooling inside Marci, her mind and voice willing it, wanting this. I was convulsing with an exquisite agony no one could see. I watched as Greg collapsed on top of her and listened to her panting. As they calmed down, she gently stroked his back, kissed his cheek, pressed him into her.

He slowly withdrew. Inch by inch it came, released almost reluctantly by her precious lips, which seemed to grip his cock and protest his exit. Marci was multi-orgasmic, but surely not now. His tip finally emerged, dripping with cum. He got up on his knees. Marci looked at me, then sat up to take his cock into her mouth. She closed her eyes and, inch by inch, those lips I’d kissed a thousand times slowly inhaled his cock. She could only manage half of it at best. She drained Greg of his remaining essence, then calmly released him.

Her bottom lip was dripping. She ran a finger over it then kissed the tip of his cock. Mercifully, he was losing his erection. There would not be a repeat performance.

Greg laid next to her breathing heavily. Susan was still hovering over Harold, grinding herself into his tongue and moaning in apparent ecstasy. Marci moved next to them and climbed over Harold’s cock. She guided it in, then reached for Susan, pulling her upright so she could fondle her breasts.

Susan was caught unawares. She turned to see Marci now fucking Harold and repositioned herself over his face so she could face her. She moaned more elaborately, grinding herself more fervently into his face. Susan and Marci kissed and fondled each other, pulling on each other’s breasts. Harold heaved into Marci, lifting her up in the air. She didn’t have to move now. She held her pussy over his cock and he rammed himself into it. Susan began to come, and this inspired Marci and Harold. Their orgasms blended into one.

“Come in me, Harold! I WANT YOU TO COME IN ME, HAROLD! OH FUCK!!! I’M COMING AGAIN!!!” She hugged Susan as both of their bodies writhed in orgasm. Harold bucked into Marci as Susan lifted off his face. He grunted as he streamed into Marci. Her buttocks clenched. She was bearing down on his cock, squeezing his shaft. When he was finished, Susan and Marci rolled to his side. They were panting as they held each other in a febrile embrace, soaked in lovemaking. Marci’s leg went over Susan. She was now leaking cum from two men.

I couldn’t look or not look.

Marci rolled off Susan and laid between her and Harold. They were all spent. Meg went over to the bar and returned with fresh towels for each of them. Marci sat up and rubbed her face, then her body. She spread her legs and wiped between them, then got off the bed and went to the pool. She got in and submerge, then stood and wiped her face. Susan followed, and then Greg and Harold.

Meg sat and gave me a kiss. I felt the need for urgent release, but not yet. I wanted to savor the experience of Marci’s performance, of Susan’s orgasm with Harold, of all I had witnessed that evening, and feel the mysterious pain and euphoria brewing in my soul. I was afraid if I didn’t pace myself, temper the erotic fervor, my next orgasm could be fatal. Meg seemed to sense where I was and didn’t press.

We heard them laughing in the pool and I felt like was waking from a dream. Meg was soothingly rubbing my thigh.

“She did that for you, you know,” she said. I felt she might have been more specific.

“Did what?”

“I’m talking about Marci. She fucked Greg and Harold for you. She knew it would excite you. It did, I could tell.” She gripped my still aching cock, which had previously been pumping precum all over her fingers.

“She told me she was going to.”

“I couldn’t do it with Greg. I told him I couldn’t. He’s too big.”

“I noticed that myself. I wasn’t sure Marci would be able to follow through. For a moment, it looked unlikely.”

“Susan said it took her a while. I’m glad you and Harold aren’t that way. No offense.”

“None took.”

“I’m just going to have a taste,” she said. She took my cock in her mouth and, rather than suck, she just held there. The effect was wonderful. I responded with haste.

“Hmm. I like that. I like to feel it grow in my mouth.”

“It was lovely.”

“Did you ever think I’d have your cock in my mouth, Ryan?”

“No. At least, well… Let me backtrack here. Is it okay if I say yes?”

“Of course! I’ve thought of you eating me out. Susan told me you were terrific. So is Harold.”

“I began thinking of you in that way after he told me about your Europe trip. I had to imagine you naked in the sauna.”

“It was quite an experience. Susan should try it.”

“I think she will. She’s pretty much up for anything these days.”

“So am I, Ryan… Listen. I want to make love to you. I feel I have to make love to you—but not here. Too much has already happened. Maybe I could see you later tonight in your room? I know Susan and Marci won’t mind.”

Though I had no reason to be, I was floored by the suggestion. It felt like cheating, which was crazy. We could have moved to the bed right then and not raised an eyebrow. Regardless, it didn’t sit exactly right.

“Ryan, you don’t have to say yes now. Think about it.”

“I will.”

“We all love Marci, by the way. She’s a catch.”

“I agree. I feel lucky.” I took a moment before continuing. “She’s worried it won’t last. So am I.”

“The ‘vacation wife’ thing? Probably not. She could just be your other wife. Why not? You all get along so well, and we know how Susan feels about her. She made that clear tonight. If she was Harold’s vacation wife, I’d move her right in.”

“That would be something. Two full-time wives.”

“You’ll figure it out. Hey! Then I could be your vacation wife.” She laughed.

“I suspect we will figure it out.”

Meg smiled. “Good. Now let’s go join them in the pool.”

∞∞∞
 
“Hey you guys!” said Susan. They were spread out. I wondered if they had exhausted all matters sexual but was soon convinced this wasn’t the case.

“We were watching you two,” said Marci. “We thought you and  Meg were going to consummate your new relationship. The evening is still young.”

“No it isn’t,” said Susan. “It must be after midnight.”

“Yeah, like I said.”

Meg whispered in Marci’s ear, who smiled and nodded. She gave Meg a cordial kiss on the lips, then whispered in Susan’s ear, who also smiled.

Greg got out of the tub to search for his watch. It was in his shorts by the bar. “It’s not even eleven… Can I get anyone anything?”

“Why don’t we come over there?” said Susan. We followed her out of the pool and discovered there was exactly the right number of clean towels left for us each to have one.

We dried off. Only Susan elected to wear a towel around her waist. The rest of us were comfortable naked.

“I don’t think I should drink anymore,” said Marci. “I might do something foolish I’ll regret later.”

That got a laugh.

“Honey, do we have champagne?” asked Susan, speaking to Greg. We were back in form now.

“A case.” He left to retrieve champagne stored in the downstairs fridge.

“A little bourbon, Harold?” I asked, going around the bar. These were the first words I’d spoken to him since watching him screw Marci and eat my wife. This too struck me as funny.

“Sure. Thanks.” He sat on the stool next to Susan and Meg sat next to her.

“Sit here, Marci,” said Meg, patting the stool next to her. “I want to hear all about your day.” This drew an appreciative chuckle.

“Thanks, but I think I’ll stand for a while.” Susan gave her a knowing grin. Though I was guessing, I think we all knew why Marci preferred to stand. This knowledge made me wince and wonder if anything had changed.

Greg arrived with two bottles of champagne and poured for everyone. I gave him the bartending post and sat next to Meg. Marci stood at my side with her hand on my shoulder. I gave her a kiss. To my left and right were naked breasts belonging to three sexually fluid women. I knew it would take me the rest of my life to sort the evening’s events, and still dancing in my head was the prospect of Meg’s earlier proposal for a hotel rendezvous. I simply put it out of mind and decided to enjoy this moment. I couldn’t have been happier.

It was a beautiful night in Mexico.





Chapter 34: The Late Show
A NIGHT TO REMEMBER, AND THEN SOME
Contrary to popular opinion, I was developing the impression a woman’s libido was more robust than a man’s. It was common knowledge that men, once sated via a single orgasm, were as useful to a sexually aroused woman as burnt toast, especially to a multi-orgasmic woman. Though not in the same league as Marci, it wasn’t unusual for Susan to have multiple orgasms, with each one of equal degree. As mentioned previously, Marci enjoyed a range of orgasms, from tiny to large with several steps in between.

In evolutionary terms, perhaps it was similar to a harvest. You didn’t go to the orchard to pick a single apple. You brought along a bucket and filled it up. That’s a rather pointless observation unless comparing a woman’s sexual appetite to her evolutionary instinct to harvest a man’s seed—the more the better. Even with billions of avid sperm, one man’s genetic material might not suffice to secure hereditary offspring.

Nature’s remedy was to dial up a woman’s libido by giving her the potential for multiple orgasms. As bargains go, I felt women got the better one, though of course, it was not without penalty. They were the ones who had to endure childbirth and an often ornery monthly visitor.

But this didn’t explain the evening’s unabashed sapphism. Was it merely recreational? Or did it serve a purpose? This erotic plasticity must have a function, but thanks to the evenings liquid nourishment, the wine, bourbon, champagne, and cognac, I was incapable of deducing exactly what that function might be.

Perhaps its sole function was to prime the pumps. I knew I felt erotically supercharged. The evening’s forthright displays of female bisexually made the men abnormally eager to satisfy their other needs, the ones drearily and subconsciously based in the laws of evolutionary science. One sure way for a woman to get a man eager to deliver his seed was to have sex with another woman right in front of him. I knew I was putting my finger on the scale, skewing the argument in my favor, but I could see the logic here. As Marci had said, she was doing it for me.

I realized this didn’t also mean she wasn’t doing it for herself. There was something purer about a woman’s love for another woman. Who else could know themselves better? Along with that knowingness was a sisterhood, a bonding beyond the male’s reach or gaze.

These musings filled my mind as Harold, possessor of a hollow leg, drove Meg, Marci, and me back to the hotel. He also felt secure in the knowledge that anything was legal as long as one could afford it.

As we were not stretching our intellectual boundaries that evening, the subject of Greg’s dick came up for the drive home.

“Like I was telling Ryan,” said Meg. “It was too much for me.”

“If I had a bag of frozen peas I’d be sitting on it,” said Marci. “But it was kind of kinky to hold it.”

“I know,” said Meg. “I’m not saying I didn’t like it. I just knew I didn’t want to have it inside me.”

“That’s how I feel about all dicks,” I said, feeling I should chip in.

Harold nodded his agreement.

We arrived at our hotel. There was a samba band, or rather a quartet, playing in the lobby, and a surprising number of guests milling about for such a late hour. It was near one in the morning. I wasn’t sure if the earlier agenda set forth by Meg was still active.

“Hey!” said Marci. “Let’s order some champagne for the room!” She walked to the lobby desk to put in a request,  and I wasn’t sure if she meant it for the four of us or the two of us. When she returned, she said they would send it right up. We proceeded to the stairs and, rather than saying goodnight to Meg and Harold once on the landing, they followed us to our room.

Once there, Marci excused herself and went into the bathroom.

“Poor girl,” said Meg. “I think she’s really hurting.”

“Is there anything I should do?” I asked.

“Yeah,” said Meg. “Give her a break from her vacation wife duties. She’ll be fine tomorrow.”

Marci returned wearing a hospitality robe.

“You okay?” asked Meg.

“I’m great! Is the champagne here? I need like a gallon of that stuff.”

“You were only gone a minute,” said Harold. “It’ll be here soon.”

We were standing in the center of the room. I wasn’t sure of the protocol for having guests other than Susan. There were the bed and two occasional chairs for seating. Before I could shift into hosting duties, Marci told Harold to take one of the chairs and sat in the other one.

With that settled, Meg and I sat on the bed facing them.

“This feels like a high school dance,” said Marci.

“How so?” asked Harold.

She laughed. “We’re waiting for Ryan and Meg to make their moves.”

“Oh, thanks for the pressure!” said Meg. She turned to me. “Ryan, we don’t have to do anything.”

I couldn’t think of an appropriate reply and having Harold in the room made me hesitant to say anything. Plus, reorienting to the hotel had interrupted the tempo of the evening.

“I already diddled Harry,” said Marci. “The least you could do, Ryan, is diddle Meg. It’d be rude not to.”

“It’s ‘Harold’,” said Harold. “Not ‘Harry’.”

“Look at you getting bossy,” replied Marci. “See, Meg, you let them fuck you and they think they own you.” Of course, she laughed. Her mention of diddling Harold put the image of her on top of his cock front and center. She knew what she was doing by mentioning it. I felt myself reviving in a way that could be measured.

Knowing it might also help, she opened her robe to reveal she was naked. Harold looked and smiled. This completed my resuscitation and reset the general mood.

Meg got off the bed and stood in front of me. “Unbutton my blouse, Ryan.” She put her hands on my shoulders.

I started from the untucked bottom and slowly undid her buttons. She smiled, then bent to kiss my lips. As her blouse fell open I admired how lovely her bra looked, and the pert way she filled it.

A knock announced the arrival of room service with the champagne. Harold answered the door. I glanced at Marci who made no move to cover herself. Meg sat on the bed without closing her blouse.

As should have been expected, Chloe, the Forrest Gump of our hotel, pushed a service cart into our room topped with two ice-buckets holding the champagne. Being unfettered by a decorum of any kind, she looked languidly at Marci, fully exposed in the chair, then at Meg on the bed, whose blouse was clearly undone. Her unwavering stares were only broken when Harold asked if there was anything for him to sign.

She handed him a receipt contained in a slim wallet. He signed it and she left.

Marci and Meg erupted into giggles, like two high school girls who had pulled a prank, and Harold poured the champagne. As everyone was thirsty, and as it had been at least a half hour from our last drink, we drained our glasses and Harold refilled them. That took care of the first bottle.

Meg told me to stand in front of her. I saw no reason not to comply and, once firmly settled as instructed, my left side facing Harold and Marci, she undid the button to my shorts and pulled down my zipper. She opened the shorts and pushed them down to my thighs. My legs, being slightly separated, kept them there.

As she pulled down the front of my briefs, my erection escaped in a comical fashion and seemed to startle her. She released a small laugh and took it in her hand, gave it a gentle stroke and squeeze, and put it in her mouth. Her eyes closed as her tongue examined this new addition to her mouth. This felt lovely and warm and, as before, Meg simply savored it, slowly and gently.

When she released my cock from her mouth, she held it up with her palm and licked my balls, tenderly lifting each one, curling her tongue over them wonderfully. I heard Marci release an appreciative sigh.

Meg worked in slow motion. It was a technique I’d never experienced, and it produced an unfathomable tension that was making me delirious. My knees began to shake.

She pushed my shorts and underwear to the floor. I stepped out of them and removed my shirt as she stood to remove the rest of her clothes. Once done, she laid across the bed, slightly opened her legs and raised one knee. I got on the bed intending to reciprocate her oral overture, but she pulled me up beside her, half turning into me.

She was demonstrating there was no hurry. She kissed me gently, first on my lips, then my neck, then down my chest and up to my lips again. I gently felt her breasts, my fingers slowly circling her nipples, lightly pinching them, generally teasing them. She moaned and pressed her belly into my cock. I slipped a hand down between her legs and lightly fingered her pubic hair before drawing a fingertip along her slit. Her breasts heaved as her body undulated in response. I squeezed her ass and pulled her into me. She rolled onto her back, taking me with her, as her legs separated. We embraced, but gingerly, letting our erotic heat speak in subtle ways before releasing its full fury.

I repositioned on the bed to kneel between her legs. She raised both knees, spreading her legs even further. I dipped my head and licked around her slit, probing with the tip of my tongue. She moaned avidly as her back arched. I reached a hand to her heart as my tongue slipped inside. It explored gently, savoringly, as her musk filled my nostrils. She smelled heavenly. I licked around her center, drawing tighter circles, escaping here and there to taste her thigh, the fold between her vulva and leg. Her pelvis began a slow rhythm, gently rolling in response.

I kissed her delicate lips, then licked her clit. I felt the small bud quivering against my tongue. I circled it and she heaved into me, then began another rolling motion, which increased in scope.

“That’s it, Ryan! Oh, please!!! That’s it! Right there!!! Her body shuddered before going rigid, then she erupted in shuddering spasms. She pressed my head down as she rode the last of her convulsions.

We embraced. She smothered me in kisses. My cock slipped between her legs and into her invitingly warm silkiness. She heaved herself into my cock, gripping my buttocks, and we began a slow rhythm here too. It was like riding a small wave bathing me in bliss and warmth. She cooed in my ear. “This is so nice, Ryan. Just like this.”

I tried to savor it, but all of my instincts, now fueled by a nighttime of erotic fervor, couldn’t be contained. I started to thrust madly. She put her legs straight into the air and then over my shoulders. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she said. “Ryan! You’re fucking me!!! OH GOD!!!”

I lifted my torso and looked into her eyes. She smiled as her body shook beneath me and her pert breasts and nipples brushed my chest. Everything felt right about this union. I liked this woman. I knew this woman, and admired her, and now I was making love to her. Of course, it felt right. Why shouldn’t it? She was a woman and I was a man. We were equipped to enjoy each other this way and had removed the dogma that had kept our bodies separate.

We had freed ourselves from “thou shan’t” and with our spouse’s consent. We were acknowledging what had already existed between us but had never before given expression. We had both wondered about this and now we knew the answer to the question:

What would it be like if we made love?

This

“Oh, Ryan…” she said. “You feel so good.” She pulled me down for a kiss. “I knew making love to you would be this way… OH GOD! YES! OH RYAN, I’M GOING TO COME!!!

Along with me, she came for a second time, our bodies noisily slapping together out of control. I grunted like a wild man with my final releases. I felt my cock pulse as I streamed into her, her muscles contracting around my shaft, squeezing, willing every bit of my essence free.

I couldn’t believe it. Meg and I had just made love.

I rolled beside her and we cuddled, stroked, fondled, offered and returned tender kisses. As we settled down, I heard the door open and close.

I looked. Both Marci and Harold had left.





Chapter 35: Rise And Shine
ANOTHER DAY IN PARADISE
I heard a rattling of dishes, a rolling cart, and the soft thump of a door closing. I opened my eyes. Meg, still asleep, was naked with one leg over my thighs and her left hand on my chest. We weren’t covered, having lost the top sheet at some point during the night.

Marci came into view wrapped in a towel.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” she said.

“Who was that?”

“Who?”

“I heard someone leaving.”

“Oh, that was room service.”

I lifted my head to see the service cart, then at Meg, lying naked over me without cover.

“You mean you let them in?” I eyeballed naked Meg to highlight why I thought the question was an important one.

“Yeah. You should have seen his face.” She laughed. “Don’t worry. I don’t think Meg will mind.”

I tapped Meg’s shoulder. Her eyes opened and she offered a dreamy smile, then kissed my cheek. She rolled off me, removing her leg from its rather immodest position and looked at Marci.

“Hi, Marci.”

“Hey, Meg. Do you guys want coffee?”

We nodded and sat up against the headboard. Marci gave us each a cup.

“Where’s Harold?” asked Meg.

“He’s still in your room. He needed more sleep.”

“Did you keep him up all night?” asked Meg, smiling.

“Hey, I don’t kiss and tell.” Marci gave me a wink.

“That’s nice of you.”

“Did you two have fun?” Marci was now sitting on the bed next to me.

“Ryan was lovely.”

“He’s such a good boy,” said Marci, ruffling my hair. “I was jealous. We watched you guys, you know.”

“We were here,” I said. “We know.”

Marci smiled.

“How are you feeling?” asked Meg. There was no need to frame the question more specifically, though Marci thought otherwise.

“You mean my twat? I’m okay. It’s not sore anymore. Why? What did you have in mind?”

Meg laughed.

It was clear we were all in good spirits. We drank our coffee and chatted amicably. I wasn’t sure what zone I was in. I was lying naked in bed with Meg and we were talking with Marci, my vacation wife. I didn’t know what this made Meg. My vacation mistress? Unfortunately, I recalled the evening before when Meg opened my shorts and took my cock in her mouth. Naturally, I started getting an erection.

Marci stared at it and chuckled. “Who is that for?”

Meg looked. “It’s pointing at you, Marci.”

My cock grew even more, thanks to the attention, and began to center itself.

“I don’t know,” said Marci. “Now it looks undecided.”

It extended further and pointed at my navel.

“I’d say it’s up for grabs now,” said Meg.

“Are you doing that?” asked Marci.

“What?” I asked.

“Moving your dick like that.”

“No. It’s working on its own at the moment.”

“Have you noticed Ryan and Harold are the same?” asked Marci.

Meg nodded. “I noticed. They’re both nice. Not bendy or too veiny.”

“Have you ever seen a two-tone?” asked Marci. “I can’t handle those.”

“No,” said Meg. “I knew one guy who had a big lump on his. It was awful.”

“Yuck,” said Marci.

I wondered if they’d forgotten I was right there.

“These things are so amazing,” said Marci, now examining my cock like it was an interesting seashell.

“I know,” said Meg. They were both staring at it now and my situation was hopeless.

“What should we do?” asked Marci.

“I can’t do anything,” said Meg. “I’ll be with Gail later. She doesn’t like it when I’ve been with a man before her.”

“Why not?”

“She knows when a man has come in me. She says it makes me taste different.”

“Ladies,” I said. “I’m right here. You don’t have to do anything.”

Marci was stuck on the Gail thing. She picked up my cock to give her hand something to do and pressed on.

“Didn’t Ryan come in you last night?”

“I know. I wasn’t supposed to let that happen.” Meg looked at me. “It’s okay. I liked it. I knew I would.”

“Wow,” said Marci. “Being a lesbian takes a lot of planning.”

“I’m not a lesbian.”

“Right. You like men too.”

“Gail’s a true lesbian. Emily goes both ways.”

“Like us,” said Marci. So, she had decided. Until this point I wasn’t really sure how she felt after Susan performed oral sex on her. I knew she liked it at the time, but wasn’t sure it would stick. She slapped my cock against my belly.

Marci looked at Meg. “When is the last time you beat a guy off?”

“Not that long ago. Harold likes it.”

“I mean just beat off. No oral.”

“That’s what I meant.”

I was now releasing precum. Marci attended to it with a surgical lick.

A knock on the door signaled Harold’s arrival. He entered looking bright and shiny.

“Hi, honey!” said Meg. She got out of bed to give him a kiss.

“Am I interrupting anything?” he asked.

“We were just looking at Ryan’s dick,” said Marci.

“Someone’s got to keep an eye on it,” said Harold. “Is that coffee fresh?”

Meg fixed him a cup, retreated to the bathroom, then returned wearing my hospitality robe. Marci was still holding my dick. I tapped her hand to get her attention and motioned I was getting up.

She frowned. “I was hoping we could have a contest.”

“What kind of contest?” I asked, fearing I knew the answer.

She pumped my cock and smiled, but didn’t respond. She rose from the bed letting her towel drop, so I wrapped it around my waist. “What are we doing today?” she asked. “Should I get dressed or put on my bathing suit?”

“I could use a swim,” I said. She went onto the balcony to get her suit, which had been drying over a chair.

“I think she’s all better now, Ryan,” said Meg.

I was about to say “good”, but thought it would have sounded self-serving. Saying “good for her” wouldn’t have sounded any better. Marci returned, vigorously shaking out her suit.

“It’s got sand in it,” she said.

“So you stepped inside to shake it out.” I said, observantly.

“Oh, right.” She stepped into her bottoms and then organized the top to put it on. Once done, she fiddled with her boobs to make them fit properly.

I poured a second cup of coffee and sat on the edge of the bed. So far, the day lacked momentum. I knew a swim with Marci would liven things up, but as for the rest of the day I was drawing a blank. For the first time that week I felt erotically depleted. It was like losing my compass, but I knew recharging wouldn’t be an issue. The mere sight of Marci in her suit was already inspiring me. The depletion wasn’t physical, but emotional. I needed to take stock of the week’s events, and particularly those of the day and night before.

Meg and Harold were seated in the two occasional chairs and looked like a lovely couple having a morning chat over coffee. Marci had begun tidying the room. She picked up the clothes I’d shed the night before and folded them, putting my underwear in our communal laundry bag. In her suit, she was every man’s dream come true. Beyond her looks, her facile manner, her humor and witty asides, her broad intelligence which she kept hidden, would turn that dream of the perfect woman into an impossible obsession for any man.

And here she was, happy with me, harboring strident wishes that our current arrangement, this marital hybrid, this dyadic aberration of being a “Vacation Wife”, be turned into something else, something permanent.

And Susan, by all accounts, was on board with this possibility.

But what about all the rest? The extramarital couplings? Susan’s deft display of physical affections for Harold, Meg, and Susan, as well as Greg? Why had we switched things up like that? Why had I just spent the night with Meg? Why had she spent the night with me? Why did Marci fuck Greg, then Harold?

I already knew the answers. Marci and Susan knew their sexual gymnastics with other men and women drove me even closer to them. They weren’t setting a new course. They were demonstrating their power, their infinite ability to drive me deliriously mad with erotic fervor—for them.

What then about Meg? Did sleeping with her produce a similar effect in Susan and Marci? Or was Meg a gift? Was she to balance the ledger? I wasn’t sure, which made my coupling with Meg feel more transgressive. But was it? For a brief few days, the six of us had stepped into an otherworldly realm where our honest desires were given freedom to roam. I’d always found Meg attractive, an attraction I’d kept buried, as had she apparently, and now we had let it out. The result was a warm and loving experience. It wasn’t sordid. Not in the least. It wouldn’t lead anywhere else. I knew that to be true. But we would always have this shared experience, and it would make us closer whether it was ever repeated or not.

And there Meg sat with her loving husband, and they were perhaps now even more in love. They’d gifted each other the freedom of expression. They were both permitted to have feelings, even sexual feelings, for someone else. It didn’t open a floodgate. Neither of them were out rampaging for anonymous sexual encounters. None of us were. Freedom was the ultimate gift. It was the freedom to be yourself.

“Ah-oh,” said Marci. “I think we’ve lost Ryan.”

“He’s a thinker,” said Harold. “He’s always drifting into the nuances and finer details of things. It’s what makes him a good lawyer.”

“Are you okay, Ryan?” asked Meg.

“I’m fine. I was just thinking over the last couple days.”

“It’s pretty much all on the surface, Ryan,” said Harold. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

“Why did we do it?” I asked, which surprised me.

“You have to be more specific,” said Harold.

“Why did Meg and I make love last night?”

“Because we wanted to,” said Meg. “And now we have. It was lovely. I’ll never forget it.”

“And that’s okay?”

“Between all of us?” asked Harold. “Of course it is. Otherwise, it would never have happened. Will it go in our Christmas letter? No.”

Marci sat and put her arm around me.

“It was lovely, Meg,” I said. “I’ll never forget it either.”

“And Harold will never forget Susan or Marci,” she said.

“See,” said Marci, rubbing my back. “It’s all good. The next time you see Meg you’ll be able to think of having your dick inside her.”

Meg laughed. “That’s right. Me too.”

I knew I could count on Marci to lightened the mood. She was right. Above all, what we would return home with were our new memories. They would be good memories, and they would fuel us for a lifetime.





Chapter 36: And Here We Are
A SWIM, WALK, THEN A SURPRISE
Exhibiting Olympian form, I raced Marci southward along the shore for a good quarter mile. Being competitive, she remained side-by-side the entire way. She was an athletic woman which was a natural trait. She didn’t work out aside from enjoying a daily run that covered three miles—no more, no less.

As I ran out of steam she swam ahead for fifty meters, realized she was alone, and circled back with boundless energy. I wished we hadn’t eaten lunch before exerting ourselves.

“Pussy,” she said, once we intersected. For good measure, she dunked me, adding emphasis to my depleted state. We swam ashore and beached ourselves like two panting shipwreck survivors.

She had removed her top to eliminate the “unfair drag”. I noticed it was no longer looped around her shoulder for transport.

“Aren’t you missing something?” I asked.

“What?”

I looked at her naked breasts. She looked down and then back at me.

“I told you I was taking it off. It’s like swimming with a drag-chute if I don’t.”

“Yes, but where is it now?”

She looked at her shoulder. “Fuck. This is bad.”

“Maybe we’ll see it walking back. The tide is coming in.” There was a couple a hundred yards off closing in. She turned to her stomach, supporting her torso on her elbows. Her nipples brushed the sand leaving adorable traces.

“Fuck I love this,” she said. “I’ve never felt this good before.”

“Workouts always feel good.”

“I’m not talking about that. I mean this, lying on the beach topless with you in Mexico, just hanging out.”

“I love it too.”

She pushed me down and leaned over my chest. I loved the feel of her naked breasts on my skin. She gave me a soulful kiss then moved herself into a sitting position over my crotch. She spread my arms and held them down at the wrists, then dragged her breasts over my lips.

“You really are a pussy,” she said. “See? I’m dominating you.”

I looked at the approaching couple. It seemed to be our fate that other people would intrude on our space whenever we were on the beach in compromising positions.

“You’d better lay on your stomach,” I nodded at the approaching couple.

“I don’t care. They can see my titties if they want. Does that make you hot?” She wiggled her bottom into my groin. It gave her the response she was looking for.

“Nonetheless,” I said, pushing her off and over into the sand, belly down. Thirty seconds later the couple passed. Marci gave them a sunshiny hello.

She surveyed the beach in both directions. How the beach could be so empty was a mystery. I guessed being on the south of Tulum meant we were away from the major tourist points.

Marci got to her knees and pulled down my trucks.

“There’s my little feller,” she said, laughing.

“Little?”

She bent over and took me into her mouth. It felt especially warm on my cock after being in my wet suit. I was instantly erect.

“Fuck me,” she said.

“I thought you were out of commission.”

“You mean from Greg? Boy, that was something.”

“I could see it was difficult.”

“You liked that, huh? Watching me fuck Greg?”

“I didn’t not like it. We both know how that goes now.”

“To tell you the truth, I didn’t like it at all at first. He’s just too big. Then I got excited because you were watching, and then I dug it, but I don’t want to do it again. I don’t know how Susan manages.”

“It’s a mystery.”

She rolled on her back, lifted her legs, and took off her bottoms in one graceful sweep. Marci was grace in motion when she put her mind to it. She climbed over me dead center.

“Here goes,” she said. She slowly inserted my cock, wincing, but not in response to anything. It was an anticipatory wince.

“We’re okay here.” She started a rhythm, slowly raising and lowering herself. “Oh, fuck, this is nice… Ryan, you’re so perfect… this is so much better...” She laid on top of me and rolled us over. I held myself up on my arms and began thrusting slowly. In the bright sunlight she looked goddess-like. She looked that way all the time, really.

“You look beautiful,” I said, beginning to breathe heavily.

“It won’t last, you know…” Her eyes now looked dreamy.

“Of course it will. You’ll always be you in there. We’re all going to get older.” I slowed my pace, which made her impatient.

“Fuck me, Ryan!”

“I am fucking you.”

“You’ll always want to fuck me, right?”

“Marci, you know I will.” I slowed down, moving my cock smoothly and gently in and out, letting the tip of my cock greet her lips with each pass.

Her impatience increased and her face acquired a yearnful look. “FUCK ME RYAN!” Her pelvis thrust into me. I still held back. “Oh God, Ryan… I love you so much! You make me so crazy… Oh God this is nice… Oh, but now, Ryan… I can’t take it! FUCK ME HARDER!!!”

I did.

“Oh, Oh yes! Ryan! God… Oh God! MORE!!! HARDER!!! FUCK ME!!!”

I dialed it to eleven. She held her breath and then released.

“Oh, Ryan, here I go… Oh fuck!!! Oh fuck!!! OH GOD RYAN!!!”  She heaved her pelvis as she pulled me in tight, her arms caressing me. She lifted into each thrust, carrying me into her orgasm. Every pulse of my cock carried me deeper and deeper into her soul. As we both erupted, small waves lapped over our legs, bringing a few of the earth's elements into our nexus—water, earth, the tropical air, plus the nuclear sun. It felt like we’d slipped into the collective bliss of the universe.

I fell beside her gulping for air.

We dipped into the ocean to cool off and collect ourselves. Once restored, we embraced and kissed, then returned to shore and began our walk back to the hotel.

There was no sign of Marci’s top. It was an article of clothing I would truly mourn as it fit her so well. Being topless at the hotel’s beach suited its general scheme of liberty so it didn’t matter. We regained the cabana where we’d left towels and her cover-up. Propped up on pillows to view the sea, we would have resembled Antony and Cleopatra in Alexandria overlooking their fleet.

Chloe, once again exhibiting her roaming duties at the hotel, appeared as if teleported. She was again topless and greeted us warmly, which was a step out of character. Her normal routine was to stand silently until she was noticed.

“Would you two like anything?”

“Hi, Chloe,” I said. “Maybe something light and restorative. What would you recommend?”

“A pina colada smoothie. They make them special. They’re not so alcoholic.”

“Two please.”

“You like her small tits,” said Marci, once Chloe left. She wasn’t wrong, but I hadn’t been giving them special notice.

“It’s safe to say I don’t mind them, but I love yours and Susans. Meg’s are nice too. I guess you could say I like breasts. I won’t deny it.”

“They are nice,” she said, feeling her own to confirm this sentiment.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“You and Susan.”

“Yes?”

“This morning with Meg, when she said something about Gail and Emily, and that Emily went both ways, you said ‘like us’.”

Marci sat up, looked at me, then out to the sea. She took another beat before speaking.

“Ryan?”

“Yes?”

“I think I’m falling in love with Susan.

On the surface, this wasn’t news, as I already knew she loved Susan. But the way she said it now meant the degree of her love for Susan had shifted. I didn’t respond, suspecting she had more to say.

“When she ate me out I knew it,” she said. “I had to have Susan too. And you. I needed to love you both in the same way.”

“I think that’s what Susan was telling you. She loves you the way I love you.”

“Do you really think so?”

“I do.”

Marci sat up even more, like she’d just received splendid news, and gave me an excited kiss.

“Oh, Ryan. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

“It is wonderful.”

Chloe arrived with our rum smoothies. We took long sips and I succumbed to brain-freeze. It took a moment for it to pass, and I took another long sip.

“I can’t tell you what I’m imagining,” said Marci.

“Does this mean you’re going to tell me? I’m not sure how to respond.”

“I keep imagining Susan and me together. We’re both naked, and we’re fondling each other and I mean, really intimately now. Not friendly hugging or goofing off. And then I spread her legs and go down and she tastes so sweet, and she’s so appreciative, and I make her come. I can’t really imagine what that will feel like. I know how it felt when she made me come that way.”

“And you’re sure you want to do it?”

“Oh, God yes. I want to do it all the time. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“That’s quite a leap.”

“I know, right? I’m surprised myself. I never thought I could eat a woman, and all I can think of now is eating Susan. I think she knew I might feel that way once she did it to me. When I saw her with Meg, I got really jealous. That’s when I really knew I wanted to know Susan that way.”

“It’s been quite a trip,” I said.

“It has.” She chuckled over something.

“What?” I asked. “What’s so funny?”

“Me! I was just thinking about something you said, you know, about the view during oral sex?”

“Yeah. I remember.”

“Well, I was thinking about going down on Susan, and my nose is right there sitting on top of her puss, and my tongue is inside her licking up and down, and I look up and see her pussy is right there, and I raise my gaze and see Susan looking at me and smiling, watching me eat her out, and my tongue is inside her, and I feel her clit on its tip… God, I’m going to come if I don’t shut up.”

“Wow.”

“Jesus, I want to bang again. Finger me.”

“Marci, do you ever reach a point when you’re just entirely satisfied?”

“That’s when I fall asleep.” She laughed. “No, it’s just all this talk is getting to me. Now, just feel me over my suit.”

I looked around. There was no evidence to indicate the surrounding cabanas found us particularly interesting. I slipped my hand under Marci’s suit, cupping her. She swooned. The way her vulva filled my fingers was exhilarating.

“That’s nice. I love your touch. How did you get so good at that, by the way? You know exactly how to touch me.”

“Remember? We taught each other a lot about how we liked to be touched.”

“Was that you? I keep forgetting.” She leaned over and kissed me and returned my favor, slipping her hand into my suit and fondling my balls.

“Isn’t this great?” she said.

“What?”

“To have someone you can just reach over to and fondle when you want. I love touching your balls.”

“They feel the same way.”

We sipped our drinks to the empty mark and I caught Chloe’s attention. She came right over. Perhaps due to the breeze, her nipples now looked taut. Because her breasts were small, they really stood out.

“Two more of these, please,” I said.

“Chloe,” said Marci. “Are you only into women or do you go both ways?”

“Both. Why?” This line of questioning seemed to spark her interest.

“Who do you like more? Men or women?” asked Marci.

“Women.” Chloe, who appeared to have a moment to spare, sat on the edge of the cabana. “Why do you ask? Are you thinking of being with a woman?”

“Yes I am. His wife.”

“Oh. She’s pretty. Does she want you to be with her?”

“We think so.”

“There is no love like the love between two women.” Chloe rose. “Is there anything else?”

“No,” I said. “Just two more drinks, please.”

“On the house.” She left.

“See, aren’t lesbian’s nice?” said Marci.

“She just said she’s bi, but that she prefers women.”

“Okay, bi then. I think I’m going to like this being bi.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to switch teams?”

“God no. I love men, particularly you. I’ll never let you go again.”

“And what is it that you love about men?”

Marci pretended to be counting her fingers, suggesting there was more than one thing she loved about men.

“I already mentioned your balls… I love when you’re making love to me, and you’re holding yourself up on your arms and looking me in the eyes, and your thrusting really hard, and my tits are bouncing around, and I feel your balls smacking my ass—see, balls really count here. When you come, you get a look on your face that just sends me out of this world. Then I can feel you streaming into me and, well. No woman could do that.

“When you lick me, and I feel your stubbly cheeks brushing my thighs, and then you circle my clit with your tongue and know just when to apply pressure… Fuck that’s great.

“Did I mention your balls? When I lick them I just feel so naughty, and I love it. I love the way they feel. And I like to hold them up with my tongue and let go and see them dangle and I want to do it all over again. I’ll lick your balls anytime you want. I can’t do that with a woman.

“Plus, your dick. It fits me just right, and you know how to go out all the way and have it rub my clit, and then you push back in and do it all over again. God, I love that. A woman can’t do that either.”

“I’m glad you like the way I make love to you.”

“Anytime, big guy.”

“Won’t it get old?”

“I didn’t say 24/7. We’ll need breaks too.”

Chloe returned with our reorder. Now that Marci had built a rapport she wanted to make a further inquiry.

“Chloe,” she said. “What’s your favorite thing to do with a woman?”

Chloe resumed her former position on the cabana bed and gave Marci’s question some thought. 

“There’s no one ‘thing’,” she said. “It’s the whole ‘thing’. The kissing, the finger play, licking, then after, just holding each other, falling to sleep in each other’s arms. I can show you if you like.”

I felt that was a thoughtful response. I was expecting mention of strap-ons and wearing dominatrix gear. As it was, she sounded like a normal human being with relatively quotidian desires, much like Marci and me.

“Ah, thanks Chloe,” said Marci. “Maybe some other time.” She smiled and looked at me. “I’ve got my hands full at the moment.” To illustrate her comment, she cupped my balls. Rather than flinch, Chloe smiled.

“I like balls too. Well, you know where I work,” she said, rising to leave. “I’ll see you around.”

∞∞∞
 
We ate a light dinner in the main dining room. Marci had slipped into a slinky jumpsuit constructed of an ethereal fabric that draped her body beautifully, including her bottom, whose fine curves screamed right through the material like it wasn’t even there.

We returned to the room with the half bottle of wine left over from dinner and sat on the balcony to finish it off. A timid moon hung on the low horizon illuminating the ocean. There were gentle waves sweeping the shore.

We had two more night left in Mexico. I wished I had booked a longer stay. As natural as it felt to live my life with Susan, it felt no less natural now being with Marci. She and Susan were like sisters in many ways; similarly built, with near matching skin tones and hair. Even their pubic hair was a match though Marci let hers grow more lush.

Their differences were more in manner and tone, but these differences complemented each other. There was no tension or conflict in how they chose to move through the world. They had no arguments with life. When they occupied the same space, they created a balanced atmosphere. The air was never prickly around them. It was always soothing and comforting.

“That was quite some night last night,” Marci said, whimsically.

“I agree. It was full of surprises.”

“Did I shock you?”

“Yes, several times.”

“Tell me.”

“When you laid with Greg, when I saw you let him touch you, when he fucked you—all of it. It was all a shock. My head nearly exploded.”

“And then I fucked Harold.”

“I saw that. That was also a shock even though you told me you would do it. You told me that on the beach yesterday.”

“It shocked me too.”

“How did it feel to do it? I mean, aside from Greg being so uselessly huge.”

Marci laughed. “I felt like a crazy whore, and I loved it because I knew it would drive you crazy. But I don’t know that I could ever do it again.”

“If we’ve learned anything this summer, it’s to never say never.”

“I won’t sleep with Greg again.”

“I think that ship sailed. Anyway, it’s done. You can’t light the same fuse twice.”

“We got it out of the way.”

“And here we are.”

We were both startled by a knock on the door.

“Are we expecting anyone?” I asked.

“God, I hope it’s not Chloe.”

“There’s only one way to find out.” I went to the door.

It was Susan.

“Hi,” she said. 





Chapter 37: Susan & Marci
WHAT GOES AROUND
“Am I interrupting?” asked Susan as I let her into the room. “I can come back later if you’re busy.”

“Not at all. Marci and I were just sipping wine on the balcony.” She gave me a hug followed by a lingering kiss before looking into my eyes. I could see she was troubled.

Marci joined us. “Hey, Susan! Where’s Greg?” They exchanged hugs, and Marci took one of the occasional chairs.

“He should be home by now. He dropped me off.”

Marci looked surprised but didn’t comment.

“We might have some wine left,” I said. “Would you like a glass?”

“Do you have anything stronger?”

Surprisingly, I had yet to open the room’s minibar. I examined the contents. “We’ve got pretty much anything you could want here. Marci, do you want anything?”

“I’m good with the wine.”

Susan asked for a scotch. I took the ice bucket to the machine on the landing, returned, and made us both a drink.

Susan sat on the bed. Being unsure of my role here, I was torn between sitting next to her or joining Marci in one of the occasional chairs. Before I could decide, Susan started crying, and that settled that. I joined her on the bed and put my arm around her.

She had a good sob, collected herself, took a gulp of her scotch, and smiled.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m being silly.”

“Not at all,” I said. Marci came over and kneeled in front of Susan, taking her hand in her palms.

“What’s wrong?” asked Marci. “Did Greg do something?” She asked in such a way as to suggest holy terror would follow a positive response.

“No! Nothing like that!” said Susan. She wiped her cheek with the knuckle of the thumb holding her drink. “I just missed you guys.”

“I’ve missed you, too, babe,” said Marci brightly. Even though we’d just seen Susan the night before, I knew what she meant. It wasn’t the same dynamic when she was with Greg. Marci sat on the other side of Susan and rubbed her knee. “We both have.”

I gave Susan a one-armed hug. “Why don’t you tell us everything that’s on your mind.”

She stared into space for a moment before getting up to blow her nose. Once finished, she turned, considered what she was about to say, then sat in the occasional chair facing us.

“I don’t want Marci to be your vacation wife anymore.”

Arrows pierced my spleen, and I sensed a panic enveloping Marci. She looked at me with tears beginning to well in her eyes. I shook my head, attempting to telegraph she should remain calm. I knew Susan had more to say.

“I want Marci to be our wife, Ryan. I want us both to be your wife. I know it sounds crazy, but that’s how I feel. I love Marci just as much as I love you.”

Marci cried in earnest, her chin shaking as her lips turned liquid. She began to shiver as if an arctic breeze had blown in from the balcony. I put an arm around her. Susan came over and hugged us both, then kissed Marci firmly on her lips. Marci rose from the bed and they embraced properly, both of them succumbing to tears and sobs.

“I love you too, Susan,” said Marci. “I love you so much!”

“I love you so much too! God, I do. I always have.”

Susan tapped my shoulder, indicating I should rise.

“Let’s give our husband a hug too.”

Marci smiled, tears still streaming her cheeks. After sorting out whose arm would go where the three of us hugged.

Though I felt degrees of happiness which were utterly foreign to me, I couldn’t muster the emotion to reflect it. I was in shock. The idea these two women wanted to share me as their husband was beyond my reach.

After several moments, they composed themselves while using up a full box of Kleenex. Susan emptied her drink and handed me her glass, a wordless communication suggesting a refill was in order. I retrieved the wine from the balcony, poured a glass for Marci, then made two fresh drinks for Susan and myself.

They returned to the bed and were gently showing their affections. I took a chair. A new atmosphere filled the room, and I knew it would take us time to adjust to it. In one fell swoop, all of our lives had changed. We now occupied a space to which none of us could lay claim. We had to figure out a way to fill it together, but how?

In short order, the tears and sobs became giggles and Marci quickly regained form.

“Jesus, Susan, we’ve got to work on your delivery. You scared me shitless there.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know how else to say it.”

“You could have just skipped the ‘I don’t want Marci to be your vacation wife’ part.”

“I see it now. Again, I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “You had to get there somehow.”

“Does this make you happy, Ryan?” asked Susan.

“I’m sure it will when I get it sorted it out in my mind. I’m not there yet.”

“It’s simple, really,’ said Susan. “I already sorted everything out.”

“That was quick,” said Marci. “I’m still climbing back from your opening.” She laughed.

“We’re going to live together, of course. I think we should get one of those really king-sized beds and, well, we can remodel upstairs so Marci and I can have really big closets. We don’t really need that spare room, do we? And we can fix up the guest room so it’s much nicer and one of us can use it, you know if one of us is sick or just needs some space. Don’t you think that could work?”

“Jesus, Susan,” said Marci. “You want me to give up my crappy condo? Let me think about it.” She gave it thirty seconds. “When can I move in?”

Susan gave her a hug. “This is going to be fun. Don’t you think so, Ryan? You have to tell us what you think.”

As I wasn’t sure what I thought about anything at that moment I wasn’t sure what to say. All I did know was that I wanted these two women to be in my life. Most men would have felt they were being handed the brass ring to happiness. I guessed I was afraid to believe what I was hearing, my natural caution keeping my joy at bay.

“I love hearing you two talk about this. We can do anything you two like to the house. Legally there’s not a lot we can do. The last I checked bigamy was illegal.”

“I’ve thought about that too,” said Susan. “Maybe you could divorce me and marry Marci, and then after a year, we’d switch back, and that way one of us would always be legally married to you.”

“That’s a bit out there,” said Marci.

“The law isn’t that elastic,” I said. “I mean, you have to wait a certain period after you file for divorce—it’s not a question of signing some papers and you’re divorced and remarried the same day. Plus, as Marci said. It’s a bit ‘out there’ as ideas go.”

“Well, we can think about it. Maybe every five years we switch it up, and then all go on a honeymoon together.”

“In any case, I don’t think we can get it settled here tonight.”

“No, I suppose not.”

“We could be married,” said Marci to Susan.

Susan’s eyes widened. “Gosh, you’re right. I didn’t think of that.”

Marci was correct. Susan could divorce me and marry Marci. What would that make me? A legal ex-husband and civil ex-boyfriend. I would be double-X’d. That didn’t sit exactly square in my head, but I couldn’t deny it as a possibility.

“I think I need another drink,” I said. “Susan? Marci?”

“Hey!” said Marci. “Get champagne! We need to celebrate! I’m engaged! Or at least something like that.” She laughed.

“Great idea!” said Susan smiling broadly.

I didn’t disagree. Rather than order from room service, I decided to go fetch it myself from the bar. I left them to their planning and descended to the lobby. The service was quick, and soon I was recrossing the lobby holding two buckets of champagne on ice with three champagne flutes nestled in the fingers of my right hand.

As I approached the stairs, I saw Meg and Gail beginning their descent. I waited for them to avoid a mid-stair greeting.

“Looks like you’re having a party,” said Meg. “Can we come?” She laughed. Gail said hello and smiled.

“Just a little bubbly,” I said. “We’re staying in tonight.”

Meg looked at my right hand. “Three glasses? Did you two find a playmate?” She gave me a sly grin that also managed to look like a scorned lover’s scowl. After all, we’d just slept together the night before. She had been naked in bed with me that morning.

“Oh, right,” I said, looking at the three champagne flutes. “You never know when you’ll break one.”

Meg let it go with a smile and kissed my cheek.

Once back in the room I found Marci and Susan lying on the bed facing each other. They sat up when I handed them their champagne.

“To bigamy!” said Marci. We clinked our glasses and drank. “Now kiss me, husband.”

I kissed Marci.

“Now me!” said Susan.

I kissed Susan.

“Champagney… I like that,” she said, before kissing Marci. This triggered Marci into a full-on embrace, and for a moment I thought they were off, but Susan soon broke the embrace to restore her oxygen levels.

She looked at Marci and then me. She had a serious look on her face.

“Ryan, we’ve got something to tell you.” She looked once more at Marci, whose eyes widened.

“Okay.”

Susan held Marci’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “You need to know something about Marci. It will explain a lot.”

Oh my God, I thought. Was she ill? Did she have cancer? A dozen possibilities coursed through my brain before Susan resumed. I felt she had taken a rather long beat before continuing, confirming what Marci had said earlier about her deliveries.

“Marci’s on medication.”

Oh no! I thought. It’s serious. The panic on my face must have registered.

“Oh, it’s okay, Ryan. She’s fine. Really. It’s under control now.”

“What is under control?” I asked impatiently.

“She’s manic depressive, but she’s on meds now. They even things out for her.”

I looked at Marci. She looked afraid like there was a bogeyman in the next room making a racket. I reached for her hand and smiled.

“I wish you had just said that outright, Susan.” I looked back at Marci. “That’s fairly common, Marci. It’s nothing tragic.”

“Yes but, Ryan, you see, her father was one too. That’s why he committed suicide. The thing is, he didn’t get his depression under control. He didn’t believe in treatment.”

It didn’t make sense. Marci was one of the most upbeat women I knew. She was the one to cheer you up when you were down. It never went the other way. It was true at times she needed her space and would drift off into her own world. I was like that myself occasionally. I wasn’t depressed. I just needed to chill from time to time.

“I should have told you, Ryan,” said Marci.

“When did you figure it out?”

“Around Christmas last year. I’d really sunk pretty low. They put me on meds. Until then I couldn’t accept that I could be like my dad.”

“Ryan,” said Susan. “When you and Marci were together before I met you, she was having a hard time with this.”

“We met shortly after her father died.”

“And that’s when she got afraid she might end up like him.”

“I’m right here, guys,” said Marci. “I can tell him.”

“I’m sorry,” said Susan. “Go ahead.”

“You know how I would space out when we were together?” I nodded. “That’s when I started to worry. I didn’t want to put you through what I’d been through with my dad.”

“I knew the suicide had been hard on you, and I understood you needed your space.”

“Not just space or time alone, like I needed to go for a walk or something. I would feel that way for a week or a month at a time, but I fought it because I didn’t want to be that person in front of you. So, as much as I loved you, I knew I had to let you go. I couldn’t let you go through what I went through with my dad. I mean, he got really, really dark there in the end. That’s why I introduced you to Susan. She didn’t know what was going on, but I knew you two would hit it off. Look! You did!”

“You see, Ryan,” said Susan. “You would still be with Marci if she had sorted this out before, gotten the help she didn’t get back then. She would probably be your real wife right now, not me.”

With a crystalline vision, I now understood Marci and I didn’t fail as a couple. We were thwarted from the prospect of forevermore due to her disease, one with which she couldn’t then cope. She was too close to her father’s suicide, and she wasn’t properly equipped to express herself. She didn’t have the ability to cleanse her emotions of sadness. Without rhyme or reason, she would fall into a pit, and there I was improperly armed to be her savior. Instead, I was a reflection of a loss she feared would come, and it had compounded her misery.

And here she now sat hearty and whole, able to trust in a future she felt would never come. Was it possible this was all a coincidence? That on this evening, the truth would reveal itself in an upscale resort hotel room overlooking a shimmering sea? That two women would declare their love for each other and me, both wishing to be my wife? Or, if not by coincidence, had supernatural forces played a hand?

Then it struck me. Was it possible Susan and Marci had engineered the whole summer from day one, from Susan’s “underwear incident” onward?

This last thought really put my mind in a stew.

“Listen,” I said. “I’m going to get some fresh air.”

“Do you want us to come?” asked Susan.

“Not necessary, thanks. You two can carry on with the house remodeling, maybe figure out how to get three sinks in the master bath.” I smiled to indicate my mood was fine. Sometimes, one just needs to get some air.

I descended to the lobby and across the long breezeway that passed the pool and the Mojito Bar and onto the sandy path to the beach. The beach tiki bar was closed, and there were only a few couples laying in the beach canopies. A single twosome exhibited signs of amorous behavior. I walked to the shore and turned north.

A seaward breeze kept the air warm, and the moon produced a beam of reflected light on the ocean out to the horizon. It was quite beautiful and I almost wished I wasn’t alone, then realized being alone might soon become a difficult arrangement.

Might Marci and I have made it as a couple? Could it have worked had she not been hereditarily disadvantaged by a predisposition to manic depression? It was a curse handed from father to daughter, an unwilled inheritance with potentially grim consequences, but it wasn’t her fault. Had she dealt with it openly when we were a couple, we indeed could have made it.

But she wasn’t ready to deal with it.

Where did this put Susan? I loved her to death. There was no question about this. But could the three of us really survive as a threesome?

That would be up to us. Though there were no manuals to offer guidance, we were smart people, successful in our fields, articulate and thoughtful in speech and of clear mind. We would be able to communicate effortlessly. As long as Marci kept on her meds and accepted all the other proper treatments, whatever they were, we were not broken people looking to others for salvation or purpose. We could each quite properly function alone. Being together was an option, an option we were selecting from an infinite range of possibilities. I knew ‘infinite’ was a stretch, but it did highlight the fact that we all had other options. There was no gun pointing at our heads. We were free to choose, and we were choosing to live our lives together.

I wondered about sleeping arrangements. I normally took the right side of the bed. Would I be moved to the middle? Whom would I cuddle with as I fell asleep? If Marci and Susan wanted to have sex, would I naturally be included? Would we ever have sex one-on-one? I felt giddy imagining the possibilities but also greedy. This wasn’t about sex. Sex was a feature of marriage—it wasn’t the marriage. How would it go on lazy Sunday afternoons? In winter, would the three of us lounge on the sofa and watch a movie together? If I was feeling amorous, who would I choose to be amorous with? Would Marci be offended if I chose Susan? Would I feel left out if they asked to be alone together?

There was a lot to think about.





Chapter 38: Two Wives
WE’RE IN THIS TOGETHER
“You’re back!” said Susan as I stepped into our room. She and Marci were lying on the bed in their underwear. Had they been naked, I would have worried I was interfering in a post-coital moment.

“Hi,” I said. I recaptured my champagne flute with the intention of having a refill.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” said Marci. She rose from the bed and put her arms around me. A big squeeze followed. “I’ll have some too.” She located her glass and held it up for a refill.

“Cheers,” I said. I topped off our glasses and sat on the occasional chair feeling overdressed. “What have you been waiting for me for?”

Marci smiled. “I’ve never made love to a woman before. I thought you might like to watch.”

“Are you sure?” asked Susan. “There’s no need to rush.”

“Are you kidding? I’ve been dreaming about this. Just ask Ryan.”

I nodded. Marci was behaving like a child waiting to open a gift. I had no clue what she meant by “making love to a woman” but was confident I would know soon.

“Honey,” said Susan. “Get out of your clothes! I want you beside me for this!”

For what? Perhaps I was being dense. What was the ultimate act two women could perform in bed? It was obvious though I had to admit I wasn’t well-schooled in all the other activities two women might enjoy behind closed doors. I dismissed everything I’d seen by way of pornography, which isn’t to say I was a fan of the genre. I knew, or suspected, that two women making love didn’t behave like it was portrayed in those three-minute film clips.

Marci sat on the edge of the bed. “Come here, Ryan.”

I stood in front of her.

“Remember this?” She unbuttoned my shorts and pulled down my zipper, just as Meg had done the night before but with more speed. She pushed my shorts and underwear down and took my cock into her mouth. Her fingers tickled my balls, but she was the one who giggled. Releasing my cock, she turned to Susan.

“This is what Meg did last night.”

“My God! She did?” said Susan. “I’d forgot about Meg. Was Harold in the room?”

Marci nodded. She held my cock up with her palm and licked my balls, now dangling in space, with a tenderness and warmth that mimicked Meg’s. I was pleased Marci chose to employ Meg’s methods and hoped they would remain in her toolbox.

Susan crawled over on her knees to join in the fun. She smiled at Marci before taking the tip of my cock into her mouth. They both performed their magic, though I knew they were just teasing.

Having fully incentivized me, my erection being the evidence thereof, they scooted across the bed to resume their former positions side by side. Marci’s hand fell on Susan’s breast as they kissed, their aim varying from chin to cheek, neck to ears, and back to the lips. Susan paused to instruct me to lay next to her. I faced her on my side and she kissed me, then turned to Marci and kissed her before Marci leaned over to kiss me. I knew right then our threesome choreography would need work but for beginners, we weren’t doing so badly. We were now lips to lips with our tongues swimming back and forth probingly.

It was truly erotic. Susan held my cock as Marci’s hands began to explore between Susan’s legs and slip under her panties. Frustrated, she pushed the panties down so her fingers could pass lightly over Susan’s pubic hair in long passes that quickly narrowed in scope as they increased in frequency. Susan responded quietly, her chest accenting her deeper breathing. When Marci’s lips fell once again upon Susan’s, she freed my cock so her liberated hand could sweep over Marci’s back as they fell into each other. Marci lifted a leg over Susan’s thighs and Susan’s hand slipped between her legs. As their foreplay became more intimate, I knew there would be no turning back.

Susan’s fingers probed under Marci’s panties, who responded with earthy moans, kissing Susan even more deeply and with more urgency. I was carried away by this vision of the two of them thus engaged and wanted to give them space.

When Marci moved to Susan’s breasts, pushing her bra down, I was startled by her energy, her ardent sucking and nibbling of the nipples, the sight of Susan’s breast rising into Marci’s mouth as if she had inhaled it whole. Susan released rolling whimpers, their pitch rising and falling as Marci’s lips greedily roamed her body, informing me of her euphoria.

Though there was no script aside from what their urges dictated, there was a clear progression. Marci, who before had only received from Susan, conquered her fears and was now the master. She knew this labyrinth and where to find the pots of gold and was hungry to make them her own.

Where Susan always responded to me magnificently, her responses to Marci were of a higher order. It was unfair, in that I couldn’t possibly know her as another woman would know her. I could only read the signals after the fact whereas Marci knew the secret switches that triggered them.

They both removed their bras and felt each other up like they were fondling a new found treasure. Marci, fully overcoming her inhibitions, moved down the bed and sweetly, delicately, removed Susan’s panties all the way. Susan stroked her tummy while looking expectantly at Marci who, gathering her courage, spread Susan’s legs. She dipped between and delicately kissed her inner thighs, moving in slow motion up each leg as Susan’s anticipation took the form of deeper breathing. She looked at me and smiled.

“Hold me,” she said. I put my arm around her and we watched Marci’s progress together. As she brushed her lips over Susan’s pubic hair, her body quivered then tensed. She held her breath as Marci’s tongue circled her slit and dipped deep between her legs. Susan gasped and squeezed my hand.

“Oh Marci! Oh God!!!” Her pelvis began to roll into Marci’s slow explorations, her tongue riding point, now sliding along Susan’s folds, slipping into her slit teasingly. Susan heaved in response and gripped my hand more tightly before putting it to her breast.

Without forewarning, Marci shifted into a higher gear. She sunk her tongue deep, then swept it up and down Susan’s slit and lower still. Susan jolted, raising her knees and kicking out her legs in a frantic spasm, then she rested her feet on the bed spread wider than before. Marci’s tongue focused and her fingers probed. Susan’s breathing became deeper, her moans were broader and richer. I squeezed her breast and she kissed my cheek, then gasped. Marci was now relentless, knowing exactly how to please Susan, how to take her to the cliff and hold her there and then…

Susan wailed as her body lost all control. “OH FUCK, FUCK! FUCK!!! OH MARCI… OH MY GOD!!!” She came in Olympic style, sending tremors throughout the bed and into the surrounding walls. With incredulous eyes, Susan looked at me, then Marci, panting hysterically. Marci rose to her side and they embraced. Susan rolled over her and smothered her in kisses until she was fully expended. Marci held her tenderly while she recovered.

I stroked Susan’s side and Marci stroked my arm. She bent down and planted slow kisses on Susan’s nipples, then sat up and stroked her thighs. After a few quiet moments, Susan propped herself on her elbows and looked at Marci.

“Wow,” she said.

“Did I do good?” asked Marci. “I’ve never eaten pussy before.”

“Holy hell yes!” She squeezed her legs together as her shoulders shivered. “God, Marci, I think you’re the best wife a woman could ever have. Jesus.” She shook her head. “Ryan, could you get me some water please?”

I brought her a glass of water. Marci was still stroking Susan’s legs when her attention wandered. She felt around her mouth with her tongue and, using her fingers, extracted something.

“Is this yours?” she asked Susan, holding up a pubic hair.

“Oh God! I’m sorry!”

“Hey, I don’t mind, but do you think we should get waxed if we’re going to be going down on each other all the time?”

“We might, but I love your pubes,” said Susan. “Anyway, doesn’t it hurt a lot?”

“My experience is kind of limited there.” She smiled at me. “Ryan knows.”

“What?” asked Susan.

“Marci had a productive stop at the salon the other day,” I said.

Susan looked at Marci’s crotch. “What did you do?”

“Nothing. I had my bottom waxed and bleached.”

“Ouch!” Susan laughed.

“I like pubic hair on women,” I said. “Does my opinion count?”

“What do you think, Marci?” asked Susan.

“Believe me, I’m happy to stay the way I am. I like pubes, even if they get in my mouth.” She pretended to spit.

“Hey!” she continued. “We just had our first family meeting! We’re keeping our pubic hair! But Ryan still has to shave his balls.”

“No problem,” I said.

“How are you, honey?” asked Susan.

“Wonderful.”

“What can we do to please you?”

“Believe me, you have pleased me. Both of you have.”

She felt my cock, which had been dozing after the recent excitement. As ever, it responded post haste. She watched it grow in her hand.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” she said. She went to the bathroom.

Marci put her arms around me.

“Kiss me, husband, but I have to warn you, I probably taste like pussy.” I kissed her. “In case you’re wondering, I loved it.”

“Being with Susan?”

“No, that bike I got in grade school… Of course I mean Susan! I may just go straight lesbo. Will you mind terribly?” She used an English accent to say that last bit.

I pushed her down on the bed.

“Husband, are you going to fuck me? Have I been a bad girl eating pussy?”

“Marci, really…”

She laughed.

“OK, then just fuck me already.” She lifted her bottom and removed her panties. I was now in a quandary. Did I have to wait for Susan to return? Before I could delve too deeply into that concern, she did return and offered us both a stern look.

“What’s going on here?” she asked. “Husband, are you thinking of making love to this woman?”

“To be honest, I thought I might.”

“Good. I’ll watch.” She sat on the end of the bed. “Then you can make love to me.”

“Goody!” said Marci. She centered herself on the bed and spread her legs. I was feeling more adventurous, so I flipped her over and raised her to her knees.

“Oh boy!” she said. “God, I love it this way!”

I spread her knees and rubbed my cock up and down to find she was, of course, gloriously wet. I slipped inside and she flinched, then started to bang her ass into me. I countered with avid thrusts and she moaned, dropping her head to concentrate. I reached down and felt her breasts, pulling on her nipples, and she responded in her usual wonderful way. She made you feel like the best lover in the world.

“OH FUCK RYAN! GOD YES!!!” She bucked into me. I was losing control as she began to climax, whimpering as she chased it, driving her pelvis up and down over my cock. I felt her clit with my fingers and circled it. “OH FUCK!!! RYAN!!!” Her body spasmed, and I could feel her baring down on my cock, squeezing it with each pulse of her orgasm. It took all of my self control not to come too.

She fell onto the bed. My cocked slipped out and Susan was right there next to her with legs opened wide.

“Just come, Ryan. Don’t worry about me, just come as fast as you want.”

I slipped into Susan. She rolled her pelvis into my thrusts and I came in epic form--grunting, moaning, panting like a Paleo hunter on a kill. Susan whimpered in my ear. “OH RYAN! My sweetheart!!! YES! Come in me… Oh, that’s nice… Yes… Oh, my love… Fill me with your cum...”

As I settled down, she covered my face with butterfly kisses and made soothing cooing sounds, like a mother saying “there, there now” to her boy. Marci joined our post-coital bliss, stroking my back while kissing Susan’s lovely lips. We drifted from our earthbound consciousness into some broader awareness beyond our essential being. It was truly like that.

We were one organism with three beating hearts.

No doubt, the world would once again intrude and force us into our daily habits, drawing us away from these moments of bliss, but it could do us no harm.

We were one, and we were three, and we knew we were in it together.





Epilogue: 18 Months Later
ONCE UPON A TIME
“This sucks,” said Marci, hovering over the open dishwasher.

“What sucks?” asked Susan, sitting at the kitchen table. She was rage-texting one of her subordinates, her fingers furiously tapping her phone.

“They’re clean.” Marci held a dirty dish in her left hand.

We’d been here before. If either Susan or I dropped our guard, we knew Marci would put the dirty dish in with the clean dishes in the dishwasher and restart it. Frankly, I’d done the same when no one was looking, so I didn’t view it as a major character flaw.

“Oh, I’ll help you,” said Susan. She put her phone down and joined Marci at the dishwasher to help unload it. Having not checked in with each other for at least a full hour, during which time Marci had napped, they had a lot of catching up to do and fell into an easy chat.

I’d plugged in my own phone to charge in on the end of the kitchen counter and went to retrieve it. I saw it had been removed from the charger and replaced with Marci’s phone. Mine was showing a 10% charge. Her’s hovered around 30%, so I switched them out. With that subterfuge averted, I went outside to grapple with leaves I’d raked earlier that day.

As I was working, Marci, having finished emptying the dishwasher, which probably meant watching Susan do it, joined me outside. She sat on the edge of the deck to watch me work.

“Boy, it’s chilly out here,” she said.

“The onset of winter is often that way,” I said.

“What can I do?”

“You could help me fill these trash bags.”

“I didn’t mean work.”

We both laughed.

Before I could respond, and I had a real zinger already prepared for such a response from Marci, there was a knock on the gate. Greg appeared in the yard looking as handsome as ever.

“Hey!” he said. I greeted him and returned to my work.

“Is Angie home?” asked Marci.

“She’s in the kitchen,” responded Greg. Marci left to visit Angie, who was Greg’s very charming fiancé. They met soon after our return from Mexico, which had concluded the peculiar arrangement between our two households.

“You’ve really got your hands full,” he said, smiling. I wasn’t sure if he was referring to the armful of leaves I was holding or life in general. Either way, it worked.

“How’s Angie doing?” I asked.

“Perfect in every way.”

“You’re right about that.” She was, and we were happy Greg had finally found true love. Because she was quite attractive and had taken to Susan’s and Marci’s nude sunbathing, I was especially happy.

“Can I borrow your edger?” asked Gregg.

“Sure. You know where it is.” This reminded me of Susan’s “underwear incident”, an occurrence that had transformed into what we all now referred to as our “Summer of Love”.

I finished with the leaves and returned indoors. As I was waiting for a message from Harold concerning work, I checked my phone to see Susan had removed it from the charger to plug in her own. Now my phone was down to 2% and refused to operate.

Susan was lying on the sofa with a book.

“Hey there,” she said. “Kiss me, husband.” They’d both taken to calling me “husband” when it came to kissing or any other amorous activity, or when they had chores for me in mind. I leaned over and kissed her, then sat in my favorite leather chair facing her.

“We should build a fire,” she said, once I’d settled in.

“You mean, I should build a fire. You could have mentioned it before I sat down.”

“You poor thing.”

I went to the wood stacked beside the deck and, once my arms were full, Marci appeared, having completed her visit with Angie.

“Let me help you,” she said, grabbing a single log from my arms. We went in through the kitchen. Once there, she returned the log to the stack in my arms, meaning she’d had full possession of it for only one minute. She gave me a look.

“I am so sick of peeing,” she said, heading for the downstairs guest bath. “You’re going to owe me big time.”

I made a nice fire and returned to the leather chair.

“Thanks, honey,”said Susan. “I love when the wood crackles like that. It feels so homey.”

Marci, having gone upstairs after her pee, returned wearing a robe and surveyed the living room. “If these walls could talk…” she said, laughing.

“Lay with me, Marci.” Susan tossed the back cushions over the sofa and made room. “I need some belly time.”

“We’re not going to fit,” said Marci. She opened her robe to reveal she was down to her underwear. Susan pulled up her sweater and they cuddled together, their bellies touching, their eyes glistening as they rubbed each other’s tummies.

“Fuck. We’re so big!” said Marci. She looked at me. “Good job, big boy. We’re both blimps.”

“Don’t say that!” said Susan. “We’re beautiful this way! Isn’t that true, Ryan?”

“Don’t ask him. He’s just happy for our tits. Fuck! Look at these things” She held up her breast. Susan lowered her bra to kiss Marci’s nipple.

“Can you imagine breastfeeding? It’s going to be a free-for-all.”

“Ryan,” said Susan. “Aren’t you going to tell us we’re beautiful this way?” They both looked at me.

I couldn’t deny it. Even eight months pregnant they were beautiful, in fact more beautiful than they had ever been.

∞∞∞
 
Following the night when Susan and Marci consummated their relationship in Mexico, Marci was no longer my “Vacation Wife”. She was my “other” wife. It was a point upon which she was quite firm and was not susceptible to contrary external opinions. From there on and when just the two of us, we introduced ourselves as husband and wife.

Neither of us minded Susan’s decision to return to Greg for the final day of our Mexican sejour. It made sense that she should finish what was begun and bring it to an amicable conclusion. Frankly, without Greg in the picture, we wouldn’t be where we had arrived, which was a very happy place. Plus, the idea of Susan enjoying herself with him still produced the same magic. We all knew the “affair” would soon end, but never the magic it had produced.

Marci and I treated the rest of our vacation as our honeymoon.

Within a week of returning home, Marci’s condo was up for sale, a giant California King bed had replaced the marital one, and Marci’s stuff, which was surprisingly little, was quickly integrated with mine and Susan’s.

The two women set about consolidating our lives with energy and enthusiasm which exhausted me. Before I could get used to one arrangement of the furnishings, it would be switched around, and then once more before they achieved the desirable perfection. At every step, it was I who did the heavy lifting. On the plus side, by the end of our first month together, I was in the best shape of my life.

There were other ways in which keeping up with two women was hard work. Whereas I assumed the novelty of our situation would soon become familiar and less frenetic, including our lovemaking, Susan and Marci were using a different script with each other. They became endlessly creative in bed and increasingly spontaneous everywhere else.

They treated our living room as their erotic playground. They often couldn’t get through a movie without pawing each other, removing each other’s clothes, engaging in oral sex and, when fully primed, one or the other or both of them calling for me to join them. Of course, by this point, I would be fully primed myself.

It turned out that Susan, now equipped with a buffer and therefore less burdened with guilt, admitted she enjoyed “swallowing” less than Marci, who didn’t seem to mind at all. Susan would be pleasuring me in bed with Marci on her other side, and when Susan knew I was reaching my moment of release, she would tag out, calling in Marci to deliver the coup de grâce.

“Jesus! Again?” Marci would say, before coming around to take me into her mouth. This switch always took me right to and over the edge. As this would also excite Marci, she would then have Susan take care of her, which excited Susan to do and, once bringing Marci to fruitful orgasm, Susan would pounce on me, often climbing over my face as she had done that evening when we had put on the spectacle for Greg. This would re-engage my pumps, and soon Marci would be fucking me while I tended to Susan, still engaged with my tongue.

It was exhausting, though the pace did in fact slow down eventually. Had it not, I doubt I would have made it through the first six months. By month seven, our amorous activities assumed a semblance of sanity, with actual days passing involving no sex whatsoever, just as was often the case with regular married couples.

Their creativity stretched me to my limits on one occasion. It was Halloween, and I was returning home from a particularly trying day with hopes for a quiet evening. When I walked into the kitchen with a grocery bag full of candy for the neighborhood kids, the women were in costume. I wasn’t aware of any party invitations and regardless, neither of them could have gone anywhere as they were dressed. They’d selected matching dominatrix outfits, including props.

While I had no interest in any of the darker fetishes popular with other adults, I had to admit they looked quite sexy. Their black leatherette bras and panties with matching thigh-high boots was a good look on them.

Rather than show surprise or in any way acknowledge their outfits, I put my grocery bag on the counter, plugged in my phone and said, “What’s new?”

“Well, what do you think?” asked Marci, sounding disappointed. She was less prone to patience than Susan, who knew I was purposely holding back my reaction.

“About what?” I said.

Marci looked at Susan, then back to me.

“Aren’t you going to say something?”

“He’s being coy,” said Susan. “Show him what we bought for him.”

Marci reached into a shopping bag and extracted a black leatherette thong.

“I’m not wearing that,” I said.

“Honey!” said Susan. “Don’t you want to play with us?”

“Not like that. No.”

She feigned disappointment, but it didn’t seem heartfelt.

“Well, at least tell us how we look.” They both assumed a pose.

“I admit, you both do look sexy like that. Nordstroms?”

Susan laughed and came over for a kiss and hug. Marci seemed genuinely disappointed about the thong.

“Maybe Greg will come over and wear it for us.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Would either of you like a drink?” I went to the cupboard where we kept the kitchen booze.

“What would dominatrixes drink?” asked Marci.

“How about White Russians?” offered Susan. “That sounds right for some reason.”

I made us all White Russians and handed them around. Their outfits were beginning to drive me a little nuts, something I would have never guessed. It made me wonder what they actually had in mind.

The doorbell rang, beginning the kiddie parade of trick or treaters. Marci, who often acted before she thought, poured the candy into a bowl and went to answer the door. At this point, I realized she probably shouldn’t be answering the door as she was dressed but it was too late. She returned to the kitchen smiling.

“Nice people. The parents were in costume too. Don’t you love Halloween?”

“Marci,” I said, looking at her own costume. She followed my eyes.

“Oh, fuck!”

Susan laughed. “I think we should let Ryan answer the door.”

A stream of neighborhood kids kept me busy for the next hour and the dominatrixes at bay. They seemed to be tantalizing each other well enough, so I didn’t feel I was letting them down. After another twenty minutes passed with no further trick or treaters, I turned off the porch light and we retreated to the living room.

“So tell me,” I said. “What exactly did you two have in mind with those outfits?”

“We thought you’d like them,” said Susan. “In fact, I think you do like them.” She felt my trousers. I actually didn’t have an erection, but the warmth of her hand and the fondling quickly produced one.

“I said you both looked sexy.”

Susan kissed my cheek as her fingers undid my belt. This encouraged my erection to stick around.

Marci undid my zipper and opened my trousers and felt my bulge.

“Aren’t you the bad boy,” she said. “A very naughty boy.” She pulled my briefs down.

“We should punish him, don’t you think?” asked Susan, now employing a husky voice.

“Really, you two…” I said.

Marci and Susan pulled my trousers and underwear down. Naturally, I lifted my butt off the sofa to assist them. They stared at my cock but made no move to touch it in any way. I felt this was rude as it was yearning to be touched.

“Take off his shirt,” said Marci. She worked at getting my shoes, socks, trousers, and underwear off. Now I was sitting naked on the sofa with two dominatrixes and, frankly, I was starting to feel it. An urge erupted out of nowhere for them to have their way with me.

“What should we do now?” asked Susan.

“We should tie him up!” said Marci, hopefully.

“We don’t have any rope.” Susan laughed. “We didn’t think this through, did we?”

I decided to let them play. Marci stood in front of me and took off the leatherette panties—which was difficult to do over her high boots—and fluffed her pubic hair.

“I think he should eat my pussy.”

“Hmm, mine too!”

Marci grabbed my head and pulled it into her crotch. I started licking like a good naughty boy would do, which meant foregoing my usual routine involving teasing and taking my time.

“Such a bad boy,” said Susan. Marci moaned. I could tell she was enjoying this as she started to roll her hips. I became more aggressive.

“Hey, this is nice!” she said. “I’ve never had it done like this before.”

“Shush, Marci,” said Susan. “You’re supposed to be dominating him!”

“How do I do that?” She continued to roll herself into my face. It was actually not a bad angle. “Oh, God this is nice.”

“Now me!” said Susan. She removed her panties, pushed me back into the sofa and climbed over my face. On the way, she managed to scrape my belly with her boot. Marci mounted my cock and rocked herself over it with an urgency seldom witnessed. I felt her fingers brush my tongue as she was also fingering Susan.

“Here it comes!” said Marci, who began convulsing. Her excitement was infectious. I had to fight the urge to come as both Marci and Susan achieved their first orgasms. We had earlier reached the point where, if both of them were ravaging me and one of them started to come, it would incentivize the other to so as well.

These two women were really in sync.

They lifted off and sat on either side of me panting. Their former excitement and swift ascension to bliss made me feel like a real Casanova.

“Wow,” said Marci. “That was quick.”

Susan chuckled. “I think we were the naughty ones, Marci. Ryan was a good boy.”

“We suck at being dominatrixes,” said Marci. “We got ourselves a little too excited.”

It was true that no expert in the field would use us in a dominatrix instruction video and thank God for that. This was as far as I wanted to go investigating this particular form of entertainment. Still, I felt like doing some domineering myself, albeit without props or leather.

“Take off your boots and tops,” I said, in a commanding tone.

“Oh, I think we’re in trouble, Marci.”

They both rose to de-dominatrix themselves. Once they were naked, I told them to kneel on the floor side-by-side. They did as they were told, then looked up at me like baby chicks waiting for their meal. I put my cock in Marci’s mouth and pulled Susan’s head over to my balls, which she promptly began to lick. It was a tight arrangement and took a moment to sort out correctly.

I watched them as their eyes shifted between looking at each other, their tasks at hand, and me. After another few moments they began improvising. They jointly drew their tongues along my shaft and alternated once reaching the tip who would take me into their mouth. Several times the both had their lips surrounding the crown, and this truly sent me into the rarified ethers.

“Now turn around and lean on your elbows face down,” I said, after locking into permanent memory their previous activities. They complied, and I entered Susan with a few deft thrusts,  then switched to Marci. They approved of this new direction, but I was having difficulty switching between them on the floor.

“Stand and follow me,” I instructed. I led them into the kitchen and bent them side-by-side over the island counter. They turned their heads to face each other and held their inboard hands together.

“Have we been bad?” asked Marci, using a girlish tone.

“I think Daddy’s mad, Marci,” said Susan, also affecting a girlish tone. “I hope he doesn’t spank us.”

“Really, you two,” I said, though I admit I wasn’t altogether put off, which troubled me. Then again, if these two wanted to play this way, who was I to get all high and mighty? Plus, it could make for an interesting conversation later.

“Please don’t spank us, Daddy,” said Susan, perhaps thinking she’d struck a lucrative vien. “We’ll be good girls!” Both she and Marci giggled.

“Just be quiet!” I said. I slapped them playfully on their asses which startled them.

“Oh fuck!” said Marci, laughing. They had both jumped but resumed their positions anyway. I gave Marci another smack and she laughed even harder. We all truly did suck at this domination stuff.

Moving them to the kitchen counter proved to be the better strategy for switching between them. I entered Susan without a forewarning and she gasped approvingly. I thrust hard and she lifted up from the counter to grip the far edge. She bowed her head to prepare for more and I continued.

Again without warning, I switched to Marci. She too grunted her approval and did her best to bang her ass into me. I repeated the process of switching between them several times, and this took things up a notch. I’d never before switched between them quite like this.

I hadn’t formulated how it all would finish and had to think literally on my feet.

I withdrew from Marci, who protested, and led them back into the living room.

I told her to lie on the floor, and instructed Susan to get between Marci’s legs facing her. They found this plan agreeable. I kneeled behind Susan and entered her from behind as I push her head down into Marci’s now quite swollen and wet center. Marci moaned and spread her legs while raising her knees.

This produced the magic formula to send us all over the edge which is where we promptly went. My excitement was of a netherworld variety. We convulsed into each other like a high speed crash. As Marci’s legs rose into the air in response to her orgasm, she nearly kicked me in the face. She was still bucking into Susan’s tongue as the last of my tremors subsided.

We fell off each other gasping for air. It took several moments before anyone of us stirred. Marci was the first out of the gate.

“Jesus, Ryan. You’re like a super fucker.”

“That’s kind of you to say, I think.”

Susan sat up. “What about me?”

“You’re a super licker, I guess,” said Marci.

“Thanks.” She extended her tongue, which I have to confess was freakishly long. No wonder Marci was a happy camper.

“We’re all good,” I said. “But I don’t think we’ll last long at this rate.”

It was many months later when, returning from another long day, I arrived home for a real surprise. They were sitting at the kitchen table and strangely excited when I walked in the door. A silence followed of some duration, with both of them staring at me expectantly. Perhaps they were wondering if I had brought them treats from the office. I was glad to see they weren’t wearing sexy nurse or French maid outfits. Instead, they were dressed normally.

“Hello,” I said, putting down my things. “What are you two up to?”

“Nothing,” said Marci, which was as always her usual response when hiding something. “Aren’t you going to give your wives a smooch hello?” She made a smooching sound with exaggerated lips. I walked over and gave them each a kiss.

“No wine? Usually you two are sipping wine on a Friday night.”

“Can I get you a drink?” asked Susan, getting up.

“Thanks, but I can get it myself. You guys want one?”

They both shook their heads. I fixed my drink and joined them at the table.

“We have something to tell you, Ryan,” said Susan.

“She does,” said Marci. “I’ll wait and see how that goes.”

“Okay. I’m all ears, as they say. Shoot.”

Susan revealed what looked like a thermometer and handed it to me. Near the top of its thicker end was a hole with a pink cross in it. Being the sort that didn’t jump to conclusions, I looked at Susan.

“We’re having a baby, Ryan.”

A wonderful heat flowed through up spine, unlike all those other types of heat since our threesome marriage began, and I felt dizzy. Regardless, I stood, as did Susan, and we came around the table to hug. It was the warmest, deepest hug I’d ever received, and one which I will never forget. A fury of frenzied discussion followed, the particulars of which none of us really registered as they came too fast, and then we settled down. I took a gulp of my drink to calm myself. Susan and I had planned to have children all along, but we’d never put a date on it, and here it was. I was going to be a father.

In the hubbub, I’d forgotten Marci also had news. I knew it couldn’t top Susan’s but was curious, nonetheless.

“Marci, you said you had something say too?”

She gave Susan a look and a smile, and from her lap produced a similar stick with an identical pink cross. I looked at it and then at both of them and wasn’t sure if I was seeing or understanding correctly. I went into that mode commonly referred to as speechless.

I looked at Marci. Her eyes were watering.

“We’re going to have a baby, Ryan!” She jumped out of her chair and once again, I was in the grip of an evermore hug, the kind that told you it was always be there when needed.

Susan joined in and for several minutes we rocked together in silence. Both Marci and Susan cried. It was a happy occasion.

And possibly the weirdest one I could ever have imagined. My two wives were pregnant. In the near future the household would almost double. What if one or both of them carried twins? We would need to get a minivan. We would become one of those couples, except for the extra spouse bit.

After some further swift exchanges, we settled down once more. It was only then that I thought of something rather important. How could they be pregnant? They used birth control. It was unlikely both their brands, whatever they were, failed simultaneously. This could only mean—and this was a point our children would later be thankful for—they had planned the whole thing. They had decided without me to have children. This did not make me angry or even annoyed. I was in whatever Heaven lies beyond the seventh one. I was gloriously happy. Still, we had to set the record straight.

“One thing,” I said, interrupting their impromptu planning for a nursery. “How is it you’re both pregnant? You both use birth control.”

They looked at each other, and it was somehow signaled Susan would speak.

“Honey, we’ve all been so happy together and, naturally, Marci and I talked about the future, and kids, and wondered if we should both get pregnant, and then we got so excited by the idea that, well... We stopped taking our birth control after our last period.”

The period was “singular” because they had coordinated their menstrual cycles to the minute. I had heard this happened with women living together but never believed it.

“And neither of you felt I should be in on the plan?”

“Ryan, we always agreed we wanted kids, but we didn’t want to get your hopes up.”

“It’s true that I wanted to very much. I can’t deny it.”

“And now we will. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“It is, but… Well, it’s done, isn’t it? You should probably now tell me how far along you both are. It might help with the planning.”

“Seven weeks,” said Susan.

I looked at Marci. She gave me a “what?” look.

“Well, how far along are you?”

“Susan told you. Seven weeks.”

“You’re both seven weeks? That’s seems a little odd.”

Susan laughed. “Not really.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because when we decided we wanted to get pregnant, we planned everything out. Remember when we kind of slowed down, you know, in the bedroom?”

“There and everywhere else as I remember.”

“We wanted you to save yourself up until we were both ovulating. Then, we both had you come inside us like, a lot. You remember don’t you? We totally exhausted you.”

There had definitely been a change in pattern seven or eight weeks before. At first, and only for them, I thought the novelty of our arrangement had worn off. My usual signals went unacknowledged whereas before, the merest clue I was aroused meant a stampede. That lull was followed by an epic weekend of near non-stop love making but no oral sex in my direction. It had taken me a week to recover.

“So, you’ve been to the doctor. Is there a due date? Or should I say, are there due dates?”

“January 1!” They said this in unison and laughed.

“Jesus,” I said. Hearing an actual date slammed it home. In less than eight months I would become a daddy twice over and possibly all at once. Wouldn’t that be something.

“I’m surprised you haven’t noticed Susan’s tits. She’s already wearing my bras.”

“What do you mean? Oh, I see what you mean. Really?”

“Yeah, look at ‘em.” I looked at Susan’s chest. It did look bigger.

“Enjoy them now, honey,” said Susan. “Soon they’re going to be mom tits.”

“Mine too!” said Marci, almost gleefully.

“They’ll be even more lovely.” I said. I truly felt they would be.

∞∞∞
 
“Oh fuck. That didn’t feel good” said Marci, proving she was not a fan of childbirth, even with an epidural. The nursed rolled her eyes as she had informed Marci she shouldn’t be feeling anything.

“The doctor, who had been hovering, did a quick check, then left to see about his other patient. I followed him into Susan’s delivery room. Compared to Marci, Susan was an oasis of calm. Her waters broke eight hours after Marci’s, but the former now seemed closer to delivering.

“How’s Marci doing?” she asked.

“As well as could be expected.”

The doctor checked Susan and then consulted with her nurse. The nurse left and the doctor turned to me. Being the professional he was, he had already acclimated to our peculiar situation. Apparently, he’d never delivered two babies by two different women sharing the same seed donor at the same time.

“We’re calling in Dr. Scholtz. They’re both about to blow, if you know what I mean.”

That was one way of putting it.

“He’s already here, fortunately.”

Once the new doctor arrived I returned to Marci, who was exhibiting even further distress.

“What did you do? Step out for a drink? Jesus. I’m having your baby here!”

The nurse gave me look. This one had not quite acclimated to our situation.

“We’ve got two doctors now. It’s look like you’re both ready to deliver.”

“No kidding… OH FUCK! Hold my hand.” She squeezed it. “Fuck! I think I pooped!”

“You didn’t poop,” said the nurse. “You’re doing fine.”

Twenty minutes past.

A sixth sense alerted me to yet another new nurse saying my name.

“Mr. Peterson? Mr. Peterson?”

I looked toward the doorway.

“Your wife needs you. It’s happening.”

“Oh God, Ryan. Susan’s having her baby! GO! GO! GO!”

I bolted from the room, slipping a bit due to my footies, which really needed more grip. I landed in Susan’s room just as the blessed event was occuring. Within moments, it seemed, and far faster than I would have thought possible, I was a father. Within a few minutes more, my new son, after a brief stop for a clean up and tests involving needle pricks, which didn’t go over well, was lying on Susan’s chest.

They both looked beautiful. Susan, perspiring, with matted hair and broken blood vessels lining her cheeks, couldn’t have looked lovelier. After a few gentle moments of quiet wonder, I was able to hold him. He seemed far too young to be out so late. As I bonded with him, another fresh nurse arrived, one who also wasn’t current with the the particulars of the Peterson household, to tell me my wife was about to deliver. To say she looked confused would be an understatement.

“How is she? Is it a girl? A boy? OH FUCK!” said Marci, in that order, as soon as I arrived.

“Push,” said the doctor.

Marci pushed. Soon, the room’s tension evaporated as Marci delivered a beautiful little girl.

Her excitement made her an unruly patient. She was ready to bounce out of bed to hold our new baby.

“Steady girl,” said the doctor. “We’ve not finished here.”

After the quick clean up and inspection, our daughter was delivered to Marci, who cried like a school girl as she inspected her.

“Jesus, Ryan. Isn’t she gorgeous?”

Just like Susan, she looked like the happiest person in the world. They were in a tie finish as the world’s most beautiful mothers.

They would soon be sharing a room for the night. Until then, I was going back and forth like a spinning top.

When I returned once more to Marci, her eyes were closed. She opened them when she heard me next to her bed.

“Hi,” she said, smiling. “Look at this!” She pulled down the thin baby blanket covering our daughter’s head. She had taken the nipple.

I watched our daughter suckle, and I felt yet another wave of overpowering love the likes of which I’d never known.

“We did the right thing, didn’t we?” Marci asked.

“We did.”

“No matter what anyone says, I’m your wife, along with Susan. Forever, Ryan. You have to know that.”

“I do know that, though you were a great vacation wife too. I have to hand it to you.”

“Yeah, well, see where it got you?”

I did, and I couldn’t have been happier.

THE END

∞∞∞
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